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AND CAME THE SPRING
STORY OF THE PLAY

And Came The Spring is the brightly humorous
and straightforward story of the Hartmans, a pleas-
antly typical American family, who enjoy a reason-
able amount of quiet and peace until Spring enters
the scene—to stir the blood and lift the heart. On
the first day of Spring vacation, Midge, the young-
est, finds herself surprisingly in the throes of first
love. A charming and lovable hoyden is Midge—
complex, alive, and warmly human. She thinks no-
thing of starting whirlwinds or even tornadoes to
impress casual, witty Buzz Lindsay, the young gen-
tleman of her choice—who is unluckily in love with
older sister Virginia. When the spirited Midge de-
termines to manage lives and emotions for her own
ends, the hectic and hilarious complications into
which she plunges the family almost prove disas-
trous. She causes her sister to be suspected as a
thief, to almost lose the right boy; she drops a
bombshell into her father’s business, threatening her
sister’s college education; she disrupts brilliant
brother Elliott’s carefully planned life as a writer
of tragic novels; she plays havoc with the hearts
of several other young people, including a visiting
New York glamour gir! and a bashful boy who
really cares for Midge herself—in short, the sanity
and well-being of everyone concerned. At the sec-
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4 STORY OF THE PLAY

ond act climax the world comes smashing down
around an angered family and a bewildered—and
remorseful-—Midge. Mrs. Hartman is almost ready
to admit that Mr. Hartman was right in contending
that young people of today are more irresponsible
than the youth of his day. But on the night of the
Spring Prom — Midge’s first formal dance — she
steps in again and sets matters straight in a heart-
warming and very funny manner. By the end of the
week the three Hartman children have taken im-
portant steps toward maturity, and their parents
have learned a few: things too.



CHARACTERS

MgR. JEFFREY HARTMAN
Erviort HARTMAN
Buzz LiNDpsay

KEerra Noran

Freppie NorTH

Mr. Fieips

Aran FieLps

CrLANCY

MzesseNGeR Bov

Mgrs. Lourise HARTMAN
Mipce HarTMAN
VIRGINIA HARTMAN
CaroLLyN WEBSTER
GABBY ALLEN

Epna

Mgrs. Fieros
CHRISTINE MYERS

ACTION AND SCENE

The entire action of the play takes place in the
attractive living room of the Hartman home.

ACT ONE
SCENE 1. About nine o’clock, a bright spring
Monday morning.

ACT TWO .
SceNE 1. Tuesday, immediatetly after dinner.
SCENE 2. About ten o’clock, Wednesday even-
ing.
SCENE 3. Late Friday afternoon.

ACT THREE. Saturday evening, a little after eight
o’clock.
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DESCRIPTIONS OF CHARACTERS

Mioce HARTMAN-—Energetic, bright-eyed, healthy.
She is an unrepressed 15 in every sense of the
word. Her manner is a fascinating mixture of
awkwardness and swift animal-like grace.

VirGINIA HARTMAN — A slimly attractive young
lady of the world, going on 18 and wery con-
scious of her determination to be sophisticated.
Has charm and a good spirit, with quick sym-
pathies.

ELriorr HARTMAN—A tall, slender boy of 16 with
hair that has rarely expenenced a combing,
although his character demands extreme neat-
ness and precision—especially in regard to the
emotions. He wears, when play begins, a rather
dour expression—an expression which he. is
rather determined to maintain. His eyes are
those of a poet, and he knows it. Elliott could
be a very charming boy, and his transformation
should be played to the hilt—contrasting his ap-
pearance at beginning of first act and at end of
third.

Mgs. Loutse HARTMAN—Pleasant, tolerant, cheer-
ful. An understanding woman in her 40s, often;
baffled by her children but never really doubt-
ing their innate sanity and worth. She has a
relish and appreciation for their charms despite
their often preplexing proximity.
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8  DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

MR. JEFFREY HARTMAN~-A typical business man
in appearance and a rather confused parent. In
his gos. His wisdom does not match that of his
wife, but he rather enjoys his angry moments.

EpNa, the maid—An attractive woman of less than
30.

CLANCY, the gardener—A huge, gentle man with a
broad, open face. About 32. He was once a col-
lege football hero, and wn those days life was
fairly simple.

Buzz LINDSAY — Aw easy-going, casually dressed
fellow of 17. Good-natured and possessing
much unconscious charm. Understanding and
likeable. : ‘

CaroLLyN WEBSTER—A young lady of 17, She is a
New York glamour girl and as such has received

- @ great deal of publicity. She tries very hard to
live up to it and to make the right impression.
Her long hair falls down the side of her face
in the fashion of the times. She really wants
to be liked by everyone. Her way of speaking
(emphasis, etc.) is indicated in script.

Kerre NoLaN—Always extremely well-dressed. His
manner is sometumes supercilious; his speech

. and gestures, choice of words end mannerisms
betray the fact that he has ambitions of a the-
atrical nature. Perhaps he has read too much
Noel Coward. '

GaABBY ALLEN — Extremely energetic 15. Dresses
brightly. Rarely sits still. She is what is com-
monly referred to as a “jitterbug.” All of her

- lines are spoken with awe and the utmost sin-
cerity, and we feel that she not only enjoys
most of what she does—she glories in life itself.

FreppIE NOLAN—Gabby's male counterpart, same
age. Like Gabby, he speaks his own language.
Dresses in plaid shirts, bright ties, etc.



DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS o

Mgs. CeceLia FieLps—Buxrom woman in her 40s.
Wears fluffy clothes which do not in any way

‘ suit her personality. Determined countenance.

Mgr. LiNnk Fi1ELDS—A gentle be-mustached little man
i his g0s. Small in stature, an excellent busi-
ness man—rather obsequious in appearance and
in manner until last Act. This change also
should be played. to the hilt.

ALAN F1eLps—Eighteen. Reticent, even occasionally
awkward. Fresh open face and a winning man-
ner. He is confused and embarrassed by his
parents.

MesseNGeER Bov—dAny age. Flip and sharp. Wise-
cracks.

CHRISTINE MYERS—17. Dynamic, athletic, dressed
roughly. She is school cheer-leader as well as
captain of about every girl's athletic activity.
She is the kind of a girl who, as cheer leader,
somehow shakes a spectator’s confidence in a
team of mere boys. She walks with head jut-
ting out in front, shoulders hunched over.






