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MONUMENTS TO DEAD HORSES 
 
 
 
          Early evening, September, 1983. Room at south west section of Mont-
pelier, Orange County, Virginia. The walls are covered with photographs of 
horses. MARION Du PONT SCOTT, an elderly woman, dressed with cas-
ual elegance, is seated on a small divan.          
 
 
 
MILLICENT RANDOLPH SCOTT and BANCROFT:(She enters fol-
lowed by him.)                                                            
 
MR: Here he is, Marion. I found him prowling around outside like a 
burglar. You were dozing. I didn't want to disturb you, so I took him 
on a quick tour of the interior. Mr. Lawrence Bancroft, this is Marion 
Du Pont Scott. I've explained to him that we are cousins, removed a 
few times.                                                        
 
BANCROFT: Thank you so much for permitting me...                  
 
MDS: You're late. And you should have wakened me, Millicent.        
 
BANCROFT: I'm so sorry. I...                                      
 
MR: He acted just as suspicious inside. Sniffing in every corner. Tap-
ping walls. I'm not sure he's trustworthy.                     
 
MDS: What shall we call you? Your mother and your ex-wife called 
you, "Banky". How insipid. The divorce was in very good taste.       
 
BANCROFT: How did you know about...?                              
 
MDS: Don't interrupt me, young man.                                
 
MR: Don't interrupt her.                                           
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MDS: Lawrence Of Arabia was a terrible disappointment, so we 
won't call you, "Lawrence". "Larry" is out of the question.  
 
BANCROFT: Lawrence Of Arabia?                                     
 
MR: A race horse, silly.                                           
 
BANCROFT: Oh. Of course.                                          
 
MDS: We shall simply call you, "Mr. Bancroft".                      
 
BANCROFT: Yes, ma'm.                                                
 
MDS: Why were you late, Mr. Bancroft, and what were you looking 
for? We expected you over two hours ago.                                
 
BANCROFT: I'm so sorry. As I tried to leave my friend's place in Al-
exandria, my car wouldn't start.                                                            
 
MDS: Your lady-friend's place.                                      
 
BANCROFT: Yes, ma'm. My car wouldn't start.                              
 
MDS: Your 1972 Plymouth.                                          
 
BANCROFT: How did you...? Yes, ma'm. Fortunately my — ah — la-
dy-friend had not left for work and was able to call her friendly gas 
station, which was able to install a new generator or alternator or 
whatever right away...                                     
 
MDS: For which you undoubtedly paid with her credit card or mon-
ey supplied by her. No comments, please. Just continue.              
 
BANCROFT: They did the work so fast that I didn't need to tele-
phone to cancel my appointment, and I didn't want to waste time tel-
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ephoning that I might be late. I thought that I could make up some of 
the lost time and would have if there hadn't been a tie-up on I-95.                                                       
 
MDS: Do you believe him, Millicent?                                 
 
MR: Yes.                                                          
 
MDS: Why didn't you come inside and make your presence known 
immediately? Your letter said that you teach American History, were 
doing research, and wanted to see the home of James Madison. How 
much of it did you expect to see without keeping your appointment 
with the owner promptly?                                
 
BANCROFT: I wanted to see the outside before it became too dark. I 
was afraid that if I went in to meet you, it might be too late. I do 
apologize. I wanted to walk around the mansion.                
 
MDS: Rude, but resourceful. Do you agree, Millicent?                 
 
MR: Yes. But maybe he should tell us about the lady-friend.        
 
MDS: Who is she, Mr. Bancroft?                                       
 
BANCROFT: Well...She is somebody I see whenever I come through 
Washington. We were more than friends briefly but realized that that 
was a mistake. She was once a colleague.                     
 
MDS: Has your inspection of the grounds and mansion been satisfac-
tory?                                                             
 
BANCROFT: Yes. Ms. Randolph has been very kind. I must have 
seemed very suspicious. She called to me as I came around a corner 
of the mansion going toward that gazebo, with the beautiful dome 
and Grecian columns, and the Madison graves beyond it.                     
 
LIGHTS:(They dim.)                                                   
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BANCROFT: She gathered me in before I reached them. She seemed 
to float across the lawn toward me. She called to me as if she knew 
me...                                                                                    
 
MR: Wait for me, Bancroft.                                         
 
BANCROFT: As if it were important to be with me. As if she loved 
me. She took my hand.                                             
 
MR: (She takes his hand.) He looked at me as if something important 
had happened. The way he's looking at me now. Kiss me, Bancroft.    
 
