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Act 1

The Act takes place on the afterncon of a day in October, .
1939 - oo Ot e mend
Scexng: Nick’s Pacific Streep Saloon, Restaurant, and Inger- .

tainment Paloce gt the foot of Embarc'adem, in Sen Fron-

cisco.. There are double swinging doors to the strect at the
front of the stage, with steps leading down to bmro_om;’. a
“bai af #ights a door center leading to Litchen; a piang gn -
platform at reas left conter; stage witk_steps-leadiﬂgu’p’,- '
diagonallij in upper Eeft'-co-mer. : _ s g
A marble game ar the froni of the stage; tables and. chairs
: right,’ce—nte»‘ and lefg center; a wall telephone g rear left
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- At a table left center Jor; dlways calm, always quiet, .al'w;z};; :
o thinking, dhways eager, always bored, always supeno:i . e
o expensive clothes are casually and youthfully worn and give

. Behind the bar, Nick; o big redheaded Tialian with an enor-

 The AR, in his place sitiing on chair at the end of the bar.

' bla ; : d up. Between the
black moustache, with the ends twiste
_ ?hufnbﬂc;nd forefinger of his left hand is the Mohammedan

; .'WILLIE, the marble-game maniac, explodes through the swing
2 comically, indicating one beer. He is a very young man,.

- pair of old and dirty corduroys, a light green tf:?-“{fz':g?
" fersey with a large letter “F” on the chest, anbo?e si froos,
' button tweed coat, and a green hat, with the brim ﬁm o
W b glass of beer for him, he drinks Eaet, stn;;g; gk}
" vigorously, saying, “Aaah,” makes a solemn face, gives

" freshed and restored in spirit. He walks by 'the marble gcgén?f“
- hales sic:ddenly, turns, studies the contraption, gestures as if

" studies i, takes a handful of small coins out of his punts
- pocket, lifts a nickel, indi . g >
ok z:;re. Pug the nickel in the slot, pushes in the slide, makiz.zug__

The marbles fall, roll, and take their places. He pushes down
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centera phonograph front left; a chair vight of door center;
table and chairs in back room behind left end of bar.

him an almost boyish appearance.

At the moment he isin 6
sort of Debussy reverie. ;

mous naked weman tattooed in red on the inside of his right |
arm. He is siudying The Racing Form.

He is ¢ lean old man with a rather ferocious old-couniry

tattoo indicating that he has been t6 Mecca. He is sipping .
a glass of beer.

: . i vicht hand
“ing “doors right, and lifts the forefinger of his right hand

scarcely more than twenty. He is wearing heavy shoes, a

'Nick a one-finger salute of adieu, and begins to leave, v~

to say, “Oh, no.” Turns to go, stops, returns o the maching;

Bopls
]

tos with a gesture, one game, no:
an interesting noise.

‘the lever, placing one marble in posiﬁtzzn;fl”gic:sbf; gf;iia;g:; ;i;gg_._.
: ’ ; e te e
breath, walks in a small circle, excl
gizgt drama. Stands straight and pious before the conteaft
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Himself vs. the machine, Willie vs. Destiny. His skill and =~
daring vs. the cunning and trickery of the novelty indusiry
-of America, and the ivhols challenging world. He is the lusy o
- of the American pioneers, with nothing morve to feclit har thiee e
maching, with no other reward: than fights poing on_and nif
and six nickels for one. Before bim is the last champion, the .
machine. He is the last challenger, the young wan with
nothing to do in the world., WiLLie grips the knob delicate.
dy, studies the situation carefully, draws the Enob back,
holds it a moment, g it. The first marble rolls -

and then releases olls ...
-out among the hazards, and the contest is on. Af the very =

beginning of the play “The Missouri Waltz” is coming
the phonograph. The music ends here. =

This is the signal for the begén@mg of the play.

NEwssoy (enters cheerfully): Good morning everybody. (No . =
 answer, to Nicx, ) Paper, Mister? (Nicx shakes His head, ng, _.
The Nuwssoy. goes fo Jos.) Paper, Mister? (Jor shakes his
head, no. The Newssoy walks away, counting pepers,)
JoE (noticing him): How many you gotP Rl
Newsgoy: Five! (Jor gives him g bill, takes
throws them over his head; NE‘V;VSBOY tekes
Awras (picks up papers): No foundation. All the way down. -
the fine. (The Drowk enters right, ¢rosses to the telephone,” -
Nxck takes the Drung ouf. The DruNk refurns yight.)-
Drunk (champion of the Bill of Righis): Thig
try, ain’t it? - . :
Nick: You can’t beat that machine, :
WirLms: Oh, yeah? ' e ' e S
Jor (cdlling): Tom. (To himself.) Where the hell is he, every
time I need him? (He looks -around. calmly: the nickel-in-.
the-slot phonograph in the corner; the open public telo- 3
phone; the siage; the marble game; the bar; and so on. He . S
whistles again, this time a liile louder.) Hey, Tom. (He 0 0 7%
waits a moment, then whistles again, very loudly.) o S
Nrck (with irritation); What do you wani? .
Jor: I want the boy to get me a watermelon, that’s what 1=
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"o ‘want, What do you want? Money, or love, or fame, or what? :
. You won't get them studying The Racing Form. _
"Nk 1 like to keep abreast of the times. (Tom comes hurry-.:_
' ingin right. He is a great big man of about thzrty or 80 who
 appears io be much younger because o'f the childlike ex-~
pression of his face: handsome, dumb, innocend, troubled,
- and a little bewildered by everything. He iz obv-zouslgg adull
- in years, but & seems as if by dll rights he .?hould still be a
L ‘boy. He is defensive as clumsy, self~consc?ous, OVErgrown
- -boys are. He is wearing a flashy cheap suit, a qulwort;h_}._
"' watch-chaip across his vest, and on the litde finger of his
vight hand, g dice ring: number six. On the middle finger of
- his left hand a large skull-and-crosshones zing. Jou leans
- back and studies him with casual disapproval. Tom slackens
" his pace and becomes clumsy and embarrassed, waiting for
' the bawling-out he's afraid he's going to get.) | )
- Jou (objectively, severely, but warmly) : Who saved your hfe_:_?;.
- Tom (sincerely): You did, Joe. Thanks. :
. Joe: How'd I do itP.
1 ToMm (confused) : What
o Jor; How'd 1 do i °
" Toms: Joe, you know how you did it. ’ L
Jor (softly): 1 want you to answer me. How'd I save yor
- -life? T've forgotten. _ . ‘|
“Tom (remeimbering, with o big goofy smile): You macie. ™
- eat all that chicken soup three years ago when I was sic
. and hungry. :
Jor (fascinated): Chicken soup? -
- Torm {eagerly): Yeah.
" JoE: Three years? Is it that longP . .
" Tow: Yeah, sure, 1937. 1938, 1939. This js 1939, Joe. .
Jor: Never mind what year it is. Tell me the whole story.
" Tom: You took me to the doctor. You gave me money for _f_oc‘:ad;
 .and clothes, and paid my room rent. Aw, Joe, you know all
. _the different things vou did. :
Joz (nods): You in good health now?
Tom: Yeah, Joe.
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Joe: You gnt clothesP LR R

Toum: Yeah, Joe. . - '

Jox: (nods): You eat three times a day. Semetimes four?

Tome: Yeah, Joe. Sometimes five. -

Joz: You got a place to sleep?

Tonr: Yeah, Joe, _ _

Jor (nods; pauses; studies Tom carefully: terrible irvitation) ;.
Then, where the hel! have you béen? L

Tom (humbly): Yoe, T was out in the street listening to the

boys, They're talking about the trouble down heze on the =
waterfront. " T P
Jor (very sharply): I want you to be around when I need you.

Tom (pleased that the bawling-out is over); T won't do. it

-again. Joe, one guy out there says there’s got to be 2 revos
lation before anything will ever be all right. ' o

Joe (impatient): I know all about it. Now, here. Take thig :

money. Go up to the Emporium. You know ‘where the Em:. 7
porium isP ;. - : L
Tom: Yeah, sure, Joe. : F e
Jom: All right. Take the elevator and go up to the fourth floor. it |
Walk around to'the back, to the toy department. Buy mea
couple of dollars’ worth of toys and bring them here, -~
Tone (amazed): Toys? What kind of toys, JoeP - -
Jor: Any kind of toys. Little ones that I can put on this table. .
Ton: What do you want toys for, Joep SRR
Jor (mildly angry): Whatp e OF e B g el
Tone: AN right, all right. You don't have to get sore at every- .
fhing, What'll people think, a big guy like me buying toysp -
Jor: What peopler ¥ TR Co s

Tom: Aw, Joe, you're always making me do crazy things for .-

in this place and make me do all the dirty work
Jor (looking away): Do what I teli you, '
Torm: O.K, but I wish 1 knew why.

you, and I'm the guy that gets embarrassed. You just sit

a

Jou: Wait a minute, Here's a nicke], Put it in the phonograph.’

Numb_er seven. I want to Bear thar waltz again. o e il
Yora (crossing below to phonograph): Boy, I'm glad I dont
a 281 '




*have to stay and listen to it. Joe, what do you hear in that
- song anyway? We listen to that song ten times a day. Why
~-can’t we hear number six, or two, or nineP There are a Iot
- . of other numbers. : ks
*  Jou. (emphatically): Put the nickel in the phonograph.
. (Pause.) Sit down and wait till the music’s over. Then go
= - gel me some toys. '
o Tom: G.EK. O.K. a -
~. Jor (loudly) : Never mind being a martyr about it either. The
- ‘cause isn't worth it.

. {Towm puts the wnickel into the mechine, with a ritual ?f ime
. patient and efficient movement which plainly shows his lack
. of sympathy or enthusigsm, His manner also reveals, how~
ever, that his lack of sympathy is spurious and exaggerated.
. Actually, he is fascinated by the music, but he is so con-
; fused by it that he tries to pretend he dislikes it. _
= (The music begins. Tom turns chair left. of left center table
- and sits at the rear. It is another variation of “The Missou
- Waltz,” played dreamily and softly, with perfect orchestral
“form, and with a theme of weeping in the horns repeate
. a number of times. _ ‘
= (At first Tom listens with something close to irritation, since
.. he cannot understand what is so atiractive in the music.
. to Jou, and so painful and confusing to himself. Very soon,
" however, he is carried away helplessly by the meluncholy
S story of grief and nostalgia in the stubborn, flowin
 rhythm. He stands quarreling with the grief and confusio
.. in himself. ' b
. (Jow, on the other hand, listens as if he were not listening,
. indifferent and unmoved. What he's interested in is Tom
- He turns and glances at Tom. _ e
 (Krrry Duvaz, who lives in a voom in The New York Hote
 around the corner, comes beyond the swinging door.
quictly, end walks slowly to the bar, her reality ani
rhythin a perfect accompeniment to the sorrowful American
music, which is her music, as it is Ton’s. Which the worl
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 drove out of her, putting in its place brokenness and alf *

manner of spiritually crippled forms. She seems fo0 under-

stand this, and {s angry. Angry with herself, full of hate g

for the poor world, and full of pity and
tragic, unbelievable, confounded people.
powerful girl, with that kind of delicate and rugged .
beauty which no circumstance of evil or ugly reality can

contempt for its

destroy. This beauiy-is that element of the immartal which

¥ in the seed of good and common people, and which s
kept alive in some of the female of our kind, no matter
how accidentally. or pointlessly they may have entered the
world. Krrrvy Duvar is somebody.
purity, and a fierce pride, in her. In her stance, and way of
walking, there is grace and arrogance.} e

Krrry (goes to bar): Beer, (Nice places a .
before her. She swallows half and listens to the music again,
Tom sees-her and becomes dead to everything but her. Ha =i
stands like a lump, fascinated and undons by his almost -~

religious adoration for her, JOE notices him.) - '

Jor' (genily): Tom. (Tom begins to move toward the bar,
standing. Loudly.) Tom. (Tow halts, .

where Krrry is :
then turns, and Jox ‘motions to him 10 come over io the
table. Have you got everything strajght? . . | o e i
Tom (out of the world, crossing to left of Jor): What? =
Jou: What do you mean, what? i just gave you some in- -
structions. wx : e o B g ¥
Tomt (pathetically): What do vou want, JoeP o .
I want you to come to your sonses, (He stands up
guieily and knocks Tom’s hat off.) oo g
Tom (picks up his ha quickly}: 1 got it, Joe. I got it. The -

Emporium. Fourth floor. In the back, The toy department, . .

Two dollars” worth of & ys. That you can put on a table - ;
hell is hie-to push a big man like
‘that aroundp : ' ? 5
get side-
tracked anywhere. Just do what I tell you, ' i
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= 'j'.TDM ( pleadmg) Joe? Cant I bet four 'bzts on a horse race? ,

UKty (at right of Jor's table): Champagne? -
o Yo' (simply): Would you rather have something else? 3
.. Krrry: What's the big idea?

o “Jou (slowly, not looking at her):
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 There’s a long shot—Precious Time—that’s going to win
by ten lengths. I got to have money. (JoE points to the
~.street. Tom goes out right. Nick is combing his hazr,
. lookmg in the mirror.)

© Nick: 1 thought you wanted him to get you a watennelan-

“Jom: I forgot. (To Kirry, clearly, slowly, with great cori-
-~ passion.) What’s the dream? ,
" Kirry (moving to Jor): What?
“Jor (holding the dream for her): What's the dream, naw?
- Karry (comiing still closer); What dream?

Jom: What dream! The dream youre dreaming.- ' _
.Nxcx Suppose he did bring you a watermelon? What ﬂl
- hell would you do with it?

' JOE (#rritated): I'd put it on this table. I'd lock at it. Then ¥'d
eat it. What do you think I'd do with it, sell it for :
; proﬁt?

NICK How should I know what you'd do with a’nythmg-
What ¥'d like to know is, where do you get your. money
- fromP What work do you do?

Jou {looking at Krrry): Bring us a bottle of champagne

i Jom: I thought you might like some champagne. i mysel
- ‘am very fond of it.

‘Krrry: Yeah, but what's the big I.dea‘r" You can’t push m
 ardund.
}OL ( gently but severely): 1¥'s not in my nature to be unkm.

‘to another human being. [ have only contempt for wi
Otherwise T might say something obvious, therefore cruel
.and perhaps untrue.
- Krrry: You be careful what you think about me.
I have only the nobles
thoughts for both your person, and your spirit.
Nick (having listened carefully and not being able to- 'ma?«,
# out): What are you talking about?
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Krrry: You shut up. You— -

Jou: He owns this place. He's an mportant man, All kmds-. el

of people come to him looking for work. Comedlans
Singers. Dancers. _

KITTY I don’t care. He can’t call me names.

Nrox: All right, sister. I know how it is with a two-dollar
whore in the morning,

Krrty: Don’t you dare call me names. I used to be in bm*-'
lesque. ]

Nick (profoundly, as it were): If you were ever in bu.rlesque, ;
I used to be Charlie Chaplin. =

Krrry (swalloiving heer): I was in burlesque. I played the

burlesque circuit from coast to coast. I've had flowers sent.

to me by European royalty. I've had dinner with young men_ o _'

of wealth and social position.
NIC_K: You're dreaming, . o
Krrry (to Jom): I was in burlesque. Kitty Duval. That was

my name. Life-size photographs of me in costume in front -

of burlesque theaters all over the country, n % Pl
JGE (gently, coaxingly): I beiieve you. Have some cham-"
pagne. i
Nick (going behind her to left of Jox's table, with cham—_i_
pagne): There he goes again.
JoE: Miss Duavalp

Kirry (sincerely; going over to chair left of JOES table

sits): That’s not my real name. That's my stage name.
Jor: Il call you by your stage name. : :
Nrcx' (pouring): All right, sister, make up your mmd Am.-'
you going to have champagne W1th him, or.not? '
Jor: Pour the lady some wine. :
Nick: O.K., professor. Why vou come to this joint mstead'
of one of the high-class dumps uptown is more than I can .
understand. Why don’t you have champagne at the St.-
Francis? Why dont you drink with a lady? -1
KTy (furiously): Don’t you call me names—you dentist, o
JoE: Dentist? L

Nick (amazed, loudly): %ét-kin C.Tof oussing is that? (Pau.se.'.: i
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LA '.-_H_ig}iness-?- althotigh, personally, I'm not a lover of musi

- Nick: What?
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 Looking at Kurry, then af Jos, bewildered.) 'This ‘guy
doesn’t belong here. The only reason I've got champagne -

.y - is because he keeps ordering i all the time. (To Krrry.)

ol ‘Dor’t think youre the only one he drinks champagne

~with, He drinks with all of them. {Pause.) He's crazy.
- Or something. . '
 JoE ( confidentially) : Nick, I think you're going to be all right
- in a-couple of centuries. ; : 2
- Nick: I'm sorry, I don’t understand your English. (Takes
O Jhat and hangs it on hook at lefs, Jou lifts his glass,
- Krrry slowly lifts hers.) ¢
Jor (putting everything he's got into #); To the spiri
‘.. Kitty Duval. i : . :
. Kirry (beginning to understand, and very grateful, locking
7 at him): Thank yon. (They drink.)
2 Jor (ealling) : Nick, :
“ " Nicr: Yeah? : s, p
Joz: Would you mind putting a nickel in the machine again?

- Nicg: Seven. I kno;w. I know. I don’t mind at all, Your

- (Going to the phonograph.) As a matter of fact I think:
~/1 Tchaikovsky was a dope. ' s T
- Jou: Tchaikovsky? Where'd you ever hear of Tchaikovsk
:Nicx: He was a dope. .
TJoe: Yeah. Why? _ a2
“Nick: They talked about him on the radio one- Sunda
U morniug. He was a sucker, He Jet a wornan drive him crazy
i JoE: T see. : we :
" Nick: I stood behind that bar listening to the Goddan

. stuff and cried lke a baby. None but the lonely hear
.. .He was a dope. ' S
- Joe: What made you cry?

Jou (sternly): What made you cry, NickP
Nick (angry with himselfj: 1 don’t know.
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Jou: T've been underestimating ' you, Nick. Play .llumgér.'-
seven.

Nrick: They get everybody worked up. They give everybody

-stuff they shouldn’t have. (Nrcx puts the nickel into the
-maching and the Waltz begins aguin. He listens to the
music. Then studies The Racing Form.) ‘
Xirry (to herself, dreaming): 1 like champagne, and every-
- thing that goes with it Big houses with big porches, and
big rooms with big windows, and big lawns, and big
trees, and flowers growing everywhere, and hig shepherd
dogs sleeping in the shade, fe.

Nick (crossing toward stairs right): I'm going next door to -

Frankie’s to make a bet. I'll be right back,
Joe: Make one for me.
Nick (stopping right of Jor): Who do you LikeP
Jor (giving him money): Precious Time,
Nick: Ten dollars? Across the boardp
JoE: No. On the nose. o
Nick: O.K. (He goes out.)

(DonLey R. Bostwick, as he calls himself, breaks through =
the swinging doors and practically flings himself upon the - 5N
- open telephone. : g d R
(DunLEY is @ young man of about twenty-four or twenty-
five, ordinary and yet extraordinery, He is smallish, as the. .
Saying is, neatly dressed in bargain clothes, overworked i
ard irvitated by the routine and dullness and monotony
of ‘his life, apparently robody and nothing: but in reality
a great personality. The swindled young man. Educated,
but without the least real understanding, A brave, dumb, .
salmon-spirit struggling for life in weary, stupefied flesh, -
dusling ferociously with ¢ bangl ‘mind whick has been
‘only trritated by what # has been teught. He is a greqr
personality because, against oll these handicaps, what he

wanis is simple and basic: g woman. This urgent and

violent need, common yet- mirgculous enough in itself,

considering the unhappy envirenment of the animal, is the =
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- force which edlevates him from nothingness to greatness.
- A ridiculous greatness, but in the nature of things beau-
tiful to behold. All that he has been taught, and everything
- he believes, is phony, and yet he himself is real, almost
 super-real, because of this indestructible force in himself.
His face is ridiculous. His personadl rhythm is tense and
© fittery. His speech is shrill and violent. His gestures are
wild. His ego is disjointed and epileptic. And yet deeply
he possesses the same wholeness of spirit. and direciness of
- energy, that is in all species of animals, There is little innate:
or cultivated spirit in him, but there s no absence of in
nocent animal force. He is & young man who has bee
‘tought thet he has a chance, as a ‘person, and believes.
. As a matter of fact, he hasn’t a chance in the world,
and - should have been told by somebody, or should not
- have had his natural aend valuable ignorance spoiled b
- education, ruining an otherwise perfectly good an
- - charming member of the human race. AR
U {AE the telephone he immediately begins to dial furiously
" hangs up furicusly, and furiously begins to turn the pag
. - -of the telephone book, looking for the right number, -
" {Not more than half a minute after the firécracker arrival
' - of Duptey R. Bostwick, ocgurs the polka-and-wallz ar:
“yival of Harry, right. e _ R
. (Hazry is another story. He comes in timidly, turning abow
uncertainly, awkward, out of place everywhere, -emba
< rassed and encumbered by the contemporary costime;
" sick at heart, but deiermined to fit in somewhere, E
arrival constitutes & dance. . -
(His clothes don’t fit. The pants are & bttle too lorge. The
. coat, which doesn’l match, is also a little too large, and
. loose, ; ' _ ' 87
~ {(He is'a dumb young fellow, but he has ideas. A philosophy,
in fact. His philosophy is simple and beautiful, The world
s sorrowful. The world needs laughter. Harmy is fuinny,
. The world needs Hasry. Hanry will make the world faugh,
(He has probably had a year or two of high school. He has
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Haray. (getting

i ot '-T‘z'm.e of .Yowl” L'z'fe.

also listened to the boys at the poolroom. He's Iooking f-&é"_ s

-~ Nick.