And Came The Spring

ACT ONE
ScenNeE 1

SceNE: The Hartmans' living room, @ warm-toned
room graced with that lived-in atmosphere
which pleasantly exists when a home is in-
habited by three teen-aged young pevple and
their parents and friends. It is in good taste and
provides an attractive setting for the action
which follows:

In the Right wall are French doors which
open onto a sun porch. In front of these doors
is a desk on which the telephone rests and a
straight chair is in back of the desk, facing
downstage. Waste basket near desk. Against
the Right rear wall is a stairway with a land-
ing. On this landing is the door to Midge's
yoom, which is set in a rear wall. Below the
landing is an occasional table with a lamp on it.
On the Right wall above the table is a mirror.
In the Left rear wall.is a window with straight
chairs on either side and above each is a color-
ful print.

The upper Left corner in which the outside
door is set is cut diagonally. When this door is
opened, a porch railing comes into view. At
Left Center the davenport is set at an angle and
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12 AND CAME THE SPRING ACTI

to the Right of it are a drum table, on which is
a lomp, and a lounge chair. The dining room
door is set in the Center of the Left wall, A
lounge chair facing up at an angle is down Left
in the corner and a radio is placed beiween the
outside and dining room doors. Above the radio
there is onother mirror.

Tive: About nine o'clock, a bright spring Monday
morning.

AT Rise: A small card table has been set up down
Center; breakfast things are on the table.
Chairs Right, Left of table. EpNA, about 30,
in o crisp maid’s uniform, is busy adding dishes
and silver to the table. She is humming tune-
lessly. There is a knock at the Left 2 door.
She opens 1t. CLANCY, the gardener, stands
there with the wmorning paper in his hand.
CLANCY 15 a huge, gentle man with a broad,
open, amiable face.

Epna. Oh—you. (Returns and busies herself at
table.)

Crawncy. Yeah, me~—Say, what are you dolled up
for?

Epna. (Taking paper; opening it on table.) The
Hartmans are having a visitor—very important—
and they won’t want the gardener in the living
room.

Crancy. Edna, have you seen the sun?

Epna. I'm much too busy to stand gapmg at the
sun.

Crancy. It's a real spring day. (Goes to Epna,
places his hand on her shoulder.)

Epna, Well, don’t let that give you any 'ideas.

'CraNCY. Gosh, Edna, when I was playing foot-
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ball in college, you should have seen.the girls.who
came to see me in the locker room. '

Epna. You're not in ‘college now, Clancy.

Crancy. I still remember. — Sorority girls.
(Mipce HARTMAN appears on landing — entering
from her room. MIDGE is an unrepressed fifteen. She
wears dirty saddle shoes, tennis shorts, and an open,
healthy expression which can easily dissolve into the
bewilderment of her age. She watches quiety a mo-
ment.) 1 haven’t forgotten, sister.

Epna: And don't call me “sister.”

Crancy. Edna, you're afraid to admit you love
me.

Epna (Simply, listlessly, sing-song.) No, I’'m not.
I love you—Now—go on out to the garden before -
Mr. Hartman fires you.

Crancy. A kiss’d put me in the pink.

(MipGE stealthily returns to her room.)

Epw~a. Listen, Clancy, Mr. Hartman meant it. He
said if he ever caught us together during working
hours, he’d fire both of us.

Crancy. Even Mr. Hartman would realize it’s
spring. On a day like this—(Sniffs) What’s that
stink?

Epna. Paint. And it’s not a stink, it’s an odor.
They’re painting the dining room.

(M1oGe, with Kodak camera, returns to londing—
camera trained on EpNa and CLANCY.)

CrLancy. That means painters in the house. They
better stay away from you. (He pulls her to him.)
You're my girl, Edna— ,

Ebna. Aw, Clancy—

Crancy. You know it too, don’t you? (He kisses
her.)
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MipGE. (Snaps picture.) 1f 1 had a really good
camera, I could enter a contest. (Startled, EDNA and
CLANCY turn. MIDGE smiles, pleased with self.) Bal-
cony seat—half price.

EbnNa. There, Clancy!

Crancy. Midge, did you—?

Mipce. 1 did.

CLaNcY. (Starts up stairs) We'll fix that.

MipGe. (Quickly opens door to her room) Oh, I
forgot to comb my hair. (Dashes into room slams
door.)

(CLaNcY is stumped. He cannot enter her room.
EbNa laughs. CLANCY glares, descends stairs.)

Crancy. (Grumbling) I'd like to comb her hair
with a rake.

Mr. HArRT™MAN (Off — upstairs — loud) Doors
slamming already! Who's that?

Epna. (CraNcy and EpNA exchange frightened
glances) Mr. Hartman, Clancy! Beat it.

(CLaNCY moves to sun parlor door. EDNA is sud-
denly very busy.)

CrLancy. (Under his breath) The Hartman
family !

MipGe. (Re-enters, without camera.) Don’t worry,
Clancy. My lips are sealed. See no evil, hear no evil,
do no evil.

Epna. Doesn’t sound like Midge.

Mipge. (Mock hurt) Why, Edna—Not a word
from Midge.

Crancy. Good! See, Edna.

MinGe. —Unless I want a favor sometime,

CLANCY. (Stops short) When you were ten,
Midge, I always suspected you were a brat.

MipGe. (Mock shock) Clancy—!
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Crancy. Now you're fifteen, I’'m certain of -it.
(Goes out Left 2)

(MIDGE goes to table, takes muffin, eats.)

Epna. Midge, why don’t you just let life slide
along on its own? Why do you want to be always
messing in? .

Mipce. Tch, tch tch, Edna. “Messing in!” (Goes
to desk, muffin in mouth, scribbles a note.)

Mr. HARTMAN. (Off—up—Iloud) Cuff links,
studs, old earrings—but could a man find one collar
button ?! :

Mipge. Oh—oh—Dad! (Rises, goes to sun parlor
door) I'm off. (Pauses at door). What a day! Edna,
isn’t it great to be alive on days like this? (Euxits,
with note)

Epna. A lot depends. Yes, siree, a lot depends.
(She is returning to dining room as Mrs. Hart-
MAN descends stairs.)

(Mrs. HARTMAN is a pleasant, tolerant, cheerful
woman in her forties. She has a relish and ap-
preciation for her children's charm, despite
their often perplexing and irritating proximity.
She enjoys trying to manage her home, chil-
dren, and husband. At the moment she is
dressed in a bright light dress which makes her
look younger than her years.)

Mrs. HarTMAN. Edna, did T hear Midge?

Epna. You couldn’t help it, Mrs. Hartman.

Mgrs. HartMaN. Well, it’s a real spring day! Is
the coffee hot? Mr. Hartman’s coming down now.
(Sniffs) My, what an unpleasant odor.

Epna. T'll get the coffee. T hope it doesn’t taste
like turpentine,

Mzrs. HarTMAN. Turpentine?
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Epna. They’re painting today, remember ?
Mgs. HartMaN. Oh. Well, do the best you can,
Edna. It won’t be a good day at best.

