
OUR TOWN

(Women's uoices respotld. )
MRs. WEBB. kalling olf lefi) I'11 tell Mr. lVebb; I &zozr.,

he'll want to put it in rhe paper,

MRS. GIBBS. My, it's late!

MRS. soAMEs. Good night, Irma.

(Thq stroll sikntly.)

MRS. GIBBS. Real nice choir practice, wa'n't it?
Ilyrtle \4'ebbl Look at that moon, rill 1'ou!
Tsk-tsk-tsk. Potato weather, for sure.

(The\ are s'ilent a mornen| gazing u? at the
moon. )

MRS. soAMEs. (scandalized) Natwrally I didn't want
to sav a word about it in front of those others,
(looks olJstage) btrt now we're alone - really, it's
the worst scandal that eler rzs in this town!

MRS. GIBBS. \4trat?

MRS. SOAMES. Simon Stimson!

MRs. cIBBs- Now- Lorrellal

MRS. soAMES. But, Julial To have the organist of
a church drink and. drunh year after year. You
know he was drunk tonight.

MRs. GIBBS. Now, Louellal We all know about Mr.
Stimson, and we all know about the troubles
he's been through, and Dr- Ferguson knows
too, and if Dr Ferguson keeps him on there in
hisjob the onlv thing the rest of us can do is
just llot to notice it.

MRS. SOAMES. liot to notice it! But it's getting worse.

MRS. WXBB. (acid$ No, it isn't, Louella. It's getting
better I've been in that choir Blice as long as

.you have. It doesn't happen an1'lvhere near
so often. ..My, I hate to go to bed on a night
like this. - I better hurry. Those children'll be
sitting up till all hours. Good night, Louella.
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