








723.1 M47 v.3

Keep Your Card in This Pocket

Books will be issued only on presentation of proper

libraﬁy cards.
nless labeled otherwise, books may be retained
for two weeks. Borrowers fmdil:c? books marked, de-
faced or mutilated are e to report same at
library desk; otherwise the last borrower will be held
responsible for all imperfections discovered.

The card holder is responsible for all books drawn
on this card.

Penalty for over-due books 2¢ a day plus cost of
notices.

Lost cards and change of residence must be re-

ported prompitly.
Public Library
Kansas City, Mo.










TWENTY SHORT PLAYS
ON A '
ROYALTY HOLIDAY

VOLUME IIX






TWENTY SHORT PLAYS
ON A

ROYALTY HOLIDAY
VOLUME ITI
(1947 to 1950)

These plays are offered royalty-free
to amateurs until July Ist, 1950

EDITED BY
MARGARET MAYORGA

SAMUEL FRENCH
New York Toronto Los Angeles

1947



Convricht. 1947, by Samuel French

ATLD ‘RIGHTS RESERVED

All the plays in this volume are fully protected under the copyright
laws of the United States of America, The British Empire, includ-
ng the Dominion of Canada, and all other countries of the Copy-
right Union, All rights, including professionsl, amateur, motion
picture, recitation, public reading, radio broadcasting, and the
rights of translation into foreign languages are strictly reserved.
Amateurs may produce these plays free of royalty for the
period beginning Janua 1st, 1947 and endxnfg July 1st, 1950,
provided that one .:eopgl of the play, in separate form, is purchased
for each member of the cast. Each of the plays in this volume is
published separately at 35 cents per copy. .
Oopying o? either the separate parts or the whole or ang portion
of this book by any process whatsoever is forbidden and_ subject
to the penalties provided by the Copyright Laws of the United States.

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
BY THE VAIL-BALLOU PRESS, INC., BINGHAMTON, N. Y.



FOREWORD

When the series of SHORT PLAYS ON A ROYALTY
HOLIDAY was originally projected, our purpose was to
bring new writers to the attention of play-producing
groups. During the last few years, however, most of the
young writers have been at war. This volume, therefore,
includes works by many well-known playwrights, which we
are happy to offer here for the first time. To these authors
and to all who have patiently waited for the emergence of
their plays through the vicissitudes of war-time publica-
tion problems, our gratitude extends.

MarcareT MavorGa






TERMS OF PRODUCTION

Amateurs may produce the plays in this volume free
of royalty for the period beginning January 1, 1947
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the play, in separate form, is purchased for each
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CAST

Davip

Lran

JoserH

Rurn

Tur STRANGER

Tmve. The present. Nearly midnight of an evening at the
end of summer.

Prace. A dock landing in Brooklyn.



THE FAR-DISTANT SHORE

A pier’s end with sea-whitened piles. A worn life saver
with faded lettering, “S.S. Paradise” hangs from a nail. A
rusted anchor and a tired coil of rope keep it company.
There are two lanterns at either end of the pier; one red,
one green. It is a dock landing in Brooklyn.

It i3 one of the last evenings of summer. There is a chill
in the air, and a fugitive sea wind moves the lanterns from
time to time. Across the water may be seen the twisting
blinking lights of a bridge and the slow-wheeling lights of
a ferris wheel in some obscure amusement park.

As the curtain rises, there is the mournful throb of a dis-
tant boat whistle, and the strains of an orchesira playing
in a ship going out to sea.

David comes hurrying on. He i3 a disappointed passen-
ger for the departed boat. He is a genile, slender man in
well-worn clothes, and with his coat collar turned wup
against the wind. He sets down a batiered suitcase and
speaks sadly as he looks out to sea, where the boat is disap-
pearing in the darkness.

Davio. Gone! (Gazes back in the direction from which
he came; then looks out to sea again.) Well . . .

[He leans dejectedly against one of the piles. He is
startled when he hears a little girl’s woice.

Lran. Papa! Papa! (She runs in, a twelve-year old
with long braids, a short skirt and sailor blouse. She
carries a little siraw suitcase. Usually she is a serious
child. But now she’s excited.) Oh, Papa! It’s gone!
The boat’s gone.

Davin. You shouldn’t have come out, Leah. It’s chilly.

- I didn’t even want you to know I was going. Why did
you follow me?

[3]



THE FAR-DISTANT SHORE

Lear. But look at the boat, Papa.

Davm (mods). Yes. There she goes. All her lights
strung out like on a Christmas tree.

Lean (her head to one side). 1 can hear the musiec.

Davip (sadly). And the orchestra plays all the way
across.

Lesan. Holler! Maybe the boat will turn back.

Davmm. No, Leah. No boat would turn back for me.
(Sighs.) 1 felt I was going to be too late.

Lram (stricken). Oh! I forgot! (Calls.) Hurry up,
Joseph.

Davi. Did you bring Brother, too?

Lran. Yes, only he couldn’t keep up with me. And now
he’s afraid that you’re going to scold him.

Davio. You both ought to be home in bed, but . . .
(Calls in a resigned tone.) Well come along, son, now
that you’re here.

Joserr (as he comes on panting). She wouldn’t wait for
me. (He’s a little fellow of eight, wearing knickerbock-
ers, sneakers and a sailor blouse, and a sailor hat on the
back of his head. His shirt-tail hangs out, and he carries
a little suitcase which bangs against his knees as he car-
ries it with two hands. He is disillusioned.) Aw,
phooey ! I knew we were going to miss it. '

Lzan (pointing). Seeit, Brother? Seeit? There goes
the boat. Like a merry-go-round. Only more lights.
Davmp (irying to be stern). Children, why did you follow

me? .

Lran (avoiding the issue). Look at the lights shine on
the water! They wiggle and they make a road clear
to the boat.

Davm (still trying to be stern). What are you doing here,
children?

Lean. We thought you were going somewheres and we
didn’t want to be left. So we packed our suitcases and
then made out like we went to bed. But we just sat in

[4]
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the dark and listened when you went. Then we followed
you.

JosepH. Leah’s got the pajamas. But I got lunch in my
suitcase.

Davip (worried). You didn’t wake up Mama?

Leam. No-o-o. It seemed like you didn’t want her to
know.

[She is puzsled, but the father gives no explanation.

JoserH. I wanted to ride on the boat with you. And now
we went and missed it!

[Disgusted, he drops suitcase to the ground, and kicks it.

Lean. Joseph! Don’t kick the lunch!

Davin. At least we saw the boat, anyway. (Looking out
over the water.) It’s beautiful, isn’t it?

Lean. It sure is, Papa. (Breathing the name.) 'The
“Paradise.” That’s its name.

Davio (nodding). “The S. S. Paradise.”

JoserH (agonized). Ain’t there another boat?

Lean. No, there ain’t. Not till this one comes back at
three A. M. in the morning.

Davip (patiently). Don’t say “ain’t.”

JoserH. Aw, Papa!l It don’t matter what we say when
we missed the boat. And after all the trouble we had
sneaking out of the house, too.

Leau (troubled). What’ll we do now, Papa?

Davip. I’m going to stay and wait for the boat. You
and Brother will have to go right back home and go to
bed.

Josepr (wailing). Aw ... !

Lean. Can’t we wait and go on the boat with you, please,

Papa?
Davin. No!
Josera. Why?

Davip. Because I’m going a long ways away. (Joseph
wails louder.) Hush, son.
Lean. But if we go home now, we might wake up Mama.

(51
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And if she asks, we’ll have to tell her where you are.

Davip. That’s right. Well — look here, children. If I
let you stay awhile, will you promise to go right home
when the boat comes?

Lean. You’re sure we can’t go with you?

Davio. No, Leah. You can’t.

Lean. We'll stay then, just till the boat comes in.

Josepr. Oh, boy! Stay out all night! Pretty near all
night, anyhow.

[But already he yawns loudly.

Lean (laughing at him). He’s sleepy already, and it ain’t
midnight yet.

Joseru (waliantly pulling himself together). I am not
sleepy. I'm just hungry. (He opens his suitcase.)
And I’'m gonna eat now.

[He takes out a misshapen sandwich and munches on it.

Lran. Mama was saving that meat for tomorrow. There
wasn’t much of it, either.

Josepr (at first conscience-stricken, then reconciled).
Well, T can’t put it back. I already licked on it.

Lean. Put it back for dinner tomorrow.

Joserr (puts it back into suitcase; something else catches
his eye). I brought fishing tackle too, Papa. Can I fish?
Can I?

Davio. If you want to. Here! Give me a piece of that
meat. I’ll bait the hook for you. (Hedoesso. Joseph
takes the line, which is rolled on a stick, and throws the
hook into the water and watiches it wide-eyed.) Do.you
like it here, children?

Leanm. I like it because I’ve never been out so late before.
(Peers after the receding boat.) The boat’s almost out
of sight now.

Davin. Away out on the sea where I’d be now, if . . .

Lean. And now you can’t hear the music anymore.

[It is remarkably still all at once.
JoserH (pulling in the line). I guess the fish is all sleeping.
Leas. I bet Mama’s mad.

[6]
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Davio. I don’t think she knows. (Looks back at the
house on the hill.) 'There’s no light. House is all dark.
She must be asleep. )

JosepH. Poor Mama !

Davio. Now,son. (Joseph sniffs.) What’s the trouble?

JoserH (nearly sobbing). Lonesome. '

Davip. I told you not to follow me.

Josern (afraid of being sent back). 1 don’t mean lone-
some. (Finding anexcuse.) I justdon’tlike the water.
It sounds funny sloppin’ round down there — like it’s
deep.

Lean. Sure it’s deep. But we’re not in it. We’re up
here.

JosErn (feebly). But it never was black when I was here
before.

Lean (shivers suddenly). I’m cold.

Davio (taking off his coat). Sit close to Brother and I’ll
put my coat around you both.

[They sit close together in the shadows. He puts his
coat about them.

JosgpH. I'm scared. Seems like there was something
comin’ over the water that I can’t see — and I’m scared.

Davip. You’re just tired. Lie down with Sister, close to-
gether, and keep each other warm.

Lram. If we fall asleep, will you wake us when the boat
comes?

Davin. Yes. Go to sleep now.

[Joseph yawns and lies down.

Lean. When I play the music box — just once.

[She takes a tiny battered music box from her suitcase.
She turns the catch and it tinkles out a ‘tiny childish tune,
which sounds mysterious in the night.

Davo.  Sleep now.

[The song tinkles on to the end. The children go to
sleep.

Strancer. Evening.

[He appears without a sound, at the top of the pier,

[71]
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seeming to rise out of the sea. He is hatless, and wears a
seaman’s jacket and boots. His hair is somewhat long and
he is unshaven.

Davip (starts in alarm). Where did you come from?

SteaNGER (with a kindly smile). From the water.

Davio. But you’re not wet.

SteaNGER. No.

Davip. Oh! You came in a rowboat. Of course. (4
bit frightened.) But I didn’t hear any oars.

Strancer. Very few people hear me come.

Davip (glancing at him sharply). What did yousay?

StranceEr. Perhaps you were listening to the music.
[He indicates the music box, which has now run down.

Davin. It’s a present I gave her when she was very small.
She plays it every night before she goes to sleep.

Sterancer. Yes.

Davio. It’s long past their bedtime. We’re waiting for
the three o’clock boat.

StraneEr. Children going with you?

Davio. WhereI go, I go alone.

Strancer. You are making a mistake, Levine.

Dav (sterts). You know my name?

StraNeER. Iknow your name.

Davio. Oh! You work for the boat company.

StraNGER. In a way.

Davio. I dido’t sign anything when I bought my ticket
for the boat this morning. (Enlightened.) ButI guess
the ticket seller knew me. :

StraneeEr. Perhaps. (He leans on a post and looks out
to sea.) I wish — I wish you’d change your mind about
this trip, Levine. :

Davmo. I wouldn’t change my mind now. (Vehemently.)
I should say not. (Suddenly facing the Siranger.)
Why shouldn’t I go? (Bitterly.) That is one of the
few rights still left to me.

Strancer. That’s true, in a way.

Davio. Well?

[8]
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Straxcer (calmly). It’s just that everything is so un-
settled these days. A man ought to be mighty clear in
his mind before he goes on a trip. (Slowly.) Espe-
cially such a long one.

Davio. Youdon’tknow . . .

STraNGER (puts out his hand and David stops talking).
And it’s getting cold too. The wrong time to start out,
seems like.  (Silence, as both gaze out to sea.) Yet the
lights look sort of pretty on the other side, don’t they?

Davio. Beautiful! (He speaks more intimately.) Seems
like I been looking at them all my life — the merry-go-
round and the ferris wheel over there. Sometimes you
can hear the music from them when the wind is right.

StraNeEr. Listen!

[He holds up his left hand, palm outward towards the
sea. Music fadesin asfrom a distance and is clearly heard.
Davip (pleased). Yes. I hear it now. (The Stranger

lowers his hand and the music fades away. Now David

seems more friendly to the Stranger.) You know, every

night when I lock up the house and start up to bed, I

always stop a minute and look out of the upstairs win-~

dow at the lights on the other side, and listen for the
music. Our house is quite high up, and sometimes the

music seems to come clearer there. .

StraNcER (nodding back over his shoulder). That’s your
house. The white one on the hill.

Davip (astonished). Why, yes!

[Looks closely at the Stranger.

StraNcEr. It’s a very neat place.

Davip. Ruth, my wife, loves it and keeps it spotless.

Steancer. There’s a nice yard for the children to play in.

Davip. Only there’s not much room. It’s full of flowers;
mostly chrysanthemums now. It’s getting into fall.

Strancer. It must be a good life: a wife, children, your
home, flowers .

Davip. No, itisn’t good. Itisn’t good because the world
isn’t good. The landlord'says we can stay in the house

(9]
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but two weeks longer. My wife cries in secret. Even
the flowers, they are not ours.

Steancer. You planted them and tended them.

Davio. To sell on the streets, from house to house, for a
few pennies.

Straneer. Even so.

Davip. But summer’s gone now and the flowers died with
the first frost last night. Winter’s coming on and there
won’t be enough for the five of us. There’s a baby at
home, you know.

Straneer. There will be other work.

Davio. Not for me. I’m a machinist — was a machinist.
I did good work, earned good money and then — things
changed. I’'m not American.

STranGER. So you are getting out of it.

Davip (passionately). What else can I do?

SteaNGEE. You can endure and hope — and live, Levine.

Davo. Youdo not understand. (Simply.) Iama Jew.

StraNcER. You are a Jew.

Davio. I always tried to live right. I worked hard, was
accepted at my worth. And then the world caught on
fire.

STrANGER (sighs heart-brokenly). I know.

Davin. I got letters from those who knew my folks in the
old country. They suffered persecutions, humiliations,
concentration camps — and then death.

Steancer. Old injustices, since the world began.

Davin. Itwasall right here at first. Then things changed.
No Jews wanted. One man told me if I'd change my
name . . . But I wouldn’t.

StraneEr. It’s a good name, Levine.

Davip. It’s a thousand years old. But it’s against me in
these times.

STranNGER. So you were going out on that boat and never
coming back.

Davip (in a whisper). Yes. There is no other way out.

(0]
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Our landlord tells me I have to move by the first. He
speaks of real estate values.

StraNGER. And Ruth?

Davio. My wifeis not Jewish. After I go, there will be a
little insurance. She can give the children her father’s
name and start life new somewhere else.

StraneER. When Ruth took you, she took your people.
She would not want you to leave her. Your people are
her people and your God, her God.

Davip. But youdo not know what it is to be persecuted.

SteanecER. Iknow. I too, am a Jew.

Davio. You? (Stranger nods.) But not a workman?

STRANGER. I used to be a carpenter.

Davip. You were persecuted by the Gentiles?

StrANGER. By the Gentiles and Jews both. (Sadly.)
And I did not want to die.

Davip (sits down and buries his face in his hands). Idon’t
want to die. But I don’t know how to live in this world.

StraNeER. Levine, remember who you are. You come of
an old people; a people who will endure until the ending
of all recorded time.

Davm. In spite of terrors and persecutions?

StraneER. In spite of tortures and crucifixions.

Davm. I don’t know . . . I don’t know.

Strancer. Lift up your heart, Levine. Remember that
the first Christian was a Jew. According to the Gentile
faith, God chose a Hebrew Child to be His Son on earth.

Davio. What must I do? What must I do?

StraNcER (in a tome of authority). Levine! (David
gets to his feet and fastems his ‘eye on the Siranger’s
face.) You must not die now. You must live . . .

Davio. Live to endure the things . . .

StraNGER. Live until you die — or as it may be, until you
are put to death. It may be that you will be destined
to die for your faith. When that time comes, you must
die with faith and courage, so that your people will live

[11]
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and be brave enough to endure. So dying, you will come
to something. 'This way, no.

Davio. But my wife . . . Sometimes I think Ruth looks
at me accusingly, as though marrying me had set her
apart from others.

StrancER. Even now she weeps in her sleep, dreaming
that you are leaving her. (Pause.) Look!

. [They look towards the house. The Stranger raises his

left hand. |

Davio. Why, the lights are coming on in my house!

StranGER. Your wife is leaving her bed and is coming to
take you home.

Davio (stares a long time at his house, then turns slowly

and speaks fearfully). Who — are you?

SteaNcer. Levine . .. ?

[He shows his hands to David, holding the palms out.

Davip (stares at his hands. Then his eyes go to the
Stranger’s face. His wvoice is a tense whisper). No!
(He backs away, his eyes on the Stranger’s face. His
whisper is louder.) No!!

Steancer (holds up his left hand in gentle command.
David stands still). Remember me.

[He backs into the shadows and is gone.

Davio (stands awed, then speaks quickly). Leah,wakeup!

Lran. I wasn’t asleep, Papa.

Davio. Then you saw him?

Leas. Who?

Davip. The man who was here.

Lean. I didn’t see anybody.

Joserr (wakes up, rubbing his eyes). Has the boat come
yet, Papa?

Davin. No, son.

Josepr. Will it come soon?

Davio. We’re going home.

JosepH. You’re not going away on the boat?

Davip.. Not now, son.

Ruru (hurries in. She looks frightened. She wears a

[12]
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long coat over her nightgown. She gives an exclama-
tion of relief when she sees her husband). David!

Davio. How did you know I was here, Ruth?

Leas. Mama!

[Runs and takes her hand. Joseph clings to the other
hand.

Rura. Oh, David, I had a dream. I dreamed you were
leaving us, and I cried in my sleep. Then I awoke and
knew just where to come.

Josera. The boat went away. "

Davm. I spoke with a stranger . . .

Lean (patiently). There was no one, Papa.

Davip. He just left — in a boat.

Rura (looking out over the water). There is no boat on
the water, David.

Davmo. I thought . ..

[He passes his hand over his eyes.

Rutr. Oh, David, why did you go through it alone? I
knew what they were doing to you. Why didn’t you tell
me?

Davio. I never knew you suspected. I didn’t want you to
be hurt, too.

Rure. I'm your wife. I have a right to share your
troubles.

Davip. Oh, Ruth . ..

Rure. We can go somewhere else. This is a big free
country. There’s a place for us — somewhere — in it.
We’ll find a bit of land where we’ll build a home of our
own — somehow. It’s a good country, David. Things
will never happen here that happen in other parts of the
world. 'Take heart, David.

Davio (as if to himself). He knew. Because he was
persecuted too.

Rure. You’ve had a dream. Come home with us now.

Josepr. I’'m so sleepy.

[Y awns.
Davo. Yes, we’ll go home now.

[18]
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[He picks up the boy. Ruth and Leah each take a suit-
case and start to go. David lingers alone, holding his son
and looking out over the water.

Ruru (calling from off stage). Come, David, beloved.

[David straightens himself up and, carrying his now
sleeping son, follows his wife. He holds his head high with
new courage.

Curtain

[14]
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CAST

Miss Scort

Jounny MacRae

NEep ProuTy

Carrize WiNsTON
EstaEr Max HeENDERSON
Miss ABERCROMBIE

Time. Afternoon.
Prace. The main room of the Library in a small town.



BOOK-LOVERS

The time is afternoon, and sunlight streams through the
window of the library.

The set is very simple. In the left wall, well upstage,
is a door that leads to a vestibule and thence outside. This
door has its hinges upstage and opens in. In the right
wall is an archway that opens into another reading room.
In the upstage wall, right center, is a rather wide window,
furnished with curtains.

Right center is a round table with four chairs drawn up
aroundit. At left is the librarian’s desk, which faces right.
There is an armchair behind it, and another one to the right
of desk that faces down left. There is another armchair at
left of window, that faces downstage.

There are bookshelves — or bookcases, if preferred —
at right and left of window, on both sides of archway, and
behind desk. There is also a bookcase about three feet
wide and about four feet high which is placed against the
upstage wall at left center, and at right angles to the wall,
thus projecting out into the room. This serves to form a
kind of alcove in the corner by the door and, incidentally,
masks from the view of anyone entering the door the area
of the room near the window and the person occupying the
armchair which is beside the window.

On the desk are some books, some card-flles, and a tele-
phone. There are more card-flles on top of the bookcase
behind the desk.

There is a rug on the floor, appropriate pictures on the
wall, and some wvases of flowers placed here and there on
the tops of the shelves.

' Miss Henrietta Scoit is seated behind the desk, going
through a card-fle, occasionally withdrawing a card, mark-
ing it with a pencil and adding it o a pile on the desk.

£17]
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Miss Scott is 30, somewhat large and plump but rather at-
tractive. She has a shrewd, wise look about her, and some-
thing of a twinkle in her eyes. She is really an extraordi-
narily good-natured woman, although she pretends to be
caustic and cynical. Soon the door opens and Johnny
MacRae comes in, removing his cap and glancing about
him uncertainly. Johnny is a boy of 17, fairly tall, with
a frank, honest face and a great deal of charm. His clothes
are good but could do with a pressing; his shoes need a
shine, and it’s been all day since his tow head had any con-
tact with a comb and brush. He carries two ragged school-
books tied together with a piece of disreputable-looking
string. At the moment he seems a bit shy, but Johnny,
as we shall see later, is something of an “actor,” and it is
rather difficult to tell how much of his diffidence is real and
how much is put on for effect. Obuwiously he is one of those
people who, in a thoroughly disarming way, are accustomed
to getting what they want, but as Miss Scott looks him
over coldly one might suspect that, for once, he has met
his match.

JorxNxNy (comes to desk). Er — I want a book.

Miss Scorr. 'Well, quite a stranger, aren’t you?

JornNy. Ma’am?

Miss Scorr. Remember the last time you were in here?

JornNy. No, ma’am.

[But he does.

Miss Scorr. Well,Ido. You knocked a baseball through
that window there; it hit this desk, bounced, and took
the nose off a bust of George Washington. Remem-
ber

JoanNy. I-—1Idon’tbelieveIdo. YouseeIusedtoplay
a awful lot o’ ball.

Miss Scorr. Hmm. Well, that was the last time you
played in this neighborhood! Then, five minutes later
you had the nerve to come in here and ask for the base-
ball. Now, do you remember?
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JouxNy (manages a feeble grin). I — er — sorter b’lieve
Ido. IguessIwas justakidthen. I—I'msorry.

Miss Scorr. Oh, no hard feelings. I wrote to your father
about it . .

Jorxny. I remember that part of it!

Miss Scorr. I thought you would. He sent me a check
to pay for the window, so that’s that.

JounNy. What about the bust?

Miss Scort. Oh, I found an old one of Shakespeare that
was cracked. I took the nose off the “Bard of Avon®
and glued it on the “Father of His Country.” Itlooksa
little peculiar but . . . Now, what can I do for you?

Jouxny. Er—1I want a book.

Miss Scorr. Isee. What kind of a book?

JornNy. A — a thin book.

Miss Scort. Oh, a “thin” book?

Jornny. Yes’m. I don’t want to be too long at it.

Miss Scorr. But what kind of a book?

JorNNY. Oooooh, just a book. I want to read it.

Miss Scorr. Hm. I rather gathered that. But what
kind of book would you like to read?

Jornny. Idon’tcare. Justsolongasit’ll ease my mind.

Miss Scorr. I see. I don’t suppose you want a school-
book?

Jornny. No,ma’am. I got plenty o’ them right here.

Miss Scort. Well, would you like a novel? Biography?
Adventure story?

Jounny. Idon’t care. Just somethingto . ..

Miss Scorr. To “ease your mind,” eh? Well, of course,
if I knew what was on your mind, I’d know better how
to “ease” it. (4 shot in the dark.) Maybe you’d like
a love-story?

Jornny. No—NO! I mean, no, ma’am!

Miss Scorr (wisely). Oh, I see. Now I do know.

Jornxy. Know what?

Miss Scorr (discreetly). Nothing — nothing. Well,
let’s look over the recent returns. (She turns in her
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chair to the bookshelf behind her.) Let’s see now.
(Reading the titles and then cutting her eyes around to
see the effect on him.) Ummmmm. “The Five Little
Peppers and How They Grew.” Guess you’re too old
for that . . .

Jornny. Well, I hope so.

Miss Scorr. Ummmm. “Porcelain: Its Art and Manu-
facture.” (Johnny makes a wry face.) “Life Begins
at Forty” —

JorNNY. Maybe — maybe I’d better come back some
other time.

Miss ScorT (suppressing a smile). Oh, here’s something.
“The Cruise of the Schooner ‘Jasper.” ”

[She takes the book out and hands it to him.

JouNNY (reaching for it). Something to do with a boat?

Miss Scorr. Guessed it right off. It’s quite thrilling.
I read it.

JoHNNY (examining it). There ain’t any — there aren’t
any — I mean they’re all men in here, aren’t they?

Miss Scorr. Not a woman in the crew. Not even the
cook.

Jounxy. Oh. .

Miss Scorr. Of course there was the captain’s wife, but
she was washed overboard the second day out.

JouNNY. Good. I mean, I’ll takeit. (4 slight pause.)
Er — what do I do with it?

Miss Scorr. “Do” withit? Why, I thought you wanted
to read it.

Jorxny. Oh,Ido. ButImeanwhat —er — where . . .

Miss Scorr (fingering file). Let’s see. Have you a card?

. You used to have one in the Primary. . . .

Jouxny. Oh,Idon’t want to take it home. Can’tI just
sort of sit here?

Miss Scorr. Why, of course, but . . .

JouNNy. See, I want to get away from everybody.
That’s why I came to the liberry.

[20]



BOOK-LOVERS

‘Miss Scorr. Oh. Strange. I thought you came for a
book. That’s why most people come.

Jomxxy. Oh, well, I figgered as long as I’'m here I might
as well be doin’ something to kill time. (Looking
around.) Which way — what department — where is
the smoking-room?

Miss Scort. The “smoking-room”? You don’t mean to
tell me you smoke?

Jornxy. Oh, no, ma’am.

Miss Scorr. Libraries don’t have “smoking-rooms.” You
ought to come around oftener and get acquainted. What
on earth do you want the smoking-room for?

Jounny. Well, I figgered in the smoking-room there
wouldn’t be any — you know. I mean it would just be
for men.

Miss Scorr. My! You have got it bad, haven’t you?
Well, of course, this isn’t the Elks Club, so I can’t very
well lock the door to keep out all women. But you just
have a seat over there somewhere, and I’ll do my best to
see that you’re not annoyed by any “you knows.”

Jorxnny. Thank you, ma’am.

[He starts right.

Miss Scorr. Wait a minute — wait a minute! Haven’t
you forgotten something? (Johnny stops.) I'm a
“you know”! ,

Jomnny. Oh, you don’t count. I mean you’re too—
you’re not— I mean . . .

Miss Scort (#rying not to smile). Never mind. I know
what you mean. Sit down. Read your book. (Johnny
sits in chair left of round table, opens book, decides he
doesn’t like the light, moves to chair above table, siis,
finds chair uncomfortable, rises, looks around and finally
moves to armchair by window. Seated here, he is out
of sight of Miss Scott and masked from the view of any-
one entering the front door. Miss Scott calls to him.)
If I remember correctly, the captain’s wife gets drowned
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somewhere on page twenty-six. You’d better begin on

page twenty-seven.

Jounny. Oh, I’d like to read about her when she’s strug-
gling in the water.

[Miss Scott smiles. The front door opens and Ned
Prouty comes in. He is about Johnny’s age but shorter,
slimmer, and more wiry, with dark hair and a somewhat,
serious face. He looks about him nervously, advances to
the desk, and with an air of mystery speaks in a voice that
is something of a whisper.

Nep. I-—er —1I want a book.

[Johnny rises, looks over the top of the bookcase, sees
who it is and sits down again.

Miss Scorr. Well, well, well! You want a book, ¢h?

Nep (looks around again and speaks in even more of a
whisper). Y-y-yes, please. A book.

Miss Scorr (imitates his mysterious manner by looking
behind her, pretending to look under desk, and finally
whispering). You don’t say so! Would you like a de-
tective story?

Nep (somewhat rattled). Ma’am? Oh,no,ma’am. I—
the book I want is a — it’s a book. It’s a — a sort of
especial kind of a sort of book. It’s a — well, I don’t
know if you’ve got it because everybody wouldn’t want
to read it but I’d like it if you’ve got it — that is, if
you’ve got it here now. But I can’t come back. I’ve
got to read it today. That is, if you’ve got it. H-have
you?

Miss Scorr. Well, of course, if I knew what book you
wanted I could tell more about it.

Nep. Thank you, ma’am.

[He starts towards right.

Miss Scorr. Wait! Wait! What’s the name of it?

Nep. It’s— er — you mean I — D’ve got to tell you the

. name of it?

Miss Scorr. Well, you can write it down on a piece of
paper if you’d like. Though as long as I have ears and
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you have a tongue I don’t see why you shouldn’t say its
name out loud.

Nep. Oh, I —1 couldn’t do that! Couldn’t I just sort
of — well, couldn’t I just prowl ’round till I find it?

Miss Scorr. Oh,yes. Sure. We have about seven thou-
sand volumes here and some of them get misplaced. But
if you’d like to “prowl,” why, “prowl away.”

Nep. Oh, gee. I—T1 couldn’t do that. I haven’t got
time. Maybe — maybe I had better tell you the name
of it.

Miss Scorr. Well, that seems like a nice sensible thing to |
do.

Nep (going to right of desk). But you won’t tell any-
body, will you?

Miss Scorr. Look here, Ned Prouty! Is it some book
you ought not to read? Because if it s, I won’t give it
to you! Do you understand?

Nzp (very much embarrassed). Oh, no, it — it isn’t any-
thing like that. It’s just that I (He looks around once
more.) I don’t want anybody to know I asked for it.
They. might — they might — Oh, I can’t explain but . . .

Miss Scorr. All right — all right! Mum’s the word.
I guess librarians come under the same head as doctors,
lawyers and priests. Shoot! What’s the name of
it?

Nep. It’s (He gulps.) it’s “The Yearning Void in the Soul
of Nora,” by Sigrid Beejorksen Beejensen.

Miss Scorr.  WHAT?

Nep. “The Yearning Void in the Soul of Nora,” by — by
— maybe I don’t get the name just right. It’s Scan-
dinavian or Swedish or something — with a lot o> B’
and J’s comin’ right on top of each other.

Miss Scorr. Yes. The J’s arelike ¥’s. Sigrid Bjorken

. Bjensen.

Nep. Oh, you know it? The way you said “what” just
now, I didn’t think you did.

Miss Scorr. Hmph. The way I said “what” just now
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meant something else altogether. What in thunder do
you want to read a book like that for?

Nep. I—D’ve got to read it.

Miss Scorr. You mean that new teacher at the high
school gave it as required reading in the English Class?

NEep (quickly — too quickly). Oh, no, no, ma’am. Miss
Abercrombie hasn’t got a thing to do with it. Not a
thing! I—1I don’t know what made you think that be-
cause — well, she hasn’t! Not a thing! Honestly!

Miss Scorr. All right — all right. I’'m sorry. Let’s
see. (Turns in her chair.) I think I have a copy.
(Reaching to shelf behind her.) Yes, a lady brought it
back yesterday. (She reaches towards fle.) Youhave
a card, haven’t you?

Nep. Oh, I don’t want to take it home. I got to read it
here this afternoon. Can I?

Miss Scorr. Well, if you can, I’ll wrap you and the book
up together and send you along to Mr. Ripley. It’s got
eleven hundred pages.

Nep. Oh. Well, I can find out what it’s about, I guess.

Miss Scorr. Maybe. The lady who brought it back yes-
terday had it #wo weeks and said she didn’t find out what
it was about but — here.

[She hands it to him.

Nep (iaking it). Well, anyway, I’ll glance through it so
I’I1 be able to talk about it.

Miss Scorr. You mean you’ve heard somebody else talk
about it and now you want to do the same thing.

Nep. Y-yes, ma’am. I— that is — yes, ma’am.

Miss Scorr. Well, have a seat. And more power to you!
[4s he walks away she looks after him, a puzzled expres-

sion on her face. Ned, carrying his book, walks over and

sits at right of the table. He has just opened the book
when he glances wp and sees Johnny grinning at him.

Jorxxy. Hi, Shrimp!

Nep (half-rising). Oh. You here?

JomNnNY. Sure.
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Nep. What are you doing here? I never saw you in the
library before.

[Miss Scott begins stacking some books on her desk.

Jomnny. Oh,I getlittererry every now an’ then. Like to
feed the old brain. What’s that you got?

Nep. Oh, a — just a book.

Jounny. Well, I didn’t think it was a ice-cream come.
(Strolling down to table.) What’s the name of it?

Nep. Oh, you — you wouldn’t understand. It’s Scandi-
wegian.

Jorxny. It’s what?

Nep. I mean it’s Swedish — or something.

JorNNy. Oh, you read Swedish, do you?

NEep. No, not exactly but . . .

Jouxxy. What’s the “yearning soul in the void” or what-
ever it is? .

Nep. Oh, you — you eavesdropped! You overheard!

Jounny (grinning). Sure I did.

[ Miss Scott rises with stack of books.

Nep. You didn’t have any right to.

Jomnny. Why not? 'This is a liberry, ain’t it? Public
place — jus’ like a railroad station.

Miss Scorr. Oh, no. Not like a railroad station.

Jornny. Ma’am? '

Miss Scorr (poiniedly). In a railroad station people can
talk. In a library they can’t.

[She goes out through archway. Johnny looks after
her.

Jounny. Thatlady — Idon’t think she likes me.

Nep. Why?

JorxNy. Oh, we had a little argument once — *bout a
baseball. When they built this building, they put it too
close to third base. Who’s “Nora”?

Nep. I don’t know yet.

Jornxy (sits in chair above table). Sounds like a girl.
What do you want to read about a girl for?

Nep. All books have girls.
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JornNy. This one hasn’t. (d4lmost to himself.) Tm
through with girls.

Nep. I—1I don’t think this is about a girl. I think it’s
about a woman.

Jornny. Well, what’s the difference?

Nep. Alot. Women’ll keep quiet — listen to a fellow —
understand him. Girls just rattle.

Jomnxy. Oh, so you got the gate too, did you?

Nep. What do you mean?

Jounny. Youknow what Imean. It’s Friday afternoon.
Every Friday afternoon you take Carrie Winston to
the Cut-Rate for a marshmallow hash. What’s the
matter?

Nep. I’m surel don’t know what you’re talking about.

Jouxny. Oh, no?

Nep. No. (4 slight pause.) But as long as we’re on
the subject, it is Friday afternoon and every Friday, if
I remember right, you take . . .

Jorwnny. Skip it.

Nep. You take Esther Mae Henderson to the Cut-Rate
for . .

Jouxny. Skipit, I said!

Nep. And now . ..

Jornny. All right — all right. We’re both in the dog-
house. So what?

Nep. Dog-house? I’m notin the ...

JorNNY. You’rein the liberry. Same thing.

Miss Scort (who has appeared in archway). T’ll have to
ask you to be g little more careful, please.

Jouxnny (furning quickly). Ma’am?

Miss Scort. I’ll have to ask you to show a little more re-
spect for this institution. First you call it a railroad
station, now it’s a dog-house. Don’t you like your book?

Jounny. Yes, ma’am.

Miss ScorT (pointing to chair by window). Well, read it!
(Johnny returns to his seat.) How are you making

out?
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Nep. I—TIhaven’t got the hang of it yet somehow.

Miss Scorr. Well, don’t worry. You will. The first six
hundred pages are the hardest. After that it begins to
get a little interesting.

[She goes to desk.

Nep. Say, Miss Scott, did you read it?

Miss Scort. Oh, here and there.

Nep (rising). Maybe — maybe you could tell me *bout it,
go I can—can . ..

Miss Scorr. So you can talk about it, eh? Afraid I
skipped too much for that. Why don’t you talk about
something else?

Nep. Because she—11 mean — thatis . . .

[He becomes wery much confused.

Miss Scorr (again that puzzled expression). . Carrie
Winston didn’t read that, did she?

Nep. Carrie? No. And if she did it wouldn’t make any
difference.

Miss Scorr (sitting). Oh, I’'m sorry.

Nep (coming to right of desk). Carrie Winston is noth-
ing to me. She’s less than nothing. She . . .

[4 girl comes in front door, talking over her shoulder to
another girl. :
Cagrie. And he said, “I’m twenty-two,” and I said, “I

know just lots and lots of men who’re twenty-two,” and
he said . . . (She sees Ned and stops, snapping her
mouth shut tight. Ned looks at her a few seconds, then
marches with a great deal of dignity back to his place
at right of table. The girl turns to Miss Scot?, who has
observed this.) ’Lo, Miss Scott.

Miss Scorr. Hello, Carrie. What can I do for you?

Carrie. Nothing. I just came with . ..

[Meantime the other girl has come in.

Estaer Max. Oh, hullo, Miss Scott.

[A4% the sound of her woice, J ohnny rises quickly, looks
over bookcase, then ducks, and buries himself in his chair
again. Carrie Winston is small and blonde; Esther Mae
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Henderson is fairly tall and dark. They are about the

same age, but it is apparent that quite recently they have

decided to become “grown up® — or think they have. The
suddenness of their decision has naturally made them some-
what self-conscious.

Miss Scorr. Well, Esther Mae, what can I do for you?

Estarr MaEe (putting a book on desk). I brought this
back. I didn’t like it.

Miss Scorr. Oh, ’m sorry. What was the matter with
it?

EsteEEr Mae. Oh, it’s too — you know —it’s just a
story. It’s got a regular plot n’action n’everything.
I could understand every word of it.

Miss Scorr. You wanted something you couldn’t under-
stand?

Estaer Marx. Well . . . youknow. Thisisawfullysort
of “young,” don’t you think? I read nearly fifty pages
and I didn’t get shaken once.

Miss Scorr. “Shaken?”

EstaER MAE (sitting in armchair right of desk). Uh-huh.
You know — shaken to my foundations. The book just
went right ahead. It didn’t “grope” or anything, so
of course I didn’t suffer.

Miss Scorr (hiding her amusement). Oh, that’s too bad.
You want to suffer?

Estaer Mae. Well . . . you know. It isn’t so much I
want to suffer. I think I ought to—at my age. I
mean all of life’s suffering, don’t you think?

Miss Scorr. Well, there’re a few bright spots here and

.there.

Cazrie. That’s why I stopped reading. I°d rather live.
Life’s so terrific, you just can’t put it in a book. (She
has been looking for a place to sit down and now goes to
chair at left side of reading-table, speaking rather coldly
to Ned.) Do you mind if I have this chair?

Nep (quite as coldly). I’m notsittinginit.

Carriz. I didn’t say you were. (She takes chair, drags
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it a few feet towards left, turns it so that its back is
towards Ned and sits.) Of course I think reading’s all
right for young people because they’re not old enough to
live and that’s the only way they can find out about life,
but I think when you start lizing then you ought to stop
reading about life and just live.

Estarr Mae. Oh,Idon’t thinkso. Do you, Miss Scott?
I think reading about life helps you to live —if you
know what I mean. Besides — goodness, you can’t
live ail the time, it would wear you out. Don’t you think
so, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr. I’m sure I don’t know what to think!

Carrie (fo Esther Mae). Well, get a book and let’s go.

Estaer Mae. Have you got another book, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr. Oh, yes — several thousands.

EsTHER MaE. I mean a book where the people in it don’t
do very much but sort of sit down and regret, and think
about-how they’re flustrated.

Miss Scorr. You mean “frustrated”?

Estaer Mae (nodding). Uh-huh. You know. Where
they don’t get married in the end or where they do get
married and it’s too much for ’em. Or where they get
married to the wrong people and sort of pine away with
heart-trouble or tuberculosis or something. You know
— like life!

Miss Scorr. Well, well, well. I know the sort of thing
you mean, of course, but . . . oh, how about something
Russian? .

Estaer Mar. Oh, have you got something Russian?

Miss ScorT (with a straight face). Well,if you don’t mind
a translation. I haven’t anything in the original, P’m
afraid.

Estrer Max (completely missing the sarcasm). Oh,
that’s all right.

Miss ScorT. Let’s see. A cheery little number by Tol-
stoi, or Dostoevski?

Estaer Mae. Ob, it sounds wonderful!" Does it grope?
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Miss Scorr. Oh, and HOW! Starts off in a lunatic asy-
lum and ends up in the morgue! You get it, will you,
dear? (Esther Mae rises.) It’s over there on the
second shelf. (Pointing to bookcase down right.) It’s
in a black cover with a tombstone on the back — and
just about the size of Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary.
[Esther Mae starts to cross above table to right.

Estaer Mar. Hello, Ned.

Nzp. Hello, Esther Mae.

Esraer MaE. What are you reading?

Nep. Oh, just a book.

Estuer Mae (edging closer). What is it? Western
story?

NEeb (covers book with his hands). No,it . . .

Estrer Mae (laughing). Oh, for goodness’ sake!
There’s no harm for boys to read Western stories. I
mean . . . well, after all, you’re only young once. Is
it the “Shooting of Dan MacGraw”?

JorNNY (from his corner). Dan McGrew. Not “Me-
Graw”!

Estuee Mar (furning). Oh! I didn’t see you hiding
there!

JomxNY. I’m not hidin’. I’m readin’.

Estaer MaE (snubbing him). Well, whatever you’re do-
ing is no skin off my nose. (70 Ned.) Isit, Ned?

Nep (still covering book). Is it what?

Estarr Mag. “The Shooting of Dan Mc-what-he-said”?

Nep. No.

Estuer Mae. Well, what is it?

Nep. It’s — er — Swedish.

Estaer Mae. Well, what’s the name of it?

Jornny. What do you care? That’s no skin off your
nose either, is it?

Esruer MaE (angrily). I’m not talking to you! What
is it, Ned?

Miss Scorr. Just a moment. (Sweetly but pointedly.)
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The book you want, Esther Mae, is on the second shelf,

near the end.

Esteer Mae. I just wanted to know what he was readmg.

Miss Scorr. Well, that’s his affair, isn’t it, dear?

EsTaEr MAE (moving to bookcase down right). Oh, yes’m,
but, goodness! I don’t see why he should be ashamed
of it.

Carre (fo Miss Scott). Gee,aren’t young boys funny?

Miss Scorr. Funny?

Carrie. Uh-huh. It takes ’em so long to grow up.
Girls get to be women so much quicker than boys do. I
mean . . .

Miss Scorr. Yes, I know what you mean.

Carre. Take me, for instance. I feel a million years
older than — than . . .

Miss Scorr. Than who?

Carere. Oh, you know.

[She nods backward towards Ned.

Miss Scorr (sweetly). Maybe that’s because you’ve
learned how to “live,” as you call it.

Careie (nodding). Ub-huh. Living’s awfully important,
don’t you think, Miss Scott? I don’t know what I’d do
if I couldn’t live. Honestly I believe I’d die.

Miss Scorr. You probably would.

[Esther Mae has found her volume and now rises and
takes a step towards left, but as Ned, feeling secure, has re-
mowed his hands from his book, Esther Mae canno? resist
the temptation of looking over his shoulder to see what it is.
Estre: Max (reading). “The Yearning Void in the Soul

of Nora.” 000000000/,

Nxp (rising; he’s mad). You didn’t have any right to do
that!

EsTaes Mar. Where on earth did | you geta book like that
from?

Nep. Never youmind. This is my book and . ..

Estaes Mae. Well, where’d you get it?
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Miss Scorr. Just a moment — just a moment! What
seems to be the trouble?

NEep. It’s her, Miss Scott! She snuck up behind me and
read the title!

Estaer Mae. Ididn’t “snuck up” — and what if I did?

Miss Scort. Please! Esther Mae, you know very well
you shouldn’t have done that.

EstreEr Mae. I just wanted to see what it was.

Miss Scorr. Yes, but he didn’t want you to. You knew
that and yet . . .

Esteer Mae. But where did he get it? Did you tell him
about it?

Miss Scorr. He asked for it.

Estaer Mae. But how’d he know enough to ask for
it?

Miss Scorr. That’s none of my business, and none of
yours either!

Estarzr Mar. But where’d he hear about it? A book
like that must be for adults, isn’t it?

Nep. Who’re you saying’s not an adult? I’m ’s much
an adult as you are! More! I’m older!

Estaer Mae. Don’t be funny!

Nzp. Well, how old are gou?

Estrer Mar. It’s not age that counts. It’s—it’s ex-
perience. Isn’t it, Miss Scott?

Nep. Well, if you ask me, I think it’s manners!/ And
you’re both acting like brats!

Carrie. Oh, for goodness’ sake, Esther Mae, don’t argue
with him!

Nzp (to Carrie). Yes, and I’m thirteen days older than
you are, too! :

Carrie (rising and turning). You’re no such thing!
How do you know how old I am?

Nzp. Because my mother told me. We were both bap-
tized the same day in the Presbyterian Church. Only
when they sprinkled us you yelled and I didn’t!

Carere. Why, you . . .
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Nzp. An’ you’ve been yelling ever since about something
or other!

Carzrie. Oh!

Miss Scort (who has risen). Stop it, all of you! Do
you hear me? I’d hate very much to have to call the
Chief of Police. Think how it would look if the “Black
Maria” had to be backed up to the door of the public
library.

[4 slight pause.

Nep. I’m going into the other room, Miss Scott. 1°d like
to read my book in peace (He goes to archway.) and
I didn’t bring a “flit gun”!

[He goes out.

Estuer Max (at right, looking after Ned). Oh, did you
hear that?

Miss Scorr. That will do, Esther Mae. You brought it

~ on yourself.
[She sits.

Estrner Mar. But there wasn’t any use his getting mad
like that. I wonder where he heard about that book!

Miss Scorr. I’m sure I don’t know.

Estupe Mar. He must have heard somebody talking
about it. He’d never pick out a book like that by him-
self. I wonder . .

Jouxxy (from his corner). And curiosity killed the cat.

Estrse Max (furning to him). What did you say?

Jounny (innocently). Did I say something?

Estuer Mk (angrily). Youknow good and well you did!

Miss Scorr. Just a minute! You keep out of this, young
man! It’s no concern of yours.

Jounny (rises and speaks over bookcase). Gee, Miss
Scott, I guess I must have been readin’ out loud.

Estaer Mae. Oh, yeah?

Miss Scorr. Reading out loud?

Jomnxy (holding up book). Yes’m. Don’t you remem-
ber? There’s a sailor in here they used to call “Curi-
osity” and he didn’t like the ship’s cat, so one night . . .
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Miss Scorr. That will do! And listen to me, all of you!
Do any of you happen to know why Mr. Carnegie left all
his money to found institutions like this one?

Carrie. To get the people educated, wasn’t it?

Miss Scorr. Not entirely.

Estrrr MaEe. I guess it was because he was a philanderist
and didn’t know what else to do with his money. You
know, like Rockerfeller got his in a foundation and gave
it to Standard Oil.

Miss Scorr. No. Mr. Carnegie was a Scotchman, and
like a lot of other Scotchmen he didn’t talk much. He
loved this country, but he said there ought to be at least
one place in every city, town and village throughout
America where a person could go and not get into an
argument!

[The vestibule door at left opens, and Miss Abercrombie
comes in, carrying some books. She is about 30, and quite
pretty in a pink-and-white sort of way, but she is inclined
to purr and mince, and her affectations are liable to cloy.
Her speech smacks of “prunes and prisms”; she inflects too
much and one feels that at almost any moment she might
burst forth and render a little ditty about “birds” and
“springtime.”

Miss ABercroMere. Oh, how do you doooooo, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr. Hello, Miss Abercrombie.

Miss ABercroMBIE. Oh, and looooook! Two of my dear,
sweet girrrrrls!

[She doesn’t see Johnny, who has resumed his chair.
Estarr Mar axp Carrie. Hello, Miss Abercrombie.
Miss Arpercrompie. It always makes me sooocoo happy

when I find my pupils in the li’bry. It shows such a

lovely, serious attitude, I think. Don’t you, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr. Well, it depends on what they come in for,
of course.

Miss ApercromBiE. Oh, of course. But when I read in
the papers that so many high-school students spend their
spare time in dance-halls . . . Well, you’re much better
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off here with Mr. and Mrs. Browning and the Bronté
girls than you’d ever be in a night-club or in one of those
awful “juke-boxes.”

Miss Scort. Yes, the chairs here are a little hard but it’s
certainly more comfortable than in a “juke-box.”