(EpNa goes into diming room as MR, HARTMAN
comes down. He is a well-dressed, conservative
business man. Even in his irritation and despite
his temper, he is a charming man with wmuch
warmth in his personality. He puts his hat and
coat on sofae, goes to card table, sits Left of it,
opens paper, glances at headlines. Mrs. HArT-
MAN rearranges table a bit.)

Mgr. HartMaN. Confounded headlines! Takes
your appetite away. (Suiffs) What’s that?

Mrs. HarrmaN. They're painting the dining
room.

Mr. HartMAN. Good Lord, I forgot. This is the
day for Virginia’s guest—that refugee from a so-
ciety column.

Mgrs. Harrman. This is the week for Virginia’s
guest, Jeff.

Mr. HarTMAN. Week? —Good Lord, I just re-
membered. Louise, do you know what we've allowed
to sneak up on us again?

Mgs. HartMaN. What, Jeff?

Mr. HarTMAN. Spring vacation again. The fatal
week. (Pages paper) Why do you suppose an other-
wise sane and responsible school board gives spring
vacations? Next year I'm going fishing.

Mgrs. HartMAN, That’s what you say every year.

Mr. Hartman. My sainted aunt! Here we are
all over the society page. (Sips orange juice.)

Mrs. HARTMAN. (Looking over his shoulder) So
that’s Carollyn Webster. Good looking girl.

Mgr. Hartman. Oh, I don’t know. Virginia can
hold more than a candle to that face, I'd say.

Mgrs. HartMAN. Pride. Pure pride. (Scans paper)



ACTI AND CAME THE SPRING 17

“Will spend the week at the home of Virginia Hart-
man, daughter of—"—Oh, Jeff, they’ve mispelled
your name. (Sits Right of ‘table. )

(EDNA enters with coffee)

Mr. HARTMAN. (Obviously not lLiking it) What
does it matter? (Taking out his suppressed irrita-
tion) Don’t we have coffee this morning?

EpNa. (At his shoulder) Good morning, Mr.
Hartman. (Looks up with an automatic smile, starts
back to paper, sees a diﬁerence in Epna.) What
are you all dressed up for?

Epna. Miss Virginia’s idea.

MRr. HARTMAN. (Swurprised) Miss Virginia?!
(Then he looks to Mrs. HartMAN) Ten to one she
wants me to dress for dinner.

Eowa. (Withdrawing) That Virginia sees all the
movies.

Mgr. HartMmaN. They all see all the movies

Mrs. HARTMAN. (Returning paper to Mr. HART-
MAN) Jeff, I think you forget that we were once
in high school.

MRr. HARTMAN. (Buttering muffin) Forget? Of
course I don’t forget. But we were normal, healthy
children. As I remember it, we even studied once in
a while—and we spoke English,

Mrs. Hart™MaN. They speak Enghsh——occasmn—
ally, and Elliott studies all the time.

Mr. Hartman. Our son studies too darned much.
The kid doesn’t do anything else. No wonder his
eyes are bad. I'd give five hundred dollars to see
him go tearing out of here some day with a ball bat
over his shoulder.—What about this book he says
he’s writing ? .

Mgrs. HartMan. Elliott keeps his own counsel
these days. (Whispers) But between you and me, I
think he’s writing a great tragedy.
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Mg, HarrMaN. That’s what I mean: it's abnor-
mal. What does he know about tragedy? The only
time he ever looked tragic was when he had the
mumps.

Mrs. HartmaNn. Well, he’ll have to find those
things out for himself. If we try to tell him, he’ll
make us the villains of the book. -

Mr. HarTMAN. I suppose it’s normal, but did
you ever look into those girls™ closets? I opened
Midge’s closet the other day and five hundred movie
magazines hit me in the face. And you should see
what else—scrap books, broken toys, one-eyed dolls,
rusty skates, and every old newspaper that’s been
delivered here in the past five years. (MRs. HART-
MAN is.laughing) Where the devil does she keep her
clothes?

Mgrs. HARTMAN. Jeff, you're going to be late.

Mgr. HAarRTMAN. (Disregards her) A sense of re-
sponsibility—that’s what I want them to have. (VIr-
GINIA has entered and now stands on the landing.
She is a slimly attractive young lady of the world,
going on 18. Instead of her usual saddle shoes and
skirt-and-sweater garb, she wears a trim suit, high-
heeled shoes, and carries o perfectly matching hand-
bag, gloves, and hat.) When I was a boy—

VirGiNiA. (With a detached air) Oh, Dad, you
can’t instill repressions in the modern child. /She
comes down the steps, places accessories on table up
Right and at the same time she looks in mirror and
smooths her already smoothed hair.)

Mg, HartMmaN. Good morning, Virginia. (To
Mrs. HarTMAN) I thought if they didn’t have to go
to school they’d let us have breakfast alone this
morning.

VirGINIA. (Ignoring him) Keith will be here in
ten minutes. He’s going to drive me to the airport.

(Mr. HARTMAN returns to paper)
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Mrs. HartMaN. Hurry, Jeff—(7T0 VIRGINIA)—
I didn’t know the Nolans were allowing Keith to
drive their car during the day.

* VIRGINIA. (Drawing straight chair from rear wall
down to upstage of breakfast table. Brightly:—)
Oh, they don’t. He’s driving ours.

Mr. HartMmaN. (Sputtering) What! That kid
wouldn’t like to buy our car, would he?

Mgrs. HartmAaN, Jeff, you're going to be late.

VIrRGINIA (Tapping a glass with a fork as a sig-
nal for Epna) Of course, you know you should be
grateful that I don’t run around with every boy in
town. I could, you know.

Mr. HartMAaN. (Dryly) Yes, since you've more
or less settled down to that rag-time Romeo, it seems
less like a boy’s gym class around here.

VirGINIA (To Mrs. HarTMAN) T know the paint-
ers are here, but how long, Mother, are we going
to be eating in the parlor ’—And oh, Father, don't
call Keith a rag-time Romeo. The kids’ll think you
mean it.

Mr. HartMmaN. T do mean it.

( VIRGINIA shrugs)

Mgrs. HartMaN, I’'m sorry about the parlor, Vir-
ginia. We’'ll be back to normal by lunch.

(EpNa enters)

VirGINIA, I don’t want to ask Carollyn to eat in
the parlor.

Mr. HartMmaN. From the looks of Carollyn, it
won’t matter where she eats. Your Mother and I
were wondering whether she eats at all.

