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ANN. Shhhl—Bu be'll say snything, George. You know how
quick be can lie.
GaoRGE. (Tarming fo CHus, with deliberation.) T'l ask you some-
thing, and look me in the eye when you answer me.
s, Tl look you in the eye.
GroRGE. You know your fathe . . .
caus. T know him well.
GEonGE. And he's the kind of boss t let & hundred and tweaty-one
ylinder heads be repsired and shipped out of his shop without
even knowing sbout it?
‘canss. He's thas kind of boss.
GroRGE. And that's the same Joe Keller who never left his shop
without irse going around to see that all the lights were out.
s, (With growing anger.) The same Joe Keller.
GEORGS. The same man who knows how many minutes a day his
workers spend in the tilet.
chus. The same man.
Gronce. And my father, that frightened mouse who'd never buy
2 shire without somebody along—that man would dare do such s
thing on his own?
canis. On his own. And because he's a frightened mouse this is
another thing he'd do;—throw the blame on somebody else be-
cause he's not man enough o take it himself. He wied it in court
but it didn'c work, but with  fool like you it works!
Gong, O, Chris, you're a liar t0 yourself!
ANN. (Deeply shaben.) Don's tal like char!
s, (Sits facing Gong.) Tell me, George. What happened?
The coure record was good enough for you all these years, why isa't
it good now? Why did you believe it all these years?
GRORGE. (After & slight panse.) Because you believed it. . . .
Thar's the truth, Chris. I believed everything, because I thought
you did. But coday T heard it from his mouth. From his mouth ic's
altogether different than the record. Anyone who knows him, aod
knows your facher, will believe it from his mouth. Your Dad took
everything we have. I can’t beat that. But she's one item he's not

ing to grab. (He terns fo ANN.) Gex ings. Everything
B bl v ke K of s 1 wh
can live with that, Get your things.
Cus. Ann . . . you're noc going to believe thar, are you?
ANN. (Sbe goes to bim.) You know it's ot true, doa't you?
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zonca. How can be tell you? It his father. (To cinss.) Nooe
of these things ever even cross your mind?

Guus. Yes, they crossed my mind. Aaything can cross your mind!
Guonce. He knows, Annie. He knows!

‘cuns. The Voice of God!
oﬂummm‘:mm_mhum?mu
 ber!

s, What the hell has chat got to o with . . .2

GBORGE. Annie, why isn't his name on it?

Crus. Even whea I don't own it!

Gonce. Who're you kidding? Who gets it whea he dies? (To
‘ANN.) Open your cyes, you know the both of them, isn't that the
firs thing they'd do, the way they love each other?—J. O. Keller
& Son? (Pause. ANN looks from bim to cymss.) T'll seule ie. Do
you want to settle ic, of are you afraid t0?

Gums. . . . What do you mean?

aonce. Let me go up and talk to your facher. In ten minutes you'll
have the answer, Or are you afraid of the answer?

Gions. T'm not afraid of the snswer. | know the answer. But my
mother isa't well and 1 don’t want & fight here now.
Gronce. Let me go t him.

‘caass. You're not going to surt a fight here now.

Georca. (To ANN.) What more do you wantl! (There is 4 somnd
of footsteps in the bowse)

AN, (Trns ber bead suddenly toward bouse.) Someone's coming.
s, (To GroRG, quietly.) You won't say anything now.

ANN. You'll go soon. T'l call a cab.

GEoRGE. You're coming with me.

ANN. And don't mention marriage, because we haven't told her yet.
GRORGE. You're coming with me.

2NN, You understand? Doa't . . . Geotge, you're nox going o
“cart anything now! (She bears footsteps.) Shsh! (MOTHER emters
on porch. She is dressed almost formally. ber bair is ixed. They are
all tevned toward ber, On secing GBONGE the caises botb bends,
comes down toward bim.)

MorHER. Georgie, Georgie.

Groran. (He bas always liked ber.) Hello, Kase.

“eoTHER. (She cups bis face in ber bands.) They made sn old men
ot of you. (Towcbes bis hair.) Look, you're gray.

‘GsonGE, (Her pity, open and wnsbasbed, reaches into bim, and be
smiles sadly.) Tinow. 1. .

48