[It is evident that Miss Scott dosen’t care for Miss Aber-
crombie, but she conceals this fact exceedingly well.

Miss AsercroMBie. Well, I brought these back. (Placing
books, one by one, on the desk.) *The Stars and Con-
stellations and How They Effect Our Everyday Emo-
tions.” Really, too, tooooo heavenly!

Miss Scorr. Yes, the stars generally are, I think —
heavenly, I mean. Four cents overtime charges.

Miss ABERCROMBIE. Yes, aren’t they? So far away and
mysterious, and at night, you know, when they sort of
twinkle at me, I just wonnnnnder what they’re trying to
say to me! Oh, and here’s “The Autobiography of an
Intravert.” Oh, dear! That’s quite deeeep, isn’t it?
I’d no idea!

Miss Scorr. Well, I didn’t read it, but I should think it
might be. Six cents on that.

Miss AsercroMBIE. And “Poems, Lillies and Bon-Bons”
by Lucy LaDouceur.

[Miss Scott shudders.

Miss Scorr. Ten cents for the “Bon-Bons.” Lucy’s got
a new one now, you know. “Sonnets, Petunias and Ani-
mal Crackers.” I saved it for you.

Miss ApercroMBIE. Oh, how sweeeet of you! She’s so
lovely and vague and moody — so full of what the French
call “rien de tout”! You know it’s what she doesn’t say
that’s so important. Why, one of her poems has only
two words in it but when you stop and think of what she
might have put in it and didn’t, it takes your breath
away.

Miss Scort (with gentle irony). What I like about her is
if you happen to lose your place, it doesn’t make a bit of
difference.
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Miss Asercromsie. I think she’s the coming poetess of
America. But, oh dear! I do hope she won’t get to be
too popular. Because it’s sooooo much fun to read a
thing through several times and say finally, “There, now,
I understand what she’s talking about but I don’t think
anyone else will.” Well, I won’t stop to take anything
today. Ihave to get home early. I’m expecting some-
one for supper. (She laughs rather sillily.) A young
mannnn, too! And I want to have something dainty
about books and thlngs Just a couple of hours of cozy
culture. So I mussssst hurry. Good-bye. Good-bye,
girls.

[She starts upstage.

Miss Scort (rising). Wait — wait!

Miss ABercroMBIE (sfops). Yes?

Miss Scorr. Tell me, Miss Abercrombie, did you read
(She pauses significantly.) “The Yearning Void in the
Soul of Nora”?

Miss ABercromMBIE. Oh, yesssssss! And I adore it! I
talk about it alllll the time — to evvvvverybody. To
me, it’s the most beautiful thing that’s come out of Eu-
rope since “The Meditations of a Misplaced Echo.”
Good-byyyyye!

[She goes out through westibule; Miss Scott sits down

Estarr Mae (fairly bursting). Ooooooooooo! (To
Carrie.) What do you know about that?

Carzm. I—1 don’t know what you're talking about.

Estrer Mae. But didn’t you hear what she said about
“The Yearning Void in . . .”

Carrie. Of course I heard! You don’t think I’'m deaf,
do you?

Estaer Mar. Then that’s where Ned heard aboutit! Do
you think he’s got a crush on her?

Carere. Of course not, silly!

, Esteer Mae. But he must —he must have! Or he

[36]



BOOK-LOVERS

wouldn’t be reading a book like that. Nobody’s seen
him around much lately and . . . Oh!I bet they’re hav-
ing supper together.

Carrm. What makes you think . . .

Estrer MaE. Shesaid a young man was coming to supper
and . ..

Carrie. H-h-he’s just a boy.

Estaer Mae. But a boy’ll turn into a young man if you
don’t watch him, won’t he, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr. What’s that?
[ Having made her point she pretends to be very busy and

not interested.

Estaer Max (going towards her). Oh, Miss Scott, do gou
think so?

Miss Scorr. Do I think what, Esther Mae?

Estrer Mae. Do you think Ned Prouty’s got a crush on
Miss Abercrombie?

Miss Scorr. Oh, I don’t know, dear. Probably.

Carrie. W-why do you say “p-probably” like that?

Miss Scort (elaborately casual). Oh, nothing. I just
mean . , . well, Miss Abercrombie’s a very attractive
woman ; Ned’s a very intelligent young man. I should
think they might be very — er — sympathetic.

Estere Mae. Oh, but she’s so much older and . .". oh,
goodness!
[She starts towards right.

Miss Scorr. Where are you going?

Estaer Mag. I—DI’'m just going in here to—to . . .

Miss Scorr. No, you’re not! You’re going to leave
Ned Prouty alone! Do you understand?

Estaes Mae. Oh, but Miss Scott, I want to know! I
want to find out!

Miss Scorr. Yes, I see you do. But you’ll have to wait
to find out later. And somewhere else — not here.
[4 slight pause. ‘

Carzie. Come on, Esther Mae. Let’s go.
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Estaee Max. Gof? Now — right in the middle of . . .

Carre. Yes. Iwanttogetout of here. I-— we'vebeen
here long enough.

EstrEr Mae. But he’s your boy-fnend' Dorn’t you
want to find out if he’s in love with .

Carrie. No. Idon’tcareif heis! Anyway, he’s not my
boy-friend. And besides, I don’t believe he could be. I
heard Mrs. Boyle tell Mother the other night she thought
Miss Abercrombie used one of those new chemical “lustre-
rinses” on her hair. Know the kind made out of coal-tar
and peanuts? Do you think so, Miss Scott?

Miss Scorr (sweetly). I wouldn’t know, dear. Does it
matter?

Cagrie. Oh, no, it doesn’t matter — ’specially but . . .

Miss Scorr. Whatever she uses, it does the trick, doesn’t
it?

Carrm. I’m going.

[She hurries out left.

Estarr Mar (calling). I may stick around, Carrie! I
want to —sortof . . .

Miss Scorr. No, dear. You ought to go along with her.

Esraer Mae. Oh. Why?

Miss Scorr. Well, you’re her friend, dear, and I think she
may be just a little bit upset. She’ll want someone to
talk to.

Estazr Mae. Oh, gee — gosh. Well, if you think that

. but, Miss Scott, will you . . . I mean if you . . .

Miss Scorr (smiling). You mean if I find out anything,
will I let you know?

Estagr Mae. Well, I —1I didn’t mean that exactly
but . ..

Miss Scorr (still smiling). What did you mean, dear?

Esraer MaE. I— oh, nothing — nothing. G’bye. (She
goes out, calling.) Carrie! Yoo-hoo!

[Johnny rises and comes downstage near corner of center
bookcase.
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JorNnny., Gee, Miss Scott, you — you ought not to ve
done that.

Miss Scorr. Oh, no?

Jouxxy. And you just up and did it on purpose, too.

Miss Scorr. You might almost say “with malice afore-
thought.”

Jomxny. But, gosh, I didn’t know you’d do a thing like
. « « Gee, that wasn’t right.

Miss Scorr. You're not a very bright young man, are
you?

JorNNy. Ma’am?

Miss Scorr.  Just why wasn’t it “right™?

Jornny. ’Cause it’ll get all over town that Ned Prouty’s
nuts about a high school teacher. They’ll kid the poor
guy so much he’ll have to leave town or catch measles or
something.

Miss Scorr. No. I don’t think so. Before they get a
chance to kid him, it’ll be all over.

JornNy. Ma’am?

Miss Scorr. Ned likes Carrie, doesn’t he?

Jornny. I guessso. He’s been goin’ with her ever since
he got out o’ three-cornered pants.

Miss Scorr. And I suppose she dropped him to go with
older boys. (Johnny nods.) Well, now she’ll pick him
up again.

Jomxny. You mean ’cause she thinks he’s in love with
Miss Abercrombie? (And mow she mods.) Say, you
don’t think he i¢ in love with Miss Abercrombie, do
you?

Miss Scorr. I wouldn’t know about that.

JouNNY. At her age?

Miss Scorr. Every boy falls for at least one woman who’s
much older than he is. It’s part of the “growing-up”
process, like taking up geometry, buying a razor, quot-
ing “Omar Khayyam.” I daresay it isn’t very serious
with Ned. Just an infatuation.
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Jomnxny. Infat —infatu — What’s that?

Miss Scorr. Well, it’s like a very earnest comversation
over long-distance, only when you get through you find
out you were talking to the wrong party.

Jornny. What happens? They hang up on you?

Miss Scorr. Sometimes. But usually before they even
have a chance to, somebody right in the same room with
you calls you away from the telephone.

[Carrie appears in doorway left. Johnny ducks back
to his chair.

Cazzie (smiles a little uncertainly). Oh— er — hello.

Estarr Mak (who has also appeared). She says she for-
got something.

Cazzik (to Miss Scott). Ibet you didn’t expect to see me
back so soon, did you?

Miss Scorr (tactfully). Well, let’s say, I hoped you’d
come back. You said you’d given up reading, and I
think that’s such a mistake for anybody who’s going in
for hard and furious living like you are.

Carnie. Yes’m, and I — it’s really because I’ve got some-
thing I want to write for the school paper and I don’t
know what to write about and I don’t know anything
about the subject anyway, so I thought I’d better — er
— look it up in the reference books.

Miss Scorr (sweetly). The reference books are in the
other room.

Carrie. Yes’m, I know they are. I mean, I know that’s
where they used to be. (She hesitates.) Is it all right
for me just to go on in thereand . . .

Miss Scorr. Of course, dear, of course. The Encyclo-
paedia Brittanica is out at the moment — having its face
lifted — but everything else is there, and I daresay you
can find what you’re looking for.

Carrm. Thank you, ma’am.

[She goes out right. Esther Mae starts af ter her.
Miss Scorr. Where are you going, Esther Mae?
Estaee Mae. I was just going in to help her.
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Miss Scorr (gently but firmly). Oh,no. I don’ believe
I would, dear. She’ll make more headway by herself.

Esterr Mae. But ...

Miss Scorr. You know there are some things in life —
like looking up references — that are very delicate op-
erations, and people can do them much better when
they’re alone.

Estrer Mae. But she won’t be alone. Ned’s in there.

Miss Scorr. Yes. That’s what I meant.

Estaer Max. Oh. (She sits rather heavily in the chair
above reading-table.) Miss Scott, you don’t think Ned
really is in love with Miss Abercrombie, do you?

Miss Scorr. Listen, Esther Mae. Do you know why I
never married?

Estaer Mae. Ma’am? No, ma’am. I often wondered.
You’re awfully attractive. And some days, when you’ve
Jjust had a facial and are fixed up and the light hits you
just right, you’re almost nearly beautiful. Why didn’t
you marry?

Miss Scorr. Because years ago my mother told me that
any woman, if she was intelligent, could understand any
man. Now, I’m intelligent — but Mother was wrong!

EstreEr Mae. Oh.

Miss Scorr. That theory was started generations ago,
and in my opinion it was started by a man. He did it
deliberately to give women a false sense of security, so
that any time they wanted to, men could come along and
knock the props out from under them. Take my advice
and never count on what a man will do next, because from
the very nature of the brute he’s more than likely to do
something else. (Johnny suddenly rises, strides boldly
around the end of the central bookcase, and without any
warning, plumps himself down in the armchair right of
Miss Scott’s desk. Miss Scott is somewhat amazed.)
Well, what’s the matter with you?

Jornxy. This book. I don’t like it.

[He puts it on the edge of the desk.
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Miss Scorr. What?

Jomnyy. That book. It’s nouse. Idon’tlike it.

Miss Scorr. Don’t like it? Why, I thought you did.
What’s the matter with it?

Jounny. Idon’tknow. Butit justdoesn’t ease my mind.

Miss Scorr. Doesn’t do what?

Jornxy. Doesn’t ease my mind.

Miss Scorr. What in the world are you . . .

Jomnny. Don’t you remember? I asked for something
to ease my mind?

Miss Scorr. Well?

Jornny. Well, that book won’t do it.

Miss Scorr. No? Well, what sort of book do you think
will “ease your mind”?

JorNxy. Idon’t know. Maybe I don’t want a book.

Miss Scorr. Well, what do you want?

JorxNy. Idon’tknow. MaybeI just want to sit here.

Miss Scorr. Sit here? What are you talking about?

Jornny. Idon’t know.

Miss Scorr. Well, I’'m sure I don’t know if you don’t.

Jorn~Ny. Er— you don’t mind, do you?

Miss Scorr. Mind what?

Jounny. Mind if I just sit here?

Miss Scort. No, no — go right ahead! But I don’t see
how you’re going to “‘ease your mind” by just sitting
there and looking at me.

Jorxnxy. Well, it’ll help — just to look at you.

Miss Scorr. It . . . (And suddenly she getsit.) Ohhhh!
(With an effort she keeps from smiling.) I see . ..
Well, well, well. Mother was even more wrong than I
thought she was. (Playing up.) Well, it’s awfully
nice of you to want to just sit there and look at
me, Johnny. I’'m afraid I’m not much to look at
but . . .

Jornxy. Oh, well, I guess some people might not think so,
but . ..

Miss Scort (smiling at him). But you do, eh?
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EstaER Max (involuntarily gasping). Oh. (The others
turn and look at her. She becomes self-conscious.) 1
~— I didn’t say anything.

Miss Scorr. Well, you just go right ahead and look at
me, Johnny, but you don’t mind if I go on checking up
these card-files, do you? I’m way behind, this week.

Jornny. I guess that’s my-fault, ain’t it? Isn’t it?

Miss Scorr. Your fault?

Jornny. Yeah. Comin’ in here every day like I been
doin’, and worryin’ you.

[Esther Mae lets out another gasp. Her eyes are like
saucers.

Miss Scorr. Oh, well, it is a little distracting to have a
young man, a handsome young man — always around
but — Oh, wait a minute!

[She reaches for the telephone and begins dialing.
JorNnNY (in sudden alarm). You ain’t callin’ up the police

to have me bounced out, are you?

Miss Scorr. Oh, far from it—far from it! (Into
phone.) Hello. Nellie? What are we having for sup-
per tonight? Oh, Isee. Well, Nellie, do you think you
could slip out and get another lamb chop? Yes, I may
bring a friend home. Good. Good-bye.

[She hangs up. Carrie and Ned come out through arch-
way right. They pause for a second, looking a little self-
conscious. Then, as though they had agreed beforehand
on their plan of campaign to meet the situation, they march
straight over to the vestibule door. Carrie goes out. Ned,
remembering the book he is still carrying, comes down to
the desk.

Nep. Er — here’s the book, Miss Scott. I guess I won’t
have time for it today. Much obliged.

Mss Scorr. “The Yearning Void” all filled up, eh?
Well, I’ll keep it for you in case you need it again.

Nep. Thank you, ma’am. (He pauses uncertainly —
then to Johnny.) See you down at the Cut-Rate for a
marshmallow hash?
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JouNNY (grinming). Not me, buddy. I’'m eatin’ lamb
chops!

[Ned looks at him for a second, puzzled, then goes out.

Estare Max (rises, feeling distinctly out of thimgs).
Well, Ilike that! After me sticking around and waiting
for her and everything, she just walks right out and
leaves me flat!

Miss Scorr. Yes, it didn’t take her long, did it, with the
reference books, once she got started?

Esraer Mae. Well, I —1I guess I°d better . . . gosh, I
don’t know what to do. There’s nobody home now. I
suppose I could go down to the Cut-Rate but — it’s Fri-
day afternoon. It’s always so crowded there Friday af-
ternoon — I mean for just a — just a girl to go in, by
herself.

Miss Scort. Oh, no, dear, you mustn’t do that. Johnny’ll
be going to the Cut-Rate in just a minute. He’ll walk
there with you.

Joanny. Me?

Miss Scorr. Yes, to get something for me. Don’t you
remember? We were to get it last night, but we got so
interested in what we were talking about, and it was such
a beautiful moonlight night.

Jounxy. Oh, yeah. Sure. I forgot. (To Esther Mae.)
T’ll walk with you. Wait outside. I’ll be ’long in a
minute.

Esraer Mae (miffed). Well, if you can tear yourself
away!

[She marches out left.

Miss Scorr (folds her arms and looks at Johnny). Did I
say a little while ago that you weren’t bright? I with-
draw my statement. You’ll go far. (Johnny grins at
her.) Only I'M not so sure in which direction. You’d
better go along.

Jorn~y. Oh, no hurry She’ll wait.

Miss Scorr. No, thanks. I don’t want her coming in
here plucking my eyes out one by one. Go on.
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JorNNY (rises). Gee, I’m ever so much obliged, Miss
Scott — and, Miss Scott . . .

Miss Scorr. Yes?

Jornny. Idon’tknow ashow I’d ever want to bé infatu —
infatu — what is it?

Miss Scorr. Infatuated?

Jornny. Yes’m. Infatuated. I don’t know as how I’d
ever want to be that way — sounds kind of dumb to me
— but if I ever did, could I be it with you?

Miss Scorr. Open Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.
’till five-thirty; Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays
’till nine.

Jounxy. S’pose I wanted to get infatuated on a Sunday?

Miss Scorr. Idon’t work Sundays. Seemy sister, Nellie.
She’s organist in the Episcopal Church, and you can
catch her in all day. By the way, I’d better cancel that
lamb chop. (She reaches for the phone.) But I’'m
warning you, if she’s already bought it, I’'m going to
collect from you. To keep people from talking, you
can pretend it’s overtime on “The Cruise of the Schooner
‘Jasper.’” (Handing him book.) Takeit!

JorNNy. Gee,doIhave to? I can read when I’m an old
man.

Miss Scorr. That’s what they all say. Oh, and you bet-
ter take this, too.

[Hands him a printed form.

Jouxny. What is it?

Miss Scorr. It’s a pamphlet we give out to new customers
— and old ones we haven’t seen in a long time. It’s
called “How to Use the Library.”

Jornxy. “How to Usethe Library”? Idon’tneedit. I
know.

Miss Scorr. Oh, no, youdon’t! All youknowis “How to
Use the Librarian™®! Now, hurry up! Beat it! Get
out of here!

[Johnny grins and departs as the

Curtain Falls
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HOMETOWN

It is Sunday noon at the McCalls. Their hometown is
Ellis, Illinois, but it might be any willage of around a thou-
sand population. Qur scene is the living room of the Mc-
Call home. The place is modestly furnished in the style of
good American middle-class surroundings.

As the curtain rises, there is no one in the room, but the
conversation in the dining room just adjoining, and the oc-
casional sound of plates give, by suggestion, the setting of
the dinner and the character of the McCalls.

Dap. So I said to Charlie, “Charlie,” I said, “us business-
men have simply got to adjust ourselves to the times.
Emergencies,” I said to him, “are like the weather” . . .

Mom. Reverend Nelson, do have some more chicken. I’'m
afraid you’re not eating.

Neison. Not eating! Mrs. McCall, this will be my third
helping!

Dap. “Like the weather, Charlie. .We don’t let the
weather get us down.” Take my store now: McCall’s

"General. What did I have when we came to Ellis? My
two bare hands and a head for business, that’s all . . ..

[ During Dad’s lines the telephone in the front room rings
two shorts and a long.

Jack. Listen, Dad, was that the phone?

Dap. Wasit?

Mary. Not our ring.

Dap. Ellis was only a crossroads twenty-three years ago.
I remember . . .

Mom. John ...

[The reason Mom silences Dad is because on Dad’s lines
the telephone ring has repeated. The group is silent again,
but so is the phone now.

Mary. It must have been Miss Mortimor’s.
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Jack. T’ll go and see.

Mowm. Now, Jack, I wouldn’t run away from the table.
Do have some more carrots and peas, Reverend Nelson.

NeLson. DI’m afraid I’m disgracing myself.

[The phone rings again as before.

Jack. Mom, I'm sure that’s our ring.

Mary. Listen.

[The group is silent. The phone doesn’t ring.

Mom. A party line is so inconvenient sometimes.

Dasp. Take the time of the depression. Everything
seemed to be going to pieces. I said, “Boys, a man’s
got to expect storms.”

Mary. Shall I help you with the dessert, Mom?

Dap. What did you make, Mother, apple pie? Hilda
makes the best doggone apple pie you ever tasted.

[The phone rings as before.

Mary. DI’m sure that’s ours.

[Mary, a girl of twenty-one, comes to answer the phone
while Dad continues talking in the other room. Mary
picks up the receiver, is about to say “hello” when she dis-
covers that someone else is using the line. She listens in
and her expression indicates that it is some juicy bit of
gossip that she is overhearing.

Dap. What did we know about vitamins when we were
kids? The best thing, I always say to Hilda, is to eat
the right kind of food.

Mom. You take coffee, Reverend Nelson?

Nerson. Yes, thank you.

Jack (calling). Is it for me, Mary?

Mary (covering the mouthpiece). No — it’s — ah — it’s

. long distance!

Jack. Longdistance! Excuseme,please! (Jack, a fel-
low of not quite eighteen, comes in.) Honest? Long
distance?

Mary (én @ whisper). It’s Miss Mortimor.

Jack. She’s not long distance, she lives just across the

street.
[50]



HOMETOWN

Mary. She’s talking to Albert Hicks.

Jack. What you listening for?

Mazry. Sh-h!

Jack. You women.

Mary. Oh, Jack,he’s . . .

Jack. Come on, lay off that or I’ll tell the preacher.

Mary (fo herself). Oh, no, this is too wonderful!

Jack (in a make-believe call). Reverend Nelson!

Mary. Jack!

[Mary returns the receiver to the hook in a hurry.

Nzxuson (from the other room). Yes, Jack? Is it for
me?

Jack (starting back to the dining room). I was just won-
dering, do you take sugar in your coffee?

Mary (also starting in). Yes, we have plenty. We
hardly ever use our allotment.

[Mary and Jack are back in the dining room.

Dap. That’s another thing. When this rationing busi-
ness came along, I said, “Nothing’s so bad but what it
could be worse.”

[The telephone rings two long and a short.

Mazry. That is our ring. Excuse me, please.
[Mary returns.

Dap (meanwhile). ... Always had the idea that we
could always go along our own sweet way. Doggonit,
we never thought half enough of our country.

Mary (at phone). Hello. Oh, yes, Mrs. Berkey, I’ll
call her. Mom, it’s for you. :
Mom. Goodness, so much disturbance on Sunday noon,

when I wanted everything to go off so smoothly.
[Mom comes in. She is in her early forties, wears a
spotlessly clean apron over a modest dress. )

Mary. Mrs. Berkey.

Mowum (good-naturedly). She would have to call just be-
tween the dinner and the dessert.

Mary (before giving her mother the phone). Mom, Julia
Mortimor’s going to be married! ‘
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Mom. Julia is!

Mary. I just heard her talking to Albert Hicks!

Mom. Oh, I would love to have heard that! (She catches
herself.) Well, go in and serve the coffee. And motion
to your father not to ask for a second piece of pie.
(Mary goes.) Yes, Mrs. Berkey. Oh, yes, Reverend
Nelson is here. We are just at the dessert. Yes, that’s
right, apple pie. No, not 4 la mode. Yes, too
heavy . . . I think so, too. What? Julia Mortimor?
You don’t say! To Albert Hicks? Well, think of
that . . . No, not a soul. Just a minute, Mrs. Berkey.
(Mom goes.) It’s Mrs. Berkey, Reverend. T’ll keep
your coffee warm.

Newvson. Tl just be a minute.

Dap. I don’t know whether you will or not with her, Rev-
erend.

Mom. John . ..

[Nelson, a young minister of about twenty-five, goes to

the phone.
NEerson. How-do-you-do? (Long pauses.) Thank you,
I . Yes . .. I think that’s . . . I say, I think

that’s . . . If the . . . Yes, I say if the . . . That’s
very nice of you to say you liked the sermon, Mrs.
Berkey. What’s that? Imay be expecting a visit from
Miss Mortimor? X see ... Oh, I see ... Yes, I
see . . . Oh, no, I won’t say a word, Mrs. Berkey.
Thank you very much. (He hangs up and returns to
the dining room.) Mrs. Berkey, calling to tell me she
liked the services this morning.

Dap. Well, she’s right. And the way you christened
those babies, Reverend, a fellow’d think you’d been doing
that all Jour life!

Nerson (laughing). My first time, Mr. McCall!

Mom. Now, just enjoy your dessert, Reverend.

[The front door opens, and Julia Mortimor comes in.

She is rather lean-looking, wears glasses, is dressed for Sun-
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day, and is a typical small town bachelor girl of about

thirty-five. Her enthusiasm today is genuine and causes

her to be a most likable person. She might even be called
romantic.

Juria. Mrs. McCall! Yo-ho! I came right in!

[Ad. libs. from the table greet her, and Mary comes out.
Mary. Glad to see you, Julia. I didn’t have a chance to

speak to you-in church this morning.

Juiia (buoyant with enthusiasm today). Speak to me,
Mary?

Mary. Iwanted to tell you how nice I thought you looked.

Juria. Do you? I mean,doI? Isn’tita lovelyday!

Mazry. It’s cloudy.

Juria. I don’t mean outside. I mean —in here. (On
this last line, she presses her hands passionately against
her heart, and almost does a pirouette.) The world is
wonderful, wonderful !

Mary. You think so? With all that’s going on?

Juria. I mean our world, our hometown — everything
like that! Mary, oh, — he’s here, isn’t he?

Mary. Who, Julia?

Juris. The new minister? Yes, I see he is. Weren’t
those babies lovely this morning!

Mary. The one cried awfully, I thought.

Juria. That was the Alexanders’. The dear tiny little
thing. And did you see old Mr. Williams, the sexton?
He had tears in his eyes. I suppose it took him back
to his own little girl. The one that died, you know.
My! I never realized before how wonderful everything
really is! Deaths, christenings, weddings !

[Dad comes in. He is a wholesome fellow just a bit on
the portly side of forty-five. He is wiping the last of the
apple pie from his chin with his kerchief.

Dap. Well, Julia, you’re looking lovely.

Juria. Do you think so? Maybe there’s a reason, Mr.
McCall, maybe there’s a reason!
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Mazy. I think she looks like a June bride myself.

Juria. Does it show? Does it really, really show that
much? I wish I could embrace the whole town !

Dap. Well, you could start in a small way, Julia, and sort
of work up.

[Mom and Nelson come in. Mary goes out during the
first lines.

Nerson. Miss Mortimor, how-do-you-do?

Juria. Wonderful, Reverend, wonderful! And Hilda,
how are you?

Mom. Glad to see you, Julia. Now, here, there’s place
for everyone. Reverend, please, this comfortable chair.

NEerson. I’m sure that’s Mr. McCall’s place . . .

Dap. T can sit there every night. In fact, I do. Take
my shoes off and relax. If there’s anything nicer than
Jjust to come home and take off a man’s shoes and pull
the socks off his feet . . .

[Mom pleads with a glance.

MomM. Maybe, Julia, you want to talk to Reverend Nel-
son privately?

JuLia (nervously). It’sno secret. Really, it’s no secret.
[She twists her kerchief, not knowing just how to pro-

ceed.

NersoN. And how is your mother, Miss Mortimor?

Juria. In her chair at the window. It was so nice of you
to bring her that book the other day.

Nerson. Nothing at all. When I get old and confined
to my chair, I'm sure the people of Ellis will bring me
books, too.

[There is a bang against the front door.

Dap. Or that! 4

Mown. Oh, that paper boy!

Neison (laughing). Is that what it was?

Jack (coming through on a run). Sunday paper!

Mom. Jack, please! )

Dap (good-humoredly). Since that Davis boy’s been de-
livering the papers, he rides his bike like Paul Revere and
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throws those papers as if they were shrapnel. The
door’s just about busted in already.

Juria (losing none of her rapture). And isn’t it wonder-
ful how he hits the same spot every time? Our door’s the
same way. But, at least, it’s nice that the papers don’t
come now until after church; it used to be that every-
body had an excuse to stay away.

[Jack comes in with the Sunday edition.

Mary (coming in). Rotogravure section, Jack!

Dap. Sports!

Mowm (horrified, but amused). What must Reverend Nel-
son think?

Nzrson. Well, Mrs. McCall, I guess the Sunday edition
ranks among America’s great institutions. Just like
apple pie.

Dao. There you said it, Reverend! Doggone, if you
didn’t hit the nail on the head!

Juiia. I’ll have the society page, Jack.

Mazry. And you, Mr. Nelson?

Jack. T’ll give you part of the front section.

Nzevrson (solemnly). Yes, the war news, Jack.

Jacxk (seriously). I know.

[For an instant the above two lines cause a deep and
serious note. :

Maxy (breaking the mood). That leaves the comics and
the want-ads for you, Mom!

Juria (folding back her section of the paper). Here’s
just the way I want it. My wedding picture!

Dap. Wedding picture!

Mom. Well, Julia, is it really going to happen?

Mazy. Not to Albert, surely! ‘

Juria. Reverend Nelson, you will do it, won’t you?

NEersoN. I’venever known a minister to refuse. ,

Juoria (showing Mom and Mary the picture). Like this!
See how he has his arm crooked up and hers crooked in?
And he’s in a uniform, just like Albert.

Jack. Is Albert Hicks . .. ?
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Juria (thrilled). Didn’t you know he was a soldier?

Jack. I sure didn’t, Julia. I knew he was out of town,
but I didn’t know he was in camp.

Juria. He’s a corporal. He’s got these same stripes on
his sleeve. And he stands just that straight!

NEevson. And when is this all to be, Miss Mortimor?

Mary. Yes, this is pretty sudden.

Juria., You’re the first ones I’ve told. Not another soul
in Ellis knows about it. Albert called and said I should
ask Reverend Nelson if he could make it next Sunday at
three o’clock.

Nrrson. Three o’clock is fine. Church wedding, is it
going to be?

Juria (rapturous). A church wedding!

[Jack goes out unobirusively, taking part of the paper
with him.

Dap. Everybody in town and his dog’ll be there. It’s not
often Julia gets married!

Juria. A church wedding at three in the First Church of
Ellis. Albert and I coming up the aisle . . .

Mary. Soft music . . .

Juria. Mary, you’ll play, won’t you?

Mary. I wouldn’t miss it!

[Mary hums part of the “Wedding March.”

Dap. And Hilda there will sing, “I Love You Truly!”

Mom. Now, John.

Dap. You used to sing that darn pretty.

Juria. I’'mso excited!

Nzrson. Well, so am I, Miss Mortimor. My first wed-
ding.

Dap. If youdo as well as you did with the christening, it’ll
be just all right.

Juria (with a luzurious sigh)., The christening . . .
The babies were so wonderful — wonderful.

Dao. You never can tell, Julia, maybe some day . . .
[Dad has gotten up to get some shoe boxes which he has

stored in the room.
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Mom. Now, John, what are you going to do?

Dap. Show Reverend my collection.

Moum. When we’re all excited about Julia’s wedding?

Mary. I have just the thing for you to wear, Julia. A
most beautiful veil. I’ll get it.

[Mary goes.

Juria. Think of me with a veil, and everyone looking at
me . ..

Nevson. You can tell Corporal Hicks it’s all right. Or
shall I get in touch with him?

Juria. Dlldoit. I promised to call him right back. He
had to take some men out to the firing range, but he said
he’d only be a little while. May I just put in the call
from here?

Mom. Of course, Julia. Do you have the number?

Juria. How could I forget!

[Julia goes to the telephone. Dad, meanwhile, has been
bringing about eight bozes, the size of shoe boxes, which he
has set on the floor near his chair.

Mowm (smiling). Well, Reverend, I guess you are in for it.

Nerson. Looks interesting.

Dap. Don’t know if this is as interesting as the wedding,
but I thought you might not mind taking a look at —
rocks!

[On his last word, he pours one collection of rocks from
a bozx.

Nzrson. Say, you have a collection!

Dao (pouring out another boz full). Know anything
about the business?

NevsoN. I’m sorry now that I dor’t.

Mowm (good-naturedly). Well, John’s no geologist him-
self.

Dap (pouring out another box full). Nope, just a hobby.

Mom (as before). I’m sure that’s enough for a start,
John.

Nerson. Rocks and more rocks!

Dap (picking up one of the stones). Now here’s one came
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from New Jersey. Isn’t that funny, Hilda, one of the
best I’ve got happens to be right here on top. That’s
calcite, Reverend. Lift it.

[Dad gets down on the floor.

Juria (af phone). Sarah? Oh, I didn’t know you were
Central this afternoon. Sarah, I want to have you long
distance me to Albert. The number is — oh, you know
what the number is! . . . She knows what the number is!
(Happily.) That’s the wonderful thing about living in
Ellis!

Mox (going back to Julia). It won’t take Sarah long to
get through.

[Mom and Julia talk at back, while the action returns
to Nelson and Dad.

Nerson. Calcite? They find these in Arizona, too, I
believe.

Dap (thrilled). Right! Say, I bet you know all about
this business! Here’s a willemite from out east. Wil-
lemite. Zinc silicate is what itis. And here’s a piece of
scheelite.

Nerson. These are beauties.

Dap. The way to see them is under one of those lights.
Take this dirty looking calcite. Under the light it glows
like the milky way. Only that it’s red. You don’t see
the red now, but it’s there. As Julia’d say: wonderful,
wonderful. Well, sir, it is. These here rocks come
from all over the United States. I tell you we’ve got a
great country.

Nerson. And you must have traveled a good deal.

Dap. Traveled? I’ve hardly been out of the county.
Folks send me rocks from around where they live, and I
send them rocks from around Ellis. We’ve got some of
the grandest in the world. Take this specimen right
here now . . .

Juria (at phone). Sh-h.

Dap (in a whisper to Nelson, under Julia’s first lines). I
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saw this piece out in a ravine not two miles from town.
Folks thought there wasn’t anything worthwhile around
here, but this looks like it might hold tungsten tome . . .

Jouria. Hello? Albert! Yes, of course it’s Julia, d-d-
darling. Reverend Nelson says next Sunday at three is
fine. You’re going to what? Oh!. .. He says he’s
going to give you ten dollars if you tie it tight! . . . Al-
bert, you’reso clever. Andhowisthearmy? Oh,that’s
fine. Did you tell the general yet? And the com-
mander-in-chief? About the wedding? Oh, yes, of
course. Sunday at three, Albert. Good-bye, Albert.
Albert . . .

[Julia turns the phone away and gives Albert a kiss over
long distance.

Dap. Say, now, that was a sweet one!

Moum. Don’t you think, Reverend Nelson, we ought to
have a dinner at the church? Sunday noon?

Nzerson. That’s an excellent idea.

Juria. Ob, that would be too wonderful!

Dap. Sure, then we could keep you there for a good
shiv’ree.

Juria. Oh, Mr.McCall! You get me all aflutter! (The
phone rings, Julia picks it up immediately.) Hello?
Albert? Oh, Sarah . . . No, put it on my bill. Yes,
that’s right. No, I understood fine. You want to con-
gratulateme? Oh, thank you, Sarah. Thank you very
much!

[Mary comes in with a beautiful white wedding veil.

Mary. Here we are!

Mowm (while a gasp escapes Julia). Where in the world
did you dig that up, Mary? .

Mazry. It was yours, Mom. I used it in the school play
once.

[She puts it on Julia.
Dap. Doggone, I guess the geology of America will have

to wait.
[59]



HOMETOWN

Juria. I feellike a queen! Just like I’d been crowned !

Mary. Oh, it’s becoming! Now a white dress with a
train . .. -

Nevson. And abouquet . . .

MomM. And a bridesmaid . . .

Dap. And Albert draped on your other side.

Juria. In his uniform! It’ll be like making Ellis the
center of the whole country!

NzersoN. I’m beginning to think it is.

Mary. What do you mean, Mr. Nelson?

Nevson. This morning during the christening I thought
so, too. Those children are America. Our church, the
homes we try to make, Sunday dinners, apple pie, Mr.
McCall with his rocks, Miss Mortimor in her wedding
veil — if all that isn’t the center of the whole country,
what is?

Dap (quietly). You’re saying big words there, Reverend.

Juria. I wish it would be today — at three. Think of
having a whole week to wait! :

Mary. Only a week! Think of me!

Mom. Now, Mary, you still have plenty of time . . &
[The door has opened, and Mrs. Weaver comes in. She

is a lovable, motherly woman in her late forties. At the

moment she is courageously holding back tears.

Mgzs. Weaver. Hilda . . .

Mom. What isit, Mrs. Weaver?

Mgzs. Weaver. He’s gone — Reverend Nelson, my boy
Harold — is gone.

Mary. Oh, that’s too bad.

NersoN. Come, Mrs. Weaver, when did this happen?
[Julia quictly removes the veil and goes to back, where

she stands listening.

Mzs. Weaver. He was eating dinner — I brought it to
him in bed, just as I have for almost five years. I went
to the kitchen and heard nothing at all — when I came
back he was dead.

Mowm. Oh, so suddenly.
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Mgs. Weaver. I didn’t have time to call Doctor Lehman
or anyone.

Nerson. I surely sympathize deeply with you.

[Jack comes in, having been drawn in by the news. He
stands visibly affected.

Mzs. WEaveR (o Reverend Nelson). I'm so glad you
were there to see him just yesterday. (T'o Mom.)
They said I should go away from the house for a while,
and I thought there wasn’t a better place to come than
here.

Mowm. Of course.

Jack. Howold was Harold now? About eighteen, wasn’t
he?

Mes. Weaver. Eighteen.

NersoN. And his accident happened five years ago?

Mgzs. Weaves. It will be five years next month.

Jack. He was such a swell guy.

Juria. There’s someone at the back door, Mrs. McCall.

Mom. Excuse me.

[Mom goes.

Dap. He was climbing the roof of the new school building
and he fell. I’ll never forget that day. Everybedy in
town was thinking about Harold Weaver, not knowing
whether he’d live or not. I remember when the doctors
gave out the report that he wouldn’t ever walk again.

Mary. Nobody was more patient than Harold.

Jack. Nobody had more courage.

Mzs. Weaves. The people of Ellis were so good. There
wasn’t a day, but what somebody stopped in. Harold
was always afraid folks would laugh at him —at the
things he did — you know, like when he started knitting.
He always used to hide what he was working on when
somebody came. Until . . .

Jack. Until that time Dad happened to go over and catch
him at it.

Juria. He knit that whole sweater for Albert. And it was

fine.
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Mgs. Weaver. Yes — the soldiers — they were on his
mind all the time.

Jack. Yesh. . . . We often talked about them.

Nzerson. Your son’s been a fine Christian character, Mrs.
Weaver. I’m sure he had a real influence, and per-
formed something like a ministry here in Ellis.

Mzs. Weaver. It’ll be awfully lonely without Harold.
[Jack moves over to a window, where he remains in

thought.

Nerson. And you had a good ministry, too, caring for
him as you did.

Mzs. Weaver. That was nothing, nothing.

Dap. Doggone, you know, when you get to thinking about
things, it’s all like a big plan . . . (Jack turns during
the next lines and listens, impressed.) 1 don’t know
Jjust how I mean — but it all seems to sort of fit. The
town wouldn’t have been right without us having had
Harold for a while. It just seems things have to be —
like Julia getting married — like a new minister coming
to town — even the war — everything seems to have a
meaning behind it all.

Mazy. T’Il go over and see if there’s something I can do,
Mrs. Weaver.

Mges. Weaver (rising). Yes, and I must go back.

NerLson. You stay a while longer. Mary and I’ll go over
and we’ll let you know when they want you to come.
[Nelson and Mary go.

Jura. It doesn’t seem right, me having been so happy
when there are other folks so sad.

Dap. Don’t be foolish, Julia. It’s just what I’ve been
trying to say. It’s all part of things. Say, you know
what I’ve been thinking? Jack, I don’t want you to
breathe a word of this to your mother. But you know,
there might just be something stirring in that young
preacher.

Juria. Something stirring?
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Mzs. Weaver. What do you mean, Mr. McCall?

Dap. The way he took right up calling our Mary by her
first name. And the glances he gave her at the dinner
table. And the way just now the two of them went over
to your place together.

Jack (not without a smile). Oh,Dad . . .

Juria. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if it would be a match?

Mzs. Weaver. Mary’d be an awfully good woman for a
minister.

Dap. It’s just an idea, mind you. But I sometimes get
ideas about things long before they happen. I was say-
ing to Dave Sessions the other day, “Dave,” I says, “I
don’t know why, but I got a hunch there’s going to be
a storm about tomorrow afternoon:” Sure enough, to-
morrow afternoon came and what did it do? George
Lehman’s barn blew down, Pete Benson’s brooder house
was ripped clean off his farm, and lightning struck Sam
Duncan’s bull. That bull was the best in the county.
How’s a man get prophetic like that? So when I saw
Reverend Nelson ask Mary certain things at dinner, an
idea sure hit me . . .

[Mom enters.

Mom. They’d like to have you come, Mrs. Weaver, if you
will,

Mzs. Weaver., Yes, sure.

Mom. John, put those stones away now. There’ll be
people stopping in.

[Mom and Mrs. Weaver go.

Juria (also preparing to go). I want to thank you, Mr.
McCall.

Dav. Thank me? For what?

Juria. You make me see things better.

Dap. Idon’t know what you mean, Julia.

Juria. Albert’s a little bit like that, too.

Davp. Like what? .

Jurra. He gets ideas. When I told him about the chris-
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tening this morning, he said, “We’ll talk that over, too I
And the way he said it!
[She goes flustered to the door.

Dap. Just don’t forget, Julia, I’ve always wanted to be
a godfather.

Juria. Oh, Mr. McCall!

[Julia goes. Jack is at the window. Dad starts pick-
ing up the rocks and returns them to the boxes.

Dap. Come now, son. There’s no use taking things so
serious. Harold Weaver had a pretty hard time these
five years. I’ll bet he suffered more than he ever let on.
The town’ll do what it can for Mrs. Weaver. There’s
nobody that wouldn’t help her. And I’m sure if Harold
could talk to us he’d say, “Now, I’'m all right. Don’t
be unhappy on account of me.”

Jack. It’s not that, Dad. (He turns to his father.)
What would you think if I’d join up?

Dao. Join up? The navy, son?

Jack. I’ve been thinking about it plenty. And, I don’t
know, things happening today just sort of helped me
make up my mind.

Dap. What things, Jack?

Jack. Maybe it’s Ellis. Maybe it’s the whole country,
maybe it’s just having a feeling that we’ve got something
to sort of want to keep.

Dap. You’re pretty young.

Jack. It’s not age. I suppose everybody comes to these
ideas sometime. I don’t want to seem silly, but even
when I see you with those stones, it seems to mean some-
thing . . .

Dap. And even apple pie and Sunday papers. I know.
And it’s folks dying and folks getting married — and
it’s a kind of an American way that a man just can’t
explain.

Jack. What do you say, Dad?

Dap. About what any dad would say, I guess. You’re
my son and I’m mighty proud of you.
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Jack. And Mom?

Dap. We've talked this over a good many times, your
mother and me. It’s up to you, and when you’ve seen
a cause as you have seen it, I’'m pretty sure she’ll under-
stand.

Jack. That’s swell.

[Mom enters.

Mom. My goodness, John! Think of what Mrs. Harri-
son just told me!

Dap. Now, what?

Mowm. She said she heard that our Mary and Reverend
Nelson were going together!

Dap (with a touch of triumph). See!

Mom. See?

Jack. Sure, Mom, that was Dad’s idea!

Mom. You don’t mean that you . . .

Dap. Well, I just . ..

Jack. He just had a hunch, like the one he had about the
storm!

Dap. Sure, and you know what happened!

Mom. Oh, but, John, this is awful!

Dap. I just happened to mention it to Julia.

Mom. That’s right. Mrs. Harrison said that Julia had
told Mrs. Berkey over at the Weavers and Mrs. Berkey
told Mrs. Williams . . .

Jack. And Mrs. Williams told Mrs. Harrison . . .

Dap. No wonder a newspaper in Ellis never made a go
of it!

[Mary comes in.

Mary. Mom! What do you think Mrs. Green just asked
me?

Mom. I canimagine.

Mary. Asked me whether Reverend Nelson and I were
engaged. '

Mom. Engaged!

Dap. Well — are you?

Mazry. Oh, Dad, how preposterous!
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Jack. Isn’t there anything to it?

Mary. Well, he did ask me to go to dinner with him next
Sunday after Julia’s wedding.

Dap. See! There you are!

Mom. Oh, but, Mary . .. well, of course, he’s very
nice . . .

Mazy. Oh, Mom, it’s nothing serious!

Mom. No, no, I didn’t mean to insinuate that! Only, of
course, you’re bound to go with someone, and naturally
a mother . . .

Dap. And naturally a father, too.

Mary (laughing). Oh, Dad!

Dap. And now, let’s all go in and do up the dishes. While
we’re doing that, Jack’s got something to tell us, too.

Mowm (turning to Jack instinctively). Jack . . .

Jack. Dad says you’ll think it’s okay, Mom.

Mom. I’m sure it is, Jack. Sometimes, I think I have a
pretty good American family.
[She goes to Jack. Dad stands with the boxes of stones

in his hands. Mary has the bridle veil admiringly in her

possession as the

Curtain Falls
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CAST

PorTER, sizable Mexican of Pancho Villa type

J. P. Siupson, middle-aged American business man

Mgs. SiMesoN, J. P.’s wife, middle-aged American housewife

MiLprED S1MPsON, sharp-faced, bright, 12-year-old daughter
of the Simpsons

Owrp Lapy, American tourist of modest means

CapraIN, Mezican army officer

Dr. RaMirEz, quiet, polished, youngish Mexican diplomat

Mgrs. Ramirez, beautiful and silent wife of the diplomat

Taree Ramirez Bovs, aged five, eight, and ten

Owrper aND Youncer SENORITAS, Mexican maiden ladies of
the nice schoolteacher type

Joan Cagor, American student on an exchange fellowship to
Mezico

Beeear

Juan, leader of peons

Jost, one of peons

Turee Mexicaxn WoMeN, large and garrulous, friends of the
peon-soldiers

SoLpiers, Prons

Time. Between the Wars.
Prace. Mexico.



VIVA MEXICO
Scene 1

The scene is the interior of @ Pullman car on a train
which runs between the United States—Mexico border and
Mexico City. At present the train is stopped, and it is
likely to remain stopped for some time, since a bridge is
out ahead, and the repair crew which is being sent from
Mexico City cannot be expected to fix the bridge before
tomorrow afternoon, which will be twenty-four hours from
now. The porter, a sizable Mexican wearing the custo-
mary white jacket, but no hat, and looking like a movie
version of Pancho Villa, is explaining all this, very pa-
tiently, to his passengers; but some of them, particularly
the Americans, are having trouble grasping the idea. They
cannot understand, for instance, why the crew cannot start
until tomorrow morning, and they do not think that the
seven-hour day, nor the trade unions, nor the fact that this
is the eve of the Sizteenth of September, should be allowed
to enter into the question at all. The American girl, Joan
Cabot, who is occupying Lower One, and who is reading
the Atlantic Monthly, is looking wvery trim and cool and
unperturbed, but then she has just received an exchange
scholarship, through the efforts of her own and the M exi-
can governments, and is on her way to Mexzico City for a
winter of study as the guest of the Mexican government.
She therefore feels very kindly toward Mezico, even when
its trains break down. Anmyway, she has been in Mezico
often before, and knows what to expect. The two timid
Mexzican sisters who have Upper One are also unperturbed.
They are schoolteachers. They sit carefully forward,
since four large paper sacks filled with food, to be eaten
- en route, are lined up against the back of the seat. Under
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the berth are crammed two small traveling bags and the
assortment of boxes and parcels, each tied with siring,
which usually accompany Mexican travelers. They sit,
very prim and correct in their hats, veils, and carefully
darned and pressed gloves, their hands folded, themselves
the picture of respectable, middle-aged maiden ladies.
Section Five, occupied by Dr. Ramirez, his beautiful wife,
and their three young boys, aged five, eight, and ten, is also
quiet. Mrs. Ramirez and two of the boys face forward;
Dr. Ramirez and his oldest son sit opposite. Dr. Ramirez
is @ member of the Mexican diplomatic service, but even if
he were not a diplomat he would be philosophical in any
crisis. Section Seven has a Mexican army Captain in the
seat reserved for the occupant of the lower, and an Old
Lady in a rustly black Queen Victorian dress opposite him.
The Captain’s overcoat and cap are beside him on the seat,
and a trim, heavy suitcase is under the seat. He is also
remaining quiet, but the Old Lady, who has her umbrella,
large knitting bag, and small overnight bag beside her, to
say mothing of the pillow which the Porter has given her,
is exhibiting signs of agitation. She is holding her hands
very tightly clasped and is listening breathlessly to all that
is said. After all, they are dreadfully far from the United
States border, and it might so easily be not just a simple
mechanical disturbance which had stopped them. It might
be something quite dreadful, like bandits. Section Three
(the four sections, one, three, five, seven, are the only ones
which show to the audience, and section one is at the ex-
treme right, while seven is at the left) is the real storm
center. There Mr. Simpson, American business man,
Mrs. Simpson, and sharp-faced, twelve-year-old Mildred
Simpson are being firm with the Porter. Mr. and Mrs.
Simpson face forward; Mildred is opposite them. Mr.
Simpson has risen up from the litter of coats, time tables,
golf clubs, and bozes of candy to make his point perfectly
plain. He knows that the Porter understands only a few
words of English, and understands much less if the subject
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is not agreeable, but he plans to make up in English — or
American — volume for what he lacks in Spanish vocabu-
lary.