VirGINIA. (Ignoring him again. To EpNa) Just
one slice of toast, Edna, no crusts, and half a cup
of weak tea.
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Epna. You in training? L

VIRrGINIA. Just because I don’t gorge myself like
my slap-happy sister — (Remembering herself) —
please, Edna.

Epna. My mistake. (Goes into dining room.)

VireINia (To Mrs. HarTMAN) You've never
seen Carollyn. You have no right to talk like that.

(MR. HARTMAN silently passes over the society page
which VIRGINIA studies. ELLIOTT appears on
the landing. He is just 16, tall, very slim, with
hair that has rarely experienced a combing,
wears a rather dour expression—an expression
of detached intellectualism, an expression which
he is rather determined to maintain. His eyes
are those of a poet and he knows it. He wears
unpressed tweed trousers, a very dark shirt and
no tie.)

Vircinia, Not a very good picture.

Mzs. HartmaN. Come down, Elliott. (Rises, goes
mto dining room.)

Erriorr. What an excellent odor.

Mgr. Hart™MAN. (Dryly) Paint.

Evvtorr. (Suddenly) Where?

Mg. HarTMAN. The dining room.

Evrriorr. The dining room! (Dashes for dining
room—the calm exterior utterly vanished.) My type-
writer, my notes, my books! If any ignorant painter
has dared to touch my novel—

Mgr. HARTMAN. (T¢ VirGinia) I suppose that’s
his artistic temperament coming out.

Mgrs. HarTMAN, (Returns with cup, saucer, elc.
She sets another place on table) Elliott’s upset again.

MinGe. (Enters from sun parlor) How ya’all?
(During the following she goes to table, reaches
over VIRGINIA’S shoulder, gets a muffin in one hand
and a piece of toast in the other, goes behind desk,
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Right, sits in: chair with feet perched on desk.)
Smell that spring in the air?

MRr. HarTMAN, (As before) Paint.

Mrs. HarrmMan. Where did you come from,
Midge?

Mipge (With a gesture) Darkest Africa, Mother.
And there I met a black man who wouldn’t say his
prayers—I took him by the left leg—

VirGIniA. Look at the way she’s dressed!

Mipge. Aw, can the sour grapes; this is spring
vacation.

Vircinia. What will Carollyn think?

Mipge. What do you want me to do, lace myself
up in a corset?

MR. HarTMAN. Listen to that talk.

MipGe. Comfort dictates my draperies. In India
there’s a tribe known as the comfort-dressers. They
wear—

"Mrs. HARTMAN. (Quickly) Midge, did you clear
out all those perfume bottles and movie magazines
and did you take the signs off the walls?

Mipge. All except the one that says “No dogs
allowed”. That Carollyn’s just the kind of chicken
to have a Pekinese.

"VirciniA. I declare, Mother, if she talks like that,
T’ll be disgraced for life.

Mgrs., HartMAN. Midge, you might try to fall back
into English once in a whole.

Mipge. Mother, your mind’s been geared to the
Nineteenth Century you'll have to shift gears.

Mgr. HarTMAN. Nineteenth Century?!

MipGe. Virginia, don’t be so self-conscious. No
wonder all my friends think you don’t have any

oise.

; VIrGINIA. (Highly insuited) Don’t have any—?
Poise! That’s very funny.
Mipge. Thank you.
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VirciniA. Your friends! That jitterbugging, loud
crowd of—

Mipge. Sister, sister — think of your lipstick.
Think of your dignity. Think of the time you fell
down in church.

VirGINIA (Appealing) Mother, we simply can’t
have those infants, those imbecilic—

MipGe. Are you referring to my friends, Gabby
and Freddie?

VirciNia. We can’t have them tearing around the
place when Carollyn’s here. It’s indecent !

Mrs. HartMAaN. Now, Virginia, they might get
along very well.

VIRGINTA. Get along?!

MR. HARTMAN. (A4 comment—uvery low) Sounds
like my office.

Viracinta. Mother, Carollyn goes to all the night
clubs. They’ve taken her picture at the Stork Club.

Mg. HartMAN, I wonder where the modern man
does go for peace?

Mipge. When it comes to smart repartee, sister
Ginny, depend on us.

(VIRGINIA starts to anyu}gr, decides against it, taps
her foot, still seething.)

EvLtorr (Eniers from dining room, somewhat
pacified. He carries papers, books, etc.—places them
on desk, his brow furrowed. Puzzled) One of the
painters was reading the Main Currents of Ameri-
can Thought. 1T wonder—do you suppose a man like
that, a painter, could be interested in such a work?
(Sits on lower step, becomes engrossed in book.)

Mgr. HARTMAN, (Dryly—an explanation) I'm pay-
ing them by the hour,

(EpNa returns, sets VIRGINIA'S breakfast before
her.)
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Mrs. HarTMAN. Come eat breakfast, Elliott.

MipGe. (To EpNa) I’'m not very hungry, Edna.

Epna. That sounds dangerous.

Mipge. No hotcakes?

Epna. No hotcakes.

Mipge. Just cereal and bacon and eggs—two eggs.

Epna. Elliott?

Evrviorr. Huh?

EpNa. Breakfast?

Eiriorr. Oh, why bother me? These trivialities
always crop up to hinder and annihilate any great
trains of thought.

(EpNA turns and exits, her head high.)
Mipge. That’s one of the themes of your book,
isn'tit? :
EvLLiort. (Genuinely surprised) How did you
guess?
(MIDGE smiles, waggles)

Mrs. HARTMAN. Are you watching your time,
Jeft?

(ELLIOTT goes for chair against rear wall. MR,
HarT™MAN does not answer)

ELLIOTT. (Seeing ALAN out front window) Alan
Fields approaches, Midge.

Mipge. Don’t tell me.

(MR. AND MRs, HARTMAN exchange glances.)

VircIiNia. No, don’t tell her. Imagine a sophomore
snubbing a senior the way she does.

(KNOCK at Left 2 door)
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Mipge. Which comes first—your family or your
class?

Evrviort. In Veblen’s study of the modern concep-
tion of class—

(Another KNOCK)
MR. HarT™MAN. (Dryly) Open the door, Elliott.

(ErriorT opens door. ALaAN FIELDS is there. ALAN
is 18. He has a shy, embarrased manner which.
is at the same time winning and comic. In the
course of the following scene he tries to keep
his eyes off MIDGE, without much success.)

ALAN. (Tentatively) Hello—

Mgrs. HarT™MAN. (Going to door) Come in, Alan

Avran. Sorry to interrupt. I mean—I don’t want
to—well, interrupt.

MR, HartMaN. Not at all, Alan. How’s your
father?

Aran. He’s well. He’s the reason I'm here.—
Hello, Virginia! '

ViraiNia, Good morning.