Harry (goes to ARAB): Are you Nick? {Araw shakes his
head. Harry stands at the bar, waiting, He waits very
busily. As Nicx returns.) You Nick? '

Nick (very loudly): 1 am Nick.

HARRY (acting): Can you use a great comedian?

Nicx (behind the bar): Who, for instance?

Harry (almost angry): Me. _ :

Nicx: YouP What's funny about youP ( DUDLEY af the
phone, is dialing. Because of some defect in
the dialing is very loud. ) '

Duprey: Hello. Sunset 73499 May I speak
Mandelspiegel? (Pause.) S

Harny (with_spirit and noise, dancing): I dance and do
gags and stuff, _ ' : oy

Nick: In costume? Or are you wearing your costumep

Duprey: All I need is a cigar. _ ' B

Krrry: T'd walk out of the house, and stand on the porch, ..
and lock at the trees, and smell the flowers, and run across .o

and lie down under 2 tree, and read a book, A -

telé-—-. @
the apparatus &

to Miss Elsie

the lawn,
bock of poems, maybe. ; b # o
Duorey (very, wvery clearly): Flsie Mandelspiegel. (Im- " .
patiently.) She has a room on the fourth foor. She's anurse
at the Southern Pacific Hospital. Elsje Mandelspiegel. She =
works at night, Elsie. Yes. (He begins waiting again. .
Westry, a colored boy, comes from tight to the bar and
stands near Harwy, waiting.) e s T T
N1ce: Beerp . '
Westey: No, sir. I'd like to talk to you.
Nick (to Harny): All right. Cet funny. :
funny, an dltogether different person, an. .
actor with great energy, both in power of voice, and in -
force and speed of physical gesture) Now, I'm standing -
on the corner of Third and Market. I'm locking around. I'm
figuring it out. There it is, Right in front of me, The
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“whole city. The whole world, People going by. Theyre
- going somewhere. I don’t know where, but they’re going.
"~ I ain’t going enywhere. Where the bell can you go? I'm -
o diguring it out. All right, Y'm a citizen. A fat guy bumps.
~ his stomach into the face of an old lady. They were in a
hurry. Fat and old. They bumped, Boom. 1 don't know.
It may mean war, War. Germany. England. Russia; I
- don’t know for sure. (Loudly, dramatically, he salutes,
~about_faces, presents arms, aims and fires.) WAAAAAR.
(He blows a cdll to arms. Nrck gets sick of this, indicates
with a gesture that Haswy should hold i, and goes to

- Wesiey.) © . -

“ . Nick: What's on your mindp : _
| WesiEy (confused): Well- EA
. Nicx: Come on. Speak up. Are you hungry, or what? :
- Westey: Honest to God, T ain’t hungry, Al I want is a job.
. 1 don’t want no charity, _ f . W B
©Nicx; Well, what can you do, and how good are youP _
27 WesLEy: T can run errands, clean up; wash dishes, anythin
- Dupwry (on the telephone, very eagerly): Elsie? Elsie, th
¢ is Dudley. Elsie, I'll jump in the bay if you don’t marry m
o Life isn’t worth living without vou. | can't sleep. I cai
- 'think of anything but you. All the time. Day and night and
- might and day. Elsie; I love you. I love yvou. ‘Wha
{Burning ‘up.) Is this Sunset 7-3-4-97 7943 (Calmh
. while WrLim begins making a small racket.) Well, what's
- Your name? Lorene? Lorene Smith? I thought you WeF
. Elsie Mandelspiegel. What? Dudley. Yeah, Dudley: R
“Bostwick. Yeah. R. It stands for Raoul, but I never spe
it out. 'm pleased to meet you, tco. What? Theres a Io
-~ of noise around here. (Winrm stops hitting the marb}
: game.) Where am IP At Nick’s, on Pacific Strect. I wor
‘at the 8. P. I told them I was sick and they gave me th
- afternoon off. Wait a minute. Ill ask them. I'd Like i
_meet you, too. Sure, I'll ask them. (Turns around to WNrex.,
o What's this addresspP ‘ ' P e g
~ Nick: Number Three Pacific Street, you cad.
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- Nick (holding WesLey): No, he isn’t hungry.
BARRY (fo WiLLm): See if you think this is funny. It's my
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Duptey: CadP You don’t know how I've been suﬁé.'ri.n'g en - 4B

~account of Elsie. I take things too ceremoniously. T've got

to be more lackadaisical. (Into telephone.) Hello, Elenore?

I mean, Lorene. It’s Number Three Pacific Street. Yeah.

Sure. I'll wait for you. How'll you know me? You'll know

me. I'll recognize you. Good-by, now. (He hangs up,
crosses to table right and sits.)

Harry (continuing his monologue, with gestures, move-
menis, and so on): I'm standing there. I didnt do any-
thing to anybody. Why should I be a soldier? (Sincerely, -
insanely.) BOOOCOOOOOM. WAR! O.X. War. I retreat,
I hate war. I move to Sacramento. TR

Nick (shouting): Al right, comedian. Lay off a minute, y

Harry (brokenhearied, going to Wirm): Nobody’s got a

sense of humor any more, The world’s dying for comedy s

like never before, but nobody knows how to laugh.
Nrcx (o WesLev): Do you belong to the unionp.
WesLEY; What union? u . ' .
Nrcx: For the love of Mike, where've you been? Den’t you
kaow you can't come into a place and ask for a job and - -
get'one and go to work, just like that. You've got to belong . -
to one of the unions, - : . T A
Wrestry: I'didn’t know. I got to have a job. Rea! soon.
Nick: Well, you've got to belong to a union. ;

WesLey: I don’t want any favors. All I want is a chance to

earn a bving,
Nick: Go on into
lunch.

the kitchen and ieﬂ_ Sam to ;giv_e.ypu some
Wesiey: Honest, I éin’t-hungry, o

Duorey (shouting): What I've gone through for Elsie, (Nrck N

comes from behind bay and gives him a beer.)

:_ Harry: I've got all kinds of funny ideas in my head to help -

make the world happy aga. (WesLEY almost fainis from ; 3 o '_
hunger. Nicx catches him fusi in time. The Anran and -
Nick go off with WesLey info the kitchen.) S L1
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“'Nick (to left of piano): Fine. (Te Harny who s dancing,’

_ WILLIAM SAROYAN. =~ - _
own idea. T created this dance myself. Tt comes after the
monologue. (Hanny beging fo dance. Wiriz waiches a-

. moment, and then goes back to the game. If's o goofy
- dance, which Harry does with great sorrow, but much
i energy.) : hEE
-+~ Duprey: Elsie, Aw, gee, Elsie, What the hell do 1 want to
.. see Lorene Smith for? Some gixl I don’t know. (Jox and
- Karry have been drinking in silence. Therz is no sound
. now except the soft-shoe shuffling of Harny, the comedian
7 ARAB re-enters and sits in chair.) :
* -Jom: What's the dream now, Kitty DuvalP. _ j
- Krrry (dreaming the words and pictures): 1 dream of home
Christ, I always dream of home. I've no home. T've nt
- place. But T always dream of all of us together again. Wi
- had a farm in Ohio. There was nothing good about it, I
- was always sad. There was always trouble. But I alw:
~ dream about it as if I could go back and Papa wouk
be there and Mamma and Louie and my little brothe
Stephen and my sister Mary. I'm Polish. Duvall My nam
0 Isnt Duval, it's Koranovsky. Katerina Koranovsky. Wi
- Jost everything. The house, the farm, the trees, the horse
- the cows, the chickens: Papa died. He was old. He was
" thirteen ‘years older than 'Ma:_mma. We moved to Chic_a
We tried to work. We tried to stay together. Louie gof in
“trouble. The fellows he was with killed him for somethi
-1 don’t know what. Stephen ran away from home. Seven
" teen years old. I don’t know where he is, Then Mamin
died. (Pause.) What's the dream? I dream of home, (Nie
comes oui of the kitchen with WesLey who sits ab ihﬂ
. piana.y _ ' : AR
Nrck: Here. Sit down here and rest. That'll hold you. fo
‘while. Why didn’t you tell me you were hungry? You
o right now? o o i
" Waestey: Yes, I am. Thank you. I didnt know I was that

. Hey. What the hell do you think you’re doing?
<) 242
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Harry __(stoﬁping_)g That's my own idea. Pm a naturalborn =

~dancer’ and " comedian, (WesLey begins slowly, one note,
- one chord at a time, to play the piano.) '

‘Nicx (going to back of bar): You're no good. Why don't you - |

try some other kind of work? Why don’t you get a job
in a store, selling something? What o you want to he'a -
~comedian forP e

Hagry (to upper end of ber): Tve got something for the
world and they haven’t got sense enough to let me give it
to them. Nobody knows me. o '

Duorey: Elsie. Now I'm waiting for some dame Tve never |

seen before. Lorene Smith. Never saw her in my life. Just. .
~ happened to get the wrong. number. She turns on the
personality, and I'mi a -cooked Indian, Give me a beer, "
please, | o g, B R
Hanry: Nick, you've got to see my act. It’s the greatest thing
of its kind in America. (Nicx comes to Duprey with beer. .
Harey follows him.) A1 want is a chance. No salary to -
‘begin. Let me try it out ton o
Tl go -home.__ I vaudeville wasn’t dead, a guy like me
~would have a chance, ; Pt R
Niex (crosses wp behind bar; Hanny follows Rim): Yau're - .
- not funny. You'rs o sad young punk. What the hell de you.
want to try to be funny forP Youll break everyhody’s .
Jeart. What's there for you to be funny about? You've. ]
been poor all your life, havent you? = . . .
HARg_Y.:_ Tve been poor all right, but: don't forget that some. *
things count more than some other things. E Rl P
Nick: What counts more, for instance, “than what else, for
instance? = ¢ - :
Hanay: Talent, for instance, counts more than money, for.
nstance, that’s what, and Ive got talent. I get new ideas
night ‘and day, Everything comes patural to me. I've got.

style, but it'll take me = little time to round it out. Th T e

311_-__ (By' now WrsLey is playing something of his. own -
which s very good and ous of the world. He plags abous: -
half a minute, after which Harmy begins to dance.) .
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- Niex (watching): 1 run the lousiest difre in Friseo, and 4
dp e guy arrives and makes me stock up_wﬂ:h champ?grle.-'l.‘hg_--.
“whores come in and holler at me that theyre I.?.dles.
‘Talent comes in and begs me for a chance to §hﬂw :atse_l’f',--_,‘
~ Even society people come here once in af,whﬂe. I don't
. know what for. Maybe it’s lignor. Maybe it's the iocan{?g.. _
L Maybe it's my personality. Maybe it's the crazy per_scmahi:y
of the joint. The old honky-tonk. (Pause.) Maybe the?
can’t feel at home anywhere else. (By now WesLEY 5.
- redly playing, and Harny is going through a new routine.
- DupLey grows sadder and sadder.)
. Kirry: Please dance with me. . |
~ Jou (loudly): I never learned to dance. - "
- Krrry: Anybody can dance. Just hold me in your arms. e
.. Joe: I'm very fond of you. Im sorry. I can’t dance, I wi :
7 to God I could. 2 g,
“Krrry: Oh, please. L
" Joe: Forgive me. Td like to very much. (Krrry dances. along
* “Tom comes in right with a peckage. He sees Krrry _gm;;l
. goes ga-ga again. He comes out of the france aﬂ_d puis ﬁhe
' ‘bundle on the left center table in front of Jor. Nick come
Ty to behind Jor's table, gets'bottie. end glasses and retuf__,
o to back of bar) '
- Jou (taking the package): What'd you get? ¥
. Tom: Two dollars’ worth of toys. That’s What_yog sont ne
" for, The gt asked me what I wanted with toys. I didn’
* know what to tell her. (He turns cmd_ looks at_,KI'__I'TY..):
~_Joe? I've got to have some money. After all you've done
. for me, I'l do anything in the worid for you, but, Joe
. you got to give me some money once in 2 while, o
Jou: What do you want it forf '
" (To»s turns and stares gt Kyrry dancing.) - i
- Jor - (noticing): Sure. Here. Here’s five. (Shouting.) Can
" you dance? _ : g
“Tom (proudly): I got second prize at the Palomar in Sacre
~ mento five years ago.
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- Duntey: Who-me? (Grandly.) My name i Boger'Ten'é_-'__'
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Jou (loudly, opening package): O.X,, dance with her, .0
Tom: You mean herf - - : R
Jor (loudly): 1 mean Kitty Duval the burlesque gueen. I . - {58

mean the queen of the world burlesque. Dance with her. .

She wants to dapce. » :
Tom: {helplessly): Joe, can T tell you something? e Ty
joz (he brings oui a toy and winds i): You don’t have to, N

I know. You love her. You really love her. I'm not blind. L

I know. But take care of yourself. Don't get sick that way"

again, ' 8 ' i i Ja ¢
Nick (looking at and listening to Wesiey with amazement)s .

Comes in here and wants to be a dishwasher. Faints from .
hunger. And then sits down and plays better than Heifetz. -

Jou: Heifetz plays the violin, ; : -
Nick: All right, don’t get caveful. He’s good, ain’t he? .
Tom (io Krvry): Kitty. o T N
jor (he lets the toy go, loudly): Don’t talk. Just dance. (Tom = - -
and Kivry dance. Nick is at the bar, watching everything, 2y
Harry is dancing. DupLey is grieving into his beer. LorEng i -
Smurw, ‘about thirty-seven, very overbearing and funnyg-

Tooking, comes to the bar from right.)
Nicx: 'Whéa'_t.’ll it be, lady? A o TR
Lowexw ({ooking about and scaring all the young men): I'm .-
looking for the young man I talked to on the telephone. . .
Budley R. Bostwick, - ' C PN ey
DuoLey (jumping, running to her, stopping, shocked): Dud- -
dey R. (slowly) Bostwick? Oh, yeah. He left here ten -
minates ago. You mean Dudley Bestwick, that poor man .
on crutches? . e B gunew gk
Lorens: Cratehes? & “eow s v b
Duprey: Yeah. Dudley Bostwick. That's what he said his -
name was. He said to tell you not to wait, e
Lorene: Well. (She begins to go, turns around.) Are you
sure gyouwre not Dudley R, BostwickP :

francia. . Pm a

: French-Canadian, I never saw the poGr
fellow before, ' ' '
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. 1 ORENE (crossing to door right): He said he vwas geing to

. - Tone: T love you. (Leading Krrey to in front of door vight.

e O WILLIAM'SA;RbyAN'. i
1 '-Loﬁﬂﬁéi- It seems to me your. voic;é is like the voice I hea_i'd
~ . over the telephone. . b g -
- DupLey: A coincidence. An accident. A, quirk of fate. Oge
- of those things. Dismiss the thought. That poor cripple

hobbled out of here ten minutes 2go.

.. commit suicide. I only wanted to be of help. (She goes out:
ool right. '
DUD%:EY) Be of helpP What kind of help could she be, of?
" (DUDLEY runs to the telephone in the corner.) Gee whiz,.
" Elsie. Gee whiz. Tl never leave you again. (He turns the
" ‘peges of a little address book.) Why do 1 always forget
_the number? Pve tried to get her on the phone a hundred:
- times this week and I still forget the number. She won't
. .come to the phone, but I keep trying anyway: She’s ou

‘She’s not in. She’s working, I get the wrong namber. Everys’

e _thing goes haywire. T can't sleep, {Defianily.) She'll come
~to the phone one of these days. If there’s anything to tru

- love at all, shell come to the phone. Sunset 7349. (He

- dials the number, gs Jor goes on studying the toys. They
ware one big mechanical toy, whistles and o music. boz.
<. Jor blows into the whistles, quickly, by way of gettin
. easually acquainted with them. Tom and Krry sto

S dancing. Tow stares at her.) o T
. Duprry: Hella, Is this Sunset 73497 May I speak to Flsie
Yes. (Emphatically, and bitterly.) No, this is not Dudle
Bostwick. This is Roger Tenefrancia of Montreal, Canad
Tm a childhood friend of Miss Mandelspiegel. We went t
" kindergarten together, (Hand over phone.) ‘Goddamn
(Into phone.) Yes. I'll wait, thank you.

Kitry: You want to go to my room? (Tom can’t answer:
"~ Have you got two dollars? B
"~ Tom (shaking his head with confusion): Fve got five dollars
-~ . _but I love you. _ e
- Krrry (looking at him): You want to spend all that mon
;- 246
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b :'(TOM embraces her. 'Tﬁey'gs out fighi.”]or_. _'umtc.hés, .goé;g x £

-back o the joy.) .

' IUE ‘Where’s that longshoreman, MeCarthyp

Nick: He'll be arcund.

Jor: 'What do youn think he’ll have to say todayp

Nick (coming around bar): Plenty, as usual. I'm going next
~door to see whe won that third race at Laurel,

Jor: Precious Time won it. '

Nicx: That’s what you think. (He goes out right.) .

JoE (to himself): A horse named McCarthy is running in the
_sixth race today. D ey

Dubrey (on the phone): Hello. Hello, Elsie? ElsieP (His

voice weakens; also his limbs.) My God. She’s come to
the phone. Elsie, Im at Nick’s on Pacific Street. You've

‘got to come ‘here and talk to me. Hello. Hello, Elsw? :

(Amazed.) Did she hang upP Or was I disconnectedp -

. (#He hangs up and goes. to bar, WrsLey is still playing the: "
‘piano, Hanny is still dancing, Jou has wound up the big'
mechanical toy and is watching it work, ; i

NICK - (returns from right; goes to #ight of Joz, waiching ﬂae i

toy): Say. That’s some gadget.

Jor: How much did 1 win? 5
Nicx: How do you know_you wonP : O e
Jor: Don’t be silly. He said Precious Time was going to .

win by ten lengths, didn’t he? He's in love, isn’t heP . -

Nicx: (handing Jor money): OX. T don’t know why, but

Precious Time won, You got eighty for ten. How do you do
P T Cpem B

Jom (roaring): Fanly Faith, How'd he win? - O
Nick: By 'a nose, Lock him up I The Racing Form. The

sio_Wesi_:; the cheapest, the worst horsé in the race, and the =

worst jockey. What's the matter with my hck?

Jor: How much did you losep
- Nick: Fifty cemis, T B
jor: You should never gamble,
Nick: Why notp
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© than g flea, that’s why.

- busy now, all legs and arms.) e el
NicE (turning and watching, crossing to pigno): Not bad,
. "Hang ‘around. You can wait table. (To Westey.) Hey.
. Wesley. Can you play that again tonight? -~

© WesLey (turning, but still playing the pianc): I dont know

for sure, Mr. Nick. I can play sotnething, - RS
- Nrck: Good. You hang around, too. (He goes behind the EjarT }

. he should do, or what he must do. There is deep American
. naiveté and faith in the behavior of each person. No one it
. competing with anyone else. No-ones hates anyone els
1 Every man is living, and letting live, Each man is following
" his desting as he feels it should be followed; or is ‘ahandon-
L ing it as he feels it ‘must, by now, be abandoned: or-is fo
< getting it for the moment. as he feels he should forget.
.- Although everyone is dead serious, there is unmistakab
. smiling and Fumor in-the scene; a sense of the human body

.. environment, in his own person, as himself: WesrEy is pla;
. ing better than ever. Hanny fs hoofing beiter than eve
.+ Nicxis behind the bar shining. glasses. Jor is smiling af 4
. toy and. studying it. Duorey, although still troubled, is
o least calm now and full of melancholy poise. WiLLms, at th

- marble game, is happy. The Awas is deep in his memorie
. where he wants to. be, . N R
{Into this scene and atmosphere comes BLICK from right.
“ . (BLIck 4s the sort of human being you dislike at sight. He
- mo different from anyhody else physically. His face

-' ]OEYou ;alivays bet ﬁfty cents .'Ydu’_iré_‘ got. 1-#0' 'mqré: __féiﬁ'fl_-'_ ;

‘Harry (shouting) : How do you like this,'l.\_.I_ick?"'(Hlé 'z_'s_"ret_;ﬂy

Nick: Important people never come here. Here. Have a drmk

Brice: Thanks, I don't o S S a0 T S
Nick (drinking the whisky himself) © Well, why don’t youP
Brick: Thave responsibilities. . . " o VR
Nick: You're head of the lousy Vice Squad. There’s no vice
Biick (sharply): Strestwalkers are working out of this place. "
Nicx (angry): What do you wantp - ¢ wt B
Brick (loudly): T just want you to know. that it’s. got to stop.