MDS: Kiss her, young man.                                           
 
BANCROFT: (He hesitates, then kisses her.)                          
 
MR and BANROFT: (They resume the positions they occupied before lights 
dimmed as — )                                               
 
LIGHTS: (They return to normal.)                                   
 
MDS: That "gazebo" is known as "The Temple". It was built by the 
same people who worked on Jefferson's Monticello. James Madison 
stored ice underneath. And I'm afraid that you are confused about 
Madison graves.                                                           
 
BANCROFT: Those large white monuments, just past The Temple? I 
assumed they marked Madison's grave, and his wife's.               
 
MR: No, silly. Famous Du Pont race horses are buried there.         
 
BANCROFT: Horses?                                                  
 
MR: Well, of course. The Madison cemetery plot is about a mile from 
here. I rode over there once. There are about two dozen graves. And 
a weather beaten old monument, not nearly as big and shiny as those 
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horse monuments, says that James Madison, Jr., the...something Pres-
ident is buried there. The third?                              
 
BANCROFT: Fourth President.                                        
 
MDS: Why are you staring at the walls? Haven't you ever seen pic-
tures of horses before? Don't you like horses?                
 
BANCROFT: Well, yes. No. Yes. I just never saw so many pictures of 
them in one room. They all seem to be fine animals. I don't know 
much about horses. Except for the resemblance of their rear ends to 
college administrators and history department heads. I...I was think-
ing about Madison. Not about...                              
 
MR: Du Ponts and horses. What kind of a historian are you? Du 
Ponts have been raising horses here since William Du Pont, Marion's 
father, bought this place in 1901.                            
 
MDS: Du Pont's are part of American history, just as much as James 
Madison. We are proud of our horses. Many have been champions. 
My husband loved horses, too. We were not divorced because of 
horses.  
 
BANCROFT: Yes, ma'm. Your husband?                                                       
 
MR: Randolph Scott, the actor.                                     
 
BANCROFT: Really! He certainly rode a lot of horses. I used to love 
his movies. Especially the westerns. Virginia City with Errol Flynn, 
Miriam Hopkins, Humphrey Bogart! He had that wonderful soft Vir-
ginia accent. He was always simple, unpretentious. Ahh...There are 
many people who think I am not much of a historian, Ms. Randolph.                                                                                                    
 
MDS: We know. You have never remained at one place long enough 
to be a candidate for tenure. You were not asked to return to the job 
you had through this spring. Why are you so undesirable?      
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BANCROFT: How do you know all these things?                        
 
MR: Strangers are never received without a security investigation, in-
cluding photographs. In your case we wanted a very thorough inves-
tigation.                                                          
 
BANCROFT: Should I be flattered or embarrassed?                   
 
MDS: Well...                                                       
 
BANCROFT: I guess I've been fired for everything but drugs and al-
cohol. Usually for talking too much. My ideas are threatening, and I 
seem to have a way of letting it be known that some people are not 
worth what they're paid.                                      
 
MDS: Now you can tell us what you are looking for?                  
 
MR: He didn't care about the furniture, the paintings, the mouldings. 
He just rushed me through the Du Pont additions at each end of the 
mansion. Fairly swept me off my feet.                            
 
BANCROFT: I'm interested in the mansion as it existed during the 
life of Madison.                                                  
 
MDS: That may be quite a pity.                                     
 
MS: It may be. Oh, dear!                                                      
 
MDS: This room is my favorite. My father added it. James Madison 
has been dead for a long time. I am still alive. I intend to see that the 
Du Ponts of Montpelier are not forgotten. Go on.           
 
BANCROFT: I wanted to see this place. To let it wash over me, to 
have the feel of it. With Ms. Randolph's help and your kindness, I 
think I have that. And I'm interested in some Madison papers that 
might possibly — that may be here. Hidden here.                
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MDS: Like finding the Dead Sea Scrolls.                            
 
BANCROFT: A good analogy. Madison served in the Confederation 
Congress and the Congress Of The United States. He spent years 
fighting for the Constitution and The Bill Of Rights. When Wash-
ington was President, he relied on Madison's political advice. 
Through him, his papers, his home, you can be present at a time of 
creation. There was something that he couldn't say in his lifetime — a 
political statement that he was reluctant to make. There had to be. He 
may have written it secretly. It might be here. It would be important. 
He was classic, timeless.                       
 
