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QUIET SUMMER
STORY OF THE PLAY

A new play by the authors of And Came the Spring,
Life of the Party, Come Rain or Shine, Come Quer to
Our House, and other hilarious hits for the school
theatre. Like all of the authors’ previous plays, Quiet
Summer 1s a fast-moving, rollicking comedy with an
interesting and amusing theme. In this play it is sum-
mer. And James Clark, lawyer, has hopes of spending
it in peace and serenity, concentrating on getting elected
president of his country-club—knowing that this will
be the first step toward winning his race for District
Attorney in the fall. But the best laid plans of men
who are uncles often go astray, And James is an uncle.
His sister Lillian and her husband want a summer
away from Pamela, 17, and Sonny, 15, so the kids ar-
rive from New York to stay with Uncle Jimmie. In the
course of three uproarious acts Uncle Jimmie learns
about the younger generation and he learns to relax;
he even wins his election—through the inventive and
unconventional aid of the kids and the helpers they
quickly gather around them. But before these pleasant
developments, Pamela and Sonny, working at break-
neck speed, get involved in romantic (almost marital)
adventures, they all but smash James’ happy romance,
they turn his home into a combination rumpus-room
and campaign-headquarters; and they manage to learn
a few things themselves along their merry way. All this
—and much more—is presented in the same cheerful,
swift and humorous manner, complete with surprises,
that made the earlier plays by these authors such out-
standing successes all over the country.
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Plays by Marrijaiie and Joseph Hayes

Three Acts—
AND CAME THE SPRING
COME RAIN OR SHINE
LIFE OF THE PARTY
and others
One Act—
THE BRIDEGROOM WAITS
(Selected as one of the Best One Act Plays
of 1943)

Plays by Joseph Hayes

ASK FOR ME TOMORROW (Three acts)
THE THOMPSONS (One act)
CHRISTMAS AT HOME (One act)

and others



CAST OF CHARACTERS
(8 Males, 10 Females)

PaMeLa Young
HELEN RUSSELL
JeaNiE Day

HARrRIET MORGAN
Bersy HARRISON
Estarr HAMILTON
Mgrs. Lirrian YounNe
FRrREDERICKA COLLINS
FRANCES SHAUGHNESSY
CARRIE

Mr. James CLARK
SonNy Youna

Bir HenLy

MR. LEsLIE GARDNER
Mzr. CLIFFORD YOUNG
Tussy PirTs

ToNy

Mgr. HENRY MORGAN

ACTION AND SCENE

The scene throughout is the study in the home of James
Clark in the country mnear a medium-sized wid-

western town.

SCENE 2:

Act ONE: A Tuesday afternoon in early July.

SceNE 1: The following Saturday evening, around

Seven-thirty.

noon.

Act THREE: Several hours later.
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QUIET SUMMER

ACT ONE

Scene: The study in James Clark’s house in the
country near a medium-sized midwestern town.

James CLARK is a bachelor; he is also an attor-
ney. As such, he has a study. He is also an uncle—
and as such he has a niece and a nephew. What
concerns us at the moment is his study.

It is a large, comfortable, masculine room, used
as a living room most of the time; at first glance,
rather somber, but this is somewhat relieved by
bright pillows and drapes.

In the down Left wall is a door leading to the
more formal living room and the other parts of
the house. The up Left corner of the room is a step
above floor level and the front hall is almost a part
of the study; there are no doors—just a large open-
ing—Dbetween the two. In the rear wall of the hall
—within sight of the audience—is the front door
(a strong, practical “slam” door). In the hall also
15 the stairway; the audience can see one newel
post, the railing and three or four lower steps.

The rear wall of the room is formed by a huge
fireplace flanked by two high, draped windows.
Above the fireplace are prints and trophies and
crossed fencing foils—possibly a framed fish.

The up Right corner, also a step above floor
level to correspond with the up Left corner, is cut
off, and French doors are set at an angle joining
the rear and Right walls.
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8 QUIET SUMMER ACTI

The walls of the room are lined with books;
most of them look pretty dull, being law tomes.
There 1s a sofa at Right Center, facing down, and
against the Right wall, downstage, is a radio-
phonograph combination, a hassock in front of it.
To the Left, also facing down, is a desk, with a
chair behind it. Telephone on desk. Two other
chairs, upstage and facing each other in front of
ﬁréplace (hereafter referred to as the up Right
and up Left chairs), complete the necessary furn-
ishings.

TiME: A4 bright Tuesday afternoon in early July, with
sun streaming pleasantly through the windows and
the French doors.

AT Rise: The room presents an extremely neat ap-
pearance—a key to the personality of its owner.

That owner, JaMES CLARK, is pacing up and
down at the moment, a desk-calendar in his hand.
JAMES is not quite thirty-five, but already he has
begun a fight against encroaching plumpness, es-
pecially around the mid-section. He is a man ac-
customed to—and desiring—a well-regulated, well-
organized life. A lawyer by profession, he some-
times has trouble remembering, especially in mo-
ments of stress, that he is not addressing a jury.
In his own inflated opinion of himself, he is warm,
open-hearted, kindly, worldly, understanding; this
conception forms an attitude that might be more
irritating in a person of less gemuwine personal
charm. And he caw’t really help it that he’s just a
trifle pompous.

HELEN RUSSELL is behind desk, at typewriter;
she is an attractive bachelor-girl who has just
turned thirty. She has a brisk, fertile mind. She is
quite a pleasant person with a protective sense of
humor and a mind a trifle more realistic than
JAMES". She is his secretary and she is his girl-
friend. The two occupations sometimes become



ACTI QUIET SUMMER 9

tangled. At the moment she holds a telegram in
her hand.

JAMEs. Read it to me again.

HELEN. (Reading) “Pamela and Sonny have been
talking about their Uncle Jim so much lately that we
have decided to let them visit you while we continue
our trip to Mexico.” Signed—*“Your loving sister,
Lillian.” (She looks up) 1 know it by heart.

JaMEs. Just like Lillian—she doesn’t say when! T
hate women with fluttery minds. (Crosses to HELEN)
Thank heaven you don’t have a fluttery mind, Helen.

HEeren. Mister Clark—remember: I'm your secre-
tary.

JamEes. (Stepping back) Oh— Well, of course I krnow
you're my secretary.

HELEN. And when I took this job—not eight years
ago—you said we could never mix business with pleas-
ure.

James. Don't keep reminding me what T said eight
years ago. I was very young.

HELEN. We're not getting any younger, James, Eight
years—and then seven years ago, look what happened.
You took me to the movies.

James. (Swmiling at her) 1 remember. “The Case of
the Stuttering Bishop.” A very implausible picture.

HELEN. Seven years ago. You waited a whole year
—and I've been waiting ever since.

JAMES. (Very business-like suddenly, claps his hands
together and walks to Right) Hmmm— Take a letter—
No, take a telegram— Maybe I better call long dis-
tance.

HEeLEN. All the way to New York?

James. Not that T don’t love my niece and nephew.
Nice kids, as I remember them. Pamela has braces on
her teeth and she lisps—

HEeLEN. Lovely—

JaMEs. And—what’s that boy’s name?

HELEN. (Looking at telegram again) Sonny.

JaMEs. Yeah—Sonny. I don’t remember much about
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him. But if he’s my sister Lillian’s boy, he’s—he’s a
good kid. T mean he probably behaves well anyway. (On
second thought) If he can keep his mind straight for
half a minute, —Helen, I don’t want any kids around
here. They’re always falling down and hurting them-
selves—and I'll be responsible. (Suddenly angry) What
the devil does that sister of mine mean? She has no
right—

(CARRIE enters from down Left living room. She is
JaMES’ housekeeper—a large, sardonic woman,
accustomed to JAMES' ways.)

Carrie. Pardon me, Mr. Clark— How old are your
niece and nephew?

JaMmes, Oh, Carrie—I don't know. (His hands de-
scribe very small children in the air; he gives one of
them a paternal tap on its non-existent head) You know
—children.

CARRIE. (Shaking her head) I mean in years— Do
I have to sterilize bottles?

James. Carrie, please don’t be facetious. In addition
to which, they’re not coming—

CARriE. Good! (She goes out quickly, down Left.)

James, ( Tkoughtfufg-—as he argues with himself)
I know it would be good for them. There they are—
cooped up in an apartment in New York all year. And
all this fresh air and sunshine going to waste— (Then
his voice changing, as he takes the other side of the ar-
gument) But there's fresh air and sunshine in Mexico,
too. isn’t there? Let them go to Mexico with Lillian—
(Shifting back again) Still—I sometimes wish there
were some kids running around this house. And Mex-
ico isn’t the same as a house—with the Country Club
just down the road—swimming, cowboy-and-Indian—
(He pauses.)

HEeLEN. (Drily) Who won this time?

James. (Briskly) I did! Take a telegram. (He paces
to up Right. HELEN gets notebook and pencil and takes
dictation as she rises and crosses to sofa) “Dear Lillian:
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Although I am pleased to have your wire and to know
that little Pamela and—" What’s that boy’s name?

HeLEN, Sonny. (Sits on sofa.)

