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OUR TOWN

(The lights start to glow into dr:t-wn ://u l, {Hh{{j!

is followed by a gradual morning {qghr. which

ugh the action of the ail.)

Act shows a day n
The thime is just

sncreases to nNoon thro

STAGE MANAGER. (cont.) The First
our town. The day is May 7, 1901,

before dawn.

(Cock crows offstage.)

The sky is beginning to how some streaks of
2 N . R )
light over in the East there, behind o mountin.
The morning star always gets wordertul bright the
minute before it has to go - doesi oy

(He stares at it for a momend, then jocs ujmrq,{rr.)

Wwell, I'd better show youl Lhow Ot 1oWn ‘i(.tﬂ*dl{p
here — (that 1s: pamllﬁl with the {;mk wall ) - l? l\ El;(n
Sireet. Way back there is the railway mmzm?, Tlr}C cs;1
go that way. Polish "Towi's aeross Ihf* [ khf. :’Lt'l

some Canuck families. toward the left) Over t.*hc,r,e
is the Congregational Churchy across the street's

the Presbyterian. Methodist and Ullili—'tl‘.‘la.tl are
over there. (off down right) Baptist is down 11 the
‘hurch is over beyond

’ river, Catholic (

ﬁ?x::lirzk??{em’s the ‘Town Hall and Post Office
combined; jail’s in the basement. Bryan Once
made a speech from these very steps here. Along
here's (Main Streel, parallel with the back wall) a TOW

of stores. Hitching posts and horse blocks in front
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‘ ’ e along in
ol them. Firs g

ahout five years — belonged to
oy richest citizen.. lives in the

Banker Cartwright,
big white house up

iim) Most everybody 1n town
Hhiose (wo stores once a day.

] e r
vonder. High School’s still farther over. Qlil.arte
“ ' and three o’clock

he yelling and

of nine mornings, noontimes,
Arermoons, the hull town can hear t

re and here’s Mr.

OUR TOWN

screaming from those schoolyards. (He approaches
the table and chairvs downstage right.) This is our
doctor’s house, ~ Doc Gibbs’. This is the back door.

(Two arched trellises, vovered with vines and flowers,

are pushed out, one by cach proscenium pillar.)

There’s some scenery for those who think they
have to have scenery, 'This is Mrs. Gibbs’ garden.
Corn...peas.. beans.  hollyhocks.. . heliotrope...
and a lot ol budock. (erosses the stage) In those
days Our newspaper cone ottt twice a week - the
Grover’s Corners Sentinel — and this is Editor Webb's
house. And this is Mrs, Webb's garden. Just like
Mrs. Gibbs’, only it's got a lot ol sunflowers, too.
(He looks upward, center stage,) Right here’s... a
big butternut tree, (He returns to his place by the
right proscenium pillar and looks al the audience for a
minute.) Nice town, y’know what I mean? Nobody
very remarkable ever come out of it, s’far as we
know. The earliest tombstones in the cemetery
up there on the mountain say 1670-1680 — they're
Grovers and Cartwrights and Gibbses and Herseys
e names as are around here now. Well, as 1
waidd: it's about dawn. The only lights on in town
Are ina cottage over by the tracks where a Polish
mother's just had twins, And in the Joe Crowell
hovne, where Joe Junior’s geting up S0 as 1o
deliver the paper, And in the depot, where Shorty
Fhawkins s gettin® veady (o Qag the 545 for Boston,
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(Again his further words are «overed by those of happiness, that's the great thing! The important
MRS. SOAMES. ) thing is 1o he Lappy.

MRS. SOAMES. Don’t know w/en 1've seen sughea lovely :'.-' | (The BRIDE nd GROOM 7reach the steps leading

wedding. But I always cry. Don't knpefwhy it is, but inlo the audicnce. A bright light is thrown wupon

I always cry. I just like to wee yafing people happy, them. They descend into the auditorium and rin
don’t you? Oh, I think it'gdtvely. up the aisle joyousty, )

(The STAGE MANAG) rrmffm:x: “.’!‘}ae Ring.” STAGE MANAGER. That's all the Second Act, folks. 'Ten
GEORGE lakes it froft his procket, slips it on EMILY s | | minutes” menmission,
fingen, then stepsAo embrace and kiss her,)

(Laghts [ade. STAGE MANAGER in momentary

(The stage isfSuddenly arvested 1t silent tableaw.) darkness walks off. 'The crowd exits. )

(The STAGE MANAGER, /ity eyes on the distance, as
X8 _I_l"';' AW ;-” .l/:a)

STAGE MANAGER/J I've muarvied over two hundred

couples in my day. Do | believe init? T don’t know.
M...marries N... millions of them, The cottage,
the go-cart, the Sunday-alternoon drives in the
Ford, the first rheumatism, the grandchildren, the
second rheumatism, the deathbed, the reading of
the will, —

(He now looks at the audience for the [irst lime, with *
a warm smile that removes any sense of cynicism kY
[from the next line.) )

Once in a thousand times it’s interesting., — Well,
let’s have Mendelssohn’s “Wedding March”!

(The organ picks up the March. Chyrch bells
( 1h# BRIDE. and GROOM come Adown the aisle,
ineltaant, bul lrying to be very ified.) L

(1'he TOWNSPEOPLE hgde gradually risen and | T

trned to walch as theybass by, chattering.) -
MUK NOAMES, (a "..ling March” starts) Aren’t they a ¥

lvely canpleyZOh, I've never been to such a nice T
weildiig Al sure they’ll be happy. I always say:

i DA o o el S P e o e




= oK. GIBBS. Well

54
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Mrs. Newsome told me to tell you mi l‘u n;x ;y o
* 5 it i L 5‘ 4 j }* %i 11‘, r 1
they’ll both be very happy, Ms. W _,.,m

will. p |
MRS. WEBB. (calling after him) 'I.‘lm_nkf;ﬁm mn! 11};11’11{
i\iirs Newsome and we're couiiy ot weing you

. )
at the wedding.

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yes, Mrs. We b, ‘*’f*’v . @
: iss (1 ﬁfl ( o G, Dheasit.
there. Couldn’t mis E)

(HOWIE NEWSOME ¢iils. )
f fcilile above sloveés

(MRS. WEBB taheS two bottles v o
. 2 v (LI e slooe SO
Z amore. MRS, GIBRS ned)
emggturns for four mo
2L\ to\blow nose, on Verge of deiiiy )

g )
w ; & i -:‘::;.3- ¥
)j/;(ﬂ\ (DR. GIBBS descends 1 i s,

ﬂq. :’l({mjﬂli) =32 . T : e TR e : _— ..
) R O < R N
Mit, the day hias cone. You're losin

il

hope to git

(rying Lo be
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OUR TOWN ZE

it he’s put warm things on — Frank! They're too
young. Emily won’t think of such things. He’ll
catch his death of cold within a week.