Aravw, Elliott—

Erriorr. Hello!

ALAN. (In o different voice) Midge—

Mipge. Isn’t it a nice day? Yes, it’s a nice day.
‘Might be warm, though. (ALAN shifts about.
OtHERs regard MIpGE with wvaried expressions of
astonishment and dismay.) That exhausts the pos-
sibilities, Alan.

ALAN. (Uncertainly) Yes. Well, 'm afraid I
don’t quite understand all that.

MR. Hart™mAN. Your father sent you?

ALAN. As a matter of fact, he did. He told me to
tell you to call him this morning—some business
deal or other.
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Mr. HArRTMAN. (Betraying excitement) Tl do
that! Yes, sir, it'll be a pleasure. Won’t you have
some breakfast, Alan?

AvLan. No, thanks. No. (Pause) Uh—nice day,
isn’t it? (MIDGE’s expression remains unchanged.
OTHERS repress smiles.) Wouldn't like to play ten-
nis, would you, Midge?

Mipce. Too warm, Alan.

Aran. Warm?—Oh—They just opened the courts
Saturday, you know. (Pause)—Well, so-long. Just
wanted to deliver that message, Mr, Hartman. I'm
working myself in the afternoons.

Mgrs. HarT™MAN. (Politely) Are you, Alan?

‘Avan. All afternoon. In a drug store. Not very
pleasant work—

MipgeE. —So you play tennis in the morning.

Avran, Uh—yes. (At door) Frisby’s Drug Store.
See you later. (He smiles wanly and goes out door.).

(Pause. Then the tensed family relaxes.)

VirciNia, That boy needs some lessons in chit-
chat.

Eruiort. Qught to read more. Improves poise.

Mipce. Lessons in dancing, too. And tennis. And
soci?bility. And—just about everything under the
sun!

MR. HarTMAN. (Can stand no more—explodes)
That’s a fine way to talk. You certainly make a man
ashamed of his family. (Rises—throws down paper.
Even strides Left.) Ashamed, get that! What’s the
matter with that boy?

VircINIA. Father, relax. Please.

Erriort. Come, Dad.

Mgr. Hartman., Why, that boy’s probably got as
much intelligence, as many fine qualities—more—

He's— (Can’t find word.)
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Mipge. Dull’s a good word. No color. No savoire

aire.

f Mgrs. HARTMAN. (Coming to Right of table) Jeff,

finish your breakfast. (Sits.)

Mr. HartmaNn. Well, he needs to be helped, not
laughed at. I like him. And let me tell you some-
thing else: I like his father.

Mipge. Oh, that’s business.

Mr. HarT™MAN. Yes, it is. If Mr. Fields orders a
fleet of trucks from me—a whole fleet, mind you—
this extravagant family will be on easy street for a
while.

Mipge. Then I can get my camera—photo-flash
and all.

Erviorr. Money, money, money !

Mrs. Hartman. Sit down, Jeff. Alan’s a very
likeable boy. He always remunds me of Gary
Cooper.

MipGE. (With a whoop) Alan Fields in The Lives
of a Bengal Lancer.

Mgr. Hartman, What have we done to deserve
this? No sense of another’s feelings, no normal,
wholesome respect—

Mgrs. HartmaNn. Yes, dear. (Picking up muffin
and buttering it.) But everyone must admit Mrs.
Fields is dreadful.

VircINiA. Oh, you just say that because she’s
your rival in the garden club.

MRr. HARTMAN. (Subsiding into his chair again)
I give up.

(EpNA enters with breakfast for Eriort and
MipGe. ELLIOTT approaches his listlessly, bring-
ing chair down below table; MIDGE, the oppo-
site.)

MpGE. (To Mrs. HARTMAN) Sure! You walked
off with all the prizes before Mrs. Fields moved to
town.
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beVmcmm (To Mipce) But you could treat Alan
tter. -

Minge. Of course! With tears in my eyes. My
young heart is elsewhere.

VirGINIA. I suppose you mean Buzz Lindsay.
(MipGe waggles) Well, don’t be silly, that’s ail.
(Looks at watch) Keith had better get here.

Mipce. You don’t care about Buzz. You and your
Keith—that—acting snob—that—ham. Ever since he
got the lead in the Senior Play, you’ve acted like a
gazoon,

Evrviort. Love, love, love! It’s all that’s on your
minds. If you would only come to the scientific reali-
zation that what you call love is merely a trivial
emotion—chemical.

Mr. HarT™MAN. (To Mrs. HarTmAN) There you
are—not a normal one among the lot of them.

Mrs. HARTMAN (Smiling) Don’t be so sure, Jeff.
It’s spring.

Eviiorr. That’s a cheap cliché, if I ever heard
one,

(Epxa, shaking her head, exits Left 1.):

MoGE. (Parking herself on desk) Do you have
us in your book, Elliott?

ELLioTT. (Rises and goes over to desk where he
has placed his books and papers) You? What could
possibly be interesting about you?

Mipce. I think I'm swell.

VIrGINIA. I hope Carollyn is broadminded.

MipoGe. Tolstoy! My own brother thinks he’s Tol-
stoy!

ELLiorT. Tolstoy! What do you know about Tol-
stoy ?

Mioge. (Waggles) Tolstoy and 1 are just like
that. (Holds up two fingers.)

ELvioTT. (Figuring that an explanation is neces-
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sary now that attention has been drawn to him.)
I really can’t expect my family to understand, but
my ideals of success are different from yours.

VirciNiA. Hear, hear!

Mgrs. HArTMAN. Go on, Elliott.

Erviort. Of course, I don’t expect you to com-
prehend, but my ambition is higher than most am-
bitions. You see, I want to be a great success; if not
in this life, at least in the life to come.

Mgrs. HARTMAN. You mean heaven, Elliott?

Erviorr (Swmiling tolerantly) I mean posterity. 1
want my work to live. I want to be more than a
doctor or a salesman.

MRr. HarT™MAN. (Looks up sharply) What's the
matter with selling? (Subsiding) Besides, I'm man-
ager of the sales department.

EvrLiorT. (Books wn his arm) Fundamentally, no-
thing’s the matter with it, but you’ll have to admit,
Father, that it doesn’t contrlbute a great deal to
posterity.

Mz. HArRTMAN. I’ve contributed three children to
posterity.

Evrviort. (Loftily, as he crosses toward sun par-
lor) That’s exactly my point. Unless I’m a success—
(Looks at his two sisters)—you've contrlbuted no-
thing. (Exits into sun parlor.)