James. “—To know that little Pamela and Sonny
think about their poor old uncle—" Take out that “old.”
Just “uncle.” (He paces to Left, dictating) ‘“‘Regard-
less, I must inform you that my summer promises to
be quite full as it is. I need not mention to you that in
the fall your little brother—” Take out that “little.”
—*“your brother has hopes of becoming the District
Attorney of Somerset County. With this in mind—"

HELEN. (Without looking up) James—you’'re not ad-
dressing a jury. A telegram costs by the word.

James. (Crossing to Right) Make it a day letter. No,
send it air-mail.

CARRIE. (Re-enters from down Left) Where will
they sleep?

James. Carrie, don’t bother me. We have a guest
room, don’t we ? Pamela can sleep there. And that boy—
(With a look at HELEN as she says the word at the same
time) Sonny—can sleep—well, let’s see—

CARrIE. In your room, maybe. In the other twin bed.

James. Carrie—I prefer to approach this whole thing
in a different manner.

Carrie. We'll put a cot up in the upstairs hall.

James. We'll do nothing of the sort!

Carrie. How long are they going to stay?

James. How long does it take to go to Mexico and
back?

Carrie. Depends on how long you want to stay in
Mexico.

James. Carrie, sometimes I think I can’t bear your
logic— Sonny’s a kind of nice little boy—he won’t mind
a little inconvenience.

Carrie. Well, I will! (She goes out again.)

James. (Turning to HELEN) To tell the truth—I
don’t even remember what Sonny looks like!

HeLEN. James—I sometimes think if you're elected
District Attorney, this County is going to be overrun
with gangsters.
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James. (Outraged) Helen—that’s a terrible thing to
say! Why, I'm the best lawyer this side of the Missis-
sippi! And you know it!

HEeLEN. (Smiling) Are they coming or aren’t they ?

James. I've just been thinking—you know, it might
be pleasant to have a flock of kids all over the house.
Sometimes it almost makes me wish I'd married, my-
self, and—

Heren. That’s not a proposal, is it, James?

James. (Flustered, retreating from her) Now, Helen,
now—Ilet’s not make this personal, you know. I mean—
let’s keep this abstract. Time—

HEeLEN., —Heals all wounds. I know.

James. (Walking away from her to Right) You fin-
ish the letter, Helen. You know what to say— The
answer is #no. Make Lillian understand—

HEeLEN. (Crossing to desk; placing paper in type-
writer) T’ll finish the letter, but I’'m not sure she’ll un-
derstand.

(Looks up as JAMES goes to select books from cases
Right, until he has an armful.)

James. Now these are the books T have to read this
summer. (Places them on top of radio) With court not
in session, it’s a good chance. And then there’s that
Country-Club Presidency to think about—

HELEN. James— (She stands up.)

James. (Turning—surprised) What?

HeLeN. James—I think you should let those children
come.

JaMmEs. (Surprised) You what?

HEeLEN. Yes, I do. You're becoming a regular fuss-
budget—with every little minute laid out, your whole
life so regulated and planned that you’re going to end
up a frustrated old man—

James. (Amazed and chagrined, going toward her)
Helen—is that the way to—7?

HEeLEN. (Upset) No, it’s not the way to talk to my
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employer. But you're more than my employer. You
told me you loved me—

James. I do—I mean—

Heren. I'd rather see a bomb dropped into your
careful little life than anything I know! So I won’t
write your letter! And T won’t stand around any more
and watch you becoming a fidgety old man! (Goes
toward hall as CARRIE enters carrying a bowl of string-
beans, from down Left, and stands listening) And 1
want to warn you, Mister James Clark, Attorney-at-
Law, that T don’t intend to waste my whole life waiting
until you're so old you can’t wobble up the church-
aisle! (She goes up Left into hall.)

(JaMEes stands staring at her, amazed. Then she goes
outside and the front door SLAMS. JAMES leaps.
CARRIE has a blank look.)

Carrie. (Sofily) Bravo!

James. (Turning to CarriE) What did you say?

CArrie. (Unconcernedly) 1 said—bravo. Good for
her! You’ve had that coming for a long time.

(The DOORBELL buzzes. CARRIE sets bowl on desk
and goes into hall. She opens front door and ToNy,
the expressman, stands there, a rather large box
beside him. ToNY is a litile man in his late thirties
with an acid tongue and a perpetually surprised
expression. He hands the delivery-pad to CARRIE.
JAMES slumps to sofa, staring ahead, morose, be-
wildered.)

Tonvy. That young woman almost knocked me down.
The package is insured, but I aint.

CARRIE. Bring it inside. (Signs delivery slip.)

Tonv. (Lifts box and brings it in and places it on
floor at Center) What’s a matter—little fight in here?

CARRIE. (In hall) Never mind.

Tony. Okay, Miss! Don’t bite my head off. T wasn’t
in it. (CARRIE steps into room) People always fightin’,
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Saw a beaut this mornin’. Woman hit her husband

with an umbrella. He wanted me to be a witness. I said,

“Listen, Mister—I just deliver things. I aint a um-

pire.” (Looks back at James) Cheer up, Mister—any-

‘vivay, )she didn’t use a umbrella. (Goes into hall and out
oor.

JamEes. What is all this? T don’t like it. Helen knows
I don’t like personal disturbances of this nature.
(Paces) Tt doesn’t help my digestion, either. And right
now, when I should be concentrating on the Country
Club election— (Stops; looks at CARRIE, who is exam-
ining box) —Did you hear what she said to me? Is that
what people think of me?

Carrie. Not people. Just us. Helen and me— We
know you.

James. What is that thing doing cluttering up my
study?

Carrit. I don’t know, Mr. Clark. It’s addressed to
you. (Reads label) From the Ajax Athletic Corpora-
tion.

James. (Embarrassed, his manner changes) Oh—
Oh, well, Carrie—you go on and do whatever it is you
do in the mornings—

CARRIE. (Her interest peaked now, folds her arms,
waiting) I wasn’t doing anything.

JaMmEs. (Accusingly) Yes, you were. You were shell-
ing beans or stringing peas or something. Go on—

CarriE, When was the last time you saw these rela-
tives of yours, Mr. Clark?

James. Can’t you keep your mind on one subject at
a time? T don’t remember— Let’s see—

CarriE. When Hoover was President?

James. How do I know who was President?

CARrRIE. What I’'m getting at is—these kids might be
ready for marriage. Had that ever occurred to you?

James. (Struck) Little Pamela. And—and Sonny.
No, no, I tell you they’re just— (Again his hands fly
through the air) just—you know, children.

CarriE. Well, if they are, what are we going to do
about food around here?
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James. Carrie—you’re bothering me. You're worse
than Helen. Food? What do we usually do with food?
We eat it.

Carrie, I do. You don’t— (Picks up bowl) Ever
since you discovered your waistline wasn’t a girlish
twenty-nine, you've been starving yourself on jello and
salads. Those kids—

Jamzes. (Who has stood enough—pointing dramatic-
ally) Carrie—go to the kitchen!—And those kids—
those kids aren’t coming. I've sent a wire or day letter
—or something—

CARRIE. (As she starts for down Left door) You'd
think it was the Dark Ages. I am not a slave. (Turns
at door) You, Mr. James Clark—remember what Helen
said! (Goes out quickly.)

(JaMmes stands glaring ofter her a moment, then he
goes to box and rips it open. What he discovers is
an electric reducing machine. He is momentarily
delighted and he tries to figure out how it works.
While he is so engrossed, a CAR is heard approach-
ing outside. Then a DOOR slams. And almost im-
mediately a tremendous commotion is set up: dog
BARKS, loud VOICES, SQUEALS of delight,
GROANS, wvoices, more door-slamming, a HORN
blowing. JAMES dashes to the windows Left Center
rear and looks out. Then slowly his hand goes to
his head. He turns and dashes to the down Left
door, calling.)

James. Carrie! Carrie!

CARRIE. (Appearing, drying her hands on apron)
Don’t tell me all that racket comes from that little box—
(Points to reducing machine.)

JamEs. (In a hushed, awed, frightened woice) Car-
rie—something horrible’s gone wrong.

(The NOISE continues behind this.)
CARRIE. (4s she goes to window to look out) All we
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need for a circus is some music— (As if in answer to
her command, the sound of a SAXOPHONE is heard
outside, very loud, playing a march. CARRIE shrugs)
Okay—we got a circus.

(NotE: If the actor playing SoNNY is unable to pla
the saxophomne, he can learn to play some simple
tune or the scales and repeat these whenever saxo-
phone-playing is required in the action. In some
ways, this would be even more amusing because,
as PAMELA explains, “He's just learning to play.”
It is not necessary for the actor to play the saxo-
phone.)

(The front door BUZZER sounds. CARRIE goes to
hall.)

JaMEs. (As he crosses to Right) No. No! They
wouldn't do this to me—

(Mgs, LiLLIAN YOUNG enters from hall. She is JAMES’
sister —a flighty, slightly over-dressed, gushy
woman: with a sweet, sweet manner. She rushes
over to JAMES at Right.)

LiLLiAN, Jimmie! Jimmie darling! Oh, my, I feel
just like weeping. It’s been so long since I saw my dear
little brother— Jimmie—you look sick.

JamEes. Who's making that noise?

Lirrian. Noise? I don't hear a thing. (JAMES stares
at her, pop-eyed, because the racket has, if anything,
grown in volume) Oh, Jimmie, you'll get used to that.
He’s learning to play the saxopﬁrone this summer.