- Jor ‘quictly pushes the toy to.one side of the table eager to. .

‘ness and unfriendliness.) -

L The Time of Your Lits

- Most generous expansion of understanding, to accept him @
- a3 @ human being. Hz is the strong man without stiength— o1
" _strong only among the weak—the weakling who uses force . 18
- on-the weaker. b oA Jas
(Brick enters casually, as if he were a customer, and imme-
. diately Hawwy begins slowing down.)
Bricg: (oily, and with mock friendliness): Hello, Nick. o
Nick (stopping his work and leaning across the bar): What -
~.do_you want to come here for? You're too big a man fora
-ittle hooky-tonk, . . s g E
Brick (flattered): Now, Nick. .~

- (Puts. out whisky botile and glass.)

here,

{The music stops. The mechanicdl toy runs down, There is
ahsolute silence, and a-strange fearfulness and disharmiony

#.the atmosphere now. Harwy doesw’t know what to do
with his hands or feet, WEeSLEY'S arms ‘hang. at his -sides.

“Study what is happening. Wi stops playing the marble.
-game, turns around and begins to wais. DuprLey straightens = -
up-very, very. vigorously, as if to say: “Nothing can scare -
- me. 1 know love is the only thing.” The ARaw is the sameas *.-
ever, but watchful. Nrck 4s arrogantly-aloof, There is amo-
wment of this silence and tension, as thongh Brick were wait-
ing for everybody to acknowledge his presence. He is obvi. . - -
ously flattered by the acknowledgment of Harey, Dunrey,

Westey and Wivm, but o ‘.Zz’ttlefirn”tdted by Nicx’s aloof- .- &
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.~ Nrcg: Don’t look at me. T can’t tell a streetwalker from a lady.
oo Yowmarried? . s el B Sl
~“Brack: You're not asking me questions. I'm telling you.
. Nxcx(interrupting) : You're a man of about forty-five or so.
. You ought to know better. - . LTy e
.+ Brick (angry): Streetwalkers are working out of this place.
- Nick (beginning lo shout): Now, don’t start any trouble with-
. me. People come here to drink and loaf around. I don’t care
. .who they are. Sy g £
- Brios: Well, I do. : - ' _ e
.. Niox: The only way to find-out if a Jady is a strectwalker is to
-+ walk the streets with her, go to bed, and make sure. You
. wouldr’t want to do that. You'd like to, of cowrse. .
~Bricx: Any more of it, and I'Il have your joint closed, .~
. Nxck (very casually, withous il will}: Listen. I've got no w
- for you, or anybody like you, You're out to change. th
*+ world from something bad to something worse. Something
o like yourself, - - " . R
" Brrick (furious pause, and contempt); Tll be back tonig
. (He begins io go vight.) o, g
- Nicx (very angry but very calm): Do, yowrself a big fave:
.. and don’t come back tonight. Send somebody else, I don
o+ lke'your persomality, . - e L NPT Iy
' Braek: ‘Don’t break any laws. I don’t like yours, eithey. (
- looks the place over, and goes out right. There is - mome
 of silence. Then WiLrie turns and puts @ new nickel in &
- slot and starts a new game. WESLEY turns to-the piano-a
- rather falteringly bogins to play. His heart really isnt in 3
 Hagrry walks about, unable to dance. DunLey lapses i
- his customary melancholy, at o table. Nick whistles-a lite
o suddenly stops. Jor winds the toy.) - e e
- Joei(comically) : Nick. You going to kill that manp = -
Nick: I'm disgusted. o o o
" Jom: Yeah? Why? ST P St
- Nicx: Why should I get worked up. overa guy like that? Wh:
% should T hate himP He's nothing. He’s nobody. ‘He's
. mouse. But every tHime he comes into this ‘place I g
0 250
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pi E__!_i_rr'_;ed upHe d@eén*f want to drink, He _doe‘séﬁ’.tfi_wsiﬁ{ﬁf)j
sit down; He doesn’t want to take things easy. Tell me gne -

oo thitigp
. Jom: Do my best.
- Nicg: What's s punk

like that waiit to g6 out and tryto o

. vhange the world forp R ! E
* Jor (amazed) : Does ke want to change the world, too?

- Nrxck (irritated) : Yon know wha

- hother people for? He's slok. L e
Jou: {almost to hismself, reflecting on the fact that Brick foo
wants o change the world

' -‘_i‘he world at that,

t I mean. What's he want 0.

)21 guess he wants to change

‘Nick: So 1 go to work and hate him. - _'

~JoE: s not him, Nick,

Nrck: Yeah, I know, But T've-stll got.no use

Its everything, - -~ .0 L
for him. He’s no.

.. good. You know what T meanp He hutts little people. (Con

- fused.) One of the girls tried to commit suicide on account

- of him. (Puriously.) Y1l b : '\ '
- around here: | Chis is mUJOmi' (Aﬁ‘erthaught) Or anybod}f"

. feelings, cither.
- Jor: He may

reak his head # he hurts anybody -

“begins to smile at everything: turns and listens to Wrstiy:
- waitchies Hawrny: nods at the Aras: shakes his head at Dvp-

. LEY. and gestures amiably about Wi, It’s his joint all
Tight, It's @ good; low-down, henky-tonk American place’
;.th-a't'__lets_fpeopie_'alo-ne-. : oy ow P TG

Nicx ' (crossing to chair
- joint. There’s nothing
- the dancing tonight
. telephone and didls.)
- night. That's finel

Hanry: Tha_nks,_Nick. Gosh, Im on my way at last, (Ontele- B

left of center table): Tve got a good.

‘wrong here, Hey. Comedian. Stick to
- 1 think you're O.X. (Harsy goes i+
Wesley? Do some more of that to- -

13 S
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p?wne.) I—Iello Map Is that you Ma? Harry I got the gob
- {He hangs up and walks around, smiling.)"

i h NICK (waiching the toy all this time) Say, that really is some—
thmg ‘What is that, anyway? (Mary L. comes in right,) -
]cm (holdmg it toward Nick, and MAny L.): Nick, this is a_

- toy. A contraption devised by the cunning of man to drive
.. boredom, or grief, or anger out of children; A noble gadget. .

A gadget, I might say, infinitely nobler than any other I can -
" think of at the mioment. (Everybody gathers around Jog's
- ‘table to look at the Jtoy. The toy stops working. Jor winds -
‘ the music box. Liffs a whistle: blows it, making a very .
- strange, funny and sorrowful sound.) Delightful. Tragic
= but delightful. (WesLEY plays the. music-box theme on th'
0 pigno. MAmy L, takes a table center.) ;
me. Joe. That girl, Kitty. What's she mean, calhng me's
o denhst? I wouldn’t hurt anybody, let alone a tooth. (Nicx
‘‘goes to Mary L.s table. Harny imitates the toy. Danoes
« The piano music comes up, a 'nd the lzght dzms siowiy, whzle
the piano solo cantmues.) _
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©deck of car
- Woman, and b as’
©. though they were the symbols of the lost glary of the world
At center table, WOMAN .
. _occaszonallymar rather sensés kzm has sensed him in faot
+ the whole hour. She is mzldly tight on beer, and Jor himself-

s tighs, But a5 always completely unde;r control; szmpiy
- _'-f'sfmrper Tke oth

SCEN’E N wk s, an
. when the curtain

& rfgkt ARAB seated in the redr:

Gt piano..

jam. Is 1t Madge——Laubomtz?
Many: Is what wha? '
Jou: Is the name Mabel Lepescu?
Many: What namep

}0E° The namea’ the mihalé M L sta:nd for.

- yéur bag,

MABY No,

Jou (after a lang pause, thmkmd deepiy wkat fhe name ng;zﬁ e

“be, mmmg @ card, lookmg nto ihe beautzful face of tk@ T
WGMAN} Margie Longworthyp '
MARY (all this &5 very natural o

‘part of the people mwlveci

“drink): No.

Jor (his voice hégﬁer-mtcked

Jox at his table, quwtly .
s, and at the same time watching the face of the S

2> A‘-.CT H

hom later. All the ‘people who were tkere‘ff”i’3
carie down are still there. DupLey ot table -
at right. Hanry and WesLey
shuﬁi’mg and turning @’ .. |

oking at the initials.on. her handbag as

i turn, very casually regar ds Jou,

ors are abouf at tables, and so rm. :
T:;'}ie"' Hﬂﬂ"ﬂsﬂ i

nd- singere, no comedy on thg-':_ L
they are bath solemn bemg _- ]

as though he were gfowmg a
.'..'253. - :
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lzi'tle alarmed) Mlclge Laune? {MARY skakes her head )
My initials are J. T, . . -

" Many (pause): Johnp ..o
- Jor: No. (Pause.) Martha Lamaster?
Many: No. (Slight pause.) Joseph? ' e
- Jor: 'Well, not exactly. That's my first name, but everybody .
" calls me Joe. The last name is the tough one. [ll help you a ;
- Tittle: Tm Irish. Ts it just plain Mary? ,
MABY Yes, it is. I'm Irish, too. At least on my fathex 5 sxde
= English on my mother’s ‘side.
_']'0E I'm Irish on both sides. Mary’s one of n my favor;te nawmies,
. T'guess that’s why I didn’t think of it. T met a girl in Mexico
- City pamed Mary -once. She was an American from- Plnla~
- delphia. She got married there. In Mexico City, I mean. .
= While I was there. We were in love, too. At least I'was. You'
"~ never know about anyore else. T’ hey were engaged, you se
S '_'and her mother was ‘with het, so they went through with
~Must have been six or seven years ago. She’s pro'bably got
" three or four children by this time. '
Many: Are’ vou still in love with herP '
! "-]oE ‘Well—no. To tell you the truth, I'm not sure. I guess T
- am. I'didnt even know she was engaged until a couple, of
- days- before they got mared. I thought I was going.
- marry her. I kept thinking all the time about the kind-
. kids we would be likely to have, My favorite was the third
" one, The first two were fine. Handsome and fine and in-
- telligent, but that third one was different. Dumb and goof
. Jooking. I liked him a lot. When she told me she was goin
" 'to be married, I didn’t feel so- bad about the first two it was
o 'f"ﬂmt dumb one. 5
Mary (after a pause of some few seconds) What do you do?
: ]GE Do? To tell you the truth, nothing. '
- Mary: Do you always drink a great deal?
Jor. {sctentifically): Not always. Only when I'm awake, 1 sle@
" seven or eight hours every night, you know.
" Mary: How nice. I mean to drink when vou're awake.”
P }oE (thoughtfuily) It’s a privilege. :
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L MARY Do you really l@k& to drmlx? G
- Jou (positively): As much as I like o bmatke
- Mary (beausifully) i Why? soh
o Jome {dramatically): Why do T like to drink? Because I don £

P .__-_:the time and just a little alive every once in a long while,

'. - tant things—tike everybody else. Tget busy. Do things. All °

' MARY' Do you sleeps well?

' 'IOE (thoughtfully) “Why:do I dvink? (Pause, while he thm

‘Many: Oh, I didn’t mean-—

.MABY (sadly, bui brightly}: Yes, that’s true.

} _-':.clock not time of living. It doesn’t make any difference who -
you are or what you do, twenty-three and a half huurs of' 5

The sze of Your sze

like to be gypped. Because I don’t like to be dead most of
{(Pause.) I 1 don’t dvink, I become fascinated by unimpor-
" - kinds of little stupid things, for all kinds of little stupid rea: -

2! sons. Proud; selfish, ordinary things, I've done them. Now I :
don’t do anything. I live all. the time Then I go to sleep '

Tor (taking it for granted): Of course. i o

MaRY (quietly, almost with tendemess) What are yom p}ans?* :

Jor, (loudly, but also tendeﬂy) Plans? 1 havent got any I

- fust get up. i o

Many (beginmng t0 understand everyt}unv) Oh yes Ye.s of
course. ( Dimray puts.anickel fn.the phonograph & "

" gbout i, Ths thinking appears to be profound and complex,
~‘and has the effect ‘of giving his face a very comical and
“naive expresswn) ‘That guestion calls for a pretty comph—
‘cated answer, {He smiles. abstmctly ) :

Jox, (swszly, gallantly) : No. No I znszst I Rnaw whyr Its ]ust

- & matter of finding words. Little ones : _

Mazy: It really doesn’t matter, .. : - :

Jon (seriously): Oh, yes, it does (Climmlly) NBW Why do I
: drink? (Sczentiﬁcally ) Ne.  Why does anybociy drmlc?:f-_'. L
{Working # out.) Every day has twenty—four bours, - vl

Jo: Twenty-faur howrs.. Out of the twenty-four: hours at: least_ iy
 twenty-three and a half are—my God, I dont know why—
~dull, dead, boring, empty, and’ murderous. Minutes on the -

_the fxventy~four are spent waiting.
; - 2Bp
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5 '_MARY Waitmg? : e 2
- Jor {gesturing, loudly): And the more you walt the less ﬂ1ere =
oI5 to wait for, : -
. Mary. (attentively, beautzfully kzs Si‘udent) 3 0) AR
B! ]OE (continuing): That goes on for days and days, and WeekS'_
. and months and years, and years, and the first thing you
“ know ol the years are dead. All the minutes are dead. You
- - yourself are dead. There’s nothing to wait for any more. -
o Nothing except minutes on the clock. No time of life. Noth
. ing but minutes, and zdlocy Beautiful, bright, intelligen
-idiocy. (Pause.) Does that answer your question? = -
- Many (earnestly): Tm afraid it does. Thank you, You shouldn’ £
.- have gone to all the trouble.. =
. ]01:. No trouble at all. (Pause.) You have clnldren?
. Magry: Yes. Two. A son and a daughter.
- Jor (dehghted) Haw swell Do they look hke )mu?
" “Marv: Yes..

. MARY ‘I'o tell you the truth I don’t like to dance at aIl
JoE: {proudly: commmtator) I can hardly walk.
“Mary: You mean you're t:ght?
i JoE (s:mlmg) -No. I mean ol the time.
. ‘Mary (sitting forward) Were you ever in Pans?
~Jor: In 1929, and again in 1934,

- Many: What month of 19349 .
Jor: Most of April, all of May and 2 htl:Ie of ]une P
-Many: I was there in November and December ’chat year ¥

B IOE:;d V;Te were there almcst at the same hms Y@u wexe mm« : T'
: MARY‘ Engaged { They are szlent ¢ moment ankmg at one'z':‘;
- another. Quietly and wzth great charm.) Aze you really-m" 'i
~love: ‘with mep _ o
_'}OE Yes " R,
‘Magy: Is it the champagne? : '
'-j-g:-IOE “Yes, Partly, at least, (He sits down. ¥

- Mary: I You dontsaemea am wxl! (v iy
JOE- Very g you be very unhappy?

~ Jor: Then Why are you sadP g g tUR e

5 MARY 1 was always sad. It's- ;ust fhat afi:er I Was mamed

- was allowed to drink. L
Jor. (eagerly): Who are you waltmg for?

__--'ZMARY No one. ' 7

* . Joe {smiling) ; Im not waiting for anybody, elther .
-:'MA}AY MY husband cf course : B %

- JoE: Ohj sure. Pt

. ~Mary: Hesalawyer 2N Nl

£ IOE (standmg, leaning on the table) Hes a great guy I hk_

.=, him..T'm very fond of him.

1 MAHY (listening): You have responmbﬂmes? : .

JOE (loudly; rises): One, and thousands. As a matter of fact

-1 feel responsible’ to everybody. At least to everybody ]
- meet. I've been trying for three years to find out if it’s possi

" ble-to live what I think is a_ cmhzed hfe I mean a hfe tha

: ‘can’t hurt any other life. _

- MARY: You re famous? '

y ]0E Vety. Utterly unknown, but very famous Wouid you ]Jk

to dance?

mg at her wztk amazement ) Good—b : ;
Jor (simply): Good-by. . (Music" ends The WOM.’AN stands-'f'
loakmg at him g moment, then turns and. goes slawly otk
ngkt JoE stands siaring after her: for a iong time. Just ashe

i slowly sztﬁng doton; ain, th NEW 2
goes to Jo's table.) ag e sxoylenters rzght and;_ _

NEVVSBDY - Paper, M:ster? ok

]IE)E How many you got this timep ' e

Ewssoy: Fleven. (Jor buys tkem all looks at all “
throwé‘

tﬁ@m away “AHAR crosses, pmks up one cmd returns ta his

256




WILLIAM SAROYAN

. goes to bar, troubled.) Hey, Mister, do you own this plgpe?_-
Nicx: I own this place. 1 ; ol
Mewseov: Can you use a great lyric tenor s e
. Nick (almest to himself) : Great lyric tenor? (Loudly.) Who?

@ great Iyric tenor, can’t you?

- 'Nrcx: What's lyric about you? . i
- Newsnox (voice high-pitched, confused):'MY voice. . .
' Nick: Oh. (Slight pause, giving in.) All right, then-singl

.. Irish.Eyes Are Smiling.” Nk and JoE Eisten c_ar'ef_z_tl._ly:
- Nicx with wonder, Jor with amazement and delight.) - .
- *Newssoy (singing): 3
w i s When Irish eyes are smiling,

Sure 'tis like a morn in spring.

In the kit of Irish laughter,

"You can hear the angels sing.
When Irish hearts are happy, _
All the world seems bright and gay.
o Ly But when Irish eyes are smiling—
~Nicx {Toudly, swiftly): Are you Ivish?

s Newsgoy (spedking swiftly, loudly, a litile impc'zt_iem‘ wi‘!_fﬁ'.t :
g irrelevant gquestion) ; No. I'm Greek. (He ﬁn;shes the song
< singing louder than ever.) “Sure they s?‘;eal your heqr
o avway.” (He turns to Nicx df‘amaﬁically, like a uauc..Zguz:f?.
| singer begging his audience for applause. Nick stud;es, fh
: 'bo_y eagerly. Jor gets to his fc_)et' and leans .towaﬁ'd the Bp§r
o and Nick.) : _ B
* Nicx: Not bad. Let me hear you again about a year from-nqw
Newssoy (thrilled): Honest? ' i
Nick: Yeah, Along about November 7th, 1940.
. to Jom): Did you hear it too, Mister? '
Jom: Yes, and it’s great. What part of Greece?
 Newssoy: Salonica. Gosh, Mister. Thanks.
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- i :..s.e;it" 5 Pt ﬁght. The Newssoy looks at Jox, shakes head,

~Newspoy: Me., I'm getting too big to sell papers. I7don’t want -
. #o holler headlines all the time. 1 want to sing. _10}1 can use |

(The Nuwssoy breaks into swift and beautiful song: “When.

. Newseov (happier than ever before in his life, 1unning over.

oeed Ty The Time of Your Life - :
Joz: Don’t wait a year. Come back with some papers a little
later. You're a great singer. - e L e
Nrwssoy (thrilled and excited) : Aw, thanks, Mister. So long.-
- {Running, to Nicx.) Thanks, Mister. (He runs out right,
Jor and Nicx look at the swinging doors. Jor sits down.
- Nick laughs.)
Nick: Joe, people are so wonderful, Look at that kid, e
]Ogaz' Gf course theyre wonderful. Every cne of them is won-
erful,. - N T

(MCCAm*HY and Keurp come in right, talking. McCarpiy
is @ big man in work clothes, which make him. seem:

verly young. He is wearing black jeans, and a blue work. .-
man’s shirt. No tie. No hat. He has broad shoulders, @~

lean intelligent face, thick black hair. In his right back

pocket is the longshoreman’s hook. His arms are long and

hairy. His slegves are rolled up to just below his elbows.

- He 15 a casial man, easygoing in movement, sharp in pers’

- ception, swift in appreciation of charm or inhocence or com= ..
edy, and gentle in spirit. His speech is clear and full of

warmth. His voice is powerful, but modulated. He enjoys

the world, in spite of the mess it is, and he is fond of people, - -
in spite of the mess they are. ' R

(Kroze is not quite as tall or broad-shouldered as McCantay,
He is physically encumbered by his uniform, club, pistol,

belt and cap. And he is plainly not at home in the role of
policeman. His movement is stiff and uninientionally pom:
pous. He'is a neive man, essentially good. His understand-
ing is less than McCARTEY'S, bus he is honest and hé doesn’t
try to bluff.) : ' ' -

Knupp: You don’t understand what T mean. Hiya.,_ Joe. (C?bss{ .

ing to center of bar.)