DR. GIBBS. | was remembering my wedding morning,
Julia,

MRS. GIBBS. (crossing lo stove to turn French toast) Now
don’t start that, Frank Gibbs.

DR. GIBBS. (smiling) 1 was the scaredest young fella n
the State of New Hampshire. I thought I'd make a
mistike for sue,

(MRS, GIBBS cosses to the cupboard to pour milk.)

And when | saw you comin’ down that aisle 1
thought you were the prettiest girl I'd ever seen,
but the only ttouble was that I'd never seen you
before, There 1 was in the Congregational Church
marryin’ a total stranger.

(MRS. WEBB sels lable from cuphoard in three trips. )

MRS. GIBBS. (crossing to lable with milk for Rebecca) And
how do you think I felt! (seroes his loast) — Frank,
weddings are perlectly awlal things. Farces, — |
that’s what they arc! |
(She puts a plate before him. ) :
Here, I've made something lor you.

DR. GIBBS. Why, Julia Hersey — French toast!

" one of your chi b
et . - - # | i ’  f b Word‘
MRS, GIBBS. Frank Cibbm, don’t you say anothel o
. | l l : %l ‘il;‘ti it %iil}i PVeLyY Hi!llii‘i*; fH'(JSSﬁS t(? j)ﬂ%ﬂ' .
( 9 rlf t,!fi {ff’j’f ffjj ,j}ﬂi; F"ﬂ‘ l‘llﬁli A :j:!
- e ' e .
Ph (ﬁ' (MIts, WER f!’f"f‘-’h andd shices polatoes at table abov
2 oo, ) | ; |
.-”#. . »oo A na .zn
\'3) DR IS, (313 ilosginin atd fi1y hlrwl{/fﬂsf- ﬁﬂb[@, tuCk;m’Spup
6/ i into neck, puls SUEH IN fh"z’”‘ﬁ”). .l’h(i‘: gr‘?rful ot t0
@ shaving himsell only there amntana
shave — -

, 0
(MRS, GIBEBS swels pot on stove and crosses 1

cupboard Jor siloer. )

I | ike he's ve us. =

Whistling and sging, like 111.;‘_5 glatfi totllfﬁa sl

‘ )

Every now and dien he says, ‘1 do” to B caff
but it don't sound convincing to me. (

and drinks) g
MRS. GIBBS. (crossing o (able to set places for herself a

| 11
Rebecca) 1 declare, rank, I don’t know how h‘et
oet along. I've arranged his clothes and seen 1O
ue L .

MRS. GIBBS. (pleased) ‘Tain’t hard to make and I had to
do-something. (turns, suddenly serious, crosses-to-stove
and serves self)

(Pause. DR. GIBBS pours on the syrup, round and
round four times, then:)

DR. GIBBS. How'd you sleep last night, Julia? (eats)

MRS. GIBBS. (crossing to sit at table with own plate and
coffee) Well, I heard a lot of the hours struck off.

(takes sugar and cream)
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28 OUR TOWN

(He whispers into the PROFESSOR s ri11 |

PROFESSOR WILLARD. Oh, yeu, tiilocd? — The
population, at the moment, ix *'.i:1 I'he Postal

District brings in 507 moie, wabing a total of

3,149. — Mortality and birth 1aiis « onstant, — By
MacPherson’s gauge: 6.042,

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you viry wivich, Professor.
We're all very much obliged i yvoni, ' sure,

PROFESSOR WILLARD. Not i all, sle: st L aldl

STAGE MANAGER. This wity, Piesfessoi, andd thank you
again,
(Iixit PROFESSOR WH 1 AT }

Now the political and s il 1o pont Fditor Webb.
- Oh, Mr. Weblhy

(MRS. WEBB apprears at her bk i |

MRS, WEBB. He'll be heve e a mdnate . e et cut his
hand while he wan eathis’ ajaple

STAGE MANAGER. 'T'hiaisk voin, Mis. Webls,

MRS, WEBB. Churles! Fveavholy's Wi,
(Fxil MRS, WEIE )

STAGE MANAGER. Mi Webh s Publisher and Kditor of
the Graver's Corners Senntinel, Thai's our local paper,

v kiow,

(MR WERE endens from his hiouse, j,rullz'ng on his
coat. Ll frnger s bownd in a real handkerchief. )

ST R e v e e T
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MR. WEBB. Well, T don’t have to tell you that we're
run here by a Board of Selectmen. — All males
vote at the age ol twenty-one. Women vote
indirect. We're lower middle class: sprinkling of
professional men,..ten per cent illiterate laborers,
Politically, we're cighty-six per cent Republicans;
SIX per cent Democrats; four per cent Socialists;
rest, indifferent. Religiously, we’re eighty-five per
cent Protestants; twelve per cent Catholics; rest,
indifferent.

STAGE MANAGER. Have you any comments, Mr. Webb?

MR. WEBB. Very ordinary town, if you ask me. Little
better behaved than most. Probably a lot duller.
But our young pecople here seem to like it well
enough. Ninety per cent of ’em graduating from
high school settle down right here to live — even
when they’ve been away to college.

STAGL MANAGER. Now, is there anyone in the audience
who would like to ask Editor Webb anything about
the town?

WOMAN IN THE BALCONY. Is there much drinking in
Grover's Cornersy

MR. WEBB. (amuscd) Well, m’am, I wouldn’t know what
yow'd call much. Satiddy nights the farmhands
meet down in Lllery Greenough’s stable and
holler some. We've got one or two town drunks,
but they’re always having remorses every time an
evangelist comes to town. No, ma’am, I'd say likker
ain’t a regular thing in the home here, except in
the medicine chest. Right good for snake bite,
y' know - always was.

BELLIGERENT MAN AT BACK OF AUDITORIUM. Is there
no one in town aware of —

STAGE MANAGER. Come forward, will you, where we
can all hear you — What were you saying?

BELLIGERENT MAN. Is there no one in town aware of
social injustice and industrial inequality?

“MR. WEBB. Oh, yes, everybody is ~ somethin’ terrible.

Seems like they spend most of their time talking
about who’s rich and who’s poor.

BELLIGERENT MAN. Then why don’t they do something
about it?

(He withdraws without waiting for an answer.)

MR. WEBB. (tolerantly) Well, I dunno...I guess we’re all
hunting like everybody else for a way the diligent
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(The sound of crickets. REBECCA tiptoes lo Cieorpe's
ladder and climbs 'E_.L[J beside him. )

GEORGE. [m your own mndow

REBECCA. | did, but there’s no mooin the n..(}(.:()rge,
do }(Hl Lnow WhatI thmk (lu YOu Y llllk maybe

Iu a ln& splosion.

