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kaLLER. Swell with me!

s, Sare, lec's have some Fu. (To MoTHER) You'll start with
chis apirin. (He goes up and into bouse with new spirit. Her smile
wanisbes.)

MOTHER. (With an accusing anderions.) Why did he invite het
here?

KaLLER. Why does that bother you?
MOTHER, She's been in New York three and a half years, why all
of a sudden ?

KELLER, Well, maybe . . . maybe be jusc wanted 10 see ber . . .
orHER. Nobody comes seven hundred miles “just t0 see.”
KELLER, What do you mesn? He lived next door to the girl all
bis life, why shouldn't he waat o see her again? (MOTHER looks
« bim crisically.) Don't look st me like that, be dida't cell me say
‘more than he told you.

MOTHER. (A warning and a question.) He's nox going to marry her.
xELLer, How do you know he's even thinking of it?

MorHER. It's got chat about it.

KELLER. (Sharply watching ber reastion.) Well? So what?
MOTHER. (Alarmed.) What's going oa here, Joc?

xaLLen, Now listen, kid . . .

MOTHER. (Avoiding contact with bim.) She's not bis gitl, Joe; she
knows she's not.

xELLER. You can't read her mind.

MOTHER, Then why is she sill single? New York is full of men,
why isa't she married? (Passe.) Probably a bundred people told
her she's foolish, but she's waiced.

xeLLEn. How do you know why she waited?

MOTHER. She knows what 1 know, that's why. She's faithful as
rock. In my worst moments, I think of her waiting, and I know

MoTHER. (Warningly.) Nobody in this house dast take her faich
away, Joe. Scrangers might. But not his facher, not his brother.
KELLER, (Exasperated.) What do you want me to do? What do
you wane?

MoTHER. 1 wan you o act like be's coming back. Boch of you.
Doa't think I haven'e noticed you since Chiis invited her. I woa't
stand for any nonsense.

xevumn, Bur, Kce . . .

MoTHER. Because if he's not coming back, then 'l kill myself!
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u-y-onh— ? Luugh, but there ace mesnings ia

ek ding. S gom 20 lcp i it reom o bis memccal ek
Look ac i; look. (Sbe sits on beweb @ bis L.) Joe .

Calm yourself.
Belicve with me, Joe. I can't sand all alome.

e Calm

MomEs. Only last week & msn mmed up in Detroi, missing
loager than Larry. You read it yourself.

xauvm Al right, ol righ, calm yourself.

MoTHER. You shove all have got t believe, you . . .

KaLmn. (Rises.) Why me sbove all?

MOTHER. . . . Just dou't stop believiag .
tlu.-.'hduh_.-md.l? (llﬂn—'mﬂn‘
on from L)

axr. M. Keller! Sey, Mr. Keller . . . (Pointing wp drivewey.)
Tommy just said it again!

KaLias (Not romembering ery of i) Said what? .

i pieces.
KaLiEs.
MomHER.

B8XT. Gee, aren't you going t arresc him? | wamed him.
MoTHER. (With inddewness.) Seop chat, Bert. Go home. (saxr

o, (Terming on Kaiiam, farivsly) Theres s juil bre
1 wank you 1 seop dier jail busioess! (He tars, shamed, bet

)

BExr. (Past ber so KnLLER.) He's right acroms the seree . . .
Mo, Go e, Bere. (I ters round and goe #) dive:
e She s shaben Howspowc i biten of, coremely wrgem) 1
wae you o seop that, Joe. That whole jail business!
xxLLan. (Alarmed, sharofore angored.) Look s you, look st you

MoTHER. (Trying 1o control bevself, moving abost clasping ber

hands.) 1 o' help it.

KELLER. What have | got to hide? What the hellis the marres with

you, Kaee?

MoTHER. 1 dida’ say you had sayching w hide, I'm just wlling yeu

1 seop il Now mop il (s ANN and CHRIS appoar ow porch. v
2