Jor: Hello, Krupp. o B s

McCarray (crossing to behind Knuee): Hiya, Joe.
Jor: Hello, McCarihy, = y Il e D
Knvpe: Two beers, Nick. (To McCarrwy.) All I do is carry .
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" McCanTay; By hitting me over the head w;th a club? (

.1 Jor (smelancholy, with mm?mbmnce) I dont know. !

" McCartiy: But you will if you're on duty at the t1me :

 Knueps No. And that’s just what { mean.

WILLIAM SA‘ROYA.N

out arders carry out orders. I don't knuw what the zdea is
- behirid the order. Who it's for, or who it’s agamst, or Why

Al T-do is carry it out. (Nick gives them beer.)
- McCartay: You don’t read enongh.
.KRUPP I do read. I read The Examiner every mommg Th

~ Call-Bulletin every night.

MCCARTHY And carry out orders. What are the orders now?:

" Knuep: To keep the peace down here on the waterfront.
- McCartiy: Keep it for who? (To JoE.) BrghtP
. Jox (sorrowfully): Right.
. Kruep; How do I know for who? The peace. Just keep i
_ _MCCAB’I‘HY It’s got to be kept for somebody Who would y ;
- suspect it’s kept forP .-
~Kuwee (thinking): For citizens!
. McCartHY: I'm a citizen.

Kzrurp: All right, I'm keeping it for you.

Jor.} Right?

- Knuee: Mae, you know I never hit you over the head Wlth-
. elub,

- 5. “happen to stand on the oppesite side of myself, on duty
el KRU?P We went to Mission High together. We were alw
i gcoc'l friends. The only time we ever fought was. that 4
. ‘over Alna Haggerty. Did you marry Almaa Haggert.y? R;g
.. Jom: Everything’s right.

McCartay: No. Did you? (To JoE. ) ]oe, are you wﬂh nie
w7 against meP

s _JOE. I'm with everyhgdy One at a time,

MCCARTHY' You mean neither one of us is gomg to marry
. thing we're fighting for?
Kroee: 1 don’t even know what it 4s. :
. McCarray: You don’t read enough, I tell you. .
. Knrupp: Mac, you don’t know what you're ﬁghtmg for, e:1_
MCCARTHY 1t’s so simple, it’s fantastic. :
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: KRUPP A]J ngh’t what are you fighting for? .
- McCarrry: For the rights of the inferior, Right?

JoE: Something like that.

Krupp: The who?

MCCAHTHY The inferior. The world full of Mahoneys who
- baven't got what it takes to make monkeys out of everyhody

- else, near by, The men who were created egual. Remember?-
Krupe: Mac, you're not inferior.

MCCAB’I‘HY I'm a longshoreman. And an idealist. T'm aman -

_Wlth too much brawn to be an intellectual, exclusively.
~ {Crossing to right of Joz. ) Linarried a small, sensitive, cul-

tured woman so that my kids would be sissies instead of +

suckers. A strong man with any sensibility has no choice in

this world but to be a heel, or a worker, I haven’t the heart ° : .

ta be a heel, so P'm a worker Ive
.. got a son in hlgh schocl'

whe's already thinking of being a writer, '
Kruee: I wanted o be a writer once,

Joe: Wonderful. (He puts down the ﬁaper Zooks at KHUPP O

and McCapray.)

McCarTHY: They all Wanted to be writers, Every maniac in
“.the world that ever ‘brought about the murder .of people

through war started out in an attic or a basement writing

poetry. It stank. So they got even by b 5 i
y becoming importay i
heels. And it’s still going on, . : ; . : .P : e

KBUPP Is it really, Joep
JoB: Look at today’s paper. ' '
McCCantay: Right now on Telegraph Hill is some punk who '

&5 trying to be Shakespeare. Ten years fmm now he’ll be a
senator. Or a Cornmunist, g

- Kruep; %mebody ought te do. Somethmg about it.
McCarTiy mfschtevously, Awith laughter in his voice): The

%ﬁng to do is to have more magazines. Hundreds of them.
o ousands. Print everything they write, so they'll beliove
eyre immortal, That way keep them from going haywue 5 4

Kruer: Mac, you ought to he a writer yourself,
. MeCartsy; [ hate the tribe. They're mmchxef—makers Pught? .
Jor (sw.sftlz y): Everything’s right. Right and wrong,
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Jor (slowly, thinking, remembering) : What? What-xloi? 'lh
. means this side, that side. Inhale, exhale. What: bir

o - ‘be a longshoreman?

v . too great and too strong to be herces. Only the weak

s McCarray: I'wouldn’t talk this way to anyone but a ma

| WILLIAM. SAROYAN =~ A - The Time of Your Life . - -
. what T was saying, The party I'm speaking of, my friend, s
- YOU. (The phone rings. Hanry gets up from his table sud-
' denly and begins q new dance.) %
Kruee  (noticing him, with greai authority): Heve. Here,
" ‘'What do yen think you're doing? y
Harry (stopping): 1 just got an idea for a new dance. I'm
~trying it out. Nick. Nick, the phone’s ringing. (Nick goes
{0 phone.) :
Kruve (to McCariry): Has he got a right to do that? o
McCanray: The living have danced from the beginning of .-
time. I might even say, the dance and the life have moved :
along together, until now we have— (To. Harnv,) Gonto

.- Knuep: Then why do you read? - 5,28 e
" McCarriy (laughing): It's relaxing. It’s soothing, (Pause.)
.. The lousiest people bom into the world are writers. Lan-
" guage is all right. It's the people who use .ianguage 'tr:hat__ are
. Ulousy. (The Aras has moved a little closer, and is lzstemng
. carefully. To the Aran.) What do you think, B’rother? g
o AmaB (at first step forward to the right: after making mang
- faces, thinking very deeply): No foundation. All the way
.+ down the line, What. What-not. Nothing. I go walk an;i
0 look at sky. (He goes out right.) i
~ . Kuuep (follows to in front of bar): What? What-not? (
h Jor.} What's that meanp - = g '

your dance, son, and show us what we have, R
Harwy: Thaven't got it worked out completely yet, but it starts o
~ out like this. (He dances.). . LT,
MNice (on phone): Nick’s Pacific Street Restaurant, Saloon, -

and Entertainment Palace. Good Afternoon. Nick speaking. - e

What-not: death. The inevitable, the astounding, the mags
- nificent seed of growth and decay in all things. Beginnin
‘and end. That man, in his own way, is a prophet. Heis o
- who, with the help of beer, is able to reach that state:
deep understanding in which what and what-not, the re
- sonable and the unreasonable, are one. ' .
| McCamm: Right, S
- Knupe: If you can understand that kind of talk, how can'y

“wick-in the joint? (Dupruy fumps to his feet and goes o -
‘phone. N1ck goes to behind bary N
Duniey (on phone); Hello. Elsie? (Listens.) You're coming 3

down? (Elated. To the saloon.) She’s coming down., (Pause))
No. T won't drink, Aw, gosh, Elsie. (He hangs up, locks
about him strangely, gs if he were just bor, walks dround .
touching things, putting chairs in place, and so on.). = - -
MeCauriye (so Harry): Splendid. Splendid, e R B B M
- Hamny: Then I go into this Nitle routine. (He demonstrates.).
Ewrurr: Is that good, Macp S ET C
McCantuw: It's awkul, but iv’s honest and ambitious, like
gveryihing else in this great country, R

“McCarTay: T come from a long line of McCarthys who nev
-+ -married-or slept with anything but the most powerful

. quarrelsome flesh. (He drinks beer.) _ MR
Knuer: T could lsten to you two guys for hours, but I
' damned if I know what the hell you're talking about. e
- “McCartEY: The consequence is that all the MeCarthys a

unsure perform the heroic. They've got to. The_mor_ei he

you have, the worse the history of the world becown

. Jor: Go-outside and look at it. Y
- Kruee: You sure can philos—philosoph— Boy, you ean talk

this is where I really get going. (He finishes the dance.)
MoCantay: Excellent. A most satistying demonstration of the
present state of the American body a |
Harny and shaking his hand.) Son, you're a geniis. _ o
Havgy (delighted): 1 g0 on in iront of an audience for the
first time in my life tonight. ' - -
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_uniform, and a man who couldn’t understand a wor
' 262 '

- (Listens.) Who? (Turns around.) Ts there a Dudley Bost- .

" Hannv: Then I'work along into this, (He démbnsﬁaz‘es.) And -

soul. (Crossing to -~




“ Harrv: Never took 2 lesson in my life. I'm 2 natural: bum.'

. Harry: I don't know. They just won't laugh
= ‘Hangy: T'd like to try out 2 new mouologue I've been ﬂnn!un

MeCantey: Please do. I ‘promise you if it’s funny I shall ro:

W}ILLIAM SAROY AN

s - : T!ze sze of Your sze
: MCGAMHY They It be delighted. Where d yoit learn to clance? -

MCCARTHY Its the funmest thing I've ever heard. Or 'éeen;-
for that matter, My

Harny: Then, why don't you laugh?

McCanrTey: I don’t know, yet.

HAI;RY' Im a}ways getting funny ideas that nobody will laugh
vegk,

McCAirtay: It may be that you've stambled headlong into
a new kind of comedy. ' B

Harwr: ‘Well, what good is it if it doesn’t make anybodjr. i
laugh?

- dancer. And comedian, too. -

- "McCanrrtay (astounded): You can make people Iaugh?
“Harry (dumbly): I can be funny, but they won't lamgh. ;
MeCarrry: That's odd. Why not?

- McCarTaY: Would vou care to be funny now?
~ about.

o1 with laughter.
- Harry: This is it. {Goes into the act, with much eﬂergy 3 I )
© - up at Sharkey’s on Turk Street. It’s a guarter to nine, da
- light saving, Wednesday, the eleventh. What U've got is.
- headache and a 1938 nickel. What I want is a cup of cofle
If I buy a cup of coffee with the nickel, I've got to.-wa
- home. T've got an eight-ball problem, Geor ge the Greek.
shootmrr a game of snookel with Pedro. the Fllspmo P g
- rags. They re wearing thirty-five-dollar snits, made to ordg
+.I.haven’t. got a cigarette. Theyre smoking Bobby Bu
_-panatelas, I'm thinking it over, like 1 always do. George the
Gieek is in a tough spot. IF T buy a cup of coffee, Il w
- another cup. What happens? My eer aches! My ear. Georg
G the Greek takes' the. cue. Chalks it Studies the  tahl
.. 'Tauches the cue ball delicately. Tick. What happens
*makes the three balll What do I do? I get confused. 1
" -out and buy a morning paper. What the bell do 1 want
a morning paper? What T want is a cup of coffee, an
- good used car. I go out and buy a moming paper. Thmﬂ(}
" the twelfth. Maybe the headline’s about me. I'take a qu
ook, No. The headline is not -about me. I¥'s about Hit
" Seven thousand miles away. I'm here. Who the hell 35
Ter? Who's behind the eight ballp T turn around. Ets
- body’s behind the eight balll (Pause. Krurr moves tow
Hanwy as if to make an important arrest. Hawey miove
the swinging doors. McCaRTHY siops ijm? )
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Jin all truth, that T am Jaughing, although not out loud. =~ -
Hawry: T want to hear people laugh. Out loud. Thats Why g1
I keep thinking of funny things to say. rh
McCarray (crossing to.front right): Well. They may catch @

on in time. Let’s go, Krupp. So. Iong, Joe, (McCarray and .
KHUPP g0 out right,) '

Jor: So Iong. (After o moment’s pause, } Hey, Nlck

Nrok: Yeah (Harny e:mts rear center, DUDLEY goes io Baf. ; .
-and gets beer.) . 5

jom: Bet: MeCarthy in the iast race, ST

NIGK dYou re ciazy, That horse is a double-crossing, no- -

}OE Bet everything you've got on Mc(“arthy . ' «

- Nick: T not betting a wickel on him, You bet everythmg
youw've got on MoCarthy. : |

- Jom: T don’t need money. o

. Nick: What makes you think McCarthy’ s gomg to wmf’

C Jome McCarthys name’s McCarthy, 1snt it?

- Nick: Yeah, so what?

- Jom: The horse named McCarthy
Tadqy

- Nick: Why‘r"

| j’oighiou do what I teil you, and everyﬂlm:g' will be_ alt

- Nice: MeCarthy likes to talk, that's all, Where's Tom?

is gomg to Wm t?zats ali

McCantry: There are kinds of laughter, son. I must say,' _'




S Ton: 16 Kitty.
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L 'Im:. He’ll be around He’]l be miserable but he’ﬂ b&
areunci Five or ten minutes more. -
“Nick: You don't believe that Kitty, do you? About bemg
o inburlesque?
. Jou (very clearly): I beheve dreams sooner than stahstlcs
“Nick (remembering): She sure is somebody. Called me a
- dentist. (Tom, turning about, confused, troubled, comes m
' right, and hurries to Joe's table.)
- Jor: What's the matter?
TOM (giving Jom m(mey) Heres your five, jae, Im in houbl
Lo agaim,
JBL- If it’s not organic, it'll cure ntself If it is organic, scmw
o will eure it. What is i€, organic or non—orgamc? :
"TOM- Joe, 1 don’t know— (He sits at vight of table, burws*
~his head on his arms and seems to be.completelg bmk(ée
o down.):. ' Poy o e
~Jor: What's eatmg; you? I want you to go on an, enan& §
1]:13. : : i

- Jor: What about her?
. Tom: She’s up in her room, cry;mg
- Jorr Crying? s

. Towm: Yeah, she’s been orying for over an hour. 1 bee%
talking to her all this time, but she won’t stop
. ‘-_]on What's she crying about? g

- Tem: I don't know. I couldn’t understand: anyihmg
kept crying and telling me about a4 big housé and o
- dogs all ‘around and Howers and -one of her brother's: de
“and the other one lost. somewhere Joe, T can’t st.md _K:t
_ crying. ; :

. Jom: You want to many the girlP
. Tom (nodding): Yeah.

- Jor (curious end sincere): Why?
TO:M I don’t know why, exactly, Joe. (Pause.) ]oe- I d.{}
. like to think of Kltty out in the streets. I guess I love b

*that’s all. :

- JoE: :8he’s a nice girl.

sze sze of '_.‘z’ow‘ sze

' TOM’ Shes llke an angei She’s not hke those— other street»_ -

walkers.

- Jom (swaﬁly) Hete. Take all thxs money and ran next dcm-._:

‘to Frankie’s and bet it on the nose of MeCarthy.
“Tom (swiftly): Al this money, Joe! McCarthy?

Joz: Yesh. Huiry.,
Tome (going): Ah, Joe. If McCarthy wins we'll be rich.

JOE° Get going, will you? (Tom rumrs out right: and nearfy

~knocks over the Anas coming back ir. Nick fills him a beef 0
- without @ word.) -

Aras: Nofoundation, anywhere Whole, wmld No foundahon. :
Al the way down ‘the line. -
NICK (angry): MeCarthy! Just because yOu got a little luclay'-"

‘this ‘morning, you have to go to work and throw away =

-eighty hucks..
Jox: He wants to mairy her,
Nick: Suppose she doesn’t want to mrx’y him? ey
Jor . ( amazed): Oh, yeah, ( Thinking.) Now, Why Wouldn t' o
-she want to marry a nice guy like Tomp e

_NICK’ She’s been in burlesque. She’s had Howers sent to her

by Enropean royalty. She’s dined with young men oid.'-_:  ;
quality and social position. She’s above Tom. :
TG'M {comes running in, crossing fo Jom; disgusi"ed} They B

were running when I got there, Frankie wouldn’t fake the
~bet. - McCarthy didn’t get a- call 4ill ‘the streteh, T thought .

We ‘were going o save all i.h}.s money Then McCarthy-_ﬁf'-”'
won by two lengths, . : . S

Jom: What'd he pay, fifteen to oneP o

Tonm: Better, but Frankie wouldn't take the bet,

Nicx ( ihf'owmg a dwh towal across the room) We]l for the "

love of Mike.
JoE: Give me the money .
Toxe {giving back the money) We would ha.ve had about'.
a thousand five hundred dollars. . o
Jor (pause; bored, displeased): Go apio. Schwabacher~Freyi

and.get me the biggest Rand-McNally map of the nations.

of Europa they've got. On your way back stop at one of :
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. Jor: Go get me those things.

: - JoE: Get a good one. Tell the man you don’t know anythm
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the pawn shops on Th.urd SUeeL and buy me a geod revolver
e and some cartrldges.
- Ton: She’s up in her room crying, Joe.

h NICK (crossmg to center table; gets glasses): What are you
going to do, study the map, and then go out and shoof:
somebody?
. }or; £ want to read the names of some European tovms and
-+ rivers and valleys and mountains.

- Nicx: What do you want with the revolver? (Goes to. back
- of bar. Dries glasses.)
~Jom: I want to study it. I'm interested in things, Here
. twenty dollars, Tom. Now go get them things, bl
" Tom: A big map of Europe. And a revolver.

~about ‘firearms and you're trusting him not to Iool you.

: Don't pay more than ten dollars.

Tom: Joe, you got something on y@ur mmd Dont o fo
- with & revolver.

.- Jor: Be sure it’s a good one,

- Tom: joe.

- Jou: What, Tom?

5 Toaa: Joe, what do. you send me out for crazy ﬂnnfrs for all

. the timeP

' :_ZJOE Thev're not crazy Tom Now get gomg

- Tom: What about Kitty, Joe? -

. JoE: Let her cry. It do her good. S

< Tom: I she comes in here while Pm gone, talk ?:0 her

.you, JoeP Tell her about me.

Jom: ‘O.K. Get going. Don’t load that gun. Just buy it an

- bring it here.

- Tom (going to stair landing, fzght) You won't catch

- loading any gun.

- ]oE Wait a minute. Take these toys away.

- “Tom (crossing to right of Jor): Where'll T take them? :
~.Jom: Give them to some kid. No. Take them up to Kltt'y

- Toys stopped me from erying once. That’s the reason I Hs

Tize Time of Your Lzﬁﬂ :

you buy them 1 Wanied 0 see if I conld ﬁnd ouf why
they stﬂpped me from crying. I remember they seamev:iﬁ.'-
awfully stupid af the time. A

-. ..TOM ‘Shall I, JoeP Take them up fo Kmy’r’ Do you think

“they’d stop her from crying?

" ]01:. They might. You get curious about the way they ka &

~and you forget whatever it is youre remembering thats_ .
mahng you cry. That’s what they’re for. '

Tone: Yeah. Sure. The girl at the store asked me what i -

- wanted with toys, I'll take them up o Kitty. (ngtcaily} "
‘8he’s like a little girl, (He goes out vight.) .
‘WrsLey: My, Nick, can T play the piano again? :
Nick: Sure. anctzce all you like—until I tell-you to stop.
Wesiay: You gomg tp pay me for playing the pmno?
Nk: Suve, I'll give you encugh to get by on. . S
WL‘SLEY (@mazed and delighted): Get. money for phymﬂ’ the
“piano? ( He goes to the piano and begins to play quzetli

- Hiarry goes up-on the Uitle. stuge and listens to the music. -

Aﬁer @ while he begms a soﬁ—s'hoe dcmce whwh 4§ very
guiet and mlﬁzxmg yo : : -
Nick: What were you crymcr about?
Jor: My mother, :
Nicx: What about her? ) 2 iy
Jom: She was dead. I stopped crying when they gave me the
“toys. (Nick's MoTHeR, ¢ Little old woman of sixty or so,
 diessed plainly i bh;o-?» her face shining, comes in briskly,
chaﬁﬁeamg loudly in Etaﬂmn g@sturmg Nick s dehgkted T
to see her.) s
Nick’s MoTmig (in L,aizan) Everytlunuf all rlght Nm‘kieﬁ
Nz (m ltalian); Sure, Mamma. (N1cr’s MOTI—ER feaves as
gaz.iy and as nozsziy as she came. ) ! e
Jou: Who was that? o
Nick (o }?OE proudly and o lzttle sadlg) My mother (StzZE o
looking at the swinging doa'rs) £

. Jor: What'd she say?

Nrck: Nothing, Just wanted - to ses me. "What do you Want -
w1t11 i:hat gunp '
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© o Jom (#0 Nick): Glass of beer, Nick, (Nicx brings the beer to-

. Jor: Yeah, TYou were saying, a thirty-nine-pound midg.-e_t

et | WILLIAM SAROYAN =~ = ar
Jou: I study things, Nick, (An old man who looks like Kir
. CawsoN staggers in right, looks around; edges io bar; re--
~ daction to Nick; goes to lefi and moves about gimlessly and.
- finally goes to chair left of center table.) B o
© Krr Canson: Murphy’s the name. Just an old trapper. Mind if
o Tosie downP
Jom: Be delighted. What'll you drink?
Kir Camson  (sitting down): Beer.