GEORGE. Rebecca, you don’t ko £ anything. If the
moon were getting nearer, (h¢ guys that sit up all
night with telescopes woul/sce it fivst and they’d
tell about it, and it’d beZin all the newspapers,
(pause)

REBECCA. George, is th
America, Canada ary

GEORGE. Well - prob’

(The STAGE GER strolls on, )

(MR. WARREN/ an elderly policeman, comes along
Main Sm:-'.'at from the vight, rying a door knob every
Jew feet. . WEBB ¢nilers Jrom the left.)

(Pause. f Jw sound of erickets is heard.)

STAGE MANAGI* R. Nine-thirty. Most of the lights are out.
Nc:,; there’s Constable Warren trying a few doors
Main Street. And here comes Editor Webb,

moon shinimg on South
haddl the whole world?

14,

WEBB, CONSTABLE

OUR TOWN

(They stop to chat.)

MR. WEBB. All quiet tonight?

(SIMON STIMSON comes down Main Sireet
from the left, only a trace of unsteadiness in his
walk.)

CONSTABLIE WARREN. Simon Stimson is rollin’
around a little. Just saw his wife movin’ out to
hunt for him so I looked the other way — there
he 1s now.

MR. WEBB. Good cvening, Simorn... Town scems to
have settled down for the night prety well....

(SIMON STIMSON comes up to him and pauses
a moment and stares at him, swaying slightly.)

Good evening...Yes, most of the town’s settled
down for the night, Simon.... I guess we better
do the same. Can I walk along a ways with you?

(SIMON STIMSON continues on his way
without a word and disappears at the right.

Men turn to walch as he starts off.)

Good night.
CONSTABLE WARREN. I don’t know how that’s goin’
to end, Mr. Webb.

MR. WEBB. Well, he’s seen a peck of trouble, one
thing after another...Oh, Bill...if you see my
boy smoking cigarettes, just give him a word,

1 voud He thinks a lot of von. Bill.

‘ 'i_ql("l ])lllllll;._, his ne WH]i;l[u I to bed.

T i §

MR. WEBB. Good evening, Bill.

CONSTABLE WARREN. Evenin’, Mr, Webb.

MR. WEBB. Quite a moon!

CONSTABLE WARREN. (looks at it, unmoved) Yep.

x
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CONSTABLE WARREN. I don’t think he smokes no
cigarettes, Mr. Webb. Leastways, not more’n

two or three a year.

MR. WEBB. Hm...I hope not. - Well, good night,
Bill.

CONSTABLE WARREN. Good night, Mr. Webb.

g_?“rw"m\ﬂw*ﬂ ?E“uq ‘&_-




50 OUR TOWN

the world ¢limbs into their graves married, The 2

First Act was called the Daily Lile. This act i
called Tove and Marriage. There's another
coming alter this: I reckon you cin gpuiess yihat
that's about. So: It’s three years later, 1t's 10g# 10
July 7ih, just after High School CommeaengFinent.
Fhat's the time most of our YOl ¢ jump
tp and get married. Soon as they've Fscdd their
st examinations in solid geometry #d Cicero’s
Orations, looks like they suddenly 1@ (hemselves
lit to be married. It’s early morning

(The sound of distant thunder.)
STAGE MANAGER. (cont.) Only (L time it's been

aining. It’s been pouring ay thundering, Mrs.

Gibbs’ garden, and Mrys. WAL here: direnched.,

All those bean poles ang pea vines: drenched.

All yesterday over therc g Main Street, the rain

looked like curtains begfis hlown along,

(More thunder. He look; Vip and out, )

Hm...it may begin gFain any minue.

(Distant train whis gy [0 looks at frocket watch, )

There! You cangfear the hidh lor Boston.

(MRS. GIBBS ¢ d MRS, WEBB enter their kitchens
and start the Fay as in the First Act. )

(MRS. GIBYS cguin raises the shade and window
and mal@s her wood fire, MRS. WEBB shakes the
grate, s coal lo her stove, turns damper; fills

|, HOWIE, CONSTABLE

OUR TOWN 51

They brought up two children apicgf, washed,
cleaned the house - and never a ne s breakdown.

(MRS. GIBBS grinds coffee into pgff above stove.
MRS. WEBB puls pot on stove ayfll starts to make
corn hvead., ) |

It’s like what one of thos
You've pot to love life
to have lile to love i
circle,

HOWIE NKWSOME. (offstage left) Giddap, Bessiclg

(Sound of milk bottles in a rack starts offffeft and
continues through scene as in Act I. MS. GIBBS
crosses Lo sk o prump water into a pg

iddle West poets said:
have life, and you’ve got
...It’s what they call a vicious

STAGE MANAGER. llcre comes Mowie Newsome
delivering the milk. _
(Sound of newspapers stapphe on verandahs off
right. HOWIE starts down 1, rack in hand.)
And there’s Si Crowghl delivering the papers like
his brother before#im.

(STAGE MANAGIJ walches a moment, then dﬁﬁs
off downstage. )¢

(MRS. GIBB# crosses Lo pumpr waler into coffee pot.)
(SI CRPWELL has entered hurling imaginary

newspapers into doorways per Joe Crowell’s routine
in Act I; HOWIE NEWSOME has come along Main

Streetwith Bessie.)

coffecdol ai sink.)

Ary
d )

there’s Mrs. Gibbs and Mrs. Webb come
n o make breakfast, just as though it were
ordinary day. I don’t have to point out to the

omen in my audience that those ladies they see
before them, both of those ladies cooked three
meals a day - one of ’em for twenty years, the
other for forty - and no summer vacation.

(MRS. WEBB crosses with pot to cupboard and grinds
coffee. )

SI CROWELL. Morning, Howic.,

HOWIE NEWSOME. Morning, Si. — Anything in the
papers I ought to know? (Stops. Sets rack down.)

(MRS. GIBBS puts coffee on stove, crosses to cupboard
and frepards two pieces of French toast. She holds
back tears for a moment. MRS. WEBB crosses to
cupboard to slice bacon and rearrange the shelves.)

SI CROWELL. Nothing much, except we’re losing about
the best baseball pitcher Grover’s Corners ever
had - George Gibbs.
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52 OUR TOWN

HOWIE NEWSOME. Reckon he is.
SI CROWELL. He could hit el 1111 hases, too.
HOWIE NEWSOME. Yep. Mighiy finie hall player.

(Horse whinny off left. )

(looking off left) — Whon! 1hewsic! | guess I can stop
and talk if I've a mind 14!

