gb CLIFFORD ODETS

sound fades off as MyvoN gives alarm clock to sEssie which she
begins to wind.)

BESSIE: “"Mom, what does she know? She's old-fashioned!” Bu-
I'll tell you a big secret: My whole life I wanted to go awa
too, but with children a woman stays home. A fire burned in
my heart too, but now it’s too late. I'm no spring chicken. The
clock goes and Bessie goes. Only my machinery can't be fixed.
(She lifts a button: the alarm rings on the clock; she stops it
says “Good night” and exits.) .

MYRON: I guess I'm no prize bag. . . .

BESSIE (from within): Come to bed, Myron.

MYRON (fears page off calendar): Hmmm. . . | (Exits to her.)

BaLpH: Look at him, draggin’ after her like an old shoe.

MoE: Punch drunk. (Phone rings.) That’s for me. (At phone.)
Yeah? . .. Just a minute. (To raLen): Your girl . ..

RALPH: Jeez, I don't know what to say to her.

MmoE: Hang up? (raipu slowly takes phone.)

rarpi: Hello. . . . Blanche, I wish. . . . I don't know what to

say. ... Yes ... Hello? . .. (Puts phone down.) She hung
up on me . . .

MOE: Sorry?

raLpi: No girl means anything o me undil. . . .

moE: Till when?
raLpi: Till T can take care of her. Till we don't look out on an

airshaft. Till we can take the world in two hand d i
off the dirt, Piticws i

woE: That's a big order.
tacri: Once upon a time I thought I'd drown to death in bolts

of silk and velour. But I grew up these last few weeks. Jake
said a lot.

40E: Your memory’s okay?

aLpi: But take a look at this. (Brings armful of books from
JAcOB's room—dumps them on table)) His books, I got them
too—the pages ain't cut in half of them.

10E: Perfect.

aLpH: Does it prove something? Damn tootin'l A, ten-cent nail-
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file cuts them. Uptown, downtown, I'll read them on the
way. Get a big lamp over the bed. (Picks up one.) My eyes are
good. (Puts book in pocket.) Sure, inventory tomorrow. Col-
etti to Driscoll to Berger—that's how we work. It's a team
down the warehouse. Driscoll's a show-off, a wiseguy, and Joe
talks pigeons day and night. But they're like me, looking for
a chance to get o first base too. Joe razzed me about my girl.
But he don't know why. I'll tell him. Hell, he might tell
me something I don't know. Get teams together all over.
Spit on your hands and get to work. And with enough teams
together maybe we'll get steam in the warehouse so our fingers
don't freeze off. Maybe we'll fix it so life won't be printed on
dollar bills.

amok: Graduation Day.

RALPH (starts for door of his room, stops): Can I have . ..
Grandpa's note?

MoOE: Sure you want it?

raLpH: Please— (Mo gives 12.) It's blank!

MOE (taking note back and tearing it up): That's right.

gaLpi: Thanks! (Exits.)

wﬁ+ﬁa: The kid's a fighter! (To nexnie): Why are you crying?

HENNIE: | never cried in my life. (She is now.) >
MOE (starts for door. Stops): You told Sam you love him. . .
HENNIE: If I'm sore on life, why take it out on him?

MoE: You won't forget me to your dyin' day—I was the first
guy. Part of your insides. You won't forget. | wrote my name
on you—indelible ink!

HENNIE: One thing | won't forget—how you left me crying on
the bed like I was two for a cent!

mok: Listen, do you think——

HENNIE: Sure. Waits till the family goes to the open air movie.
He brings me perfume. . . . He grabs my arms——

MoE: You won't forget me!

HENNIE: How you left the next week?

MoE: S0 I made a mistake. For Chris’ sake, don’t acr like the
Queen of Roumanial
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