Mz. Stmureson (his index finger within siz inches of the
Porter’s nose). Now look, you! I want to see the con-
ductor, and I want to see him quick! I want to know
how long we’re going to be stuck here!

PorTER (shrugging). ;Quién sabe?

Me. Smupson. What?

MivorEp. He says he doesn’t know, poppa.

Mz. SmupsoN. Well, why don’t he? What’s the matter
with this train?

PorTEr. Nothing, seior. Train fine. Road bad.

Mz. Smupson. What’s happened to the road?

PorTer. Bridge out.

Mz. SimpsoN. Bridge out? (With relief.) Is that all?

Mzs. Ramierz (fo her husband). Did you hear? A
bridge destroyed — could it be bandits?

Orp Lavy (her hand at her throat). Bandits!

CarraIn (reassuringly). No, no, sefiora — just a bridge
damaged, perhaps washed out by too much rain in the
mountains. We have had no bandit trouble here in
Mexico for a long time — not for months.

Orp Lapy. M-months!

Capray. And especially not along this railroad. It is
the principal one to the City of Mexico, and soldiers
guard it.

Mzs. Ramizez (to husband). But could it not be malcon-
tents? Your papers — arethey . . .

[She leans forward, reaching toward a briefcase which
Dr. Ramirez has at his side. He interrupts her quickly,
taking her hand and pushing her gently back into place.
De. Rammerz. No, no, my dear. Be calm. There is

nothing to fear. Only an ordinary delay.

Mz. Srupson. Delay! Howlong? Itoughtn’t to takea
crew long to fix a little washout . . . Heh, porter? (He
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has turned to look for the Porter, and finds him with his
little ladder, about to climb up beside the Sampsons sec-
tion.) What are you doing?

PorTer. I make up berths.

Mges. Sivpson. Berths! It’s broad daylight! Well, I
never !

Me. Sturson (looking at his waich). It’s five o’clock!
What’s the idea?

PortEr (shrugging). We must wait. What else is there
to do, but sleep?

Me. SmmesoN (very suspicious again). How long are we
going to wait?

Porrer. ;Quién sabe? One day — two maybe.

Me. SimpsoN (shouting). Two days! Look here, you!
(Shaking finger under nose again.) Where’s the con-
ductor? Tomorrow night at 8:45 ». M. J. P. Simpson
makes the principal address at the opening banquet of
the international convention of the Men of Commerce!
I’m J. P. Simpson! I’ve been working on my speech for
Jjust about six months, and you or nobody else is going
to keep me from giving it! I’'m going to get to Mexico
City, and I'm going to be in the main dining room of the
Hotel North America tomorrow night at 8:45 ».m.,
if T have to fly in!

PorTER. ;Sefior?

Mkes. Sivpson. Fly! Fly! Airplane!

[He gestures with his hand to show an airplane taking
off.

PortEr (a light going up). Oh, plane !

[He continues the evolutions of the imaginary ship with
his hand, executing some intricate spins, rolls, etc.

Mz. StmpsoN (with reserve). Is that the way your planes
act in Mexico?

Pozrrer (remembering). No planes. No big towns any-
place around here. No fields for them.

[The Porter, sensing some hitch in his plan to make up
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the berths, takes his ladder a few feet out of Mr. Simpson’s

way, and sits down on it.

Mke. SimpsoNn. My God!

Owrper SeNorrta (twisting around to look at Mr. Simp-
son). ;Qué tiene?

Youneer SeNorita (leaning forward to speak to Joan
Cabot). My sister asks, what ails him?

Joan (looking up from her magazine, and speaking in the
amused drawl which young American intellectuals adop?
when discussing Men of Commerce). Nothing. He’s
probably going to be late for dinner tomorrow night.

Youncer SeNorrTa (confused). ;Mande?

Joan. He is supposed to make a speech in Mexico City
tomorrow, and he is afraid he may not get there in time.

Younces SENoriTA. [jQué ldstima!

Joan. Yes, isn’t it a shame? Think how disappointed
the Men of Commerce will be.

Mz. Stupson (his lips tight, and his hands in his pockets).
You’re right, young lady, they will be. They’re all busy
men. They spend most of their waking hours making
money so their daughters can buy silk stockings. They
don’t have the time to wait on a bunch of incompetents
tinkering around with a washed out road, because they’ve
got to get back to their offices to make more money for
more silk stockings.

Joax (smapping her magazine shut briskly and rising to
the bait). Just offhand, I can’t think of any of my con-

temporaries who have nothing better to do than gobble
up silk stockings .

Mz. SimpsoN. What are you doing right now, if I may
ask?

Joan. I’m going to Mexico City towork . . .

Mz. SivpsoN. Work!

Joan. On an exchange scholarship.

Mz. Siueson (indulgently). Oh, you mean study.

Joax. That’s a form of work, you know, especially when
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you happen to have an obligation to your own govern-
ment and the government of the country you are visit-
ing ...

Mz. SmvpsoN. Government! What’s a nice young girl
doing getting herself mixed up with an outfit that . . . ?

Joan. Ihad thehonor to be chosen for one of the exchange
fellowships . . .

Mz, Siupson. Honor! Now, miss, a country that takes
two days to fix a washout!

Porter. Oh,no, sefior. They can fix.it faster than that.

Me. Siurson. Well, why don’t they?

PorTer. Crew has to come out from Mexico City. Takes
maybe all day tomorrow to get to the bridge.

Mz. Smepson. All day tomorrow? Why, if they started
now . . .

PorTer. Cannot start now.

Mz. Smypson. Why not?

PorTee. Cannot work during night — they get in trouble
with anion.

Mz. Smupson. Work? All they’d be doing would be rid-
ing along on steel rails. Is that work?

PorTER. Anyway, tomorrow is Sixteenth of September.

M-z. Stmepson. What?

Joawn. It’s their Fourth of July, their Independence Day.
They have a big celebration tonight, especially in Mexico
City.

Mz. Smapson (sinking back into his berth). My God, the
crack train of the line is held up, while they shoot off fire-
crackers!

Magzs. SivepsoN. I told you this wouldn’t be any kind of a
vacation. I never did trust foreigners. And they say
the food just isn’t safe.

Youncer SeRorrra (turning round and speaking over the .
back of the seat to Mrs. Simpson). Does the sefiora
lack food? We have plenty.

[She makes a gesture toward the sacks behind her and
her sister, but Mrs. Simpson hastily forestalls her.
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Mzs. Srueson. Oh, no, thank you very much. You’re
very kind, but ’m sure we won’t need any ; the diner . . .

MrioreEp. Why don’t you see what they have, momma?

M}:ls. Smurson (looking straight ahead). Be quiet, Mil-

red.

M=z. Smupson. See? They don’t even trust their own
diners.

Joan. Nonsense. Many people in Mexico carry their
own lunches on the trains. And they did it long before
the present regime came to power.

Mz. Smvpson. Still and all, I’ll bet you these two ladies
dont approve of the way things are being run . . .

Joan. You think not? Sefiorita, tell the gentleman what
your job is.

Youneer SgNorrta (proudly). My sister and I are
schoolteachers. My sister even teaches in the high
school. She is chemistry teacher.

Joax. And what do you think of the government today?

Youncer SeRoriTa (gently). They try to help the peo-
ple of Mexico, I think.

Joan (triumphantly). There! What more can a gov-
ernment do?

Mz. Smupson (shrugging). Naturally, if they work for
the government, they’re going. to like it. (He turns
back to face forward again, and sees the Porter still
sitting and listening.) When are you going to get the
conductor?

PorTer. He can do nothing, sefior. . . . You want the
berth made now?

Mz. Smurson. I do not! I want some definite informa-
tion . . .

[There is a commotion at the left entrance to the car, a
few shouts outside, and a beggar in filthy rags comes burst-
ing in. The Porter makes a dive for him, but he slips by
and runs up to the Captain. The Porter turns to follow,
shouting and waving.

Porter. ;Epa, ti! ;A4 fueral
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CapraN (waving him back sharply). Silence! It is all
right.

[The Porter backs off, and the beggar leans over, speak-
ing rapidly to the Captain in an undertone. The Old Lady
flattens herself against the back of her berth, drawing as
far as possible from the beggar’s rags. The beggar turns
swiftly and starts down the car toward the right entrance,
his hand outstretched as if he would beg from the pas-
sengers. The first section he passes is five, in which the
Ramirez family is seated, and as he goes by Dr. Ramirez,
he darts out a hand, across the Mexican, grabs for some-
thing, and starts to run. Ramirez, with a sharp exclama-
tion, pulls his briefcase back out of the begger’s hand, and
rises, lunging toward the beggar. Mrs. Ramirez screams.
Mildred jumps up on her seat to watch the proceedings.
The intruder, unsuccessful in his attempt to get the brief-
case, abandons his prize and scurries down the car and
off right. The oldest Ramirez boy tries to give chase, but
his father collars him.

De. Ramirez. Stop him!

PorTer (shouting and chasing the beggar). ;Alto! Ayl

Mz. Sivpson (dazed). What . . .

Mgrs. Ramirez (starting up). Your papers . . .

Dr. Ramirez (sharply). Be quiet, Eloisa! Everything
is all right! (7o Porter, who has disappeared into the
entranceway, and now returns.) He got away?

PorTER. Yes, sefior. He was too quick. But he won’t
get in again. )

[He turns and goes back into the passageway. The
Old Lady, unable to bear the strain another moment,
gathers up her knitting bag and umbrella, and rustles down
the train to Section One.

Orp Laoy (desperately, speaking to Joan). May I sit
with you?

Joan (rising immediately, and seating the Old Lady).
Why, certainly! You are not ill?

Orp Lapy. Oh, no — that dreadful filthy man . . .
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Joax (consolingly). All beggars look like that here.

Orp Lapy. But he was a thief!

Joan. You have the army to protect you . . .

Orp Lapy. I’m afraid of them, too. I never should have
tried to make the trip, even with the rate of exchange so
favorable.

Mzs. Sueson. Mildred, get down off of there!

[Mildred slowly slips back into place.

Mz. Smapson (rising). Say, what was all that? (To
Ramires.) Did he steal anything from you?

Dz. Ramizez. Oh, no, he did not get anything, thank you,
sir. Please do not trouble yourself. He was just a
pickpocket.

Mz. Smvrson. Well, that’s a fine thing to happen on a
train. I thought soldiers protected this line. And here
this bird comes aboard and . . . What was he doing
talking to that officer?

CarraiN (rising and confronting Simpson). What do you
mean?

Mz. Smvpson. I thought you fellows were supposed to
guard these trains . . .

CapraiN. I am not on duty, sefior.

Mz. Smupson. No, and even if you were . . . He seemed
to know you.

Carrain (speaking slowly and distinctly, and moving so
close to Simpson that he has to look down into the Ameri-
can’s face). He was begging from me. As to what I
‘would do on duty — does the gentleman wish to imply
I am a coward?

Mz. StmepsoN. Now wait a minute, Captain . . .

Dz. Ramizez (rising and stepping between the men). Yes,
Captain, let us be patient. The gentleman does not un-
derstand our ways, or all our problems. He did not
mean any insult . . .

Mz. Smupson (in real surprise). Oh,mo . ..

Capramn. Ihope not.

Mz. StmpsoN. No, sir! This is all new to me. I sup-
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pose some of you fellows have trouble understanding all
these new government experiments yourselves, don’t you?
[He addresses himself chattily to Dr. Ramirez.

Carraix (laughing a little). You think Dr. Ramirez is of
the old regime?

Dz. Ramieez. You know me?

Caprain. Who in Mexico does not know Dr. Ramirez?
He was a surgeon, sefior, but now he is one of our lead-
ing diplomats, and has often been in Washington, repre-
senting our government on special missions there.

Joax (rising in excitement, and coming toward the group).
Are you really the great Dr. Ramirez?

Dr. Ramirez (smiling). I am Ramirez, sefiorita.

Joan. My word! This is an honor!

Mz. StursoN (now definitely confused, but jovial). Say,
whatisthis? A whole trainful of Mexican New Dealers?

Caprav (his attention recalled to Simpson). The gentle-
man has not yet explained his remark about the army.

Joax. Please, Captain, my countryman does not know
Mexico. When he does, he will come to love it, as we
all do.

Carraix (bowing, the Latin soldier immediately submerged
in the Latin gallant). XIf you love it, sefiorita, your
countryman does not matter. Perhaps the sefiorita will
tell me more of her love of Mexico . . .

[He has stepped past Ramires and Simpson, toward

Joan, but she hastily retreats toward Section One.

Joax (smiling and shaking her head). Another time, Cap-
tain. I really must arrange to send word ahead. My
friends were going to meet me . . !

Caprain. But there is no way . . .

Joan. Now, Captain, you don’t suppose the telegraph
has stopped working, along with the train, do you?

Mg. Sivpson. Telegraph! Why didn’t I think of that?
Say, do they have an office over there in that village?
[Peering out of the window.

Joax. They must have . . .
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Caprarn. Pardon me, sefiorita, sefior. I do not think you
need to bother. The crew will not belong in getting here.

Mz. SimpsoN. Captain, you and I don’t spell that word
“long” the same way. Come on, miss, let’s see what we
canfind . ..

CarTaIN (stepping in front of Simpson). I do not believe
it is safe to leave the train.

Me. SivpsoN. What?

Dr. Ramizez. Why not, Captain?

CapraiN. There must be more men like that beggar who
know the train is held up, and are hanging around look-
ing for a chance to pick pockets.

Dr. Ramirez. I think we can all protect ourselves, Cap-
tain. Sefior, I too wish to send a telegram, if I may
accompany you.

[He is starting toward the left exit, when the Captain
definitely bars the way.

Caprain. The seiior was right when he said it is the duty
of the army to protect the trains. Even though I am
not on duty, I must take charge in this emergency. Until
the train is again in service, you may not leave the car.

De. Ramirez. What foolishness is this, Captain? You
haven’t the slightest authority . . . '

CapraiN. No, Doctor? The soldiers in the second class
cars are my authority.

Dz. Raumerz. But what danger is there? What emer-
gency? As you yourself said, we have had no bandit
trouble for months, not even a little revolution.

[Faint scream from Old Lady.

CapraiN. Nevertheless, I intend to take every precau-
tion . . .

Dzr. Ramizez. Nonsense! Come on, sefior . . .

[He starts for the exit, with Simpson following a little
hesitantly, when the Captain blocks him with a raised hand.
Caprain. Stop! (He turns toward the exit, shouts an

order. Thereis an answering shout outside, and in a mo-

ment there is a scuffle, and two Soldiers, carrying rifles
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and wearing helmets and full field equipment, enter and

salute. The Captain returns the salute and issues orders

swiftly.) No one is to enter or leave this car! Guard
the doors!

[The Soldiers salute again. One takes up a position at
the left entrance, the other marches past Ramirez, Simpson,
and Joan to the right entrance, where he also stands ai
attention. There is a moment’s pause. The Captain re-
swmes his seatf.

Mzs. Stupson.  Well, I never! .

Mz. Stupson. Look here, you — you can’t get away wit
this! (The Captain is absorbed in the view out the
window. Simpson turns to Dr. Ramirez.) What are
you going to do?

Dz. Ramizez (smiling and sinking back onto his seat).
Do? Nothing, seiior. For the time being, there is
nothing I can do.

Mr. Sapson. But are you going to let this — this . . . ?

Dgr. Ramizez. 'The Captain has won this time, sefior. Let
us save our energy.

Mz. StvpsoN. Do you mean tosay . . . ?

[He turns helplessly toward Joan, but she is already re-
suming her seat.

Joan. Dr. Ramirez is right. There’s simply nothing to
do.

[Simpson is still standing nonplussed, when there is a
commotion at the right entranceway: the Soldier there
turns quickly and bars the entrance with his rifle, and ina
moment the Porter’s arm and half his head appear over
the rifle.

Porrer. Heh! What are you doing here?

Sorpier. jAlto ahé!

PorrEer (thunderously). What do you say?

Carraiy (rising). Itisall right. Hemay come in!
[The Soldier lowers his rifie and returns to his position

of attention, and the Porter comes bustling down the aisle.
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PorTer. What is all this?

CapraiN. Never mind! You may make up the berths
now.

PorTER. And what if I do not want to, now?

Capraix (looking at him). You will make up the berths
now.

PorTEr. Yes, my Captain.

[He starts for his ladder, and later goes to the end of

the car to get his linen.

CarraiN. We shall all want to sleep.

Orp Lapy. Sleep! (She gives alittle sob.) With those
bandits next to one!

OrpER SENoORITA. JQué tiene a la sefiorita?

Youncer SeforiTa., My sister wonders what is the matter
with the sefiorita.

Joan. Everything is new to her. She is a little afraid,

Orper SeNorita. JEs miedosa?

Youncer SeforiTa. 8t— pobrecita.

Orpver SEfoRrITA. Pero debia calmarse —

[She thinks a moment, then smiles reassuringly at the
0ld Lady, and begins to unearth a flat cardboard suit-box
from under the seat. She manages to stand up and twist
around so that she can lay the box on the seat and undo the
string wound around it. Ewvery moment or two she turns
to nod reassuringly at the Old Lady.

Owp Lavoy (apprehensively). What do they say?
Joan. She says it is a shame you have been frightened.

I think she is looking for something to calm you.

[The Older Semorita gets the lid off the box, carefully
lays aside several layers of linens, and triumphantly drags
forth a large revolver of the siz-shooter variety, which she
thrusts, barrel forward, toward the Old Lady. The Old
Lady flattens herself against the back of the seat and stares
at the pistol with the fascinated horror of one viewing an
adder at close range. The Older Sefiorita urges it upon her
with several hoépitable gestures. Mildred, unable to stand
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the sirain any longer, has climbed back up on her seat while
the Older Sefiorita has been searching for the gun, and is
now staring open-mouthed at the weapon.

MruprEp. Momma — look! |

Quick Curtain

Scexe II

It is night, and there are dim lights in the corridor.
All four sections are made uwp. The Porter is walking
through the car, and the Soldiers are dozing at both doors.
The curtains of Lower Three part cautiously, and Mr.
Simpson looks out. He sees the Soldiers dozing, steps into
the aisle, fastens his bathrobe, and motions to the Porter,
who has turned and is looking at him, to be quiet. Simp-
son pulls a telegraph blank out of his pocket, shows it to
the Porter, gesturing toward the willage outside. The
Porter shakes his head dubiously, pointing to the Soldiers.
Simpson brings out money. The Porter hesitantly takes
both money and telegram, and is just about to the door
when there is a sudden yell outside, and he is pushed back
by a crowd of knife-waving, gun-carrying Peons, some of
them wearing 0.D. shirts, garrison caps, and cartridge
belts, who come bursting in. The Soldiers are startled into
wakefulness, and scramble to attention, while the Porter,
somewhat recovering from his first shock, hastens to thrust
the telegram back into Simpson’s hands.

Prons. [General! ;[Qué hubo, General! [Vivala revolu-
cidn! ;Viva México!

CarraIN (swinging from his berth, fully clad and armed
with a pistol). ;Soldados! jAmigos! Welcome!

Proxs. Where is the traitor?

Caprain. Here, muchachos. (Going to Lower Five.)
Dr. Ramirez! Come out! Come out at once!
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Dz. Ramieez (through curtains of his section). What is
all this noise?

Capran. Come out, Doctor, come out, or we will pull you
out!

D=z. Ramizrz (thrusting his head through the curtains).
What does this mean, Captain?

Carramv. Not Captain — General. But it is not always
safe to wear my general’s uniform.

Dz. Ramieez. Bandits!

[Heads have by this time popped out of every berth; at
“bandits” there is a faint scream from the Old Lady in
Upper Seven, and a louder one from the doctor’s wife, be-
hind him in Lower Five.

Mz. Simpson. Judas Priest!

Carrain. We have no time to lose, Doctor. Come out!
[Dr. Ramirez emerges from his berth, pulling his dress-

ing gown around him. His wife looks out through the cur-

tains. Mrs. Simpson, hair-curlers notwithstanding, comes
out into the aisle, while Mildred climbs down from Upper

Three, keeping carefully behind her mother to avoid being

sent back to bed. Joan Cabotl, in a trim dressing gown,

steps out into the aisle, while the sefioritas remain in their
berth, peeping out, as do the Old Lady in Upper Seven and
the three Ramirez children in Upper Five.

Dz. Ramizez. Who are you?

CaprarN. We are friends of Mexico, Doctor. And we are
soldiers.

Dz. Ramizrz. So? Then we should be friends.

Carrarmn. I think not, Doctor. There is no room in
Mexico for your sort.

Mzs. Ramirez. What will you do to him?

Caprain. Nothing, sefiora. There will be no necessity.
He will leave the country himself, when the people’s gov-
ernment comes to power.

Dz. Ramirez. People’s government! A handful of mal-
contents! '

Carprary. You are wrong, Doctor. All the people will
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rise, when they hear that the revolution has begun.

Mzs. Stmpson. Where did that crowd come from?

CapramN. My soldiers just got aboard, sefiora.

Dr. Ramirez (to Porter). Isuppose you are one of them?

PorrEr. No, sefior. Before God, they pushed me!

Dr. Ramirez. What do you want with me?

Carrain. Only a little time, Doctor. You will come with
us for a holiday in the mountains.

Mzs. Ramieez. A holiday?

Carrain. We will not harm him, seiora. We will see to it
that he does not talk to Mexico City for a day — that
is all.

Joan. What good is that going to do you?

Capraix. He has been in Washington, sefiorita, learning
much about our party’s activities in the United States
— and on this side of the border, too. It would not be
well to have him report to Mexico City, before the hour
strikes for us — strikes on the glorious Sixteenth of
September!

De. Ramirez. Do you think you can keep the government
from knowing of this? Do you think they will not hear
of a train holdup?

Caprain. Oh, no, seiior. We will even leave your wife
free to telegraph from the village — but they will not
have your papers, and for twenty-four hours, at least,
they will not be able to get duplicates from Washington.
And that is time enough. They cannot know where we
will strike, without those papers.

De. Rameez. Of course you wrecked the bridge.

Carrain. Of course.

Dr. Ramieez. Were you not afraid it might be fixed too
soon?

Carprain. Not on the eve of the Sixteenth, Doctor.

Dr. Rammzez. And what if I do not go with you?

Carraix (looking up at the three Ramirez boys). I think
you will go very quietly, Doctor. You would not like
to see harm come to your family.
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Lzaper oF Prons. General! Why all this talk? Letus
take him!

Caprain. Softly, muchacho. In good time.

Mz. Smupson (looking toward his wife). Where’s the
conductor?

Joan. Which side of this fight do you want to back now,
Mr. Simpson?

Mz. Stupson.  It’s their fight. What I want is an Ameri-
can consul.

Carraix. I would not expect the conductor, seiior. The
soldiers stationed on the train are of course ours, and
we thought it best to tie up the crew in the baggage car.
How is the wounded one, José?

Jost. Bleeding, general.

Caprain (to the peon leader). Very well, Juan. Take
him.

Youncer Seorrra. Eh, Juan! Juan Carrillo! Now
I know you! Come here to me at once!

Juax (starting, and staring up at the Sefioritas). jSefior-
ita profesora! ;Muy buenas noches!

YouncEr Seforrra. A good night indeed! What do you
mean by this? Come here to me at once! (Juan shuf-
fles over to the Sefioritas, sheepishly skirting his gen-
eral.) What do you mean by turning bandit, you bad
boy?

[She is shaking her finger at him, through the curiain,
and the peons giggle and nudge each other as he twists his
hat in his hand.

Juan. We aren’t bandits, seforita. We're soldiers.
We didn’t mean any harm. '

Mgs. Smerson (to Joan). My word!

Joan. She must have taught him once.

Youncer SrNorrra. Now, you listen to me. Leave Dr.
Ramirez alone!

Juan. I meant no harm.

Caprain. Dios mio, what kind of soldiers are these?
Juan! Come away from that woman and listen to me!
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YouncEr SeNorira (as Juan turns hesitantly toward his
general). Put down that knife, Juan!

CapraiN. Sergeant! Take charge of your prisoner!
[Juan, wavering, is pulled to attention by his title. He

marches toward Dr. Ramirez.

Youneer Seforrra. Juan! I will shoot!

[She has poked the big pistol out through the curtains,
and as she aims it in the general direction of the armed
forces, the Peons turn in panic toward the door. Juan,
whirling quickly, lowers his Enife for an instant, wavers,
then laughs and runs back to the Sefiorita. He gently
takes the pistol from her, and calls to his fellows. '
Juan. Do not run, amigos. It has not been loaded since

the sefiorita’s grandfather hung it upon the wall in the

hacienda. "The sefiorita’s nephew used to play soldier
withit. See — it is rusted shut. (He shows them that
he cannot break it open. He turns and shakes his finger

at the sefiorita.) The sefiorita should not carry such a

thing. Someone may become angry if you point it at

him. "

CarraiN (suddenly recovering, after having nearly joined
the Peons when the pistol barrel ithreatened them).
Sergeant !

Juan. 8%, general!

[He returns the pistol to the Sefiorita and snaps to at-
tention.

CarraiN. Your prisoner!

Juan. 8%, general! (He goes to Dr. Ramirez and takes
him by the arm.) Forward, sefior!

Dz. Ramirez (pulling back). May I not dress first?

Caprain. There’is little time.

[Chattering woices off left come near the car, and three
excited Women elbow their way through the Soldicrs.
They are big and fat, and they are talking with hands,
arms, and tongues. They bear down on Juan.

Leaper or Women. Heh, Juan! A fine time to play
soldier! What do you do here?
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JuaN. Where else should I be, for the love of God?
Leaper or WomeN. Where Maria is, you great pig!
Juan. Maria? What ails Maria?

Leaper oF WomEN. She is having her baby! And she is
very sick!

Juan. Sick! Why should she be sick?

Lzaper or Women. How should I know why she is sick?
But she is sick! Very sick! And if you have a shred
of heart left, if you think anything about your firstborn,
you will find a doctor!

Juan. A doctor! Herein the mountains?

CarraiN. What is all this chatter, in the name of God?

Juan. My Maria is sick, General.

CarraiN. Sick? The woman said she was having a baby.

Leaper or WoMEN. So she is, General. And she is sick.

Carrain. Name of God, must Mexico stand still while
Maria has a baby? Sergeant, take charge of the doc-
tor!

Leaper or WomeN. Doctor? Who is a doctor?

Dz. Ramirez. I am a doctor.

Leaper or WoMmeN. Then why did you not say so? Why
do you stand there like a sheep?

Dz. Ramirrz. Your friends do not want me to move.

Leaner or WoMeN (hands on hips, she turns and surveys
the Peons). Who says you are not to move, sefior Doc-
tor?

Dz. Ramirez. The General, there.

Leaper or WoMEN (going up to the Captain, and thrusting
her nose close to his). Who says the doctor is not to
move, sefior?

Carrain (retreating slightly). Where did this woman
come from? What kind of soldiers are you? Sergeant,
take your prisoner!

Juan (he has forgotten he is a sergeant, and his arms are
hanging). Sefior, Maria is sick!

Carrain. Think of the revolution!

Juan. Poor Maria! ;Pobrecital
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Capramv. Animals! I will take him!

[He rushes toward the Doctor, but the three women close
in on him, and he stops, helpless.

Leaper or WoMEN. Sefior Doctor, will you help us?

Dr. Ramizez. If you will see that all your friends leave
the train. '

Leaper or WomeN. Who is keeping them here?

Dr. Ramierz. The general.

Caprain. Soldiers! Do your duty!

Leaner or WoMEN (drawing a knife from her dress). Gen-
eral, it is time to leave.

CarraiN (wavering a moment; looking at the silent, sheep-
ish Peons; then accepting the inevitable, pushing through
them to the entrance at left, and turning for a moment).
iViva la revolucion!

[He waves his fist, and plunges off.

Lraper or WomeN. Well, Doctor?

Dz. Ramigez. Go ahead, and show me the way. (The
women push through the Peons and hurry out. Dr.
Ramirez turns and pats his wife on the shoulder, then
reaches up to tousle his son’s hair. He walks to the end
of the car, rolling up his sleeves as he goes. The Peons
give way. At the entranceway he turns and smiles at
the tourists and the silent Peons.) jSefiores — Viva
Mézico!

Curtain
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STRANGER THAN FICTION

The scene is an office in the busy “News Chronicle” build-
ing. It is furnished with two desks, one downstage right,
one upstage off center left, the latter with two chairs, one
by desk center. Downstage left, there is o flling cabinet
with high stool. Entrance is upstage right. There is a
large modern office window center back, and a corner cup-
board upstage left. Both desks have telephones; the one
downstage has a typewriter. The office is not particularly
tidy; there are papers, clippings, wire trays and baskets,
and the usual paraphernalia of such an office, in evidence.
The clacking of many typewriters can be heard whenever
the door to the outer office is opened.

ds the curtain rises, Dorothy Brown is seen seated on
the high stool, facing the audience, looking through the top
drawer of the flling cabinet. She is young, dainty, and
wery much in love. She has almost found what she is seek-
ing, when the telephone on the downstage desk rings. With
some annoyance, she hops from her stool and crosses to
answer it.

Dororry. All right, all right. (Into phone.) News-
room, “News Chronicle.” Yes, thisis Miss Brown speak-
ing. No, there is no one else here at the moment. I
beg your pardon — I’m fired, but what for? (She lis-
tens intently, then a radiant smile dawns on her face, as
realizing who is speaking, she seats herself on the desk.)
Oh, Dick, you really had me scared for a moment. I
know, but just the same you shouldn’t . . . but darling,
I told you at 12 o’clock last night that Iloved you. No,
I have not changed overnight. Huh, huh — huh, huh.
Oh, honey, you really are a wonderful man. No, Dick,
do you really think so? In June. (The telephone on
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the other desk rings; she does mot héar it. The office
boy enters; leaves copy on upstage desk, some letters
from Miss Lundy on downstage desk. Helooks at Doro-
thy, who does not notice him, then at ringing telephone,
thinks she is goofy, and goes out. She is still saying
“Yes, darling” and “Huh, huh,” as Syd Williams, always
. in a hurry, enters. He makes for the ringing phone,
calls “Hello,” but the party has hung up. He pushes
his hat to the back of his head, sits at desk, takes papers
from his pocket and begins to work on them. Dorothy
becomes wery business-like. T’ll call you 1ater, madam.

[Hangs up.
Syo. All right, beautiful, you’d better go snatch a sand-
wich while there’s time. . . . Was that call for me?

DorotrY. No, Mr. Williams.

[She crosses to cabinet, takes her handbag from the
bottom drawer.

Syp. Has Kendall been in yet?

Dozrorry. No,Ihaven’tseen him. Is there anything else
before I go?

'Syp. No, on your way, sister. (d4s she passes desk, he
gives her a coin.) Oh, you might bring a large packet
of cigarettes back with you. T’ll be working late.

DoroTrny. Sure, Mr. Williams.

[She exits.

Syp. Thanks!

Orrice Boy (enters briskly; leaves door open. He goes
to Syd’s desk with copy). George says to shoot this
stuff along as soon as you can; they’re yelling for it;
it’s late now.

[He exits, whistling.

Syo. O.K. (He is looking it over as phone rings.)
“News Chronicle,” Williams speaking. Mr. Kendall?
No, he’s not in yet. Yes, I’ll tell him. Good-bye.
[While Syd is speaking, a young reporter, Jack Benton,

enters. He gives Syd the high sign, seats himself on, the

corner of Kate’s desk.
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Jack. Hi yer, Syd. That call for me?

S¥p. Who d’yer think would call you? No, it’s for Ken-
dall again.

Jack. What the devil has happened to that dope? I wish
he’d get wise to himself. (T'elephone beside him rings.)
I’ll get it. Hello? No, he isn’t. Can I do anything
for you? Well, he should be here anytime now. Sure,
I’ll leave a note for him to call you — yes. Goo’bye.
[He makes a note on a memo pad, tears it off, leaves it

on Fred Kendall’s desk.

Sy¥p. Always covering up for that sap.

Jack (downstage left). Yeah, can’t go on forever.

Syp. Kendall’s going to find himself out of the “Chroni-
cle” and on the sidewalk if he doesn’t pay more attention
to his job. What the heck does he think we are running
round here — a kindergarten?

Jack (in Kate Lundy’s chair, with his feet on the desk).
Yep — but they’d probably welcome him with open arms
on the homocide squad.

Syp. Why, do you think it’s the bumping off of his pal,
Tom Campbell, that’s eating him?

Jack. Yeah,Isuredo. Theyworked and drank together
for years, you know. Fred hasn’t been the same since
Tom was plugged. He always thinks he is on the point
of finding out who did it.

S¥p. Yes, and letting himself, his job, and everything else
go to blazes while he chases clues.

Jackx. He should leave that stuff to the cops.

Syp. Say, can I borrow a smoke, Jack?

Jack. Sure. (He goes over to Syd, gives him a cigarette
and a light — does the same for himself.) Funny the
police can’t clean up on that case — pretty slick killer
all right, and lots of protection from somewhere.

Syp. Looks like it. Too bad — Tom was one of the
best.

Jack. He sure was. Gave me many a kick in the pants,
but always ready to give a cub a hand.
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Orrice Boy (opens door, sees Jack). Hello, Jack, Mr.
Kendall here yet? ,

Jace. I haven’t seen him.

Orrice Bor. Gosh. It’slikelooking for Yehudi.

Jack. Hop it, small fry.

Orrice Boy (fed up). O.K. (Telephone rings; Syd
answers.) “News Chronicle,” Williams speaking. No,
he hasn’t come in yet. ’ Any message? Oh, hold on, here
he is.

[Fred Kendall enters. He looks tired, dishevelled; he
wears a hat and unbuttoned raincoat.

Frep Kenparr. Anyone want me?

Jack (brightly). Oh, no, just about everyone but Shirley
Temple.

Syp. Here, Fred, this is for you; it’s Bryant. This is
the second time he has called.

FrEp (seats himself on chair beside desk; takes phone. Syd
continues with his work). Hello. Yes, Bryant. Yes,
I’ll see about it later. Yes, I know I did. Well, T’ll
sce to it tonight sure. X will. All right.

[Hangs up.

Jack (at downstage desk). Well, sunshine, how’s tricks?

Frep (taking off his coat and putting it over filing cabinet).
Oh, go to Hitler!

Jack. Sweet natured little cherub! What’s up, your
usual vice? Not enough water, I suppose.

Frep. Oh, shut up and get out.

Jack. Don’t worry, cutie, I'm going. (He sharpens a
pencil.) T’'m covering that Dualey murder case — lit-
erally buckets of blood. I’'m in for a jolly evening.

Frep. Well, cut the cackle and get going.

Jack. Say, that’s no way to speak to a child.

Frep (looking at him threateningly). Get.

Jack. No, I won’t go till you tell me a story.

[Fred is exasperated, picks up chair from beside desk as

Jack, seeing himself menaced, makes a hasty exit. Fred

stands by the door, chair poised, expecting him to return.
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But Kate Lundy enters. Kate is about 30, attractive,
capable, a good newspaper woman. She is amazed to see
Fred with the chair.

Kate. Say, what’s going on here?

Frep. Sorry, Kate, I thought it was Jack coming back
with one of his wisecracks, and I was just about ready
for him.

Kare (coming down to her desk, taking off her hat and
gloves). Well, you nearly crowned me, and it would
have been just too bad for you, Fred Kendall, if you
had. I’m not exactly the helpless sort, you know.

Frep. Yes, I know.

[He takes chair back to the desk and sits there, slumped
over.

Karte. Hello there, Syd!

Syp. Hello, Kate.

Kate. Anything new?

Syp. Not a thing, though if Jack had been rash enough
to return there might have been.

Kate. I think you’re right. What in heaven’s name did
he do?

Syp. He was about to give one of his Baby Snooks’ im-
personations. Old sourpuss here threatened to brain
him. (Gathering up his papers.) Well, I must to
Police Headquarters. See you later. So long.

Kate (opening letters at her desk). Why the bad temper?

Frep. Anyone would get bad tempered with that young
ass cutting up all over the place.

Karte. You shouldn’t get mad with Jack; he’s only a kid.
You used to get a kick out of his wisecracking.

Frep. Oh, there’s nothing wrong with Jack; it’s me, I
guess. I know I’ve been a crab these past few weeks.

Kare. I’ll say you have. What’s wrong?

Frep. I haven’t been sleeping well. I feel rotten.

KaTe. You’ve been drinking too much; that’s what’s the
matter with you.

Frep. Yes, I know I have. I’'m all jittery.
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Kate. Fred, you’re losing your grip. I saw red the
other day when I heard the Chief talking about your
work. I know there’s not a better man in the business
than you. Come on; pull yourself together; snap out
of it!

FrEp (head in his hands). I can’t, Kate. I’m all in.
[Kate never descends to the sentimental, but she is very

fond of Fred, almost in love with him. She is concerned

at his condition, but tries not to show it. She goes over
to him.

Kate. Is it Tom Campbell’s murder that’s still on your
mind?

Frep. Yes, I guess it is. Kate, I’ve got to find out who
did it.

Kate. Don’t talk nonsense, Fred. You haven’t a chance
in the world. What do you know about hunting down
criminals?

Fzep. Not much, I own. Tom made an effort to tell me,
though, before he died. Poor devil, the blood choked
him when he tried to speak. I’ll never forget the look
he gave me as he passed out. He knew who shot him
and he wanted to tell me.

Kate (walks over to her desk). He was a rat, who ever
he was.

Frep. Someone was afraid of Tom.

Kate. Yes, though why I don’t know. He was always
a darn sight too generous for his own good, especially
to the underdog. A newspaper man shouldn’t have a
heart; it’s a hindrance to his career.

Frep. Sure was in Tom’s case. Got a cigarette, Kate?
[Kate goes round the back of her desk, takes pack from

her bag, gives them to Fred who comes downstage.

KaTe. Yes, here you are, help yourself.

Freo. Thanks!

[He strikes match, and with shaking hands, attempts to

light cigaretie.
Kare (jumps up). Here, you’d better let me light that
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for you. You’relikely to set your hair alight with hands

shaking like that.

[Kate lights his cigarette. Smoking, he returns to his
own desk and begins carelessly to look over the papers there.
Frep. Yes, I've got to do something about it. But some

days I feel I just have to go out and get drunk to drown

the tap-tapping of his typewriter; it’s driving me crazy.

Kare (looking up quickly from her work). What type-
writer?

FeEp (dejectedly). Tom’s.

Kare (incredulously). Do you mean Tom Campbell’s?
[He turns to her with some quickening of tempo, grate-

ful to be unburdening himself of the thing that is bothering

him.

Frep. Yes. Youknow that funny way he had of typing,
sort of hit and miss style, especially when he had a story
to write that he was interested in.

Kate. Yes. Goon.

Frep. Well, when I try to sleep, I hear Tom tapping in-
cessantly on his old machine. Only there is no machine.
It’s tapping on my brain. (He jumps up, walks rapidly
downstage left, turns back to Kate.) I tell you, Kate,
I’ve got to drink to get away from it. I believe I’'m go-
ing nuts.

KaTe (impressed, but trying not to show it). Don’t be a
fool, Fred.

Frep (without moving). I expected that.

Kare. But —but Fred — imagination can play such
tricks.

Frep (obstinately). I hear it. (He turns towards her,
speaks quickly.) I tell you I hear it. I’m not talking
about imagination. I’m talking about sound. Actual
sound. My ears telling my brain that Tom’s trying to
get a message through tome . . . (He goes to his desk,
stubs cigarette, sits on the corner of the desk.) I know
they’ll chuck me out of this office soon and I don’t blame
them. I know I’m slipping.
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Kare. Nothing doing. I won’t let you slip. (She goes
to him, takes his hat off, sits him at his desk.) Come on,
we’ve a paper to get out, you know. Look at that sheaf
of copy on your desk. You’d better get at it.

FrEp (frying to pull himself together). You’re pretty
good to me, Kate.

Kare. Ihappen to be rather fond of you.

Frep. Tom thought the world of you, and you know how
I feel about you. I’ve tried to tell you often enough.
Kate. Yes,Iknow. (Her phonerings.) “News-Chron-
icle” editorial, Kate Lundy speaking. Oh, hello, Pat,
anything new? (Owver her shoulder to Fred.) Pat

Trimble from the station. Yes, Pat. Thanks, I’ll tell

him.

Frep. What is it now?

Kare. Pat says they have picked up a suspect for ques-
tioning in the Campbell shooting case.

Frep. It’s nothing. Just another sop for the public.

Kate. Well, at least give them credit for trying to do
something. (She puts paper in her typewriter. Looks
up at Fred. There is concern in her voice.) Fred, you
look ill. What is the matter? )

Frep (loosens his necktie). Phew! I’m stifling. Wait
— there’s that damned tapping again. It will drive me
crazy. (He thrusts his hands through his hair and
grasps his temples as if to deaden the sound.) Can’t you
hear it? Listen . . . (The following to be given in
clipped morse code style on the tip of the tongue.) Tata
ta/tataatata/tata/taataa//. ...

[Kate has half risenin alarm from her desk. Sheislean-
ing across it, looking intently at Fred. Then as the
rhythm of the code strikes some cord in her brain, she calls
excitedly.

Kate. Don’t stop, Fred! It sounds like a code message.
I think I understand. Go on; I’ll take it down —it
might make sense.

Frep. Youmean ... ?
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KaTe. Goon;goon! Quick, whileit’s with you.
[Fred taps out the message on his desk, and she types

each letter tapped out.

S L I M/ W A L K E
‘R/s H o T/ M E/ C
o A T/I N/L o ¢
'x = r /T

[4: the end they both pause.

Kare. Is that the lot?

Frep. Yes. I can’t hear any more. Wait! Here it is
again. (He taps a final dash. Kate types the letter.
Pause.) Finished.

[He folds his arms on his desk, or typewriter; lays his
head on them exhausted.

Kare (quietly, tensely). Thank you, Tom.

Fzrep (lifting his head). Eh? What did you say?

Kate. 1 said, “Thank you, Tom.”

Frep. Tom?

Kare. I wasn’t a girl guide for nothing. Come here and
read this.

[She pulls paper from her machine. He reads, slowly,
incredulously, taking it in.

Frep. “Slim Walker shot me. Coat in locker.” Kate,
what do you make of it?

Kare (emphatically). Exactly what it says. Slim
Walker shot Tom Campbell.

Fzep. Do you believe that?

Kare. I certainly do.

FrEp. What does this mean, “Coat in locker”?

Kare. I don’t know, unless it means that cupboard in the
corner. Tom used to hide that old leather coat there
that I always threatened to burn.

Frep (goes quickly over to locker). The darned thing’s
locked.
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Kare. I believe I have the key in my desk. (Finds it in
top drawer.) Yes, hereitis; try it.

[Fred takes key, goes to locker. Kate is upstage center
by desk.

Frep. Yes, it works, and what d’yer know — here’s the
jacket.

[He brings it center to Kate.

Karte. Feel in the pockets.

Frep. Kate, there is a letter here.

Kare. Read it.

Frep (gives Kate the jacket. Opens letter and reads it).
It’s a threatening letter. (Pause, while he reads fur-
ther.) It’s from Slim Walker. He says if Tom goes
any further with publishing the knowledge he has of the
Nettleton Mine Corporation it will be the last thing he
will do. .

Kate. I always thought Tom had the lowdown on that
political tout, that embezzler of public funds. He was
ready to expase the full scandal on that phony outfit.

Frep. Some pretty big names involved in that fraud.

Kare. Yes. Tom knew too much, so Walker shot him.
[Kate takes the coat to her desk and puts it down.

Frep. Yes, that’s what happened. (He goes to his desk
and sits onit.) Iconfess I’m a bit dazed. If everItold
anyone how I know what I know, I should be put in a
strait jacket.

Kare. Or kidded out of town.

Frep. But I do believe Slim Walker shot Tom. TI’ve al-
ways thought it, and now I’m sure. What do we do now,
Kate?

Kare. Do? I’ll ring Trimble while you go to the station.
They have enough evidence in that Jetter to arrest
Walker on suspicion. (Fred, a changed man, drops from
his desk alertly and puts on his hat.) And listen, big
boy. There’ll be no more typewriters tapping on your
brain. Tom’s given you the clue you were hunting for.
It’s up to you now to save your job.

[ 100 ]



STRANGER THAN FICTION

Frep. Savemy job? They’ll make me city editor! This
is a scoop, woman. A scoop! (Looking around.)
Where’s my hat?

Kare. On your head. :

Frep. Soitis. (He puts the letter in his billfold, strides
down to the filing cabinet for his coat.) Tell them to
hold everything; I’m on my way. (He sweeps across to
door, throwing Kate a kiss as he goes; opens the door,
shuts it, stands by it.) Kate.

Kate (about to dial a number). Yes?

Frep. What about a snappy little pat about an interest-
ing wedding in newspaper circles?

Kare. Oh,runaway. I shall behere for years and years
and years.

FrEp. You can bet your sweet life you won’t. But thanks
Jjust the same.

Kare. For what?

Frep (airily). Oh, for just being alive. Being yourself.
(He opens the door, goes out, puts his head in again.)
You’re a honey, that’s what you are, a honey.

Kate (picking up a book to throw). Will you go? (He
goes whistling. She smiles to herself, dials a number,
waits.) Lieutenant Trimble there? Hello,Pat. Kate
Lundy, “News-Chronicle” — about Tom Campbell’s
murder. Fred is on his way to you and this time you’ll
be glad to see him.

[During this, the phone on the other desk rings. The
office boy comes in with copy. Kate signs to him to answer
the call. He slides to the desk.

Curtain
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FOREWORD

It is our regrettable loss that the farces of Lope de
Vega are not better known in our language. For there is
in them a humor and understanding of human heroism and
frailities rich as the sky, a wealth of characters that come
from every tone of life and a resourcefulness of plots that
mark a great genius of ingenuity. O. Henry did not show
a wider gift of story telling than the Spanish playwright
in his shorter masterpieces.

He wrote about twenty-two hundred plays in all, and here
is just one dart from the vast workshop of his mind.

The Cut-Throat shows de Vega’s quickness of thought
and neatness of plot construction. It has what Professor
Brander Matthews liked to call a perfect plot with a begin-
ning, a middle, and an end. Character and incidents fit
one another with the perfection of a well-cut diamond.

The production is very simple. If you have not.a square
set and a regular theatre, you can create both these by two,
three, or four panel screens set in the room where the play
will be produced. The screen to the right should have a
stone wall painted on it and a door leading in to the street.
Paint the door near the edge of the screen so that actors
coming in from behind the screen and going out that way
will give the appearance of coming and going through the
door. On the back screen, painted trees, or perhaps a well,
will give the impression of a courtyard in a Spanish town.
The screens on the other side should have the door leading
in to the Barber’s house. )

Or the court scene might be copied from a painting by
some Spanish artist. Look through reproductions of
Spanish masterpieces and they will not only give you the
scene you wish but will also stimulate in your mind the feel-
ing of the story and the people of the play.
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The costumes will be found in these reproductions of fa-
mous paintings. De Vega lived from 1562 to 1635, and the
characters in the Cut-T'hroat are such as he knew well.

If you have someone in your group who can play some
Spanish folk tunes before and after the play, it will add
both to the enjoyment and atmosphere of the productions.

M. JacENDORF
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The scene shows the courtyard, the house of the Barber
located on one side and Teresa’s stall on the other. The
courtyard is cut off from the street by a wall in which is a
door leading to the street. Several stools or chairs stand
before the door of the Barber. There is a bench before
Teresa’s stall.

When the curtain rises, it shows Teresa, a big, coarse
market woman running after the Mayor with a drawn dag-
ger. The latter is very fat, and while running around
dodging Teresa’s menacing attacks, he is chewing o turnip
he holds in one hand. Following the two, at the same pace,
is the Alderman, who apparently is irying to establish
peace.

Teresa. Oh,I ... I ... apoor weak woman, Officer!
I have to fight this accursed tyrant, this Mayor! May
God Help me! Alderman, don’t stop me; help me catch
him. Punish him! If I get ’m, I'll tear out his eyes.
T’1l spit m his face.

Mavozr (getting behind the bench in front of the stall).
Woman, show respect for the law!

[He has gotten hold of her hand.

Arpeeman. Teresa, stop! Control yourself.

TerEsa (turning to him). Tl not control myself. I’ll
crawl on bare knees to court to accuse this thief . . .
this . . .

ArprrmaNn. Stop talking like that. Are you crazy?

Teresa. I’ll denounce this robber with my dying breath.

Mavor. Listen to that crazy jabbering!

TerEsA. My ghost’ll ery through the city *till I see him
kicked out of the Mayor’s seat.

Mayor. Be silent, Teresa Harapos, spare your last
breath.
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Teresa. I’ll move heaven and earth to see him driven out.
I’ll see that we get a new Mayor at Boceguillas.

ArperMAN. For heaven’s sake, hold your breath, Teresa,
and tell me what it’s all about.

Mavor. I just came to her stall to examine the goods she
sells, and to levy the proper tax, — that’s my duty as
Mayor. I wanted to look over her vegetables and see
that they are fresh, and so I tasted about . . . two hun-
dred turnips, more or less.

