
OUR TOWN

fGEORGE, ako carrying books, catches up with
hr. )

cf,oRcE. Can I carry yottr books home for you, Emily?

EMTLY. (coo ))W]:,y...uh...Thank you. It isn'tfar.
(She gfu,es them to hirn. GE.ORGI. td,hes her books

und,er his arm, turns to speah offstage. EMILY ir Jil
and embarrassed,. )

GEORGE. Excuse me a minute, Emily- (hurriedly) Say,
Bob, if I'm a little late, start practice an1.'rvay. Ard
give Herb some long high ones.

tuflLv- (suddznb alnt) Good-by, Lizzy.

cEORcF,. (ako to "LizE", not enthusiastic) Good-by, Lizzy.

- I'm ardully glad you were elected, too, Emily.

EMILY. (coolll) Thank you.

(Thq haae bem standing on Main Street, almost
agqinst the bach wall. They take the first steps

touard the qudience uhen GEoRGE stops and,
sa)s;)

cAoRcF. ( hurt) Emily, why are you mad at me?

ilrnLl- (defmsfuQ I'm not mad at you.

cEoRGE. You've been treating me so funny lately.

FNIII-Y. (dreading to Jacc the isnrc)Well, since y'ou ask me,
I might as well say it right out, George, -
(She cqtches sigfu of a hocher passing-)

Good-by, Miss Corcoran.

cEoRGE. Good-by, Miss Corcoran. - \44ra - what is it?

FNlILv. (not scold.ing\; f.nding it dfficult to say) I don't
Iike the whole change that's come over you in the
last year.

(GEORGE t'Lons aua), a bit hurt. She glances at
him.)

I'm sorry if that hurts your feelings, but I've got
to - tell the truth and shame the devil.
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64 OUR TOWN

cEoR.cE- L change? - 144ra - what do you mean?

EMILY. Well, up to a year ago I used to like you a lot.
And I used to watch you as you did everything...
because we'd been friends so long...and then yotr
began spending all y'our time at baseball -..andyou
never stopped to speak to anybody any more. Not
elrn to your ov'n family you didn't...and, George,
it's a fact, you've got au,ful conceited and stuck-up,
and all the girls say so. They may not say so to your
face, but that's what they say about you behind
your back, and it hurs me to hear them say it, but
I've got to agree with them a little. I'm sorry if it
hurts your feelings...but I can't be sorry I said it.

cEoRGE. (helpless and hurt) 1...1'm glad you said it,
Emily. I never thought that such a thing rvas
happening to me. I guess it's hard for a fella not to
hare faults creep into his character

(Thq nkz a step or hao in siknce, th"n stand, still
in nisery. )

EMILY. I always expecr a man to be perfect and I think
he should be.

cEoRGE. Oh...I don't think it's possible to be perfect,
Emil,v.

ENfiLY. (all innoence, yet finn) Well, my father is, and as

far as I can see yozrfather is. There's no reason on
earth why you shouldn't be, too.

cEoRGE. Well, I feel it's the other way round. That
men aren't naturally good; but girls are.

nMILv. Well, 1,ou might as lvetl know right now that I'm
not perfect. It's not as easy for a girl to be perfect
as a man, because we girls are more - more -
ner-vous. - Now I'm sorry I said all that about you.
I don't know u'hat made me say it. (cnar)

GEoRGE. (choked oice) Emily, -
EMTLY. Now I can see it's not the truth at all, And I

suddenly feel that it isn't imporanq an),lvay.

0 ha"dslo r
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cEoRGE. Emilv.-.\!,ould )o11 like an ice<ream soda, or

'nrrrethinS. belore r,,rr go h,'rrrei

LMIL\. (cafirolling h.rj.r#J \\'ell, thauk ,vou...I rvould.

rCEoRGE storts to tahe her orm, bt.tt is too sh1. The;

adLtance loiNaftl tlrc audience on(L tnk? Qlt (lbrupt

ight tu.nL. opening lhe tLaor ol llorgan's drugstore

Ltnder strong ernotion, E},TLy keeps het fote doun.

GEORGE j?eo&s lo rame Passtrs-b\.)

cEoRcE. Hello, Stelv, - how are 
'ou? 

- Good aliernooD,
\{rs. Slocuttt.

rGEORCE statts ittto storP, then st?.ps boch to let

EMrLY gDf,:tr. Thq cross to stooLt and GEoRGE

puts baohs tLolln on boanl.l

/ Irz STAGE NIANAGER, utearing spettttcles and

rtssuning the rcle of llr. llatgan, uters abntptl)

fft)m the ngfu and stands betu:een the audimce attd

tl,t ,a,tnt,', o1 ht' n,lo lo,tt,loin

sT-A.cE N{.{\-A.GER. Hello. George. Hel1o, Emilr. -
\\'hat'11 votr have? - \\h1t Eurih'!\:ebb, - \\'hat lou
been crying about?

cEoRGE. (IIc gropes for an explan(1ti.)n.. ) She...shejust
got an aniful scare, \Ir ]lorgan. She almost got
r-un orer by that hardl\'are-storc lvagon. Everybodv

si1!'s that Tom Hrtckins clrives like a crazY man.

STAGE N!iA.NAGER. (tLrauing a tlinh of uatu)\{ell. llos';l

You take a drink of rvater, Emih.

IE IILY an.l GEoRcE sit on stool'\. )

\bu look all shook up. I tell vou, you've got to look
borh l'a1s befcrle -rou cross Nlain Street these da)s.

(Seh glass hdore her. She siPs.)

Llets tvorse elerJ,Year- - \\'hat'11 ,vou hirle?

EN{ILY. I'll have a strarvbern phosphate, thank You, Mr'
\{organ-

cEoRGE. No, no, Emih. Hare an ice-cre ant soda lvith
me. T\vo stralvbern ice-creanl sodas, Nk lforgan'

s?