James. Lillian—you didn’t say when you were ar-
riving—

(During this Mr. CLIFFORD YOUNG, LILLIAN’S hus-
band, has appeared in hall. He is leanming in en-
trance-way now, surveying the room. A man in his
early forties, he has a constantly weary, benign,
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overcome expression, and o soft voice; long ago he
has learned the uselessness of revolt.)

LiLiaN, (To James) We wanted to surprise you.
CriFrorp. And ] was afraid you’d change your mind.
James. Change my—? I hadn’t even made up my—

(Before he can finish, SONNY YOUNG appears in hall,
playing his sazxophone. CLIFFORD moves to up Cen-
ter. SONNY is nearly seventeen—dressed accord-
ingly, but always a little more so than is necessary:
brightly, flashily. His frank and friendly face gives
Little clue to his inventive nature. He moves fast
and with enough enthusiasm to weary anyone past
the age of twenty-one. He finishes the tune with a
high flourish and then stands beaming, waiting for
compliments.)

James. (In a little voice) Who's that?

Litrian. Why, Jimmie—I'm ashamed of you. Not
knowing your own little nephew—

Jawmes. (Pointing) That’s not— Don’t tell me that’s—

SoNNY. (Going to JaMEs) Sonny, Uncle Jim. You’ve
got a nice layout here. With a few little changes, we
can pep it up and make quite a place for you. (He is
pumping JAMES' limp hand) You haven’t got much of
a grip, Uncle Jim. What’s the matter—law practice get
you down? (Taps JAMES’ midsection) You ought to do
somethirig about that paunch, Unc. (JAMES quickly
pulls coat over stomach and buttons it, looking injured)
Tells in your whole outlook. What musical instrument

do you play?

(Before JAMES can answer these machine-gun ques-
tions, PAMELA appears in hall and stands on step,
surveying the room. She is trying on moods to see
how they fit. At the moment PAMELA, who is really
an attractive, high-spirited young lady of seventeen
and a half, has decided her heart is broken and she
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acts accordingly—in a languorous, limp way, eye-
lids half closed, head back, hand on hip. )

James, (Bluntly) What's the matter with her?
(PAMELA stares at him, hard.)

SoNNY. (Crossing to radio at Right) She’s in love,
Unc. (Puts saxophone on top of books on radio.)

James. Who is she?

LiLLiaN. Pam, darling, come down here and meet
your Uncle Jimmie. (To JamEs) Everyone loves Pam.

James. (Displeased) 1 can tell.

LiLLiaN. (As she goes toward her daughter) Pam—
come here, dear, and look at your Uncle Jimmie.

PaMeLA. (Languorously, distastefully) 1 can see
enough from here.

CLIFFORD. (Stepping forward) Jim, I think we owe
you an apology—

LILLIAN. (Turning to glare at CriFrorp) Clifford!
(He shrugs and sits in up Left chair) 1 don’t know
what on earth you could mean—

; dCARRIE. (Crossing to behind desk and watching)

o.

LiLLiaN, (Quickly to James) They’ve been so eager
to see their Uncle Jimmie again. Sonny kept saying,
“He was such a regular fellow.”

SoNNY. (Disgusted) Mother—the last time I saw
Uncle Jim, I was exactly three years old. He kept
pinching me—

LiLLiaN. Sonfiy!

Sonny. They just figured they needed a vacation
from us, Uncle Jim—and I kind of believe they’re right.

LiLLIAN. (To change subject) James—you haven’t
changed a bit. I'd hoped you’d be more gracious now
that you’re such an important lawyer. You haven't even
asked us to sit down.

James. (Barking) Sit down!

LiLLIAN. (Surprised, sits on sofa) 1 could almost
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cry—after all this thinking about you and worrying
about you—

JaMEs. (Contrite, sits beside her—he is always baf-
fled by women and especially women’s tears) Now, Lil,
listen—I didn’t mean anything, in particular. I simply
thought you’d be more comfortable sitting down—

SoNNY. You see, Unc—Mother and Dad think if
they get away from us for a while, they’ll be able to
appreciate us more. It’s very sound psychology. 1 agree.

PamreLa. Has any mail arrived for me yet?

LiLriaN. Sonny—you make everything sound so—
horrible.

Crirrorp, He’s right.

Lirrian. (Turning) Clifford!

CLIFFORD, (Subsiding again) Sorry.

PameLA. No one has answered my question.

Sonny. (To James) Pam’s mooning about some boys
in New York. She thinks all her nice girl friends will
take her nice boy friends away from her this summer
—and she’s probably right.

James. (To SoNNy) Is anyone ever wrong?

Son~y. What?

JamEs. (Rising to face Sonny) I want to know if
anyone is ever wrong? Every time you report on what
somebody thinks or says, you add, “They’re right—"
or “I agree.” Is anyone ever wrong?

SoNNy. Yes.

James. Who?

SoNNY. You are, if you think you can start bullying
me around !

(A pause. JAMES, defeated, turns away with @ baf-
fled shrug.)

Lirian. (Taking command) Sonny, Pan—hadn’t
you better start unpacking the car?

SoNNy. Want to help, Unc? (JaMEs glares at him.
SONNY, seeing the fire in JAMES eyes, starts to hall. As
he reaches PAMELA, he pauses, brings his hands to his
chest in @ mock tragic manner and sings:) “1 wonder
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who’s kissing him now. I wonder who’s buying the
cokes—"

(PAMELA loses her attitude, her fists clench; she makes
a dive for her brother, who dashes out front door.)

PamELA. You shut up or I'll wring your neck! (This
is such a dramatic change in PAMELA’S attitude that
JAMES stares, goggle-eyed. PAMELA bolts after SONNY.
The front door slams—hard!) Some day I won’t be
responsible— (She goes out front door; it slams
again!)

LiLLiaN. (To James) You'll love them, Jimmie—

JamEs. (Weakly) T'm sure of it. (Then making up
his mind) Now you look here, Lillian—

(But before he can continue, SONNY reappears at door,
loaded down with luggage, golf clubs, and as much
paraphernalia as he can manage in one irip.)

Sonny. Where do I park these, Unc?

James. (Absently) First door on the left upstairs—
(Then he catches lumself) No! No! You can take those
things right back— (But SoNnNvy has already disap-
peared upstairs. JAMES cries out in a burst of rebellion)
But that’s my room!

(Now PAMELA appears in the door, similarly loaded
down—tennis racquets, luggage, hat-boxes, etc. )

Litrian. Take it up the stairs, Pam darling.

PaMELA. There’s a lot more. (She goes up the stairs)
The dog can sleep with me.

James. Dog? Does she have a— (The dog BARKS—
outside front door. JAMES turns weakly to CARRIE)
Carrie—you’d better see that they stow those things
in the right rooms. I want to be able to get to my bed
tonight.

CARRIE. (Going to hall) Remember what I said about
the food, Mr. Clark, After all this exercise—
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SonNy. (Comes down stairs and meets her at hall
door; overhears this last sentence ) Did someone say
food? I could eat a team of horses, wagon and all.

CARRIE. See? (She disappears upstairs.)

SoNNY. (Starts outside) There’s more. I think we
better use the French doors—more rooni. (He goes.)

James. (To LILLIAN ) Listen to me, Lillian. Right
this minate I’'m waiting for word. There’s a meeting
this afternoon to nominate the two men who are going
to run for the presidency of my Country Club.

LILLIAN. Isn’t that nice, Jimmie? I hope you win.

James. You don’t understand. If I'm nominated, that
means I have to do some very clever campaigning. That
Country Club election means more to me—

Sonwny. (Loaded as before, stands at French doors
Right) Did you say Country Club, Unc? Do you play
golf ? T'll beat the socks off you! (Crosses to hall and
disappears up the stairs.)

James. (His hand through his hair, through tight
teeth) Lillian—what I'm trying to say is that it's more
than a Country Club election. You see, if I'm elected, it
will mean every member of the Club will support me
for the District Attorney’s office in the fall. (Beginning
to make a speech again—at C enter) 1 don’t mean to
boast, but I might say, with due modesty—

PaMeLA. (Now reappears coming down stairs. She
stands in the hall archway) How far are we from town
out in this no-man’s land, Uncle Jimmie?

James. Two miles. And this is hardly no-man’s land!

PameLA. Where’s the swimming pool?

James. At the Club. Less than a mile away.

PaMELA. A mile?! And no subways! (Turps to go.)

SonNY. (Reappears and goes out for still another
load, singing as he_passes his sister) “I wonder who's
kissing him now—T wonder who’s showing him how—"

(PAMELA throws her head in the air and follows SONNY
out front door.)

James. That election means a great deal to me, Lil-
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lian. And I'm of the opinion—I might even say the
sincere and heartfelt opinion—that these kids aren’t
going to be any genuine help—

LirLian. Oh, Jimmie—you don’t know them. They’ll
help in every way imaginable. (Turns to CLIFFORD)
Clifford—are you ready ? We have a long drive in front
of us, Jimmie—

CriFrorp. Oh, we'll make good time now. The car’s
a lot lighter.

(SonNyY appears in French doors again with still an-
other large load. This time a portable radio is in
full view, very large and conspicuous. He starts
for hall, as CARRIE comes down stairs.)