ArpermManN. What! You ate two hundred turnips! Do
I hear right?

Mayor. That wasn’t so many. Do you think they will
do me harm?

Teresa. That wasn’t all, Alderman. You know what
they say: after the turnips comes the cheese. After the
two hundred turnips he stole enough bread and cheese to
feed six mule drivers. He ate . . . six blocks of cheese
and . . . six loaves of bread.

Arperman. Woman! What are you saying? Saint
Blas!

[Crosses himself.

Mavor. Why, by Saint Bruno! Why all this fuss!
That’s just a little breakfast.

Teresa. I am not through yet, Alderman. He went in
the chicken coop and drank . . . forty raw eggs.

Arperman. Jesu-Christo! Forty, did yousay!

Mavor. She lies. There were eighty. Now don’t start
weeping all over again about it.

ALDERMAN. Are you a wild beast?

Mavor (imnocently). Why? Do wild beasts eat raw
eggs?

Teresa (weeping). AllThad! It’s gone! In onesweep
he ate up all my profit.

Mavor. All I can say to you, woman, and to you, sefior
Alderman, is: I only did my duty. No one can reproach
me for that.

Tzeresa. Father in heaven!
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ArpermaN. Holy Lord! Duty! A wicked fiend must
sit in your stomach who eats all that. You couldn’t do
it alone.

Mayor. Do you really think so?

ArperMaN. I certainly do. There sure sits a devil in-
side of you.

Mavor. No ... let me see. No, it can’t be. Wait

. eighty eggs; six squares of cheese; six loaves of
bread; two hundred turnips . . . Was there anything
else, Teresa?

Teresa. No! Isn’t that enough?

Mayor. If that’s all, then why all the excitement?

ALpErMAN (seriously and emphatically). Holy Father!
Now I’'m sure that the arch fiend with his long claws and
red tail sits in your stomach. You don’t consider that
much? Mayor, we must save you. We must call the
Sexton Quinolilla to drive the devil out of you.

Teresa. That’s right. No man could eat all that and
think it’s not much.

Maxoz (looking from one to the other). Well, if you really
think so . . .

ArpermaN. Ho there, Sexton Quinolilla, quickly! Come
here to exorcise a devil of avarice who dwells in our good
Mayor. (Thereis anoise of some one coming.) Quick,
good Sexton Quinolilla.

[The Sexton Quinolilla rushes in from the street entrance
with hyssop and caldron.

QuinoLiLrA. What is it? What is it?

ArpErMaN. Good Sexton, there’s a black devil in the
mayor which makes him take things from poor people.
Please drive him into the deepest hell. I mean the devil.

Quivorizra. Oh! I know the devil in our mayor well
enough and I’ll sure drive him out. (He places himself
right in front of the Mayor, speaking in a sing-song,
solemn manner, with overemphasized gestures.)

I conjure you, belly-worshipping, poor-box robbing
Mayor,
[109 ]



THE CUT-THROAT

You living tomb of stews!

You Herod of chicken coops!

You fiendish dragon who engulfs and devours

Fat round sausages,

And sewers of litres and quarts of wine!

You terrible wrecker of breakfasts and dinners!

You greedy destroyer of everything eatable!

You who are diseased with noon meals and night meals!
Conjuramini me cumilonorum.

Fugite Saeculorum.

[He douses him with a spray of water from a cauldron.

Mavor (leaping back). You starched female lizard! So
you insult me in Latin! Ay! culorum on me? You
slimy eel with a black snout! You distaff with a horse
tail. You last worm on earth. You flea with a hyssop.
So you insult me in Latin!

Txeresa. Listen to the fool blaspheming. He should be
burnt for it.

Arpezman. He has not insulted you. You are cumilo-
norum.

Mavor. The offense isn’t in the cumilonorum.

Azperman., Then where is the insult?

Mavor. Intheculorum.

FsT Woman (rushing in from the street door). Teresa!
Alderman! Have you forgotten? Don’t you know
that you have to come to rehearsal of the Corpus Christi
play at the Barber’s who is directing it?

[ Runs into Barber’s house.

ArpermaN., Sure, we know.

Seconp Woman (rushing in from the Barber’s door). Are
you still here? And this is the day before Corpus
Christi. The Barber is on pins and needles waiting for
us. He is very angry, and you know he is preparing a
wonderful feast for us players. He wants us to get
through quickly with the rehearsal so we can get at the
fine food.

[Goes into Barber’s house.
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Mayor. What, fine food?

QuivoLiLra. A fine meal! I’'m going at once.

[He rushes into the Barber’s door.

Mavozr. Did I hear a fine meal?

Teresa. The finest and biggest that was ever served in our
town.

ArpermMaN. Come, Teresa, let us go to the rehearsal and
the feast.

TerEsa. Yes,let us go to the rehearsal and the wonderful
feast. T’ll wait with my law suit until after the meal.
T’ll fix that dog of a Mayor for eating all my food.
[They bow to each other with polite sarcasm, and Teresa

goes into the Barber’s house.

Mavor. What! A feast! And I not present! That’ll
killme. Lord! I’mdying justthinking aboutit! But
going without being invited isn’t the proper thing for a
Mayor. Oh ... a dinner without me! Lord! I
shudder even when I think of it. Heaven preserve me!
Under what pretext could I go there? Oh, I’ve an idea.
I’ll go to the Barber’s for a shave, and while he is working
on me it’ll be dinner time, and I’ll have to be invited.
I’m the Mayor! He’ll have to say to me: kindly stay, I
beg you to have dinner with us. And I won’t wait for
too much pleading. I’ll accept quickly, seat myself at
the head of the table and come in for the fine feast. Ha,
ha, ha, no one will ever guess how I arranged the little
scheme. Ha, ha, but first I'll go and take a peep to see
how my own dinner is getting along.

[He goes out. When he is gone the Barber, Peter, who
is the Barber’s Assistant, the Alderman, Teresa, the two
women, and the Sexton Quinolilla come into the courtyard
from the door of the Barber’s house.

Barser. Come, sefiores, into this courtyard. There is
much more room and it is much cooler.

Barser’s Herper. Let us begin the auto.

Teresa. Who’ll prompt?

AzpermaN., I’ve got the book. T’ll do it.
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[They arrange themselves in a semi-circle. As they do
80, the Mayor rushes in. There is great consternation and
they fall out of line.

Mavor. Ho there, maestro! Whatdo you say to shaving
me right this very minute?

Barper. Right this very minute?

Fiest Woaanx. Devil! It’s the Mayor! He’s here for
the dinner. When he’s through, there won’t be a meal
left for any of us.

Seconp Womax. There won’t be a meal for one of us,
you said? There won’t be a crumb for a starving bird.

Barser (aside to the crowd). Sh . . . don’t be afraid; I
have anidea! I’ve just thought of a little joke I’ll play
on him ; he won’t forget for a long time. He’ll watch us
eat and won’t be able to take a morsel in his mouth.

Mavoz. Come, isn’t there anyone here to shave me?

Bareer. Certainly, Mayor, certainly. You have ar-
rived just in the nick of time (Full of meaning.) if you are
willing to take a chance.

Mavoz. Il be pleased indeed . . . with pleasure. At
a fine table there is always room for one more mouth.
And to save you the trouble of begging me any more,
you can start the dinner right now.

Barper. No, let them rehearse first, while you are shaved.

Mavor. Very well, let them go ahead with the play, but
quickly. I have been invited to six other dinners besides
this one.

[ Barber whispers something to his Assistant.

Barser. You understand?

Barser’s Assistant. I certainly do.

[He goes out for a second and returns with a napkin and
a box of razors and two basins. One of them is covered, but
the other is open and full of soap suds. While he is out,
the Barber places a stool in the center of the stage towards
the fore, and the Magyor sits onit. The Barber’s Assistant
Places the napkin under the Mayor’s chin and commences
to lather his face.
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Barser. Now you others, to work.

[They place themselves again in a semi-circle.

AvLpermaN. Very well, Envy, you enter.

Finst Woman (stepping forward). That’s me.

AvrpErMAN. Gluttony enters.

Seconp WomaN (stepping forward). 1 play that part.

ArpErMaN. The Flesh enters.

TerEsa (stepping forward). That is me.

Mavor (who is mow covered with soap, jumping up).
Flesh, did T hear? Are we going to eat now?

Tzeresa. I’m doing the part of the Flesh.

Mavor. AndI want to do away with it.

Barsrr’s AssisTanT.  Sit down, I tell you. I’'m ready to
shave you now.

[Mayor sits, and Peter begins to shave him.

ArpeErMaN. The Lamb and the Wolf.

Bareer. I am playing the part of the Wolf.

Mavozr. You, Barber?

Barser. Yes, 1.

Mavor. Are you playing the part or acting it? Ho, ho,
ho.

Quivorrrra. I am playing the part of the Lamb, and I
begin. (He addresses himself to the Barber, speaking
in a very stylized heroic manner.) Monstrous Wolf, let
go of me.

Barser (getting hold of the Mayor’s hair as if to see if
Peter is doing his work well, and speaking in the same
tone). Let go of you? Do you think I am a fool.

Mavor (pointing to Quinolilla). This is the Lamb.
You’ve got the wrong one.

QuiNorirra. Bestill! Don’t interrupt us.

Mavor. By the Pope’s mule! Were I the Wolf, I'd not
waste a tooth on that kind of a Lamb.

. [41% are angry at the interruption.

Frest Woman (to the Mayor). You ... you ... you
could be the model for alli the characters. You are
Envy’s very mouthpiece.
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Seconp Woman. Gluttony is your middle name.

Teresa. And so is Flesh.

[She makes a threatening gesture towards him.

Mavor. Sheis the villain. She is crazy and doesn’t know
what she is doing. Do you know what you are playing?

Barser’s AssistanT (f0 the Mayor). You keep on jump-
ing around, and in a moment the razor’ll cut your head
from your shoulders. Will you be quiet, Mayor?

Mavor. No, I won’t be. I must show you people how
verses should be recited. (He rises and declaims with
exaggerated comic gestures.)

Long live the Lords who gather the wealth of the earth!
For others I bear no respect,

And thus I’ll think to my dying days.

As for you, you are ever in judgment lacking.
What strangeness, what madness,

Incites you to wild deeds of rebellion!

What fury makes you rush thus?

Are you perchance bereft of mind?

But let me continue with

The narration of my tale, —

A small pebble

Often fells a great giant . . .

That is how verses should be read.

[He sits down.

Axry (clapping their hands and making faces). Bravo!
Bravo! Spoken like a bully and a Mayor.

BarBer’s Assistant. Bravo! Bravo, Mayor, but I warn
you if you don’t stay still, I may slash your neck and be-
head you accidentally.

Mavor. And]I, good fellow, will have your neck cut delib-
erately.

AipermaN. Let us continue, or we’ll never get done.

First Womaw (Envy). Mercy, O Lord!

Quinorirra (Lamb). Envy, what do you seek?

Frest Womax (Envy). I want to enter your body.

Quivorirra (Lamb).
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Into my body?
Even though you are thick as a barrel
And I thin as a dry bean?

Mavor. Crazy gibber-jabber.

[4s he says these words, concentrating his attentton on
the actors, the Barber’s Assistant has quickly taken from
the covered basin on the floor a sponge with blood, and
presses it with a swift motion tight against that part of the
Mayor’s neck that he was shaving.

BarBEr’s AssisTaNT (shouting). Lord! Father! Help!

Barper. What’ve you done?

Mavyor. Jesu-Christo! Hehas murdered me!

ArprrmaN. He has cut your throat! Father in heaven!

Barser. Bandages! Quick! Twoeggs!

[He puts his hand over the sponge, and the Barber’s As-
sistant rushes from the room for a second and returns with
the requested articles. The Barber tmmediately com-
mences to cover the Mayor’s neck with bandages.

Seconp Wowman (fo Barber’s Assistant). Peter, you had
better make yourself scarce. He may die.

Barper’s Assistant. Ilrun! Tllfly!

Barper. Tell everyone the sad news, — that the Mayor is
dying.

[He continues bandaging the Mayor’s face until only his
mouth and eyes are wvisible.

QuivoriLra (helping the Barber to some more bandage).
Here are some more.

Mavxor (speaking thickly through the bandages). Am 1
badly hurt?

Barser. You are bleeding to death.

Mavor. O Lord, save me! O Sefior Sanctus Dominus
Deos! Save me as you saved Daniel from the lion’s
den.

TerEsa (trying to hide her laughter). 1 can’tlook at this
any longer. I mustleave.

. [She goes out quickly, holding her apron owver her face.

Mavor. Curses! Do you think I want to seeit?
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BarpEr. Ohorrors! That such a thing should have hap-
pened in my house!

Mavor. O worse horrors! That it should have happened
tomy throat! My throat is surely more important than
your house. :

Quivorinra. I’ll prepare the funeral. What kind shall
it be? Tell me.

Mavor. Tell you? I’ll tell you something else: may the
worms eat your flesh for saying such things.

Barper. You mustn’t excite yourself. You must be
quiet, Mayor. For at least seven hours you must not
move your throat a single hair’s breadth.

Mayvor. Why should I move my throat?

Barser. I see you forgot. We are going to the feast,
and you were invited to it.

ArpermMaN. Come, let us start. I smell delicious food,
and I am hungry.

Mavor. May you chokeonit! AndI ...

Barser. You must not touch a crumb . . . because of
your cut throat.

Mavor. I am not to eat anything at all? Nothing?

Barger. Not even in your imagination, lest you disturb
your throat and make the blood flow too strongly.
[They walk off, laughing pleasantly.

Mavor (groaring). O Father in heaven! O you women
who bear children who will some day become Mayors like
me, and who will have their throats cut just like me, be
sure you teach them not to have any appetite. (There
s a noise of clattering of plates inside.) What . . .
plates clattering! Mother of Mary! Ihearit. Iam
sure. (Quinolilla comes out of the door to the right,
carrying a steaming hot platier.) Ho there, Quinolilla,
what is that? What are you carrying?

Qumvorirra. Chickens.

Mayor. AndI ... ?

Qumvorirra. You? You’ll learn the meaning of temper-

ance.
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Mavor. Why? Is this a feast day that I must practice
temperance?

[Quinolilla walks back in the house. Others, with dishes
and plates, come out. They walk right in front of the
Mayor, bowing pleasantly to him.

Mavor. What are you carrying?

Fizst Woman. Rashers of crisp bacon.

Avrprrmawn. Young rabbits with capers.

Seconp Woman. Soup and stuffed pigeons.

[The Barber and his assistant come out with glasses.
Barser (holding a glass high). A toast.

BarBER’s AssisTANT (raising his glass high). A toast.

BarBer. To the finest food and the finest feast we have
ever had in our life. '

[They clink their glasses, drink, and all return into the
house.

Mavor. Heaven! How they are tormenting me with this
dinner! What a tempting odor! I am dying. I’m
dying . . . from hunger more than from my wound.

-QuinortLLA (enters with two plates, one with a dried grape
and the other with a dried almond). Ho there, Mayor,
I’ve brought you some fine food. The Barber said you
could eat something by now without fear of dying.

Mavozr. O voiceof an Angel! What did you bring me?

Quimvorirra. Little in weight but much in nourishment.
One raisin and one almond.

Mavor. The fiends, curses on your bones! Am1Ia puppy
that is to be kept from growing? '

QuinoriLra. Come, eat.

[Holding the raisin to his mouth.

Mavor. You may thank my serious wound that I am not
tearing you to pieces right now, instead.

Barser (as the rest come out). How do you feel, sefior
Mayor?

Mavor. How are you, maestro? Asforme,Iam terribly
sick . . . but my appetite is that of a very healthy man.

Barser. I want to look at the wound.
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[Commences to remove the bandages from the Mayor’s
face and throat.

Mavor. How is the wound?

BarsER. Gone.

Mavor. Gone? '

Barser. Pho ... ! Flew away like little birdies, while
we were eating.

Crowp. Everything . .. passed away ... while we
were eating. There is no wound! There never was a
wound.

Mavor (suddenly realizing the trick that has been played
on him). You guzzling beasts! Yelping hyenas, keep-
ing from me that which I always take.

QuivoriLra. He ate his own wound away, while we were
eating.

Mavor. What will you say if I eat you tooth and nail?
[They all arrange themselves in a semi-circle.

QuiNoLiLLA (singing and laughing hard. As the song
progresses he laughs harder and harder).

The Mayor came all ready and set,

To devour the dinner we had spread,

But — the host and guests ate it instead.

Maroz.

I came all dressed like any man,

To play the fox amongst chicken and hen,

Quinolilla, Quinolilla, Quinolilla — len.

Hey! Stop that silly song,

For I’ll drive you all from the town

As easy as a poet throws off a couplet.

(In sing-song, stilted manner.)

You’ve had your day,

But don’t feel so gay,

For soon you’ll pay

For Lése majesté.

I am the Mayor of this here town.

T’ll call my trustees with ma jestic frown.

T’ll order them loud to shoot you down.
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Axrv (in the same fashion).
But kind sweet Mayor of our fine town,
Strutting with your club and official gown,
Try as you may all of your wiles,
We'll fight you with wit and kill you with smiles.
To gain our victory we need no club,
*Gainst worship of belly and mind hollow’s a tub.
Thus Dumbness, Avarice and Tyranny fare,
Take heed, don’t follow’m, think and beware.

Curtain
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The living room of a farmhouse in the Susquehanna
Valley of Pennsylvania in the year 1874. The thick stone
walls are roughly plastered and whitewashed. Overhead
can be seen the great unplaned beams which support the
low ceiling. Backstage center is a door leading to the out-
side, with wrought iron hinges and a massive bolt. On
either side of it are small windows with deep sills, curtained
in checked gingham. A door, downstage left, leads to the
kitchen. Upstage left are stairs to the second floor. In
the big stone fireplace, right, a log fire is blazing. Facing
it, sit Simeon Geyer, a stringy-looking farmer of middle
age, and his wife, Hannah. Simeon smokes his pipe plac-
idly and stares into the fire, while Hannah knits busily with
her great bone needles. At a table, left of center, his head
on his hand, sits Luke Putnam. His eyes are closed, and
he is breathing heavily. From time to time his body jerks
and his face twitches in his sleep. Sitting near him on the
floor, and watching him, is Nell, a young girl of about
twelve. In her lap is a kitten which she strokes absently.

Night has fallen, and a high wind can be heard howling in
the chimney and whistling about the corners of the house.

Haxnar. Wind *pears ter be a-risin’, Simeon.

Smeon. Ayeh, reckon *tull snow afore mornin’.

Hannan. Stock won’t freeze none, will thuh?

SmveoN. Reckon not. Thim critturs knows how ter bed
down warm agin each other. Sides, barn don’t leak
much since Luke’n me fixed it.

Haxnam. Ain’t no night ter be out o’ doors. A body ud
freeze ter death.

SmMeoN. Been a bad winter a’right. Ain’t been ez mean a
one since the blizzard o’ sixty — er wuz it sixty-one?
Leastways not since afore the War.
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[Luke moans in his sleep. His face twists as if in pain
and his body rocks restlessly. At the sound, Simeon and
Hannah stare at him in mingled awe and surprise.

Sneox (in almost a whisper). Wal, I swan! Fust time
T ever seed thet. ’Peared like he cud never git ter sleep
afore mornin’.

Haxnan. Ayeh, whin proper folks wuz a-wukin’.

Smveon. Ain’t his fault. Reckon ther’s sumpin’® jes’
won’t let him sleep none nights.

Haxxar. Sumpin’evil he done, thet’s whut *tis. Sumpin’
won’t give him no peace.

SmveoN. Luke’s a good man, Hannah. Ye orter know
thet arter whut he done.

Haxvyau. Mebbe.

[Luke, his eyes wide with terror, leaps suddenly to his
feet, shoving back the chair. Then he doubles over in pain
and sits down heavily.

Stveon (going to him quickly). Luke!

Haxwar. Got another o’ his spells, I reckon.

[Simeon shakes Luke, then fumbles through his pockets.
Smveon. Luke! Luke! Whur’s thim pills Doc McCal-

lister give him ter take?

[He finds the small bottle of pills, as Luke begins to stir.
Luxe (half conscious). No! No! Christ, no!

SmeoxN (shaking him). Luke!

Luxe (opening his eyes). Simeon — Nell.

Smveon. Ye a’right now, Luke?

Luge. Ayeh, reckon so. Musta dozed off.

SiMeoN (holding out bottle). Ye better take these here,
Luke.

Luxe (pushing his hand away). Don’t give me none o’
thim.

Siveon. It’s whut Doc McCallister give ye ter take,
Luke. *Tull make ye sleep.

Luxe. Igot ter stay awake, er *tull come back agin. Ud
kill me ifen it come back agin ternight.

Spyron. Whut ud come back, Luke?
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Luxe (getting slowly to his feet).: Sumpin’ I reckon ye
wouldn’t onderstand, Simeon.

Hannan (who has resumed her knitting). Bad dreams,
thet’s whut °tis. Dreams thet come in the night ter
trouble an oneasy mind. Been a long time since ye slep’
peaceful nights, ain’t it, Luke?

LuxE (stares at her, then turns to Nell). Nell, run up an’
light the lamps, will ye, child?

Nzri. Ayeh, Luke.

[She goes upstairs with the kitten in her arms. ]

Haxxam.  Ain’t no call fir ye ter burn four lamps all night,
Luke. Coal oil’s mighty dear. One orter be a-plenty.

Smueon. Now, Hannah, I reckon it’s Luke’s oil ter burn
as he sees fittin’. He paid fir it. Our’n, too.

Hannan. Coal oil ain’t vittles. He ain’t paid fir none
o’ thim.

Soueon. Ain’t none o’ yer business Whut Luke pays fir,
Hannah. ) )
Hanwanm (mutfering). Ain’t nothin’ my business. Nothin’

’ceptin’ wuk. .

Luke. Hannah’s right, Simeon. I don’t aim ter be no
burden ter ye. ' )

Smvroxn. Ye ain’t no burden, Luke. Reckor_x ther’s little
‘nough we kin do ter pay ye fir savin® Nell like ye don.e.

Luke. Ye don’t owe me nothin’ fir thet, Simeon. I jes’
happened ter see it all. Any man ud done the same.

Smueon. Nubuddy ’ceptin’ a mighty brave un ud done thet.
I seed too many loggers crushed ter death not i:'er know
ther ain’t a man in ten ez ud jump inter a ragin’ i.iume
ter save his own maw from bein’ kilt, let alone a kid he
ain’t never set eyes on afore. .

Luxe. I ain’t brave, Simeon. God knows I ain’t.

SmMeoN. Any man ez done whut ye done km stay here ez
long’s he’s a mind ter, an’ welcome. Ain’t much I got
ter give. .

Luke. Ye been mighty kind ter me, Simeon, an’ I thal'fk

" ye. Fust time I settled down fir more’n a month er so in
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over twelve year. ButI can’t stay here no more. I got
ter go.

Sieon. Why, Luke? Ye got a hum here.

Luxke. Idunno. Never cud bear ter stay in one spot fir
long. Hed the feelin’ I orter be movin’ along fir quite
a spell now. It’s been a-growin’ in me.

Hanxam. If Luke’s a mind ter go, Simeon, we hadn’t
ought ter keep him agin his will.

Siveon. But ye ain’t well, Luke. Doc McCallister sez
ez how yer a sick man.

Luxe. Mebbe so. Anyways, ain’t nothin’ he kin do ter
he’p me. Ain’t nothin’ nubuddy kin do.

Smveon. But whur’ll ye go? Ye got some kinfolk ye kin
go ter?

Luxe. Nup, they’s all dead now, I guess. Wouldn’t make
no diff’rence if they wuzn’t — they wouldn’t know me no
more. ’Sides, I couldn’t never go back ther’.

Smyeon. But ye got ter hev a place ter crawl inter nights,
a place whur ye kin git some grub.

Luxe. Reckon I kin git thim. Folks is allus lookin’ fir
somebuddy ter do odd jobs.

Smseon. Whut d’ye do afore ye come here, Luke?

Luke. Nothin’. Jes’ wandered.

SmteoN. Twelve year be a long time ter wander.

Luxe. Ayeh, mighty long. Seems like twicet thet.
Reckon ther’ ain’t many places I ain’t been ter. Hed a
chancet once ter strike it rich in Californy ’bout seven:
year ago. Sold muh claim, though, an’ lit out arter six
month.

SrMeon. How come ye never settled down?

Luke. I dunno. Somepin’ allus seemed ter keep drivin’
me on.

Smueon. Allus figured a man ain’t happy unless he kin
kinda dig his roots inter sumpin’. Ain’t ye never wisht
ye hed a woman, an’ a kid er two, an’ mebbe a Ppiece o’
lan’ ye cud kind o’ grow inter? Ain’t ye never wisht
fir thim?
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Luxe. Wisht fir ’*em? I’da sold muh soul for ’em, ifen
I hed a soul wu’th sellin’!

Hanwan. Even the devil ain’t got no use fir some souls,
I reckon.

Luxe. Ther’ was a girl oncet, an’ a piece o’ lan’, too.
They wuz a-waitin’ fir me ter come back.

SimeoN. Mebbe they’s still a-waitin’, Luke.

Luxe. They got tared o’ waitin’. The girl’s married an’
the lan’s sol’. Even ifen they wuzn’t, reckon I coul’n’t
bear ter face ’em.

[Nell comes down.

Nerr. They’s all lit, Luke.

Luke. Thank ye, Nell. Reckon I’ll be a-leavin® ter-
morrer, Simeon.

SiMeon. Wisht ye’d change yer mind, Luke.

[Luke lights a lamp on the table, picks it up, and goes
toward the stairs.

Nerr (timidly). Luke?

Luxke. Ayeh, Nell?

Nerr. Do you like cats?

Loxke (puzsled). Why, reckon I do, Nell. All ’ceptin’
wildcats an’ pant’ers, thet is. Ain’t got no use fir thim.

NErL (holding up kitten). Do you like Peter?

Luke. Ayeh, Nell, he’s a right nice little feller.

NzeLr (impulsively). Here, you kin hev him.

Luxe. Wal, now, thet’s right kind o’ ye, Nell, but he’s
a pet o’ your’n. I wouldn’t want ter take him from ye.

Nzrr. Idon’t mind, ifen ye’d like ter hev him,

Lurke. ButIain’t gotno usefir no cat, Nell.

Nerr. He’s awful nice.

SmueoN. Luke don’t want yer durned cat nohow, Nell.
Now hesh up.

Nervr. Ayeh, paw. I wuz only a-thinkin’ ez how mebbe
Peter cud keep Luke comp’ny nights, so’s he wouldn’t be
so lonely.

Luke. I, I wisht...

[He turns quickly, and goes up the stairs. Simeon re-
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sumes his seat by the fire and relights his pipe. Nell sits

down again on the floor with her kitten, and appears to be

listening intently. Presently, from overhead, comes the
sound of heavy boots pacing on creaking boards in an un-
broken, monotonous rhythm. One-two-three-four. Pause.

One-two-three-four. Only Nell pays any attention to the

sound.

Hannam (cautiously). Ye still figgerin® on buyin® thet
piece o’ lan’ from Hank McNeill?

Smeon. Nup.

Haxxan. Somebuddy git it fust?

Smveon. Nup.

Haxnan. Whyn’t ye git it thin, Simeon?

Smeon. Ain’t got thutty dullar.

Hannam. It’s good lan’. Ain’t none better in the hull
valley. Ye cud set out a sight more crops.

SmveoN. Durn it, Hannah, ye think I don’t know thet?
Ye think I wouldn’t git it ifen I cud? Now shet up
*bout it.

[There is a considerable pause, while Hannah thinks up

a different approach.

Hannam. Sarah Kuhns wuz sayin’ Sunday ez how Lou
Schaeffer’s takin’ on six new men, come Tuesday a
week.

SmMeoN. Lou’s doin’ might fine, I reckon. Rate.he’s
a-goin’, ain’t goin’ ter be a tree left on Big Run in *bout
a year er two. )

Hannan. Sarah sez ez how Lou don’t know whur he’s
a-goin’ ter put ’em up at, whut with eve’y farmhouse
hereabouts nigh onter full up. She’s a-boardin® three
herself, she sez, an’ can’t take no more.

Simron. Whut ye aimin’® at, Hannah?

Hanwam (hesitantly). We cud put some o° ’em up here,
Simeon. ,

SiMeoN. 'Thet’s whut I thought ye wuz gittin’ ter.

Haxxan (eagerly). We cud put up two, mebbe three,
’thout costin’ us much, an’ Sarah sez they pay a dullar
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a week apiece. With all o’ thet comin’ in stiddy eve’y
week — two, three dullar — wouldn’t take no more’n a
couple o’ months till ye cud buy thet piece o’ lan’ ye
been a-hankerin’ fir, Simeon.

SiMeoN. Ye know ain’t nubuddy a-goin’ ter stay here.
Ain’t nubuddy ’round these parts ez ud sleep under the
same ruf with Luke. They’s all a-scairt o’ him, think
he’s crazy er in cahoots with the devil. ’Sides, Luke
don’t take ter strangers nohow. Ye know thet.

Hanwanm. But ifen Luke’s a-leavin’ like he said he wuz .. ..

SimeoN. On’y reason he said thet wuz cuz o’ yer sharp
tongue. Luke ain’t a-leavin® less’n he’s a mind ter, an’
thet’s thet.

Haxxar (defiantly). Ayeh, thet’s thet. Don’ make no
diff’rence *bout me, ’bout whut I feel, do it? I kin jes’
keep on lyin’ *wake nights, whilst ye go ter sleep, a-hearin’
him trompin’ up’n’down, mutterin’ ter hisself, an’
a-prayin’ fir mornin’ ter come. Thet don’ make no
diff’rence ter ye, long’s I wuk an’ cook yer meals, do it?
Ikin jes’ keep on a-goin’ like o’ thet *tull I go plumb crazy
muhself. I wisht ter God he’d die!

SmveoN. Shet yer wicked talk, Hannah! How kin ye say
such thin’s?

Haxwanr (continuing). Nigh onter a year an’ a half he’s
been a-livin’ here, an’ eve’y night the same thin’ over. I
tell ye I can’t abide much more o’ it.

NeLL (who has been listening with interest). Luke don’ .
mean no harm, maw. Luke’s a nice man.

Simeon. Mebbe ye won’t hev ter stand much more o’ it,
Hannah. Doc McCallister sez ’twouldn’t s’prize him
none ifen we wuz ter wake up some mornin’ an’ fin’ him
daid. It ain’t jes® his body is sick, neither. Don’ know
what *tis, but ther’s sumpin’ gnawin’ deep inside him, an’
he’s lonely an’ scairt. It ain’t good fir a sick man ter
be all alone, an’ it ain’t Christian not ter take him in an’
do whut ye kin fir him.

[The matter is at an end, and each resumes his own
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thoughts. Whatever they may be, they are interrupted by

a knock at the door. )

Srmzon. Wonder who thet be a-v’yagin’ late on a night
like o’ this?

Haxwar. Don’ ye open the door, Simeon. Ain’t no tellin’
who it might be.

SmmeoN (getting up). Reckon it ain’t nubuddy meanin’ no
harm.

[He goes to the door and opens it, as a gust of wind and
snow sweeps in. A short man, very round, stands revealed .
in the doorway, looking for all the world like a human apple.
A black fiddle case is tucked under his arm.

StraNGER. May I coom in, blease?

Smmeox. Ayeh, reckon ye kin.

[The Stranger steps inside, and Simeon shuts the door.
STranNGER (shaking the snow from his coat, and looking

around). Ah, vot a cosy room!

Smveon. Whut ye want, stranger?

Straweer. I vunder could shoo bossibly gif me a nighd’s
lotching?

Smvrox. Wal, I don’ know. We ain’t got no room fir ye,
stranger. ,

Straneer. Uf course I vould gladly bay . . .

Hannan. He cud sleep down here, ifen he’da mind ter,
Simeon. Thet wouldn’t make no difference.

SmuroN. Ayeh, ye cud stretch yerself in front o’ the fire
ifen ye wanted, stranger. On’y I reckon thet ud be a
mite oncomf’table.

StrancEr. Dot vould pe fine.

Simron. Wal, yer right welcome thin. Make yerself ter
hum. Hannah, take the stranger’s coat.

StraneER. T’ank you.

[He takes off his hat and coat, and Hannah hangs them
on a peg by the fire to dry.

STraANGER. Bermit me to introduce mineself. Trum’s te
name — Old Shohn Trum, te fittler.
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SrMeoN. Muh name’s Simeon Geyer. This here’s muh
wife, Hannah.

Druom (bowing corpulently). Frau Geyer. A bleasure.

Simeon. An’ thet’s muh datter, Nell.

Dzum. Vot a bretty chilt, und vot a bretty name.

Siveon. Hannah, git the jug. I reckon the stranger cud
use a snort er two ter warm his bones.

[Hannah crosses and goes out left. Drwm warms him-
self before the fire.

Dzrum. Py golly, vot a nighd!

SmvroN. Whur ye boun’ fir, stranger?

Drum. Ivas onmy vay to Derrstown vhen te storm ofer-
took me. Id vas shnowin’ like te deffil, und te vind vas
so shtrong dot I t’ought I vas going to plow righd avay,
und vhen I saw t’is house, I said berhabs t’ouse goot
beoble vill led me shtay t’ere for te nighd.

Smmeon. Ye travelled fir?

Drum. All te vay from Reading.

Smveon. A fiddler ye say ye wuz?

Drum. Dod’s righd — idinerand fittler.

Siveon. Ye fiddle fir dances an’ sich like?

Drum. Iblay vherefer I am needed.

SimMeon. Ye keep busy?

Drunm (smiling). I am te pusiest fittler in te vorld.

Siveon. D’ye come ’round these parts often?

Drum. Chess, quide often. Uf course I blay te mosd in
te cidies.

Smron. Ayeh, I reckon ther’s more folks ther’ ez dance.

DruM. Quide so.

[Hannah brings in the jug, and puts it on the table.
Smveon. He’p yerself, stranger.

Drum. T ank you.

[He lifts the jug from the table to his shoulder, takes a
deep breath, and starts drinking. The bottom of the jug
goes higher and higher, his cheeks grow redder and redder,
and still Old J ohn drinks on, until even Simeon gapes in awe.
At last he puts the jug down, smacking his lips.
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Drom. Ah! Py golly, t’ere’s nutting like a goot svallow
uf schnapps to varm te insides and vet te vhistle! Und
now, how vould shoo like a little music in bayment for
your hosbitality, eh?

NeLr. Oh, yes!

SimroN. Wal, thet ud be mighty fine, stranger, on’y I
reckon it’s gittin’ kinda late.

Haxxan. We ain’t heerd no music hereabouts fir quite a
spell, Simeon.

NEerr. Please, paw?

Smarox. Wal, reckon a minit er two won’t make no dif-
f’rence in the mornin’.

Drum (opening his fiddle case). Vhat vould shoo like me
to blay?

Simeon. D’ye know “Sourwood Mountain,” stranger?

Drum. Shoo mean te vun vot goes . . .

[He whistles the opening bars.

SimeoN. Ayeh, thet’s it.

[Drum quickly tunes the fiddle, then sits on the table, his
short legs dangling over the edge, and starts to play. He
begins moderately, then gradually quickens the tempo, all
the while beaming and keeping time to the rhythm with his
body. Soon Hannah, then Simeon, too, begin to sway to
the lively tune.

Dzruxm. Vhy don’t shoo dance? Dot’s vhat music iss vor.
(Simeon begins to hop first on ome foot, then on the
other.) Dot’s id! Dance! Dance! (Hannah, too,
begins to dance.) Choy und dancing! Dot’s vhat
musie iss, choy und dancing!

[Simeon and Hannah dance together now, faster and
faster as the music accelerates. Nell jumps on the table,
beating time with her hands. Simeon starts to sing the
words in a cracked wvoice.

SmMeoN (singing).

Chickens a-crowin’ on Sourwood Mountain,

Chickens a-crowin’ on Sourwood Mountain,

Call up yer dogs and let’s go a-huntin’,
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Hey-ho, dee-iddle-um-day.

[Beads of sweat stand out on the faces of Old John and
the dancers. Finally the tune ends in a great burst of
speed that leaves them all exhausted. Old John pulls out a
huge red handkerchief and wipes his face. Simeon drains
the jug, while Hannah sits down heavily in a chair.

Snueon. Jumpin’ Jehosophat! I ain’t used ter thet!

Hannan. We ain’t danced tergether fir nigh on ten year,
Simeon.

Nerr. Play some more, Mr. Fiddler.

Drum. Py golly, chilt, gif an old man time to catch his
vind a pit.

[From overhead comes a sound like a stifled sob. Simeon
and Hannah stiffen, and glance quickly at Drum, who ap-
pears not to have noticed.

Smvron. Reckon we’d better git ter bed, Hannah.

Haxnanm (getting up). Ayeh, reckon so.

SiMron. Thanks for the music, stranger. Ther’s a
couple exter blankets under the stairs ifen ye need ’em.
Hope ez how ye’ll be comf’table.

Dzrum. I vill pe quide comfortaple, t’ank you.

Smyeon. Reckon I’ll bid ye good night thin, stranger.

Haxnan. Good night.

Drum. Goot nighd.

SiMeon (going up stairs). Come ’long, Nell.

Nerr. I’'m a-comin’, paw. (She waits until they disap-
pear.) Mr. Fiddler . . .

Dzrum. Chess, chilt?

Nerr. I wisht Luke cud o’ heerd ye playin’. He’s so sad,
an’ mebbe listenin’ ter ye might o’ made him feel better,
s0’s he cud sleep. On’y I guess ye don’ know ’bout Luke,
do ye?

Drum. I t’ink I did hear somevun oopstairs a little vhile
ago. Iss dot who you mean?

Nerr. Ayeh,thet’s Luke. Folks hereabouts is a-scairt o’
him cuz he stays up all night, burnin’ lamps an’ talkin’
ter hisself, but I ain’t a-scairt o’ him, cuz he saved me
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from bein’ drownded oncet, an’ I love him more’n any-

body in the hull world, next ter paw, o’ course. It makes

me feel bad cuz he’s sick, an’ ther’ ain’t nothin’ I kin do
ter he’p him.

Dzrum. Berhabs I vill blay somet’ing chust vor him, some-
t’ing to make him sleeb.

Neri. Obh, would you?

Droum. Bud if I fittled him to sleeb, berhabs he vould nod
vake up.

Nery. Ifen Luke wuz happy an’ didn’t dream no more,

I — I reckon it ud be all right.

Haxxar (upstairs, calling). Nell, come ter baid.
Neri. Good night, Mr. Fiddler.
Drua.  Goot nighd, chilt.

[He watches her disappear upstairs, then goes over and
sits down before the fire with a sigh. Qwverhead the steady
pacing continues. It seems much louder now, since the
others have gone to bed. Old Drum listens attentively,
then picks up his fiddle, tucks it under his chin, and slowly
draws the bow across its strings. This time, however, no
sound can be heard. As he continues to fiddle silently, the
pacing overhead ceases. A door is heard opening, then clos-
ing, and, a moment later, Luke comes down the stairs. His
eyes are closed and he is obviously walking in his sleep. He
descends stealthily, crouching and looking back over his
shoulder. He gets to the bottom of the stairs, walks a few
feet further, then stands erect and sighs with relief. After
a brief pause, he turns and begins to run. He takes only a
few steps, however, when he draws up short with a fright-
ened sob, as if he had unexpectedly encountered someone
in the way. His terror mounts until he bursts into speech.
Luke. Wal, whyn’t ye ast me? Go ahead, ast me whut

P’m a-doin’ out here, steada bein’ in camp whur I b’long!

Go ahead! (Pause.) Ye seed me a-runnin’, didn’t ye?

" Ye seed me a-runnin’ away! (Pause.) Wal, say it!
Say it! I know whut yer a-thinkin’! (Shouting).
I’m a yella coward, a stinkin’ deserter! SayIam! Go
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on, say it! (Pause.) Wal, whut ye a-waitin’® fir?
Take me back ter camp an’ lock me up! (Pause.) I
ain’t ashamed! I'm glad I run! Leastways I hed a
chancet o’ livin’. Thet’s sumpin’ ain’t none o’ ye got
a-comin’! Ye think ye’ll be alive arter termorrer
mornin’? Yer fools, thet’s whut ye be, the hull damn
lot 0°> ye! TFools! Thet gen’ril up ther’ a-settin’ on his
fat ass tole ye ter slit yer throats with yer own bayonets,
ye’d do it! How much chancet ye think ye got o’ gittin’
acrost thet field alive with the hull damn Red Army ahint
the stone wall on t’other side jes’ a-waitin’ fir ye ter show
yer haid? Goddam gen’ril knows ye ain’t got a chancet!
Think he gives a damn? Hell, no! He’ll jes’ set on his
horse, safe out o’ range, and watch ye dumb bastards
blow ter glory! (Laughs ironically.) Mebbe yer wid-
der’ll git a medal! Course she can’t eat it, but whut’s
the damn gov’ment care *bout thet! Go ahead, git yer-
selves kilt. T ain’t sorry fir ye! (Coaring.) Whyn’
ye run away, too? Ye’d be a fool ter stay. Ain’t nu-
buddy seed us. We cud hide oursel’s in a week so’s the
damn gov’ment coul’n’t never fin’us. We’d go out West,
Californy, mebbe. Strike it rich, hev a big laugh on all
thim dead heroes we left ahint! Whut ye say? I ain’
rich, but I got a little sock hid away. I know whur I
cud lay hands on three hunnert dullar. I’d be willin’ ter
split it with ye. Whut ye say? (Pause.) God! I’ll
give ye the hull o’ it ifen ye’ll on’y let me go! Ain’t
nubuddy but ye seed me. I knowed the lines — slipped
right through ’em. Hadn’t been fir ye, I’d o’ got away
clean. (Pause.) I ain’t never seed ye afore. Whut’s
yer name? Whut comp’ny ye from? (Pause.) Fir
Christ’s sake, quit starin’ an’ say sumpin’, jes’ say it!
(Pause.) Whyn’t ye shoot me? Thet’s whut I’ll git,
anyways. (Turns his back.) Shoot the stinkin’ de-
serter, thet’s whut he deserves! Court martial’s too
good fir ’im! (Pause.) Shoot, will ye! Shoot! Shoot!
(Whirls furiously.) By God, I’ll make ye do sumpin’!
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(He springs, and grapples with his imaginary opponent,

tears himself loose, holding an imaginary rifle.) Now

I got the rifle, damn ye! Now will ye stop a-starin’, an’

talk? Go on, talk! (Pause.) Talk, er I’ll blow yer

rotted guts out! (Pause.) Talk! I’m a-tellin’ ye fir
the las® time! (He fires the rifle.) Ther’! Ye won’t
never talk now, not with thet leadinye! (Hysterically.)

Wal, fall, damn ye! Fall! (Pause.) Oh, Christ!

[He throws away the rifle, and starts to run, but staggers
and falls. Drum, who has been quietly watching the above
pantomime, goes to him.

Dzrum. Nathan!

Luxke (rousing). TFall, I tell ye! Fall! (He groans,
and sits up.) He’s gone!

Dzum. I am shtill here, Nathan.

Luke. Yeain’t him. Ye look like him, but ye ain’t him.
Ye ain’t wearin’ no uniform. (Getting up slowly and
looking around.) Ther’ ain’t no hill here, either. I’'m
safe, safe here in Simeon’s house! Must o’ dreamed.
Thet’s it, I dreamed!

Dzum. Efery nighd you tream, und efrey morning you
vake again mit te memory uf dot tream, und te fear uf
te nighd vhich iss to come.

Luxke (guardedly). Don’ know whut yer talkin’ ’bout,
stranger. ’Sides, muh name ain’t Nathan. It’s Luke
— Luke Putnam.

Drum. Aren’t you veary uf treams und fear, Nathan?

Luxe. Whur ye come from? Who be ye?

Drom. I am a bart uf your tream.

Luxe. I ain’t dreamin’ now. Yer real same’s me.

Drum. Sometimes treams are more real t’en anyt’ing else
in te vorld.

Lukr. Yedon’ make no sense. Whoever heerd o’ dreams
bein’ real!

Drum. T°ey are, Nathan. Your tream iss as real as you

are. You are te tream und te tream iss you. Dot iss
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vhy you cannot escabe it. Dot iss vhy you can nefer

escabe me.

Luxe. DIl travel so fir ye won’t never be able ter fin’ me.

Dzrum. Vhen nighd comes and sleeb closes your eyes, I vill
pe t’ere. Alvays I haf been mit you — alvays, since te
nighd vhen you first ran avay.

Luke. Who be ye?

Drum. Iam te sentry uf Fredericksburg, te man dot you
could not kill, te man whose eyes you cannot hide from.
Luke (uneasily). Ye ain’t, yer a human bein’, same’s me.

Drum. I am te eternal bart uf te human.

Luke (with an attempt at scorn). I’d kill ye easy ez a fly
ifen P’da mind ter.

Drum (taking the axe from its place by the fire). 'Try,
Nathan.

Loke (recoiling). No! I done enough!

Drum. Are you afraid, Nathan?

[ Luke takes the axe angrily, swings it high. As he does
0, his eyes meet Drum’s for the first time. He lets the axe
fall nervelessly to the floor.

Luxe (hopelessly). Whyn’t ye go away an’ let me alone!

Drum. I am your friend.

Luxe (bitterly). My friend!

Drom. I can gif you rest.

Luke (yearning). Rest!

Drum. Vhy did you try to run avay at Fredericksburg?

Luke. ’Cuz I wuz young, ’cuz I wanted ter go on a-livin’.

Drum. TUnd has life been goot since t’en?

Luke. Oh, God! Letme alone!

Drum. Don’t you see, Nathan, dot vhen a man awoids te
fade dot has been allodded to him, life pecomes a purden?
Dime stolen from eternity is alvays pitter. Veren’t you
happy pefore you ran avay?

Luxe. Idunno, reckon I wuz. Leastways I slep’ nights,
an’ never wisht fir much.

Drum. T’en vhat dit it madder vhen Teath came?- To die
vhen you are young und happy iss far far petter t’en to
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die vhen you are old und in pitterness. Pelieve me,
Nathan, life iss nod measured in terms uf dime. Life iss
like a chealous voman. Surrender yourself to her freely,
und she vill revard you mit a gracious smile; vit’old te
smallest bart uf yourself, und she vill punish you mit te
tarkest frown.

Luke. Butit’s too late.

Drum. 1Idiss nefer too lade.

Luge. Whut kin I do?

Drum. Surrender yourself to life.

Luge. Whut d’ye mean?

Drum. You must cross te field at Fredencksburg

Luke. But a man can’t go back twelve year. A man
can’t live his life over agin.

Drum. Dime iss only an illusion uf te mind. You can
reliff any moment uf your life dot you vish.

Luxke. How?

Drum. Tink back to dot nighd tvelve years ago. T’ink
wery hard. (He goes to the door and opens it, as a gust
of wind and snow swirls in.) Look —look closely!
Vhat do you see? :

Luke. Nothin’. The night, the snow.

DruM. T’ink wery hard.

Luxe (slowly, hypnotically). A mist, a thick, grey mist.

Drum. Go on.

Luxe. It’s gittin’ lighter, the mist is beginnin’ ter lift.
The sun’s a-comin’ up.

Drum. Go on. :

Luge. I see men in blue, swimmin’ in the mist, horses
pawin’ the groun’, an’ light dancin’ on rifle barrels.
Thousan’s of men in blue, an’ horses, an’ rifles.

DruM. Und beyond?

Luxe. An’ beyond, an open field, slopin’ up, an’ away
acrost it, a stone wall, an’ light dancin’ on rifle barrels.

Drum. Listen! Vhat do you hear?

[The sound of cannon and rifle fire comes faintly, as if
from a great distance.
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Luxe. Cannon and rifles.

DruM. Go on.

[4 bugle is heard, faintly sounding the charge.

Luxe. A bugle blowin’ the charge.

Droum. Go on.

Luke. Thecavalry charges. TheRebsvolley. Men fall
from their horses and are trampled beneath the hooves.
Another volley. The charge wavers and breaks. The

. horses come back with empty saddles.

Drum. Listen!

[The bugle, barely audible, blows the infantry charge.
Luke. The bugle blows the charge. The men are movin’

for’ard.

[Like an automaton, he straightens and walks toward the
door. At the threshold, he checks and turns wildly around.
Luke. No! No! I won’t!

Drum. Id iss te only vay, Nathan.

Luxe. Ther’ ain’t a chancet o’ livin’ on thet field.

Drum. To see Teath clearly, shtanding in te road ahead,
und nod to move py vun inch from te bath dot you must
follow — dot is te nobles’ vay a man can die.

Luke. Ther’ ain’t no sense ter it. Ther’ ain’t a chancet
o’ winnin’.

Drum. Only te liffing are peaten, Nathan; te tead alvays
vin.

Luxke. ButIdon’ want ter die like o’ thet! Cut down like
wheat afore the hook, screamin’ and clawin’ an’ spurtin’
blood!

Drum. Bain iss bart uf liffing, Nathan. Teath iss kind.

Luxe. I can’t!

Drum. Unless you face id, you must Liff mit te fear uf
Teath alvays in your heart.