Same as T've _béén.
- drinking. And thanks, '

r

the table, and goes back of bar. Kix Carson swallows 1

. in one swig, wipes his big white mustache with the bac
.~ of his right hand.) ' I :
K Camson (moving in): T don’t suppose you ever fell in
- love with a midget weighing thirty-nine pounds? o

~ . “Jom: Can’t say I have, but have another beer. | e
K1t Canson (ingimately): Thanks, thanks. Down in .Galhqlp

- twenty years ago. Fellow by the name of Rufus Jenki
came to town with six white horses and two. black ones.
Said he wanted a man to break the horses for him becaus

- his left leg was wood and he couldn’t do it. Had a meetin
-at"Parker's Mercantile Store and finally came to blov
me and Henry Walpal, Bashed his head with a brass cug
'dor and ran away to Mexico, but he didn’t die. (Sam.
enters right and goes to bar.) Couldn't speak a word

. Took up with a cattle-breeder named Diego, educated: in
California. Spoke. the language better than you and :ri‘z

- Said, “Your job, Murph, is to feed them ‘prize bulls.”
" said, “Fine, what' Tl I feed them?” He said, “Hay, lottii
=, :'salt, beer and aspirin.” Came to blows two days later v
dn accordion he claimed ¥ stole. 1 had borrowed it. Duirk
-th'e'ﬁght I busted it over his head; ruined one of the fing
accordions 1 ever saw. Grabbed a horse apd rode “ba
across the border. Texas. Got to talking with a . fells
- who looked honest. Turned out to be a Ranger who. w ¥
- looking for me. (Kirzr enters right. Sits in front of bar.
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' l Krr Chﬁ-s"c_m;' Wdl I

- Kir Cawson: Left Houston

The Time of Your Life . .
ever forget that lady? Will I ever 'get"dv_;rer' '
- that amazon of small proportions? g 5 e T

“Jom: Will you? e
-~ Kvr Canson: Tf 1 live.to be sixty.
- Jom: Siaty? You lock more than sixty now.

Krr Canson: That's trouble showing in my face. Trouble and

- complications. I was fifty-eight three months ago.

Jor: That accounts for it, then. Go ahead, tell me raore. .

Kyt Carson: Told the Texas Ranger my name was Rothstein, _ :
. mining engineer from Pennsylvania, looking for something L
Mentioned two places in Houston: Nearly logt - =

i Wort_h'whﬂe, _
. an eye early one morning, going down the stairs. (Rises.} -
~Ran into a sixfooter with an iron claw where his right
hand was supposed to be. Said, “You broke up my home.”
~ Told him I was 4 stianger in Houston.
- at the top of the stairs to see a Aght,
~ feet and an- iron claw. That’s bad on

: the nerves. Kicked
‘him in the mouth when he swung for

my head with the

claw. Would have lost an eys except for quick thinking, - ¢

- He'rolled into the gutter and pulled 2 gun. Fived seven .

times. I was back upstairs. Left the place an hour later,

‘deessed 'in silk and feathers, with a hat swung asound -
~over.my face. Saw him standing on the corner, waiting..
(Crossing left.) Said, “Care for a wiggleP” Said he didn’t,
1 went on down the street and left town. £ don’t suppose - -
- youever had to put a dress on to save your skin, 'did you?P
(Crosses to left of center table and Sls )
Joe * (signals Nicx for beer): No, and T never fell in love -
gri%héa.ﬁmidget_weighmg thirty-nine pounds. Have another
eerr. L : T 2 L ) : ) - &
Ext Canson: Thanks. Ever try to herd cattle on a bicycle? -
{Nick ¢rosses to left of center table with beer which Xer
‘takes. Nicx goes hack to bar.y . ' RN N
Jom: No. I never got around to- that, S
: with sixty cents in my pocket,
gift of ‘a girl named Lucinda, Walked fowrteen miles in
fourteen hours. Big house with barbwire all around, and -
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g Exr Canson: Well, it so happens he wasnt. Would have '

Joz: Where did vou herd cattle on a blcycie?
- Kyr. Camson: Toledo, Ohio, 1918.

Kir Camson: They don’t anymore. They did in 191

- JoE: Yeah, I remember, but how about herdmg them

" - Krr Camson: Easiest thing in the world. Rode o

2 WILLIAM SAROYAN

-".'blg dogs One thing I never could get amlmd Waﬂced_
- past _the gate, anyway, from hunger and - thirst, Pogs
jumped up and came for me. Walked right into them
Zrowing older every second. Went up to the door “an
knocked. Big Negress opened the door, closed it quick
" Said, “On your way, white trash.” Knocked again, Said, “Or
- your way.” Again. “On your way.” Again. This time the
- -old man himself opened the door, mnety, if he was-a tiay
 Sawed-off shotgun, too, Said, “I aint, looking for troubls,
- Father, I'm hungry and thirsty, name’s Cavanaugh.” Took
s ‘me in and made mint juleps for the two of us. Said
“Living here alone, Father?” Said, “Drink and. ask.
questions. Maybe I am and maybe I ain’t. You saw
lady. Draw your own conclusions.” I'd heard of that,
didn’t wink out of tact. If I told you that old Southe
gentleman was my grandfather, you wounldn’t believe 'm

- would youp

JoE: [ might.

. romantic if he ha& been, though.

“Jom: Toledo, Ohio? They dont herd catile in Toledo.

" fePow did, least-a-ways. Bookkeeper named Sam
Str a1ght from the East Side, New York. Sombrero, ldr
~* Bull Durham, two head of cattle and two blcycles
his place The Gold Bar Ranch, two acres, just outsuii
city limits, That was the year of the War, yo
-member,

- cows on a bicycle? How'd you do itP

‘Had to, otherwise couldn’t lasso the cows. Wo_r_,__

- Sam Gold till the cows ran away. Bieycles scared

- They went into Toledo. Never saw hide nor hair'c ‘

again. Advertised in every paper, but never got them
272

Jor: I guess. they. scared ym:a

T.v’ze Tmze of Yaur sze

'_ Beoke ks oot Sold both bikes and retumed to Newf S

- York. Tock four aces from a deck of red cards and walked
to.town, Poker, Feliow in ithe game named Chuck Collins,

 liked to gamble. Told him with 2 smile T didn’t suppose
- he'd ‘care to bet a hundred dollars I wouldn’t hold four
. aces the next hand. Called it. My cards were red on the

 blank side. The other cards were blue.

| Plumb forgot all
about it. Showed him four aces,

Ace of spades, ace of .

-clubs, ace of diamonds; ace of hearts. T'll reroember them i
four cards if I live to be sixty, Would have been Kkilled on‘__

" the gpot except for the hunmane that year.
Jor: Huiricane?

Kzt Camson: You haven’t for gotten the Toledo hurncane of i
1918, have you?
Joe: No. There Wasg no humcane in Toledn in 1918, or any e 7
~other year. L
Krx Cazson: For the love of God, then what do you suppose '
that commotion was? And how come I came to in Chlcaga S
dream—waﬂang down State Street?

Krr Canson: No, that wasn’t it. You go back to the paper'
of November, 1818, and I think you'll find there was a-
hurricane in Toleda I remercher sitting on the roaf of a
two-story house, floating: northwest, ' s N

Jor (seriously): Northwest? S
© Brr Carsow: Now som, dont tell me you dont beheve me

either?

fvm {(very seriously, energetwally and sharply) Of caurse'

I believe you. Living is an art. Ity a0t bookkeeping, It F:akes L
2 lot of rehearsing for a man to get o be himself, e

Krr Canson { thoughtfully, smzlmg) You re the ﬁrst: man ive i

ever met who believes me.

on {seriously): Have. another beer.
with the Rand-McNally
aof camzdges.) o

Jow: (#0 Tosyr Did you give her the @:oys?

iune: Yesh, I gave them to her.
273
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Ton: Would you, JoeP

1 Jom: It's not likely, -

.}OE T don’t know, Tom. M'lybe you aren't,

W,ILLIAM SAROYAN

_.301: Dld she stop crymg?
Tor: No. She started crying harder than ever. .

~Jom: That's funny. I wonder why. :
Ton: Joe, if I was a minute earlier, Frankie would have talcen

~ the bet and now we'd have about a thousand five hundred
: dollars. How much of it would yon have given me, ]oe?
; Im:- If she’d marry you—all of it. 2 81

o }OE (opening packages, examining book first, and 7'8@031:9?
nexﬁ) ‘Sure. In this realm there’s only one subject;. and
you're it. It's my duty to see that my subject is happy.

Towm: Joe, do you think we'll ever have eighty dollars for a
‘race -sometime again when there’s a ﬁfteen-tce—one shg
- that we like, weather good, track fast, they. get off to
good start, our horse doesn't get a call till the stretch, _Wﬁ’
- think we're going to lose all that money, and then it w
by a nose? ~

JoE: I didn’t quite get that.

. 'TOM You know what I mean. :

JOE You mean the impossible. No, Tom, we won t We werg

sy ]ust a litile late, that’s all :

s TOM We ‘might, Joe.

¥ Tonr: ‘Then how am I ever going to make enough money
marry her? ¢ o

Towm; Joe, 1 got to matry Kitty. (Shaking his head'

. ‘ought to see the crazy room she lives in, x
Jor: What kind of a room is itP

Toy: It's little. It crowds you in. It’s bad, }’oe Kltty
belong in a place like that.

“Jor: You want to take her away from there? _

"Tone: Yesh. I want her to live in a house Where “th
‘room enough to live. Kltty ought to have a gaida

- something.

JoE: You want to take care of helP
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| Toum (amazed) What! You're.
Jom: She’s crymg, isn’t she?

Do

: MM I've seen you sit in one place from four in

The sze of Your sze

TOM" Yeah sure, Joe. I ought to take care of semebady

~good that makes me feel like P'm somebody.
}ox:i' p’I‘I}at means you'll have to get a job. What can you
A
Tora: T finished high school, but I don’t know what I can do.
]OE Sometimes when you think about it, what do you think
you'd like to doP :
Tom: Just sit around like you, Joe, and have somebody run
-errands for me and drink champagne and take thmtrs.
easy and never be broke and never worry about money: . ¢
Jor: That’s a noble ambition.
Nick: How do you do it}
Jom: I reaﬂy don’t know, but I
full "co- -operation of the Good Lord.
Nrck: I can’t understand the way vou talk,
Tom: joe, shall I go back and see i1 can
crying? -
Jor: Civeme a hand and Il gc thh you.
going to get up. already?

get her to 'étbp- 0

!OM‘ She’s crying, Worse: than. ever now.
fom: 1 thought the toys would stop her.

thé mornm
el two the next morning. g '

- Come on. Give me a hand ri ﬁnd some. way i:o stop her.'- i
! fvom erying.

gay.
i Don't be silly.

o understand them. (Tom helps Jou up. He is-a linly
diunk, They go out right together. The telephone fzngs
g 3{!JBLEY mmps 2o his feet and.runs tg it. )
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think you've got to have thef__. _' %

o At my best, Tom, 1 don’t travel by foot.. Thats fdl

FRYS JQe I never did teﬂ You. You re a dlﬁelent kmd of a i

1 dont unde:stand thlng:, Im trying s




The sze of Your sze

-TGM (standmg over Krrry fmd bending down ¢lose io her)
- Don’t ery any more, Kltty

 sereen; a window in back of bed. A dresser is painted

:-":-'-_jbook from the bed and tries to read. She begins: t0

. .bed amd bw’ymg her face. ‘She turns over-on: the
- side, as if even with her eyes closed she cannot esca

_starts the carousel which makes a strange, sorrowful,
tmklmg music. The music begins slowly, becomes swift,

in the toy, watches and listens to it carefully.)

Tonr: Kitty. Joe got up from his chair at Nick’s just to get you
‘@ toy ‘and come here. This one makes music. We rode. all
“over town in a cab to get it. Listen. (KrrTy sits up slowly,

Aérm

SGENE. Hoom ‘Twenty-one of The New York Hotel arow
the corner from Nick's. This is set inside the main. s
There is a bed right; a screen above bed: a door. baok

-the soreen. A small table above right of bed. Krrry Du
#n a dress she has carried around with her from the eérly
- days in' Ghio, is seated on the bed, tying a ribbon i
- hair, Ske Eooks at herself in the mirror. She . is de
- . grieved ot the change she sees in herself, She stares

. the bare, desolate wails of the room. Looks into the 1
- again. Takes off the ribbon, angry and hurt. She

looks at it again.) _
Tom (looking): Who's that little- girl, Kitty?

Ton. )

graph, which Tow hands to him. Tom returns to Kiriv
whom he finds as pretty now as she was at seven. Jor
studies the photograph. Kirty looks up at Tow. Tk(??’e .
is no” doubt that they really love one another ]on Zooks: e,
up ot them.) AE &
Ty TomP.

Tone { eacrerly) Yeah, Kitty.

again. Takes an old piciure of herself from foot o,
. and Tooks at it. And sobs harder then ever, falling

- sorrow. From one of the other rooms of the hote
- coming the volce of a younrg man. smgmg My Gal
. There is a knock at the deor. :
KI’I‘TY {sobbing): Who is it? ' : ¥
Toms Voice: Kitty, it’s me. Tom. Me and. Joe. ( Krr:
“around the room, smiles at the remembrance of Tox
around the desolate room and falls back sobbing.
_ followed by Tom, comes in quietly. Tor is hoidmg v
. blarg&,ntoy carousel. He takes the room in swiftly. A
' He seis the 5y ¢arousel on the floor, at the foot of
bed. )

to beP .

s (g litle bewzldered but eaﬂer io pfea.s@ her) ‘Wh.ut J
. E\ltt'yp ,

rry: Do you remember When you were a little boy?

ety What did you want to be -

wt (looks at Joe. Jor Fiolds TOMS eyes & moment; then

d FRALITY,
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Krrrv (not looking up, sobbing): T don’t like this life. (Jom E
 gradually slows down, and ends. Jor. himself is interested '
listoning, while Toyv watches her and JoE. Everything .

happens slowly and somberly. Krrry notices the photo-
graph’ of herself when she was a litdle “girl. Lifts it, ﬂnd 0

EzrTy: Thats me. When I was seven (Haﬂd’s the photo to

Tom: Gee, you re preity, thty ( }01: reaches up. for the photo«.'i A

erry: Tom, when you were a httle bov whql du] ynu det T

i (thoudhtfully) Yeah, I- rememher someumes Kltty e

‘Fom ‘is able to speak): Sometimes 1 wanted to be a loco- - !
motive engineer, Sometimes I wanted to be a pohce- W
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Krrw I wanted to be a great actress. (She Zﬂaks ap int
Ton’s face.) Tom, didnt you ever want to be a doctor
L 'TOM {looks at Jor; Jor holds Ton's eljes again, engo;gagmg
Tom by his serious expressian io go on tatking): Yeah, now
oo I remember, Suve, Kitty, T Wanted tobe a ductor—;:@in:g
£ me (smiling sadly): I'm so glad. Because I want
" an acivess and have a young doctor come to the theater & ;
“sée me and fall in love with me and send me fowers. (d
- pantomimes to Towm, demanding that he ga on b
oa) uld do that, Kitt
: 3 a
E?i;*z.l ??oui&gt know. vgho it was, ancl thﬁn one da}r
. see him in the street and fall in love with him, I woul
" know he was the one who was in love with me. ,I ‘d. _
- about him all the time. I'd dream about him. T'd- dr
of beéing near him the rest of my life. I’é dream of ha
children that looked like him. I wouldn’t be an actres:
the time. Only until 1 found him and fell in love
+ 'him. After that we'd take a train and go to beaut]ful
7 and see the wonderful people everywhere and’ gw%
' to the poor and whenever people were sick he
- them snd make them well again. (Tom looks et}
wildered, confused, and fuli of sorrow. Krrry is _
L memory, almost in g trance
"'..]OE (gengly) “Talk to her, Tom. Be the Wonde}éui
o doctor she dreamed about and mever found. Go
' ‘Gorrect the errors of the world,
«Tou: Joe. (Pathetzcallg ) I don’t know what to, say
is rowdy singing in the hall. A loud. young VO;GE
" “Bailing, satling, over the bounding main”)
B Voice: Kitty. Oh, Kittyl (KrzTy stirs, shacked, con%m
“the trance.) Where the hell are you? 011 Kltty (
: urioust .
s "sz&;s VOféE) (in the hail): Wh@ you lookmg o
o Bov?
5 VOIC}}; The most beautiful lay in the world. -
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WOMAN’S Vozcm Dont go any further. RERE
Voxcz«: (with  impersonal contempt) You? No. Not you.,
Kitty. You stink, !
WOMANS Vorics (rasping, angry): Dont you dare talk to
me that way. You pickpocket. RN
VOICE (Stzll impersonal, but louder): Oh, I see. Want to get‘ S
tough, Hey? Close the door. Go hide. it
Wonzan's . VOICE You pickpocket. All of you. ( The dooa
slams.)y - o e
VoIcr (roaring with laughier which is very sad): Oh—Kltty 1
Room Twenty-one. Where the hell is that room? L
Toss (o Jor): Joe, T11 kill hin. . e
Kxrry (fully herself again, terribly frightened): Who is 1t?‘_ o
(She looks long and steadily at Tom and Jom. Tom is e,
szfandmg, excited and angry. Jor i complatﬁly at e‘zase, s
his expression full of pity.) :
lor (gently): Tom. Just take him away ' CAN
VoicE: Here it is. ‘Number Twenty-one. Three namm!s il i
Heaven. My blue heaven, The . west, a nest, and you; }'ust_
Molly and me. ( Tragically.) Ah, to hell with everything, . "
(There is 4 loud knock at the door. Kirry furns away,
as if seekmg some place to be safe and protected. Jox
doesn’s even look foward the door. Toy opens the door.
Jor tums and looks. In the doorway stands g Young ‘SAJLOI! Tl
8 good- -looking boy of no more thcm twenﬁy or s0 whﬁ i ey
anly drunk and lonely,) o B
iLOR: H1ya Kitty. (Pause.) Oh. Visrtors Souy A *ih()ummd
_vmlogles Tl come back later. o E
. (taking him by the shoulders, fu: wus?y) lf you da Iﬁ
il you.  (He pushes the fngktened Samon au»m; e:md
doses the door,) - .
Tom, you stay with Kltty I'm going down to Umon
ihare to hire an automobile. I'll be back in a few rainutes,
'l ride out to the ocean and watch the sun go down.
1 we N ride down the Great ‘Highway to Half Moon
: per down there, and you and Kltty can -
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.TCM (stupeﬁed unable to express hzs amazement and, gmli
¢ tude) “Joe, you mean you're going to go on an errand £
meP You mean you're not going to send me? )
'}‘OE, That's right, (He gestures toward Krrzy; andzcatmg the
: Tom shall talk to her, protect the innocence in her. whic
s in so much danger when TonM isn'é near, whwh '.E"OM lw
sodeeply.y :
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Act 1™v

SCENE Nmks again, a little later. We are back to the w:zms' EEes

- when ToM is helping Jor out of the place, on their tway to. '

Krrry's, They are ahnost
WESLEY, the colored boy,

song—at the same place.

wight be i the
shows money. Both cross

offstage when the Lights are an.

i at the piano, playing the same.
Harny 45 on the Tittde stage dang-
ing, WILLIE 8 af marble game, Nick is bohind the bar,
DupLey 48 at table right. The ABAB is in
CARSON is asleep on his folded arms.

- IIRUNK comies in right, goe

s 1o the telephone fm' mcﬁel that" :

return chuie. NIck goes to him. Drung . "

to bar. Nick to fmck of baf hands e
ZDRUNK a shot glass and bottle.

Tk: “Tao the old Cod bless them. (Aﬂoth@r )-Te’ the :m:w,. .

od love them. (Anpther.

10 phone.)

v Carson: Come on, gl
I never asked for quarter

foite | repmachfully) Hey,

(T Nicx.) W's for you. ]

15 He sounded like bi

iike litde dogs that don’t bite. (Another. Lomﬂy,) To te
forestation. (Searches for mone;

y <dent Taft. (He goes pur

o crossing to the phone

) To—children and small m’aumﬁs'

. Pinds some.) To-Presi-

right. The' iek’pizonc ringe Koo
UAmsen jumps up and starts to. shadow bos: ?Jnm,x-v mus'

»of vou, zf you're. lookmg km‘ ir ouble
and I always gave 1?:

Kit Carson.

ey (on the phone): ‘Hello. Who?P Nickp Yes Hes here.:.

think it’s important,”

) Imporfantl What&'nnportant?
g shot,
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e "..NICK' L:sten Pop., For a moment, p}ease sxt d@wn ami

S e ; WII..IJAM SAROYAN Jedts

e Nzcr B;g whm? {To Wx:smv and HA.’RRY ) Hey, you. Qm

. I want to hear this important stuff, (WestEy stops playi
the piano. HARRY stops dancing. Kvr Carson comes close'f
Co 7 right of Niok)) o
S _‘EK,I’I' Carsown: If there's anyt}u.ng I can da name it. I’H do 1t &
- you. I'm fifty-cight vears old; been through three ‘war
- “married four times; the father of countless children whe
names I don’t even know. I've got no money. I live: fm

hand to mouth. But if there’s anything I can do, name it
doit.