SI CROWELL. I don’t see how hie conled give up a thing
like that just to get naied. Wonld you, Howie?
HOWIE NEWSOME. Ciani't 1ell, 5 Never had no talent
that way.
(CONSTABLE WARREN enfery 1o walks with a
cane, a bttle older than before  hey exe hange good
MOrnIngs. )
You’re up carly, Bill,
(MRS. GIBBS puts Freweh toust into shilfet on stove,

then gets cloth from cuphoard, lays table, sels Cup
and plate for dog, )

GCONSTABLE WARREN, Scecin' f there's anything I can
do 1o prevent a flood, River's been risin® all night,

HOWIE NEWSOME. Si Ciowell's all worked up here
about George Gibbw' retiving from baseball,

CONSTABLE WARREN. Yex, sir; that's the way it goes. Back
in "84 we had o playver, Si - even George Gibbs
couldn’t touch hini, Name of Hank Todd, Went
down to Maine and become a parson. Wonderful
ball player. — Howie, how does the weather look

g R e
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(HOWIE NEWSOME brings the milk first to WF
GIBBS " /iouse. She meets him by the trellis.)

MRS. GIBBS. Good morning, Howie. Do ygffi think it’s
going to rain again?

HOWIE NEWSOME. (sels down rack) Mornigl, Mrs. Gibbs.
[t rained so heavy, I think maybe igfl clear up.

MRS. GIBBS. Ciertainly hope it will.

HOWIE NEWSOME. Ilow much did yo#f want today?

MRS. GIBBS. I'in going to have a hffuseful of relations,
Howic. L.ooks 1o me like I'll géed three-a-milk and
tWO-a-Crein, '

HOWIE NEWSOME. (handing her flvo bottles, putting three on
the doorstep) My wile says o tell you we both hope
they’ll be very happy, MK, Gibbs. Know they will.
(picks up rack, starts towgflyd MRS. WEBB’s house. )

MRS. GIBBS. (calling after [ffm) Thanks a lot, Howie. Tell
your wife I hope shyf pets there to the wedding.
(MRS. WEBB cross@ down (o trellis. MRS. GIBBS
takes two bottles tgfcupboard, returns for other three,
then crosses to furn French loast, winking back
tears. )

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yes, she’ll be there: she’ll be there

if she kin.
(HOWIE )YEWSOME crosses to MRS. WEBB ’s Jiouse. )
5, Mrs. Webb. (sets rack down)

Morning,

MRS. WEBE. Oh, good morning, Mr. Newsome. I told

1O }fm:}*" o L

L
"y

HOWIE NEWSOME. Oh, "tain’t bad. Think maybe it’]l
clear up for goaod.

(CONSTABLE WARREN continues on his way.)
(SI starts off, throwing newspapers, exits. )

(MRS. WEBB puts bacon on stove, then washes and
dries her hands at sink. )

pmlal S EUR R T EEY N RS ARSI eu——— -

you jour quarts of milk, but I hope you can spare
megnother.

HOWIYNEWSOME. (kneeling, hands her two bottles, sets four

gr doorstep) Yes'm...and the two of cream.

MRS. WEBB. (looking up) Will it start raining again, Mr.
Newsome?

HOWIE NEWSOME. Well. Just sayin’ to Mrs. Gibbs as how
it may lighten up. (vises, takes rack, starts up center)

|
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(sounds of excited chickens)

MRS. GIBBS. (feeding chickens) Herve, ol b Bk, chick.

({\‘5 ﬁ‘ No, go away, you. Go away. Heigfhick, chick,
(‘5\5 s chick. What’s the matter witlg 7 1i:hit, fight,
4 ’\f\ fight, — that’s all you do, Jg#i . v dlon’t belong

to me. Where’d you coj

Yh
N\;({ ‘J{\W!’/ feed, which causes lougdlicks )
\F\:’/ ij’ \ (She shakes her ggffon. )

(MRS. WEBS," laden with tiwo Loge bosds, (rosses
througlgrellis, sits on bench and bepives stinging

b{:.' o

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, don’t be so seauiesl Mishunly's uﬂillg 1O
hurt you. (MRS. GIBBS fuvigng fo sudi b vt of MRS.
WEBB ) Good morning, Myitle Flow o visn cold?

MRS. WEBB. Well, I still gei il 1 bl Teching my
throat, I told Chavrles T elidhin 't by v 'd po 1o
choir practice tondghit, Wanddon 't he aing e,

MRS. GIBBS. Have you tried singling over yonn voice?

MRS. WEBB. Yes, Dut soinedoow o't o il and stay
on the key, While FPu vestiigg inyse 1l 1 thought I'd
string some of these b

MRS, GIBBS. (rolling wup hey sdevves av vhe crnses the stage
for a chat) Let wie hielps vou Beann have been good
this vear.

MRS, WERR. I've decided o it ap tosy quiants if it kills
me, The ehildven sy they hate e, but I notice

SRS i_ﬁfﬁwjfuﬁ last {?fﬁ:{?f'

e 0 O S TR LR o ot N Wi MRS S - g . ali - &
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MRS. WEBB. No-o.

MRS. GIBBS. Well, he called on me. First I thought
he was a patient wantin’ to sce Dr. Gibbs. 'N he
wormed his way into my parlor, and, Myrtle Webb,
(both stop work) he offercd mc three hundred
and [ifty dollars for Grandmother Wentworth'’s
highboy, as I'm sitting here!

MRS. WEBB. Why, Julia Gibbs!

MRS. GIBBS. e did! That old thing! (continues work)
Why, it was so big I didn’t know where to put it
and I almost give it 1o Cousin Hester Wilcox,

MRS. WEBB. Well, you're going to take it, aren’t you?

MRS. GIBBS. I don’t know.

MRS. WEBB. You don’t know - three hundred and fifty
dollars! What’s come over you?

MRS. GIBBS. Well, if I could get the Doctor to take the
money and go away someplace on a real trip, I'd
sell it like that. (stops work) — Y’know, Myrtle, it’s
been the dream of my life to see Paris, France.
(glances shyly at MRS. WEBB, who s shocked, then
laughs, hand to face)

— Oh, I don’t know. It sounds crazy, I suppose, but
for years I've been promising myself that if we ever
had the chance -

MRS. WEBB. How does the Doctor feel about it?

MRS. GIBBS. (continues to work through scene) Well, 1 did
beat about the bush a little and said that if I got a

25

they've able 1o get e down all winter,
(Pavse, Brief sound of i hackens coackling, )

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Myitle 've got 1o tell you something,
becatme i1 don't tell sonnebody E'H burst.

MRS. WEBE, Why, Juilin Cililis!

MRS. GIBBS, Heie, give e sonne moire of those beans.
Myrtle, dick aiie of those second-hand furniture
men from Bosion coime 1o see you last Friday?

legacy — that’s the way I put it -~ I'd make him take
me somewhere.

MRS. WEBB. M-m-m...What did he say?

MRS. GIBBS. You know how he is. I haven’t heard a
serious word out of him since I've known him.
No, he said, it might make him discontented with
Grover’s Corners to go traipsin’ about Furope;
better let well enough alone, he says. Fvery two

-
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(exits, trying doors)

MR. WEBB. (slops right of ladder, sensing someone in ¢

Who's that up there? Is that you, Myrtle?
EMILY. (fooli-poohing him) No, it’s me, Papi
MR. WEBB. Why aren’t you in bed?
EMILY. [ don’t know. I just can’t slegb yet, Papa. The

moonlight’s so won-derful. Agl the smcll of Mrs.
Gibbs’ heliotrope. Can yoy##mell it?

