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ACT THREE

Twe o'clock the following morning, MOTHER is discovered
on the rise, rockmg ceaselessly in o chaiv, staring & bor
thonghis. It is an intense, slight, 0 of rocking. A light shows
from upstairs bedroom, lower floor windows being dark. The
moon i siromg and casts its Misb light.

Presently yiu, dressed in jacket and bat, appears from the
Left, and seving ber, goes up beside ber.

Jou. Aoy news?

MorHER. No news.

. (Gendy) ‘You can'tsit up all nighe, dear, why doa’t you g0 ®0
?

MoTHER. I'm waiting for Chris. Doa't worry sbout me, Jim, I'm
perfectly all right.

4. Bot it's almost two o'clock.

MoTHER. I can't sleep. (Slight passe.) You had an emergency?
,u(rna,)uadym ‘headache and thought be was dy-
n,(rh‘um.)mdqpnumpuuw
realizes how many people are walking around loose, and they're
cracked as coconuts. Mooey. Money-moaey-money-moacy. You sey
it long enough it doesa’t mean anything. (Sbe smiles, makes a silent
Langh.) Ob, how T'd love t be around when that happens!
m(!b‘uhru)‘ln‘nmmjh‘m

Tt (Looks a bor  moment.) Kaee. (Panse.) What happened?
RATE. 1 cold you. He had an argument with Joe. Then he got in the
vy,

argument, .
Joa. They. about Ana?’
Worues. (Slight besitation.) No, not Ana. Imagine? (Indicates
lighted window above.) Sbe hasa't come out of that room since he
Iefe. All night in dhat room.
e, (Looks ot window, then af ber.) What'd Joe do, cel him?
MoTHER. (Sbe stops rocking.) Tell him whac?
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Jue. Doo't be afraid, Kast, 1 know. T've atways known.

Momxn. How?

. It occnrred 1 me o long tisme ago.

MoTHER. I always had the feeling that in the back of his besd,
his . . . almost knew. I dida't think it would be such s shock.
m(m.p)uﬁ-ﬂmh-h-nﬁu'h:dh’
ke thac. It cakes 2 certain talent . . . for lying. You bave it, and

do. Bat ot him.

MOTHER. What do you mesn . . . be's noc coming back?

1. Ob, 0, be'll come back. We all come back, Kate. These

e
made. In  peculiar way. ight—every man does have &
star. The star of one's honesty. And you spend your life groping
‘uh.bnmk'luilwmlh’lﬁﬂh-—
very far. He probably jusc  be alone to watch his star go
out.

MOTHER. Just as long as he comes back.

1. 1 wish he woulda's, Kate. One year I simply took off, weat to
New Orleaas; for two months 1 lived on bansnas and milk, sad
snudied a ceruin disease. It was beautiful. And then she came, and
she cried. And I went back home with her. And now I live in the
usual darkness; I can'e fiod myself; ic's even hard sometimes 1o
remember the kind of man 1 wanted to be. I'm & good husbend;
Chris is 2 good son—be’ll come back. (XELLER comes ont on porch
in dressing-gown and slippers. He goes wpstage—io alley. Jia
goes 10 bim.)

Ju. L have s feeling be'sin the park. Il look around for hirm. Puc
her t0 bed, Joe: this is no good for what she's got. (JIu xits mp
driveway.)

KeLLER. (Coming down.) Wht does he want here?

MoTHER. His friend is not home.

KELLER. (His voice is busky. Comes down to ber.) 1 doa't like him
mixing in %0 much.

MOTHER. I¢'s 100 late, Joe. He knows.

KELLER. (Apprebensively.) How does be know?

MoTHER. He guessed  long time ago.

xxLLEr. I don't like that.

MOTHER. (Lawghs dangeronsly, quietly into the line.) What you
don'tlike . . .

xELLER. Yesh. what [ doa't like.
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