Luke. Ican’t! I can’t!

Druoum (going to close the door). So! As you vish!

Luxe (quickly). No! I-I'll go!

[He stands wery erect, and walks, slowly at firsi, then
more and more confidently, toward the door. The sound of

[189]



DEATH AT FREDERICKSBURG

cannon swells to a climaz as he goes out, then dies away as

the lights slowly fade.

After a few seconds, the lights come up quickly, revealing
the same room in the early morning. Old Drum is gone,
fiddle and all, the door swings to and fro in the breeze, and
a pile of snow has drifted into the room. Hannah comes
down the stairs, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

Haxxar. Mornin’, stranger, hope yeslep’ well.  (Receio-
ing no reply, she looks around, sees the open door.) Wal,
Iswan! Gone an’ lef’ the door open inter the bargain!
(She goes to close the door, and, as she does so, suddenly
stiffens as she sees something outside.) Simeon! Sim-
eon!

SmvreoN (coming hurriedly down the stairs). Whut’s the
matter, Hannah? Whut’s ailin’ ye?

Haxxau (pointing, almost in a whisper). Look!

Simvron (horrified). Lor’!

[He goes out as Nell comes down.

Nerr. Maw, whut’s happened? Whur’s paw a-goin’?

Hanvam. Ye better run along upstairs, child. (Simeon
comes in slowly.) Is he —daid?

SmMeoN (noddmg) Ain’t no use ter call Doc. Froze ter
death. Must o’ walked in his sleep.

[Nell rushes out.

Haxnanm (mechanically). Lor’ rest’im!

SiMeon. He said he’d be a-leavin’ in the mornin’.

Haxxan. The Lord knows how ter pervide. Luke warn’t
no good ter hisself ner nubuddy else, an’ the Lord seed
fit ter take him away.

SmveoN. Ayeh, reckonit’s all fir the best. Leastways he’s
a-restin’ now. He ain’t rested fir a mighty long spell.
(Nell enters quietly.) Ye shouldn’t o’ gone out ther’,
Nell. It ain’t no sight fir a young un.

Nerr. DP’m a’right, paw.

Hannan. Wonder whut *tull cost ter put ’im away
proper.

Curtain
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TOM SAWYER

At the rise of the curtain, Tom Sawyer and Joe Harper
are on the stage, playing mumbly-peg, the act of flipping
a knife and making it stick upright in the ground. Tom
has just successfully flipped his knife.

Tom (rolls on the ground shouting with joy at his success).
Yeah! Iwin! Iwin! I win!

JoE. You did not. I saw you, Tom. You cheated.

Tom. I did not. You’re sore because you lost.

JoE. I’'mnot. You cheated.

Toum (angrily). I didn’t.

Joe. Youdid.

Tom. I didn’t.

Joe. Youdid.

Toum. I’ll prove that I didn’t. I’ll do it all over again.
(Tom pulls the knife out of the ground and flips it again.
It fails to stand upright. The tone of Tom’s voice be-
speaks his disappointment.) Aw! Gee!

Jor (I-told-you-so attitude). You see.

Tom. Well, it slipped that time.

Aunt Porry (offstage calling). Tom! Tom! Yoo-hoo,
Tom!

Tom (starts at the sound of Aunt Polly’s voice). Gee, it’s
Aunt Polly. Come on, Joe, let’s hide.

[Tom and Joe hide behind a barrel upsiage.

Avunt Porvry (enters through the gate, carrying a pail of
white-wash and brush. She calls again). Tom! Tom!
Yoo-hoo, Tom! I never did see the beat of that boy.
(She puts the pail down mear the fence.) Yoo-hoo,
Tom! (A4s she turns to look upstage towards barrel,
she sees the top of Tom’s head.) There! Tom, come
here this minute. (Tom comes over to Aumi Polly,
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hanging his head sheepishly. Aunt Polly angrily wags
her finger at Tom.) Always playing me tricks! You
*pears to know just how long you can torment me.
“Spare the rod and spoil the child,” as the Good Book
says. I’'m a-layin’ up sin and suffering for us both, I
know. I hate to make you work on Saturday, but you
must be punished for playing hookey from school yester-
day. DI’ve got to do my duty, or I’ll be the ruination of
you, Tom Sawyer. Now take that pail and brush and
white-wash the fence.

Tou. Aw, gee, Aunt Polly, I want to go swimming.

Aunt PoLry (grabbing Tom’s ear and pulling him towards
the femce). Get along! Get along!

Tom (standing on his toes to ease the pain). Ouch!
Ouch, that hurts.

Auxt Porry. Now mind you do it!

[She lets go of Tom’s ear, and exits through the gate.

Tom (takes brush out of the pail and looks at it with dis-
gust). Gee whiz!

Joe. Sorry, Tom, old pal.

Tom (throws brush back into the pail and comes down-
stage). She would pick out Saturday. (Tom sits on
ground; Joe follows his example.) I’'m about to the

_ boiling-point, Joe. And if you wasn’t my friend, I
reckon I’d lick you just to get even with my feelings.
[With a threatening right fist, he takes a swing at Joe.

Joxk (ducking and moving away). I am your friend, Tom.

Tom. Don’t get scared; you’re my pal. '(The néw boy
can be heard whistling offstage.) Maybe it’s one of the
gang.

Jox (gets up and looks offstage). Naw, it’s the new boy.
(Laughs.) And looky, Tom, how he’s tugged out.

Tom (goes over to Joe, and looks offstage. Both boys
laugh). Look at the natty cap and pantaloons he’s
wearing, and the bright necktie.

Jor. Yeah, and he’s wearing shoes, and it’s only Satur-
day.
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ToMm. Watch me, Joe.

[Tom motions Joe to step aside. With legs apart and
arms folded, T om awaits the arrival of the New Boy. When
the New Boy enters, Tom blocks his way. The New Boy,
thinking perhaps he is at fault, steps to the right. Tom
again blocks him. Now he knows Tom is looking for a
fight, but he tries to avoid it because he is not dressed for
fighting, so he steps to the left and Tom blocks his way
again. Both boys glare at each other.

Toum (up into the New Boy’s face). 1 can lick you.
New Boy. I’d like to see you try it.

ToMm. Well, I can do it.

New Box. No you can’t, either.

[Nose to nose.

Tom. Yes, I can.
New Boy. You can’t.
ToM. cax.

New Boy. can’r.
TomM. can.

New Boy. cax’r.

[Both boys glare at each other. There is a pause before
Tom speaks. He realizes this can’t go on forever, so he
breaks the silence as he speaks in a threatening tone.
Tom. What’s your name?

New Box. °’Tisn’t any of your business, maybe.

Tom. Well, I ’low I’ll make it my business.

New Bor. Well, why don’t you?

Tom. If you say much, I will.

New Bor. Much. Much. Much. Much. There now!

Towm (draws his head back a little. This New Boy is pretty
hard to handle). Oh, you think you’re mighty smart,
don’t you? I could lick you with one hand tied behind
me, if I wanted to.

[Tom puts one hand behind him to demonstrate.

New Bovy (calling Tom’s bluff). Well, why don’t you do
it? You say you can do it.
Tom. Well, I will if you fool with me.
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Nzw Boy (laughs at Tom). Oh, yes, I’ve seen whole fami-
lies in the same fix.

Tom. Smarty! You think you’re some, now, don’t
you?

[The New Boy laughs at Tom. Tom doesn’t like being
laughed at, but not being sure he has sized the New Boy up,
he delays fighting him by poking fun at his hat.

Tom. Oh, what a hat!

[Tom roars with laughter as he points to the New Boy’s
hat. Joe joins in the laughter. The New Boy makes a
pass at Joe, and Joe scrambles behind the barrel.

New Boy (o Tom). You can lump that hat, if you don’t
like it. (The New Boy pulls his hat way down over his
ears.) Idare youto knockit off . . . and anybody ’1l
take a dare will suck eggs.

Toum (delays longer. He still can’t make up his mind
whether it’s safe to strike or not). You’re a liar.

New Boy. You’re another.

Tom. You’re a fighting liar, and dasn’t take it up.

N=ew Boy (putting his hangd on top of Tom’s shoulder, he
gives him a shove). Aw, take a walk.

Towm (infuriated, returns the shove). Say, if you give me
much more of your sass, I’ll take and bounce a rock off
your head.

New Bov (laughing at Tom). Oh, of course you will.

Tom. Well, I will.

New Bor. Well, why don’t you do it then? Why do you
keep saying you will for? Why don’t you do it? It’s
because you’re afraid.

Tom. I ain’t afraid.

New Bor. You are.

[Both boys eye each other. Then, shoulder to shoulder,
each tries to push the other over. There is much puffing
and straining.

Tom. Getaway from here.

New Bor. Go away yourself.

[After a struggle the New Boy steps back, and T'om falls
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to the ground. The New Boy laughs. Tom groans with

pain.

Towum (gets up; tries hard to keep the tears back). You’re
a coward and a pup. (Tom invents a big brother to
quiet the sneering New Boy.) I’ll tell my big brother on
you. And he can thrash you with his little finger, and
T’ll make him do it too.

New Boy. What do I care for your big brother! (In-
venting a bigger big brother.) I’ve got a brother that’s
bigger than him, and what’s more, he can throw him over
that fence, too.

[Nose to nose.

TomM. That’s a lie.

New Bov. You're saying so don’t make it so.

Towm (stepping.back and drawing a line in the dirt with his
big toe). I dare you to step over that line, and I’ll lick
you’till you can’t stand up. Anybody that’ll take a dare
will steal sheep.

[Tom steps back and waits to see what will happen. To
his surprise, the New Boy jumps over the line.

New Boy (calling Tom’s bluff). Now, you said you’d do
it, why don’t you do it?

Towm (taken back at the New Boy’s courage). By jingo!
For two cents I will do it.

[The New Boy puts his hand into his pocket and takes
out two coppers. He holds out his hand with the coppers
on it. Tom knocks the money out of his hand and jumps
on his neck, throwing the New Boy to the ground. They
fight, pull and tear. Joe comes out from behind the barrel
to cheer Tom.

Jor. Ho, ho, he didn’t believe you’d do it, Tom. Hurray
for Tom! Get him, Tom! Get him!

[Joe pulls the New Boy’s hair and jumps on him. In
the struggle both boys roll over on top of Joe. Joe screams
for help.

Joe. Hey, look out! Hey, Tom, it’s me, Joe, your pal!
Help, hey Mom! Mom!
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[Jim steals offstage. Joe and Tom are so interested in
the toe they fail to see Jim go. They do not discover his
absence until they hear him singing offstage.

Toum (turning and looking offstage in the direction from
which Jim’s voice is heard). Hey, Jim! (Quickly re-
winds the bandage on his toe, then gets up and shouts off-
stage after Jim.) All right, Jim, you’re a traitor!

JoE (edging towards stage left, awaiting his chance to run).
Well, so long, Tom. Sure is a good day for swimmin’.
[Makes a quick exit.

Toum. Hey, Joe! (Tom can see Joe gaining ground, as
he makes for the road to the ole swimmin’ hole.) Gee
whiz! What a pal! (Mutters to himself as he goes up
to thefence.) Thefirst warm day we have for swimmin’,
and I have to white-wash the fence! (T'akes brush from
pail and slaps the white-wash on the fence.) White-
washin’ a fence on Saturday! It’s enough to make a
feller want to run away.

[Ben Rogers is heard offstage, imitating a train.

Bex Roeers. Ding-dong . . . ding-dong . . . chu-chu-
chu-chu. Come ahead, chu-chu! (Enters stage left,
shuffling his feet.) Ding-dong . . . ding-dong. All-
.aboard! Let ’er go! Ding-dong . . . ding-dong.
[Tom pretends not to see Ben. He busies himself with

the fence, painting with fancy sirokes to entice Ben.

Ben. Hello, Tom. Yer up a stump, ain’t yer?

[Tom pretends mot to hear Ben. His strokes become
more artistic and tantalizing.

Ben. Hello, old chap, yer got to work, eh?

Tox (turning as if he has just noticed Ben). Why, it’s
you, Ben! I warn’t noticing.

[Goes back to painting.

Bex (a regular meany, he continues to tease Tom). Say,
I’m goin’ in swimmin’, I am. Don’t you wish you could?
But of course you’d rather work. Wouldn’t you?
Course you would.

Tom. What do you call work?
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[The strokes become more tantalizing.

Bex. Why, ain’t that work?

Tom. Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain’t. All I know
is, that it suits Tom Sawyer.

Bex. Oh, come on now. You don’t mean to let on that
you like it?

Tom. Like it? Well, I don’t see why I oughtn’t to like
it. Does a feller get a chance to white-wash a fence
every day?

[4 pause.

Bex (it is too strong a temptation for Ben; he falls into
the trap). Say, Tom, let me white-wash a little?
[4 slight pause.

Tom (trying not to appear too anxious). No . .. no
. . . I reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see,
Aunt Polly’s awful par-tic-ler about this fence, — right
here on the street, you know. But if it was the back
fence, I wouldn’t mind; and she wouldn’t. Yes, she’s
awful par-tic-ler about this fence; it’s got to be done
very careful. Ireckon there ain’t one boy in a thousand,
maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it’s got to
be done.

[Tom continues to paint.

Bex. Ob, is that so? Oh, come on now, lemme just try.
Only just a little. I’d let you, if you was me, Tom.
Tom (in a wery serious tone). Ben, I’d like to, honest
injun; but Aunt Polly . . . Well, Jim wanted to do it,
but Aunt Polly wouldn’t let him. Joe Harper wanted to,
but she wouldn’t let Joe. Now don’t you see how I’'m
fixed? If you was to tackle this fence, and anything was

to happen to it . . .

Ben (interrupts by pleading for the chance to paint). Aw
shucks, I’ll be just as careful. Now lemme try. (4
pause. Tom still holds out. Ben takes an apple from
his pocket and holds it out to Tom.) Tl give you the
core of my apple.

Tom (looks at the shiny red apple and decides it’s the whole
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apple or nothing). No, Ben, now don’t. I’m afeard —

[Tom continues to white-wash.

Bex. Il give you all of it. (Ben takes a big bite out
of the apple before handing it to Tom.) Well, here.
[Tom takes the apple and gives the brush to Ben. Then

he sits on the barrel to enjoy the apple. Little Ben paints

and hums.

Ben. Ding-dong! Ding-dong! Ding-dong!

[Billy Fisher enters right. He runs on backwards, tug-
ging at a big kite, trying to get it to fly. As he turns
around to run, he trips and falls flat on his face. Tom and
Ben laugh. Billy, covering up his embarrassment, laughs
too.

Briry. Hello, Tom. Hello, Ben. (Piceks himself up and

goes over to Ben.) Hey, what yer doin’?

Ben. I’'m swimmin’, can’t you see?

[Ben and Tom laugh at Billy. Billy can’t see the joke.
He sneers at Ben.

Brury. Think yer funny, don’t yer? (To Tom.) How
come, Tom, yer lettin’ him paint yer fence? Looky how
he streaks it! .

B~ (shakes the brush at Billy’s face as he talks). Oh, is
thatso! Well, I traded this here job for a big juicy ap-
ple; so, smarty, right now it’s my fence.

[ Having made it clear to Billy, he goes back to the white-
washing.

Tom (gets off the barrel and comes over to Billy). Say,
where’d you get the kite?

Briry. I traded it for a fish line.

Tom (examines the kite). Gee, she’s a beauty!

Brrry. Looky, Tom, are you goin’ to let him run yer busi-
ness fer yer?

Towm (just finishes the apple at this point. Now he has
his eye on the kite). Ishould say not. You know, Ben,
Billy is right. You’re making a bum job of it, and so
that disqualifies you.
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[“Disqualifies” is a new word for Ben, but he manages to
interpret Tom’s meaning when Tom takes the brush from
his hand and threatens him with his fist.

Ben. Well, give me back my apple, then.

Tom. Can’t, Ben, it’s gone.

[Tom laughs and turns to Billy, who in turn sees the
joke and laughs too.

Bex (almost in tears). How about the core?

Tom. Gone too. Anyways, you had your apple’s worth,
seein’ it was only part of an apple. (Tom and Billy
enjoy the joke.) Go on, beat it, Ben! (Ben stands
his ground. Tom shows his fist.) Go on, Ben, beat it!

Bex (runs to stage left, then turns towards Tom).
Cheatin’ always shows, Tom. Wait ’till I get you next
time.

[Ben sticks out his tongue at T om, just as he is about to
exit. Tom runs to chase him, but Ben is gone by this time.
Tom (shouting after Ben). Sore head!

Birry. Could I finish it, Tom?

[Tom, realizing the tactics he used with Ben were very
successful, decides to do the same with Billy.

Tom. Nope, made a big mistake when I let Ben bungle it,
and I’m afeard to trust this work to anyone but myself;
Aunt Polly’s terrible per-tic-ler.

[Tom begins to white-wash.

Briry. But I’m awful per-tic-ler about work I do, — hon-
est, Tom.

Tom. Can’t take the risk.

Birry. Let yer fly my kite.

[Tom stops white-washing. He is about to call it a
trade, but he holds out a little longer, knowing he’ll get the
kite.

Tom. Nope, afeard to play with borrowed things; never
can tell what may happen.

Brury (falling into the trap). Here, keep it. Now, do I
get the brush?
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Towm (hesitating). I hadn’t ought to, but . . . well, for
just a while. But I’ve got to watch and see if you’re
doin’ a good job.

[Tom gives Billy the brush, who in turn gives Tom the
Lite. Tom goes back to the barrel and sits onit. He ex-
amines the kite, and Billy white-washes the fence.

Brzry. Sure.

Tom. It’s a powerful big job to handle.

[Johnny Miller enters right, swinging a dead rat on the
end of a rope.

Jornny. Hello, Tom. Hi there, silly Bill!

Bmry. Chuck the silly Bill stuff.

JornNy. Sure, silly Bill.

[Johnny hits Billy on the head with the dead rat as he
walks to the other side of him. Johnny and T om laugh.
Birry (getting up and threatening Johnny). See here,

Johnny Miller, I’ll sock you.

Jornxy (laughing). A skinny-marink like you!
[Joknny shoves Billy. Billy takes a swing at Johnny

and misses. Tom comes over, gets between the two boys and

separates them.

Tom. Hey, Billy, you’d better beat it.

Brrry (shakes brush reprovingly at Tom). I will not.
Besides, I ain’t finished paintin’ yet.

Jomnxy. Oh, yes, you are. I think I’ll take a swing at it.
[Johnny takes hold of Billy’s- hand, the ome holding

the brush, and forces it up into Billy’s face, covering it
with white-wash. Johnny and Tom laugh at Billy’s dis-
comfiture. Billy gasps for breath and wipes the white-
wash on the sleeve of his blouse. When he has cleared his
eyes, he makes a dash for Johnny; Tom separates them.

ToM. Hey, you, do you want my Aunt Polly to hear you?
Go on, beat it, Billy!

Birry (crying). I wantmy kite back.

Tom. Injun giver! I got to be paid for the work you
done, so I’'m keepin’ it.

JouNNY (swinging his rat). Sure, anyways a dead rat is
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better, Tom. You can have him if you let me paint a bit.

Towm (takes the rat from Johnny). It’sago,Johnny. Go
on, Billy, beat it! (Billy stands his ground. Tom
threatens Billy with the rat.) Or Pll make you kiss the
rat!

Brrry (screaming as he exits right). Mom! Oh, Mom!
Mom . . . !

[T'om and Johnny roar with laughter.

Tom. Oh, boy, I bet he never stops ’till he reaches home.
(Holding up rat to examine it, as he crosses to barrel
to sit.) Gee, he’s a fat one, Johnny. Where’d you
catch him?

Jounny (picking up brush, starts to paint). In our
parlor. He’s been eatin’ the tassels off Ma’s best couch
and all Ma’s curtains. You see, we only discovered it
when Pap died. Ma always keeps the parlor locked.
Pap used to say yer had to die to git in our parlor. And
he sure were right.

Tom. Did he ever get to go in?

Jornxy. Who, my Pap?

Tom. Yes.

Jomnny. Sure, couple of weeks ago, when he died. Pap
had it for three whole days; all his friends came, and Ma.
let em smoke. Poor Pap, he couldn’t ; but he would have
been powerful happy to see Mr. Ezra and the rest of
’em smoke up the place, — somethin’ he weren’t let do.
That’s when we discovered the rat’s nest.

Tom. Gee, he’s a swell rat, livin’ in a parlor. Say, did
you ever see a church mouse? :

JornNy. Naw.

Tom. Iheard tell that no cat will touch ’em, *cause they’re
sacred or somethin’. Do you suppose a sacred mouse
would bring good luck?

Jounny. Sure, but it’s bad luck to steal anything from
church.

Tom. Shucks!

[Josie Miller, sister of Johnny, enters left. She skips
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on, eating bread and jam. She stops suddenly, on seeing

Johnny.

Joste. Johnny, there you are! Mamma wants you; she’s
been looking for you all morning.

JorxNY. Aw, go on home.

Joste (shouting at Johnny). Mamma wants you to take
the wash to Mrs. Thatchers. You’d better go home, or
T’1 tell Mamma on you.

JorNNY (threatening Josie with the paint brush). You
do,and 711 . . .

Josie (interrupts with a warning). You do, and 1l tell
Mamma. You know what she said about hitting me,
*cause I’'m a girl.

JorNnNy. Makes no difference to me. Rats or girls, I’ll
kill ’em all. How about it, Tom?

Tom. Sure, they’re all alike, Johnny.

Josme (turning on Tom). You needn’t make-believe, Tom.
I saw you follow that new girl, Becky Thatcher, home
from school. (In a sing-song woice, teasing Tom.)
Shame, shame, on Tommy! Tommy loves Becky!
Tommy loves Becky !

Tom (shouts at Josie; his cheeks are hot and crimson).
Shut up, Josie! '

Joste (defying Tom, and enjoying his discomfort). You
can’t make me shut up, ’cause I’'ma girl. And boys can’t
hit girls. (Josie continues to tease Tom.) Tommy
loves Becky! Tommy loves Becky!

Jornny. . That’s what I've got to listen to all day long.
Did you ever see such a big mouth?

Joste (furning on Johnny). You’d better go home,
Johnny. Mamma wants you. (Screams at Johnny.)
Mamma wants you! And you know what she does when
you don’t come home!

[Johnny, disgusted, throws the brush into the pail, goes
over to Josie, and flattens the bread and jam she’s been
eating all over her face. Johnny and Tom have a good
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laugh. As soon as she recovers her breath, she screams

for help.

Josre. Mamma . . . Mamma . . . Mamma!

JorxNNy (grabs Josie by the hair of her head). Come on,
you weasel. (With a yank, he drags the screaming
Josie offstage.) So long, Tom, see you later.

[Exits left.

Toum (shouts after Johnny). That’s the way to treat ’em,
Johnny! So long, pal. (Whistling can be heard off-
stage right. Tom turns, listens. He hangs rat on the
gate and runs to right.) Huckleberry!

[Huckleberry Finn enters right, carrying burlap bag
over his shoulder.

Tom. Hello, Huckleberry.

Huckrererry (keeps right on going, in his lazy way).
Hello yourself, and see how you like it.

Tom (walking alongside of Huck). What’s that you
got?

Huckreserry. Dead cat.

Tom. Lemme see him, Huck? (Tom stops Huckleberry
by standing in front of him. Huckleberry opens the bag
and T om looks in, but he quickly pulls his head out of the
bag. This time he holds his nose, as he takes a second
look. Then feels the bag.) My, he’s pretty stiff.
Where’d you get him?

Huckreseery (closing bag). Bought him off a boy.

Tom. What did you give? .

Huckreeerey. I gave a blue ticket and a bladder that I
got at the slaughter house. .

Towm (laughing at Huckleberry). Where’d you ever get a
blie Sunday School ticket?

Huckreeerry. Bought it off Ben Rogers a week ago for
a hoop-stick.

Tom. Say, Huck, what is dead cats good for, anyways?

Hucxreserry. Good for? Cure warts with.

[Sits on barrel.
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Tom. No? Isthatso? I Lknow somethin’ that’s better.
[Sits on ground at Huck’s feet.

Huckieeerry. I bet you don’t. What is it?

Tom. Why, spunk-water.

Hvuckreserry. Spunk-water! I wouldn’t give a darn
for spunk-water!

Tom. You wouldn’t, would you? Did you ever try it?

Huckreserry. No, I ain’t; but Bob Tanner did.

Toum. Who told youso?

Huckreserry. Why, he told Jeff Thatcher, and Jeff told
Johnny Baker, and Johnny Baker told Jim Hollis, and
Jim told Ben Rogers, and Ben told a nigger and the
nigger told me. There now.

Tom. Well, what of it? They’ll all lie; leastways all but
the nigger — I don’t know him. Shucks, now you tell me
how Bob Tanner done it, Huck.

Huocxieeerry. Why, he took and dipped his hand in a
rotten stump, where the rain water was . . .

Tom. In the daytime?

Hucxkreserey. Sure thing!

Tom. With his face to the stump?

Hucxreserry., Yes. Least, I reckon so.

Tom. Did he say anything?

Hocrreserey. I don’t reckon he did. I don’t know.

Toum. Aha! Talk about trying to cure warts with spunk-
water ; such a blame fool way as that. Why, that ain’t a
goin’ to do any good. (Gets up and crosses to right as he
talks.) You got to go all by yourself to the middle of
the woods, where you know there is a spunk-water stump ;
and just as it is midnight you back up against the stump
and jam your hand in and say (Tom jams his hand into
an imaginary stump.) “barley-corn, barley-corn, injun-
meal short, spunk-water, spunk-water, swaller these
warts.” And then walk away quick eleven steps, with
your eyes shut.

[Tom demonstrates as he nears Huck; Huck puts out
his foot and trips T'om.
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HuckLEBERRY. Aw, that’s too much trouble,

Tom. Awe, cutit, Huck. Do you want to hear the way,
or don’t you?

HuckreBerry. Aw right, go ahead.

Toum (continuing the demonstration). And then turn
around three times (4s T'om makes the turns he watches
Huckleberry closely; he distrusts his every movement.)
and walk home without speaking to anybody. Because
if you speak, the charm’s busted.

Huckrieserry. Well, that sounds like a good way, but
that ain’t the way Bob Tanner done it.

TomM. No sir, you can bet he didn’t. Because he’s the
wartiest boy in this town; and he wouldn’t have a wart
on him if he knowed how to work spunk-water. I’ve took
off thousands of warts off my hands, Huck. I play with
frogs so much that I’ve always got considerable many
warts. Sometimes I take ’em off with a bean.

Huckreserry. Yep, bean’s good. I’ve done that.

Tom. Have you, Huck? What’s your way?

Huckreserry. You take and split the bean, and cut the
wart so as to get some blood, and then you put the
blood on one piece of the bean. You see, the piece that’s
got the blood on it will keep drawing and drawing, trying
to fetch the other piece to it, and so that helps the blood
to draw the wart, and pretty soon, off she comes.

Tou (all excited about it). Yes, that’s it, Huck, that’s it;
though when you’re burying it, if you say, “Down bean,
off wart, come no more to bother me,” it’s better. That’s
the way Joe Harper does, and he’s been nearly to Coon-
ville and back, and most everywheres. But say, — how
do you cure ’em with dead cats?

HUCKLEBERRY (in an eerie tone). Why, you take your cat
and go and get in a graveyard ’long about midnight,
when somebody that’s been wicked has been buried ; and

*when it’s midnight, a devil will come, or maybe two or
three ; but you can’t see ’em, you can only hear somethin’
like the wind, or maybe hear ’em talk; and when they’re
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takin’ that feller away, you heave your cat after ’em,
and say, “Devil follow corpse, cat follow devil, warts
follow cat; I’m done wid ye!” That’ll fetch any wart.

Toxm. Soundsright. Did you ever try it, Huck?

Hyuckreserry. No, but old Mother Hopkins told me.

Tom. Well, I reckon it’s right then, because they say she’s
a witch.

Huckreserey. Say! Why, Tom, I know she is. She
witched Pap. Papsays so, hisownself. He came along
one day, and he seed she was a-witchin’ him, so he took
up a rock, and if she hadn’t dodged he’d a got her. Well,
that very night Pap rolled off’n a shed, where he was
a-layin’ drunk, and broke his arm.

Tou. Why, that’s awful, Huck. How did he know she
was a-witchin’ him?

Huckreserry. Pap says, “When they keep lookin’ at ye
right stiddy, they’re a-witchin’ ye”; especially if they
mumble, because when they mumble, they’re sayin® the
Lord’s Prayer backwards.

Toum. Say, Hucky, when you goin’ to try the dead cat?

Huckreseery. Tonight. I reckon they’ll come after
old Hoss Williams tonight. Their charms can’t work
*till midnight.

Tom. Lemme go with you.

Hucxkreserry. Of course, if you ain’t afeared.

Tom. Afeard? °’Tain’tlikely. Will you meow?

HucrresereyY. Yes, and you meow back if you get a
chance. Last time you kept me a-meowing around ’till
old Hayes went to throwing rocks at me, and says, “darn
that cat”; and so I hove a brick through his window, but
don’t you tell.

Tom. Iwon’t. I couldn’t meow that night because Aunt
Polly was watching me. But I’ll meow this time.
[Huckleberry takes a box from his pocket and empties

its invisible contents on the back of his hand.

Tom. Say, what’s that?

HvuckreBeerY. Nothin’ but a tick,
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Tom. Where’d you get him?

Huckreperry. Out in the woods.

Tom. What’ll you take for him?

Huckieserey. I don’t know. I reckon I don’t want to
sell him.

Tom. Allright,it’s a mighty small tick, anyways.

Huckreserry. Oh, anybody can run a tick down that
don’t belong to ’em. I’m satisfied with it. It’s a good
enough tick for me.

Tom. Sure, there’s ticks a-plenty. I could have a thou-
sand of ’em if T wanted to.

Huckreserry. Well, why don’t you? Because you know
mighty well that you can’t. This here’s a pretty early
tick; I reckon it’s the first one I’ve seen this year.

Tom. Say, Huck, I’ll give you my tooth for him.

HuckrEBERRY. Let’s see it. (Tom takes tooth from
pocket and shows it to Huckleberry.) Isit gen-u-wyne?
(Tom opens his mouth and shows the vacancy.) Well,
all right, it’s a trade. (They exchange. Becky
Thatcher can be heard offstage singing “A Froggie.”
Huckleberry looking left.) Say, here comes that new
girl. T’'m goin’, *cause wimmen is too onery nosey for
me. So long, Tom, see you tonight.

[Ezits right.

Tou. Her name’s Becky Thatcher, or somethin’. I hate
girls too. I guessT’ll gointo thehouse. Solong, Huck-
leberry, until night. (T'om watches Huck exit, then he
comes downstage to await Becky.) I bet she’ll notice
me when I show her the rat. (Tom takes the rat off the
gate and holds it behind his back. Becky Thatcher en-
ters left, singing, and jumping rope.) Hello, you’re the
new girl around here, ain’t yer? What’s your name?

Brcky (shyly). Becky Thatcher. What’s yours? Oh,
Iknow. It’s Thomas Sawyer.

Tom. That’s the name they lick me by. I’m Tom when
I’m good. You call me Tom, will you?

Broxy (shyly). Yes.
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Tom. Becky, do you love rats?

Becky (shivers at the thought of it). No, I hate them.

Tom. Well, I do too — live ones. But I mean dead ones,
to swing around your head with a string, like this.
[Tom swings the dead rat around his head.

Becky (terrified, screams and runs away, hiding behind
barrel). Take it away! Takeit away! Take it away!

Tom (crushed by his failure to impress Becky; he throws
the rat over the fence). Sorry, Becky. I thought
youw’d like it. It’s gone, Becky, I threw it over the fence.

Becky (with the rat safely over the fence, Becky wentures
to come out from behind the barrel). No, I don’t care
for rats — much, anyhow. What I like is chewing
gum.

Toxm. Oh,Ishouldsayso. I wishIhadsome now.

Brcky. Do you? I've got some. I’ll let you chew it
awhile, but you must give it back to me.

[Becky takes a stick of gum from her apron pocket and
offers it to Tom. She resumes her jumping.

Toum (taking gum). Gee, thanks. Becky, was you ever
at a circus?

Becky. Yes, and my Pa’s going to take me again some-
time, if I’'m good.

Towum (jumping with Becky). I’vebeen to a circus three or
four times — lots of times. There’s things goin’ on at
a circus all the time. I’m going to be a clown when I
grow up.

[Tom stops jumping; a sudden thought comes to him.
He takes a piece of wood and a penknife out of his back
pocket, and as he walks towards right, he carves the wood.
Becky. Oh, are you? That will be nice. They look so

lovely all spotted up.

Tom (busy carving). Yes, that’sso. And they get slat-
ters of money, too. Most a dollar a day, Johnny Miller
says.

Becxy (curiosity gets the best of Becky; she stops jump-
ing and goes over to Tom). What are you doing?
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Tom (turning away a bit, trying to make light of what he
is doing). Oh, I’m just carving something on wood.

Brcky (very curious). Let me seeit?

Toxnm (holds the wood he is carving closer to his body, away
from Becky’s sight). Oh, it ain’t anything.

Becky (persisting). Yes, it is.

Tom. No, it ain’t. You don’t want to see it.

BeckY. Yes,Ido. Pleaselet me.

Tom (finished carving, holds stick behind his back).
You’ll tell.

Becxy. No, I won’t, ’deed and ’deed and double ’deed, I
won’t. Now let me?

Tom. You won’t tell anybody at all? Ever, as long as
you live?

Becky. No, I won’t ever tell anybody. Now let me?

Tom (teasing Becky). Oh, you don’t want to see it.

Becky (angrily). Now that you treat me so, I will see it.
(She grabs the stick from behind Tom’s back and reads
the carved lettering on it aloud.) I—Ilove . . .
[Blushing to the roots of her hair, Becky does not finish

the sentence, but drops the stick and runs upstage with her

back to T'om and her face covered with her apron.

Towu (picking up the stick and finishing the sentence aloud).
You! (Tom puts the stick in his back pocket. There
is a pause; then Tom speaks wery softly.) Becky.
(No answer.) Becky. (Still mo answer.) Becky,
was you ever engaged?

Brcky (with her back to Tom, she responds shyly).
What’s that?

Towum (coming closer). Why, engaged to be married.

Becxky (still shy). No.

Tom. Would you like to?

Becky. Ireckonso. Idon’t know. What is it like?

Tom. Like? Why,itain’tlike anything. Youonly just
tell a boy you won’t ever have anybody but him, ever,
ever, and forever; and then you kiss, that’s all. Any-
body can do it.
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Bxecky (e bit puzzled). XKiss? What do you kiss for?

Tom. Why, that, you know —is to . . . (Girls always
ask the darndest questions.) Well, they always do that.

Becey. Everybody?

Tom. Why, yes, everybody that’s in love with each other.
Becky, do you remember what I carved on the stick?

Becky (blushing again). Ye-yes.

Tox (coming still closer). What was it?

Becxy (turning away). I shan’t tell you.

Tom. ShallI tell you?

Becxy. Ye-yes, but some other time.

Tom. No, now.

Becxy. No, not now — tomorrow.

Tom (disappointed). Oh, no-—mnow. DPlease, Becky.
I’ll whisper it. (Becky shakes her bowed head. Tom
continues to speak.) I’ll whisper it ever so easy.

Brcky. No, Tom.

Tom. Oh, please, Becky. (T om leans over and whispers
into Becky’s ear, “I love you.” Becky is overcome with
embarrassment; covers her face with her apron.) Now
you whisper it to me — just the same, Becky. (Becky
pulls away.) Oh, come on, Becky.

Becky (with her head still bowed, she turns towards Tom).’
You turn your face away, so that you can’t see, and then

I will. (Shyly turns her face up to Tom.) But you
mustn’t ever tell anybody — will you, Tom? New, you
won’t, will you?

Toxm. No, indeed, indeed I won’t. (He turns his face
away.) Now, Becky.

[Becky wery timidly whispers, “I love you,” into Tom’s
ear, then she runs up left, and hides her face in her apron.
Towm (all smiles). Now, Becky, it’s all over — all but the

kiss. (Goes over to Becky.) Don’t be afraid of that;

it ain’t anything at all. Please, Becky! (There is no

answer, so Tom puts his hands on Becky's shoulders and

turns her towards him, then he gently takes her hands

away from her face. He is about to kiss her, but stops
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to look up and then down the road to make sure no one is
about. Finding no one in sight, he quickly gives Becky
a slight peck on the cheek. Then with a sigh of relief
and triumph, he speaks.) Now it’s all over, Becky.
And always after this, you know, you ain’t ever to love
anybody but me, ever, ever, and forever, will you?

Brcxy (shyly). No, I’ll never love anybody but you,
Tom. And Il never marry anybody but you, and
you’re not to ever marry anybody but me, either.

Towm (all smiles). Certainly, of course.

[Tom takes Becky by the hand and they swing hands as
they walk towards right.

Tom. That’spartofit. And always coming to school,or
when we’re going home, you’re to walk with me — when
there ain’t anybody looking — and you choose me and
I choose you at parties, because that’s the way you do
when you’re engaged.

Becxy. It’ssonice. I mnever heard of it before.

Towum (walking on air). Why, it’s ever so gay! Why, me
an Amy Laurence . , .

[T om clamps his hand over his mouth. He realizes he has
said too much.

Becky (with a startled cry). Oh, Tom! Then I’m not
the only girl you’ve ever been engaged to.

[She turns away from Tom and bursts into tears.

Toux (ashamed, not knowing what to say). Oh,don’t cry,
Becky. Idon’t care for her anymore.

Brcky (crying bitterly). Yes, you do, Tom; you know
you do.

Tox (puts his hand gently on Becky’s shoulder to turn her
around. But she pulls away). Becky, I don’t care
for anybody but you. (Pleadingly.) Becky — Becky,
won’t you say something? (Becky is inconsolable.
Tom takes a door-knob from out of his pocket, breathes
heavily on it, then rubs it on his overalls to give it a
polish.) Thavesomething for you, Becky.

Becky. Idon’twantit!
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Tou. Please, Becky, won’t you takeit?

[Puts door-knob into Becky’s hand.

Becxy (throws the door-kmob to the ground). Oh, go
away! Goaway!

Tom (picks up door-knob; puts it back into his pocket.
He makes an attempt to speak, but loses courage. Then
he remembers the chewing-gum. He takes it out of his
mouth and puts it into Becky’s hand). Becky, here’s
your chewing-gum.

[Utterly crushed, he walks through the gate and out of
sight. Becky, still weeping, senses she is alone, and turns
to find Tom gone.

Brcky. Tom! (She runs to the gate, climbs up on it
and calls.) Tom! Tom, come back! Tom! (But fo
no avail. Crying bitterly, she gets off the gate and
comes downstage.) Amy Laurence! (She puts the gum
in her mouth.) Amy Laurence! (She bends down
and picks up her rope.) Me—and Amy Laurence'
[Crying bitterly, she runs offstage left.

Curtain
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A SHARE IN FREEDOM

It is early evening at the Allen menage. The male mem-
bers are relaxed in the living room, while the feminine mem-
bers of the household are still in the kitchen cleaning up the
debris from the night’s onslaught on food. Mr. Allen, a
fortyish man, is ensconced in the large upholstered chair at
the right stage, where a floor lamp obligingly beams over
his shoulder. Mr. Allen, naturally, is reading the evening
paper. Bud, his teen-aged sonm, believes ome thing which
he’s learned at school, and that is that one should recline
directly after a heavy meal to let the food digest. Hence,
we see him sprawled out on the davenport left. One arm is
thrown over his head, one foot is resting on the floor, the
other on the back of the davenport.

On a table back of the davenport and against the left
wall is a telephone. Near it is a small chair. At 3he back
wall and to the left of the door is a radio; to the right a
bookcase. A chair is nearly center right. There are three
doors: one at the center back leading to the outdoors; one
at the left leading to the kitchen; and the third to the right
leading to the upstairs. About the room are other chairs,
stools, and the common knick-knacks that make a house a
home.

When the curtain rises, there is a moment’s pause. Then
the telephone rings. Mr. Allen, looking sternly at his son
and seeing no sign of activity, rises with a martyred air,
lays aside his paper and his glasses, and crosses the room to
answer it.

Bup (yawning). If it’s Blondie, I’'m not at home. If it’s
Fuffy,I am. Definitely. And if it’s Toodles, you don’t
know — you’ll see.

Mz. Arrex (in phone). Hello. Oh, yes, Frank. Fine.
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How are you? Do I want to buy a couple of tires?
Why do you ask that? Oh, I see. Sure, I can always
use a couple of spares. Mine are all good, but you never
can tell how long they are going to last. You’re sure
I won’t get into any trouble about it? Where does he
get them? I see. A little political pull, eh? O.K.
Put me down for two. Thanks, Frank. Good-bye.

[He hangs up receiver, recrosses to his chair, and re-

sumes interest in his paper.

Bup. Hey, Dad!

[Holds out palm towards father, wriggling fingers.

Mz. Arrex. What do you want?

Bup (tapping palm with other hand). Place it on the life-
line.

Mz. Arren. What kind of talk is that?

Bup. Cross the palm. Pay me what you owe me.

Mz. Ariex. I don’t owe you anything!

Bup (now sits up; both feet on davenport). But, my

_ most venerable progenitor, you do. It becomes very
painful for me to have to remind you that yesterday you
were a bit short of ready cash. Gave me a verbal I.0.U.
There’s still fifty cents due me on my weekly stipend.

Mz. ArieN. You mean your allowance?

Bup. Some people might call it that. I call it a pittance.

Mz. Arren. Then get up and ask for it in a respectable
way.

Bup (rises). You insist on formality?

Mz. Arren. X insist on respect.

Bup (stands respectfully before his father, bows slightly,
and speaks in exaggerted politeness). Please, my honor-
able pater, if it is entirely convenient for you to consider
the matter of finances, may I respectfully remind you
that on this day of our Lord, one thousand nine hundred
and forty-three, there is a little obligation relative to the
filthy lucre called money . . .

Mz. AvieN (with disgust). Oh, hush! Here.

[T osses him the coin.
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Bup. Thanks, esteemed dispenser of the family payroll.
[He hurries to the telephone.

Mz. ALLEN. And see that you spend it wisely.

Bup. Youleave that to me. Earning’s your department.
Spending’s mine. (In phone.) Cloverdale 7772.
(Pause.) As right as Roosevelt, honey.

Mz. Arrex. Don’t be so fresh to the operator.

Bup. Shelikesit. (In phone.) Hello, gorgeous. Apollo
speaking. (He has twisted himself around in the chair
80 that he now stretches a foot out to the davenport back,
thus making a kind of suspension bridge.) What do you
think, beautiful? I’'m a capitalist again. Yes, Dad
just paid up his debt. Want to help me spend it?
Well, there’s always the movies — twenty cents a head.
That’s forty cents for the two of us, and that leaves a ten-
cent balance for two nickel cokes.

[Mrs. Allen enters from right.

Mes. ALrEN. Bud Allen! Take your feet off the furni-
ture!

Bup (shushing her). What’d you say, peaches?

Mzs. ALLEN (takes hold of his feet and places them on
floor). Don’t they teach you any manners up at high
school?

Bup. Can’t hear you, bright eyes. The maternal vol-
cano is erupting .

Mz. Aviex (rises). Young man, don’t you talk like that
about your mother.

Bup (into phone). So’s the paternal volcano. See you
later. Drop around and we’ll spend my petty cash.
[Hangs up.

Mz. ArreN. And another thing — if you’re going to take
a girl to a show, why do you have her call for you?

Bup. ’S easier. She’s got the car and the gas.

[Goes back to davenport.

Mzs. ArzenN. Honestly, Bud, I don’t know what kind of
teachers you can have. Do they let you act like that
around school ?
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Bup. Sure.

Mz. ArreNn (turns back to right). But don’t they say
anything? :

Bup. Sure.

Mz. Arren. What?

Bup. They say, “Do your parents let you act like that
around home?”

Mz. ALLEN (sits and resumes reading of paper). Humph!

Mzs. ALLEN (goes to door right and calls). Marion, put
some of that hot soup in a jar. T’ll take it over to Mrs.
Colby.

Mz. ALLEN (ezclaiming over paper). Well! For land’s
sakes!

Bup. Bet one of Dad’s old girl friends has made the
headlines again.

Mgzs. ArrenN. Bud, for goodness’ sakes, I wish you
wouldn’t be so flippant.

Me. Arrex. This is nothing to wise-crack about. Dick
Parker — that’s John Parker’s boy — remember, Char-
lotte? He was a classmate of mine.

Mes. ArrEN. Of course! What’s happened to Dick?

Mz. ALieN. Missing at sea.

Mgs. ArLeN. How dreadful. He was such a promising
young boy. Was going to be a doctor —

[She goes over to read over her husband’s shoulder.

Mz. AviLen (points it out; then reads it aloud). Air-
plane was known not to have been equipped with a rub-
ber life boat because of a shortage of these crafts. Itis
believed that the entire crew is lost.” Huh! No rub-
ber life boat! That’s outrageous!

Mzs. ALLeN (walking left). That’s terrible! Those poor
boys!

Mz. ArreN. Guess I’d better send John a card of sympa-
thy. ,

Mzs. Arren. I’ll buy one for you when I go out. Oh,
that reminds me, Henry, could you let me have ten dol-
lars?
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Mz. Arren (feeling in pocket). Guess so. Grocery
money give out?

Mzs. ALLEN. Well, you see, I want to take some of the
girls out for lunch tomorrow. We’re going to the Alpine
Chateau. And there’s a nylon sale . . .

Mz. ALLEN (passing her a bill). Why don’t you feed the
girls some sandwiches here at home? Lots cheaper.

Mgzs. Arrex. Oh, Henry . . .

[Marion enters from right.

Mazrion (handing soup to her mother). Here, Mother.
It’sniceand . . . (Seesherfather.) Oh,Dad! There
you are! Gee, am I glad you’re home.

Mz. Arren. Is your allowance due, too?

Marriox (innocently). What?

Mz. Arrex. I thought I paid you yesterday.

Mazrion. Oh, no, that wasn’t my allowance! That was
foranewhatI . ..

Mze. ArreN. Anewhat? Great scott, you’re always buy-
ing hats!

Bup (rising from his lethargy). Say! If you gave her
money for a new hat, I'm going to get that jacket . . .

Mzes. Avzexn. You’ll get it, Bud. For your birthday . . .

Marion. Don’t howl before you’re pinched.

Bup. Just the same, you always get more . . .

Mgzs. ALLEN. Oh, let’s not start that again. I’ll run over
with this soup for Mrs. Colby. Since she’s been working
for the refugees, I’ll just bet she never takes time at night
to cook herself a good hot meal.

Mazrion. What has she heard from Jimmie lately?

Mzs. ArreN. Nothing — since she had that telegram
from Washington that Gordon was killed in action.

Mz. ArreN. I guess Mrs. Colby’s doing her bit, all right.

Mgs. ALrLeN. She’s only got Jimmie left now. Well, I’ll
hurry over before this soup gets cold. If Patsy gets
through with the dishes before I come back, tell her to

~ go to her room and study.

Bup. Smart idea.
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Marron. It’d be just as smart for you to do the same.

Bup. Oh, yeah? What about you . . .

Mes. Arren. Now, children, don’t start that! If any-
body calls about tomorrow, tell them it’s the Alpine
Chateau.

[She exits.

Marion., Well, what about it, Dad?

Mz. Arren. What about what?

Mazrion. Now, don’t be such an innocent lamb, Daddy
dear. You know I’ve just got to have . . .

[Patsy skips in from right.

Parsy. O.XK. Got the dishes done! (Sees her father,
runs to him and throws her arms about his neck. She
might even plant a big kiss on his cheek.) Oh, hello,
Daddy! Gee! AmI glad you’restaying home tonight!

Mz. ALrEN (an automaton, he reaches for his pocket).
How much?

Parsy (extending palm). A dime.

MaerroN (also extends palm towards him). Me, too, Dad.

Me. ArrEN. Say, can’t you kids do anything but stretch
out your palms? What in the world do you do with all
the money I hand out to you?

Buo. I’m taking Splendiferous to the show tonight. “She
Couldn’t Love Twice.”

Me. AvLEN (in disgust). Trash!

Bup. No — tragedy!

Mazron. AndI’ve got to have a dollar for some nail polish.

Mz. ALLEN (exploding). A dollar? For nail polish?

Mazion. Sure. It lasts a long time.

[She wafts her hands gracefully in the air as she ap-
praises them.

Parsy. AndIwant someicecream. CanIgo tothe drug
store now, Daddy?

Mz. ArreN. Idon’tknow. Waituntil your mother comes
back.

Mazion. She said you had to go to your room and study.

[174]



A SHARE IN FREEDOM

Parsy. Morbid idea! It’ll only take me a minute to run
to the drug store, Daddy.

Mr. ArreN. Seems like a terrific waste of money — to
put it all in your stomachs or on your finger nails or on
some hotsy-totsy movie.

Bup. Have to keep up the old morale, Pop, during this
reconstruction period.

Mr. Avrex. Really? I didn’ think you kids knew that.