Mgr. HarT™MAN. (Paper in hand, crosses to easy
chair down Left) 1f I would have spoken to my
father like that—

Vircinia. Elliott has a right to his opinions. This
is the Twentieth Century—(Pause)—But he makes
me sick. (Rises)

(ELLIOTT returns from sun parlor, crosses to dining
room)

MRr. HARTMAN. Son— .
Erviorr. (Pauses above Left end of sofa.) Yes?
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MR. HarTMAN. (Gives up. He always finds it
hard to say anything to his son with success.) Oh,
let it go.

Mzs. HarTMAN. Read your editorials, Jeff.—And
watch your time.

(A WHISTLE is heard from porch beyond Left 2
door. ELLIOTT, shrugging, goes into dining
room.)

Vircinia. If that’s Buzz Lindsay, ’'m not here.
He never learned to knock at a door.

Mipge. (Eagerly, crossing to Left 2 door, throw-
ing it open.) Well, 'm here. (Whistles shrilly.)

(Mr. HARTMAN winces.)

Buzz. (Off) Hullo, kid! Your elegant sister
around?

(VIRGINIA is crossing to stairs, pausing on lower
steps with a regal air.)

Mipge. (Disgusted) She’s here.

Buzz. (Enters. He is VIRGINIA'S age, easy-going,
casually dressed, interesting. To ALL) Top of the
morning.

Mr. HarTMmaN. Hello, Buzz!

Mrs. HartmaN, Glad to see you, Buzz.

Buzz. (To VirciNia) I said top-of-the-morning,
Ginny. (VIRGINIA takes two steps upstairs) T mean
—Virginia. (VIRGINIA pauses) The milkman deliv-
ered your note. I didn’t know you knew milkmen.

Mipce. (Hurriedly—tossing o muffin  toward
Buzz, who catches it.) Have some breakfast, Buzz.

Virginia, Milkman? Note ~—What’s the gag?

EvrvLtoTT. (Enters from dining room, crossing to
sun parlor, carrying o large, heavy typewriter.) T
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don’t see why I should be tossed around. — Hello,
Buzz! (Exits to sun parlor as Buzz waves, acknowl-
edging greeting.)

VirGiNia. Will you tell me what is all this about
a note?

Buzz. Your note.

ViIrGINIA. I haven’t written you a note for months.

Buzz. —Weeks. That’s what’s so funny about this
one. But you shouldn’t have placed the milk box in
front of the screen door.

VIrGINIA. Buzz Lindsay, I haven’t heard so much
silly babble— ‘

Buzz. My father is a violent man, Virginia.
There’re two quarts of milk all over the front porch.

VirGINIA. I certainly didn’t write you any note,
Mr. Lindsay—

Buzz. —Telling me to hurry over here?

VirGINIA. Telling you anything!

Mgr. Hart™MAN. (Looking at his watch) Oh, great
guns! Look at the time! (Rises, rushes for coat.)
All this nonsense about a note. (MIDGE giggles)
And what are you snickering about? (ELrLioTT 7e-
turns, crossing to dining room) Salesman! And now
I’'m late. Why doesn’t someone cooperate around this
house! (Hurriedly kisses Mrs. HarTMAN) Honey,
if T can make this sale to Fields, we’ll celebrate.
(Goes out Left 2.)

(Mgrs. HARTMAN closes door, leans against if.
OTHERS smile.)

Mgrs. HArTMAN. Every morning for twenty years.
If it happened any other way, I’d be worried.

Buzz. (Gazing into Mrs. HARTMAN’s face) Now
I know what causes those lines.

Mrs. HARTMAN. (Laughing) Silly!

Buzz. And when I look at Virginia, I understand
only too well. Oh, there was a girl.
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VirciNia, Cut it, Buzz.

Buzz. But something happened. What happened
to Virginia?

Mipge. She seceded.

Buzz. No, child—she stuck to the Union but she
gave Buzz the air.

Mipgce. Poor old Buzz!

Buzz. Like an old shoe,

VIrGINIA. (Airily, as she adjusts hat at mirror)
Think they’re funhy. Very witty twosome.

Buzz. Come on, now, Virginia, you shouldn’t sniff
at a joke or two. After all-—milkmen.

VirGINIA. Buzz Lindsay, I did not send you a
note. I wouldn’t do such a childish thing.

Buzz. You mean we’re washed up, Virginia? Then
I can call you Ginny the way I've always dreamed.

(There is a KNOCK at Left 2 door.)

Mrs. HartMmaN, It’s probably Keith. Now you
young people behave. (Goes upstairs.)

Mipge. We promise. (VIRGINIA opens door.
Kerta NoOLAN is there. He is also VIRGINIA’S age-—
good looking, slender, well-dressed. His mannerisms
and speech betray the fact that KEITH has ambitions
of a theatrical nature. At the moment, expecting to
be met by VIRGINIA, he is standing on porch, drawn
up to his full height, more than a trifle stiff. There
is a general pause while ALL survey him.) It's Ham-
let.

Buzz. It’s Lear.

VirciniA. (To Kerra) Come in, Keith. Right on
time.

Mipge. —It’s that celebrated master of tragedy,
Mickey-the-Mouse.

Buzz. I was never on time.

VircINIA. We had breakfast in the parlor this
morning. Isn’t that silly?
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Krirr. (To Buzz) Hello,  Lindsay. (To.Vir-
GINIA)—When I was in New York last, I saw a
Noel Coward play—they always had breakfast in
the parlor.

(Mgrs. HARTMAN enters on stairs, dressed for the
garden — wnde-brimwmed hat, smock, etc., and
pulling on gloves.)

VirGInia. I thought it was very clever myself.
But you know how parents are—so provincial.

Mgrs. HarTMAN. Aren’t T the picture of the Pro-
vincial Lady?

Kerra. Good morning, Mrs. Hartman,

VircIiNia, Here are the keys, Keith. (Hands him
keys.)

Mgrs. HartMaN., Try to dodge the street cars,
Keith.

Buzz. (Confidentially to Mince) 1 had a run-in
with the police in Hotspur the other afternoon.

Mipge. I heard.

Mgrs. HARTMAN. Speeding, Buzz?

Buzz. That jalopy won’t speed.

Kerra. (Interested) Why do you call it Hotspur ?

Buzz. Temperamental, {ull of anger. Cop said I
was doing thirty, but Hotspur won't do more than
twenty.

KrrrH. Probably gave you a ticket for appear-
ances.

Buzz. No. It was a one-way street.

Mrs. HartMaN. (Laughing) Hurry back, Vir-
ginia. I'm eager to meet Miss Webster.

Buzz. Aren’t we all?—The milkman particularly.

VirciNia. Will you stop? For the last time—

KEerru. We'd better dash. Plane’s due in ten min-
utes.