MDS: Nonsense. This place has been combed over by swarms of little 
scholars who want to make careers for themselves with a doctoral 
thesis or make millions with a book. I will not have my home torn 
apart to hunt for imaginary papers. It is essential that you understand 
that.                                                  
 
BANCROFT: Essential? Well, yes. Of course.                            
 
MR: Are you just fishing? Or is there something special that you're 
looking for?                                               
 
BANCROFT: Something very special.                                   
 
MDS: Well, what is it? I'm not a boor. You can't live in the home of 
James Madison without caring about him and learning something 
about him.                                                                    
 
BANCROFT: Did you ever hear of George Bancroft?                    
 
MDS and MR: No.                                                    
 
BANCROFT: He was a famous American historian in the last centu-
ry. I am descended from a collateral relative — or so I was told.       
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MR: You see, Marion. I knew he had a good blood line. A famous his-
torian! My, my!                                                  
 
BANCROFT: He held a national appointive office. Late in life he was 
obsessed with the gold standard issue. The stuff he wrote is deadly to 
read now. But he realized the importance of original sources. Of find-
ing them before they vanished. He traveled all over to copy personal 
papers. He was here not long before Madison died in 1836. I wrote a 
paper about George Bancroft when I was a graduate student. I ex-
ploited my name and was permitted to inspect and copy some of his 
private papers. I saw a short note  
that said, "Montpelier. Committee of Style. Return after demise." 
Nothing else. It seemed to me that he had a look at something that he 
was not permitted to copy until after Madison's death but was never 
able to copy.                                           
 
MDS: Probably something about clothes or fashion that Dolley Madi-
son showed him. She moved away from here, and your George never 
returned.                                                   
 
BANCROFT: No. George Bancroft never wrote about clothes, daily 
lives, that sort of thing. It was something else. I didn't think much 
about it until later when I studied Madison's notes about the proceed-
ings at the Constitutional Convention of 1787. He took notes on eve-
rything that happened. Other men took notes or wrote later about 
what happened, but nobody else was as meticulous as he was.                                                                   
 
          On Saturday, September 8, 1787, after a full day of business, the 
Constitutional Convention decided that a COMMITTEE OF STYLE 
should revise and arrange everything that had been agreed to, that is 
— write the final draft of the Constitution. Madison and four other 
men were appointed. He was the last one to die. You would think 
that Madison, the premier, compulsive note-taker, would have been 
on the job as usual. But you can't find notes about the work of the 
Committee Of Style. By him or anybody else. Anywhere.             
 
MDS: And you think that such notes may be somewhere in my home.    
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BANCROFT: Yes. Might have been. Or might be. Unless there was a 
reason that nobody took notes. Or a reason that notes were de-
stroyed. Or were supposed to be destroyed.                                                        
 
MR: Are there any secret passages here, Marion?                     
 
MDS: None that I know of, but we shall certainly try to be alert.  
 
BANCROFT: Nothing beats a primary source. George Bancroft was 
right. He traveled by coach or horseback and copied in longhand by 
candlelight. When he was done, he had something beautiful. Not a 
historian's impression, embellishment, or unsupported guess mas-
querading as fact. He had the truth.                           
 
MDS: If the source were truthful.                                  
 
MR: You certainly are passionate about James Madison and hunting 
for old papers.                                                   
 
MDS: He has other passions.                                          
 
MR: Are you sure?                                                   
 
MDS: Yes. All passions come from the same source, like different 
streams from the same spring. Let us see where those we know about 
will lead us: There are colonial mansions all over Virginia and an 
endless number of late 18th century Americans to study. James Mad-
ison has been worked over quite a bit. What can you add?                                 
 
BANCROFT: Nobody else seems to see what I see.                     
 
MDS: And what is that?                                             
 
BANCROFT: Madison was dedicated to forming and preserving a 
consensus. He was not arrogant about rejection of his own ideas. His 
use of the term, "mode of election", was very significant...When he 
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realized that common people would be cheated and slick people 
would become rich because of Hamilton's plan for funding the public 
debt, he protested.                                         
 
MR: Sounds like a scandal. I just love a scandal.                  
 