MR. WEBB. (turns to smell, tugs back) Hm.. Yes, 1aven't
any troubles on yougfind, have you, Emnily?

EMILY. Troubles, Papa’gW¥o.

MR. WEBB. Well, gffjoy yourself, but doun’t let your
mother catglf'you. Good night, Fmily.

EMILY. Goodgfight, Papa.

(MRGWEBB crosses into the house, whistling
"‘B¥ssed Be the Tie That Binds" and disappears.)

REBECCA. (when he is off, looking at the moon throughout)
I never told you about that letter Jane Crofut got
from her minister when she was sick. He wrote
Jane a letter and on the envelope the address was
like this: It said: Jane Crolut; The Crofut Farm;
Grover’s Corners; Sutton County; New | Iampshire;
United States of America.

GEORGE. What’s funny about that?
REBECCA. (with increasing awe) But listen, it’s not

gviow)
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STAGE MANAGER. (appearing doygt pght) Phit's the
end of the First Act, [righftls, You cian go Al

smoke tow, those th ok,

(‘The stape liplhts o e THE ACTORS walk

of | during the e

END OF ACT 1

i AT TRk b e A TS i Al o o e TR 4 M 0, T et Do i o AERTHAE - e o o - g Mana b s el e L

finished: the United States of America: Continent
of North America; Western Hemisphere; the
Earth; the Solar System; the Universe; the Mind of
God - that’s what it said on the envelope.
GEORGE. What do you know!
REBECCA. And the postman brought it just the same.
GEORGE. What do you know!

(Pause. Crickets.)

E B T LA .
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STAGE MANAGER. ( working the fuuety) Two strangdl ITY ice-
cream sodas, yes sir. Yes, sir, Ihere ared hundred
and twenty-five horses i1 (1 over” worners this
minute I'm talking (o yo
State Inspector was in Jici
they’re bringing in )iy
best thing to do is 10 1y
remember when a (|
In the middle of M,
along to disturb Il

(He sets the imagflary il befone them., )
There they €. Enjoy e

(He sees q
Yes,

(He goes out ripht.)

sterday. And now
Hito-mo-biles, the
Wy home. Why, I can
reonld po to sleep all day
7 stiect and nothing come

stomer, viplit |
. Ellis, Whiai bt el Lo VO

EMILY. They’re SO CXPensive, (s ivouph straw)

GEORGE. No, no, - don's voi think of that, We're
celebrating our eleciionn Al then do you know
what else I'm celely Aty

EMILY. N-no,
GEORGE. I'm) {‘('lt‘lﬂ‘;iiilm e e |'ve sota Irnend who
tells me all the things that ought 1o be old me.
EMILY. George, please don’t think of that I don’t know
why Isaid it 1t's not trie, You're

GEORGE. (with a brief look ai her) No, Finily, you stick
Lo 1t Ui gl yon spoke o me like you did. But
you'll see: ' RO 10 hange so (quick - you bet

EMILY - GEORGE

OUR TOWN

It certainly seems like being away three years you’'d
get out of touch with things. Maybe letters from
Grover’s Corners wouldn'’t be so interesting after
a while. Grover’s Corners isn'’t a Very important
place when you think of all - New Hampshire; but
I think it’s a very nice town.

GEORGE. The day wouldn’t come when I wouldn’ want
o know everything that's happening here. I know
that's true, Fiily,

EMILY. Well, 'l try 1o make my letters interesting.
(pause)

GEORGE. Y'know, I'mily, whenever I meet a farmer I ask
him if he thinks s important to go to Agriculture
School (o he good larmer,

EMILY. (looks at him, happy that he might not leave town)
Why, Georpe -

GEORGE. (eagerly) Yeuh, and some of them say that it’s
cven a waste ol time. You can get all those things,
anyway, out ol the pamphlets the government
sends out. And Uncle |ake's petting old, - he’s
about ready for me (o st i taking over his farm
tomorrow, if I could.

EMILY. (glowing) My!

GEORGE. And, like you say, being gone all that time. ..
in other places and meceting other people...Gosh,
if anything like that can happen I don’t want to
80 away. I guess new people arcn'’t any better than

67

old-ones. I'll bet they almost niever are. Emily...I

P pottpto chomge, A, Fantly, I want to ask you
a lavor,

EMILY. Wha?

GEORGE. Emily, il I po away lo State Agriculture
College next year. .. will you write me a letter once
in a while?

EMILY. I certainly will. [ certainly will, George, ..

(Pause. They start sipping the sodas through the
straws. )

i\
i

feel that you're as good a friend as I've got. I don’t
need to go and meet the pcople in other towns.

EMILY. (Yo him, arguing nobly against her inclinations) But,
George, maybe it’s very important for you to g0
and learn all that about ~ cattle judging and soils
and those things...Of course, I don’t know.

GEORGE. (after a pause, very seriously) Emily, I'm going
to make up my mind right now. I won't go. I'll tell
Pa about it tonight.
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EMILY. Why, George, I don't see why vou have to decide
right now. It's a whole yean away.

GEORGE. Emily, I'm glad you spike 1o me about that. .
that fault in my character. What you said was right;
but there was one thiny wiang i it, and that was
when you said that for w vear | wasn't noticing
people, and...you, for st e, Why, you say you
were watching me when |l cverything. .. I was
doing the same about yoi all ihe time,

(She looks at him wide wyed, he i ey, )

Why, sure, - I always thoughin aboud you as one of
the chief people I thoughi about, | always made
sure where you werve sitting on the bleachers,
and who you were with, aiil fon three days now
I've been trying 1o walk home with you; but
something’s always gof i 1he way, Yesterday T was
standing over against the wall withing tor you, and
you walked home with Afive Coneonun

EMILY. George!...flgi!}”ﬁ awlul tunny! How could I have
known that? Why, I thioug

GEORGE. Listen, Fmily, 1 potg 1o tell you why I'm
not going to Agriculttiie S hiool, 1 think that once

NG I £

5 }.I.-];l_ e | .-;.-"".-I f"ﬂ 'F.‘ l'l'l‘.'_:'_‘
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EMILY. Yes. . .yes.
GEORGE. (lukes a deep breath and stra ightens his back) Wait
|5t & minute and I'll walk you home.

th rise,)

(Yt mowunting alarm, he digs into his pockets for the
MOy, )
(T/RIAGE MANAGER enters, right.)