Mipce. Did your father really trip, Buzz, on the
milk box?
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‘VIRGIN1A. She did it! Look at her face. (They do)
Can’t you tell? She forged my name just to get you
over here!

Mipce. Isn’t that fantastic? (Crosses to sofa.)

Mgrs. HArRTMAN. Midge, I don’t like that.

Buzz. I'll go right home,

Mgrs. HarTMAN, Midge, you'll have to learn—
hands off other people’s lives. Sometimes I think
you're a very selfish girl. (Goes into sun parlor.)

ViIrGINIA. Midge, I'll remember this..

Buzz. For shame, Ginny. She put a lot of “X’s”
- at the bottom.

(VIRGINIA, unable to speak, stalks from room——out
~ Left 2. KertH follows.)

Kerra. (At door) You're a very funny fellow,
Lindsay.

Buzz. They laughed when I sat down to play.

Krrra. Too bad you never learned any manners.
(Follows VIRGINIA off.) ,

Mipge. (In the light bantering mood which she
and Buzz often share) I had a manner once.

Buzz. There are manners and manners. I'm de-
veloping a bedside manner myself.

Mipge. Some day Virginia will throw her head
in the air like that and it won’t come down. (Sits
on sofa.)

Buzz. (Sits on arm of sofa) Come clean, Miss
Hartman—why did you say—: “Please come. Vit-
ally important. Soon. As ever, Virginia”?

Mipge. Why did I say—?

Buzz. 'Fess up, Midge. This is Buzz.

MipGe. (Deep in thought—serious) Gosh, Buzz,
you do know me, don’t you?

Buzz. Betcha. .-

Mipge. That’s why I wrote the note.
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Buzz. (Puszzled) The only trouble with you,
Midge—is—you confuse a fellow.

Mioge. Buzz, we're alike, aren’t we?

Buzz. Well—

Mioge, We think alike. We laugh at the same
things.—You look swell this morning, Buzz.

Buzz. (By now really uneasy) Midge, you don’t
sound like yourself.

MipGe. I'm tired of sounding like myself. I'm
tired of being myself. '

Buzz. (At a loss now) Oh! (To change subject)
Going to play tennis?

Mipge, Yes—No.—I don’t know,

Buzz. (Rising) Well—

Mipce. Don’t change the subject. Sit down.

Buzz. (Sitting on sofa) Okay! (Peering at
Mipce) I'm a little busy this morning—looking for
work.

Mipce. (Horrified) You're going to work on va-
cation?

Buzz. If T can find the work. Want to know a
secret, Midge?

Mipgk. Is it a big secret?

Buzz. For me it is.

Mipge. (Settling down—interested) Shoot, Buzz.

Buzz. You know, I've about decided to go into
Medical School in the fall.

MipGe. You like?

Buzz. T like. But there's something else—some-
thing I've always wanted to do.

Mipge. And—?

Buzz. You'll laugh.

Mipce. I might. Why not?

Buzz. 1 think I'd like to play a clarinet.

Mipge. You?—Music to soothe the common cold
and make the appendix disappear.

Buzz. Go ahead—laugh,
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MPmGE' But I think that’s swellelegant! Why don’t
you?

Buzz. My Dad. He thinks it’s silly.

MipGe. Aren’t parents absurd?

Buzz. Do I laugh at him when he tells his tonsil
story ?

Mmce. You should sometime.

Buzz. —Or when he boasts he'll be elected Grand
Master of the Masons P~—~Anyway, he squelched me
the minute I mentioned this squeak-stick.

Mipge. They run into money.

Buzz. You know old man Barry’s pawn shop ?—
(MG nods.) He has one in the window. What a
reed ! ‘

Mipge. The question is—how much?

Buzz. (Rising. Pacing. Getting excited) That’s it!
That’s the unbelievable part of it — only fifteen
bucks.

Mipge. Only—!!

Buzz. —Plus Hotspur for Mr, Barry’s batty son.

Mipce. You'd trade in your car?

Buzz. 1 don’t think it has any valves any more,
And I know there’s at least one spark plug missing.

MipGe. (Who has been thinking seriously, brow
furrowed) Buzz—

Buzz. Yeah—7?

Mipce. We can get it.

Buzz. We?

MiGe. Sure! You and I. Oh, Buzz, I'm so glad
you told me. You haven’t mentioned it to Virginia?

Buzz. Not yet. .

MioGe. (Elated) You told me first!

Buzz. I better be on my way, kid.

Mipoge. Wait, Buzz. (Intercepts his cross to door.)
Listen.—(Leads him to sofa where they sit) Listen
~(A bit breathless.)

Buzz. I'm listening.

Mipge. Well, it’s hard to say—hard for a gir/ to.
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say. (Buzz, uneasy again, starts to rise. MIDGE takes
his hand, draws him down.) When a girl reaches a
certain age—no, that won't do. (Buzz’s expression
shows that he would like to help—but he doesn’t
know what to say.) Well, things happen to her. Not
ordinary things, either. Blg things. (Desperately)
Take any girl—any average girl, for instance—and
she finds a boy—not just any boy— (Buzz again
tries to rise—he looks very uncomfortable) And she
knows if she lives to be a hundred—or two hun-
dred—

Buzz. (Trying to pass it off) She can’t do that.

Mipce. Don’t do that—don’t joke.

Buzz. Sorry, Midge.

Mipge. Well, look at it this way. (Goes to table,
takes a cream pitcher and a coffee cup and holds
them up.) Here’s a girl (the cup) and here’s a boy
(the pitcher). (Arranges these on floor, then reaches
to table for another cup which she exhibits. Buzz
watches, puzzled, interested, but homnestly embar-
rassed.) Now this is another girl — older maybe.
Suppose the boy prefers this girl—or thinks he does.
Really he doesn’t know, but he thinks he does.
(Looks up, bright-eyed.)

Buzz. It gets rather complicated.

Mipge. It is complicated. Or it used to be. (Picks
up first cup) The whole world says this girl can’t
say anything to this boy—about her—feelmgs——but
this is the Twentieth Century—we re modern, aren’t
we?

Buzz. (Uncertainly) Sure!

Mipge. And minds can be changed: People do
change. You don’t just go on caring for a person
if that isn’t the person for you.

Buzz. (Again trying to pass it off with a laugh)
In Africa they say you change if it snows. Of
course, it never snows.

Mipce. Please stop that silly joking.
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Buzz. Midge, listen—you’re too young to—

Mipge. Young! Young!! (Crashes cup to floor.)
Well, T'll get your clarinet for you—and I won't
laugh—and that’s more than any of your old people
can do!! (She dashes, near tears, flushed and angry,
into the sun parlor.)