Parsy. Sure I know it! Look what I’'ve done for my
government! (She displays a cut finger.) Tying bun-
dles!

Mz. ALLEN (now lays aside his paper permanently). And
what have you done, my Dresden lady?

Marion. Me? Plenty. I went around one whole eve-
ning begging for the Junior Red Cross.

Mz:. Arrex. And you think that pays your debt to
America? (To Bud.) And you, my Flaming Youth,
what have you done to promote the cause of Freedom?

Bup. Who? Me? I sang “God Bless America” in the
assembly for the relief drive.

Mz. ArreN. Butdid you give anything?

Bup (matching his coin on back of his hand). How could
I? T never have any money.

Mz. ArreNn. You would have, if you didn’t spend it all on
pleasure.

Bup. Oh, Pop, don’t be an old kill-joy.

Mz. ArLEN (rising). You know what I think of you kids.
I think you’re all a bunch of self-centered, selfish, and
pampered . .

Parsy. Brats.

Me. Arren. Well, I wasn’ going to say anything that
strong. And then, again, maybe I was, too. But if
you think that singing a few patriotic songs or collect-
ing old clothing is enough to do, you’re mighty mistaken.
If that’s all you care for Freedom, if Liberty and the
preservation of it doesn’t mean a few sacrifices, then
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you’re going to wake up some day to the realization that
we’ve lost it!

Mazion. Well, goodness, Dad, what else can we do?

Parsyr. We girls can’t enlist now.

Bup. Gee whiz, Pop, I'm not old enough.

Mz. Arrex. Don’t hide behind alibis like that! Every
one of you can do something vital to preserve Freedom.

CriLpreN. What?

Me. Arrenx. You can buy a share in peace, with the
nickels and dimes and quarters and dollars you spend
every day on foolish pleasures.

Patsy. Aw, gee, Daddy, what can a dime do?

[She looks at him appealingly.

Mazion. And a dollar is a mere drop in the bucket. Now
if you’d give me five dollars every week . . .

Bup. Sure! That’sit! Give me the money, and I’ll buy
some food for the starving.

Mz. Arren. You’re an able bodied boy. What’s the
matter with your getting out and earning it?

Bup. Me? How could I do that?

Me. Arren. Ihappen to know that Mrs. Colby next door
would like a boy to tend to her yard. She’ll pay fifty
cents a week.

Bup. Only fifty cents? Why, that’d take me months
justto . . . (Door opens. Mrs. Allen enters, followed
by Jimmie Colby.) Look! Jimmie Colby’s home!
[Jimmie Colby steps inside. His right sleeve hangs limp.

His head is bandaged. The children crowd around

him,

Evervone. Jimmie! Welcome home! Well, this is a
surprise! When did you get back?

Jivmre. Hello, folks! Just got back tonight, and I can
only stay a moment. Just ran over to say hello.

Mgz. ArLEN (shaking his left hand). Well, we’re sure glad
to see you, Jimmie!

Parsy. 'Tell us about the war, Jimmie!

Jivmie. I wish I could, I wish I could tell you everything.

[176]



A SHARE IN FREEDOM

How those fellows out there fought like heroes. How
— how — I saw my own brother die!

Mz. ALLEN (pats his shoulder). We know, Jimmie. Your
brother was a wonderful young man!

Joamie. He was my commanding officer, you know. We'd
had a tough battle with the Japs, and when it was all
over, Gordon saw me lying out there in a fox hole. That
— that was when this happened.

[He indicates his empty sleeve.

M=z. ALren. We’remighty sorry, Jimmie.

JmMmrE. Gordon went out to bring me in — and — sud-
denly from somewhere loomed a Jap. Gordie saw him
first and whipped out his gun and fired — but his gun
was empty. His last bullet was gone!

Bup. Jiminy!

Mzs. Arren. How awful!

Jmamre. If somewhere in these United States, some school
kid had spent ten cents for war stamps so my brother
could have had one more bullet, his life would have been
spared. But the Japs got him.

Marion. How terrifying! Ten cents between life — and
death!

Jmamre. And then the Jap saw me, but I was ready.
Somehow, with my left hand, I’d got hold of my gun and
let her go. He toppled over, but I wasn’t sure he was
dead, so I was going to give him another, just in case.
But my gun was empty, too! You see, we’d been run-
ning low on ammunition out there. But, thank God, my
first one got him, and I'm here to tell the tale. If my
gun had been empty too . . .

[He is unable to finish. Ewveryone is tremendously im-
pressed.

Mz. Arren. I guess we folks back home didn’t know how
much you needed our help.

JmMMIE. America is the grandest country on earth, Mr.
Allen. You realize that when you’re away from it.
America is worth dying for; and she’s worth living for!
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She’s worth every sacrifice we can make to keep her a

great nation. Good-night.

Mz. ArLeN. Good-night, Jimmie.

Oruees. Good-night.

[Jimmie hurries out the door. There is a heavy pause
as his footsteps recede.

Parsy (with a sick expression). I don’t think I want any
ice cream. ¥ -—1 wish I’d been spending all my dimes
for war stamps so — so Gordon Colby could be living —
now.

MazioN (spreads out her fingers and surveys them). Red
finger nails, that cost a dollar. Isn’t it funny what a
moment or two can do to your whole life? Finger nails
used to be terribly important to me. They aren’t now.
It’s having fingers that’s important, fingers and hands
and arms! And what color they are is never going to
make the slightest difference again! (T'urns to father.)
You know what I'm going to do? I’m going to invest
that dollar in Freedom! For Mrs. Colby’s refugees!

Boub (sits thoughtfully). Idon’t feellike going to a movie.
I —1 wonder if Donna would mind if I spent that fifty
cents for . . .

Mzs. AvLEN. You wereright, Henry. The girls can come
here and eat sandwiches tomorrow, and I can wait for
nylons a while longer. This ten dollars is going to
Mors. Colby’s refugees.

Mz. AvieN. I guess even I have been too content to let
the other fellow do the work of preserving this land.
P’m going to cancel that order for those tires. Proba-
bly black market! Maybe that rubber will go to make
a raft so that no more Dick Parkers need to go down
to the bottom of the Pacific because I didn’t do my duty!
So what about it, folks — you, out there in the audience.
Are you willing to buy a share in Freedom?

- [Bud, or maybe someone else, or perhaps all of them,
break out in the singing of “God Bless America,” or some
other patriotic song as the curtain falls.
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CAST

Sapie, a maid

Awmy CRrAMER, an angel child
Kenny CraMer, ker brother

Mgs. CraMER, their mother
Paviris CraMER, Amy’s sister

Eric Wirriams, Phyllis’ boy friend

Tive. Evening of a spring day in the present year.

Prace. The action of the play takes place in the living
room of the Cramer’s home, located in a small Mid-Western
citv. :
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It is the living room of the Cramers’ home, located in a
small Mid-Western city. The room is neatly and pleas-
antly furnished, with an eye toward comfort rather than
style. The main entrance to the room is an arch, midway
in the back wall. This leads, at the left, to the front door,
and, at the right, to a staircase to the upper storey; neither
front door nor staircase meed to be visible from the au-
ditorium, unless desired. Another door, well downstage
in the right wall, leads to the kitchen and dining room, and
there are windows in the left wall. There is a large divan
in the corner up right, with a coffee table in front of it and
a floor lamp behind. In the corner up left, a flat-top desk
and desk chair; on the desk, a telephone. A small round
table stage center, with table lamp on it. Two easy chairs,
left and right of table, respectively, and a third in the
corner down left, with a floor lamp upstage of it. A con-
sole radio against the right wall, below the door. Books,
pictures, ash stands and bric-a-brac as desired.

Sadie is discovered on stage, straightening up. She
doesn’t seem very interested in her work, merely giving the
furniture a perfunctory slap from time to time with her
dust cloth.

Awvy (after a moment runs in, excitedly). Héy, Sadie!
What time is it?

Sapre. Is late.

Anmy. ‘Sure, sure — but how late?

Sapte. Is very late. Is time I go. Your mama thinks
I work overtime, but I tell her: “No, sir, Missis Cramer,
tonight I don’t work. TonightI . . .”

Axy. Okay, okay! (Walks impatiently toward radio.)
All I wanna know, is it eight o’clock yet?

[Turns on switch on radio.
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Sape. No, is about twenty after seven.

Amy. Is that all? (Turns switch off again.) Huh!
And I ran all the way from the corner because I thought
it was late. (Crosses to table.) I got more ’n half an
hour yet before he comes on.

Sapre. Comes on what?

Avmy (picks up newspaper from the table and stands look-
ing at it). On the radio, stupid!

Sapre. Someone comes on radio? Whoitis?

Amy. Ateight o’clock. You know who comes on at eight
o’clock.

Sapie. No.

Aumy (unable to believe her ears). Goodness willikens! I
thought every dope knew that.

Sapie. Not me. I make guess, yes? (Concentrates.)
Maybe is Andy and Amos, yes?

Awmy. No, not Amos and Andy, stupid! It’s — it’s him.
(Her face aglow with a far-away look.) Mr. Sinatra!

Save (blankly). Is dot so?

Amy. Frank!

Sapre. Oh,dot’sright. (Swatting at the furniture again
with the dust cloth.) The crooncher.

Amy. “Crooner!’

Sapre. Poddon me!

Ay (the blissful look on her face). He’s only the greatest
man who ever lived, that’s all.

Sapme. Greater yet as Abraham Lincoln?

Avy (disdainfully). Huh! Could Abraham Lincoln
croon?

Sapre. I dunno.

Amy. Tl see what they say about him in tonight’s paper.
[Crosses with it to the divan and sprawls out; starts to

turn the pages.

Kenny (after a moment calls from offstage). Mom!
(Hurries on. He is wearing the black trousers of a
tuxedo suit and a stiff shirt and collar, which are much
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toolarge for him. Heis holding the loose ends of a black
bow tie.) Where’s Mom, Sadie?

Sapre. In the kitchen, helping me with the dishes.

Kenny. Helping you, huh?  (Starts for door, calling.)
Mom! Mom!

Mzs. Cramer (at same time enters). All right, P’m not
deaf, Kenny. (Looks him over in amazement.) Well,
heavenly days!

Awmy (looks up and giggles). Where’d you get the fent?

Kenny. Now, no wisecracks from you, infant.

Mzs. CramEer. 1 suppose there’s some explanation for
this? '

Kexny. Oh, sure! Just tie this tie for me, will yuh,
Mom? That’s all I want you to do.

Mzs. Cramer. Kenneth Cramer, what are you doing in
your father’s best pants?

Kenny. Can’t yuhsee? Wearing *em.

Mzs. Crameg (looking him over carefully). And his shirt,
and his collar and tie?

Kexxny (wriggling impatiently). Aw, Mom! This is no
time for a lot of talk. I got an important engagement.

Mazs. Crames. Answer my question, Kenny.

Kzexny. Well, I borrowed ’em. Naturally. :

Mazs. Cramrr. Borrowed them? And does your father
know that? _

Kexnny (evasively). We —had a discussion.

Mzgs. Cramer. And what did he say?

Kexny. He didn’t say I couldn’t.

Mgs. Cramer. He most certainly didn’t say you could.
1 seem to remember that very plainly.

Kexny (desperately). Mom! I tell youI gotno time to
argue. You want me to go to the dance naked?

Amy. That would be some thrill.

Ke~nvy. Shut up, you!

Mzs. Ceamer. Wear your nice blue suit.

Kenxy (horrified). To the Easter Dance? The most
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important one of the whole year? You want me to be a
laughing-stock, Mom? And what would Clarissa say?

Mgs. Cramer. Clarissa?

Axy. Clarissa Schultz. He calls her his pin-up girl, and
she calls him lambkins. Ugh!

[Kenny shoots her a murderous look.

Mgs. Cramer. Well, ’m sorry . . .

Kenny (bitterly). You won’t buy me a tux of my own.
You seem to think I’'m still a kid. You forget I’m seven-
teen. All the other boys have ’em — every single one
but me.

Mgs. Cramzer (adamant). You’ll just have to get your
father’s permission, Kenny.

Kenny. Okay, where is he?

Mzs. CramER. At the factory, working late. Tonight of
all nights, with tomorrow Easter Sunday . . .

Kexny. Well, how can I ask him if he’s working?

Mges. Cramer (querulously). You’d think he has the whole
world on his shoulders, the way he sticks to that factory,
night and day.

Sapie (takes a slap at the furniture with what looks like
an air of finality). I go now, Missis Cramer.

Mgzs. Cramer. What? ‘

KexNy (simultaneously with Sadie’s speech above). He
won’t even know I’m borrowing it. Come on, tie the tie,
will yuh, Mom? )

Mgzs. CramMer. What did you say, Sadie?

Sapre. I gonow.

Mzs. Cramer. Oh,dear! There’s somuch to be done yet.
I don’t suppose you could? . . .

Sapie (shakes her head). 1 go.

Kexnny. But, Mom . ..

Mzs. Cramer (ignoring him). Well, if you must, you
must. Er, Sadie, would you consider coming in for just
a little while in the morning?

Sapre. Is my day off.

Mgs. Cramer. Yes, I know, but . . .
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Kenny. Mom! Will you kindly lissen to something im-
portant?

Mzs. Cramer. This is important. Just for a couple of
hours, Sadie? We’d pay you, of course, and . . .

Saore (shakes her head firmly). Ismydayoff. Igonow,
Missis Cramer.
[Crosses and exits.

Mzs. Ceamer. But Sadie!
[Hurries off after her.

Kenny. Mom! (Crosses.) Oh, don’t go way, Angel
Child. T hafta talk to you.

Amy. Don’t worry, I won’t. (4s he exits.) Not till
eight o’clock!
[Looks through paper.

Prvyrris (after a few moments enters). You here, Amy?

Amy. Uh-huh! (Phyllis sighs and, looking woebegone,
drags herself across to chair left and sits in it. Amy
finishes with the newspaper, throws it aside with an ex-
pression of disgust.) Some paper! Not a thing in it
about him — not a single thing.

Pryrus. About whom?

Awmy. Mr. Sinatra, of course!

Pryrrs. Oh, him!
[Sighs deeply.

Awmy (shoots her a look). Say, what’s the matter with
you?

Pryrris. Nothing.

Amy. Ain’t youinterested in Mr. Sinatra any more?

Pryriis. Not very.

Amy. That’s what’s the matter with you women: you’re
so fickle. Well, he’s still got me.

Payrris. Has he?

Anmy. Youbet! And you know what I’m gonna do to him
some day? I’m gonna marry him.

Pryryrss (smiles wanly). Don’t be absurd, child. )

Amy. Okay,butyou’llsee. They said Edison was absurd,
too, didn’t they?
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Payris. In the first place, he’s already got a wife, and
in the second place, he hasn’t got the remotest idea you’re
even alive.

Amy. He will have. (Confidently.) I gotmy ways. I
generally get what I go after.

Payris. Iknow you do, but I’d like to see you get Frank
Sinatra.

Aumy. You just wait and see, that’s all. (Short pause.
Phyllis sighs again.) Boy, you look like you just came
from a wake.

Payirs. I’'m sorry my looks don’t meet with your ap-
proval, Amy.

Axmy. Oh,I guess it’s no skin off my teeth. Well, as long
as you’re here, we might as well take care of a little busi-
ness.

Pryrrs. Business?

Awmy. Uh-huh! (Gets out a small memo book from her
pocket.) Now,lemme see. Oh, here we are. You owe
me — uh — seventy cents for this week.

Pryriis. Do I?

Amy. Yeah,twenty-five cents for leaving you alone in here
with Oswald Wednesday night, twenty-five for not tell-
ing what I heard Johnny say to you that time, and twenty
cents you didn’t have last week and said you’d give me
this week.

Payrus.  All right, you'll get it. Mom hasn’t given me
my allowance yet.

Awmy (looks at her). Ain’t you even gonna put up an argu-
ment?

Payrris. No.

Amy. Goodness willikens! You have gotitbad. What’s
the matter, Phyl?

Prvruis. Nothing, not a single thing, I tell you.

Amy. Hey, why ain’t you getting dolled up?

Pryrris. What for?

Awmy. What for? For the dance, of course.

Pryiiis. Obh, I (Sighs.) I’'m not going to the dance, Amy.
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Amy. Not going? ‘°Course you’re going. You got a
date with Eric Williams. You been writing letters back
and forth for a month just about tonight.

Pryiuis How did you know that?

Auy. I got my ways. When you’re in business like me,
you gotta have contacts.

Pryrrs. Well, Eric and I haven’t got a date. It’s—
it’s been called off.

Amy. Why?

Pryius. 1 don’t think that’s any of your business.

Amy. Maybe it is.

Pryrus (a heart-broken look on her face). If he wants
to throw himself away on the first female that happens
along, then I guess I’'m just not interested in him any
more.

Amy. Who? Who’s he throwing himself away on?

Pryrris. Wanda Pritchett, if it’s any concern of yours.

Ayy. That one? (Phyllis nods.) You mean he threw
you over to take her to the dance?  (Phyllis nods sadly.)
Boy, what a dope! Well, what are you doing about it?

Pryrus. Nothing.

Any. You meagpyou’re gonna take it laying down?

Pavius (alarmed at the tone of her voice). Now, Amy,
you stay out of this.

Amy. Lissen, Phyllis, you ain’t very bright, but after all,
you are my sister, and we Cramers hafta stick together.

Prayruis. Amy!

Anmy. Besides, this is business. (Jumps up and paces for
a moment.) Lissen, I got an idea. Would it be worth
a dollar to you if Eric Williams took you to the dance
tonight ’stead of Wanda Pritchett?

Preyrus. Certainlynot! I. ..

Awmy. Okay, okay, a half a dollar, then — but that’s rock
bottom!

Paviuis. I won’t have you meddling in my affairs. Why,
if Eric should find out, I’d be mortified.

Aumy. Well, someone’s gotta protect the honor of the
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Cramers, and you ain’t woman enough. I’d even do it
for nothing, only it’s against my principles.

Paviuis (weakening). You mean — you really have got
an idea?

Avy. Youleavethattome. All you gotta dois get ready
for the dance.

Pryrris. But . ..

Mzs. CraMER (enters, followed by Kenny). That Sadie!
I wish I could afford the luxury of firing her.

Kexnxy (his tie has been tied). Mom . . .

Mes. CramEr. The answeris stillno, Kenny. It’s enough
I’m letting you wear your father’s suit. I know he’ll
raise Halleluiah about that.

Kexxy. But I'm not asking for much, Mom. Only five
dollars.

Mzs. Cramer (shakes her head). Not five cents. Why,
Phyllis, aren’t you getting ready, dear?

Puyiris. Why (4my nudges her.) I was just going to,
Mom.

[Rises, looks uncertainly at Amy, then crosses up to
arch.

Mgzs. Cramer. Oh, were you?

[Phyllis exits.

Amy. Where’s the phone book, Mom?

Mes. Cramer. Somewhere in the desk, I suppose. What
do you want with the phone book?

Awy. Oh, I gotta make a business call.

[Goes to desk and looks through drawers.

Kexnny. Mom, will you kindly lissen to reason?

Mgs. Cramer. I’'m sorry; I'vé got too many things to do,
Kenny. .

[Crosses to arch.

Kzenvy. You want everybody to think I’'m a piker? My
gosh, how’m I gonna explain it to Clarissa, coming to a
swell dance like that with empty pockets?

Mgzs. Ceamez. You should have thought of that sooner.
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You’re two weeks ahead on your allowance now, and
that’s enough, Kenny.

Kexxy. Well, how about four dollars? (She shakes her
head.) Three? Two? One? (Shekeepsshaking her
head.) Not even fifty cents?

Mes. Cramer (firmly). No! And that’s final. Excuse
me.

[Ezits.

Kexxy (groans). Oh! The things a man’s gotta con-
tend with! I guess parents are necessary, but some-
times it makes yuh wonder.

Any (who has got the phone book out and is looking
through it). How many “I’s” in Williams?

Kexny. Two. Lissen, Angel Child, I guess it’s up to you
now — I don’t like to ask yuh, but I guess it is.

Any. Later.

Kexxy. But this is business. I got a little proposition
for yuh, Amy.

Amy. Okay,okay! Seemelater. Can’t you seeI’m tied
up right now?

Kexxy. You won’t go way, will yuh? (She shakes her
head.) You better not, ’cause I'm depending on yuh —
heaven help me!

[Crosses and exits.

Awmy (takes the phone off the hook and dials a number.
There i3 a short wait, then she speaks into the phone).
Hello, I would like to speak to Mr. Eric Williams. Okey-
doke. (Short pause.) Hello, is this Mr. Williams?
This is Miss Cramer. No, not Miss Phyllis Cramer —
her sister. No, we ain’t never met socially. Well, it’s
about Phyllis. Oh, she’s feeling awful, Mr. Williams —
awful. Well, I ain’t saying she’s exactly sick, but if
you wanna see her again, you better hurry. She keeps
saying your name; you know, like sick people do in the
movies — she keeps saying, “Eric! Eric! Eric! My
darling . . .”
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Sapie (enters, dressed for the street; crosses to arch and
calls). Missis Cramer!

Anv (a hand over the receiver). Sshh! Sadie!

Sapre. Poddon me!

Amy (into phone). What did you say, Mr. Williams?
(Her face lights up.) You will? Right away? In
about five minutes? Okey-doke. I gotta go back to
her now. I’m nursing her, you know. G’bye!
[Hangs up.

Sape. Somebody comes here?

Any. Oh, you wouldn’t understand, Sadie. It’s business.
(Picks up a magazine from the desk.) So that’s where
my funny book got to.

[Crosses with it and sprawls on the divan.

Mzs. Cramer (at same time enters). Did you ca]l me,
Sadie?

Sapie. I’'m ready now. I go.

Mzs. Cramez. Oh, and I suppose you want your money?

Sapie (nods). I want.

Mzs. Cramer. Well, I’ve got it ready.

[ Reaches into her pocket, gets out some money and hands
it to her.

Sapre (counts it carefully). Flve, ten, fifteen . . .

Mzs. Cramer. It’s all there.

Savie (laughs playfully). Is better you be careful, no?
Thanking you, Missis Cramer.

[Puts it into her purse.

Mzs. Ceamer. You’re welcome. Sadie, can’t I possibly
prevail on you to help me out by coming in for a little
while tomorrow morning?

Sapme (stubbornly). No. Is impossible.

Mgzs. Cramer. Why?

Sape. Must get my rest. Is working hard all week, so
much rest one day, no?

Mzs. Cramer. Work hard? Well, I suppose you could
say that. But-— we do try to make it pleasant for you,
and . . .
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Sapre (magnanimously). Oh, sure! Is very finest peo-
ples here. I give good recommendation.

Mzs. Cramer. You’ll give us a good recommendation?

Sapm. Youbet! When Ileave, I give,no?

Mzs. Cranmer (fearfully). Oh, Sadie! You’re not think-
ing of leaving?

Sapie (shrugs noncommittedly). Is possible.

Mzs. Ceamer. But why? Aren’t you happy here?

Sapie. Oh,yes. Sure;isvery fine peopleshere. Only . . .

Mzs. Cramer. Only what?

Sapie. Only, must work too hard. All the time working
hard is not good for the health, yes?

Mzs. Cramer. Well, I — I had no idea you felt that way,
Sadie. Of course, we — we don’t want you overworking
yourself.

Sape. No, is bad.

Mzs. Cramer. Yes. And — er — perhaps you— you
could take it a little easier from now on.

Sapie (smiles and nods). Is good. I go now.

Mzs. Cramer. All right. And, Sadie, don’t get here Zo0
early Monday morning.

Sapie. You bet! Don’t worry, Missis Cramer, I don’t.
[Smiles and exits.

Mzs. Cramer. Heavenly days! What did I have to go
and open my mouth for! (Kenny enters. He has put
on the tuxedo jacket, which is several sizes too large for
him.) And as for you, young man, don’t say a word,
not a word.

Kenny (innocently). Why, Mom, I wasn’t gonna say
anything.

Mzs. Ceamer. Don’t, because I’m in no mood for it.
[Crosses angrily and exits.

Kexxy. Now what’s eating her?

Amy. Idon’tknow. (Muses.) Ibet,if Mr. Sinatrahad
Superman’s suit, I bet he could fly, too.

Kexny. Huh? Say, what are you talking about?

Amy. Never mind. You wouldn’t understand.
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Kexxy. Well look, Angel Child, how much money you
got?

Amy. Not enough.

Kexny. What d’yuh mean, not enough?

Amy. Not enough to lend you five dollars.

Kzexny. Okay, let’s not beat about the bush. I'm in a
hurry. What’s the limit you could let me have?

Awmy. I might scrape together a dollar seventy-five.

Ken~y (sighs). Chicken feed, but it’ll have to do. Hand
it over. R

Amy. Oh,no! Itain’t aseasy asthat.

Kexnny. What d’yuh mean?

Avy. How bad do you want it?

Kenwy. Bad enough to pay the usual rate of interest.

Anmy. Fifty percent?

Kzxny. It’s bloody murder, but you got me in a spot —
you Shylock. Fifty percent.

Awmy. Okey-doke. You know how much you owe me now?

Kenny (grimaces). Don’t remind me of it.

Awmy (gets out her memo book). Lemme see — here it is:
“Account of Kenny Cramer” — uh — exactly four dol-
lars and twenty-nine cents.

Kenxy. What’s that extra twenty-nine cents for? It
was four dollars even, last I heard of it.

Auy. That’s for getting that stamp the other day when
I mailed that letter to your girl friend in Centerville.
Kexny. Okay, that’s only four cents. Or has the price

of stamps gone up?

Awmy (smiles). The other twenty-five is for keeping my
mouth shut about what was inside the letter.

Kenny (angrily). What? You opened it. Why, you
— you little . . .

Amy. Ub-uh! Better watch what you’resaying.

Ken~y (conirols himself with a struggle). Okay, okay,
I owe yuh four dollars and twenty-nine cents.

Amy. Plus this dollar seventy-five,

Kenny. Yeah.
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Amy. And fifty percent interest.

Kenny. Yeah, yeah! Just let me have it, that’s all.

Awmy (hesitates). Ithink I’ll make you do something extra,
Jjust for losing your temper.

Kenny (fearfully). Now, wait! I ain’t got time. Cla-
rissa — I mean — I’m in an awful hurry.

Axyy. Oh, this won’t take long.

Kexny (sighs). Well, what is it?

Amy. All you gotta do is get down on your bended knees
and kiss my foot.

Kexxy. Oh, no! Oh, no, there’s a limit; a man’s gotta
draw the line some time.

Ay (shrugs). Okey-doke! I guess it’s no skin off my
teeth.

Kexny. After all! After all— am I a man or a mouse?

Awmy. If youwant that dollar seventy-five, you’re a mouse.

Kenxy. Lissen, Angel Child, I’ll do anything — anything
but that.

Awumy (carelessly). Suit yourself. Ho-hum!

[ Begins to look through funny book again.

Kenny (furiously). You’re the — the — nastiest —
the . .

Amy. TUh-uh! Temper! :

Kenny (struggling to hold on to himself; between gritied
teeth). Okay! Okay, Il do it. But—I’ll never be
able to look myself in the eye again.

Amy (as he hesitates). You better hurry up, before I
think of something else.

Kenny (as he gets down on his knees at her feet). If Cla-
rissa only knew the sacrifices I hadda make so she could
have a banana split . . .

Mzs. Cramer (hurries on and crosses to arch). Kenny!
What are you doing?

Kenny. Nothing!

Mazs. Ceamer. T’st, t'st! Playing games — at your age.
And in your father’s best suit. What’ll he think?
[Ezits.
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Amy. Well — go ahead and kiss it.

Kenxy. Yuh mean yuh really want me to?

Any. Certainly!

Kenny. Sometimes I wonder what you got in the place
your heart ought to be.
[Closes his eyes, quickly bends over and kisses her foot.

Amy. Okey-doke!

Kexxy. CanlI get up now?

Awmy. T guess so.

KeNNy (as he gets to his feet). 1 guessIknow how a worm
feels now. Well, lemme have it.

Axy (gets some money from her pocket. As she does so,
the doorbell rings). Oh, that’s Eric Williams.

Kexny. Who? What’s he doing here?

Awmy. Never mind. I gotta let him in.

Kexny. Dlldoit. I’m going now, anyway, if you’ll just
gimme that money.

Axy. Don’t say anything to him. Just let him in.

Kenny. Okay, okay! (Impatiently holds out his hand
for the money, and she hands it to him.) Thanks! It’s
the hardest I ever earned.

Anxy (smiles). Well, have a good time.

Kenny (crossing to arch). I doubt it. Il keep seeing
myself — kissing your foot!
[Shudders and exits. Amy rises. )

Eric (a short wait, then he rushes in. He is wearing a
tuzedo). Where is she? Where is she?

Amy. Howdoyoudo? IguessyoumustbeMr. Williams.

Eric. Yeah.

Axy. I’'m Miss Cramer, Miss Amy Cramer.

Eric. Huh? Say, are you the one I spoke to on the
phone just now?

Axy. Uh-huh!

Ezic. Well, where’s Phyllis? Can I see her? She isn’t
any worse, is she?

Amy. Oh, no.

Ezic (remorsefully). Poor kid! To think she’d be call-
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ing out my name like that. Would you believe it, I didn’t
even know she was sick.

Amy. Well, she isn’t.

Eric. What? )

Anmy. I mean — she’s not sick any more. She’s — uh —
she’s better now.

Ezrrc. Better? You mean she’s — cured?

Amy. Well, practically.

Eric. But ... (Looks at Amy suspiciously.) Hey,
what is this, a joke?

Axmy. Oh,no ...

Eric. First, you tell me over the phone she’s dying . . .

Amy. I didn’t say that, Mr. Williams.

Ezric. Well, you made me think so. Then, when I get
here, I find out she’s cured. Boy, I bet that was the
quickest cure on record. As a matter of fact, I don’t
think she was ever sick at all, was she? Well, was she?

Awmy (hesitates, then shakes her head). Huh-uh!

Eric. Yeah, that’s what I thought. Well, what’s the big
idea?

Amy. Just a little business proposition, Mr. Williams.

Errc. Business? Say, are you nuts? Did Phyllis think
this up all by herself, or did you help her?

Amy. Oh, she didn’t think it up — she’d be too dumb to
—1 mean (Sighs.) I guess I better make a complete
confession, Mr. Williams.

Eric. Never mind; I haven’t got the time.

[Starts for arch.

Awny (quickly). No,don’t go, Mr. Williams. Igotiatalk
to you.

Eric. Well, what is it?

Amy. I just wanna ask you one thing: what’s Wanda
Pritchett got that Phyllis ain’t?

Eric. Huh? Isthatsupposed to be a riddle?

Axy. No, it ain’t. I’'m just asking yuh.

Eric. Never mind about Wanda Pritchett. Is that all
you had to say to me?
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Amy. Nope. Lissen, I guess you don’t know how many
men asked Phyllis to marry her last week, do you? (He
shakes his head.) Fifteen!

Eric. Fifteen? What is she, in the wholesale end of it?

Axy. Well, maybe only ten . . .

Eric. And maybe none.

Awmy. No, honest, Mr. Williams, everybody thinks she’d
make a wonderful wife. 1 guess you don’t know what a
swell cook sheis. You oughta see her — uh — fry eggs.

Ezric (laughs). You’re a funny kid, all right. You sure
think a lot of your sister, don’t you?

Any. Ub-hub, fifty cents’ worth!

Eric. What?

Axy, Imean — I sure do think a lot of her.

Egric. Ido,too. She’s a fine girl, one of the finest I ever
met. And I guess I treated her like a heel.

Amr. Yeah.

Eric. I don’t guess she’d have anything more to do with
me after that.

Any. Oh, I don’t know, Mr. Williams. She forgives
awful easy.

Errc. You think she might — I mean — where is she now?

Any. Upstairs, getting dressed for the dance.

Eric. Oh, she’s got another date, huh?

Amy. Nope.

Ezric. Then why’s she getting dressed for the dance?

Any. Lissen, Mr. Williams, you wanna ask her yourself?

Eric. Oh,no. I...

Anmy (crossing to arch). Itll only take a minute. Tl
send her right down.

Eric. But ...

Amy. You wait there. It’ll only take a minute.

[Runs out. There is a short wait, while Eric fidgets
nervously about the stage; then Phyllis runs on. She is
wearing a semi-formal dress and carries an evening wrap.
Puyius. Hello, Eric. Amy said you wanted to ‘ask me

something.
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Errc. Yes,I—I— Gosh, you look nice, Phyllis.

Pryivis. Oh, do you really think so?

Eric (fervently). I sure do.

Payrvris. Well — thanks, Eric.

Eric. You’re welcome. (There is an awkward little
pause. Embarrassedly.) I—1 guess you must think
T’m an awful heel.

Puyivis. Oh, no. Why should I think that?

Eric. Well — after the way I treated you, and all.

Pryruis. After all, a person’s got a perfect right to
change his mind if he wants to.

Eric (gulps). But —1I didn’t want to.

Puyius. Dido’t you? It certainly seemed like you
did.

Ezic: I mean — not really. And then, when your sister
called me up and told me you were so sick, something
hit me (4 hand in the general region of his heart.) right
in here.

Payruis. Oh, so that was her idea. And you came here
because you thought I was sick?

Eric. Well, yes. Didn’t you know?

Payiws. I certainly did not. And I —I’m sorry you
wasted your time, Mr. Williams. (Not looking at him.)
Hadn’t you better go? You don’t want to be late for
your date with Wanda Pritchett.

Exic (slight pause; miserably). Listen, Phyllis. I'm—
Y'm glad 1 came over here now.

Payrus. Are you?

Eric. Yes. All the time, while I was away at school, I
kept thinking of this date I had with you tonight and
looking forward to it. And then I got in town the other
day, and I happened to run into Wanda . . .

Pryrris (her back still turned). Oh, you just happened
to run into her?

Eric. That’s the truth, whether you believe it or not. I
ran into her, and we got talking, and — well, you know
how Wanda is. The first thing I knew I had a date with
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her. But— honest, Phyllis, I didn’t want to make that
date.

Pryius. Then I guess you haven’t got much will power.

Eric. Iknow I haven’t, but . . . Won’t you look at me,
Phyllis? (She hesitates.) Won’t you?

Payrus. Well . . .

[Slowly turns and faces him.

Eric. Listen, Phyllis: it’s not too late yet. I know I
don’t deserve it, but — will you go to the dance with me?
[Amy enters and stands in the arch listening, unseen by

them. 3

Pryiis. How about Wanda?

Eric. Oh, her! (Makes a face.) We'll stop at her
house and I’ll tell her I’m taking you. Will you come?

Payrus. You’re sure you really want me to?

Egrrc. Positive!

Payrus. Well . . . (Slowly breaks into a smile.) All
right, then, Eric.

Eric (happily). Gee, that’s swell! We’ll have a great
time, you’ll see. I gotta thank your little sister.

Pryrus.  Yes, I guess she deserves the credit.

Awmy (coming down to them). Tl take the cash.

Pryiis. Amy, have you been listening again?

Eric. Iwanttothank you, Amy. You didme a big favor
tonight.

Pryris. Both of us.

Eric. I don’t know how I can ever repay you.

Axmy. Well, is it worth . . .

Pavrus (cuts her off). Amy! Hadn’t we better be go-
ing, Eric?

Errc. Yeah, I guess so;it’s getting late.

[He and Phyllis cross to arch.

Mzs. Cramzr (enters). Oh, you’re all ready, Phyllis.
And this is Erie, isn’t it?

Ezaic. Yes, ma’am.

Payrus. sWe're just leaving, Mom.
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Mgrs. Cramer. Oh, are you? Well, have a nice time.
Have a nice time, children.

Eric. Wewill. Goodbye. Goodbye, Amy — and thanks.

Pryiris. Don’t wait up for me, Mom.,

Amy. Hey, Mr. Williams! What time is it?

Ezic (looks at his watch). Two minutes to eight. Well,
goodbye!

[He and Phylis exit.

Mgs. Cramer. Heavenly days, my feet! (Sits on divan.)
This is the first chance I’ve had to sit down tonight.
Eric is such a nice boy, isn’t he?

Auy (crossing to radio). I guess so, but he’s an awful
dope. Just in time for Mr. Sinatra.

Mgs. Cramer (vaguely). Sinatra? Who’s that?

Awmy (turns on the switch). Who’s that? Only your fu-
ture son-in-law, that’s all!

Quick _Custain
~
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CAST

Axronio PaGcriacci, an organ-grinder
Txmomas WILsSON, a police magistrale
Eppiz Scrirps, a reporier

Tim CArrLAmAN, @ plain-clothes man
Reop RILEY, a policeman

Mns. WeNnTwWORTH-JONES, herself

Time. The present.
Scewm. A police court.
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Across the entire rear wall stretches a raised platform,
with a railing in front and a high pulpit-like desk in the
center. At both ends of the platform there are gates in
the railing, with two steps to get back of it and upon the
platform. About four feet in front of this railing is an-
other, extending only as far as the gates and then turning
almost at right angles; within these angles, at both sides,
are benches. Near the center, a little to the right, is a
low round stove, red with rust. Door leads to sireet at
left; door leads to cells at right. The rear wall is deco-
rated with a miscellancous assortment of brewery calendars,
“Police Gaxzetiee” pictures, posters announcing a Fire-
man’s Ball, “Reward” bills, etc. On the desk are some
dilapidated law books, some dockets, a pile of newspapers,
ink-stand and pens, a box of cigars, a telephone, etc. Near
the stove are two spittoons and an empty coal-scuttle.

'Police Magistrate Thomas Wilson, a tall man of mili-
tary bearing, gray hair and moustache, with his left sleeve
empty, is sitting at the desk, making entries in ithe large
docket. Eddie Scripps, reporter, with a straw hat and a
prevailing air of chipper self-confidence, sits upon the rail-
ing at the left, with his feet upon the bench. Red Riley, a
well-fed policeman, whose first name might apply either to
his hair or his nose, is leaning over the railing at right, and
aims occasional streams of tobacco-juice at the nearest
spittoon.

Riey. If you want to get a good story for the “Hornet,”
go an’ hear them Peace Dames denouncin’ the President
as a war-monger.

Scripps. I ain’t no Sob Sister.

Rirey. It beats all. You newspaper guys — anything
looks like work is some other fellow’s job.
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Scrrpps. That’s how we keep fat and get rich.

Ruoey. You reporters gotta snap — all the banquets you
go to, and feed free, but if a policeman grabs a pea-
nut from a dago you write half a page an’ call ’im a
grater.

Wirson (rising and leaning over desk). Hundred and
twenty-two dollars this morning —and about forty
cigars. *

[Holds out box toward Scripps.

Scrreps. I’ll take this Henry Mud.
[Scoops up three or four cigars.

Rizey. You got the making of a policeman in you.

Scrrees. Hundred and twenty-two bucks from drunks and
disorderlies.

Wirson. Don’t forget the Polish christening and the
rooster fight.

Scripps. Leave it to me. (Slides down from his perch
and prepares to go out.) Gee, what’s coming here?
[Door left has opened; Mrs. Wentworth-Jones appears.

Wirsox. Show the lady in, officer! (T'o Scripps.) 1
guess the servant girl has left without telling where she
hocked the spoons.

[Scripps lingers, sharpening a pencil.

Rirer. This way, ma’am. That’s Judge Wilson there.

Wrison. Yes, madam, I am the magistrate.

Mzs. WentworTa-JoNES. I think I wrote you a note.

WisoN. A note? What about? ‘

Mgzs. WentworTH-JONES. That’s the way the police bu-
reauis run. No attention was ever paid to it — thrown
into the waste-basket, I presume.

WirLsoN. Madam, if you will tell me your name, and what
the note was about, perhaps . . .

Mzs. WeNTworTH-JONES (with a glance at Scripps). So
it will all be in the yellow papers? You know well enough
what it was about? It was about that Italian organ-
grinder who goes up Sylvania Avenue every morning.

Wison. Oh!
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Mzs. WeNTwoRTH-JoNES. Isn’t there an ordinance for-
bidding organ-grinders the street?

Wirson. Why, yes . . .

Mzs. WexTworTH-JONES. Then I’d like to know why the
police do not enforce the law?

Wirson. We received your complaint . . .

Mzs. WeNTwoRTH-JONES. And that’s all youdid. Three
mornings in succession the same Italian has passed down
Sylvania Avenue, grinding out his tin-pan alley tunes
until everyone is on the verge of nervous prostration.
The nuisance is becoming intolerable.

WmsoNn. We took action . . .

Mzs. WenTworTH-JoNEs. You’re afraid you’ll lose the
Italian vote. Fifteen minutes ago he started down the
street again. If these people are permitted to continue,
why not confine them to poorer quarters, where the racket
will not grate on refined ears?

Scripes (Zo Riley). She wants Toscanini to bring his
symphony orchestra down her way.

Rmer. Hell, she’d want fiddles with Angora cat-gut.

Wirson. Madam, if you would have given me time to
speak, I would have explained to you. We received your
complaint, and took action. A plain-clothes man was
sent to watch for this Italian. It isn’t often we get
complaints ; most people like the music.

Mzs. WeNTWORTH-JONES. You ought to hear the tunes;
he plays “Onward, Christian Soldiers,” like a jitterbug.

Scrrees. It wouldn’t hurt some of our Christian soldiers
to step lively.

WiLsoN. The tunes make no difference to us. If there’s
a complaint, we enforce the law. The plain-clothes man
has orders to arrest the Italian if he catches him.

Mzs. WenTworTH-JONES. 'This is the last time I complain
here; if the nuisance is not stopped . . . We pay heavy
taxes and we demand protection . . . We . . .

CarLrangAN (voice heard off left). Now march right in, will
yez? I’ve heard enough of yer palaverin’; in wid yez!
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Towio (wvoice heard off left). Whata fora — I no doa not-
ting — whata fora you arresta me?

Wison. If I am not mistaken, madam, the desperate
character you complain of has been arrested. Step
aside, please, for a minute.

[She turns right. The door at left is opened wviolently,
and officer Tim Callahan pushes through it an Italian
organ-grinder, who clings tenaciously to his organ, which
is suspended from his shoulder by straps and sustained by
a sort of wooden stilt.

CarrasaN. Onwid yez. Onwid yez. On wid yez!

Toxnro. I no doa notting. I no doa notting.

CarramaN. Thedevil — yez were playin’ a tune *at sounds
like an Orangemen’s parade.

WirsoN. Bring him up here.

CarraEan. Come on. Come on!

[Drags Tonio to front of desk.

Wivrson (fo Mrs. Wentworth-Jones). Will you prefer the
charge?

Mzs. WentworTH-JONES (reluctantly). Must I appear
in this?

Wirson. That’s the way with you people; you growl and
complain, but when it comes to standing by your guns,
you haven’t got the gumption. What’s your name,
Giuseppe? First be sworn.

Toxro. My name no Giuseppe. My name Tonio — An-
tonio Pagliacci. I no doa notting. He come and ar-
resta me. I saya to him, I no doa notting.

Wrisox. Shut up, will you? — and take the oath. You
fellows are a damn nuisance, and I’m going to make an
example of you. You were grinding your organ down
Sylvania Avenue. Do you swear?

Toxio. I no swear. I belonga to de Holy Name.

CarramaN. I caught ’im, yer Honor. He’s a damn
nuisance.

Toxto. I nodamn nuisance. I playa de nicea tune.
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Mzs. WexTworTH-JOoNES. Atrocious! Perfectly atro-
cious! You should have heard it!

Wirson. Never mind what sort of a tune it was.

Carraman. It were r-rotten!

Wirson. That’ll do from you, too. Tonio, I’'m going to
soak you — just to make an example of you. We have
had a number of complaints about you — from the rich-
est and best people of the town.

[Mrs. Wentworth-Jones swells with pride.

Toxto (looks at her defiantly). When I maka de poora
little children glad, I no cara when de richa man getta
mad.

Wizsoxn. Youdon’t care,don’t you? Well,wedo! Kven
a rich man still has some rights in America. That’ll cost
you ten dollars fine — and don’t do it again.

Toxto (dazed). Tenna dollar — whata for?

Scrieps. That goes to buy some Standard Oil for the
torch of Liberty enlightening the world.

Toxio. Tenna dollar — whata for? Dey tella me Amer-
ica de free countree ; you soaka me tenna dollar for playa
de nicea tune?

Wirson. Maybe you’d sooner go to the works for thirty
days. Take your choice.

Riey. That’s the way to settle dem damn dagoes!
Tonto. Christoforo Colombo was a damma dago when he
discover America so Irisha man getta job on police.

Wirsox. Pay your fine and git!

Towio (puts his hand to his head in a dazed way). Ino
understand. In de olda countree, in de Italy, Ameri-
cana man giva me tenna dollar to playa de organ. Here
he maka me paya de tenna dollar.

Rmey. Somebody gave ye ten over there, did they?
That’s good, Dago! Now shell out the same tenner.
CarramaN. Was it old man Rockefeller gave yez the tin?

Scripes. A dime! To stop playing?

Tonio. I no knowa hisa name. Drunken sailor man in
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street — one time in Napoli — I playa “Homa, sweeta

Home.” He cry — cry like little baby. Then he coma

up anda giva me tenna dollar gold.

Rirey. The man was drunk, sure.

Scripes. I thought maybe you had gotten the ten from
some crowned head. Ever play for the king of Italy —
or the Pope?

Toxto (draws himself up proudly). When I wasa de littla
ragazzo, I play for de great general in de whole world —
the great general no say Tonio damn nuisance.

WirsoN. You better plank down your fine and get out.

Scripes. Let’s hear about the general, Dago. Was it old
Garibaldi?

Mzs. WeNtworTH-JONES. Il go, your Honor. I’'m glad
the police are so efficient, but sorry to hear they are so
much addicted to profanity.

Wirson. It oils the machinery of justice, madam. We
have to swear to make the rascals respect us.

[She gathers up her skirts, and sweeps in a parabolic
curve around the spittoon and past Tonio, who tries to
follow her.

Toxro. I no doa notting. Whatta fora maka me paya
de tenna dollar? Italiano man poor — no gotta de mon
— no doa notting. .

Mgzs. WenTworTH-JoNEs. And this is the nation that
writes our grand operas that cost us seven dollars a seat !
[Exits.

WiLson. Come, pay your fine and git!

[Makes entries in docket.

Scripps. Let’s hear about the general, Dago?

Toxto. De gran’ general no say me damn nuisance.
[Puts his organ gently on top of the stove.

Scrreps. Tell us all about it, and I’ll give you a free
write-up in the “Hornet,” and run in a half-tone picture
of your monkey.

Tonio. Iliva in de New Yorka, many years ago — littla
ragazzo, lika dat. Ona day I playa on de corner of
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bigga street — playa two time, den go away. Den
young woman coma outa bigga house, runna after Tonio,
giva me de halava dollar. “Playa some mora,” she says.
“Play de ‘Star Spangle Banna.” Sicka man he wanta
hear.” She pointa up at window uppa-stairs. I playa
some mora — “Star Spangle Banna” anda Verdi “Mi-
serere” (He hums the tume.) then Tonio go away.
Nexa day I coma some mora.

Rmey. Yez rimimbered the half-dollar.

Wirsoxn (looks up). Don’t forget the ten.

Tonro. I playa de “Star Spangle Banna” anda Donizetti
marcha “Belisario” (Hums the tune.) anda girla coma
some mora anda say, “Coma playa evera day. General
verra sicka.”

Scrreps. Did she give you another half buck?

Toxto. I coma nexa day, an’ nexa day, an’ nexa day. I
comsa evera day to bigga fina house. I playa “Star
Spangle Banna,” ‘Belisario,” “Trovatore” — evera
day. Nexa week — maybe two week — girl coma down
an’ say, “General wanta come uppa.”

Scereps. Plot thickens ; badger game!

Tonto. Me go uppa. Fina house — nicea lounge —
picture on wall — statua — many sworda, many sworda !"
Me go uppa fronta room — see de general. Him sitta
in de bigga chair — pillow holda him uppa — blanket
arounda de leg. (Wilson looks up, becoming inter-
ested.) General, he say to me: “Ilika you play. Ilika
hear de ‘Star Spangle Banna.” Maka me thinka *bout
Appomatto.” ‘

WirsoN. What’s that? (Leans forward.) What’s that?

Townio. Appomatto. Appomatto! Den general say,
“What de odder tune — sad, slow, stronga tumne?”
“Belisario,” I say to general. General, he say to me,
“Play him.” I play “Belisario” — you know “Beli-
sario”?

Carraman. He don’t peddle bananas on my bate.

Toxio. Oh, “Belisario” — datta “Belisario.”
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[He reaches for the crank of his organ, on the stove, and
plays the march from Donizetti’s opera “Belisario,” a
composition in which frustrated ambition, desolate glory,
and solemn sorrow are sublimely mingled.

Rroey. That’s a domn fine tune, all right.

Scrrpps. What the general say?

Toxro. I tella de general abouta de opera in Milano —
how olda general longa time ago winna many battle —
winna alla world — den king putta out his eyes, and he
have to begga bread in street — blinda, he starve.
(Wilson is very much interested.) Den general say to
me, “Yes, poora Belisari, poora Belisari! Dey do sama
way now — putta out eyes, maka begga in street.” I
no understanda. Den general say to me, “You playa
evera day,” he saya. “Evera day till I dead. I die
soon, verra soon. You play evera day — playa ‘Beli-
sari’ anda ‘Star Spangle Banna.’ Datta maka me
thinka *bout Appomatto.”

