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possble be's slive somewhere, because

Jou. Him? He's all right. He's jusc completely out of his mind,
that's all.

PRANK. (Peeved.) The trouble with you is, you doa't believe in

. And your trouble is that you believe in anytbing. You dida’t

see my kid this morning, did you?

FRANK. No.

xeLLER. Imagine? He walked off with his thermometer. Righe out

of his bag.

Jox. (Gets ) W  poben One bock s  gic s be iken
er cemperature. (Goes 10 drivewny, looks wpstage toward stveet.)

PRANK. Tha boy's going to be & real doctoe; he's smart.

e Over my dead body be'll be s doctor. A"good beginniag, too.

FRANK. Why? If's an hosorsble

. (Looks at bim tiredly.) Frack, will you scop talking like &

civics book? (KELLER Lavghr.)

PRANK. Why. | saw & movie & couple of weeks ago, reminded me

of you. There was & doctoe in that picture . . .

xzLize. Don Ameche!
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things. That's what you ought o do; you could help

maniy, i of

™ l-wulo-mw  humanicy on « Wamer Brothers salary.

KeLLER. (hlm-h‘-,h,bn‘.) Thar's very good, Jim.

Jise. (Looks towerd bouse.) Well, where's the besutiful girl was

0 be here?

scrawny kid. Couple of years go by, she's  regular woman. Handly
recognized her, and she was running in and out of this yard all her
life. That was 8 very happy family used e live in your bouse, Jim.
i Like to mees ber. The block can use s precry girl. In the whole

neighborhood there's sot & damned thing to look at. (Enter SUE,
JOCS wife. from L. She is rounding forly, an overweight woman




image2.png
wbo foars . On soving ber it wryly adds:) . . . Except my wife,
of course.

SUR. (In same 1irit.) Mss. Adams is o the phooe, yeu dog.
Jue. (To xaLLER) Such is the condition which prevails, (Going
#0 bis wife.) my love, my light. . . .

sus. Don't saiff arousd me. (Points t0 their bouse, 1.) And give
her 2 nasty snswer. I can smell ber pecfume over the phooe.
1. What's the mattes with her now?

suz. 1 don't know, dear. She sounds like she's ia cerrible paio—
ualess her mouth is full of candy.

M. Why doa’ you just ell her t lay down?

Sus. She enjoys it more when you tell ber t lay down. And when
are you going to see Mr. Hubbard?

e, My dear; M, Hobbard is pot sick, and I have berter things s
do than o sit there snd hold his hand.

sus. It seems to me chat for ten dollars you could bold bis hand.
. (To KaLLEn.) If your son wants w play golf eell him F'm
teady. (Going L) Or if be'd like t take & trip around the wocld
for shous chirty years. (He exits 1)

KaLLER. Why do you needle him? He's & doctor, women are sup-
posed to call him up.

SUR. All 1 said was Mrs. Adams is on the phone. Can | have some
of your parsiey?

KBLLER. Yeuh, sure. (She goes L. fo parsley box and pulls some
parsley.) You were a ourse wo long, Susie. You're wo . . .
wo. . . realisic.

suB. (Lawghing, points at bim.) Now you seid ic! (Enter LYoA
LUBSY from n. She is a robust, lawnghing gir of twenty-seven.)
Lvoua. Fraok, the taseer . . . (Soes the otbers.) Hys.

xLLEs. Hello!

LYDIA. (To FRANK.) The tosster is off again.

FaANK. Well, plug it in, 1 juse fixed ie.

LYDIA. (Kindly, bat insistently.) Please, deas, fix it back like ic was

7ANK. 1 doa’t know why you can't learn 00 carn 0a & simple thing
like 8 touscer! (FRANK exits %)

sus. (Lavghs.) Thomas Edisoa.

LYDt. (Apologetically.) He's really very bandy. (She soes broben
sree.) Oh, did the wind get your eree?

xaLLER, Veah, las night.
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