, :
(GUOSRE, deeply embarrassed, but direct, says to
frim: ) \

Mr, Mo m I'll have to go home and get the

money (1 ‘,"'-ﬁ yvou for this. It’ll only take me a

Y

minuie, 1\

Y

STAGE MANAGEINE c/ending to be affronted) What's that?
George Gibil) B vou mean to tell me - |

GEORGE. Yes, bui | H reasons, Mr. Morgan. -~ Look,

here’s my gold § B ' 10 keep until T come back
with the moncy, @

STAGE MANAGER. That’s Keep your watch., Il
trust you. kN

GEORGE. I'll be back in five A1,

STAGE MANAGER. I'll trust yon; years, George, - not

¢ : ] E% T DT :
you've found a s e that you'ie very l.mldl(;fl.{..l a day over. AR
Imean a person whaos lond ol vour, oo, and likes
l . é o (GEORGE slowly gets the poin RN aughs, returns
you enough to be fnterested in vonr character... watch. )

Well, T think that's just s Huportant as college is,
and even more so, Thai's what | think.

EMILY. (quietly) 1 think ii's awlully important, too.

— Got all over your shock, Fnj ly "R
EMILY. Yes, thank you, Mr. Morgan. It othing.

GEORGE. (taking wup the books from the cound 8Al'm ready.

(pause)

GEORGE. Fmily,

EMILY. Y-yes, Georpe,

GEORGE. Emily, if' I do improve and make a big
change...would you be... 1 mean: could you be...

EMILY. I...I am now; I always have heen, burns to the audience, removing his spectacles.) | I
GEORGE. (pause) So 1 guess this is an important talk
: . " 14
we've been having. ‘ (6) i) |
BT ey wﬁ‘*ﬁﬁfﬂﬂfmwwwwm%@ymmww T - pm——
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(They walk in grave silence across the st » and
pass through the trellis at the Webbs’ back dooRnd
disappear. ) b

"'-,".I ""\
W

(The STAGE MANAGER walches them go out, then
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(MRS. GIBBS, a plump, pleasant wowiasi 11 the - (Suddenly, JOE CROWELL, JR., eleven, starts down 1
> i T R L £ . : : p . e
middle thirties, comes “downstairs” righi e fruls $ Main Street from the right, hurling imaginary news- i
up an imaginary window shade in hev kit hen ctne 2 papers into doorways. )
] stove, s i ;
starts to make a fire in her siove.) JOE CROWELL, JR. Morning, Doc Gibbs.
SW\GE MANAGER. (cont.) And heve's s wile comin’ DR. GIBBS. Morning, Joc.
downsmlrs tO get brﬂakfﬂﬁli 'ii LE f fihi B illi"'tl i1l I JOE GR(}“IE:LIJ, JR_ Si'}lll(“"ﬁ H]}" l)ﬂnen SiCk, Doc?
® F it 2 ‘, i &l | £ I | . ﬂulu a . v * N
930:_T_he i hospu,a{ " nmmm? e i Vave DR. GIBBS. No. Just some twins born over in Polish
Wbbs died first — long timne ages, i bact She went | Town
oM to visit'her daughter, Rebecon, wiivo nnied an i OI;‘.- CROWKELL. 158 Do vor [ .
- v i : ARy \ 4 'i 48 1y &% {% %!11 i {W:i” ;{,)Ilr a er nOW1
ins@ance man in Cantosn, € Ml aosd ihied there 8 J Ji L ) Fop
- PIlg monia — but her besly was iﬂiaiigl!l back * DR. GIBBS. Yes, Il tike it
here. e’s up in the cemerery there o i with (JOE hands paper to DR, GIBBS, )
a whol®mess of Gibbwes il Plovnovn ahie was | L i . - ) ] si
. | — - hing serious go | + world since
Julia HeRey *fore she imaivied Do Gaiblv in the | . ;yl* 2“5:9 serious goin on o the worid S1mce
A T el nesday:
Congrega onal Churely over these T onn town . Y | __
we like to ki®w the Licts absnid ove s vlsondy 1 JOE CROWELL, JR. Yessir. My scl“lcmlluwlu;r, Miss loster,
2 ‘ | £ 's getting married to a fella over in Concord.
& (MRS. WEBB, Qlhin, serios, PRI qsomai i, fiets :
. S ¥ Ay 8 DR. GIBBS. I declare. — How do you boys feel about
) | entered her kitche f{?ﬁ. Iy L Gh il sr.iféma# AT oy Fioin
A\ tk‘rfmgh the motioRg fff friitting yiigsind desdir o slooe, 5 at: |
;) lighting it, and prepRng bivahfind | & JOE CROWELL, JR. Well, of course, it’s none of my
£ g E business — but I think if a person starts out to be a
' p ? G | X _ e spmai s ead e . N4 £ § ' ;
T There’s Mrs. Webb, Qg dowiistatis 1o pet hel teacher, she ought to stay one. (starts off, throwing
breakfast, too.
| N PSRN [ — e alonag Miin Styee ! ; .
j; -*;:TH (DR. GIBBS hﬁm ,)f ﬁa” { (181} ’; f‘lﬁ??;gﬁ .3 iii? H !“(Jf f’ 1 j; (MRS' GIBBS CYOSSES to stove to put bacan n Skzllet.)
e Jrom the lefl. At the point Rere lie wonid turn I How’ K h
?T% & 1 to approach his house, he R, swiv down las ) DR. GIBBS. How's your knee, Joe:
E i L | ~ tmaginary — black bay, takeQoff his hat, and | JOE CROWELL, JR. (siops) Fine, Doc, I never think about
S rubs his face with latipue. 1w X 431 #1o) mous it at all. Only like you said, it always tells me when
< _ J l s . . . :
A j a3 handkerchief. ) it’s going to rain. (starts off again, throwing papers)
e e ad. o e DR. GIBBS. What's it telling you today? Goin’ to rain?
b — That’s Doc Gibbs, Gt ihu c D@ Dol past one - No. &
:I{E."‘;i'r:_ TR R L e it \ vaI-IL 0 Slr.
) s this morning, J 35 140,
AR n " DR. GIBBS. Sure?
uelehl i (sound of newspapers sliding alovy the veR@dah) i
T | .i | B U E (MRS. WEBB #Huts coffee on stove.)
e A And there comes Joo Crowell, 1, delhiQuing Mr. k| p .
e ar T S ¥ 7 “y ; i | - 3 !
‘{l‘!u Webb's Sentinel. JOE CROWELL, JR. Yessir.
LN A O -'_‘I: J_l:-:' | ) i
RN & DR. GIBBS. Knee ever make a mistake?
[ 3 JOE CROWELL, JR. No, sir.
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STAGE MANAGER. We've got a factory it i town, 100 -
hear it? Makes blankets. Cartwiighis oo it and i
brung 'em a fortune.