SoNNy. Pam’s bringing the records. (Sefs radio
down by fireplace) —Say, Unc, what I want to know
is: are there any interesting people around here?
Pam’s mooning around but I'm fancy-free and ready
for love.

(CARRIE stands in hall.)

JamEes. What?

Sonny. (Explaining, trying to be patient) Love. You
know—hubba-hubba. The smoocheroola. Slick chicks
passing the honey to me, baby— Holy Jeepers—don’t
tell me you never heard of love out here!

Carrie. Mr. Clark thought you’d be interested in
cowboys and Indians.

SonNy. I'm not interested in cowboys but an Indian
might take my fancy—if she’s pretty enough. (Con-
tinues to hall.)

CLIFFORD. (Stops him. Rises) Hey—that’s mine!
(Goes to SOoNNY and disentangles a suitcase.)

SONNY. Sorry, Pop. They —ouldn’t fit me anyway.
(Goes off and up stairs.)

(CL1FFORD, with suitcase, stands waiting, as LILLIAN
prepares to take her leave.)
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JamEs. Lillian! Lillian—you can’t go. You can’t
leave me—at the mercy of these-——these—these— (He
can’t find the word.) -

CLIFFORD. (Going to JAMEs and taking his hand) 1
know just what you mean.

Liirian. Clifford! What a thing to say about your
own children!

(PAMELA appears again at French doors with another
lo

James. (Hand to head) Where's all that stuff coming
from?

Carrie. That's not the question. You should see
where it’s going. (JAMES stares at her) The upstairs
is beginning to look like a high school gymnasium.

(PAMELA crosses to up Left during following)

CLIFFORD. It’s all coming from the car, Jim. You see,
T drove and Lillian sat next to me. Pamela sat on the
other side of her, with the radio and typewriter in be-
tween—Sonny curled up on top of everything in the
back seat with his head near the ceiling. He complained
every time we hit a bump.

PaMELA. Uncle Jimmie—we can’t sit around this
library all summer, you know. What do you have
planned for us?

Lirrian. Now, Pam—your uncle will be very busy
and he’ll need peace and quiet so he can work. T ex-
pect you and Sonny to behave exactly as if your mother
and father were here.

CLiFForD. Not exactly, Pam— Have a heart.

LiLrian. Clifford! T'll speak to you later!

Crirrorp. I’ll keep quiet, Lillian.—If only you won’t
“speak to me” all the way to Mexico and back. (Turns
to James) When your sister gets started, Jim—I side-
swipe other cars.

PaMELA. (Going into hall and upstairs) T've got a
feeling this is going to be a morgue all summer.
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JaMes. I've got a feeling she’s right.

LiLLIAN. (Going to hall and singing out) Children,
children—come down now and kiss us goodbye. We're
leaving.

James. (Crosses to face LILLIAN) What did I ever
do to you? What did I ever do to deserve—

(The TELEPHONE rings on desk. CARRIE answers.)

Carrit. Hello! James Clark’s residence— I beg your
pardon?

LiLLiaN. (To James) You'll thank me for this some
day. Why, just looking at this room, I can tell you’re
becoming an old bachelor—

Carrik. (Loud) 1 can’t hear a word.

LiLLiaN. I said he was becoming a staid, stiff old
bachelor.

CarriE. I agree with you. But I can’t hear what this
man’s saying to me on the telephone.

LirLian. Oh, I thought you said—

Crrrrorp. Lillian—never mind.

CARRIE. (Into telephone) Hello? What? A call to
where? (Looks up) Did you place a call to New York,
Mr. Clark?

James. New York? No, I—

PamELA. (Tearing down stairs and into room) That's
mine, that’s mine! (Catches herself and becomes again
the languorous lady with the drooping lids) Oh, T do
believe that’s my call—if you don’t mind.

CARRIE. (Handing her the telephone) Well, it’s not
mine. Some man keeps saying, “Is that you, my darling
lonesome droolsome?”

PaMmELA. (Archly—into phone) Hello?—Oh, ves,
Jeffrey. Yes, this is—she— Well, you see, there was
some confusion. I placed the call from the upstairs
phone and the maid didn’'t know it—

CARRIE. (As she comes down Left) Maid? I'm a
housekeeper !

(SoNNY enters in hall from upstairs and stands near
PAMELA.)
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PamEeLA. (Ignoring this) 1 was just—you know—
wondering— You see, there’s a big party here—and
some nice boy keeps plucking at my arm— (In another
voice—to impress JEFFREY. SONNY plucks her arm after
he looks around, mockingly, and sees that he is the
only “nice boy” around her) Jimmie, will you stop?

JaMmEes. Me? Me? What did I do?

SoNNy. Shh—Ilisten and learn something, Unc. (He
gets his face pretty close to the telephone, an expression
of sublime mockery on it.)

Pamera, Yes—a big party. A kind of welcome, I
guess— (Glances at James) Oh, him—well, for one
thing, he’s awfully young—;for an uncle. And kind of
handsome. And he knows all sorts of really adult men
to introduce me to. Really handsome adult men, sophis-
ticated—

JamEes. Hah!

CarriE. (To JaMES) You may as well enjoy this, Mr.
Clark—you’re paying for it.

JamEs. Paying ?! Say—

PaMEeLA. (Inio telephone) 1 tell you it’s a party. I
can hardly understand a word you're saying, Jeffrey.

SoNNY. (Bursting imto song—to give the party-
effect) “How are things in Glocca-Morra?” (Dashes to
Right and gets his saxophone from radio and starts
playing very softly—background music—as he returns
to desk.)

Pamera. Oh, it’s grand—Ilisten, will you? (Sonnvy,
obliging, toots very loud. PAMELA gives a false little
laugh) There!—Well, I just wanted you to know I'm
having a good time—with men and boys all over the
place. And so attentive. (Her wvoice changing) And
what are you doing, Jeffrey? (Listens) With who—?
(Suddenly getting very angry) With her? Jeffrey
Campbell—do you mean to stand there and tell me
you're taking some other girl to the theatre? (SonNY
plays a sad, sour note on saxophone) Well, all T can
say is—you’re about the most fickle, untrue, deceitful
and contemptible person I've ever heard of and I just
hope I never see you again as long as I live on this foul
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and contemptible earth! Goodbye! (But she doesw’t
hang up; she waits. Then her eyes widen. Then she
replaces telephone and_her woice rises in a terrible
screech) He hung up! He hung up on me! (Picks up
telephone, really engry, with tears) Operator, Operator
—get me that number in New York again!

James. (Also something of a wail) No! (Crosses to
telephone and places hand on hook) No! Now you lis-
ten to me, young lady—

PaMELA. (Turning on James) Oh, you—you grouchy
old man! You mean, stingy, contemptible— (Starts for
LILLIAN, kisses her once) Now I hope you see what
you're doing to your daughter—ruining her whole life!
(Crosses to CLIFFORD to kiss him) And you stand
around and let her! (Facing them all—tragically) My
whole life is going to pot! (Spelling it to make sure
they get it) P-o-t—pot! Buried here in this wilderness
in the absolutely most important summer of my whole
life. You're all against me. T'll end up an old maid sit-
ting around knitting sweaters for Sonny’s little girl!
(With this, she bolts out of the room and into hall and
upstairs.)

Sonwv. (Following her to hall arch) What little girl?
Pam—you’re years and years ahead of yourself. (Turns
to room—throwing up hands and shrugging) Now see
what you’ve done? I've got a family already.

(Outside the front door a DOG begins to howl—long,
mournful, loud. JAMES, who has crossed to hall to
stare abstractedly up the stairs after PAMELA, turns
to face room.)

Jawmes. Do you hear that?

LiiLiaN. (Innocently) What?

James .(Who has had enough) “What?”!! That—
that—that animal!

SONNY. (As he sits behind desk and places his feet
on it) Oh, that's Silas Marner. Pam’s dog. He always
does that when Pam cries. Intuition.

LiLLiaN. (A4 long, embarrassed pause. Finally Lir-
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LIAN clears her throat and speaks n a high, social-tea
voice, trying to brush off the situation. Lightly) Well,
off to Mexico! Off we go. (Crosses to JAMES, who is
upset and puzzled in hall) T can’t begin to tell you how
much the children appreciate your kindness, Jimmie,
(Kisses him, ignoring his trance-like attitude) Clifford
and I will write you and if anything should happen—
though I can’t imagine what it could be—Sonny knows
where we'll be staying every night. (Crosses to SONNY)
Goodbye, my little boy. You be nice now.

SoNNY. Like Pam, you mean?

LiLLIAN. (Kissing ham) And take good care of your
sister.

SoNNy. Mother—sister can handle herself.

Liriaw. Clifford.

James. (Coming out of it) Did—did—did you hear
what she said? (Then louder as he grows angry and
steps into room) Did you hear what she called me?

Sonnvy. I did, Unc. (JaMmEs glares at him) She said
you were young and handsome. Remember?

James. She did not! She said I was a grouchy, stingy
old man.

Sonnv. Also contemptible.

CLiFFoRD, (Shaking James’ limp hand sadly) You
have all my condolences, Jim. (Goes fo SoNNY) You
mind your uncle. And #not the way you mind me.
(Shakes his hand and goes into hall, with a little smile
ot CARRIE.)