BANCROFT: That's what it was. Hamilton was the first Secretary of 
The Treasury. He wanted to solve the public debt problem by re-
deeming worthless government paper at face value. Soldiers and 
other poor people had been forced to accept it in payment of back 
pay, wages, and so on. There were leaks. Speculators bought up the 
worthless paper for next to nothing. Hamilton made them rich.   
Madison must have realized that the noble old Virginia notion of 
deferential rule was no good any more.                            
 
MR: Noble old notion of what? I swear I'm trying to stay in the sad-
dle. Do you understand him, Marion?                             
 
MDS: Not entirely. Perhaps he will be good enough to explain.      
 
BANCROFT: I'm sorry. Deferential rule. The idea that you defer to 
rule by your betters, wise incorruptible aristocrats. They are not al-
ways so noble. Madison fought the funding plan in Congress. He 
lost, and people of the Du Pont class made a lot of money. That fight 
may have been his best moment. He vetoed a bill when he was Presi-
dent because it was an unconstitutional abridgement of the separa-
tion between church and state of the First Amendment. Can you be-
lieve it? A President who read the Constitution and really wanted to 
preserve and defend it.                                        
 
MDS: You did not have to come here to learn what you already 
know.                                                  
 
BANCROFT: There was something that he wanted to say and didn't 
or couldn't. I'm closer to it here; I can almost feel it.                   
 
MR: And what might that be, sir?                                    
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BANCROFT: He wasn't arrogant about his views. He felt that the 
"genius of the people", a forgotten phrase that they often used, could 
have solutions as valid as his. I think he had an ideal that he arrived 
at from his scholarship, from listening to debate, from paying atten-
tion to the opposition. An ideal that for some reason he kept to him-
self. Republicanism, elections, and so on were not goals. They were 
only modes for achieving something else. They might not always suf-
fice. They might have to be modified. Or supplemented. Or replaced 
by something. Something that he never talked about or wrote about 
publicly. He might have written about it privately.                                                      
 
MR: And what might that be, sir? You do take a long time to answer 
a question.                                                       
 
BANCROFT: I don't know. I came here to search for something. Any-
thing. Anything that I might find. Or conclude.                
 
MR: Have you found or concluded — anything?                                      
 
BANCROFT: (He looks at her intently for a moment.) No.            
 
MDS: Perhaps that is the answer.                                   
 
BANCROFT: I don't understand.                                     
 
MDS: Perhaps the answer is that you cannot find anything in an old 
piece of paper or in this place but, rather, that you must find it in 
yourself...Have you examined his teeth, Millicent?               
 
MR: Really, Marion! Isn't that going too far?                         
 
BANCROFT: My teeth!                                               
 
MDS: Certainly not. One can learn almost as much about people as 
about horses from teeth.                                           
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MR: (She comes close in order to examine.) Open, please.             
 
BANCROFT: (He opens his mouth, fixes his eyes on her.)              
 
MR: Good. (After a perfunctory look into his mouth, her face lingers close 
to his for a few seconds while she looks up at his eyes.) Some sign of wear 
and neglect. Otherwise they appear to be in fair condition and all 
present. I approve.                                                             
 
MDS: Then we both approve.                                         
 
BANCROFT: Of what? My teeth?                                       
 
MDS: I am an old woman. I have no time to waste. I must provide for 
this property and for Millicent. She loves this place, and she is very 
dear to me. Her marriage was a disaster. You know the Randolphs. 
She is a Randolph.                                     
 
BANCROFT: A venerable Virginia family. They were here long be-
fore Du Ponts. Edmund Randolph was governor. Refused to sign the 
Constitution. Washington's first Attorney General. Secretary of State 
after Jefferson. There was a scandal. Washington fired him. Unfairly, 
according to Randolph. Was your husband a Randolph?          
 
MDS: I do not discuss my former husband. And you must not call at-
tention to this scandal.                                        
 
BANCROFT: Yes, ma'm.                                                
 
MDS: Look at her hair. Look at those lines and flanks. She was bred 
to bear children, and she must carry on the line. Don't you agree, Mr. 
Bancroft?                                                 
 
BANCROFT: Oh, yes! Magnificent flanks.                                
 
