
OUR TOWN

STAGE MANAGER. No. (pause) The saints and poets,

maybe - they do some.

EMILy. (calmb, as she absorbs the thought) l'Ilr ready to 8o
back.

(She retutns to her chair besid,e MRs. GrBBs. As

- she d,oes so the lighh dim, ltauing on@ a deep blue

. erccept fyr amber on the Dead.)

(pause)

MRs. GIBBS. Were you haPPY?

EIILY. No...I should have listened to you That's a1l

human beings arelJust blind people.

Mns. cIBBs. Look, it's clearing up. The stars are coming
out.

EIILY. Oh, Mr. Stimson, I should have listened to
them.

SIMoN STIMSON. (uith ruounting oiolence; biting$ Yes'

now you know. Now you know! That's what it was

to be alive, To move about in a cloud ofignorance;
to go up and down trampling on the feelings of
those...of those about you. To spend and waste

time as though you had a million years. To be

always at the mercy of one self-centered passion,

or another. Now you know - that's the happy
existence you wanted to go back to. Ignorance
and blindness.

MRs. GIBBS. (spwitedly) Simon Stimson, that ain't the

whole trrth and you know it. Emi1y, Iook at that
star. I forget its narne.

A MAN AMoNG THE DEAD. My boyJoel was a sailor, -
knew 'em all. He'd set on the porch evenings and

tell 'em all by name. Yes, sir, wonderful!

ANOTHER MAN AMONG THE DEAD. A star's mighty good
comPany.

A WOMAN AMONG THE Df,AD. Yes. Yes, 'tis.
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