LicLian. (To James) Don’t pay any attention to
Cliff—he always tries to be so funny. (Kisses JAMES
on cheek) Be good to my dear little children, will you?
I—I almost feel like crying—

James. So do 1.

Lurian. But T shan’t!

Sonnvy, Just before we got here, you told Pop you
felt like singing. You said you’d feel like a free woman,
And he said he wished he could feel like a free man.

(CLIFFORD goes out front door quickly.)
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LiLLiAN. (Ominously) I'll speak to your father. (She
marches into hall and out front door.)

(There is a lengthy pause.)

Jawmes. (Crossing wearily to sofa) I've decided I'm
a weak man.

Carrie. You don’t eat enough.

SoNNY. (Rises and wanders around room; looks at
trophies over fireplace) Did you win these, Unc?

James. (Wearily as he sits on sofa) Yes.

Sonny. I can hardly believe it.

James. Carrie—

Carrik. (Stepping down) Yes, Mr. Clark?

James. We'll have a very small lunch. My stomach
has that ulcer-feeling again.

Sonny. Carrie—

CARRIE. (Who has started to go into living room
down Left) Yes?

Sonwvy. I could eat about half a dozen hamburgers—

CARRIE. (As she leaves) Who couldn’t?

SoNNY. (Inspecting reducing contraption) This
yours, Unc?

James. (Going to books om top of radio, regards
them sadly, wistfully) 1 guess so. (Picks up book) This
was going to be such a quiet summer.

Sonny. How much’d it set you back?

James. Thirty-three dollars and seventy-two cents.

SonNY. You were robbed. (He has fitted himself into
machine—or has placed reducing strap around him, de-
pending on type of machine used) What you need’s a
little exercise—and maybe a few rolls on your stom-
ach. (Crosses to Left in front of desk) Want me to
show you?

James. No, thanks,

Sonwny. Oh, don't be such a goop. Now watch— (He
gets down on floor, lying on his stomach; with his hands
he grabs his ankles and starts to rock back and forth
on his stomach) I knew a woman once lost seventeen
pounds this way. Why don’t you try it?
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JAaMEs. Some other time—maybe. (Crosses to Center
to watch, fascinated.)
Sonnv. It’s kinda fun.

(At this point HELEN enters through French doors.
With her is LESLIE GARDNER, a man about JAMES’
age, wearing golf clothes; he is a ruddy, rugged-
looking man with o sly way of speaking. HELEN
stops up Right, LESLIE beside her.)

Jawmes. Are you sure that will take off weight?
LesLie. Oh, sure. Nothing better if you have a
paunch. (Slaps stomach) Not that I do.

(SoNNY continues to rock, but JAMES, embarrassed,
whirls around to face LEsLIE and HELEN, LESLIE
wears a wmocking smile; he has, throughout, a
rather irritating, superior attitude.)

Jawmes. (To HeELEN) So you came back.

HEeLEN. (As she crosses toward Center, pointing to
SoNNY, who is still rocking happily) Did he come in
that box?

James, That’s my nephew. Sonny—Sonny, this is
Miss Russell, my—uh—my secretary. And that other
unpleasant-looking creature is Leslie Gardner, who
thinks he can teach golf.

Lestie. Now is that any way to talk to an old friend?
And you a politician. (Crosses to up Left chair.)

Sonny. Hello! (He lets go one ankle and as a result
his chin hits the floor rather hard) Ouch! (Stands up.)

HeLeN. James—you must be nice to Leslie today.

LesLiE. (Sinking into wp Left chair) For a change.

HEeLEN, Because he brings you big news. That’s why
I got over my mad. I ran into Leslie—

LesLie. You were looking for me at the Club. Don’t
deny it.

HEerLeN. T was not!

Lesvie. Of course you were. (To Jamrs) You better
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watch your step, James. I'll take her right away from
you. I've wanted to for some time now.

Sonny. (Who has wandered up to look more closely
at Lestie) Be careful what you say to him. That’s my
uncle.

Lesrie. That’s your hard luck, kid.

Sonny. Yeah? Well, everybody might as well know
right now. I intend to stand up for him and help him
in whatever he says. From now on I’'m his right hand—
even if I do think he’s a dope.

James. (With o false smile) Thanks. (Then to
HEereEN) So you were looking for him, were you?

HereN. Yes, I was. But only because I wanted to
find out what the Nominating Committee had done.
And—

JamEes. (Immediately excited) Nominating Commit-
tee! Oh, Lord, I almost forgot! I've been so—these
kids have—all this has— (Stops; looks at LESLIE chal-
lengingly) Well—what?

LEesLie. Against my better judgment and against my
personal vote—they nominated you.

JamEes. (Pleased) They did?

LEsiie. (Meaningfully) You and Mr, Henry Mor-
gan,

JamEes. (His cheer foding) Oh!

HELEN, Yes—I should think—oh! Now you will
have a fight on your hands.

JaMEs. (Sinking to chair behind desk) T'm licked.

Soxwy. (Striking him resounding across the back)
Never say die, Unc! (JamEes winces) I don’t get all
this yet, but you're never licked until you say Uncle.

JamMEs. (In a little voice) Uncle.

SoNNY. (Turning to HELEN) Are you the girl
friend?

HEerLeN. You heard him, I'm his secretary.

SoNnNy. Yeah—that’s what he said. But T've always
found you can’t trust a man in love. He'll say anything.
(Crosses to HELEN, who backs up o step) Who is this
Henry Morgan? Sounds like a pirate to me.

Heren. He is a pirate. He owns everything worth
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owning in town, including the newspaper. And he’s
been running the Country Club for years.

Lrescie. And he doesn’t like— (Points to JAMES.
Rises) Well, I have done my job. You have my mess-
age. (Looks at watch) And T have a pupil coming in
fifteen minutes—a golf pupil. Blonde. (Swiles at
HEeLEN) Any time you want to take up the game, Helen,
let me know. I guarantee satisfaction. And fun, too.
Especially when T teach you how to hold your club.
(Looks once at JAMES and crosses to hall) So-long,
Blackstone! Wait till you see the campaign Morgan
pulls. He wants to be President of that club more than
he wants more money—and that’s plenty! (With a flip
wave of his hand, he exits front door.)

SONNY. (Staring after him) Unc—I’ve got a feeling
that guy doesn’t like you.

HELEN. James—aren’t you excited? You always said
winning the Club Presidency would be the first step to
the District Attorney’s office.

James. T know. But it looks like T'll miss that step.

HevLen, (Sitting angrily on sofa) Oh, you make me
tired. With that attitude you’re beaten before you start.

Sonny. (Crossing fo HELEN) 1 like you.

Herewn, Well, thank you.

SoNNY. I'm very frank. (Sits beside her) Don’t you
think women like men that way—instead of all that
(Points to JaMEs) weazel-guff?

(JeaNIiE DAY, o pert sixteen but o trifle shy at first,
enters through French doors and comes down
Right during following.)

HEeLeN. Sonny—T think you’re going to be very good
for your uncle’s morale.

James. Hah!

SoNNY. Good for it? I’m going to cure it. And the
first thing on my program is to get him elected— (His
hand is in the air—he sees JEANIE for first time. He
stops talking, staring.)

Jeanie. Hello, there!
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Sonnv. (Rising) Well—helloooo! (Smiling, he steps
toward her.)

HEeLEN. (Rising) Oh, hello, Jeanie— Sonny, this is
Jeanie Day. T asked her to drop around to meet you and
your sister. By the way, where is your sister?

SonnNy. Pam’s upstairs crying.

HrerLen. (Looking at James, who throws up his
hands) Crying? (She crosses to Left of Center.)

SonnNy. Sure! She does it all the time. (To JEANIE)
All girls do, they say. But I'll bet you're not the type,
are you, Jeanie? I can tell by just looking at you. You
know, this begins to look like a very interesting sum-
mer.

JeaNiE. Mister—you’ve got a line.

SonNy. I'm from New York.

Jeanie. Oh, the boys around here all have lines, too.

SonNy. You're not going steady or anything, are
you, Jeanie?

Jeanie. No. Not now.

SonNNY. Where do you live?

Jeanie. I'm in the summer camp up the road. There
are one hundred and twelve of us.

Sonny. (Very pleased—taking it big) One hundred
and twelve girls—all in one place ? And here I was won-
dering where they hid the chickadees in this part of the
woods! (Turns and crosses to James) —May 1 borrow
your car?

James. (Rising) I'm afraid—that is, my car—well,
there’s something wrong with it.

SonNy. Oh, that’s all right. I'll fix it! (Goes to take
JeaNiE's hand) Come on, Jeanie—I'll fix it up and
then we’ll take a spin down to this haven of playmates
and meet the girls. (He is taking her to hall) Do they
all look like you—TI hope? (Does a little hop in his step)
Whee—I knew it couldn’t all be as bad as it looked.

James. Wait— Now listen, Sonny-—you—are you
sure you know how to repair a car?

Sonnvy. Relax, Unc. I can fix anything! Let me be
useful around here.

James. Well, that would be an advantage.
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SonnY. (To JEANIE as he leads her into hall and out
front door) You may as well know now, Jeanie, I'm
completely and utterly unattached this summer. I just
broke it off with three girls. You see, they got too pos-
sessi\ﬁe. And also—they had birthdays coming this
month—

(JEANIE and SOoNNY are off. HELEN looks at JAMES,
who is staring after them.)