MDS: Then, it’s settled.                                             
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BANCROFT: What is that, ma'm?                                        
 
MDS: Your appointment as Director here. My lawyers say that I can 
make any appointments and conditions that I want. The two condi-
tions are quite simple...                                         
 
BANCROFT: Director? Conditions?                                       
 
MDS: Don't interrupt. The first condition is that the Director be mar-
ried to Millicent and sire a child within a reasonable time. The second 
is that the Du Pont additions to this mansion must never be dis-
turbed. As to the first condition, you can be assured that there is no 
deception involved. We shall give you a certificate that she can bear 
children. As to the second, there can be no exception, but I trust that 
there is no problem...There is something that I must find in the li-
brary. While I am there, you and Millicent can be alone. You are enti-
tled to a few minutes alone. Help me up, please. Millicent can explain 
things further.        
 
MR: Let me go, Marion. He can come with me.                         
 
MDS: No, dear. It is too hard to describe what I am looking for.     
 
BANCROFT: May I address the first condition?                         
 
MDS: Yes, if you do so rapidly.                                     
 
BANCROFT: It is delightful to contemplate. But it seems to have a 
precondition. That the Director-candidate be accepted as husband 
or...ahhh...sire by Ms. Randolph.                                  
 
MDS: She and I have approved. You are delaying my visit to the li-
brary.                                                         
 
BANCROFT: I see. Well...Before you go, I have to ask—What is the 
expectation regarding … ahhh … mode of siring. There are ways of 
siring now that are new.                                           
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MR: The old fashioned mode is stipulated.                           
 
MDS: A traditional conjugal relationship is contemplated. We have 
considered other candidates. Several seemed a bit too much involved 
with scholarship and unenthusiastic about the first condition. We felt 
that their persuasion might be...that they...     
 
MR: Might not be...                                                 
 
BANCROFT: Heterosexual.                                             
 
MDS: Exactly. We rejected others for various reasons, some of which 
are known only to Millicent. You should feel honored.             
 
BANCROFT: I do. I do. I'm just a little disoriented. Every time I'm 
fired, I have to look for a job. I never stumbled on one.     
 
MDS: You should understand that Millicent is not wealthy. She has a 
small inheritance, but she loses small alimony payments when she 
remarries. I am unable to leave her anything substantial because I 
possess only a life estate in my parents' property. Everything goes to 
a foundation on my death. However, compared to you, she is rich 
beyond belief. Now, help me up, please.                       
 
MS, BANCROFT, MDS: (MS and BANCROFT help MDS to rise and es-
cort her a few steps. She shrugs them off and exits alone. They return to 
where they had been before they assisted MDS. A few awkward seconds 
pass.)                                                     
 
BANCROFT: Why can't you take the job—and marry whomever you 
please whenever you please?                                        
 
MR: I don't have the qualifications that William put in his will. You 
barely qualify.                                                
 
BANCROFT: Go to school.                                             
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MR: That would take years, and I would have to be away from her.     
 
BANCROFT: She could appoint you; you could appoint a qualified 
person and resign or keep him or her ostensibly as your assistant.  
 
MR: Not permitted under the will.                                  
 
BANCROFT: Which brings us back to Director-condition one. Is she 
all right? I mean, mentally sound?                                 
 
MR: Yes. Very. Didn't a lot of those founding father types marry up? 
Marry a rich woman? Isn't that how they could afford to be patriots 
and do good things for folks? Compared to you, I am “rich beyond 
belief”.                   
 
BANCROFT: I see that you've studied some late 18th century Ameri-
can history. Madison was an exception. He fell in love with a widow, 
married for love. I guess that says something about his integrity. 
They had no children. It's hard to think of him as a romantic.                                                            
 
MR:I slept through American History in college. Once I slept with it. 
No. Some things you just pick up and know if you live around here. 
Marrying up was good for those men. It was good for the country. 
And you can't read about it, but — Lord! — those hard driving men 
were good for those women.                             
 
BANCROFT: Sired by Bancroft. Bancroft out of Randolph. In the Du 
Pont-Randolph line. Bancroft out to stud.                        
 
MR: Our dames are the best.                                        
 
BANCROFT: I can see that. I most certainly see that.                 
 
MR: Thank you, sir.                                                 
 
BANCROFT: I was married once. No children.                          
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MR: I know. So was I. No children.                                 
 
BANCROFT: I didn't have what she wanted.                            
 
MR: I know. She was always looking at what wasn't there instead of 
what was. She wasn't what you need.                                
 