Wison (leans forward). What’s that?

Tonto. Ap-po-mat-to! Afterwhila some mora day,
maybe two weeka, girl coma down to corner some mora.
(4l are now listening intently to the Italian’s story.)
She saya to me, “Dey taka de general away tomorra.
He senda you thissa — no gotta de mon.” She give me
medaglia, golden medaglia, with face of general on
medaglia. Nexa morning dey taka general away in
bigga carriage. Dey calla him, “Il grando general.”
When carriage go away, I play “Belisario.” He looka
from window, looka at Tonio. I play “Belisario” an’ cry
lika littla baby. Bigga carriage go away, an’ Tonio
looka at picture on medaglia.

[He fumbles a medal suspended from his neck by a string.
WizsoN. What’s his name?

Toxto. After some mora day I hear de general he die. I
never forget. I go away from de New Yorka — coma
here to playa de organ — make de littla children dance
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an’sing. Delittla children no thinka Tonio damn dago.

Il grando general no thinka de organ damn nuisance. 11

General Belisario !

[He again fumbles the medal suspended from his meck,
while plunging the other hand into his pocket, which is filled
with small change.

WirsoN. Let’s see that medal, Tonio; let’s see it?

Tonto. Tenna dollar fina! Me no doa notting. Tenna
dollar?

[Brings out coins.

Wirson, Let me see that medal!

[Tonio hands it to him.

Scripps. Is it a long-lost uncle?

Wirsoxn (looks long at the medal). I have seen that face
before. I know it well. I have seen it black with the
smoke of battle, bright with the joy of victory. I have
seen it at Donelson, at bloody Shiloh, in the Wilderness,
at Appomattox, in weary days before Richmond. It is
a face I never will forget. (His voice breaks.) The
man that saved the Union!

Toxnto (counting coins). Tenna dollar — no doa notting
— den dey tell Italiano man America de free countree.
Tenna dollar!

WirsoN (pushing back coins). Never mind! Fine is re-
mitted. Remitted —no need pay. Take your medal
and go back and play in Sylvania Avenue. :
[Hands medal back to Tonio.

Toxio. Whatta you'say?

Carraman. Warisdiclared agin!

Wiison. I told you to go back and play in Sylvania Ave-
nue. :

Toxio (gathers up coins). No needa pay?

Wirson. No, get out.

Scrrpps. Give him a pension, why don’t you?"

Wirson. Many draw pensions for less.

Rirey. If he goes back and plays in Sylvania Avenue, that
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there Mrs. Von Highton will be around raisin’ Halle-
lujah.
[Tonio packs up his organ.

Wisson. Officer Riley, you tell that woman this man has
special permission to play wherever he damn pleases.
[T onio moves toward door.

Riiey (puzzled). By whose order, if she axes?

Wirsox (rises very erect, and carries his hand to his cap).
Tell her — tell her it is by order of General Grant!
[Tonio grinds out “Star Spangled Banner,” while Wil-

son stands at attention.

Curtain
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STRANGER IN THE NIGHT

Madame Terron lives in a small cottage by the railroad
track with her grandson, Jean. She is a “garde barriére.”
It is her duty to lower the barrier against traffic and pedes-
trians when notified by telephone of an approaching train.
T'rains come and go with regularity; the only break in the
dull routine is caused by fog or flood. The cottage is
sparsely furnished: a round table covered by a checkered
cloth; a couch that serves as a bed, drawn near the stoove
for warmth; the stove, French style, away from the wall,
downstage left. Backstage right, is the door to the out-
side. A dresser, & small window, shuttered on the outside,
center. On the wall downstage right is the telephone, and
below it the entrance to Jean’s bedroom. A lamp, a shrine,
and a few chairs complete the furnishings.

It is in the early hours of a cold November morning.
Madame Terron sits on the side of her bed facing the stove,
clad in an ample nightgown, a little black shawl over her
head, carpet slippers on her feet, yawning and shivering.
She reaches for a woluminous black skirt lying across the
foot of the bed and struggles into it, fighting her yawns as
she does so. Then she moves a coffee-pot forward from the
back of the stove, to heat the coffee, and stands warming
her hands, when the telephone rings. She looks at it with
an unfriendly eye.

Muye. T. You! And what might you want at this time
in the morning? (She puts the coffee-pot on the stove
and hurries to answer another ring.) Oh, take hold of
yourself! Give a woman time. Allo? Allo? No, no,
no, do I sound like a sergeant of police? What? This
is the house of the level-crossing guard at Le Roussey.
Get the guard? I am the guard. The railway guard!

[215]



STRANGER IN THE NIGHT

Eh? No man in the house? But naturally there is a

man in the house, — my grandson. Eh? No, no, no.

Take hold of yourself and listen tome. My grandson is

now . .. allo? ... allo? ... (Shke drops the re-

cewer in disgust.) What an invention! -

[She comes back to the foot of her bed, gets from it a
woollen jacket and shrugs herself into it; then reaches two
cups down from the dresser shelf, putting them on the table,
and comes close to the stove to warm herself. Soon she
turns her head to listen to a sound she alone can hear, and
almost at once someone knocks on the door, and she goes to
open it to her grandson, Jean Terron. Heis young, about
nineteen. He comes in, muffled against the cold, carrying
a lighted lantern, which he turns down and stands on the
floor while she shuts and bars the door.

JeEaN. Brrr! What a night. (He comes down to the
stove to warm himself.) You can eat it. It is like the
weather Antoine-Marie writes about from Canada.
When the train went through, her headlights were no
more than a candle-flame in the fog; the rest of her I
could not see. And before she finished shaking the
ground, her tail-light was a pin-prick and then (He
snaps his fingers.) it was out!

Mue. T. They may like such things in Canada. For me,
no thank you!

Jean (amused). You’ve been here winters enough to be
used to the weather, Granny.

Mue. T. (tartly). But never shall I accustom myself to
being called a sergeant of police by that invention on the
wall there.

JEaN. Sergeant of police? (He laughs.) Wrong number
again?

Mue. T. (disgusted). Wrong number. And if I am told
that a train is due in ten minutes and I look at the wrong
number on the clock and I go to the barrier to find that
one of those racing motorists, who think the good God
made roads for them alone, has run into the train be-
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cause I am not there in time to drop the barrier, how

long shall T keep my job? Tell me that. But girls in

the telephone can get away with murder. (She sits on
the end of her bed, rubbing her knees.) Is that coffee
hot?

Jean (feeling it). Yes. Tl pour you a cup, Granny.
(He fetches cups from table and fills one.) But Lise is
nice.

Mwue. T. Ay,it all comes back to that. IfI am called the
public executioner by the telephone, what matter? Lise
isnice. (She takes the cup he offers her and sips while he
fills the other cup.) IsLise on night-duty now?

Jean (laughing). I’m afraid she is, Granny.

Mwme. T. What did I tell you?

JEAN (sitting beside her). What you should do is let me
take the night work, while you stay warm in bed.

Mue. T. Ha! And the next thing would be: “Madame
Terron, you are too old for your job. We have given it
to your grandson.” A nice thing!

Jean. Grand. Itwould keep the job in the family.

[She gives him a rough caress in the form of a push.
Mme. T. Ah—badboy! Drink up your coffee and go to

bed.

Jean. It’shot . . . I wonder who wanted the sergeant of
police.

Mue. T. The President of the Telephone Company.
And do you know what for? To arrest Lise, for giving
so many wrong numbers.

[This amuses her so much that she laughs aloud, bring-
ing down one hand and her cup on her knees with enjoyment.
Jean laughs with her, humoring her, then speaks hesitat-
ingly.

JEAN. Granny, you — you like Lise, don’t you?

Mwue. T. Like . . . ? Put the cups on the dresser and
go to bed. Is this the hour for talking marriage-settle-
ments?

Jean. No,but Granny . . .
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[4 knock at the shuttered window and a dim cry outside
silence them.

Man., Let me in!

Muz. T. (crossing herself). Merciful saints, who can it
be at this hour?

Jean (jumping up). The police! That call! Someone
they’re wanting.

Mye. T. Then let him stay outside.

[Frantic knocking on the shutter.

Max. Let mein! For the love of heaven, let me in!
[Jean moves. Mme. Terron catches his arm.

Mwue. T. Let him stay. Mixing up with police business
never did anyone any good. If we’re quiet, he’ll think
the house is empty, and go.

[They are silent. The knocking stops. Then in a min-
ute it ts renewed, this time on the door.

Maxn. Letmein! Oh,letmein! Iamdying of cold!

JEAN (freeing himself). That fog would freeze the heart
of a railway tie.

[He goes toward the door, stopping to lift and turn up
the lantern.

Mwme. T. Ah! The fog — I had forgotten it, heaven for-
give me. (She rises and turns up the lamp.) Give me
the lantern while you unbar the door.

Max (hammering wildly). Letmein! Quickly. Quickly!

Mue. T. We are coming.

JEaN. One minute!

[She holds the lantern. Jean unbars the door. Framed
in the doorway is a Man, wet, shivering, clad only in pa-
jamas and slippers.

Mue. T. (startled). Heaven protect us!

[Jean, also startled, moves as though to bar the Man’s
entrance, but the Man puts him aside and comes in with a
certain dignity in spite of his attire, of which he seems quite
unaware.

Man. How dare you keep me waiting so long? Close the
door!
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Jean (still holding it open) But I think you’ve made a
mistake, sir, we . .

Man. Close that door at once! How dare you dispute an
order?

[He looks so stern that Jean obeys slowly.

Muz. T. But who are you? Coming from nowhere out
of the night . . .

Max (stopping her with a lifted hand). My good woman,
I am the President of France. (They stare at him
blankly. He comes farther down the room.) I am the
President of France and I demand shelter. Shelter —
yes, and warmth. Out in the cold so long. I am freez-
ing. (He moves down to the stove. Behind him, Mme.
Terron and Jean glance at each other and follow him.)
Warmth — yes, that is what I need — warmth. (He
puts one hand to his head.) There was something else

. but warmth certainly is one thing—ah . . .
[He gives a long sigh, sways, and Jean hurries to his
support,

Muye. T. Here! Quick, Jean! My bed.

Max. Bed — yes, I should like to go to bed. (Jean helps
him sit on the side of the bed by the stove.) Have I been
in?

Jeax. I don’t know, sir.

- [Mme. Terron, behind the bed, is rummaging inside it.

Mune. T. II? Of course he’s been ill. Anyone can see
that. (She produces an object wrapped in flannel.)
Here’s my hot brick. Put it under his feet ; they’re blue
with cold. And take those wet slippers off. (Jean
obeys, while she fetches a shawl from the dresser drawer
and puts it round the Man’s shoulders, talking all the
while.) Enough to kill anyone, night like this, with the
fog like a shroud. Throw wood on the stove, Jean.
And is there coffee in the pot?

Jran. Plenty.

Mume. T. Hot coffee will put life into him, Eh,sir? Not
so? Feeling a little warmer?
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[But the Man is motionless, his blank eyes looking
straight ahead. Mme. Terron and Jean draw away from
him and stand together regarding him intently.

Jeax. Who can he be? He’s not from our part of the
country. Never before have I seen him.

Mwue. T. A visitor, perhaps, at one of the big houses.
Walking . . .

Jean. Walking in his sleep, you mean?

Mue. T. How else could he come here? Heis a rich man.
One can tell it by his manner.

Jean. The telephone call! If I speak to Lise at the ex-
change, she might know if someone has been missed. She
might have heard.

Mue. T. That is a thought. (Jean turns to the phone.)
Stop! One minute. He is speaking. Listen!

[The Man is muttering indistinguishable words. Jean
goes toward him, still watching him intently.

Man. No. No. It is not so, I say. (More clearly.)
Pictures! The Exhibition! An excuse. Would they
have made a change in their ambassador — and such a
change!— unless they feared a crisis? (He looks up,
sees Jean, speaks clearly, commandingly.) Boy! where
is my secretary? Fetch him. (Jean watches him with-
out moving.) ‘Do you hear me?

JeAN. Yes, sir.

Mawn. Then don’t stand there staring at me. Go at once!

JeEaNn. Certainly, sir. (He goes back to his Grand-
mother.) What are we to do with him?

[The Man’s mind ts wandering again. He rises.

Man. I must not be late for this reception. Take my
cloak, Charles. (He throws off the shawl as he would an
evening cloak, straightens himself and bows with cere-
mony to animaginary person.) Your Excellency, I cor-
dially welcome you to our exhibition and compliment you
profoundly on the magnificent contribution that your
country has made toward its success. In the Pavilion
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of Art . . . (His voice dies away; he stumbles back to
the bed.) Oh, I am so tired, so tired . . . (He lifts his
head, sees vaguely that there are people in the room, and
waves them away.) Send those reporters away. I’ll
not see them. I’ll not see them, I say. The press!
They respect nothing. Not even . . . (His gaze be-
comes focussed on Mme. Terron.) And who is that
woman? What is she doing here? (He thumps the bed
angrily with his fist.) Is my office to be cluttered up
with all the riff-raff of Paris? I cannot and will not see
her. Send her away.

Mue. T. (with the courage of pity). Yes, yes, sir. I'm
leaving at once. I only came to get you a cup of coffee.
[She hurries up to the dresser for a cup, comes down left

of the bed and pours the coffee. The Man sits slumped over.

Above his head she points to the telephone, but as Jean goes

to it, the Man jumps up.

Max. Touch that telephone and I kill you!

JeaN. Ionly want to speak to my girl.

Maxn. Your girll You expect me to believe that story?
Am Imad? Do you think me insane?

Jeax. Oh, no, sir, but . . .

Max. Then don’t go near that phone! (Jean comes
away from it unwillingly. The Man crosses to him.) 1
will tell you what you are. (He lifts a threatening fin-
ger.) You are a reporter. A pest! A wasp! And
the girl you would ring up is the office of your wretched
rag of a newspaper. Itisnothing to you if you destroy
a man’s reputation — the safety of the world — so long
as you get a story. (He grips Jean by the shoulders
and shakes him. Mme. Terron puts down the cup in
fright.) One word from you over that telephone and
you will write a story about yourself, my friend !
[Mme. Terron crosses quickly.

Mme. T. Don’t! Don’t hurt him! He means no harm!
He is my grandson, and no reporter, and he never did
harm to aliving soul. Let him go!
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[She hangs on to the Man, and he releases Jean slowly
and steps back to look at both of them.

Max. Your grandson, yousay? But what say is, what
are you and your grandson doing in my room? Has the
President of France no rights?

Mye. T. We—1I—1 was bringing you your coffee, sir.

Max. Coffee?

Mue. T. (hurrying back to the stove). Yes, I have it all
ready poured out.

[She brings it to him quickly. He takes it, tastes it.

Max. This brew? You call it coffee? Why, you she-
devil, it is poisoned! (He dashes the cup to the ground.)
Traitors! Traitors, everywhere! (He swings around
and strides to the door, which he tries to open without
unbarring it. He bangs on it.) Open! Open! Would
you keep me prisoner? Open, I say!

[Pointing a finger at telephone, Mme. Terron hurries to
keep the Man pacified. Jean grabs the phone.

Muz. T. I’mcoming, sir. I’ll openit for you. The bar
was dropped in error.

[She lifts the bar and opens the door. The Man takes a
step out, feels the cold and hesitates; stops.

JEAN (quickly, and quietly, into the phone). Lise! This
is Jean. Lise, quick! Don’t connect me. Putin a call
to the police yourself. There’s a dangerous madman
here with Granny and me. Quick!

[He hangs up and moves away, as the Man comes back
into the room slowly. Helooks dazed.

Maxn. 1Itis cold out there. Shut the door. (Mme. Ter-
ron does 0. The Man looks in a puzzled way at his
pajama sleeve, then down at the rest of the suit, aware
for the first time of what he is wearing.) My clothes —
where aremy clothes?  (Helifts his head and sees Jean.)
You! Why are there no more lights? I can’t see you.
Are you Charles?

[Mme. Terron, behind the Man, nods vigorously, and

Jean takes his cue.
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JeaN. Yes, sir.

Man. Then where are my clothes? You know I have this
reception to attend, and there are no clothes laid out. I
have been ringing and ringing. I cannot understand
what has come over you, Charles. Your service is dis-
graceful. '

JeaN. DP’m very sorry, sir.

Max. Then see to it that I have no further cause for com-
plaint. Would you have me keep the Emperor waiting?

Jean. No,sir.

Max. Then lay out my clothes, with all my Orders and
Medals. And prepare my bath. At once!

JEaN. Yes, sir.

[The Man waves him away and wanders down a little far-
ther. He sees the cup on the floor and stops dead, pointing
an indignant finger at it.

Max. That cup! What is it doing there? Do I live
in a tenement — a slum — that cups are thrown on the
floor? (Mme. Terron passes Jean, and picks up the of-
fending cup, putting it on the table. The Man sits on
the foot of the bed, watching her. Then he speaks
quietly, in a friendly tone.) Come. Come to me. Let
me look at you.

[Mme. Terron comes to face him. He suddenly smiles at
her and puts his hands on her shoulders affectionately.
Max. Why, it is Blaisine, my old nurse! How did you

know where to find me?

Mue. T. (humouring him). Ah, there’s little I don’t know.

Max (with a little laugh). The same as ever! You al-
ways knew where to find me.

Mue. T. And a bad one you were, hiding yourself at bed-
time.

Max (resting his head against her). Oh, Blaisine, I am so
tired.

Mue. T. Of course you’re tired. Come now, into bed
with you. (He releases her slowly and rises, staggering
with weariness. Jean moves down between table and bed,
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in case she has trouble with him, but he sinks doron thank-

fully at the head of the bed, and lets Mme. Terron remove

his slippers and rub his feet between her hands.) Cold

as frogs! Into bed, and let me tuck you up.

[Mme. Terron turns back the covers invitingly, but he
lays a hand on her arm.

Max. There was something I have forgotten, Blaisine.
A — a reception, I think.

Mue. T. Never you mind about a reception. I’ll call you
in time for that, never fear.

Max. Youwill? Thank you, Blaisine.

[He drops on the pillow, exhausted. Mme. Terron lifts
his legs inside the covers and tucks him up.

Mwme. T. (soothingly). Now sleep, my poor little tired
one.

Man. Yes ... Don’t leave me, Blaisine. Give me your
hand. (She sits beside him and takes the hand he offers,
rubbing it gently. The telephone rings. He stirs
fretfully.) Oh, can I never have one moment’s peace?
(Jean goes to the phone.) Isthat the Ambassador, tell
him . . . my profound apologies . . .

[ His woice trails off.

Mue. T. Yes, yes, it shall be done.  S’sh — s’sh — sleep.
(4t phone, quietly.) Allo? Lise? Didyou ... ?
[He listens.

Max (drowsily). You— you won’t forget to wake me in
good time . . .

Mumz. T. Ishall not forget.

Max (with a long sigh). So tired — so glad to be in bed
— get some peace at last — peace —

[Mme. Terron turns her head to listen, as Jean 3peaks
quietly.

JEAN. Good. How can I say how long he will be quiet?
He threatened to killme. Eh? Of course I am safe, or
how could I be talking to you?

Mue. T. (in loud whisper). Did she tell them to bring
clothes for him?
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[Jean motions her to be quict.

Jean. Oh? Not coming  here? Searching? Oh!
(Quickly.) Well, thank you, Lise. Good night, my
little cabbage. See you later.

Mxe. T. P’sst! Have done with that and tell me what
she says. And you said nothing about clothes.

[Jean, still listening at the phone, laughs softly.

Jean. Good night.

[He hangs up. Mme. Terron disengages her hand
gently, draws the covers round the Man, and rises.

Mwue. T. (going to Jean). Well?

Jean. (quietly). The police are out, searching for him.
The line was tied up with a trunk call. Lise couldn’t get
through at once. When she did they said the matter had
been reported and cars were out searching.

Mwue. T. They know who he is?

Jean. If they do, they didn’t tell her.

Mue. T. But searching in this fog! If he were not here,
he might be lying on the road for them to run over him!
What would they do then?

Jean (shrugging). Who knows? Lise told them he was
here, so they may send another car to search for the first
one.

[They mowe, turn, stand looking at the sleeping man.

Mwmz. T. A trunk-call, eh? Would it be about him, do
you think? Iwonder whoheis. He speaks well.

Jean. He can be a Hollywood film-star for all I care, so
long as he keeps quiet until someone comes for him.

Mue. T. Thatis a thought, Jean. Would he be that, do
you think? A Hollywood one? They arenot all young.

JEan. Maybe. On his way from the Riviera to Paris for
some fun.

Mume. T. By the express? But how did he get out?
There is no station for miles.

Jean. Thereis the water-halt.

Mwme. T. Ah! And he leaped from the window!
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JeaN (shrugging). Why not? They are all mad, those
people.

Mxz. T. (nodding emphatically). It is their money that
doesit. Money should come only to good thrifty people
who know what to do with it.

[Jean turns away, yawning.

Jeax. Iknow what I could do with some sleep.
[He sits by the table, his head on his folded arms.

Mue. T. (decidedly). No! No sleep for you before the
police come. (She gets the coffee-pot from the stove,
takes it past the bed to the table, and pours.) There,
drink that and keep awake.

[She pours a cup for herself ; sits left of table.

Jeax. If the police are searching the roads, maybe they
won’t come here. There are other ways to go.

Mue. T. (slowly). That is true, and then in fog they
might pass us by. (She sips her coffee. Then a bright
thought comes.) Ihaveit! Go out and drop the bar-
rier! That will bring them, never fear. They will
come, if only to arrest us for blocking the road when there
is no train.

JEAN (grumbling). Who wants to be arrested?

Muze. T. Ah! Sleepy-head! They won’t arrest us when
they see him. (She jerks a thumb toward the bed.)
They will give us a medal, maybe.

JEAN (sarcastically). Maybe. (He struggles to his feet,
yawning.) All the same, you are right, Granny. That
is the best way to bring them. -

Mue. T. (briskly). Naturally I am right. When was I
ever wrong? Away with you, and I will keep your coffee
hot. (She checks his movement with a gesture.) Did
you hear . .. ? (They listen. She shakes her head
impatiently.) This fog! It smothers every sound like
a blanket.

Jean. No! There is something.

[He seizes the lantern and opens the door. A man’s
voice i8 heard off.
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Voice (the words inaudible). This should be the place.
Mind your step, Doctor. (Calling, as he sees Jean.)
Hi! Railway-guard of Le Roussey?

JeaN (going out, calling). That’s right. Who are you?

Voice. Police.

Jean. This way.

[ A4l this sound is dim, confused in the fog. Mme. Ter-
ron comes down to see that the Man is still asleep, then
goes to the door, which she pulls to, shivering, until Jean
opens it to admit an Officer of gendarmes and a man in
plain clothes with a doctor’s bag.

OrricEr. Madame Terron?

Mwume. T. Yes, sir.

OrricEr. You have a strange man here. Where is he?

Mwue. T. (pouring the story.out). In my bed and fast
asleep now, thank heaven. (Both men make for the bed,
and she follows them, talking rapidly.) Came and
banged on the shutters, he did, and then on the door, and
in nothing but his night-clothes. And raving about
Presidents and Emperors and receptions, — as mad as
they make them, poor soul. And said he’d kill my grand-
son if he so much as touched the telephone. I can assure
you,sir . . .

Orricer. Yes, yes. Not now. (Both men bend over
the bed, the Doctor feeling for the Man’s pulse. Pause.
The Officer speaks quietly.) Not a doubt of it, Doctor.

Doctor. Beyond questionitis . . . (Hestraightens him-
self, finishes his sentence cautiously.) . . . the man we
are looking for. And he’d better be moved out of here
as quickly as possible. Get those fellows in with the
stretcher, will you?

[The Officer goes to the door and out, and the Doctor
romes round the foot of the bed, Mme. Terron making way
for him. -

Orricer (calling off). All right, you men.

Docror. Has he had anything to eat or drink, Madame
Terron?
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Muz. T. I offered him coffee, but he dashed it down and

said it was poisoned. As if I would poison anyone, even

a madman! And a wild one he must be if he’s to be

strapped down on a stretcher! Merciful saints, we might

have been murdered !

Docror. Oh, no. He is quite harmless. An illness has
affected the memory for a little while — that is all.

Jean. But who is he, sir?

[But the Doctor is spared an answer, for the Officer is
now back, followed by two gendarmes with a siretcher and
blankets. The Officer shuts the door.

Docrtor. Good. Set it there on a line with the door.
(They follow instructions, Mme. Terron and Jean draw-
ing back into the right front corner, watching.) Hold
that blanket to the stove. (One man does so, unrolling
the blanket and holding it wide to warm it. Behind him,
the movements of the Doctor and the other man are some-
times wisible and sometimes not, as they carefully uncover
the sleeping Man.) Now, that blanket!

[The Man is moved carefully, the blanket slid under him
and rolled around him, and the two gendarmes lift him on
to the stretcher, feet toward the door; tuck the other blan-
kets around him — the Doctor standing near to supervise;
fasten the straps, and lift the stretcher with care. The
Officer opens the door, flicks on an electric torch. Mme.
Terron moves quickly.

Mwz. T. But is he dead, that he sleeps like that?

Docror. No,no. All right, youmen! Carry him care-
fully. (Themen go out with their burden, the Officer go-
ing first.) He is in the sleep of exhaustion, Madame.
Good night. Will you bring the lantern, boy?

[He hastens out.

Mue. T. (following them to the door). But who is he?
Will no one tell me who he is?

JEAN (picking up the lantern). Il find out.

[He hurries off. Mme. Terron shuts the door irritably,
comes down to her bed, and pushes and thumps the pillows
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and matiress, and rearranges the covers, grumbling to her-

self.

MuxEe. T. In and out like a dog at the fair! Is my house
the highroad? Or do they think I wish to live at the
North Pole? Bah! I’ve no patience — police and their
secrets! (She thumps the pillow back into place, turn-
ing as the door opens again.) Well, did you discover
their wonderful secret? Was he the Emperor of Japan,
or the Mayor of Paris, by any chance?

Orricer. Madame Terron. (She wheels around. Jean
follows the Officer in, and comes down on his left to hear
the mews. The Officer moves forward a few steps.)
Madame Terron, you have had the honor of sheltering
the President of France.

Muz. T. (throwing up her hands and dropping them).
The President? He spoke truly?

Orricer. Yes. He wasonthe Riviera-Parisexpress. It
is supposed he left the train when they stopped for water
farther up the line.

Jean. I said he got off at the water-halt!

Mwme, T. That’s true. My grandson said those very
words. It was heaven’s mercy that he wandered here, or
he might well be dead in a ditch!

OrricEe. As you say, Madame. You are to be com-
mended highly for your care. You and your grandson.

Mwume. T. We are simple folk, sir. We did what we could.

Orricer. And there is one thing more you do. Be dis-
creet. Not a word, if you please. You will understand
the effect of this on France — on the world — if this-is
in every newspaper. France requires you, Madame (70
Jean.) and you, my friend, to be discreet. A still
tongue! You understand me?

Mwme. T. Naturally, sir. There will not be a word said.

Jeax. Not a word, sir.

Orricer. Good. Good day to you. (Glancing at his
wrist-watch.) Nearly four o’clock!
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[He gives a little bow to Mme. Terron, a pleasant nod to

Jean, and goes.

Mxe. T. Good day, sir.

[Jean closes and bars the door behind him. He comes
down the room slowly, comes to a stop.

JeaN. President of France . . .

Mxe. T. And he dashed my coffee on the floor and lay in
my bed! Eh, Jean my boy, what a tale to tell your chil-
dren in the years to come!

JeaN. Years to come? I shall tell my Lise tomorrow.
No — today!

[He makes for the telephone.

Mne. T. Stop! What did the officer say? Be discreet!
And the door was not closed upon him when you break
your word.

JEAN. Not tell Lise? Is Lise one to let me keep a secret
like that? '

Mxe. T. If Lise knows, it will be up and down the line
like a thunderbolt. Every railway-guard and signalman
will know it from here to the world’s end. 1Is that dis-
cretion, I ask you?

JeaN. Itisa secret. She will tell no one.

Mme. T. And the telephone? You think no one will be
listening'in?

JEaN. Who in Le Roussey will be awake now?

Mwue. T. Who spoke of Le Roussey? But it is well known
that the police and the newspapers listen to all conversa-
tions, even the most private.

Jean. That’s true. I had forgotten.

Mume. T. Ah! But I had not. I think. I remember.
Also I am railway-guard at Le Roussey and not you,
my little grandson. (She sits on the end of her bed.)
No. Tomorrow I shall go to the postoffice and tell it,
in secret, to Madame Dergeret, who has told me in secret
many interesting little bits that have come by post-card
or telegraph to the big houses. And Lucien Bonnicar,
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my old friend, must know it; politics are his life. And
Mathilde Pichon . . .

JeaN. What? You expect Mathilde Pichon to keep a
secret? She tells everything to Father Bidot while he
eats his meals.

Mue. T. It will go no farther.

JEan. It will go no farther than Father Bidot can travel,
maybe.

Mme. T. Do you accuse the good Father of being a gossip,
irreligious boy?

JEaN. Is there a story from here to Paris that does not
start in his house? I ask you that! And my marriage
with Lise is to be torn to shreds before my eyes because
Mathilde Pichon and the postmistress must know the
story first!

Mue. T. (angrily). Am I the guard of Le Roussey, or
are you?

JEaN (grimly). The 6.45 up and the 7.12 down will pass
before long, and who will stand in the fog and the cold
and drop the barrier and guard the road? I shall.
[He taps himself on the chest with finality. Mme. Ter-

Ton surveys him out of the corners of her eyes. She edges

closer to the stove and rubs her knees. Then she speaks

mildly.

Mume. T. Itistrue I am old and useless, and it is time you
had a fine young wife. Tell her the story. But swear
her to secrecy. '

Jean. Lise can keep a secret as well as anyone.

Mwme. T. Without doubt. AllT ask — and it is not much
— is that you tell her face to face.

Jean, But I can’t see her till this afternoon!

Mume. T. Naturally she must sleep after her night’s work.
But that is not long to wait, Jean, and I will do my
marketing very quickly and release you to wait on her
doorstep for the instant she wakes.

JEaN. And by that time the birds in the air will know the
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story, and Lise will be mad because I have not told Ker.

Mwue. T. (dramatically). Then go! Go to her now!
And when you are old, may you have a better grandson!

JEaN. Now, Granny . . . (The phone rings. They both
look at it.) 'There sheis. And now what do I say?

Mue. T. (rising). I will do the talking. (She takes down
the receiver, smiling into it politely.) Allo? What?
No, itis not! (She bangs the receiver down and points
dramatically at the phone.) The wrong number! At
this time of night, the wrong number! And that — that
— is the gir] to whom you would tell a secret!

Curtain
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“WHO PICKED MRS. FLOWER?’

Mrs. Flower comes in with a small bouquet. She ap-
proaches the bed, sees that Mrs. Parsons is asleep, takes off
her hat and coat, tiptoes about. She finds a wase, and
puts the flowers in it, then decides to put the flowers where
the patient will see them, and moves the table; bumps the
bed. The patient opens her eyes.

Mzs. FLower. Oh, ’m sorry, Mrs. Parsons, did I wake
you up?

Mges. Parsons (surprised). Oh! Is that you, Mrs.
Flower?

Mgs. FLower. Yes, I just came in to see how you are,
Mrs. Parsons.

Mgs. Parsons. Where’s Julia?

Mzs. Frower. Your daughter had to go to work this
afternoon, Mrs. Parsons. She was worried about leav-
ing you alone, and so I said I’d come over and look after
you. I told her just to run along and not worry a bit.

Mzs. Parsons. That’s very nice of you, 'msure. That’s
very kind.

Mszs. Frowee. Well, I didn’t know you’d been sick so long, -
Mrs. Parsons. You’ve surely had a siege of it.

Mazs. Pagsons. Yes, it’s been quite a while for me. But

"P’'m much better.

Mzs. Frower. That’s fine. You look just fine.

Mgs. Parsons. I'm just weak yet.

Mzs. FLowrr. I don’t think it’s good for a person to stay
along time in bed. T hope you don’t lose the use of your
legs or anything.

Mzs. Pagsons. Oh, no, I don’t think so. I always was a
hard worker, but the flu does get you down.

Mzs. FLower. Well, I hope you’ll be up soon.
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Mazs. Parsons. Yes, the doctor says I can get up just as
soon as my temperature stays down. I just have to
stay quiet and stay covered up.

Mzs. FLower. Yes, that’s right.

Mzs. Parsons. Julia said I was almost normal this morn-
ing, when she took it.

Mzs. Frower. Well, maybe you’d like to sit up for a while.
I can help you into a chair.

Mzs. Parsons (apologetically). I feel a little feverish this
afternoon.

Mzs. Frower (feels her cheek and forehead). It’s the
back of the hand, they always tell you. I can always
feel if a person has a fever. You certainly do feel as
if you had some, Mrs. Parsons.

Mzs. Parsons. The thermometer’s on the table.

Mzs. FLower. Do you want me to take it? Well, maybe
I should.

[She tries to shake it down with long sweeps.

Mgzs. Parsoxns. dJulia shook it down.

Mzs. Frower (looking at it). Yes, so she did. I always
like to hold them away from me when I shake them;
they’re so breakable, if you hit a button or anything —
and so expensive.

Mgzs. Parsons. Yes.

Mzs. Frower. Now, open up, that’s it, wide — now under
our tongue. That’s the way. (She remembers what
comes next, and takes the patient’s wrist. Looks at her
own.) Oh,Iforgot my watch. Have you got a watch,
Mrs. Parsons? (Patient mutely shakes her head.)
Well, there’s the clock in the kitchen. I can remember.
It won’t make but a few seconds difference. (She looks
into the living room and then dashes back and seizes the
wrist. A baffled look comes over her face, and she goes
round the bed and tries the other arm. Shakes her head.)
I can’t seem to find — I don’t believe you’ve got any
pulse, Mrs. Parsons. (She tries again.) I canseeit—
(She makes a dive for Mrs. Parsons’ throat, and the
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patient chokes. She backs off.) Did I press too hard?
I’m sorry. (She runs to look at the clock again and
then dashes back and counts the pulse in the throat.)
— thirty-nine — forty, one, two, three, four, five, six,
seven, eight, nine, fifty — two times fifty is a hundred.
Is that sort of fast, Mrs. Parsons? (She feels her own
wrist.) Well, I don’t know, it’s faster than mine, but
then I often am subnormal. You know, it’s much more
dangerous to be below normal than above — you feel
worse. I often don’t feel well at all. Now, you’d think
to look at me that I was just as strong as the next one,
but I’m not. And these days with all the running around,
going to classes and everything — Oh! (She removes
the thermometer. Mrs. Parsons sighs. She shakes it
down.) There, I got it down in one jerk.

Mges. Parsons. Oh, Mrs. Flower.

Mgs. FLower. Oh, wasn’t that stupid of me? (Shelooks
at it.) It’s down so far, we’ll never get it back up.
(She holds it over the radiator.) Tl just warm it a
little on the radiator, then — Oh!

Mzs. Parsoxs (trying to raise herself). What happened?

Mges. Frower. It broke.

Mzs. Parsons (resignedly). Oh . ..

Mszs. FLower. Dear! And they’re getting so expensive,
too. (Getting up with the fragments.) Did you ever
play with mercury when you were a child, Mrs. Parsons?
It’s just fascinating. (She comes back to the bed.)
Maybe it’s just as well not to know what your tempera-
ture is. If it’s high, you’d only worry about it. I
always think worry is the worst part of being sick. The
less you know about things the better it is. Don’t you
think so?

Mgs. Parsons. Ihave to take some medicine at four o’clock.
If you’d put it where I can reachit . . .

Mzs. FLower. Oh, yes, Julia told me. Did you get the
one at noon? (Mrs. Parsons shakes her head.) Then
I guess you’d better take two pills now.
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Mazs. Parsons. No, I don’t think so.

Mzs. Frower (reading the directions). One, three times
aday. (Shetakesoneout.) They’reawfully small for
that. But maybe — have you got a nail file around?

Mzs. Parsons. It’s not four o’clock yet.

Mzs. Frower.: No, but I thought maybe we’d better take
it now so we wouldn’t forget. (Mrs. Parsons shakes her
head.) You don’t look very comfortable, Mrs. Parsons.
Is there something I can do for you?

Mgs. Parsons (with real interest). I'd like my face
washed.

Mzs. Frower (surprised). Your face— Oh! Yes, I’d
be glad to . . .

Mzs. Parsons. Just my wash cloth.

Mzs. Frower. Yes. (She goes out; calls back.) Which
one is it?

Mzs. Parsons (feebly). The one over the bath tub.

Mgzs. Frowee (calling). Which one did you say?

[Mrs. Parsons doesn’t try to answer. Mrs. Flower
comes in again with a wet wash cloth.

Mzs. Parsons. The one over the bath tub.

Mzs. Frower. That’s the one I’ve got. I have a sixth
sense for things. There!

Mzs. Parsoxs (taking it as she starts scrubbing). I can
wash my own.

[She washes her face. '

Mzs. Froweer (standing by). There, does that feel nice
and cool? (Mrs. Parsons’ helpless wetness finally dawns
on her.) Oh!a towel! (She goes out. Mrs. Parsons
waves her hands feebly in the air. Mrs. Flower comes
back with the towel, a tooth brush, and a glass of water.)
There you are, and I’ve brought your tooth brush. It’s
the red one, isn’t it? I knew it. I always say there’s
nothing makes you feel so good when you’re sick, as a
nice mouth wash. (Mrs. Parsons half sits up, with her
aid, and goes to work. Mrs. Flower hangs up the wash
cloth, and when she comes back, Mrs. Parsons has a
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mouthful of water and no place to put it.) What’s the
matter, Mrs. Parsons? (Mrs. Parsons is making gur-
gling noises, more and more alarming.) Whatis it, Mrs.
Parsons? Oh, dear! Mrs.— Oh! (She rushes out
and finally emerges with a large basin.) This is the only
thing I could find! (Mrs. Parsons empties her mouth,
rinses it out, and sighs, leaning back. Mrs. Flower
gathers up the things and deposits them on the chair.)
Would you like me to brush your hair, Mrs. Parsons?

Mgs. Parsoxs (feebly, but firmly, eyes closed). No.

Mzs. Frower. Il just shake up your pillows, then.
That will make you feel better.

Mzs. Parsons. It’s the crumbs that get in that are the
worst.

Mzs. FLower (plumping the pillows). Yes,Ialways think
a comfortable bed is the most important thing there is.
Is that right?

Mgs. Parsons. My back. Farther down.

Mes. Frower (pushing a pillow down, elevating the pa-
tient’s back. Her head hangs down). How’s that?

Mgs. Parsons. Farther up.

Mzs. Frower (pulls it up). Well, I always say there’s a
right way and a wrong way. There, is that better?

Mzs. Parsons (ezhausted). It’s all right. Anything —
just as it is.

Mzs. Frower. Well, now we’re all bright and comfy.
(She sits down on the foot of the bed.) You do look
better, Mrs. Parsons. How do you feel, now? Better?
(4 shock passes over the patient’s face.) What’s the
matter?

Mzs. Parsons. The hot water bottle!

Mzs. Frower. What?

Mzs. Parsons. You’re sitting on it!

Mzs. Frower (jumping up). Is it leaking?

Mgs. Parsons. It’s flooding!

Mgzs. FLowez. Oh, good grief! Oh, dear! (She snaiches
the blanket off of the foot of the bed and thrusts it inside
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the covers, after pulling out the hot water bottle and
tossing it to the floor.) There! Can you feel it?

Mzs. Pamrsons. I think I’d better have a dry sheet.
They’re in the closet.

Mgs. Frower. Yes, indeedy. I’ll fix that in a minute.
[She goes. Mrs. Parsons shifts about anriously. Mrs.

Flower comes back with sheets. She jerks the top sheet off

with one motion, leaving the covers up on the patient’s

middle, her feet out.

Mgzs. Parsons. Mrs. Flower . . .

Mes. Frower (dropping the sheet on the chair). Yes?

Mzs. Parsons. My feet. Would you cover them up?

Mes. Froweer. There! (She shifts the bed-clothes, leavo-
ing the top of Mrs. Parsons out.) Now, I'll straighten
this out.

Mszs. Parsons. The top sheet wasn’t wet.

Mazs. Frowez. Oh. Well, it’s just as well. (She feels
inside.) It didn’t go through to the mattress. I’ll just
whip this sheet off in a jiffy. Do you want to sit in the
chair while I fix it?

Mazs. Parsoxs. I’mnot allowed to get up.

Mzs. Frower. Oh! This is a new problem. (But she
copes with it.) Well, I’ll just have to do it with you in
it, then. Let’s see. (She thinks it out.) Now just
raise your feet — that’s it — and I’ll roll it up to the
middle. That’s fine. Now just raise up. I'll raise
your shoulders, and roll this, Now, that’s fine. Now
— well — do you suppose you could —hm . . .

Mazs. Parsons (sharply). Leap into the air while you pull
it out? No. :

Mzs. Frowzs. I don’t believe that’s the way. I think
you start from the side. My, it’s getting hot in here!
(She opens the window, and goes back to the struggle,
panting.) We’ll just — now then, raise your shoul-
ders, and I’ll roll it back. Now, just raise your feet a
minute. There, now we can start again. What’s this?

Mzs. Parsons. It’s the draw sheet.
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Mes. Frower. Oh, yes. Well —how in the world can I
get all that out? Just roll over a bit, Mrs. Parsons.
That’s it, now we’re coming. Oh! Good grief! You’re
rolling up with it. Oh, heavens!

[Mrs. Parsons is lost in the heap of bed-clothes.

Mzs. Parsons (from the pile). You’re smothering me!

Mzgs. Frowez (frantically pawing the heap of bed-clothes).
Mrs. Parsons! Mrs. Parsons! Where are you?
[Enter Mrs. Sanderson, a nurse.

Mszs. Sanperson. What on earth is going on?

Mszs. Frower (hot and breathless, trying to hold up the
load). Oh, Mrs. Sanderson, help me, you’re just in
time!

Mzs. SanpersoN (puts down the bowl she has brought, and
hurries over). What’s the matter?

Mzs. Frowee. I must try to get her into the chair while
I make her bed.

Mzs. SanpersoN. But I thought she wasn’t supposed to
be up!

Mzs. FLower. She isn’t, but I have to change the bed.
The hot water bottle — it broke when I sat on it.

Mzs. SaNDERsSON (getting Mrs. Parsons out of the tangle).
Let her lie down. I can fix her bed. Shut the window,
please, Mrs. Flower, she’s in a draught.

Mzs. Parsons. Would you just straighten it out and
leave me? I’ll go to the hospital this evening.

Mzes. SaNDERSON (expertly changing the bed). Now, I’ll
have this straightened out in a minute, Mrs. Parsons.
The hospital is full. I don’t think you can get in — and
they’re short of nurses.

Mezs. Parsoxs (tearfully). Idon’t wantto go to the hospi-
tal, but I don’t feel as if I’d ever get well.

Mgzs. SANDERSON (smoothing down the sheets). Youdon’t
need to go to the hospital, Mrs. Parsons. Why, you’re
convalescent!

MBgs. Parsons. I’'ve got to go to the hospital.
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Mzs. Frower (finally recovering). Is there anything I
can do to help you?

[Tries to pull the bed-clothes.

Mgs. SanpErsoN (anzious to get her away from the bed).
Yes, go get that chair.

Mzs. Frower. Which chair — this one?

[Dragging chair near the bed.

Mgzs. Sanperson. Yes, that one.

Mzs. FLower (bumping the bed with the chair). Shall I
put it here?

Mzs. SanpErsoN. No, farther away.

Mzs. Frower (dragging chair away from the bed). Here?

Mzs. SanpeErson. Yes, that’s right.

Mazs. Frower. Now, what shall I do with it?

Mgs. Sanperson. Sit in it.

[Mrs. Flower drops, deflated, into the chair.

Mzs. Frowzer (finally coming to, again). Why, you are
getting it straightened. How clever of you. It was the
sheets that bothered me. I could have donme it, if it
hadn’t been for the sheets. And that extra sheet — that
pull sheet . . .

Mzs. SaxpErsoN. Draw sheet.

Mzs. Frower. Obh, yes, the draw sheet. If Mrs. Parsons
had just given a leap into the air, I could have jerked
it out, but she didn’t seem to want to — oh, not that
she couldn’t co-operate but — why do you fix the corners
that way?

Mgs. SaNpERsON. So as to hold them tight.

Mzs. Frower. Ob, isn’t that clever? I like to keep sick
people company. I love to take them flowers and cheer
them up. I think I have quite a talent for it. How are
you now, Mrs. Parsons? Better?

[Hanging over end of bed, and bumping it.

Mzs. Sanperson. Mrs. Flower, please take that custard
out to the kitchen and put it into the refrigerator.

Mzs. Frower. Oh, I’d be glad to.

[Rushes out, stumbling over the door sill in her eagerness.
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Mges, Parsons. Oh, that Mrs. Flower! I think she has

set me back a week.

Mges. Sanprrson. Oh, she means all right. How about
your pillows? Now, does that feel better? (Puts a
pillow under her knees.) There, that will keep you from
slipping down.

Mzs. Parsons. Oh, that feels just like an arm chair.

Mszs. FLower. There’s a pill.  Four o’clock. I was try-
ing to cut it in thirds.

[Mrs. Parsons nods.

Mazs. Sanperson (reading). She takes “one.” I’ll write
it down with her temperature, so your daughter can know
what’s been done.

Mzs. FLower. The thermometer’s been broken.

Mzs. Sanperson. I brought you over some custard.
Julia said you didn’t eat very well, but this will go down
without your knowing it.

Mzs. Parsons. Thank you, Mrs. Sanderson. It’s won-
derful to have a nurse in the neighborhood. I didn’t
know you were a nurse.

Mzs. SanpErsoN. I’'m not. I always thought I’d like to
be, but I never did anything except at home.

Mzs. FLower. But you must have had some training.

Mzs. SaxpersoN. I took the course, you know, the Home
Nursing Course. That’s all.

Mzs. Frower. I guess I’ll sign up.

Mgzs. Parsons (opening her eyes apprehensively). Are
you going to take the Home Nursing Course?

Mzs. Frower. No, I’'m going to take something easy.
[She goes dolefully to the door.

Mzs. SanpersoN. Itisn’tbad. It’s meant for people who
haven’t done it before. It just takes practise.

Mzes. Frowee. Well, do you think they’ll take anyone like
me?

Mgs. SanpersoN. Why, sure, I’ll take you over. Here
coines your daughter now, Mrs. Parsons.

Mzes. Frower (coming over solemnly). Good-bye, Mrs.
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Parsons. Iwon’tbeover again untilI get my certificate.
Mzs. Parsons. That’s all right, Mrs. Flower. You can
practise on me. But wait till I get stronger!

Curtain
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CAST

HesTER, a middle-aged maid who has been with Linda Leslie
for many years

CurisTie Barrp, Linda’s seventeen-year-old daughter

Linpa Lesviz, Broadway’s leading actress

Da~a Rupert, Schoolgirl friend of Christie’s

Tmve. The present. Early in April.
Prace. Linda Leslie’s penthouse, New York City.



BRILLIANT PERFORMANCE

The scene is the New York penthouse of Linda Leslie.
Directly center and extending upsiage is a balcony over-
looking the city, and on which is located a breakfast table
with three chairs around it. On the table s a bouquet of
daffodils. Upstage of this is a railing, and beyond is a
backdrop of tall buildings in the distance. Overhead, ex-
tending out over the balcony, hangs a gaily colored awning.

Downstage is the living room, of which only the rear walls
are seen. (These may very easily be drapes only.) On
either side of the balcony doorway or arch are Venetian
blinds. To the left is a small table with a telephone, and
on the table an evening bag. Beside the table, and at its
right, is a stool or hassock on which lies a stack of newspa-
pers. To the right of the door is a small, luzurious chair.
The enirance s at the right and out of sight behind the
front curtains.

As the curtain rises, Hester is setting the table on the
terrace. Her tray and serving table are out of sight on
the right, and she goes to and fro. She is back of the table
and to the left, putting on glasses of orange juice, as
Christie enters from right.

CaznisTiE (gaily). Good morning, Hester!

Hester (looking up). Good morning, Miss Christine.

'CreisTIE (stops right of balcony). Miss Christine! How
formal, Hester! You didn’t use to call me Miss when
I’d got into mischief and had to be punished for my sins!

Hester. That was years ago. You’re grown up now.

CrrisTre. But I’'m still Christie.

Hester (smiles). Did you get a good night’s rest, Chris-
tie?

Caeistie. Heavenly! . . . (Crosses left and looks over
the table.) What’s for breakfast, Hester?
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Hzesrer (countering, right). Orange juice, muffins,
scrambled eggs and bacon, if you like, and milk,

CHeIsTIE (turning up nose). Milk!

Hester. What’s the matter with milk?