JamEs. (Worried) Aren’t they—don’t they seem

young to you
1dI-IELEN. (With a light laugh) James—you are getting
old.

James. T feel about a hundred and eighty right this
minute. (Appealing) Helen—what have I let myself
in for?

Herewn, I hold to my original contention: it’ll be
good for you!

James. Helen—stick by me.

HereN. Good ole Helen! (Crosses to desk and picks
up telephone book) Sure— I think we ought to give the
kids a party, get them acquainted. I'll make some tele-
phone calls.

James. They would have to nominate Morgan ! That
was probably Leslie Gardner’s doings.

HreLeN. Now don’t start attacking Leslie.

James. Oh, T know how you feel about him.

Heeen. I didn’t say anything about—

James. You made that clear. Even that child caught
it. Well, why don’t you go play golf with him? (He
is pacing—getting himself worked up) Go on—go play
golf. And let him hold your hand. And teach you how
to swing the clubs and yell “Fore.” I can do that.
(Loud) Fore! There. (Louder) Fore!

HEeLEN. James, what’s come over you?

Carrie. (Enters from living room) Did you want
me?

James. You get out of here!
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CARRIE. (Jumping and turning) 1 thought I heard
someone yelling—

JamEs. (At her retreating back—loud) Fore!

CARRIE. (Twurns) Don't you start calling me names!
(She exits.)

HEeLEN. James—control yourself. This is only the
beginning.

(There is a KNOCK at the front door. CARRIE sticks
her head in, unsure whether she should answer it.)

James. (Loud) I told you to get out of here! I'll go!
(Crosses to hall and opens door.)

(HELEN sits at desk and jots down telephone numbers.
VOICES can be heard.)

Mzr. MorcaN. (Off) Good morning, James. (He ap-
pears) Practising your golf, were you?

(MR. MoRGAN is a portly, hearty man—a pillar of the
community and aware of it. He tries to be friendly
and this resulis in a certain type of almost-insincere
glad-handing which, after a while, could be annoy-
ing. He is followed by HARRIET MORGAN, his
daughter, age seventeen. HARRIET is a tall, willowy
girl, conscious of her wealth and her charm. Under
different circumstances, she could have been a
rather appealing girl; but her position and her
father’s attitudes have turned her into something
of a snob.)

HArrIET. We could hear you all the way from the
road, Mr. Clark.

James. I—I had a little trouble with my—with my
throat. A frog caught in it.

MoraGaN. (Coming down into room) Sounded more
like a hippopotamus. (He likes his little joke and roars
at it. HELEN rises and turns) —Not bad, that. Good
joke, eh? Hippopotamus!
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(Goes off into another roar of laughter until FIARRIET
steps from hall and stops him. )

Hagrrier. Daddy!

Morgaxn. Eh? Oh, sorry. Well, it was funny. No
sense of humor—that’s what’s the matter with every-
one. (JaMEs crosses to Center and waits; he gestures
to the sofa for MR. MorGAN) —Thanks, James. (Sits.)

James. You know my—my secretary, don’t you, Mr.
Morgan?

MoRGAN. Certainly do. How do you do, Miss Rus-
sell? Very pretty. How do you manage to look so
pretty all the time? You know my daughter, Harriet—

(There is a general exchange of “How-do-you-do’s”
while HARRIET wanders to up Right, looking over
the room, and JAMEs stands waiting to see what
this is all about.)

james. Would you like some—some lemofiade, Mr.
Morgan? Hot day and—

MorgaN. No, no, no. No time for that. (Turns)
Harriet—where’s Bill?

Harrier. He stopped to watch the garageman repair
Mr. Clark’s car. (Looking out French doors) Here he
comes. (Calls out) Bill.

Morcan. That young man can’t keep his mind on one
thing at a time. Like all young people today. You
wouldn’t know about that, James, but believe me, [ do.

HEeLEN. James is learning.

(BiLL HENLY enters through French doors. HARRIET
leads him down to Center for introductions. BILL
is an impressive-looking, handsome boy of eigh-
teen, with a quiet, assured manner and an easy
smile.)

HARRIET. Miss Russell—this is Bill Henly. And Mr.
Clark—RBill Henly.
James. How do you do?
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HrrLen. Hello, Bill!
Birr. Hullo!

(HARRIET takes his arm possessively.)

Morgan. Now—what I dropped by to see you about,
James, is simply this: I don’t mean to mince words. I
want to congratulate you on your nomination. And also
I want to tell you that—as your opponent—I'm pre-
pared to give you the battle of your life! All in good
fun, of course. All in the very best of good fun!
(Laughs jouvially, loudly.)

JamEes. (Straightening) 1 think I can safely say—I
will safely say—the same goes for me.

HEeLEN. (Listlessly) Hurrah, hurray!

(James flashes her a look.)

MorcaN. And may the best man win! (Rises and
shakes JAMES' hand heartily.)

Birr. Mr. Clark—

JamEs. Yes, Bill?

Brr. Do you have an upstairs maid?

James. Maid? Why, no, I—

Birr. Because as I came in, someone upstairs pulled
back the curtains and looked down and— (With an
abashed smile) well, she was so—so good-looking—I
just wondered.

MorGan. Good-looking? A maid good-looking?

Birr. That’s possible, Mr. Morgan.

Hagrrier. Bill! Bill Henly—what are you up to now?

BriL. I'm not up to anything. But if I should meet
a maid and she was good-looking, I’d think she was
as good as 1T am—or you are—that’s all. That’s all.

Morean. (To James) See—that’s what the world’s
coming to. (Shakes hands again) Well, I came to say
what T said and T said it.

HeLeN. (Unable to control herself) And are you
glad?

Morcan. (Roaring with loughter) Glad?—That’s

]
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ood. (To James) She’s a funny one, James. (Cross-
ing to HELEN) You ever get tired of working for him,
Miss Russell, you look me up at my newspaper office—
or at the bank. I’'m sure we could find a place for a
bright young lady like you.

HELEN. Mr. Morgan—you may be able to use your
newspaper and your bank and your tremendous influ-
ence to win the election—but my heart belongs to
Daddy. (Points to JAMES.)

MorcaN. That sounds insulting.

JamEs. She didn’t mean to be— Did you, Helen?
Mlilss Russell? (HELEN doesn’t answer) Oh, Miss Rus-
sell—

HereN. (Flatly) 1 didn’t mean to be insulting.

HARRIET. (Who has been talking to BILL in whispers
upstage) Sometimes I don’t understand you at all—
you and your ideas!

Brrr. Not now, Harriet. Not here.

SoNNY. (His clothes smeared with grease, enters at
front door. Briskly) It's your carburetor, Unc. (In
hall) Anybody got a hairpin?

James. (Astounded) Hairpin?!

SonNy. Don’t tell me you've never seen a hairpin?!

HerLeN. Here— (Removes one from hair and gives
it to him.)

SonNy. Thanks, Miss Russell. T knew I could de-
pend on you. (Turns and exits with hairpin.)

MorGaN. That's what I mean—even the repairmen
don’t know their place these days!

James. That was no repairman. It was my nephew
—and I hope he knows what he’s doing.

MorGaN. Your nephew ?

James. Yes, my niece and nephew are visiting me for
the summer. She’s upstairs. (Confidentially) And to
tell you the truth, she’s a bit upset about life today.
She’s up there crying and I—I don’t know what to do
about it.

BiLL. (Stepping down) Maybe I could do something
about it. I'd like to meet her.

James. Oh, no, no, no. She’s—well, as I said, crying



38 QUIET SUMMER ACTI

and weeping and her hair’s all down over her face
probably—

HARRIET. (Stepping down to BirL) Why do you
want to meet her? .

James. And she probably looks a wreck. She
wouldn’t want to meet—

(He turns to hallway to find PAMELA standing there.
She is in fine fettle and looks even prettier than
when we first met her. She is smiling as she lis-
tens.)

PaMeLA. Hello—

JamEes. Pamela!

PaMELA. You're always so considerate, Uncle Jim-
mie. (Goes to him and takes his arm charmingly) Isn’t
he wonderful? Now introduce me to all these very
nice— (She looks at BiLL, who smiles back) people,
won'’t you?

James. Uh—yes, of course. This is my niece, Pa-
mela—Miss Morgan, Miss Russell, Mr. Morgan—

(He skips BILL; but PAMELA hasw’t taken her eyes
from him.)

BirL. I'm Bill Henly.
PameLA. I'm Pam.
Birr. Hello!
PaMELA. Hello!

(A pause.)
HarrieT. ’m Harriet Morgan— (Steps to PAMELA)
and I say be careful.
PaMmeLA. I'm Pamela Young—and I don’t know what
you mean.

(A moment while the Two GIRLS size each other up.)

James. (Wanting to smooth it over) Oh, Miss Mor-
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gan—we're having a party for Pamela and her brother.
Perhaps you and Mr. Henly here would like to come.
On—on—

HEeLEN. Saturday.

James, That's it—on Saturday.

BiLL. (Promptly, still looking at PAMELA) I'd like
to.
HARrIET. I'm afraid I have other plans for Satur-
day. (Her voice belies her word) Sorry.

PamerA. Then perhaps Bill would enjoy coming—
alone.