BANCROFT: How did you know?                                         
 
MR: The only explanation.                                          
 
BANCROFT: And you?                                                 
 
MR: I wanted an old Virginia plantation. I married one with nobody 
in it. I wasn't needed. I had to leave the place when I left the mar-
riage.                                                                
 
BANCROFT: Some men are very stupid.                                 
 
MR: You came here looking for something in your head that you 
can't even explain. You find treasure that you couldn't have imagined 
if you tried...You find what you need, and you shy away like a colt 
from a jackrabbit.                                                  
 
BANCROFT: There are things I have to try. It would be too easy to 
stay here and rusticate.                                           
 
MR: Rusticate? That surely sounds like something a girl ought to like. 
But I kind of think that's not what you mean. I've been out there. I 
won't go back. I need this place or its equivalent.                                                                 
 
BANCROFT:I understand.                                            
 
MR: And you can't be free if you're the Director of a horse farm. You 
might turn into a gelding. I don't want that again.             
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BANCROFT: I think you are a very wise lady.                         
 
MR: I know good horses, and I know good riders. That's what I know 
best. 
 
BANCROFT: Do you have the feeling that the more you know it can't 
be, the more you want it?                                          
 
MR: I rightly do have that feeling.                                 
 
BANCROFT: I can't believe that I'm not accepting the two conditions. 
When I look around. When I look at you.                     
 
MR: Maybe you are rich, Mr. Bancroft. Richer than anybody. I wish 
you luck. Will you remember me?                                    
 
BANCROFT: When I'm back in that old car, alone, on a highway 
maybe going nowhere, I'm going to have a lot of pain and wonder if 
I'm all right. You know that, too, don't you?                               
 
MR: Yes.                                                           
 
BANCROFT: I don't think I can ever come back as long as you are 
here. If...somebody accepts the conditions, I don't want to know.   
 
MR: If the second condition were waived, what more would you 
need to know to accept the first one, on a trial basis?                                                 
 
BANCROFT: You and me—see if we should stay together or not?       
 
MR: Yes.                                                            
 
BANCROFT: I would have to know if you're willing to leave here.     
 
MR: If I were, what else would you need to know? Height? Weight? 
Education? Foreign languages? Bust measurement? Skills? I know 
some French and Spanish. M.A., sociology. Some business experi-
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ence. I'm like you. Until I came here, I never stayed with any one 
thing very long. But I could. I always wanted to...Parents deceased. 
Marion would be the closest thing to your mother-in-law.                                                            
 
BANCROFT: I don't need to know all that.                             
 
MR: What then?                                                      
 
BANCROFT: Are your feet cold at night?                               
 
MR: Not often.                                                                        
 
BANCROFT: That's all I need to know.                               
 
MR: Maybe the whole idea is the silly prank of a couple of eccentric 
women. I would be obliged if you would tell Marion that the second 
condition is the one that you can't accept. I have this little bit of pride.                                              
 
BANCROFT: I can do that very honestly.                              
 
MR: She likes you. She will be disappointed. She's proud of her herit-
age. It's not her fault that her father bought James Madison's house. 
There were other owners in between. She's serious about preserving 
this place. That's what she lives for now.           
 
BANCROFT: The only thing I'm good at is deciding things fast. Jobs. 
Things to study and write about. Where to go...               
 
MR: Women.                                                          
 
BANCROFT: Women...It's true. I can't accept the second condition. If 
I had the power I would tear out the Du Pont additions. They dis-
grace this place of honor. Would you like to see a Rockefeller wing at 
Mount Vernon? Maybe somebody else can reconcile James Madison 
and William Du Pont.                                             
 
MR: I might not like him. You kind of spoil things for me.          
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BANCROFT: You're a beautiful woman. With charm and substance. 
Why do you nominate a consort in this strange way?    
 
MR: When Marion took me in to recover from the "disaster", she had 
no family around. Nobody close. She was lonely and ill. We needed 
each other. Nobody ever needed me before. We became very close. 
Sometimes men have trouble understanding the ties that form be-
tween women. Then, from all over the world, men started coming 
around. Marion didn't stand in the way, but she didn't like any of 
them. Neither did I. I was tired of being a chahmin' southu'n belle all 
the time. I was stiff and sore where I sit from riding all the time. The 
only safe place to be was on a horse. Marion told me that she never 
had to worry about all those movie starlets as long as her husband 
was on his horse. She had her agenda. I had mine. We decided to 
work together...Can you think of a better system for getting two peo-
ple married?                              
 