(The CHILDREN dash in and take theis 1[0 af
the tables. Right, GEORGE, abuui i ¥ 1, und
REBECCA, eleven. Left, EMILY wngd®At 1y, sime
ages. They carry strapped school gk |

(MRS. GIBBS crosses to sighf [ iofjee fust, frours
cojffee fb?‘ GEORGE, 7e¢f " ;'.!f!( P AfvE, croves o
cupboard to pour gl of milk, plaies 1t s the fuble
Jor REBECCA, gg#% lo cuphoard for Faeiies |

MRS. WEBB. Cifidren! Now I wiosis't Toave 1 Baealdast
s justgFgood as any other meal aned Twon't have
you gobbling like wolves, 1H atisiit oo growth, -
that’s a fact. Put away youn bk, Wiy

WALLY. Aw, Ma! B}' ten o'clock | Yol fa E oo all about
Canada.

MRS. WEBB. (She sits and eats, ) You kivew the oodes well as
I do —no books at table, Aw tew sie, el vather have
my children healthy tha bilghi

(WALLY pruts book into bag, anneyed, then culs,)

EMILY. I'm both, M v koow 1o, 'm the
brightest girl in school T iy ape. 1 have a

/ ® QEBEa A OUR TOWN 23

MRS. GIBBS. Strawberry phosphates — that’s what you
spend it on. (crosses between children with cup, sips)
GEORGE. I don’t sec how Rebecca comes to have so
much money. She has more’n a dollar.
&mmm REBECCA. (spoon in mouth, dreamily) I've been saving it
up gradual.
MRS. GIBBS. Well, dear, T think it’s a good thing to
spend some every now and then.,
—REBI?‘:C:(:A. Manui, do you know what I love most in the
world - do your - Money.
MRS. GIBBS. 1t your breakfast, (crosses to set cup above
the stouve)
(An old-fashioned schoolbell is heard in the
distance. )
THE CHILDREN. Maima, therve's fivst bell. - T gotta hurry.
- [ don’t want any more, — I gotta hurry.
(The CHILDREN 7ise, seize their hooks and dash oul

through the trellises. They mect, down center, and
chattering, walk to Main Street, then turn left and

exit. )
(The STAGE MANAGER goes off, unobirusively,
right.)

MRS. WEBB. Walk fast, but you don’t have to run. Wally,

. wonder{ul s | . | pull up your pants at the knee. Stand up straight,
MRS. WEBB. Eat your hreaklast. (rivey aod crones Jor milk; Emily. (clears the table in two quick trips, puiting dishes
returns to pour for both, veplieces milh sine sity) in the sink, then gets two bowls from under the sink)
okl ighty too, wher T fooking ar my stamp MRS. GIBBS. (as the children start, following them a few steps
collection. out of the trellis) Tell Miss Foster I send her my best

MRS. GIBBS. (crosses to table aond sets dmon Batier) 'l speak
(o your father about it when he's rested, Seems
to me twenty-live cents o week's cnongh for a boy
your age, (ervosses {o stove to pows her own coffee) 1
declare Tdon't kinow how you spend i all,

CGEORGE, Aw, Ma « I gotta lotia things to buy.
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congratulations — can you remember that?

REBECCA. Yes, Ma.
MRS. GIBBS. You look real nice, Rebecca. Pick up your
feet.

ALL. Good-by.

(MRS. GIBBS fills her apron with food for the .~ /

chickens and comes down to the footlights.) / ,‘S\
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King poems and the comelies i1y wrote for the
atre back then. So I'm KOl 1o have a copy of
play put in the cornemione i the people
and years from now'll ki o few simple
1t us — more than the ey of Versailles
indbergh flight. Sce whiai | mean? So

[

a tl
facts
and tiN
= pec:pl (
way we wa
at the begif
is the way we
marrying and 1

(A choir partially
has begun singing
Binds".")

(SIMON STIMSON /1113

(Two ladders have beey e
serve as indication of the sy N
and Webb houses. GLORGE |
them, and apply themselves 1o ther)

(DR. GIBBS has enteved and is secilod
reading. )

1g of the tweniticily “1ury. — This
€ in ouwr growing up and in our
ar hiving ad iy o dying.

cecled in th o liestra pit
seedl Be ihe Tie 'That

i Lisag e, )

Uit 1 agey they
Lenny 2 the by
RMILY mount
D lioonk, )

N\ Aitchen
\

AN

STAGE MANAGER. (cont.) Welll  yod U time’s
gone by. It's evening, You can hiear o1y actice \
going on in the Congregntonal Chu QA The V2
children are at home dotig then sehoolwol 1¢
day’s running down like 4 tired oo k.

(He listens a minute, thew withidyam downstage.)

SIMON -

ousand ycius [1oin 1iow — this is the o
[0 the provinees noiily of New York\"“‘u"/

'EORGE - EMILY

o R N e 1 St N (PSR e i
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(EMILY leans out the window and peers at GEORGE
a moment, then works again.)

(Choir starts again, “Blessed Be the Tie That

Binds™ with increasing volume. At the end of the v S o
second phrase:;) 1
(gently) Softer! Jbep
(They still increase in volume, and he suddenly

becomes furivs. )

Softer!

(Choir stops.)

Get it out of your heads that music’s only good
when it’s loud. You leave loudness to the Meth-
odists. You couldn’t beat ’em, even if you wanted

to. Now again. Tenors! 9
(Choir sings three verses of “Blessed Be the Tie Ll

That Binds ”,)
GEORGE. Hssst! Emily! (o e~

EMILY. Hello.

EMILY. I can’t work at all. The moonlight’s so terrible.
GEORGE. Emily, did you get the third problem?

(DR. GIBBS comes downstairs and sits at the table,
takes a book from it, reads.)

EMILY. Which?

fhn—

GEORGE. Hello! rwn—

(At the end of the fust line of the hymn lights in
the pit have come wp shovving the heads rg/'t/éﬁ choir
silhouetted as they Jice the stape, while SIMON
STIMSON conducts them, Jacing the audience, —
now shightly drunk, )

SIMON STIMSON. (us 1irrse enids) Now look here,
everybody. Music come into the world to give
pleasure,

AT :
e B T nnuja .

Phis music appears o page 1001 in the back of this Acting Edition.

GEORGE. The third?
EMILY. Why, yes, George — that’s the easiest of them all.

GEORGE. I don’t see it. Emily, can you give me a hint?
EMILY. I'll tell you one thing: the answer’s in yards.

(First verse of hymn ends.)

GEORGE. (!!!) In yards? How do you mean?
EMILY. In square yards.

i 5 o5 A Rt BTt L ey I L e e S e T —a, - et B e T o s 1
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GEORGE. Oh...in square yards.
EMILY. Yes, George, don’t you sec¢?
GEORGE. Ycah. (FHe does not see.)