Birr. Well, I—

HaArrIET. My plans are with Bill,

PaMELA. Maybe Bill has some independent plans—
now.

BiLr. Well, I—

HarrIeT. (Definitely) He has not.

PameLa. Bill—?

BiLL. No, you see—as a matter of fact—I do have a
date with Harriet.

HAgrrIET. Every Saturday—if you know what I mean,

PAMELA. (As she crosses to sit on sofa, smiling)
Some Friday, then—when you're free.

Harrier. Daddy ! Daddy, listen to that girl!

MorGAN. I hear her. (Crosses to PaMeLA) Where
do you come from, young lady?

PamEeLA. New York. Where do you come from?

MorcaN. Never mind that. All I can say is that in
this community, we respect other people’s property.

PaMELA. In New York we don’t consider a person
property.

BiLL. No, sir—I resent being called property.

Harrier. Bill!

James. Now—uh—Ilet’s just be calm about this. No
need to—

MorGAN. (Irascibly—to JamEes) You stay out of it.
She’s your niece.

James. I intend to.

PamerLa. Does everyone here take orders from Mr,
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Morgan? And Mr. Morgan’s daughter? (T BiLL) Do
they, Bill?

Brrr. Well—

PamEeLA. T'd be ashamed.

MorGAN. Now see here—I didn’t come here to be
insulted.

PameLa. Why did you come here?

James. Now Pam—

PAMELA. And what are you afraid of, Uncle Jimmie ?
I thought you were going to be District Attorney.

MorGaN. District Attorney? (Turns to JAMEs) So
that’s what you've got your eye on, is it? Well, let me
tell you—all of you—if my paper decides you'll be
District Attorney, you’ll be it. And if my paper—mean-
ing me—decides against you—

PamELA. Ts that what they call freedom of the press?

JaMEs. Pam, please—

MorGaN. (Placing hat on head) And right now my
paper is definitely undecided. Harriet. Bill. Come on—
(Starts for hall.)

JamEes. Now just a minute, Mr. Morgan. Pam didn’t
mean—

MorgaN. (Thinking of something) And furthermore
—when my daughter rides in that parade in our float,
as the symbol of Truth and Honesty—which is me—
every single member of the Club will vote for me.

PameELA. What float?

James. Never mind. It's just a parade we have every
year—just before the election. And each nominee has a
float—

PAMELA. Parade? (Rises—excited) 1 love parades.
May I ride your float, Uncle Jimmie?

JamEes. No. Miss Russell is riding my float.

MorcaN. I came here in the spirit of friendship
and—

HEeLEN. You did not, Mr. Morgan. You came here
to tell James you were going to walk off with the elec-
tion.

PamMELA. And you won't!
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Harrier. We'll see about that. (Crosses to hall) Bill,
are you coming?

PameLa. “Bill, are you coming?” What are you,
anyway? A sheep-dog?

BiLL. Not yet, Harriet. (Crosses to PAMELA) Would
you like to go dancing with this “piece of property”
on Friday night, Miss Young?

PamEeLA. I'd love it, Mr. Henly.

Harrier. Father—did you hear that?

MorcaN. I heard it. And I've heard enough.

(From outside there is an EXPLOSION—sound of
backfire. MORGAN jumps. JAMES rushes to window.
HELEN rises.)

James. Now what—?

Harrier. Father!

MoRrGAN. I'm getting out of here!

SONNY. (Smeared with grease from head to foot this
time, appears excitedly in front doorway and addresses
room from hall) Now don’t get excited, anyone. It was
just a backfire. Something went wrong with a gasket—
or something. (WARN Curtain.)

PamEeLA. Sonny! Sonty, what are you doing?

James. He said he was repairing my car.

PameLa. (With a little shriek) Oh, no! Uncle Jim-
mie—he can’t repair anything. Don’t let him touch it.
He can never get anything back together!

SoNNy. Jeanie’s underneath it now. She touched
something and then—wowie! But don’t worry.

PameLa. You stay in here, Sonny. I want you to help
me with something—a campaign to win the elections
for Uncle Jimmie.

SonNy. Not now, Pam. Jeanie’s under the car and—
(He starts for door, but stops when we hear another
EXPLOSION, this time much louder, off stage) Too
late.

James. No!

Carrie. (Enters from living room) 1 didn’t fix lunch

for this many people,
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PaMELA. (Crossing to desk—to HELEN) I'll take
over the whole campaign. Uncle Jimmie—you’ve prac-
tically won already!

JeaNIE. (Enters front door; she is grease from head
to foot. Near tears—accusingly to SONNY) You didn’t
tell me it would do that!

MorGAN. I'm getting out of this house! (Rushes out
front door, slamming hat on head.)

(Harrier and BiLL follow MRr. MorGAN, BiLL looking
back at PAMELA, and the Curtain begins to fall.)

JeANIE. And look at me! Sonny Young—I ought to
sue you or something!

JaMEs. (Sinking to chair at Left) Lillian. (IWeakly)
Lillian—take them away.

(HELEN is comforting him. BILL and HARRIET are leav-
ing. PAMELA is clearing off the desk and taking
cover off typewriter. SONNY is running out French
doors, with JEANIE after him. Outside the DOG
has begun to bark. CARRIE is speaking.)

Carrie. Lunch is served.

But The Curtain Has Fallen.



ACT TWO
ScenE I

SceNE: The same.

TME: The following Saturday evening, around seven-
thirty.

AT Rise: The room has undergone some change—
some drastic change. No longer is it the quiet, dig-
nified study. Instead it is @ Campaign Room. A
card-table has been set up, up Center, in front of
fireplace; on it is PAMELA’s portable typewriter.
Owver the mantel—and decorating the walls—are
posters, with large, vivid painted pictures and such
slogans as: “Clark for President” and “A Great
Country Club Needs a Great Leader” and “Stay
Honest—Elect Honesty” and “Stay Young With
Clark.” Also scattered around the room are tennis
rackets, golf clubs, and sweaters, sneakers, and so
forth. The two fencing foils are lying on the sofa.
Records are lying all over the radio-phonograph;
and it is playing—loud boogie-woogie.

PAMELA, wearing shorts or slacks, sits at type-
writer on card-table and SoNNY, wearing a bril-
liant sports-shirt and spotty slacks, sits at type-
writer on desk. For a long moment both type in-
dustriously; PAMELA goes fairly fast, but SONNY
picks and strikes, taking a rather long time and
making much of finding each letter, SONNY has
sandwiches and fruit beside typewriter on desk;
and as he works, he eats.

After a long moment—while the audience takes
in the changed set and SONNY has much trouble

with the keys:
43
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Sonny. How do you spell stupendous?

PaMELA (Not looking up) S-t-o-0-o-p-e-n-d-o-u-s.

Sonny. (Typing it out) S-t-c o-p-e-n-d-o-u-s.
Thanks.

(They BotH type again.)

Pamera. Where’s Uncle Jimmie?

SoNNy. Taking a bath. He’s awfully worried about
this party tonight. And he’s been complaining all week
about the bathtub. He says I monopolize it. (Thinks)
Say—that’s a good angle. Henry Morgan is a monopo-
list. That’s an idea for a slogan. “Don’t Elect a Mo-
nopolist.”

PaMeLA, Write it down. (SoNNY does) —Uncle
]irtx)lmie‘s right, Sonny. You have been living in the bath-
tub.

SonnNY. How else can a guy keep cool>—You know,
you don’t seem very girlishly thrilled about this party
tonight.

PameLA. Why should I? (Dreamily) No one’s com-
ing I care about.

SonNY. Yeah—I know who you mean. Did you have
a good time at the dance last night?

PameLA. Heavenly!

SonnNy. “Heavenly.” Pam—you haven’t got a chance.
Against a gal like Harriet Morgan—and all that money.

PameLa. Bill Henly doesn’t care a fig about money!

Sonnvy. Is that what he fed you? In the moonlight, I
suppose—with a kiss or two thrown in. Well, T always
say don’t trust a man who says he doesn’t care about
money. Either he’s a liar—and you don’t want a liar.
Or he’s a dope—and you don’t want a dope, either.
(Blithely) I'd say you were in an impossible situation.

PaMELA. Aw, shut up.

Sonny. (Cordially) Sure. (He goes back to his typ-
ing. Then:) Where is he tonight, by the way?

PamerLa. He has a date with Harriet—the pirate’s
daughter.
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SonNy. While poor Jeffrey languishes around New
York with your palsy-walsies. Poor girl.

Pamera. T said shut up.

CARRIE. (Enters from living room; stands looking at
the two of them) I thought there was to be a party
around here this evening. (No answer) Why aren’t you
two ready? (No answer) I’ve been meaning to tell you
—I think your uncle would have a better chance of
winning this election if it weren’t for your help. (No
answer: just the clatter of typewriters) 1 came in to
tell you about your dog. (She moves toward PAMELA)
Your dog! (Louder) He won’t eat the dog food!

PaMeLA.  (Immediately aroused and rising) Dog
food!? Have you been trying to feed my poor little
doggie dog food? (Crosses to living room door) What
do you think he is? (Exits in o huff.)

CARRIE. (Staring after her) 1 don’t know. A dog,
isn’t he?

SoNNyY. (Unperturbed) How do you spell colossal?