BANCROFT: Uh...Probably not.                                             
 
MR: It's a good system for the consort-nominee, too. No risk of 
wounded feelings. All the fun of courtship without any of the insecu-
rity. All you do is take or leave it.                       
 
BANCROFT: What will you do if you can’t find what—or whom you 
want?                                                              
 
MR: Probably give up and leave here, after all. I'll have to go if Mari-
on dies and there's no job here for me. She's going to make sure that 
the place is run the way she wants. I won't stand in her way. She 
wants to settle things soon. That's why you and I are waltzing here 
together. If you weren't a man whom both of us had nominated, you 
and I would be on saddles.                      
 
BANCROFT: Come with me now. I don't have to warn you about me. 
You know everything already.                                           
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MR: I'm not strong enough and brave enough now, and I can't leave 
Marion. I wish you could stay here. As a scholar-in-residence. Or 
gardener. Or groom for the horses. You would like horses.          
 
BANCROFT: I might interfere with the joint agenda.                   
 
MR: I suppose. But a girl can dream, can't she?                      
 
BANCROFT: It's a nice dream, and I thank you for it.                  
 
MDS: (She enters holding an old book.) I found it. In the same place 
where I last saw it fifty years ago.                        
 
MR: What is it, Marion? (Spoken as she goes to MDS and helps her return 
to her former seat.)                                             
 
BANCROFT: (He also helps.)                                       
 
MDS: My father kept a log covering all the work that he had done to 
the house. When you mentioned style...                          
 
BANCROFT: Committee Of Style!                                        
 
MDS: Don't interrupt. I remembered something that he said, some-
thing that he mumbled as he made an entry in this log. I don't have 
my reading glasses. Go through these pages and look for something 
about style. Around April, 1912. (She hands log to MR.)                                                                   
 
MR: (She sits, places log on her lap, and turns pages.)              
 
BANCROFT: (He looks over her shoulder from behind in great excitement, 
points.) There! Stop there!                                 
 
MDS: There were workmen everywhere. Debris everywhere.               
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MR: Here it is. (She reads.) "9:30 A.M. WORKMAN JUST BROUGHT 
ME SMALL PACKET OF PAPERS TIED WITH VERY OLD RIBBON. 
SAYS HE FOUND IT UNDER LOOSE PLANK OF FLOORING. TOP 
SHEET SAYS, C O M M I T T E E   O F   S T Y L E. MUST DRESS FOR 
FOX HUNT. WILL EXAMINE AFTER HUNT." Next entry says, "4:00 
P.M.PACKET IS MISSING. CAN'T FIND. MAY HAVE FALLEN IN-
TO WASTE BASKET NEXT TO DESK WHICH MAID COLLECTS 
AND BURNS EVERY MORNING. BASKET IS EMPTY. WAS NOT 
EMPTY THIS MORNING. MIGHT HAVE BEEN NOTES OF DOL-
LEY MADISON OF INTEREST TO HISTORIAN OF FASHION. 
MAID RECALLS NOTHING BUT DOING USUAL CHORES."                                                           
 
BANCROFT: Might have been what George Bancroft saw! Damn 
your ridiculous fox hunts and horses! Excuse me. I'm sorry.             
 
MDS: I am sorry to disappoint you. Truly sorry.                    
 
BANCROFT: Thank you for trying. I feel the same way about disap-
pointing you.                                                      
 
MDS: But you haven't. You have been all that we hoped for.          
 
BANCROFT: I can't accept the second condition. The first one is ac-
ceptable, and I am honored. But — you see — I  have nothing against 
Du Ponts and horses. They simply don't interest me. I wouldn't know 
how to celebrate them. I would be incompetent.        
 
MDS: What would you do as Director in charge here?                   
 
BANCROFT: Restore Montpelier to its configuration of 1836. Take 
away everything that came later. Including monuments to dead hors-
es. I respect your plans, but I can't be part of them.           
 
MDS: You mean my degenerate, aristocratic loyalties.                  
 