" back to sleepmfar me.
- Kzr Camson (crossing to left of center table) I can c}o t
. too..(He sits down, folds his arme, and puts his head
them. But not for long. As Nicx begms to talk, he 1
- carafully, gets to his feet, and then begins io expm
o pantomime the moods of each of Nick’s remarks.) .
o _me {on.phone): Yeah! (Paise.) Who? Oh, I see. (List
. "Why don’t you leave them alone? (Lw&ens) “The- ¢y
- people? Well, to hell 'with the chureh people. I'ma Cal
- myself. . (Listens.) All right. TIl send them away. I
~them to lay low for a couple of days. Yeah, 1 know ho
. {Is gbout to hang up. Nxox’s daughier ANna comes in
i5 -_"'.:;shyl u, 3ookmg et Heyr: father and stands unnotice
% plaro.) What? (very angry): Listen, I dont like tha

. He was here this- ‘moraing, and I told him not to com
Il keép the girls out of here. You keep Blick out ¢
(Listens.) I know his brother-inlaw is importan
don’t want him to come down here. Fe looks for’

: everywhere and he always finds it. I don’t break an

- T've got-a dive in the lousiest part of town. Five ye
body’s been robbed, murdered or gypped. 1 léaw
alone. Your swanky joints uptown make trouble

- every night. (Nick gestures io W}:SLEY—keeps izst_e
- the phone—puts his hand over the mouthpiece. To W
- and Harry.) Staxt playing again. My ears ‘have got
ache. Go into your dance, son. (WesLEY begins.
28z Ly

* . around ‘and start something., O.K. (He hangs up, crossesto
Ki1 Canson (foilomncr to left of Nick): Trouble commg?
~Nick: That lousy Vice Squad again. It’s that gorilla Blick.
KiT Carson: Anybody at all. You can count on me. What kmd
ofa gorilla is this gorilla Blck?
‘Nick: Very dignified. Toenails on his fingers. : :
ANNA_(fo Kar Canson, with great, warm, beautiful przde B

Xrr Canson {leaping with amazement of the Beautzful voice,

NIGK (sm’pﬁsed) Arng, What the hell ave i, Ak herex' Ve

- me some supper. (ANNA emiles at Fier father, understandmg. 5 i

- what to do. He gets a g!ass and @ bottle. Pours hi

swallows the whole drink. To hzmself ). My heautifd, hoaus
imoves close to Nick, watching Nick's fice. Nsex looks g

Ms Canson: A_Iways Always .
Mick: All right. Go into the kitchen and g,lve Sam a hund Eat

Tke sze af Yowr sze

again HABRY becrms fo dance. NICK into mouihpzece )'.'
Yeah. TII keep them out. Just see that Blick doesn’t come

‘rear center.)

pointing at Nick): That's my father.

“the wondrous face, the magnificent event) : Well, bless your" 5
“heart, child, Bless your lovely heart. I had a ]1 tle daughtex e
‘Jpoint me out in a crowd cnce. o

Get back home where you belong and help Grandma sook i

him,. knowing that his words are words of love. She. tuing
and goes right, locking at bim all the way oul, as much as-
to say that she would cook for him the rest of her life. Nick:

stares at the swinging doors, Krr. Canson moves toward:
them, two' or thice steps. ANNA- ‘pushes open one of the
doars and peeks in, to look at her father again: 8he waves
@0 him. Tuns end runs. Nicg 5 ver y sad. He doesn’s know:

drink, Swallows some. It isn’s enough, so he pours moreand.

tiful baby. Anna, she is you again, (He brings out q hand- :
kerchief, much@s his eyes, and blows Ris nose, Tre Cansou

him." Loudly, aﬁmost maksng Kn gumg}) Yeuive hrokﬁ
aren’t you?

some food and when you coine baclf you'can have a eouple
of beers.
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Krr CARSON { studmng Nick): yﬂung at all I know a gcmd :
" man when I see one. (Ha goes ok back center. EI‘..SIE'__
t " MANDELSPIEGEL comes in right. Sheis a beautiful, dark girl,.
L apith a sorrowful, wise, dreamznb face, almost on the verge

- of tears, and full of pity, There is an gura of dream about .
" her. She moves softly and gently, as if eaerythmg around
“hér were unreal and pathetic. Duorey doesn’t notice her for
& moment or two. When he does finally see her, he is. 50
" amazed, he can barely move or speak. Her presence. hus the

. ‘effect of changing him compleiely. He gets up from his
. chair, as if in a trance, and walks toward her, smiling sadly )

- Exsm (erossing to chaz@' irzght of center tab!e) Hello, Dudl '
o DUDLEY Elsie,

Fisie (sits): Pm sorry. So many peopie are szck L'lst mght 2
- little boy died. T love you, bug~ -
e DUDLEY (crossing to chair-left of cem‘er table) Elme ch.l
- -never know how glad I am to see you. (Sifs.} Just to see
- you. I was afraid I'd never see you again. It was drivirig m
- crazy. I dida’t want to live. Honest. (The Kirir and he:
SipERICK come in right and go to bar.) 1 know. You told me
" before, but I can’t help it, Elsw Ilove you. . = . :
ELSIE I know you love me, and I love you, but don t you
- love s m:possxhle in this wmld? : : sk
v DIUBLEY:- B aybe itisn't, Els:ua ; ;
ELSIE Love is for birds, ’I‘hey have wings to. ﬂy awqy o

- wwhen it's time for flying. For tigers in the jungle becaus
"' they don’t know their end. We know our end. Every: mgh b
- watch over poor, dying men. I hear them breathing, trying
- talking in their sleep. Crying for air and water and love, fou
~ . “mother and field and sunlight. We can never know }ove o
- greatness. We should know both, N
.. Dwvpriy: Elsie, I love you. 4 S
-~ Ersie: You want to live. I want to live, too, but wheze? Wher_
- can we escape our poor world?
| -"DUDLEY Elsie, we'll find a place. - AE

ELSIE All 1'1011'15 We'll try again, We'll go- together to a roam
A cheap hotei and dream that the world i§ beautxful and
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thingsP -

S DupLEY: Sure We can, EISI@ : S

i 'ELSIE All right, Dudiey Of eourse. (Hises.) Come on. The -
.. “time for the new pathetic war has come. Let’s hurry, before

~you kil and be killed. (She leads him out right.)

- with them and they say what they must say.

- hell with owr racket.

4 NIOK Oh, yeah Finnegan telephoned

- Kires: That mouse in elephant’s body? - .

" Tre Orrizer STREETWALKER: What the hell does ke want? -
NIEK. Spend your tzme at the movies for the next couple of_._
o daysy y

% KILLL‘R They re all lousy (Mmcmg aﬂd smal.mg) AH about.

o love. :

‘down their drinks,)

.NIGK‘-
o KRUP®, who - pauses o look them ever.) .
_Z_Tﬂ}: OTHER STREETWALEER: We 'was just gomg _ I, n el B g
.Kmm;f{ We was formelly models at Magmn 8. (Thsy go out’ -
right,) -

" put us ori the tails of the girls, too. I don’t know. I wish to

" Give me a beer. (NICK gives him a beer. He drinks some.).
- Right now, McGarthy, my best friend, is with sixty strikers . ©
' 28y

that hvmg is: fu]l of Tove: and g;eatness But in the monnng e _‘_.:
' ean we forget debts, and duties, an& the cost of ridiculous

they dress you, stand you in line, hand you a gun, and have s 1
KILLER Nick, what the hell kind of & joint are you runniﬁg?:'- i
- Nick: Well, it’s not out of the world. It's on 2 street in'a city, . . |
0 rand people come and go. They bring whatever they've got s

THE OTHER STREETWALKGR: It's ﬂoozles like hei- that r;use_'__-f

: NICK‘ ‘Lousy or not }ausy, for a couple of days the ﬁatfoots are_.j. Lo
- going to be romancing you, so stay out of hers, and lay low. .
i 'K_;tLLER I always was a puslmver for 2 man in uniform, witha.
. badge, a club and a gun. (Knuep comes in mght The CmLs L

‘O.K,; get going. (The Gmis begm to lemne and meef; e

Kavrp (at the bar) The strﬂ\e isn’t enough 56 they've got to

_._:--ng I was back in the Sunsef holdmgj the hands of kids go- :
“ing home from school, where 1'belong: I don't like trouble. -
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who wsmt to stop the ﬁnks Who are going to try m unlmd"‘
the Mary Luckenbach tonight. Why the hell McCarthy ever
- became a lonigshoreman instead of a pmfessor of some }cmd
. is something T'll never know.. :
Nick: Cowboys and Inchans cops and mbbels longshmemen
. and finks.
. - Krupp: They're all guys who are trymg to be happy, trymg o
o _":ma,ke a living; support a family; bring up children; enjoy
- sleep. Go to a movie; take a drive on Sunday. Theyre all
.good.guys, so out of nowhera comes trouble. All they wa
. +is & chance to get out of debt and relax in front of a rad
. while Amos and Andy go through their act. What the hi
. do they always want to make trouble for? T been thmkm
. everything over, Nick, and you knaw What I ﬂlﬂﬂ\? '
oy 'NXCK No. What? '
. Knuer: [ think we're all c1azy It came to roe thle I qu _
“ oy way to Pier Twenty-seven. All of a sudden it hit me b
.- ton of bricks, A thmg like that never happened to mae b
- 7 fore. Here we are in this ‘wonderful world, full 'of all:
- wonderful things—here we are—all of us, and look at
" Just look at us. We're crazy. We're nuts. We've got et
. thing, - but We always feel }ousy and dzssatisﬁed ]us
‘- same,
."_N:{cx Of course we e crazy Even 50, we've got ta go fm_
: cing together. - . '
- Kruep: There’ $ no hope 1don’t ‘suppose it's raght ior aii 0
- oof the Jaw to feel the way T feel, but, by God, right
" right, that's how I feel. Why are we all so IOUby? Th‘
- good world. It's wonderful to get up in the morning 4
. out for a little walk and smell the trees and see the stre
.-~ and the kids going to school and ‘the clouds in the sky
~wonderfil just to be. able to move around and - whit
"SOng if you feel like it, or maybe try to sing one, T
nice world. Se why do they make all the tiouble?
NICK I don’t know. Why? .
KRUPP We're crazy, that’s why. We're 1o good any BT
~the coxruphon everywhere, The poor kzds sellmg" £h
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_'Everyhody trying to get a ot of monéy in a hurry. Every—- .
. body betting' the Lorses. Nobody going guietly for a hittle.

 ing to make some kind of u killing. Nick, I'm going to guit’
- stuft T hear about at headquarters, T'm thirty-seven yemis.
NICK Ah, the wife. £
~ Knwep: 5hé’s 2 wonderful woman, Nick. We've got iwo of the'.;‘_ e
_NICK 1 dido’t know that, (Aras, Westey and Wi Zzsten: 5 o

.KRUPP Sure. But what' I do? I've wanted to quit. for seven: '

- Niex: That’s one of the reasons were ‘all ‘crazy., We dont:.. :

- which we don't usually like. (AMB WesLEy and Wit go-

' Kauep: Every once in a while I catch myself bemg mean: 3-ha¥:~ B

© world. What do they want to make all the lmublb for all" :

Anas: ‘No-foundation. All *fhe way down the lzue.,_

Awnar: No foundatmn No foundatmn.

_ _ The Tame of Yom" sze . : _

..'selves A cc}up}e of yems ago they were'in grammar schoﬁl

- walk to the ocean, Nohody taking things easy and not want-

. being a cop. Let somebody else keep Luv and order, The ~
old, and I still can’t get used to li The 0111y trouble is, the-'
wifel yaise hell

sweﬂest boys in the world. Twelve and seven years old. .

1o Krupp. )y

years. I wanted to quit the day they began putting ‘me . i
through the scheol, T didn guit. What'll 1 do if I qmt?".__ i
‘Where's money going to be coming in from? - 22

know where it’s going to be coming in: from, except {mm"f“i. .
“wherever it happens to be coming in’ from at the tirme, .

back to former interests. )

Ing people just because theyre down and. out, bro sl
Hangry; sick or drunk. And then when Tm with- Hu, stuﬁ &
shirts at headqum'f:ers all of a sudden I'm nice to §
ing to make an impression. ‘On who? %?«*upig 1 e.:inr’ e
And I feel disgusted.. {(With ﬁnahﬂl) ' going fo 0
That’s all. Quit. Cut. I'm going to give them back: the wni- e
foir and the gadgets that go with it. T don’t want any pnwt' e
of it. (Takes off badge and slams i on bar; Y This is . goed

- the timep

‘aupp: What?
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'KRUPP I'ﬂ say i:here s 1o foundatmn.

: Auan: All the way dows the line.

- Knupep, {fo Nick) i Is that all he eveu. says?
“Nick: That's all he's been saying this week.
Kruep: What is he, anyway?

" Nrcg: He’s an Arab, or somethm.g like that.

‘Tke Tame of Yom* sze

gaes s‘a the pu:ma “and aﬁer closer lzstemng, he begms to
. #wccompany’ the: harmmca solo. HARRY goes to the little
- stage and after ¢ few efforts begins to dande to the song.
This Keeps up quietly for some time. Kunvre and Nick havs
been silent, Krupp drinking a beer; Nicx fooling around

oy KR‘UPP ‘Seems like a nice guy.

'.{_WESLEY’ You hear that®
- Hazry: That’s somethmg

- Hanmy: Do you think vou can play to that?
"o ‘WesiLEy: I want to sing to that, but I can’t sing.’

. Krupr: No, I mean what's he do for a livi vingp .
- Nicx (#0 AnaB): What do you do for a living, bmi:her? :
_'-_ABAB Work. Work all my life. All my life, work. From smé
. boy to.old man, work. In old country, work. In new cout-
try; work,.In New York. Pitisburgh. Detroit. Ciucago
perial Valley. San Francisco. Work No- beg, Work. For
what? Nothing, Three boys ir old country. Twenty vear
‘not see. Lost. Dead. Who knows? What. VVhat~not N
- foundation. All the way down the line,
~Kmupp: What'd he say last week? = 2
- Niex: Didn’t say anything. Played the hannomca, o e
'ARA:B Old country song, I play. (He brings. o harmomm 1

his back pocket and begms o play an old’ country sonb.

- Nicg: Nieest guy in the world. = - : '

: KRUPP (bitterly): But crazy. Just Yike all i:he 1est of us S_
- raving mad. (WesLEY and Harry long ago stoppecl play
‘and. dancing. They sat ai-left center table tngefhef'
“talked. for a while; then began playing cdsino er vum
. When the Aviss begms his solo on the hamamm th@y :
‘their game to listen.). LD o

-

WesLEY: That's crying. That’s crying.
- Harry: 1 want to make people laugh. -
; 'WESLEY' That’s deep, deep crying. That's crying a 1ong £
" ago. That's crying a thousand years ago..Some place
‘thousand miles away.

Hanry: You try and P]ay o that, TTI tl"Y to dancé' (Wﬁm"
: 288

behind the bar.y

- ‘Krupe: Well, anyhow, Nick.

Nick: Hmmmmmmm?

NICK. Sure,

NICK. Ta.ke 1t easy

Kruep: What I smd Forget it.
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(Picks up badge and puis it on. )

Kaupe: It geis me dovm once in a wlnle.
Nick: No ham in talking.
Krure: Keep the gitls out of here.
- Hargy starts double time whirl, )

(Starts for door nght




g . & song. Big drum, cornet, big hoin, and tambourin

_ The. Time of Your Life -0 :
. sinned, brothers and sisters, And then I'was saved. Saved
* by the Salvation Armoy; God forgive me, | .
- Jor: Let's see now. Here's a city. Pribor. Czechoslovakia, Lit- .
. He, Jovely, lonely Czechoslovakia, I wonder what kind of a2 - -
. place Pribor wasP ( Calling.} Priborl Pribor! {Tom leaps.) ;
- Lapv: 'What's the matter with him? o
Maw: Dronk,
Tom: Whio you calling, Joe?

Jow: Pribor, _ ' _ -
Fort: Who's Pribor? ' RO
Jou: He's a Caech. And a Slav, A Czechoslovakian, =
‘Laox: How interesting, : I L 1

Max: He's drank,

ScENE: Nick’s, that evening. Foghorns are heard t?éwﬂgké&
©. this scene. A GENTLEMAN in evening clathes and a top hat
*and his Lapy, also in. evening clothes, are entering righy
WiLLw, the marble-game maniac, is still at the merble gam
Nick is behind the bar. Jox #s at center table, looking at the
- book of maps of the couniries of Europe. The 'bo'x"c_a_wzfm_
- ing the revolver and the box containing cartridges gre: '
" the table, beside his glass. He is at peace, his hat tilted b
“on his head, a calm expression on his face. “Tos 4s lean
- @gainst the bar, dreaming of love and Kirry. The An
gone. WESLEY and Hasny, the comedian, are gone fo
. moment, Krr. CARSON is watching the boy play the ma
game, . fe ' R A A
The MaN end Lavy toke left center table. She ‘sifs right'
- he left. Nk gives them a Jment, : e

Jor: Tom, Pribor’s a city in :Czéchosiovalda. _
Tom: Oh. (Pause.) You sure were nice to her, Joe. . g Bt
Jom: Kitty DuvalP She’s one of the fnest people in the world. -

“Toue: Tt sure was nice of you to hire an automobile anid take -
- ‘usfor a drive along the ocean-front and down to Half Moon -
CBayiti e : . Dl g s e

Joe: Those three ‘hours. were the most’ delightful, the most =~
_-somber; and the mést beoutiful T have ever known, . @7
Jor: WhyP I'm a student. (Lifting his voice.). Tom, (T :
crosses and sits loft of venter table; quietly.) Tm i studen
L study all things. All All. And when my study.
something of beauty in a place or i & person wl
rights only ugliness or death should he reveulad, - it
know how full of goodness this: life 'is. Audt that’s &
thing to know. That's a truth T shall slwiys w

o Outside;, in the street, the Salvation Army peaple are ol

« - e singing too. “The Blood of the Lamb.” The mush
" agords come into the place faintly and comically. This-
lowed by an old sinner testifying; it's the Drung.
. ~words are not intelligible, but his message s unmisto
. He is saved. He wants to sin no more. And s¢ on.

Lapy: Are you sure he's deunkp: bl S
Mar: He's either drunk, or just natially v,
Tons: Joe? . e L
“You: You won't get sore or anything?
Jom: What is i, Tomp B
Towm: Joe, where do you get all th
automobile. You paid for “sup
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5 LAD__Y:- OH, come on, please. (The GENTLEMAN_fo_RQ-w m
L ably) AN

- Drunk (testifying, unmistakably drunk): ﬁBrothe_a_r_s_ and e L e e
- -1-was a sinner. I chewed tobacco a_r.n_.d chased_.s_ypn;en. it ioriby? Yau pmd fd;: e
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Tke sze of Yom sze i o
-; JUE (330¢vl!i) Hem. Tal thls gun out. m the street' amd glve- T
. 1t to some worthy holdup o o5
. Laoy: What’s he- sayingP

MAN i uticrosses legs): You. wanted o wszi: & ho:ak {0 t. .
o Well; ‘this is a honky—tonk {Tothe world.) Married tzr:ren?;- e
_ j- eight years and she’s still looking for adventure, s
Towm: How should I know whe 5a heldup manf
_ }0}3 Take it away. Give it to somebedy '
Tom { betbddered) Da I ha

ve 1o ﬂfe it 0 so h
Jors Of courge. _ g e ody?
- Tom: Can’ t1 take it back and. get some of our money?
IOE ‘Don’t talk. like a business man. Look ‘around and ﬁnd:-. )

- somebody who appears to be in nesd of a gun and gwe it Hiy
to him. If's 2 good g gun, isutitp .