CARRIE, (Spelling with no hesitation) K-o-1-l-a-s-
s-0-1.

SonNy. (Typing) Thanks.

CARrIE, Anyone knows that.

(There is @ KNOCK at the front door. CARRIE goes
into holl and opens door. It is ToNy, the express-
man, again, this time he has two large packages.)

Tony. More packages for Pamela Young.

CARRIE. (Disgusted) Bring them in. (Steps into
room.)

Tony. (Entering and placing packages at Center)
This makes the fifth time I've been out here today.
(Hands book to Carrie) Who is this Pamela Young?
The way I figure it, owning all this junk, she must be
moving in. How old is she?

SoNNY. (Quickly) About your age.

(CarrIE signs book.)
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Tony. (Pleased) She is? Say, I had a fight with my
girl friend and this might work out pretty fine. (T0
CARrIE) Is she pretty?

CaRriE. Get out of here.

Towny. Okay, lady! (Takes book) I just had an idea
—but people are always so funny. Take this Pamela
Young—a lady about my age—now, here she is, moving
in out here in the country—and I could maybe keep her
company, show her the town. But no—she’s rich and
I'm just a delivery-man. (Shrugs) Goes to show.

SonNY. Look, Mister—Miss Young isn’t like that at
all. She’s giving a party here this evening. Why don’t
you come back and meet her? Who knows?

Tony. (Beaming) Who knows? You said it! Who
knows?

CarriE. (To SonNy) What are you up to?

SonnY. (To Tony) How do you spell spectacular?

Towy. (Promptly) S-p-e-c-k-t-a-c-k-u-l-a-r; (Goes
out front door, very happy) T'll be back—if no more
packages come in!

CARRIE. (Starting for living room again) Anyone
knows how to spell spectacular. Where did you go to
school? (Euxits.)

(SONNY types for a moment; then he gets up and picks
up saxophone from up Left chair and crosses 0
sofa. He stretches out, with one foot over the back
of sofa, and starts to play—not very well, per-
haps. JaMmEs, very flustered and looking more and
more like o baffled puppy, comes downstairs and
into hall, stops; seeing SONNY, his eyes go heaven-
ward in a silent prayer—perhaps for aid to hold
his temper.)

James. Sonny! (SoNNy waves one hand cheerily)
Look at this room! Look at it. (Crosses to living room
door; throws it open) Carrie! Carrie! (Closes door
and faces room) We can’t have people here with the
room in this shape. (Crosses toward Sonwy) And
you're not even dressed. (Goes to turn off radio.)
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Sonny. I know. (Sits #p) Unc—I been thinking.

James, (Looks at walls and posters) No! Who did
that? Who—

SonNy. Those are for you, Unc. Aren’t they super?

JamEes, Super? They’re undignified and—

Sonny. Unc—you know what’s the matter with you?
You don’t know how to relax and you can’t enjoy any-
thing. If it’s the last thing I do this summer, I'm going
to teach you how to have a good time.

JaMEs. (Grimly) It might be the last thing you do—

CARrIE. (Enters from living room )} Pamela’s feeding
the dog roast pork.

Sonny. Does he like it?

CArrie, That roast pork is for tomorrow’s dinner!

James, Carrie—look at this place! How can we have
guests with the house in this shape?

CArriE. Mr. Clark—

Sonny. Relax, Unc. Like this, see— (He demon-
strates on sofa) I'm completely relaxed.

James. That’s your job, Carrie—keeping some order
around here.

Carrie. Mr. Clark, you listeri to me. What you need
is a staff of twenty servants and ten footmen—and
maybe a slave or two. I been trying to cook meals big
enough to feed the whole Navy—and salads on the side
for your stomach. I've been scrubbing out bathtubs and
on my knees in the kitchen with a brush. I've been try-
ing to answer the door sixty times a day and losing
thirty pounds answering the telephone— In short, Mr.
Clark—I'm going crazy. And now if you start—

James. (Starts picking up sweaters, etc.) I'm sorry,
Carrie— :

Carrie. (Loftily) Sorry isn’t enough! (Twrns and
goes into living room again.)

JaMmEs. (Staring after her) Now what’s the matter
with her?

SonNY. Relax, Unc. Relax.

Jaumes. (Crossing to face SoNNy) Listen, Sonny—
if you say that to me once more—just once more—
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Sonny., You're only thirty-five. When you're fifty,
you’ll look seventy.

James. If there aren’t some reforms around here, I
won'’t live to be fifty.

PamEeLA. (Enters from living room) The nerve of
that woman! (Sees James) Oh, hello, Uncle Jimmie!
Isn’t everything going beautifully? You're practically
in. (Goes to up Center and starts taking down card
table in slow, unhappy movements.)

JamEes. Pam—you aren’t ready yet, either!

PamEeLA. No.

James. (Crossing to her) What’s the matter, Pam?
Is there anything I can— I mpean—

PameLa. Why, bless your heart. You can be nice,
can’t you?

Jawmes. (Flustered, starts to round up the odds and
ends spread around the room) 1 haven’t had a chance
to be nice. It cost forty-five dollars to have my car re-
paired. The dog tore up my garden. These posters and
all this advertising is going to cost me the Country Club
election—and the Country Club election is going to cost
me the District Attorney’s office! What have I got to
be nice about? (By now his arms are loaded and he
stands near hall door.)

Pamera. Uncle Jimmie—you can’t lose the election.
You don’t understand. Sonny made a deal with Leslie
Gardner—

James. Leslie Gardner—he’d like to see me lose!
" SonnNy. Sure, but not after I got finished talking with

im.

PAMELA. I should say not! Why, Leslie’s a dear. He
snitched a complete membership list for us—

Sonnv, Sure—and we're writing letters to everyone
telling them what a great guy you are—

James. No—

PaMEeLA. And what a heel Mr. Morgan is—

James. (Much louder—hopelessly) No! Listen, kids
—that’s unethical. That sort of thing will only lead to—
Where are those letters?
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SoNNY. (Blandly) You'll get one tomorrow, Unc.
Your name was on the list.

James. Now you two kids listen to me. You're fired.
My campaign is over. I'm going to cede the election tc
Mr. Morgan and forget about it.

SONNY. (Leaping up) Unc—you can't,

Pamera. (Crossing to JAMES at up Left) Don’t be
an imbecile—

James. And furthermore, if either one of you— (He
gets what PAMELA has said) 1 am not an imbecile!

PaMeLA. We won't let you throw away all our
work—

SoNNy. And think of the girls at Camp Tuckahoe!

James. There simply has to be some sort of under-
standing around this house until— (He gets what
SONNY has said) What have the girls at Camp Tucka-
hoe got to do with it?

Sonny. They’re all on your side, Unc. In fact, they’re
helping me design the float for the parade next Satur-
day. And they painted these posters.

PameLA. And that’s not all—they’re going to ride in
front of the float—singing their Camp songs. (Bursts
into song, illustrating) “On the shores of Lake Tucka-
hoe, in the hills of Somerset—"

SoNNY. (Grabbing saxophone, accompanies) People
will hear them for miles.

JamMEs. (Stopping them) 1 said no, and I mean no!
That’s final and irrevocable! (Turns and starts up
stairs.)

PameLA. (Crosses to sit behind desk) Okay! Then
you'll never be District Attorney.

James. I said final and I mean— (He stops, thinks
a moment; then slowly, while SONNY pretends interest
n saxophone and PAMELA refuses to turn her head,
JaMmESs comes into room again. Then in a little voice)
Well, it may not be completely final. But please, kids—
please—let’s keep it—dignified. Sonny? Pamela? Will

ou?
d Sonny. Dignity’s our second name, Unc.

PaMera, We promise, Unc.
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James. Very well, then. (Turns to go into hall.)

Sonny. By the way, Unc—do you know where we
can hire a mule? I want to ride it around town playing
my saxophone until T get a crowd together. Then 1 tell
them all about you and Mr. Morgan—

James. (With a cry of pain as he stomps up the
stairs) A mule? T'm ruined, I'm ruined, I'm ruined—!!
hPAMELA. Can’t you learn to keep your big mouth
shut?

Sonny. Can I help it if I'm imaginative?

(During the following PAMELA and Sonny place card
table against wall and gather up the remaining
odds and ends around room. However, the posters
remain.)

Pamera. T don’t know why I do this—when I'm so
miserable 1 could spit.

Sonnv. That's the trouble with women—they always
take love so seriously. Now take men—do we? No. We
use our heads to keep our hearts in hand.

Pamera. T don’t want any of your crazy advice.

SonNy. Okay— Only look at me. Am I ever un-
happy over some slick chick? No. Girls are so dumb
you can play one off against the other. Then you can’t
lose. That’s probably what Bill's doing with you and
Harriet.

PawmEeLa. Bill is not! He’s not like you.

SonNy. Okay— Only his heart’s not all torni up and
tramped on—you can bet that right now he’s telling
Harriet exactly what he told you last night.

PamELA. (Thoughtfully) Do you think so?

SonNNy. Makes sense—to a man.

PaMrLA. (Angry) T don’t believe you! (Starts for
hall.)

SonNy. (Cymicdlly, looking after her) No? Then
what are you so sore about?

PamELA. I'm not sore. But T hope I siever see Bill
Henly again as long as I live! (Goes up stairs and

off.)
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