Languid?” It’s a question, ladies and gentlemen, \)6\
make it talk. Ready. .
(Choir sings two verses of “Art Thou Weary, Art \ r\)}l‘f

. T anenid?”™” ) ) ML (LS
EMILY. In square yards of wallpaper. (giving him more l'hou Languid?™, the bights fading on the

i .
than a hint) | they start. SIMON STIMSON disappeanrs. )
GEORGE. Wallpaper (a great light bieaking) iy, 1 see, g DR. GIBBS. (calling offstage to upstairs) Oh, George, can

. . | you come down i minute?

(EMILY looks at him beaming agieemeni He vritses ; r

- ' RGE. Yos, Pa,

and rewrites. )
. deseends the ladder )

Thanks a lot, Emily. , ,

EMILY. You’re welcome, (fooky vufd My, 't the DR. G} Mk« Ffm'w” comfortable, George; I'll only

IIIGOHIight terrible? Anidd « Lo Rk Dhe }';Hililiﬂl Ol ke l I

(listens hard a moment, wwed) 1 ihink il vou hold (GEORGEA /5. )

your breath you can hewr the tiain ol the way to George, y old are your

RIS, . pr ) GEORGE. I? I'n¥@tcen, alinost seventeen.

((Tl'.()RGE holds his bBveih, leasiming oul of the DR. GIBBS. What Slwou want (o do after school’s over?

wndow. ) P | | g

[ " GEORGE. Why, you@llow, P’a. I want (o be a farmer on
b " ri ;

ealle | Uncle Luke’s fa _

M D ; .'f':.. “4Ik=1i1 - I’?!.-s: £ 5t ‘! 4 X . . g
SR S %}h i 610 you M_! o DR. GIBBS. You'll be willing, will you, to get up early
FEMILY. \'V *”,g l Hﬁi"ﬁ?‘# ! hf {id'§ AR icti b a!lHl “3* 1O W()rk. al’ld milk and fﬂﬂd OCk-“allfl y(;)ll?ll h(: Hl)l(‘ tO

. GRORGE., Good mighit, Finily Al thanks, hoe and hay all day?
7 " EmMny. Good g hit, Gt e GEORGE. Sure, I will. Whi{@ie you...what do you
A (BOTH veluirn wnioillingly to work, but almost meati, Pa?
YW smemediately give wfr and pace al the moon, chins DR. GIBBS. (never harshly) Well, G@@irge, while I was 1n
o Tanels, ) ~ my office today I heard a funi jound...and what
_ . i ink i P Nother choppin
SIMON STIMSON, (ay the thod vene ends) Before 1 forget do y:;u think it was? it was you 1 PPHIS
it how nuny of you will e able to come in Tuesday W "
alternoon and sing ot Fred THersey’s wedding? — (GEORGE turns slowly, ashamed. )
Show your hinds, DR. GIBBS. There you see your mother \@@etting up
i ¢ : ) Is all day long; ing and
(Choir vaises hands, DR. GIBBS puts down book, carly; C‘)Okmg “}ﬁa b e t’; . il g gback
ponders.) | ” ironing; — and still s g

yard and chop wood. I suppose she just gi@ired

That'll be fine; that’ll be right nice. We’ll do the of asking you. She just gave up and decided it was

same music we did for Jance Trowbridge’s last

month. - Now we’ll do: “Art Thou Weary; Art Thou oY T e -
*This music appears on page 102 in the back of this Acting Edition.
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€asier to do it herself. And you et bt menls, and

put on the clothes she keeps nice (o1 you, s you |
run off and play baseball — like shie's s hired
girl we keep around the house biii that we dog't

like very much.
(GEORGE snivels. )

Well, I knew all I had to do wis ¢ all yvoin e fention
to it. Here’s a handkerchicl, s ;

(Lays it on the table. GEORGY. fithey if, Wiifl nose.)
George, I've decided 1o 1iuine oy spending
money twenty-five cents a week Noi £l course, for
chopping wood for your sethes, e that's a
present you give her, bit T A vo e poeting
older — and I imagine theie migflon of (hings you
must find to do with it,

GEORGE. Thanks, Pa.

DR. GIBBS. Let’s se¢ - lomoriows voin pavday, You can
count on it — Hun, Pialfably Bebeoca'll feel she
ought to have some mog . Wonder what could
have happencd to yofi mather Choir practice
never was as late as thfs lietion

GEORGE. (still broken upjli's viily liali vt crehit, Pa.

DR. GIBBS. I don’t kiviw why shie's in that old choir,
She hasn’t any fnore voloe thun an old crow., ..
Traipsil‘l’ arowfid thie stieeis af this hour of the

mght. (finallyZpently) . Jost abont thine vou retired,

p-l-"l‘-##"n i &
ﬁiﬁ‘ﬂﬂ#‘ - ,—\
o o -
A ol ‘-*"2 lu
4 /

(Women's voices respond. ) # (05 % 0 (;(
MRS. WEBB. (calling off left) I'll tell Mr. Webb; I know
he’ll want to put’it in the paper.
MRS. GIBBS. My, it’s late!
MRS. SOAMES..Good night, Irma.,

(‘1 '/zil;:ﬂrnﬁ silently.)

MRS. GIBBS. Real nice choir practice, wa’n’t it?
Myrtle Webb! Look at that moon, will you!
‘Tsk-tsk-tsk. Potato weather, for sure.

(They are silent a moment, gazing up at the
Mmoon. )

MRS. SOAMES. (scandalized) Naturally I didn’t want
to say a word about it in front of those others,

(looks offstage) but now we’re alone - really, it’s
the worst scandal that ever was in this town!

MRS. GIBBS. What?
MRS. SOAMES. Simon Stimson!

(MRS. WEBB (urns, annoyed. )

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louellal

MRS. SOAMES. But, Julia! To have the organist of
a church drink and drunk year after year. You

know he was drunk tonight.
MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louella! We all know about Mr.

Stimson, and we all know about the troubles

don’t you tlyink?
GEORGE. Yts, /
pockels i

’(/;\AQ (GEORGE mounis to hi j;ffm* on the ladder gazes

e (lays handkerclue] by his father who

\x (il ﬂf."

(Lgughter and good mights cun be heard off stage
and resently MRS, GIBBS, MRS. SOAMES and
IRS. WEBB come down Main Street. When they
arreve al the corner of the stage they stop. )

MRS. SOAMES, Good night, Martha, Good night, Mr.
Foster.

he’s been through, and Dr. Ferguson knows
too, and if Dr. Ferguson keeps him on there in
his job the only thing the rest of us can do is
just not to notice it.
MRS. SOAMES. Not to notice it! But it’s getting worse.
MRS. WEBB. (acudly) No, it isn’t, Louella. It’s getting
better. I've been in that choir twice as long as
you have. It doesn’t happen anywhere near

so often...My, I hate to go to bed on a night
like this. — I better hurry. Those children’ll be

sitting up till all hours. Good night, Louella.