BANCROFT: No, ma'm. You have style— genuine style. You're au-
thentic. You are what you are. You have my sincere respect.                                  
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MDS: I control 2,700 acres here. My father could have sold parcels to 
commercial developers at large profit at any time. He did not. In-
stead, my mother built the formal gardens which adorn the grounds. 
I built the steeplechase course and established the Montpelier Hunt 
Races. When you approach the mansion, you see what Madison saw, 
except for the additions of the wings at each end which blend superb-
ly with the original structure.                              
 
BANCROFT: And monuments to dead horses.                             
 
MDS: The grounds and mansion are more beautiful today than when 
Madison lived and struggled with agriculture. The public, which in-
cludes you, should be grateful for what my family has done. I am en-
titled to preserve our contribution. History is what was, and we have 
been very much in evidence here.                                    
 
BANCROFT: Mansions of the rich are preserved in many places. Like 
Newport, Rhode Island, where James Madison never lived. Your 
family had the right to do what it wanted. But your second condition 
is...regrettable.                                                      
 
MR: Regrettable? Now, I understand that word. But you were going 
to say something else. Say it. We won't bite you. We won't think 
you're disrespectful.                                             
 
BANCROFT: No — nothing else.                                        
 
MDS: Respect does not serve me as well as honesty. What were you 
going to say?                                                      
 
BANCROFT: OBSCENE.                                                  
 
MR: He surely is outspoken. That may be why he never keeps a job 
very long.                                                          
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MDS: I respect your decision. Your convictions must be genuine be-
cause they are very costly. Real integrity never comes cheap. We are 
both stubborn. Perhaps inflexibility is a characteristic of both age and 
youth. Is it a virtue or a defect? I have never been sure. Can you tell 
me, Mr. Bancroft?                             
 
BANCROFT: No, ma'm, I can't.                                          
 
MDS: Then perhaps you can tell us why you object so strongly to the 
presence of Du Ponts at Montpelier. Why you seem to think of us as 
trespassers here.                                             
 
BANCROFT: I would rather not. I have already said too much.          
 
MR: I would like to know. I would like to understand.               
 
BANCROFT: (Looking first at MR.) Montpelier should not be a memo-
rial to Du Ponts and horses and wealth and power. It should be for 
one gentle, brilliant man who was born here and died here; who 
wanted things that are good and right and timeless and universal; 
who fought for them fairly, not with guns and money, but with 
scholarship and reason and courtesy and dignity... I think it's time for 
me to go...                                           
 
MDS: Would you care to stay for dinner?                             
 
MR: Yes. Please do.                                                  
 
BANCROFT: That's very kind of you. I have a job interview in Wash-
ington tomorrow. I don't want to oversleep or be tired. It's better to 
leave now. I have a long trip ahead of me.                
 
MR: You surely do.                                                  
 
MDS: Then Millicent will see that you have some sandwiches to take 
with you. After you both walk with me to the veranda. I do so love 
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the veranda on summer evenings. You may help me rise now. I am 
very tired.                                                       
 
MR and BANCROFT: (Each takes an arm and helps her up.)                 
 
MDS: I think that you should follow him.                            
 
MR: I won't leave you, Marion.                                       
 
MDS: She is very loyal, Mr. Bancroft.                                 
 
BANCROFT: I don't know how often she would be able to see you. 
My future is always uncertain. As you know.                           
 
MDS: I'm afraid that you must go, my dear. I don't want to think of 
myself as stubborn and selfish. Nor do I want Mr. Bancroft to think of 
me that way.                                               
 
MR: Marion...                                                       
 
MDS: Things seldom work out exactly as we plan them. It is enough 
to be content with all that we have had and can have in the future. 
We have had the love and loyalty of each other when we needed each 
other most. We will feel the same no matter where we are.                                               
 

BANCROFT:           I wish I could have seen you                 

              riding one of your champions.                 

              Dressage or jumping—                          

              You must have been                            

              magnificent.                                
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MDS: I am not insensitive to the spirit of this place.              

 

              Sometimes,                                    

              when I watch from the veranda,                                        

              as the sun  goes down                                                   

              behind the Blue Ridge Mountains        

              in the distance                                                                           

              and everything is peaceful  

              and timeless,                                                               

              I see James Madison here,                              

              at a time of creation.                                

 

              I see him as a young man                             

              with very much on his mind                             

              and urgent things to accomplish,                      

              riding off to an uncertain future                     

              on one of our fine Virginia horses.                  

              And his saddlebag is bursting                         

              with books and papers.                                    

 

 