(4 pause. Buzz scraiches his head, looks after her.
He stoops and gathers up parts of the cup- on
the floor. ELLIOTT enters from dining room.)

Errrorr. Now what new imbecility—?

Buzz. (Looking up, grins) Mice, I think.

ErLiort. One interruption after another! What’s
that? (Indicates pieces of cup.) A

Buzz. That's Midge. Or it might be me; I don’t
remember.

Evrviorr. (With a scornful look) Don’t bother ex-
plaining. Whoever it is, it sure dropped a bomb into
Chapter Thirteen.

Buzz. (Depositing pieces on table) This book
you're writing, Elliott—is it funny? Is it a comedy?
| Erriort. A comedy? Funny? What’s funny about
ife? '

Buzz. A lot of things. Elliott, why don’t you come
out and play a little baseball? Give you a whole new
viewpoint.

EvrLiorT. Please don’t be ridiculous. In the first
place, I don’t need a new viewpoint and in the sec-
ond place, T know of nothing more useless than bat-
ting a little ball around a field. (His final and con-
clusive judament on the subject.)

Buzz. Well, it’s always fun coming over here.
My family’s on the dull side. One sister knits, the-
other plays bridge.

Erviorr. Your father’s a doctor. That must be-
dramatic, full of interest.

Buzz. Dad’s got a touch of rheumatism. Makes
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him blind to other things. But you can always ce-
pend on it here—a whirlwind, a tornado, or at least
a cyclone.

ELriorT. I'd give ten years of my life for a little
peace and quiet, I wonder whether Milton had a
family. ’ ]

Buzz. So-long, Elliott. If it begins to look too
tough in the book, look around you. You might get
a laugh ouf of things.

ErLiorT. You wouldn't say that if you lived here.
So-long. (Buzz goes out Left 2. ELLIOTT lounges
on sofa, his eyes on the ceiling, hands clasped be-
hind his head. He is the picture of repose. After a
moment, the PHONE jangles loudly. ELLIOTT jumps
to a sitting position. Bitterly, as he crosses to phone)
Alexander Graham Bell!

(Before he can reach for phone, MIDGE dashes in
Right, crosses quickly to desk, picks up phone
just as ELLIOTT is reaching out his hand. She
smiles across mouthpiece.)

Mipce. This is Midge. (ELLIOTT throws up his
hands, returns to sit. Head in hands, thinking.)
Yes, Dad— She’s in the garden-— Mr. Fields is go-
ing to buy the trucks— What trucks?— Okay, Il
tell her— No, Virginia hasn’t come back yet—
(ELLiOTT goes into sun parlor) —No, don’t hang
up, Dad. I want you—I want to tell you something.
Well, I thought with this Carollyn Webster coming
and all, something should be done about the car—
it’s sort of dirty and it needs shining—or even si-
monizing. And I know just the person—Buzz Lind-
say! (ELLIOTT returns with a very thick book open
in his hands. He is reading obliviously. Sits center
during the following.) He'll do it very reasonably—
He needs— (Her face brightens at what she hears;
then the pleased expression falls into one of terror
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and desperation.) No, Daddy! No! (Utterly de-
jected) I didn’t mean that at all. (Wails) Please,
Daddy. (Slumps) Just a moment. (Then to ELLIOTT,
in a small voice.) He wants to talk with you.

ELLiorT. (Reluctant) Me?—That’s odd. (Goes to
phone.) Hello! (MIDGE goes to sofa, picks up book,
tries to read.) Yes. (Brightly, unsuspicious) Oh, 1
feel fine— Of course I get enough exercise—
What!? (Repeating his father's words) When I get
married! But you know I have no intention of ever
getting married, Father. I have my life all planned
and worked out, Marriage means shrieking and mes-
siness and squalling children, — not for me— You
mean washed? Simonized! ! ! (Glares at MIDGE who
looks up furtively, gestures helplessly. ELLIOTT
speaks evenly, tense, and angry.) Yes— Yes— I
understand. (Replaces phone; starts for MIDGE with
murder in his eyes.)

MipGe. (Rises, backs away) Elliott, I didn’t mean
you at all. I meant Buzz.

Erriort. It'll be good for me, he says. “Good for
me !"—Simonizing that whole sedan car!

Mipge. He'll pay you, Elliott. You can use the
money for your encyclopedia fund. He said he’d pay
you.

(All the while ELLiOTT. has backed her around sofa
up to stairs. MIDGE is poised, ready to run.)

ErrLrorr. He told me again that he was captain
of his basketball team and Phi Beta Kappa at the
same time. Balance, he said. Balasnce!

Mipge. It won’t take long, Elliott,

ELLiorT. Just one day! Just one whole afternoon
away from my book!

Mipce. Look at it philosophically, Elliott.

ErriorT. (Pausing—drawing himself up) You are
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right. One mustn’t be jolted into a loss of perspec-
tive.

MIpGE. (Agreeing) One mustn’t indeed !

Erviort. (Developing his line of thought) But the
sooner people around this house realize I am not a
man of action, the better. (Stalks up the stairs) The
next time, try to stop and think, Midge. Consider
the wasted effort in polishing a car—rubbing, shin-
ing. (Looks down at Mipge) You and your brilliant
mind! Next to the collected works of Plato you'd
be the perfect companion on a desert island. (Goes
off upstairs.)

MipGe. Why, thank you, brother dear. (Crosses to
Left 2 door, opens it, as CAROLLYN WEBSTER, VIR~
GINIA, and Keite enter, loaded with mrplane lug-
gage. ‘CAROLLYN WEBSTER at 17, is trying hard to
live up to her publicity. S he wears a smartly tailored
travel suit, a huge cartwheel hat, high heels, and a
pretty, attractive—but  still- hfe——-expresswn Her
long hair falls down the side of her face in the
fashion of the times. Around her neck, hanging on a
shiny strap, is a leather-encased, wvery expensive
candid camera. MIDGE, meeting them af the door, is
momentarily embarrassed. She quickly recovers,
throwing the door fully open for them.) Oh!—En-
trez-vous. Take off your hats and shoes. This is
Shangri-La.

VirciNia (Entering) Come in, Carollyn. And
don’t mind her. My sister. Midge, and she’s apt to
seem a little strange at first.

CaroLLYN. I've heard so much about you.

Mipce. I’ve seen your picture somewhere. Smooth,
smooth— You were never mixed up 'in a.scandal,
were you?

CaROLLYN. Not yet sorry.

MipGe. I read all the tabloids I can get hold of.
I've seen that face,

Vircinia, Cut it, Midge.
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