
OUR TOWN

(I!G. WEBB sh,akes the snuo off his feet &nd enters

iir lro sr. coNsTABtE WARREN gu?s qfi rrbbr.)

MR WEBB, Good morrring, Mother, (rqmoaes hi,s hat and,

coat)

MRs. WEBB. How did it go, Charles?

MR WEBB. Oh, fine, I guess. I told'm a few things. -
Everything all right here?

MRs. WEBB. Yes - can't think of anything that's
happened, special. Been right cold. Howie
Newsome sa),s it's ten below over to his bam.

MR WEBB. Yes, well, it's colder than that at Hamilton
College. Students'ears are falling off. It ain't
Christian. - Paper have any mistakes in it?

MRs. WEBB. None that I noticed. Coffee's ready when
you want it. (He staris u4stairs.) Charles! Don't
forget, it's Emily's birthday. Did you remember to
get her something?

MR. WEBB. (patting his Pochet) Yes, I've got something
here. (calling up th, rrair, Where's my girl? Where's
my birthday girl?

(He goes olf lefi.)

MRs. WEBB. Don't interrupt her now, Charles. You can
see her at breakfast. She's slow enough as it is.
Hurry up . childrenllt's seven o'clock. N
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n't
atlvant to call 1ou again. (She turns to

table near stove.)

EN[Y. fsofl)! more in uondzr than ,z grif) I carr't bear it.
Thev're so voung and beautiful. \\Ilrl did they ever

have to get old? Nlarna, I'm here. I'rn grolvn np. I
love lou a11, even-thing. - I can't look at cverything
hirrd enough.

(She loohs questioningh al llz. STAGE MANAGER,

saying or suggesting: "Crtn I go in?" He nods

hicllt. \ht rto\\o\ lo tho inna,luu, tn thP h;lthP .

lefi of het notllet, and as though ent?ring the tuoi4
s.4s, su&qesting the lroiu of o gtrl of tuelue: )