Caristie (laughs). Nothing — except that it doesn’t
quite fit this picture. (Looks around room.) Break-
fast in the New York penthouse of Broadway’s leading
actress. I’ll bet Mother doesn’t drink milk for break-
fast!

Hester. I suppose you think she prefers cocktails.

CarisTie. Champagne, no less! Come to think of it,
Hester, she’s like champagne, all bubbling and sparkling
and exciting.

Hester. Humph! What do you know about cham-
pagne?

Cuzristie. Icanread,can’tI? (Goesto railing and looks
out.) Isn’t it a gorgeous morning? Real spring
weather! (Back to table.) And daffodils on the table!
Oh, Hester, I'm so excited. Will Mother be up soon,
do you think? :

Hester. Well, she was out pretty late last night.

Caristie. She knows I’m here, doesn’t she? ' Do you
suppose she didn’t find my note on her dressing table
when she got in?

HestER. I expect she did. Why didn’t you let us know
you were coming?

CarrsTe. But I did, Hester. I wrote her I was going to
spend spring vacation with her. She didn’t forget, did
she?

Hgester. She’s been pretty busy lately.

CarisTie (with interest). A new play?

Hzster (looks at her a bit oddly). Yes . . .

Crmzristie (sits left of table). Well, no wonder, then. I°d
forgive her anything for that. She’s awfully popular,
isn’t she? I mean, all the big producers want her, don’t
they? I don’t blame them. I would, too, if I were a
producer. She’s wonderful!

[248 ]



BRILLIANT PERFORMANCE

Hester (smiles indulgently). Such hero-worship!

Curistie (laughs). I admitit. I guess I talk about her
a lot, too. All the other girls at school are horribly
Jealous. And is there a scramble for the papers when
her latest play is reviewed! We all pore over them —
and are we ever furious if any critic dares say anything
against her. Not that they ever really do, though.
They always agree: — “Glorious Linda Leslie . . .
smart and sophisticated . . . brilliant performance”!
(Rises, crosses thoughtfully to telephome table.) You
know, Hester, I’ve wondered ever so often how Stevie
could have done it.

HesteEr. Done what?

CrrisTIE (coming to stand back of chair again). Got a
divorce from Mother. She has simply everything. I
should think Stevie’s life would be awfully dull and
dreary without her.

HgesTer. Maybe he finds it quiet and restful not having to
be a permanent audience.

Crristie. How funny you say that! . . . Well, it’s cer-
tainly quiet all right.

Hester. How is your father, by the way — and Mrs.
Baird?

CrrisTiE. They’re fine. Ruth is really a dear, although
she’s not a bit like Mother. She’s almost mousy, some-
times. And little Susan’s a darling. She’s six now.
She goes to public school and lives right at home. That
seems strange to me. I can’t remember the time when
I wasn’t away at school. But with a mother who’s an
actress, of course . . .

HesTer. Of course.

CuristiE. You know, I used to be rather jealous of the
other girls, those who had homes to go to at vacation
times. But other things made up forit. Like the times
when Mother’d drop by for a flying visit. I remember
one night when she came. She had on a scarlet evening
dress, with golden sandals, and some sort of shiny things
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in her hair. And she smelled of the loveliest perfume.
The girls hung over the railing to get a glimpse of her

. and we talked about it for days afterwards.
(Hester smiles but says nothing.) And I’ll never for-
get the time she sent a trunk full of costumes and things
when we were giving a play. That was wonderful!
And you know, Hester, when I thanked her for it later,
she didn’t seem to know what I was talking about.

Hester (strangely). She’s very forgetful sometimes.

CrrisTie. Imagine her taking time out to do something
nice, and then not wanting to be thanked for it.

Hestee. Er ... yes. How is your acting coming,
speaking of plays, Christie?

CurisTi® (struggling with her excitement). Oh, I can’t
hold it a second longer, or 'l bust!  (Sizs left of table.)
Can you keep a secret, Hester?

Hzster (dryly). I’ve had lots of practice.

CrrisTie. Well, acting is one of the reasons I’m in New
York now.

Hester (sitting in chair center of table). Stop being
mysterious and tell me about it.

CrrisTiE. You knew I had the lead in the last school play,
didn’t you? . . . By the way, Mother said she was com-
ing, but she didn’t. Do you know why?

Hester. When wasit?

Curistme. Last Friday. Was she busy or something?

Hzster (thinking rapidly). I believe she was entertain-
ing for charity.

Caristre. That explains it, then. I thought it must have
been something important, or wild horses couldn’t have
kept her away (Jokingly.) from seeing her own daugh-
ter perform!

Hester. Well, what about this secret of yours?

Crristie. Oh, yes. Well, Sam Rupert was there Friday.
You’ve heard of him, haven’t you?

Hester. Who hasn’t? But what was a big producer do-
ing at a school play?
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Caristie. He’s Dana Rupert’s uncle, and she had a small
partin the play. But here’s the wonderful part, Hester:
he liked me!

Hester. Amazing!

Craristie. No, honestly! He came back after the show
and asked me if I was interested in going on the stage,
that he had a part coming up that I might do.

Hester. Did he know you were Linda Leslie’s daughter?

CazisTie. No, I made Dana promise not to tell. I didn’t
think it was fair to trade on Mother’s reputation. Any-
way, when I told him I was going to be in New York this
week, he said to come in and read for him.

HesTeR. Are you going to?

CarisTie. I already have! Yesterday! I was scared
silly, of course, but Dana went with me.

Hester. What happened?

Caristre. Well, I don’t think I read very well, but he
seemed to like me anyhow. Because when I finished, he
asked me if I’d like to play the part, that it was mine if
I wanted it. Oh, Hester, it’s a simply super part —a
young English girl who falls in love with an American
soldier.

Hester. What did you tell Mr. Rupert?

CreisTie. Of course I said “Yes.” I’m to go back today
to sign the contract.

Hzster. Does your mother know about this?

CarisTie (rising). No, and that’s why I’m so excited. I
can hardly wait to tell her. Why doesn’t she wake up?
Do you suppose I could blow some whistles or ring a
few bells, just as a gentle hint?

[ Buszer sounds off stage.

Hester. Speaking of bells, there’s her ring now, so you
won’t have long to wait. (Rises, picks up tray, and
starts for the door, then turns back.) By the way, if
I were you, I don’t believe I’d mention this news of yours
until after she’s had breakfast.

CreisTiE. I expect you're right. She’d probably be so
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excited, she wouldn’t be able to eat a thing. (Hester
smiles curiously, exits. Christie walks over to hassock,
picks up newspaper, looks through it, stops at an item.)
That’s queer! (Turns back to look at date.) Satur-
day, April 10th. I thought Hester said . . . (Stops,
shrugs, turns to another page. Pretending to read
aloud.) “Glorious Christine Baird ... smart and
sophisticated . . . brilliant performance!® (Tosses
paper down, laughing at herself.) Rot! I’ve a long
way to go before I can be like Linda Leslie . . . if I ever
am!

[Starts toward table.

Livoa (from offstage). Christie, baby!

[Sweeps on from right, her arms out toward Christie.

CarisTie (going toward her). Mother!

Lmxpa (hugging her). Darling, why didn’t you let me
know you were coming?

Camristie. ButIdid, Mother! I wrote you a letter.

Livpa. Oh, that! That was two weeks ago. I couldn’t
remember my own birthday that long. You should have
wired. Hester fixed you up for the night, didn’t she?

CaristE. Yes, thanks.

Lmvoa. Good. .(Starting for table.) Andnow for some
breakfast!

[Sits at right, Christic at left. Hester enters with
loaded tray.

Linva (takes drink of orange juice). Darling, it’s won-
derful to see you. And you’re looking marvelous!
[Hester comes to table with dish in hand.

Linpa. Goodness, Hester, cereal? You know I never...

Hzester (setting it in front of Christie). It’s for Miss
Christie.

Linpa. Oh, yes, of course. Now, Christie, I’'m going to
be very maternal and tell you that you must eat every
bit of it; it’s good for you!

Cariste (laughs, starts to eat). Yes, Mother.
Livpa. Christie! Don’t tell me you like that — that
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distasteful stuff? But youdo! I can see that you do!
No wonder you’re so disgustingly healthy!
[Christie pushes bowl away.

Lixpa (over her shoulder). Just Melba toast and black
coffee for me, Hester. (T'urns back to Christie.) When
you’re an actress, you have to watch your weight. How
lucky you are, dear! .

CrurisTie. Mother, there’s something I wantto . . .

HesTer (interrupting, says meaningfully). Your milk,
Miss Christie!

Lixpa. Yes, dear?

Camristie. Oh, nothing. I’ve forgotten what I was going
to say.

Lixpa. Youmust learn to be more coherent, dear. (Hes-
ter puts on coffee, toast. Linda continues half-jok-
ingly.) Why else do I send you to such an expensive
school? (Tastes her coffee.) How is Lakehurst now?

CurisTiE. Just fine.

Linpa. I’mso glad. . . . Any new romances in your life?

CurisTie (laughs). Hardly, not at Lakehurst!

Lixpa. What a pity you didn’t let me know sooner about
your coming. A friend of mine, a very nice man, has
such a charming nephew about your age. We might

"have arranged some fun . . . but there’s hardly time
now. When must you go back?

CuzistrE. Oh, I'm staying all week.

Linoa (in dismay). All week?

CrrisTie. 'This is spring vacation, Mother. Don’t you
wantme. . . . AmIintheway?

Linoa (recovering herself). Of course I want you, sweet.
It’s only that I have so much to do: rehearsals, fittings,
photographs. I thought you usually spent your vaca-
tions with your father.

CrrisTiE. Stevie and Ruth wanted me to come, but I was
there Christmas and semester vacations,soI . . .

Linpa.  So you had all the domesticity you could stand, is
thatit? Idon’twonder! By theway,how is Stevie?
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CarisTiE. He’s fine.

Linpa. And your stepmother?

Cariste. So is she.

Linpa. Does she still do her own housework?

CazrisTie (on the defensive). She has a woman in to do
the washing and cleaning, but she does the rest.

Linpa. How exciting!

Caristie (with enthusiasm). Little Susan’s cute. You’d
love her, Mother.

Linpa (protestingly). Oh, Christie! I loved you, dar-
ling, but you were my own! . . . Poor Stevie, he rather
let himself in for it, didn’t he?

Cazistie. Why do you say “poor Stevie”?

Linpa. Well, he was hardly cut out for that type of life,
that routine way of living. An office five days a week,
mowing the lawn on Saturday afternoon, a little drive
on Sunday, two weeks’ vacation in the summer. . . .
Oh, not Stevie!

Caristie. He doesn’t seem to mind it, Mother. In fact,
I think he rather likes it.

Livoa (suddenly irritated). But let’s not talk about
Stevie any more. Let’s talk about you. Tell me, dar-
ling, did you know I was starting rehearsals on a new
play next week?

Caristie. Hester mentioned it. Is it a good play?

Lvpa. I'm terribly excited about it.

CrrisTre. What’s it like? .

Lvpa. It’s about a young English girl, Diana Winslowe’s
her name, who falls in love with an American flyer. They
go out dancing one evening ; there’s an air raid, and he’s
injured. So she takes him to her country home to nurse
him back to health.

Cazristie. Then what?

Lowpa. Well, there’s a younger sister, Phyllis, who falls
in love with him, too. But in the end she goes away and
leaves Diana and Kirk together. Doesn’t it sound
simply marvelous?
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CarisTIE. Yes — yes, it does.

Lnpa. What’s the matter, Christie? You don’t sound
the least bit interested, I must say.

Caristie. Oh, but I am, Mother. It’s just such a co-
incidence!

Linpa. Coincidence?

CurisTre. Yes. I'm going to play Phyllis.

Lixpa (rising). You?

Cuzristie. Yes, isn’t it fun?

Linpa. But—but how . . .

Caristie. Mr. Rupert saw me in the play we just did at
school, and he liked me.

Lixpa. What play?

CHrisTIE. Theonelast Frlda.y, “The Green Forest ” Re-
member? You were coming to seeit.

Linpa. Good heavens, was it last Friday? I thought .
(Contritely.) Darling, I really intended to come, but
there was some last minute business I couldn’t get out of.

CrrisTiE (her eyes go to the newspaper for a split second).
Oh, it doesn’t matter, of course.

Lixpa. But it does matter, darling! I should have loved
to have seen you. (Sits.) And so Sam saw your little
play and liked it?

CazisTiE. Yes. He asked me to read for him, and I did,
and he wants me to play Phyllis.

Linpa. Of course you told him you couldn’t.

Cazristie. Why no, Mother. I’'m to go back today to
sign the contract.

Lixpa (decisively). It’s quite out of the question, Christie.

CarisTie. But why?

Lmvpa. In the first place, you’re too young. And in the
second, you haven’t finished school yet.

Cazistie. It’s only a month and a half, Mother, and this
is such a wonderful opportunity. A part in a Sam
Rupert play! Things like that just don’t happen very
often. And as for my being young, I’m seventeen.
You’d starred in one play when you were my age, and
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within another year you’d married Stevie and had me, too.
How can you say Pm too young?

Liwpa. That was different! I was older for my age.
You’ve always been so protected. You don’t know how
to take care of yourself.

Caristre. Oh, all mothers think that!

Lixpa. Besides, think of what it cost me — my marriage
to Stevie a failure — never a home of my own to keep
my little girl . . .

Curistie (laughing). Mother! How melodramatic!

Lixpa. Christie! (Coldly.) I don’t care to discuss it
any further. You’re going back to school at the end of
the week and finish your year out. There’s time enough
later to think of your future.

MCrrisTie (protesting). But, Mother, Mr. Rupert wants
to go into rehearsal immediately. He can’t hold the
part for me until school is out.

Linoa (rises, goes right). I’m not sure I want you to go
on the stage, Christie. It’s a hard life, and I want some-
thing better for you: a nice man, perhaps, a home of
your own, trips abroad when the war’s over, babies some
day (Turns back to table, says charmingly.) . . . but
not too soon, darling. I’m too young to be a grand-
mother!

CaristIE (rises. * Intensely). Those plans of yours sound
very nice, Mother, but don’t you see — I want to act!
Mr. Rupert, others, think T have talent. Maybe Idon’t,

* but at least I’ve got to try. Don’t you remember how
you felt when you were my age?

Livpa. I think a nice, easy life might have tempted me,
but I had to support myself.

CrrisTIE. You didn’t when you married Stevie. You
could have quit the stage then and had your own home.
But you stayed on the stage, and that’s what I want to
do, too.

Livpa (angrily). Christie, let’s not get so intense about
it this early in the morning. It’ll wear me out for the
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whole day. (They take their seats again. Linda takes
adrink of coffee. Suddenly.) Tlltell youwhat. Sup-
pose I do some telephoning and cancel my appointments
for today. Then we can go shopping. Wouldn’t you
like some new clothes?

CurisTiE. I’m not exactly interested in clothes at the
moment.

Linpa. No, I cansee youaren’t. Where did you get that
rag? It’s not your style at all. You must be more
careful about such things, Christie. I saw the cutest
little frock . . . Hand me that magazine, will you, dar-
ling? (Christie gets it from under telephone table.)
Let’s see, where was it? Oh, yes, look dear, isn’t this
cunning?

CueisTie. I’m afraid that isn’t my style either, Mother.

Linpa. You’d look young and sweet in it.

Crristie. That’s just the trouble.

Linpa. And your hair! Where ever do you get it done?

CarisTie. Dana does it for me.

Limxpa. Dana?

CueisTie. Yes, Dana Rupert, Sam Rupert’s niece. By
the way, she’s coming here this morning. We’re going
together to his office to sign the contract.

Lixpa. Coming here? How nice. I’d love to meet your
friend.

CrrisTie. She’s a real friend, too. The kind who believes
in you, who backs you up in whatever you do, if you think
it’s right. I owe Dana a lot.

Lmpa. But not because of that coiffure, my sweet. I’'m
going to call Emile and make an appointment for you
this very morning.

CurisTie. Not this morning, Mother. I’ll be busy all
morning.

[Sound of bell.

CrzisTe. That’s probably Dana now.
[Jumps to feet and staris right.

Linpa. Hester will go, darling.
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CrerisTie (laughs and returns to seat). I’'m sorry. At
school we all rush for the door.

Livpa. I thought you had maids there.

CrrisTie. We do, but it’s much more exciting to go your-
self. You never know what you’ll find standing on the
doorstep — somebody’s maiden aunt, a little boy selling
“Saturday Evening Post”s, your young man to take you
to the village picture show. It’s fun.

Hester (enters, followed by Dana). Miss Rupert to see
you, Miss Christie.

[Hester exits.

CurisTiE (running right to greet Dama). I’ve been ex-
pecting you, Dana. I was just telling Mother all about
you. (She comes back, stands left of Linda, and Dana is
at right.) Mother, this is Dana Rupert.

Lmxpa (charmingly). How nice to know you, Dana!
Christie was certainly enthusiastic, to say the least.

Dawa (impressed by Linda). That was sweet of her, Miss
Leslie, but you mustn’t believe too much of what Christie
says. She’s just being nice, I’m afraid.

Linpa. Aren’t you the modest child! Christie, run get
a glass of orange juice for Dana.

[Christie starts right.

Dawa. No, really, I couldn’t.

Linpa. But of course you can. And Christie (Christie
stops, looks back.) tell Hester to make it a large glass.

CrrisTE. I’ll be right back.

[Exzits.

Liwpa. Sit down, Dana. (Dana sits in chair to right of
arch.) Ihad to get Christie out of the room for a mo-
ment. (Pulls her chair closer.) I must talk to you.
What’s all this nonsense about your uncle’s putting
Christie in his new play? He oughtn’t to encourage
the child.

Dawa. He thinks she’s wonderful, Miss Leslie, really he
does. He says she has one of the finest talents he’s seen
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in years. And he’s awfully anxious to have her in his
play.

Lixpa. Oh. Oh, I see. Look here, Dana, you seem to
be a sensible girl, not at all emotional like Christie.
Can’t you help me convince her that she must go back
and finish school?

Daxa. I don’t know. She’s awfully keen on doing this
play.

Linpa (rises, goes left). Perhaps. But her education
comes first. And she’s so young. (Dramatically.) I
can’t bear to think of all that lovely bloom taken off her
by the harsh reality of stage life. It makes one old so
soon.

Daxa. Not you, Miss Leslie.

Lvoa. You don’t know how old I feel sometimes — the
mother of a grown daughter like Christie. I can hardly
believe it. (Back to Dana, pleadingly.) Dana, please
say you’ll help me talk Christie out of this crazy scheme
of hers. :

Dawa (hesitantly). Well, Plltry. If you think it’s best.

Lmvpa. Oh, I do, I do, believe me. Here she comes now.
(Back to chair.) And are you as enthusiastic about
Lakehurst as Christie is?

[Christie enters, with glass of orange juice, which she
hands to Dana.

Dana. Thanks, Christie. (Christie crosses left to chair.)
Yes, I certainly am. Ilove it there.

Linpa. Iimagine it’s beautiful this time of year. And in
June, Christie, you mustn’t let me forget to come to
graduation. I have the world’s worst memory for im-
portant dates, Dana, even my own birthday.

CHzrisTiE. She never forgets a line, though. IhopeIcan
do as well. Although I get stage fright horribly. Do
you, Mother?

Lixpa. Always. By the way, why don’t we takein a play
this afternoon? - Perhaps we could do our shopping this
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morning, Christie, if Dana would like to come along.
Then we could have lunch somewhere and go to a show.
How would you like that?

CerisTrE. Lunch and the show would be fine, Mother, but
this morning, remember, I have to see Mr. Rupert.

Linpa. Obh, Christie, let’s not go all over that again.
You’re going back to school, darling. Believe me, it’s
the only thing to do. Isn’t it, Dana?

Dana. Well, I—1I think maybe you ought to finish,
Christie. It’s such a short time until graduation.

Crmristie. But, Dana . . .

Linpa. And then we can find a good dramatic school for
you, dear, some place where they can teach you to get rid
of some of these terrible habits of yours — your slouch,
your bad enunciation, the way you walk.

CrrisTiE (hurt). Am I that bad?

Lixpa. You're not bad, Christie, you’re just not good.
Darling, you’d make a laughing stock of yourself if you
were to appear on Broadway now. You’re going to need
a lot of training first. So now it’s all settled, isn’t it?

Caristie (rising. Desperately). No—no, it isn’t.

Lowa. Christie!

Dana.

Caristie. I’'m going to sign that contract.

Lvpa (jumps to feet). Christie, I forbid it. You’re un-
der age. You can’t sign without your parent’s consent,
and I won’t give it!

Caristie (unbelieving). You don’t mean that, Mother!

Livpa. Ob, don’t I? I won’t have you in Mr. Rupert’s
play. .

Dana (rises, intervenes). Christie, don’t you think you’d
better come back to Lakehurst? There’ll be other plays.

Crristie (pussled, hurt). Why did you change your mind
so quickly, Dana? You were all for it yesterday.

Dawa (lamely). Well, I ... Your mother . . .

CurisTie. What about Mother? Oh, I see. So that’s
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why you sent me for the orange juice instead of ringing
for Hester. So you could get Dana on your side.

Linpa. Christie!

CurisTie. Oh, please, Mother, I’ve got to do this play!
Don’t you see? Won’t you understand?

Linpa. Christie, I’'m not going to have you in that play.
I’'m not going to be in the same play with my daughter.

CerisTie. Why not?

Linpa. It wouldn’t be fair to you, darling. After all,
I’ve had so much more experience.

Caristie. And if I’'m willing to take the chance?

Linpa. Please, let’s not discuss it, Christie!

Caristre. I’d rather, if you don’t mind. I think I’m
beginning to understand. You don’t really care whether
I go back to school. You don’t really care what I do,
as long as I stay out of your way — in the background!

Linpa. How can you say that, Christie? I’'m your
mother!

CarisTie. You wanted to keep Stevie in the background,
didn’t you? Your permanent audience!

Linpa. No!

Cruristie. Only Stevie walked out on you. I’ve often
wondered why. Now I’m beginning to see.

Linpa. Christie, that’s not true.

CrzisTie. I think it is, Mother. You know, this has been
like a jigsaw puzzle to me. Nothing makes sense until
you find one certain piece. But when you find that piece
and fit it into place, suddenly you see the whole pattern
spread out before you — and you wonder why you’ve
been so blind as not to see it before.

Lixpa. Dana, can’t you stop her?

Dana. Christie, don’t say these things! You’'ll only be
sorry for them tomorrow.

Crristre. Let me alone, Dana. I’ve got to get this
straightened out.

Lvoa (patiently). There’s nothing #o straighten out,
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Christie. You’re going to tell Mr. Rupert, “No, not
yet,” and then you’re going back to school.
Daxa. It’s only for six weeks, Christie.

[Sits.
CurisTie. Mother, why don’t you want me in this play
with you?

Lmnpa. T’ve already told you . . .

Caristie (interrupting). No, I mean your real reason.

Linpa. I don’t know what you mean.

Caristie. Oh, yes, you do. You don’t want anyone to
know you have a daughter my age!

Lixpa. Don’t be ridiculous!

Curistre. What will the papers say? “Glorious Linda
Leslie . . . smart, sophisticated” . . . and her seven-
teen-year-old daughter, Christie Baird!

Livpa. Well, it’s hardly what you’d call favorable pub-
Licity! ,

CrrisTie. But don’t you see, Mother, no one knows who
I am.

Linopa. You mean Sam Rupert doesn’t . . .

Crmzristie. I’m just Christie Baird to him. He doesn’t
know we’re related. :

Linpa. But someone would find out. It wouldn’t be long
before everyone would know Linda Leslie had a grown
daughter.

Caristie. Would that be so bad? Wouldn’t you enjoy
being proud of me? Isn’t there room in the spotlight
for both of us?

Lmwpa. No! I’ve had to fight every inch of the way to
get where I am. You don’t understand, Christie!

CurisTiE. Yes, I do! Suddenly I understand very well.
You’re afraid of me, Mother!

Lixnpa. Afraid?

CurisTiE. Yes, afraid! Afraid of your own daughter!

Lixpa. How absurd!

CmrisTie. You’re afraid of getting old, afraid that I
might someday take your place. So you want me to
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stay your little daughter, your adoring public, your
permanent audience, as Hester said.

Linpa. Stopit! I won’t have any more of this. You’re
being very young and very melodramatic. (Crosses to-
telephone.) IT’m going to phone Sam Rupert and tell
him he’s not to let you sign that contract.

[Picks up receiver.

Caristie. I wouldn’t, Mother.

Linoa (phone still in hand and without turning). Are you
threatening me?

CamrisTie. Call it that if you like. I'm warning you,
Mother, it won’t do you any good to phone Mr. Rupert.
You can’t stop me from signing that contract.

Linpa (putting receiver back and spinning around). Why
can’t I?

CurisTie. Because Stevie’s my guardian, too. And he
already knows about it and approves.

Lixpa. So you’ve already phoned him about it.

CrrisTiE. No, he and Ruth came to my play last Friday,
the night you were entertaining for charity. (With-a
look at the mewspapers.) Or wasn’t it Craig Allison
that night?

Lixoa (following her glance). I-—1 don’t remember.

CuzrisTie. Never mind. It’s not important now.

[Starts right.

Lmvpa. What are you going to do?

CrrisTie (furns and faces Linda). I’'m going to play
Phyllis. (Laughs suddenly.) You know, Mother, all
of a sudden I like my hair the way it is. I like my
clothes, too, and my bad enunciation, and the way I walk!
(Goes toward door.) Coming, Dana?.

Daxa (after one last look at Linda). Yes— oh, yes,
Christie!

[Follows her to door.

Livpa. Christie, darling!

Cunistie (comes back once more). You know, you
shouldn’t ever play mother parts. You’ll be much better
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as Diana. That’ll be a brilliant performance. And I
wouldn’t worry if I were you; you don’t really look
thirty-five.

[Eziis. Linda turns to telephone, picks up receiver
furiously, starts to dial. Then she stops, thinks a moment,
and hangs up. She takes evening bag from table, pulls out
mirror, goes center, examines face anxiously. Then, in a
sudden fury at what she sees, she dashes mirror to floor.

Curtain
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CAST

Grunpy McKay
VL, his wife

Lou AXN, his sister
Fravia, his visitor

Tme. Afternoon of a day during the War.
Prace. Living room of a small house just outside New
York City. The home of Grundy and Val McKay.



PRIVATE McKAY’S GHOST

1t is the living room of a small, tastefully furnished house,
just outside New York City, the home of Val and Grundy
McKay.

It is not an elaborate room, but one that is exceedingly
comfortable and tasteful, and it has a pleasant “lived-in”
look. Down right is a fireplace, and up right a door lead-
ing into other parts of the house. In the rear wall French
doors are open, and on either side prettily curtained win-
dows. There are two windows in the left wall. There is
a big easy chair with a small table beside it, in front of
the fireplace. Down left center, on an angle, is a sofa with
coffee table in front of it. These are the only pieces of
furniture essential to the action of the play. Against the
rear wall, there may be small tables, light, delicate chairs,
a desk at left and desk chair, lamps, wall bookshelves, and
other pieces which will add to the beauty of the room.

At rise, the room is empty with the exception of Grundy
McKay. Hestandsfor a moment reflectively, up by center
doors. Then, with a little gesture of impatience, he comes
down and seats himself, picks wp a magazine from the table,
glances through it and throws it down. He puis his head
back, drums his fingers and whistles, all with an abstracted,
preoccupied air. Val, his wife, appears at center and sees
him, comes in on tiptoe, and puts her hands over his eyes.
Grundy is about twenty-siz, good-looking, honest. He is
dressed in the uniform of a private in the army of the United
States. Valis around twenty-three, pretty, charming, not
bright, but altogether lovely.

Var. Guess who!
Gronpy (pretending to think). Hummm . .. Mrs.
Roosevelt?
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Var. She’sin Cuba. Guess again.

Gruxpy. I can’t, darling. Your scent confuses me.

Var. At fifteen dollars an ounce it ought to bark.

Gruxpy (pulling her around beside him). Honey, I'd
know your fleur d’cabbage anywhere. :

Var. You ought to, you gave it to me. Where’s your
sister?

GrunNpY. Around. Why?

Var. DI’m just glad she’s not here, that’s why.

Gruxpy (Zaughing) You invited her out.

Var. I know. I thought I ought. I knew you’d want
to see your sister, but I’d much rather have you all to
myself,

Gruxpy. I know, but sis likes to see me.

Var. Of course she does, darling. And you’ll want to
see Sylvia and Gerald, so they’re coming later today.
Grunpy. Well, Sylvia’s all right, but I can’t say the same

for Uncle Gerald.

Var. I couldn’t ask Sylvia without your uncle, dope.

Grunpy (a little sadly). You know, they won’t give us
much time to ourselves, will they? We’ve had so little
time together since we were married.

Var. Iknow. Iwishwe couldbe alone for one whole week
with nobody else around to talk to us or have anything
to do with us. That would be my idea of heaven.

Grunpy. And mine. But Uncle Sam looks at things in a
funny way, honey. Anyway, the relatives’ll stay only a
day or so, probably over night.

Var. I know. But after that it’ll be only a matter of
hours before you have to go back to that dreadful camp.

Grunoy. Not that soon.

Var. Nearly.

Grunpy. Forget it, honey. It’s a long way off, yet.

Var. All right, but it’s hard to forget . .

Geruxpy. I know, darling. For me too. (He rises
abrupily and goes up to doors. Then he turns.) Val,
darling, I ...
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Vavr (hopefully). Yes?

GrUXNDY (he pauses; then laughs). Oh, well,hell! Where’s
that rapscallion sister of mine?

Vav (slightly disappointed). In the garden, probably.
[Lou Ann, enters. She is a pretiy, vivacious girl, seo-

eral years younger than Grundy.

Louv AnxN. Were you talking about me? Want me,
Grundy?

GrUuNpY (teasing). Not particularly.

Lou Axx. You better had, you great big wonderful sol-
dier!

[She goes to him and throws her arms around his neck.

GrUNDY (pleased). Listen to her,Val! What can youdo
with her!

Vavr (laughing). Tl leave her to you.

Lou AxN. Ispoil him to death, don’t I, Val?

Var. I’m afraid we both do.

Lou Axn. I do more than you. It’s bad for him. You
haven’t been married to him long enough to spoil him yet,
but I suppose you will.

Var. I suppose so.

Lou Ann. Here, Grundy. Sit over here on the couch.

[ She drags him to sofa.

Gerunpy. Thanks.

Lou AxN. Let me fix the pillow.
[She does so.

GrunpY. Boy! This is service!

Lov Anwx (kneeling in front of the couck). I wish you
could get leaves every week.

Gronpy. Sodol. My first sergeant would never dream
of offering me a pillow.

Lov Axn. Comfy? -

Grunpy. Fine.

Lov AxN (suddenly thinking of something else). Want
a drink of water?

Groxpy. I don’t mind.

[He grins.
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Vau (willingly). Tl get it, Grundy.

Lovu Anx (eagerly.) T’d just as soon.

Grunpy. Sure, Val, let sis get it. You sit down; take
it easy.

Lov Axx. Be back in a minute.

[She exits gleefully.

Gruxnpy. No need for you to go, honey. With Uncle
Gerald and Sylvia coming, you’ll be busy enough later.

Vav (hesitatingly). Grundy . . .

GrunxpY. Yeah?

Vav (getting it over with). Grundy, when are you going?

Gruxnpy. -Where . . . back to camp?

Var. No. Not camp.

Grunpy. Where? What do you mean, darling?

Var. When are you going . . . (Pause.) over?

Gruxpy. Oh. (Then casually.) Idon’t— know. Some-
time fairly soon, I suppose.

Var. Oh, Grundy, I don’t want you to go.

[She goes to him, presses against him.

Gruxpy (puiting his arms around her). Hell, there’s
nothing I can do about it, honey. And you knew it was
coming. Anyway, it isn’t for a good while yet.

Var. But it was always so far in the future, and somehow
when it’s like that, you can forget it for a while — make
yourself not think about it — almost make yourself be-
lieve it isn’t going to happen at all. Then all of a sud-
den, it’s almost on top of you, so close . . .

[Lou Ann enters with the water pitcher and glasses on a
tray. Val moves quickly away from Grundy.

Lov Axnx. Oh. Sorry.

Grunpy. That’s all right, sis. Come in.

Louv AnN. Here’s the water, Grundy.

[She puts the iray on the coffee table and pours him a
glass.

Grunpy. Thanks, sis.

Louv AxN. Doesn’t he look nice in his uniform, Val? 1
can’t get over it, Grundy. (She goes behind sofa.)
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When are you going to be an officer with a lot of fancy

trappings?

GruNDY (stretching lazily and sipping his water). Oh,one
of these days — after the war’s over.

Lov Ax~ (with admiration). You’re arrogant, aren’t
you, my good brother?

Gruxnpy. Justbrave. Watch the slow steady movements
of my chest. (He raises himself up and demonstrates as
he talks.) I have the best chest in the whole United
States Army. See the proud set of my shoulders — best
in company B. And my biceps —boy! My biceps!

Lou Axx (laughing). Your sergeant just groans with
envy, I bet!

Grunpy (pretending surprise). How did you know?

Lou Anx. Why don’t you take a quick canter around the
room? Give your biceps a break.

GruNDY (scolding). Youbadgirl! Haven’t youread the
instructions, “Be kind to service men.”

Lou AxN (twisting her fingers in his hair). Aren’t I kind
to you, Grundy, my pet?

Grunpy. Very, my “angel.” I don’t know what I'd do
without you. .

[He stretches again. During the last two lines, Flavia
has put in an appearance. She is avery beautiful, talldark
girl, quite ethereal. In fact, she’s so ethereal no one sees
her but Grundy. She is smiling strangely. She is attired
in a flowing white gown.

Lou Axx (coazingly). And aren’t I the best little sister
in the world?

Fravia (quietly). Hello, Private McKay. (Grundy sees
her and starts slightly. Neither Val nor Low Ann is
aware of her presence.) It must be exquisite to be so
big and brave and patriotic and gay. You're making
quite an impression on your little sister.

Gruxpoy (blinking). What?

Lou AxN. I said, aren’t I thebest . . .

Grunpy. I wasn’t talking to you.
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Vav (Rkalf rising from chair, wonderingly). Grundy, what

is it?

Fravia (amused). They’re quite worth impressing, Pri-
vate McKay.

GrunpY. Now wait a minute here . . .
[He starts to rise. Flavia laughs lightly and disap-

pears through center doors.

Lov AnN. Grundy!

Grunoy (baffled). That girl! Who the hell .

Yar. What girl?

Grunpy. That girl — there — in the doorway!

VaLr (completely bewildered). There wasn’t any girl in
the doorway.

GruNDY (insistently). There was, I tell you.

Lou Axx (trying to be practical). You just sit tight.
Let me get you some water! 4
[She moves to do so, until he stops her. /

Grunpy. I don’t want any water!

Lov Awnw. It wouldn’t be safe to give you anything
stronger.

Gruxpy. Don’t give me anything. That girl—1I
swear . . .
[Flavia’s head appears around door frame.

Fravia (hoarsely). Shhhhhh! There isn’t any girl.
Don’t make yourself ridiculous.

Grunpy (starting up again). Well, I’ll be damned !

Fravia. You needn’t get so worked up!

GrunDY (rising). You — confound it, who are you?

Lou Anx (immocently). Why, Grundy — I’m — I’m —
Lou Ann!

Grunpy (sharply). Not you!

Var. You— you mean me, Grundy?

Gruxnpy (wildly). No! NO!

VarL (crossing to him, worried). Maybe he’s tired —
maybe we ought to let him rest, Lou Ann.

Fravia. Heavens, on my account?

Gronpy. Yes, confound it!
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Lou ANN (hurt). Grundy, you don’t need to be nasty.

Gruxnpy. I wasn’t talking to you!

Vawr (even more hurt). To me, Grundy?

Grunpy (suffering). No! No!! NO!!

[He sinks to the sofa.

Lou Axx (soothingly). Look, Grundy, did something
happen at camp, something you didn’t tell us about?
Have you been working too hard — are you ill?

Grunpy. No, no, nothing like that.

Var. Then what is it, darling. Tell me!

Grouxpy. Il tell you what itis! It’s something I’ve got
to straighten out!

Fravia (lightly). It’s no use carrying on like that, Pri-
vate McKay. I’ll have to see you alone, I’'m afraid.
[She disappears again.

Gruxpy. Damn!

Var. Darling . ..

Grunoy (bewildered). Please — leave me alone. I’ve
got to think. Everything seems to be grinding in my

- head.

Lou Axx. I always told you you should have thought
more when you were a little boy.

Grunpy. Look, Lou Ann — Val, look at me, look at me
from a purely scientific viewpoint. What do you see?
Is anything wrong?

Lou AxN. Your hair needs combing.

Var. You look peaked, darling.

Grunpy. Is there anything else?

Lou Axx. I think you’d better lie down.

Grunpy (rising, pacing). No! I’ve got to get this thing
settled once and for all. I’ll never be any good until
I figure out what it’s all about.

Lovu Anw (seriously). Would you like us to go?

Grunpy. It mightn’t be a bad idea. Just leave me alone
for a bit.

Lou Ann. All right. Perhaps he does need a rest, Val.
Let’s go.
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Var. All right, just a second.

Lov Axx. Call me if you want anything, Grundy.
[She exits.

Var. Darling, I'm worried. Lie down here.

[She leads him back to the sofa.

Grunpy. All right, all right, but I’m telling you there was
agirl . ..

Var. Yes, darling. Is the pillow all right?

[She arranges it for him.

GrunpY. Fine. For Pete’s sake, didn’t you see her?

Var. Now, don’t think of it anymore. You’ll just make
yourself worse. (She strokes his forehead.) There,
how does that feel?

Grunpy (impatiently). Like your hand scraping my face,
of course. Take it away, will you please? I want to
think !

VaL (hurt). Very well, Grundy. I’ll leave you to your
thinking.

[She rises.

GruNDY (conirite). Ah, now, honey, I didn’t mean . . .

Var. It’s all right. (She smiles a little.) Try to get
some rest. (Starts to go, turns back.) If you can
spare the time between thoughts.

[Exits. Grundy sits up on sofa. Puts his head in his
hands.

Gronoy (muttering). I don’t know which end I’'m on —
damned if I do.

Fravia (appearing in the doorway). Has she gone?

GruNDY (starting up). You again!

Fravia. If you’d rather I went away . . .

[She makes a move to leave. '

Gruxpy (hastily). NO! No, don’t do that. You’ve
caused me enough trouble without going off and leaving
me in a state like this.

Fravia (coming into the room). Trouble? I’m so sorry.
I never intend to be troublesome. I actually came here
to do you a favor. ‘
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Grunpy. Who are you? What’s your name?
Fravia. Name?
[She comes down to fireplace.

Gruxnpy. You must be someone! You can’t be merely
the horrible result of too much K.P. duty!

Fravia. You might call me a Figment of your Imagina-
tion.

GruNDY (irying to be gay). That’s too long. What do
your friends call you?

Fravia. DI’ve an unusual name, but it’s quite pretty, I
think. I’m Flavia Collinge. It’s a name that strikes
a faint tinkling of little bells in one’s head, don’t you
think?

[She sits in chair right.

GrunpY. The bells were tinkling before you told me your
name, baby!

Fravia (shuddering daintily). Oh, heaven. Don’t call
me that ; it’s so vulgar! ,

Grunpy. I want to touch you.

[He rises, makes a move toward her.

Fravia (starting up, backing against fireplace). You
mustn’t! Really you mustn’t. If you try, I’m afraid
I shall have to leave again, and that mustn’t happen. I
came here with a purpose, and I mustn’t leave until I’ve
accomplished it.

Grunpy. Oh, you’re one of those purposeful ghosts. I’ve
heard about your kind.

Fravia. I’m really not any different from the rest of
them. Most of us have some kind of objective. Forin-
stance, the objective of most ghosts is to haunt houses.

Grunpy. How cozy!

Fravia. Please don’t be flippant. I couldn’t bear any
more of your flippancy. The way you were acting with
your sister — it made me sick. She’s pretty silly, I
grant you, but it pleased her to try and make you happy.
You’re her brother and a soldier.

Gaunpy. She’s always thought I was a little tin God.
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Fravia. Don’t interrupt me. Like the general run of
ghosts, I’m very easily annoyed.

Gruxnpy (abashed). Sorry, Flavia.

Fravia. That’s much better. I like you when you’re
humble. You aren’t very often, are you?

Gruwnpy (grinning). You must have been around when I
was showing Val and Lou Ann my chest expansion.

Fravia. Yes, tough guy.

GrunpyY (surprised). You don’t think I’m so tough?

Fravia. I admire your spirit—1I admire your fervor,
we’ll say. A very fine, strong, military fervor, only you
aren’t really strong at all.

Grunpy. Oh, yeah? I’'m a damned good soldier, and I'd
like you to make something of it. Want to listen to my
heart beat?

Fravia (quietly). Your heart doesn’t beat, soldier; it
marches.

Gruxpy. Miss Flavia Collinge, I’ve suddenly decided I
don’t want to be haunted by you or anybody else. So get
out of here.

Fravia (lightly). If there’s anything I can’t stand, it’s
the flaccidity of men. You’re like most of them. You
like to think you’re invincible. You’re under the im-
pression that boot camp shot you above the grammar
school of simple emotions.

GrunpY. Get out of here.

[He turns his back on her.

Fravia. Ihate strong men, Private McKay, when they’re
really weak — like you. How long have you and Val
been married?

GrunpY (crossing to her, threateningly). A year! Are
you going to . . .

Fravia. Stop! (Hestops.) Ihate to think whatwould
happen if you touched me. I’'m not tangible, you know.
I sometimes wish I were.

GrunpY (roughly). What’s your game? What do you
want me to do?
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Fravia (urgently). Tellher. Tellher you’re going away
in less than a week. Tell her you may never see her
again.

Grunpy (turning away). That’s easy for you to say.

Fravia (going to him). Listen, I know what I’'m talking
about. I had a man once. Tell her!

Gruxpy. I can’t —1 can’t!

[He sits on sofa.

Fravia. I think she resents being protected. That’s how
it’s always been. First her parents — they walked
ahead of her in life, carefully weeding her little world;
cooking the raw meat before she could taste the blood.
Then they handed her over to you, Sir Galahad McKay
with the fifty inch chest!

GruNDY (rising, enraged). Shut up about my chest!

Fravia. They gave her to you to protect, and you’ve done
your job well. You’re still doing it. Don’t you think
you’re doing it Zoo well? You’re being fine and noble, so
she’ll never know when you leave, and she’ll never know
when to expect you home again. That’s going to be
tough — hard for her to take!

Grunpy (pacing). I can’t tell her! She’ll worry —
she’ll go wild with worry! I’ve got to leave her like this,
with a laugh and a hug and a thousand kisses and the
promise that I’ll come back.

Fravia (intensely). All her life she’s needed someone to
protect her. Now she needs to protect someone, and
that someone is you, Private McKay. She loves you,
and she wants you to need her more than she’s ever wanted
anything in her life. You’re so afraid you’re shaking,
McKay. You dread what’s waiting for you over there.
And it’s waiting all right! God, it sits out there like a
sentry, waiting, waiting for you!

GrUNDY (choking). Shut up!

Fravia. Are you going to tell her, or aren’t you, McKay?

Grunpy (shouting fiercely). I’ll sit tight and be one of
your flaccid mankind. That suits me better!
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Fravia (driving). Stubborn, aren’t you? Afraid to cry
in front of your wife. Even though you need to, and
she needs you to. I’ve wasted a lot of time on you! -

Grunpy. Then you can stop wasting it and go away!
Fravia (relentlessly). First, Ill give you a few tips on

~ how to do it, since you insist on handling things your

way. You know before Jerry went, he grabbed me in a
big bear hug and said “Honey doll, when you see a falling
star, remember Jerry up there with his little bow and
arrow — and catch that star!” Those were his last
words. Poignant, aren’t they? Jerry had a big chest,
too. He was big and strong and the bravest man you
ever saw, Private McKay. (Bitterly.) Well, that’s
what I remember of Jerry with both of us being so strong
and noble — and casual. I don’t think he ever admitted
his terror until he got up there in the sky and the thunder
began. Then it hit him, all the little things he should
have said and how he needed me those last few minutes!

GRrUNDY (screaming). Get out! Get out!

Fravia. Allright, I'll go. You handle it your way, Pri-
vate McKay. Go ahead. (She gets as far as door;
turns.) But God, how I pity you when the thunder
begins.

[She exits. Grundy stands, white. Then he sinks in
chair, head in hands. There is a slight pause. Lou Ann
enters quictly.

Lov Axy.  Grundy, are you — are you all right?

Grunpy. Eh? (He sees who it is.) Yes, yes, ’m all
right.

Lou Avy. TIheard you yelling. I wondered what was the
matter.

- Geoxpy. Nothing. I'm—I’m just trying to think —
to think. There was something in the papers, something
about a suicide — in the papers about a month ago —
if I could only remember . . .

Lou AnN (after a second). Was it the Collinge woman,
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Flavia Collinge? She committed suicide & while ago,
and all because her husband was killed.

Grunpy (on his feet in a second, white and shaking). LOU
ANN'!

Lovu AxN (startled). Yes, Grundy, whatisit?

Grunpy. Nothing — nothing— My God. (He pulls
himself together with some difficulty.) Where’s —
where’s Val?

Louv Ax~. Inthe garden. She’s . ..

[She catches herself and stops.

Gruwpy (quickly). She’s what?

Lov Axx (reluctantly). She’s —she’s crying, if you
want to know.

[Grundy stands still for a long moment. Then he turns
and goes quickly through the center doors inito the garden,
to find Val.

Curtain
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PAPA NEVER DONE NOTHING . .. MUCH

1t is the Dewberry’s front room.

At the rise of the curtain no one is seen, but we hear a
baby’s cry in another room. Then a door-bell rings.

As we wait for someone to answer the bell, we notice a
man’s picture on the mantel. It’s in a siloer frame.

Then Mrs. Dewberry, a middle-aged housewife in an
apron, comes into the room carrying a coffee-service, which
she sets on the coffee table. Before she can put it down
and get over to the door, the bell rings again.

Mrs. Dewberry opens the door; lets in Miss Nash, a trim
young lady with a notebook in one hand. The baby stops

crying.

Miss Nasa. Is this Mrs. Lydia Dewberry?

Mgzs. DEweerry. Yes, this’s me, all righty. Is that you?

Miss Nasg. Why, yes. (Smiling.) I’m Beatrice Nash.
AsItold you on the phone I represent the Dallas “News.”

Mgzs. DEwBErrY. I’ve seen the “News,” but I don’t never
read no out-of-town papers. Won’t you . . . set?

Miss Nasxu (sitting). Thank you. I’min abit of a hurry.
(Mrs. Dewberry sits stiffly, starts to pour the coffee.)
Of course I'm sorry to hear of Mr. Dewberry’s demise.

Mzs. DewsEreY (stops pouring; goes blank; then smiles).
Oh. Youmean his death! Oh, yessy, quite! We’re all
sorry, of course.

Miss Nasu_(opening her notebook). What did Mr. Dew-
berry do for a living, Mrs. Dewberry?

Mzs. DewserrY (after a pause, occupied in deep thought
as she hands Miss Nash a cup of coffee). Well — Papa
never done nothing . . . much. But when he did do,
he done clerking at the American Bank, corner of Fifth
and Fourth.
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Miss Nasu (supping; trying to make an entry in her note-
book). A — bank clerk?

Mzs. Dewserey. Yes. (4 little less stiff; warming up a
bit.) He was due to be raised to head clerk the day
after he died.

Miss Nasa. How sad!

Mzs. Dewserry. Yes. Papa was there forty years and
looked forward to bein’ head bank-clerk . . . which he
never was, a-course.

Miss Nasa. Well! Head (Writing.) bank clerk. I
(Lifting her head.) understand Mr. Dewberry was a
head man in the church, too. Sort of a pillar.

Mgrs. DEwsErrY. Papa was quite a big pillar in the church.
He was an elder. The deacons used to call Papa (She
laughs self-consciously.) their elderberry pillar! His
name was Dewberry, you know. Elderberry — Dew-
berry.

Miss Nasg (irying to laugh). Yes,Isee! Quaint, wasn’t
it?

Mges. DewsErry. Quite! Papa was always givin® to the
church. He also always sung bass at all the funerals,
and collected the collection for his sunday school class.
They give Papa a gold-plated pin for him doing that for
twenty-five years handrunning. That pin wore four
years before it started tarnishing!

Miss Nasg. Well, now!

Mzs. Dewserry. Papa was awful good at “we thank thee”
prayers, but not so good a “we ask thee,” ones. He . . .

Miss Nasm. I (Breaking in, o bit firmly.) I hear Mr.
Dewberry left his family well-fixed when he died. Could
you tell me, did he invest . . .

Mes. DewserrY (correcting and reprovingly). Papa
always wouldn’t never let us say anything about dying.
Papa never really died.

Miss Nasg. What did he do, then?

Mzs. Dewserry. He always said he was Jjust. going to
“take his way thitherward.” That’s all.
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Miss Nasa. That’s — all?  He just “took his way thith-
e