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GEoRGE. A1\.lulh sorl), Nlrs. Forrest.

fsTAGE v-$iAGER Jmiles dl o LLdi?nc. attrl cbift.s cff
(lounstage. GEoRGE lnr'7rs shll:1, f,eerin.g around
the \\'ebh honse to se? ifElttll'Y b there. )

- Hello, Emily.

ENIILI'. (ir_)l] tLt.t nittg Jron nellislll'lo.
GEORGE. (dging doit,n, soching ttt.i.tt t,tith hascball t\ort

made a fine sPeech in class.

EMrLY \\:e11.. .I rvas realh readY lo make a speech about
the \{onroe Doctrine, but at the last rninute }liss
Corcoran nlade me talk about the Lonisiana
Purchase instead. I l\'orked irn arful long time on
both of them.

GEotr(cL. (p1tl.t balt bach in pochet, Looks at oun hottse) Gee'

it's ftrnnl, Ernilr.. Fr-orn m,v rvindolv uP there I can

just see vour head nighs n'hen )ou're doing vour
horrcrvork over' in Yolrr room.

lBo'lH JaQ ,/losth front. sh\ thrattghout.)

E,MIL\. tl)based at hzt adzzsslon; Whr; can ,vou?

cEoRGE. \bu certainlv do stick to it' Emil1. I don't
see hou 1ou can sit still that long. I grress,vou like

school.

Ftr\IrLY \\'ell, I alrvavs feel it's something,vou have to go

th rorigh.

CEoRGE. \'eah.

ENflLY. I don't mind it realb-. It passes the tine.

cEoRGE. Yeah. - Emill, t'hat do vou think? \\'e rright
r,vork out a kinda telegraph from vour l'indorv
to rnine; and once in a lvhile you could gire me

a kinda hint or livo about one' of those irlgebra

problerns.
(EMILY looAt at ltim, shoched.l

I don't mean the answers, Emih. of conrse rrot '

just some little hint...
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EMILY. Oh, I think hints are allowed. - So - ah - if you
get stuck, George, you whisde to me; and I'll give
you some hints.

cEoRGE. Emily, you'rejust naturally bright, I guess.

EMTLY. I figure that it's just the way a person's bom.

cEoRGE. Yeah. But, you see, I want to be a farmer,
and my Uncle Luke sap whenever I'm ready I can
come over and work on his farm and if I'm any
good I canjust gradually have it.

EMILY You mean the house and everything?

fE??rrrMRs. WEBB with a large bowl and, sits on the

bench fu her trellis.)

cEoRGE. Yeah. (Pause. Gets ball out; edges away.) Well,
thanks...I better be getting out to the baseball
field. Thanks for the tatk, Emily. - Good aftemoon,
Mrs. Webb.

(EMILY, urapt in thoughts o/cEoRGE, looks afier
him.)

MRs. WEBB. Good aftemoon, George.

GEoRGE. So long, Emill'.

S Qrosses ofJ soching ball into mitt)

EMTLY. So long, George.

MRs. WEBB. Emily, come and hetp me string these
beans for the winter.

(IN$LY sits and helps.)

George Gibbs let himself have a real conversation,
didn't he? \4try, he's growing up. How old would
George be?

ENrLy. (coming out of tr&nce, protesting too much) 1 do,].'r
know.

MRs. WEBB. I-et's see. He must be almost sixteen.

fiLY. (changing the subject) Mama, I made a speech in
class today and I was very good.

MRs. WEBB. You must recite it to lour father at supper.
\ Ihat was it about?
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