Barnette & Babe 31-33 combined

BABE. Then I called out to Zackery. I said, “Zackery, I've made
some lemonade. Can you use a glass?”

BARNETTE. Did he answer? Did you hear an answer?
BABE. No. He didn't answer.

BARNETTE. So, whatd you do?

BABE. I poured him a glass anyway and took it out to him.
BARNETTE. You took it out to the living room?

BABE. Idid. And there he was; lying on the rug. He was looking
up at me trying to speak words. I said, “What?... Lemonade?...
You don’t want it? Would you like a Coke instead?” Then I got the
idea, he was telling me to call on the phone for medical help. So I
got on the phone and called up the hospital. I gave my name and
address and I told them my husband was shot and he was lying on
the rug and there was plenty of blood.

Babe pauses a minute, as Barnette works frantically on his notes.
I guess that’s gonna look kinda bad.
BARNETTE. What?
BABE. Me fixing that lemonade, before I called the hospital.

BARNETTE. Well, not...necessarily.

BABE. I tell you, I think the reason I made up the lemonade, I
mean besides the fact that my mouth was bone dry, was that I was
afraid to call the authorities. I was afraid. I—I really think I was
afraid they would see that I had tried to shoot Zackery, in fact, that
I had shot him, and they would accuse me of possible murder and
send me away to jail.

BARNETTE. Well, that’s understandable.



BABE. I think so. I mean, in fact, that's what did happen. That’s
what is happening—cause here I am just about ready to go right off
to the Parchment Prison Farm. Yes, here I am just practically on the
brink of utter doom. Why, I feel so all alone.

BARNETTE. Now, now, look—Why, there’s no reason for you to
get yourself so all upset and worried. Please, don't. Please.
They look at each other for a moment.

You just keep filling in as much detailed information as you can
about those incidents on the medical reports. That’s all you need to
think about. Don’t you worry, Mrs. Botrelle, were going to have a
solid defense.

BABE. Please, don’t call me Mrs. Botrelle.
BARNETTE. All right.

BABE. My name’s Becky. People in the family call me Babe; but my
real name’s Becky.

BARNETTE. All right, Becky.



