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coaus. Sure, you doa't even know us aay more.
sorHER. Well, Chi, if they can'e say, doa' . .

cums. No, i’ just  question of George, Mother, he planned
on

cuons. (He gets up politely, micely, for Kate's sake.) Now wait
» minure, Chris . . .

s, (Smiling and full of command, custing bim off) 1f you
want 0 go, T'll drive you to the station now, but if you're suing,
0 arguments while you're here.

MOTHER. (A lass confessing the tension.) Why should he argoe?
(She goes 1o bim, end with desperation and compassion, stroking
bis bair.) Geosgie and us have 0o argument. How could we have
an argument, Georgie? We all got hit by the same lightning, how
canyou . . - Did you see what happened to Larry's tree, Georgie?
(Sbe bas taken bis arm, and amwillingly be moves actoss siage with
ber.) Imagine? While 1 was dreaming of him in the middIe of the
night, the wind came along and . . . (LYDIA enters on porch. As
100m as sbe sees bim,)

LyDia. Hey, Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! (Sbe
comes down 10 bim eagerly. She bas « flowered bat in ber band,
which Kate takes from ber as sbe goes 10 GEORGE.)

GBORGE. (They sbake hands eagerly, warmly.) Hello, Laughy.
What'd you do, grow?

Lyou. I'm » big girl now.

MoTHER, (Taking bat from ber.) Look what she can do t0 8 hat!
ANN. (To LYOIA, admiring the bat.) Did you make that?
MorhER. In ten minutes! (Sbe pus it on.)

LYDIA. (Fixing it on ber bead.) 1 ouly reatranged it.

GRORGE. You still make your own cloches?

s, (Of MomHER) Ain't she classy! All she needs pow is &
Russian wolfhound.

omwms. (Movingbor beadfrom . io ) I feelslike somebody is
sicing on my

ANN. No, ir's beautiful, Kate.

wornn. (Kisses 1YDIA—o GEORGE) She's 3 genius! You
should've married her. (They ué:.‘) ‘This one can feed you!
LYD, (Strangely emberrassed.) Ob, sop that, Kace.

GRORGE. (To LYDIA.) Dida't I bear you had o baby?

MoTHER. You don't hear 30 good. She's got three babies.

GRowG. (A litsle burt by it—to LYDIA.) No kidding, three?
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LYo Yeah, it was e, €wo, thros—You've been away & oag tine,

Geoegie.

GBoRGE. I'm beginaing to realize.

MOTHIR. (To GHAIS and GRORGE.) The trouble with you kids is
you think w0 mach.

GaoRGE. (With almost obvions ewvy.) They never took Frak,
heh?
LYDUA, (A little apologetically.) No, he was always cae year shesd
o the draft.
MOTHER. It's amazing, When they were calling boys cwenty-seven
Frank was jusc twenty-cight, when they made it cwency-cight he
was jusc cwenty-nine. Thar's why he took up astrology. I's all in
‘when you were born, it just goes to show.
Ccanss. Whae does it g0 to show?
o, To cins.) Don't be o intelligent. Some superstitions
(To LYDIn.) Did he finish Larry's horoscope?
Lo, 1 ek ion now, T goicg . (To GRoAGH, &l sadly
dmost embarrassed.) Would you like t see my babies? Come oa.
GEonce. I don't think s0, Lydia.
LYOA. (Understanding.) Al right. Good luck to you, George.
Gaonc. Thanks. And toyou . . . And Fraak. (Sbe smiles & bim,
tarns and goes off v. 10 ber bowse. GRORGN stands staring after ber.)
LYDIA. (As she runs of.) Oh, Frank!
MOTHER. (Reading bis thoughts.) She got pretry, heh?
caonce. (Sadly.) Very preay.
MOTHER. (As 4 reprimand.) She's besutiful, you damaed fool!
caonce. (Looks mound longingly; and sefl, with 4 catch im bis
throa) She makes it seem 50 nice around here.
MOTHER. (Shaking ber finger at him.) Look what happened to you
heanymmldn‘rlumnm‘lmldywnmnymdnnd
stay out of the war!
GBORGE. (Lavghs at bimself.) She used to laugh wo much.
MoTHER. And you dida’t lsugh enough. While you were geming
mad about Pascism Prank was gewing inco her bed.
GEoRGE. (To cims.) He won the war, Frask.
cm, At da bl

ma,nafﬂbuﬂ)mbyhynndhhh
Georgir1 you loved that gicl.
chmas. (u,b:)m:mlmnh-lmm!
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