THE AWAKENING
Chapter 31 — Narrator Script (Booth Ready)
by Kate Chopin  ·  narrated by Mike Vendetti & Kathy Verduin
 Edna Pontellier     Alcée Arobin    
NARRATOR
★ BEAT — Arobin stays behind — closing up the old house
After the party’s dispersal, the scene drops abruptly in temperature and volume. Edna is flat, disheartened. Read the exchange between her and Arobin as quiet, practical, almost domestic — checking windows, finding the wrap and hat, locking up. Edna’s line about hating to shut in the smoke and wine fumes is a small recoil — give it just a breath of feeling. The house being sealed and extinguished should register as a kind of finality without underlining it.
ALCÉE AROBIN
Well?
questioned Arobin, who had remained with Edna after the others had departed.
EDNA PONTELLIER
Well.
she reiterated, and stood up, stretching her arms, and feeling the need to relax her muscles after having been so long seated.
ALCÉE AROBIN
What next?
EDNA PONTELLIER
The servants are all gone. They left when the musicians did. I have dismissed them. The house has to be closed and locked, and I shall trot around to the pigeon house, and shall send Célestine over in the morning to straighten things up.
He looked around, and began to turn out some of the lights.
ALCÉE AROBIN
What about upstairs?
EDNA PONTELLIER
I think it is all right; but there may be a window or two unlatched. We had better look; you might take a candle and see. And bring me my wrap and hat on the foot of the bed in the middle room.
He went up with the light, and Edna began closing doors and windows. She hated to shut in the smoke and the fumes of the wine. Arobin found her cape and hat, which he brought down and helped her to put on. When everything was secured and the lights put out, they left through the front door, Arobin locking it and taking the key, which he carried for Edna. He helped her down the steps.
★ BEAT — Midnight walk — the silent street, the pigeon house revealed
A quiet cinematic interlude: two figures in evening dress crossing an empty street at midnight. Edna says almost nothing and takes Arobin’s arm without warmth. The detail of noticing his black trouser leg moving beside her yellow satin gown is oddly sensory and strange — give it a beat of unhurried attention. The train whistle and the midnight bells are scene-painting; read them as gentle atmosphere, not ominous. The pigeon house should be introduced with quiet domestic specificity: the low lamp, the books, the fresh matting — and then the surprise of the flowers. Let that one moment, the flowers, open briefly into tenderness before Edna sits down ‘with every appearance of discomfort.’
ALCÉE AROBIN
Will you have a spray of jessamine?
he asked, breaking off a few blossoms as he passed.
EDNA PONTELLIER
No; I don’t want anything.
She seemed disheartened, and had nothing to say. She took his arm, which he offered her, holding up the weight of her satin train with the other hand. She looked down, noticing the black line of his leg moving in and out so close to her against the yellow shimmer of her gown. There was the whistle of a railway train somewhere in the distance, and the midnight bells were ringing. They met no one in their short walk.
The “pigeon house” stood behind a locked gate, and a shallow parterre that had been somewhat neglected. There was a small front porch, upon which a long window and the front door opened. The door opened directly into the parlor; there was no side entry. Back in the yard was a room for servants, in which old Célestine [say-les-TEEN] had been ensconced.
Edna had left a lamp burning low upon the table. She had succeeded in making the room look habitable and homelike. There were some books on the table and a lounge near at hand. On the floor was a fresh matting, covered with a rug or two; and on the walls hung a few tasteful pictures. But the room was filled with flowers. These were a surprise to her. Arobin had sent them, and had had Célestine distribute them during Edna’s absence. Her bedroom was adjoining, and across a small passage were the dining-room and kitchen.
Edna seated herself with every appearance of discomfort.
★ BEAT — Arobin soothes her — and stays
The final beat is intimate and unresolved. Edna is genuinely wrecked — wound too tight, something snapped. Read her confession of exhaustion with real feeling, without self-pity. Arobin’s hand on her hair is again the physical comfort she responds to; his attempt to leave is half-hearted; his final ‘good night’ is never said. The last line — ‘He did not say good night until she had become supple to his gentle, seductive entreaties’ — is Chopin’s most restrained and most explicit moment. Read it evenly, without coyness, without sensationalism. Let the prose carry its own weight.
ALCÉE AROBIN
Are you tired?
EDNA PONTELLIER
Yes, and chilled, and miserable. I feel as if I had been wound up to a certain pitch—too tight—and something inside of me had snapped.
She rested her head against the table upon her bare arm.
ALCÉE AROBIN
You want to rest, and to be quiet. I’ll go; I’ll leave you and let you rest.
EDNA PONTELLIER
Yes.
He stood up beside her and smoothed her hair with his soft, magnetic hand. His touch conveyed to her a certain physical comfort. She could have fallen quietly asleep there if he had continued to pass his hand over her hair. He brushed the hair upward from the nape of her neck.
ALCÉE AROBIN
I hope you will feel better and happier in the morning. You have tried to do too much in the past few days. The dinner was the last straw; you might have dispensed with it.
EDNA PONTELLIER
Yes, it was stupid.
ALCÉE AROBIN
No, it was delightful; but it has worn you out.
His hand had strayed to her beautiful shoulders, and he could feel the response of her flesh to his touch. He seated himself beside her and kissed her lightly upon the shoulder.
EDNA PONTELLIER
I thought you were going away.
ALCÉE AROBIN
I am, after I have said good night.
EDNA PONTELLIER
Good night.
He did not answer, except to continue to caress her. He did not say good night until she had become supple to his gentle, seductive entreaties.
— END OF CHAPTER 31 —