Tow; The man sazd xt was, bué: how can .'[ tel;l who ne«eds a.-- .

e champagne it the Half Moon. Bay. Restaurant You moved-
~ Kitty out of The New York Hotel around the corner to the
© . St. Francis Hotel on Powell Street. I saw you pay her rent,
I saw you give her money for new clothes. Where do you
._ﬁ ~get all’ that. _money, ]oe? Three years now and Ive neve
‘asked.
IOE { gestures the questian aszde impatzemly He smiles witk-
< some- inner thought and suddenly lifts the box contmniﬂgf
L '_ “the gun, .and the other with the cartridges: Looking ot ‘Ton
sorrowfully, a little irritated, not so much with Tom as wit
- the world and himself, his.own stperiority. He spgaks c!gar
by, slowly, end solemnly): Now don’ t be a fool, Tom. Last
- carefully, If: anybody’s got any money—to hoa.rd orto t
- away—you can be sure he stole it from other peoplﬁ
- “from rich people who can spare it, but from poor’ peop
~ who.can’t. From their lives and from their dreams. T'n

.. exception. I earned the money I throw away. I stols it ] . gun? _
.. everybedy else does 1 hurt people to get it. Loaﬁng aron Yo Tc;m, .
+ this way, I still earn money. The money itself earns more - J you?. y o ye soen goed pec)p le Who needed o‘uns ha @nt

~. . still hart people. T don’t know who they are, or where
. are.If I did, T'd feel worse than I do. T've. ‘got a Christ
" conscience m a world that's got no_conscience ‘at all
“world’s tiving to get some’ sort of a -social- consmence,
Lit's having 4 devil of a- time trymg ‘to do that. I’
' 'money Bl always bave money, as long as this world:
~the way it 5. T.don’t 'work. I don’t make’ anything,
i sips.) Tdrink: ¥ worked when I was a kid, T- worked
- I'mean hard, Tom. People are supposed to- énjoy
o got tired. (He. lifts the -gun. and. logks.at it while he
. 1 decided to get even on the world. Well, you can’t ®

+ living unless you work. Unless you do-something,
- do- anythmg I don’t want to do. anythmg any more,
- isn’t anything I can do that won't make e feel
- rassed. Beeause I can’t. do simple, good things. T have:
patlence And Tm too smart. Money is the: guﬂtzesf
.- <in the. world. It stmLs Now, dant ever botber me ab
- agam. i

TOM I demt remember ]oe 1] mzcrht gwe i% to the Wrong kmdi :
" of guy, He might do somethmg crazy, | : '
| 'j‘OE Al rxgkt TH fnd somebody myself. (TGM ‘1’%’83 ) He; s

some’ ‘money. Go got me’ this ‘week’s: Life Lzbertg" Time
_ and six oy seven packages of chewmg' gum: - -

Cong | steiftly, in order to remember each atem). L 2,

Time, and six or seven paclcawes uf chetwngg:
< Jom: Thats_r;ght % £ v g

- Vone: All tha[__eheﬁrmg gu:n? Whaf: kmd
: .Emz . Any_ e:'l MJx em up Allkmda:.

g Is thele such a . ?
. ongr I thlIJk gﬂm By e R
" aon 293
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".i}(m All nght Tuttl~fmtt1 i:oo Get all the kmds Cet as many'

. kinds as they're selling. :

. Tom: Life, Liberty, Time, and all ths diﬁerent kmds of gum

o (He begins to goright.) .

o Jou {calling afier him loudly) Ge% some ]elly beans too. AH
... the different colors. - M wEec o )

- Towm: ‘All right, Joe. :

" Jom: And ‘the longest panatela czgar you ean ﬁnd Slx Of tham

- "Pom: Panatela. I got it. A

- JoE: Give a news-kid a _doilar.

The Tsme of Yom‘ sze o

_ 'When YOE b@gan to smg, Km‘ CAHSON mfﬂed away fmm ihe S
~marble game and listened. thle the Man and LADY are_'--

- arguing he comes over to Jor's tzzble,) . -

Ky Canson; Presbyterian? = - &
“Jor: I attended a Presbyterian Sunday school

-« Krr Canson; Fond of singing?

Jok: On oceasion: Have g drmk?

- Krr Camson: Thanks.. : i

: _}0}:- Get a glass and sit down (Kﬂ' CA:RSON gets a gia,ss from-

©Niex; returns to the table, sits down, Jor pours him o drink.

“Tonm: O.K., Joe. : : they touch glasses just as the Salmtwn Army peopls begm;"f.;._:
. -JoE: Give some old man a ‘301}31' . tofulfill the request. They sip some champagne, and at the
~ o Tow O Toe. 8

. .praper. moment begin o sing. the song togethef szppmg "
- champagne, valsing hell with the tune, swinging i, and so =
Cpn Always was fond of that song. Used to sing it at the*
- top of my vuice. Never saved a seargap in my life, iy
Krr Carsow: T saved a seaman once. Well, he wasnt emcﬂy
- -2 seaman. He was a darky named Wellington, Heavy-set
e 'sm-if of & feﬂow Nige personahty, but no friendsto speak of. *
Not: untb§ camie along, at any rate, It New Orleans. In. th
summer of the vear 1899. No, 98, T.was a lot '_y'unger

- course, and had no mustache but was regarded by m,
_peopleasamanofmeans. : '. g - :

. Joz: Know: enything about gunsp. .
KT Cwsom. All there is to know. Dldnt ﬁgh%l tl
for nothing. Up thers i the Lake. Takalooen
Mmhlgan (Rammnbermg) Along about iy
F ought em- ﬂghi: up m the shsm uf %ﬁh s La

. Jom: Give them Salvatmn Army people in the S‘!:reet a 3
. of dellars and ask them to sing that seng that .goes -
sings. laud@y) “Let the lower hghts be_b,__ ing, !
. gleam across the wave.” -
g TOM (swiffly') \ “Let the lower hgh%s be burmng, send d gl ;
7w across the wave” -
i ]0}3: ‘That’s it.” (He goes on wzth the song, @ery loudly fm__.
lzgmusly ) *Some poor dying, strugglmg seaman, you b}
. Teschie, you may save.” (Hals.) -
'.Tcm-'O K., Joe. T got. it. Life, Lzbe'rty, sze aH the km&i
ogum they e aelhng, ]elly beans; six panatela cigars, a:
- for a miews-kid: “a dollar. for an old mian, two dollars f
'-Salvatlon Army ‘Lﬂ the Iower. lzghts be- bm‘nmg,
. glearn across the wave.” - =
_TOE- That’s it. (Tom goes-out ﬂght )
i Lapy: He's absolutely insane. S .
i MAN { weanly) You asked me:to. ta.ke you"._t “a honky
- instead of to the Mark" Hopkms You're heré in a b
“tonk. I can'’t help it if he's cra.zy Do you want to_g

. where people aren’t crazy? - e i
-+ Lapy: No, not just yet, = -
| Mz Well, all right then. Dont be teﬂmg me every -
Fave i‘_hai: he's crazy.
N L ADY You needn & be ];mﬂ-‘y about 1t (MAN fefuses ta_ an

264 -

.K:m-ﬂms'dar {at sight of gun e is .ssared to dmm) Yep

~That looks like a pretty nice hunk of shoatmg irop. That's'a
- six-shooter. Shot a man with & six-shooter once, Got him .
i“hrough the palm of Ius nght hand Llfted }'LIS arm to W:we .
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Sl WILL:IAM SARDYAN _ :
f o a ﬁmnd Thought it wasa b1rd Feliow named I beheve,

: Carroway Larrimore’ ‘Carroway. "
'Q & _}or.- Know how to work one of these t]:ungs? (He oﬁers
v Canson the revolver, which.is old and enormous.)

. Krr Canson (laughing at the absurd question): Know haw :

7 swork it? Hand me that little gon, son, and T show you

.about it (Jo hands Krr the revolver. Obvitously bluffing
~ Let’s see now. This is probably a new kind of six-shoote
- After my time. Haven't nicked an Indian in yéars. I believe
- this here place is supposed to move out. (He fools around
. and gets the barrel out for loading. ) T ha_ts it There 1t is :
N "IOE. Look all right? :

o Krr Canson: Its a good gun. You've got a good gun th :
+"  son.TH explain it to you. You see these: holes? Well tha
@ 'ﬁ;-' where you put the cartridges. '

o Jom: (takmg some carmdges aut of the box) Here Show
. how it's done, . - -
5 Km' Canson (soared to death but bluﬁng Beautafully) W
o gon, you taLe ern one by one and put ‘em ib the holes,
t]:us There’s one. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. “Then you
; - the, banel back in piace Then' cock it, Then all you go
" do is aim and fire. (He pmnts the gun @t the LADY The
“is loaded, but uncocked) Freh .
'::JOE:'It’s*all sEEP. L e el
Ko CARSGN Ready to k:ll o B
e ]GE ‘Let me hold it (Krr | haﬂds }on ﬁhe gun The LAD
- Maw dre scared o death. -LADY vises:y

" KtT Carson: Careful; now, son. Don’t eock it.. Many a
- Iost an"eye. foohng W:{th 2 loaded ‘gun. Fellow I used
. kitow named Danny Denovan Jost a noss, Ruined h
life (Liapy sits,) Hold it ﬁrm. Squeeze the mgger
o gnapit. Spoils your aim. -

i, JoE ‘Thanks. Lets see 1f E can unload 1t (He begms ta
it
Krr %}ARSON Of course you ean; (]’()E unloads the et
looks at.it very closely, puts the cartridges. back #
box aﬂd puts ‘them away in his overcaat pocket ) :
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]'QE (Iankmg at gun
KiT Canson: Its a. beaut son. :
: ;IOE (¢ims the empty gun ot o boﬁtle

. .'WILLIE {af the marble game) ; OB, boyl (Loua’ly, mumphant— ki

: '~m;ise L

(An Agnemcan

. quigts down, The flag goes back into the machi
s theilled, amazed, delishied. Evergbody has watched the

- happened to
) looking around, at ever ybody, as
side. of the machine.) G.X. How’s that? T knew Icould do

L Wﬂ;pm goes ‘over to Joi -and Kir. Exubmantly, Boin;

. did

: :som ewhere Tha.t stands for me.

" turies ol T think, Semewhere along i there, Ey
 Osman? Harold Osman? Ho's e o5 Fs

The sze of Yom Ltfe

) Im zmghty gratefui te yeu Always_'

- wanted to see one of those thmgs close up. Is 1t reaﬂy a

- good onep

ot l:ke Bar) Ban I.-:'
{ Grmdmg of marble game. ¥ "

- y:) There you are, Nick. Thought I couldnt

do-it, hey?-
Now, watch. (The machine begins to.make a sp

ecial kind of =~

ights go on and off. Some red, some green. Abell
< rings lou by six hmes) One Two. .Thzee. Four; Fwe Sxx bl
flag jumps up. Wiim comes to attention. .
.Saiutes ). Oh; boy, what a beautiful country {4 muszs-box_ e
; “version. of the song Amemca. Smgmg} My countly‘- g
thee, sweet land of hbertyy of ‘thee I sing.” (Evef‘ythmg' L

ine. WILLm_ :

.~ performance of the defeated wachine from wherever he
be when the perfammnce began. Wiz
as.if they had all. been on ¢

IR (To NICK} ‘Six nickels, (Nick hands him  six ‘nickels.

finge ;,;estw mg wzidly ) Took me g little whlle"' '

ty high ‘schtmll_'“:_‘“:
% Faroughh Wﬂhe Faroughli,
T an Assyrian, We've: got & civilization six or Seven cenc

an Assynan toa Hes get au-.-: L

b
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Lo __ T}ze Tame 0[ I’ou'r Lz.fe :

en (defzghted} All sight; They both beg

' into’ their 'mouths.) ( y Ggm i fﬂfd gﬁm ;
- KIT S?ARSON Ill Leferee Now, one at a tune How many you sa

o P e

__JOESJX ; e '

- Krr CArson; AH nght Let Tom cateh up Wlth you.

; JOE (wohile. TﬂMS catchmg u;o) Dxd you gwe a doH.a).r.to a
‘news:kid? o

or ohestz a dc}wn in Fresno, (H & goes to the LADY fmd MAN,)
- T've never seen you before in my life, but T can tell from the
- clothes you wear and the company you keéep (gmcwawly -
i .".dzcatmg the I.apy) that you're a man who looks every prob-
- lem straight in the eye, and then goes to work and solves it.
. {He bangs his fist into his left palm. violently.) P that wi
Cmyself.: (Three. swift, ferocious bangs,) Well. (He smiles
- Deautifully.) s been wonderful talking to a nicer type- ¢
- people for a change. ‘Well. T'll be seeing you. So long. (He
7 turns, takes two steps, returns o the table. Very pohwlg
-+ and seriously.) Good-by, lady. You've: got'a goad man ther
"Take good care of him. (WILLIE exits 7ght, saluting
o and the world. Nick goes into the kitchen, rear center.)
o K Camson (fo Jor): By God, for a while thcle I didn’t th
2 that young Assyrian was going to do it That fe]low
"« something. (Tom comes bacll raght with the - magazmes g
f ‘other stuff.) > . , :
i Jor: Get it allP & g & i G B B
suo Tomy, Yeah, I had a little trouble ﬁndmg the ;elly bean
~Jog; Let's.take a look at them.
1 "Tomi These are the jelly beans. (]013 puts hzs hcmd i
©Lcellophane bug and takes out a handful of the jolly b
looks ai them; smiles and tosses @ couple inio his mo
. Joui Same ascver. Have some.. {He offers the bag 1o K1
-IﬂT Canson  (flirting )+ Thanks! T remember ‘the fir:
Cever ate jelly -beans. I was six, or at the most seven
" have been in (slowig) 187 7 bcven or eight. Baltmm
ot ;-'IOL Have some, Tom. Wi i, By v o T
ik Ton, (z‘akes some} Than}(s ]oe e, o T TR e
- Jor: Liet's have some of that chewmg gum (He du'
. packages of gum out of the bag onto the table.y
© Krr, Carson (flirting): Me' an&; i hoy na.med Clax L
T s Tark. Becamie a Senator. o
- JOE Yeah, “Tutti- frutti, ‘all’ r1dht (He opens a. ;nack'
folds all five pieces into hw mouth. ) Always want
- how many I could chew at one time. Tell you wha
’11 bet 1 can chew more at one time than you can,
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) TOM’ Yoah, sure,

= Jom: Whatd he say?

- Tons: Thanks. Lo B

- -Jom: What sort of a kld Was he?

- Tom: Litte, dark kid. guess hes Itahan
- Jou: Did he | seem pleased? 2

. Tom: Yeah:

Jor: That's g(md Did you gwe a &ollax to an old man?
Tom: Yeah, . .

b Jor: Was te. pleased?
o Lost: Yeaho oo - T
' _-IOE ‘Geod. How many you Got in your Jntrlcmth’p
KoMy Siw. a4 e P
. __}cm All zsghl, I gat six, too (Folds one more m'hzs mouih
©Tonr folds arie too.)" £ !
m Cansan; Seven. Seven each (They each fold or

_mfo their- mouths very. solemnly, chewmg thiem,
i ?u_ e '

).Ehls, fsya”am;‘ !
505 aizf nu ity wordd,
um mm Fm‘ ‘mtsu.{h o

. LARSON Eleven Tw«:l\fc,, (Ku com‘mum fa mzmg} u;}ugg.':-_.._}f
Jor and Tom continue-the wntast In svnh,, uf m‘m{ dmy are
; df}f‘ng; QEECFI s 'U'Eiy ,5‘37 ;oug ) : -
o joe, Wha‘t d you Want to mavc K:ﬁy mta thg St Franczs
otal fm? . E.
She’s.a better woman thfm any of them tl‘amp ':sﬂﬂiEty i
.Lmes that hang around f_hat Iobby ' e

2gg -
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g TOM~ Yeah but dcx you ths.nk she’ 11 feel at home ’uy there? :
. 'JOE, Maybe not at first; but after a coupleé of days she'll be aﬂ
- right. A nice big room. A bed for sleepmg i _Cood cl:}thﬁs,
. Good food: She'll be all vight, Tom. -
: '.,---ZTGM ¥ hope so. Pon’t you thmk sheﬂ get lonely u;p thew
- with nobody to talk tof
iy JOE {Iooking ai Ton shafply, almesi with admmzt»ion plmsesi
. bul severe): Theres nobady cmywhere for- her to talk to
i except fou., ‘
= :TOM (amazed and delzghted) Me Joe? : :
o Jor: (while Tom and Krr Carson listen carefully, Krr wh
. great appreciation): Yes, you. By the grace of God, ya
R : the other half of that g‘nl ‘Not the angry woman that swa
. “gers into this waterfront dive.and shouts because the wos
© . ‘has kicked her around. Anybody can have her. You 'belon__
" to the httle kid in Ohio who once dreamed ‘of hvmg N
. with her carcass, for money, so ‘she can have food
© -_clothes; and pay rent. With all of her. 1 put her in that
oo kel 80 she can have a’ chance to gather herself fog
' again. She can’t de that in. The New York Hotel. You sa
: awhat happens there. There’s nobody anywhere for
talk to, except.you, They all make her talk like a wh
After a while, she'll believe them. Then she won't be:
i remembe:‘r She il get- lonely Sure,: Peop}e can get 1o
for- misery, even. I want het to go on bemg lonely for',
" 'so she can’ come together again the way she was mesh
© 'befrom the beginning, Lonelmoss is good for peopl :
©" - miow it’s the only thing for thty ‘Any more licorics?
' TOM (dazad) What? Licorice? (Looking around bist
~ guéss we've chowed. all the licorice in. We still got’
Peppermmt Doublemmt Beechnut Teaberry, :md"
CFruig .
JOE Lmorxce used to ’be my favorlte Don t Worry abce }
Tom, she 1§ be all nght YOu 1ea]1y want to marry h
Lo AR
'3":. TOM (nodelmg) Honest to God joe (Pathetwallg ) _@
hmren L gct any money .

Tke sze of Yaur sze

Je UE' Couldn t you bea pmze ﬁghter or somethmg hke thqi:? ‘
:'TGM.‘ Naaaah. T couldn’t hit a max if I wasnt sore at hlm »
it Heéh 4 have to do sometlung that made me hate him. 1
._ ]GE Yoirve got o fgure cut somethmg to dD that you ’Wﬂnt o
o mind dcmg very. ‘much, . S
Ton: I wish I could, Joe. = =~ ' S
Jor (t?hmkmg deeply, suddenly): Tom, would you be embal--_'__ e
-~ rassed driving a truck? - i
TOM (hit by a thunderbolt) : Joe, I never thouwht of that I’d'- TN
- like that. Travel, Highways. Little towns. Coﬁ(,e and hot -
 cakes. Beautiful valleys and: mountains and streams and_
~ trees and daybreak and sunset. - o - o
]ox:: Thereispﬂetrymlt at that, - '
- Tora: Joe, that’s just the kind ‘of work I should do just SIt_.V"-“-“
_there. -and travel, and look, and smile; ‘and: bust out Iaugh-, te
- ing. Could Kitty go ‘with me, sometimes? S
_ EuE I'don't know Get me the phtme book Can you drwe BT
o trekP e e
i {crossing. 0 'phone) }oe you lmow I can duve a truck,- S
" or any kind of thing with a motor and. Wheels (TOM taf\es K
fam the phone hook. Jou #urns the pages.) Ty
Jew: (looking): Herel Here it is. Tuxedo 7900. Here s a mckel
£ e that number (TGM goes to! telephone, dzals'ﬁ g1

‘that gium out of your: ‘month’ fon
UPome {removes, the gum) Mr Kezth ‘Yc zh }hdjﬁ}% 115}[2 Hz lim :
Mg Keithg oo S e
iz Tell him m hoid the ]me
: Hold the line, please; -+ i T S Ty
‘Give me'a hand, Tom. (TOM hclfrs ]OE tu é!w f(fl(’phmw
(At phone, wad of giun in fingérs delicately.) Keith? Joe. '
-~ Yeah, Fine. Forget it. {Pause.} Have you got a place fm B
good drwel?‘ (Pause.). I don’t -think so. (To TQM) Yau ST
: .Zluwen b gut a duver s heense have you?

L8O
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WILLMM SARQYAN N 'I‘he sze of I’ow sze . a
}01?. ( shoutmg} What s the mattar with yv:)u? Why dont you
. leave her alonéP What are you always pushing your women =
around forP (Almost wzthout e pause) Now Ia@k Tom, - 7
" Heré’s ten bucks, - = . "
©Tomy Ten bueksp ' L i
Jor:r He. may want yOu to get mto g truck and begm drwmg "
+-to:8an Dxe.ga tonight. . . "
Toa: Joe, I'got to tell Kltty
~Jou: VI tell her. i
- Tom: Joe, take care of her, . - L T
- Jor: She'll be all right. Stop worrying about i Shes at the r
8k, Francis Hotel. Now, look, Take a cab to Townsend and -~
- Fourth. You'll ses the blg sign. Keith Motm Tr ansport C:om-»' &
" pany, He'll be waiting for you. . -
_'.’T‘OM O.K., Joo. (Trying hard.) Thanks, ]oe ’ .' AR
:: -j’rm» Dont be silly, Get going. (TOM goes out nght LADY__'-;:_
- starts puffing on cigar. As Tom goes; WESLEY and, HAIm?'_
: _£'€im€ in together, rzght and cross to pigne.) | : R
{enters from. rear centér and goes behind. bar) %ere....' '
ie hell have you beenP We've got to-have some entertafns
“nent around here, Can’t you see them fine people from up-s 3
Aewn? (He poings-at the Lapy.and Max.). . SRl
7+ Yousaid to come ”back at ten for the second uho
d.1s say that? - i
_ hs sir, Mr.. Nlck thats exactly_- Whai: you s*ad
.} £t i:he ﬁrst show aH ng;ht? :

”-TOM: (wow.aed) ‘No. But I an get cme ]'oe gr
']on {at phone): ‘No, but he can get one easy emugh Ta he]
. with the union. He'll join: lai:er All right, call him a vice
- president and say he drives for relaxation, Sure. What d
' youmeanP Tonight? I don’t know why not, San DiegoP AR
. right, let him start driving without a license, What the hell’
"o the difference? Yeah! Sure. Look him over. Yeah, T sent
him tight over. R:lght (He. hsmgs up ) Tharﬁﬂs (To z‘ele
cene U phenel) 7
- _"_TOM (hei;umg JOE back to. hzs seat) Am I gomg to get th
o jebP
i JoR: (stts) He wints to ’take a 1001( at you L&
'Tom (breaks to right): Do T look all right, Joe?
~Tom: (locking at him cafefully) Hcld up your head Stl(}l\ :
o2 oyour chest. How do you feel? :
o TOM {does these thmgs) Fine. e :
L ]DE You look fine, too. { Krr Cansox has now reacked twenty
. seven stzcks eaah Jor gakes his wad of gum out of hzs mot;
(md wraps beerty magazine ground it.)
r IGE You win, Tom. Now, loek. (Hg bites oﬁ the m:: o,F_:a B
ong- panateia cigar, lghts &, and hands oné to To
another to Kir.) Have yourselves a. pleasant smoke;
" {He hands #wo more to Ton.) Give these. slu.mm'-
- each. (He md@caﬁ@&* ﬁw Lapy and MAn. Tou goes over
sithout ¢ @ word. gives a cigar each to.the Man and the
i “then erosses to vight of You. At first they are a litile offer
. -then the Man' tights his cigar, The Lapy looks at the ¢l
" moment, then bites off the. tp the way _?[OE dzd ) '
_ "-MAN‘ ‘What do you think you’ e doingP 2
. Lavy: Really, dear, T'd ke fo, .
“. MAw; Oh, this is too. much, - '
- Lapy; T d really, really Hke to dear. ; (Tums to Krr w}a
. and crosses to vight of Lavy.) -
M.&N 1 Eoudly) “The mother of ﬁve grown men, and she
- looking for romance. (The Lapy timidly scratches a.
puts the cigar in her mouth; Xt lights it for her, an
begms to smoke feelmg wonde?‘ful ) No I fm'bld it;
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kS sy Yﬁah We'y were' fust dr:awm i’f} }ﬂcr hvrxnty»sm*m -Qne
+of the longshoreren and a cop hiad i fig ;,ht an ‘ithe mp hit;" &
- him-over e head Wlt.a o b}xm!qaok W' 3 b
didn’t wed e Nl M e
W mwg Yes sn- we Was standmg thele lookmg when 1t hapw "
‘pene
Nex E) cms'smg fwm behﬁnd bar 20 center) Anythmg else hap-
: yen : ah e

S '_'3(13




mumm smaym Tke sze of Yam" Lafe S e S
: _m’w were embarrassed bg the fine clothes, as tf .she Imd no
< right to wear them. The Lapy and Man are very impressed. -

- Harny looks at her with amazement. Jor is reading Time
- .magazine, Kirry goes to his table. JOE looks up fmm the HE

. magazine, without the least amazement.)

-Jou: Hello, Kitty. -

Kirry:. Hello, Joe. o gt

Jom: It's nice seemg you agam. e

- Rarry: | came in a cab, ) Tl e

- j‘m:: You been erying again? (KITTY can t answer, To. HAERY,}.' e
. Bring a glass, (Haray comes over with a glass aﬂdf reiwm_' s
. to bar, Jou' pours Kivry ¢ drmk) s S e B
_E&I"X‘I‘Y' Ive got to talk to YOIL. Vgl e LLLRCTRIE T
: ,.'}m::' Haveadrmk Sl TN e R BT
ey 've never been in bur]esque. We were jUSt pom
oF Sii duwn 'Ei’stty &

f

.' WESLEY. .They was all taﬁcmg

“tobes mee{mg right away and they haped to satlsfy ev :
v bﬂdy and stop the stiike. _
.",[.'WI:SLEY Right away. Tonight. - S O i
- Nucx: Well, it’s about time. Them poor caps are’ hable to get
- mérvous and-shoot somebody. {To Harry.) Come bac
here. I want you to tend bar for a whﬁew Im gomg to ’také
e gtk over 1.0 the pier.’
- HABRY' Yes, sir (Cmssmg i back of bm'.) et
_ 'Nm:c {to the Liany and MAN) You sumel’y people made
- your minds yet?’ . : ;
Lapy: Have you champagne? et B R L
.. Nick (indicating Jor): What do you thmk he s pourmg ou
-« that botile, water or somethmg‘r’ Lol iy :
S LAJ}Y' Have you a chill botile? RO &
- -Nicx: T've got a-dozen of them clulled Hes bee_n_. dmnk
. champa,gne here all day and all n:aght far a mmﬂh nm
Lany: ‘May we have a boﬁ:le?
_NICK s six dollars.” :
vy I ﬁunk wWe can manaﬂe ~ :
Man: I don’t know. T -Enow 1 don't know. (NICK takes*’
- goat and helps Haruy into it. Hanry takes ¢ hottle of
- yﬁaﬂaw and two- glasses 10 the Lapy and the Maw, ¢

six dﬂll’ars mzd oss I)acil behind ﬁze bar N:{ms: gefs.

(

wrmwfw?fr } W!wm 'I m:m : B Ve sk
ot He's gotting a }ob tumgiit duvmg a tmck He’ﬂ be bac!c
g eouple of chys 5k
iy (mdly) T'told hlm rd marry th _
ot He wanted to see you and say good- by‘ L
- Krrry: He's too good for mé. He's Be a little: bo' {We
2 Pm="Tag many. thmgs have happened to me.
nie: Kitty Duval, you're ‘one of the few tiudy inn
- Thave ever known. ‘He'll be back i m -ﬁ ot
b ck to the lmtei and Watt fz::r h

WESLEY Yes sir, I\/Ir° Nlck .-(_5ta¢ts pmno NICR is on his
Lo out right. The ARAB enters aﬂd goes a%o hi’é‘ chaw.)
Nick: Hiya, Mahmed, _ ,
ARazp: Nofoundahon.-..---" e L S
- Nick: All the way down the ime (He goes otk WES o
- < 'the piano, playing gquietly. The ARraB swallows’ - glas
- beer, takes out his harmonica, and begins to. play. W:
fits k@s’ fpfaymg fo the Araw’s, Kirry Duvay, strangel
tzful in new clothes comes in’ mghf She walk.s' shyly

304

-g.,fmd I tmed very har(? I drmi hww w Leif i
“(Bhe gestures.) - '
’--_(.gemly) Do: you really W
Krvyyr I don’t know. T’ niot wri
; l dont kmw how !:0 feev'ﬂ ")

:zm%
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wanted all my lee but it's too laf;e 1 ‘try to ’be happy abﬂut
~it, but all I can do is remember everythmg and.cry,
. -}OJ:; 1 dont lmow what to teﬁ you Kl’cty d dldn’t mean_to
SO0t yow, '
__KITTY You havent hm't me. You v the only petson’ whars
~ever been good to me. I've never Inown anybody like v
- T'm not sure about love any mors,’ but E know I love you,
- and Lknow I love Tom, o
o Jor: T love you too, Kitty Duval, - ;
KI’IT“R‘. Hell want babies. T know ha wﬂl I know I wﬂl t'
. Of course I will. I.can’t— (She shakes her head. ¥l
- ]or: ‘Tom’s a baby himself, You'll be very happy together.
“o . wants you- to-ride with hlm in the tmck Toms goo:
‘you. You're good. for Towm. :
. KITTY ‘Do you want me to go back and Wa1t for hlm?
= ]0E~ L cant tell you what to do.' | ﬂnnk it Wouid be ag
- idea, though.’
KI’I"I‘Y. T wish [ cauld tell you how 1t makes me feel to
.. alone. I¥’s almost worse. '
8 '; ]01:- It might take a whole week Krtty ( He laoks _
' shamiy, at the grrival of an zdea.) Dldn t you sPeak o§ xe
0 dng a book? A beck of poems? .
KITTY 1 didi’t know what T was saymg 1_ g
Jom . (tﬂjmg to get ip) : Of course you knew. 1 thmk
_.oeiry Wait - h@re g nunute K1tty I’H g see i1
ome books, :
Kerry: All right, .Ioe. (He waiks e af the pla.«:*e:nght _
~ " very hard not t6 wobble, Kivr looks at Lavy and éhe
-change: smiles. Fagham Musac The NEWSEOY c 3
o tirights Looks for ]oE ) S : -
- NEWSBOY; Paper?
o NEAREE No,: T '
NEWSBOY ( goes to the ARAB) Paper stter?
. ARaB: No foundation, _
v Nuwspoy: What? - £ '
7 Amab (very aigry): No foundatmn o, o
e 'NEWSBOY (.s-tmts out, surns; looks at the ARAB skafces"ih
1 28 o : go6 "

The sze ofll’aur sze

No foundauon? Haw r]o you ﬁgureP (Goes owf nght as

. BLICE gnd Two. Coes enier, The Cops go to bar. 3 s

Ngwsaoy (to Brick): Paper, Wiister? (BLICK pushes }zfm_ el
o gside, The Newssoy gaes out rzghi ) :

5 BLIGK’ Wheres Nickp -

" Hawruy: He went for 8 Waik

. Buer: th» ars you?

'-:'BLICK: (to the ABAB wko 48 playmg harmomca} Hey, you. :_'7 ity
. Shut up, The Aran stops playing and. exits right, Wesrey

- looks around, stops playing; Bryck: studies KITTY cms.ges' !

- fo right of her): What's your name, sister?- o

o EJTTY (Jfookmg at him): Kitty Duval What's it fo. you? -
: (K:LTTY’S volce is now Like it was af the begmnmg of tiw:.:_-'

- play: tough, mdependent bitter and kafd)

. Bmcx (angry) Don’t glve me any of your gutter hp Iust an--" L

L swer my queshnns -
. _KITTY« You go'to hell, you, b b PR g
- BLICK. ((ww ing noer, anm;wd) Wléﬁfﬁ do you hve?

< Ryrex ;. The New York Hotel. Hnom Twenty@ne.: :
- Brack: Where do you. workp :

HMI’TY. Tm’ not. wor, hng }usﬂ: now,: I’m Iookmg for 'wmk "
i% & nghts cigarette:) .- .
B, z;s..m Wh t'kind of wark?._ ( KITTY can t aﬂswer ) What king
of P .KITTY oant answer. Furwusl 1 "..WHA’I’ RINB;

Ker Canson ( cmneas mzer 1o i
o tulkoto a lady that s way in-
- stares at Xav. The. COP
L af Ky Cangon, e 3 L,
Brick (to the Cops) Its all righi: botsﬂ‘s. IH Mke. T of-4
- (To¥ir) What'd you.sayP- - )
mr Carson: You got no right. to Imu ympk.
{Brick, without g woml takos Kee out
- Sounds of a blow and a. gm::m B
- flushed.) B L :
‘BLECK (io the Cops) OK bcys 'Y’:;nu m, Sy y::w mw Fak

ght Of cen r tabk‘ | -“'i.if)l. o
e {Brace turns anil
s, begm ta :_. 7 s;lf.)(' fmm éi’w et 5{; lzat,

Whn are ym; ,
right 1o the §trcet
; ;-us imﬁz. fli& [m’:f* i

n_"?ri R




* | Brack: I see. What movies have I seen you m?
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of hn:n }E‘ut hJ:m on ]:us feet and tell hlm to behave hamself
_from now on. {To KITTY agam ) Now answer my quesi:m
-~ “What kind of work?

' 'KI’I’TY {quietly): T'ma whore, you son of a bltch You }mow
"7 what kind of work I do. And I know what kind you da.
- Max (rises; shocked and really hurt) Excuse me, oﬁcer, b
- it 'seem’ to me that yaur athtude—» S '

The -Tnusf r;f ,‘r’om Lffe

Km‘r&' I came o see lf I t:uuiﬁi gi,ei a 3ob hel &, _13. , 'f'

- Bracg: D lcmg what? ' Lt

. . Krern Smgmg—-andmdme:mg,e : e

- Brick: You san’t sing or darice, What are vou ﬁymg fm? :
- Exrry: § can, I sanfr :md dsmﬁe,d in buﬂwqm .:111 over the" o

countw - - v

_ {BL_K%Z‘K. You e & Izar, = :
- Kyrry: 1 said lines, tdo. g i
_Briox: So you danced in buriesque?
- Krrrey: Yes, :
. Bracx: Al nght Liet's see what you dxd ’ . g
K.!TTY.. T can't, Theres no. music, and I havent got the rzght.?
olothes. : G
Bmm:- “There’s music. ( To WESLEY) Put a mckel in’ that il
phanngmph Come on. Put a nickel in that phanogmph o
{Wesinye dogs s0.-To- Kﬁ“ﬁ,) ATl right. Get #p on that
il g’if_ > hm b mﬁ{;«qu@ number. Clet. going, now.
way ym; chd dn Trmriz*aqm, aﬂ e:ww :

{ ) 'BLIGK' Shaut up. i P

L MaAN (quwtly) : -'-—xs makmg the poor ch:lcl say thmgs that are

U pot trues. < _ '

. Briex: Shut up, I ssud : ' L mE
LADY" ‘Well. (To the MAN ) Are yo:m gmng w stand for su
o :ipsolence? o
% '-BLxcx (crosses to right of LADY’ to MAN who zs standmg
S Areyou? s

2 MAN Tl get a- dlvorca I’H start hfe all over agam. Come oh,
" Get the hell out of herel (The. MAN hurries his LApy - out
<. the place, Buick wat{:hmg them go. To left of KarTe.}
o ¢ Bmm (to Krrry): Now. Let’s begm again and see that ot
o el the truth: Whats your. name? S :

© Krery: Kitty Duval. : 5
‘Bricg: Where'do you live? ks,
Krrry: Until this evening I hved ai: The New Y@rk
‘_ Room Twenty—onﬂ ‘I‘hxs evenmg I moved ta the St F

s bmuﬁﬁd éna imgzu
2 4 ; eu) Aﬂ mght, start taking thern off
' (EI +d m«-maves her hal and, starks to remove her ;a"keﬁ
o enters vight, crosses m center.). ..

§;n (?mrry_z"ng-'ta KITTY) Cet.:'dom- frem 3':%56?

BLICK’ ‘Oh. To the St Francm Hotel Nxce placa. '
you work? - e :
e me I'm Iookmg for worlc. i
" Bricg: What kind of work do you &o?
" Kerry: P an actress.

_tu;.h { ey
ey off stage center and begins. Fs"ai‘iﬁg
“Feapr (enters ﬂght) Whats the ma.lu
CopenedP o o

: Em*a Iz the tmck Qut there? ik
“Tonr: Yeah, but what's, happened? ]
Yo You dmv:ng to San Diegor: - o,
_:.11!!\’{ Yeah ]oeu But Whatss ht, szhmlyf iu'th

Lhes. Ho })eat up t}ae old man;

‘Krrrys I've worked in buxlesque, ey
' - Bricg: YowreaHar. : ;

i _KrrTY (pathetwally, as at tke begmnmg of the play) s
S 2 1 - RN

BLICK %at are you domg here?

'“)‘r‘fi
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_ JOE Get gomg Heres some money. Every-thmgs OEZ (To
+ Kirwy.) Dress in the tuck. Take these hooks.
- Westey’s Voron: You. cam’t hurt me. Youﬂ get yaurs Yau
- wait and see. '
- Toum: Joe, he’s hurting that bay I’Il kﬂ} h1m :
Jou: Get out of berel Get married in San Diego. Tl see you
- when you get back. (Tom and Kty exit right. N1ck enfers
~.end stands at the lower end of bar, Jou takes the revolver
out of his pocket. Looks at it.) T've always wanted to kilt
- somebody, but I never knew who it should be. (He cocks
the revolver, stands real straight, holds # in front of him
Sirmly and walks to the center door. Nicx. exits right. He
~Stands a moment watching BLICK, aims very carefulif ,and,
- pulls trigger. There is no shot. He cocks the pistol again end
- again presses the trigger. Again there is no shot. Nick o
- McCanvmy come in right. Jou is cocking the pistol age
~ Nick runs over and grabs the gun, and takes Jor aslde.)
NICK ‘What the hell do you think you're doing? ¢ L
]OE {casually, as if it were mthmg) That dumb Tom Bu
- & six-shooter that won’t- even shoot once. (NICK hzdes th
. gun.in a hurry Brick comes in center, panting fﬂ?’ brea
NICK ({ooks at Bricx, mfurmted) Blick!'I told you to s
- out of her el Nc;w get out of here. (Starts to push Brick
- righs.) IF you ‘ecme back again, Tm going to take yo
7 that yoorn whoro you've been beatmg up' that colored
oo and T going to mueder you—slowly—with my hands."
" itl (He pushes Brick out right. To Harny.) Go take care
_ the colored boy. (Hamry runs out center. WILLIE
- and doesit. sense that anything is changed. WiLrik
- .another nickel into the machine, but he does so ﬁefy
lently. The consequence of this wviolence is that the::
‘comes up again. WILLIE, amezed, stends at attentwﬂ
" sdlutes. The flag goes down. He shakes his Head. 3
- Wiris' (thoughtfuily) As far as I'm concerned, thls is
only country in the world: If you ask me, nuts to Europé
(He is about to push the slide in again when the flag co
up again. Furmusly, to Niox, while he saiuteo and stand
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WL (salutm 2

& ;’*i_ﬂz\“i {picking up gun and Ioa,?cmg at zf)-.'

| *1@* of

Tfae Teme of Yﬂufr szg '

‘ czz;‘gwmon, pl@adm ol j) Hey, Nick. Thﬁ macbme xs out of"
Corder, .

. Nicx (somberly): Give it a whac’k nn %he 31&8. o W_‘JLLIE _ciaes

50. A hell of a whaik. The result s the ﬁag wmes_up and
down, and Wit keeps saluting.y

" chine quiets down n abruptly, Wivtan very stealthily slides &
-new nickel in, and staris a new game. From g distance fhree -

- shots qre ?zeard each carefully timed, Nicx tuns out vighs
- followed by MCCAB’I‘HY The NewsBoY enters rw}'z! crosses -
to Jor's lable, senses something is wrong. ) '

. Newspoy (saftly) Paper, Misterr‘ (JoE takes ihem ail hand;s: L |
: floor. wuiﬁout_-'ﬁ_"

Clim money,” shoves. them off the table to

b gigncmg at them ARnE enfers right, picks up paper, throws

B down, crosses fo vight, sits down Drunx enters right, goes '
: o Emr’ Newssoy backs to center, wishes he dould cheer Jom ' -

:' 147, Noticas phonograph, goes to it and puis coin in it hoping
s will make Jow, happzm‘
iohes Jor. Music begins—" “The Missouri Waltz, 3y .
(enters, erasses $o Jor): Joe, Blick’s' dead] Somebody;;'-

o) (Jom anﬂs up slowly Shautmg ) j’oe
ing up) v What?

ck’s dead. % ' o e T e
P Pead? Goa&? Thqfc Gnddamn gun Wouldnt ffo eﬁ
Tony to get a'good one. .

}-‘l&mf@d.gl’}(, (Nick goes o bar
-._-,f am_ rark, puts coat-on, 1 N nm
with eogt.)  What's: t?i( Jl‘!é!”t‘ Jowef!

Jimi: Nathing. Nothing:. "
Hioe: How about the. f:}mmp iti]

1hanks {Crosses to contor.y e o
w0 IS not eleven yel, Where vnn mmﬂ“ ?br:sm?' L

I'don’t know, Nowhere, = 2

Joui

. Nt X Wxﬁ 1 see you lommmwr‘

: ;;u 0

Hey, Nick. Somethmg.,xmwg (The ma—-___‘ ;

NEWSBOY sits -down,. lefs, he

st shot hnn -and none of ‘the cops: are trying to find 'out

?W jymﬁ vﬁmntﬂfi b
kil thae guyl (Hanry returns. ) Loy going fo {u.w youta ot
, mﬁ’ms hat- 7
P !{p fae: Ep.: }m., Sy
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IQE = don t kxmwa I don t thmk so, { Krr Cwsm‘r enters ﬁght,; :
“walks to Jox.)
JOE Somebody just shct & man. How are you fee]mg?
"Kim: Never felt better in my Yife. (Quietly.) I shot a man
~once. In San Francisco. Shot him two times. In 1939
think it was. In October. Fellow named Blick or Glick or’
. something like that. Couldn’t stand the way he talked to
' ladies. Went up to my reom and got-my old pearlthandleég
revolver and waited for him on Pacific Street. Saw him wa
*.ing, and let him have it, two times. Had to throw the heai
. tiful revolver into the Bay. (HagrY, Nick, the Anae and th
- Drunx close in around him. Jos walks slowly to the stairs
lea;dmg to the sireet, tums and waves. Exsts.)_:; :

; .3:12': %










