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46 PSS! CLIFFORD ODETS

“=¥ garbage can in each hand.) What's the matter the dumb-
waiter's broken again?

scHLOssER: Mr. Wimmer sends new ropes next week. I got a
sore arm.

gessie: He should live so long your Mr. Wimmer. For seven
years already he's sending new ropes. No dumbwaiter, no
hot water, no steam— In a respectable house, they don't al-
low such conditions.

scuLosser: In a decent house dogs are not running to make dirty
the hallway.

sessie: Tootsie’s making dirty? Our Tootsie’s making dirty in
the hall?

scHLossER (to yacos): I tell you yesterday again. You must not
leave her

EsSIE (indignantly): Excuse mel Please don’t yell on an old
man. He’s got more brains in his finger than you got—I don't
know where. Did you ever see—he should talk to, you an old
man?

myroN. Awful.

BEssiE: From now on we don't walk up the stairs no more. You
keep it so clean we'll fly in the windows.

scHLusseR: | speak to Mr. Wimmer.

pEssie: Speak! Speak. Tootsic walks behind me like a lady any
time, any place. So good-bye . . . good-bye, Mr. Schlosser.

scurosser: I tell you dot—I verk verry hard here. My arms is.

.« « (Exits in confusion.)

BEssiE: Tootsie should lay all day in the kitchen maybe. Give
him back if he yells on you. What's funny?

jacoe (laughing): Nothing.

pessie: Come. (Exits.)

jacos: Hennie, take care. . . .

HENNIE: Sure.

jacos: Byebye. (HENNIE exits. MYRON pops head back in door.)

myron: Valentinol That’s the one! (He exsts.)

wared: [ never in my life even had a birthday party. Every time
I went and cried in the toilet when mv birthday came.

AWAKE AND SING]| o

JacoB (seeing RALPH remove his tie) : You're going to bed?

rarpH: No, I'm putting on a clean shirt.

yacos: Why?

raceH: I got a girl. . . . Don'’t laughl

jacos: Who laughs? Since when?

parpH: Three weeks. She lives in Yorkville with an aunt and
uncle. A bunch of relatives, but no parents.

jacos: An orphan girl—tch, tch,

raLpH: But she’s got mel Boy, I'm telling you I could sing!
Jake, she’s like stars. She's su beautiful you look at her and
cryl She’s like French words! We went to the park the other
night. Heard the last band concert.

yacoz: Music. . ..

RALPH (stuffing shirt in trousers): It got cold and I gave her my
coat to wear. We just walked along like that, see, without a
word, see. I never was so happy in all my life. It got late . . .
we just sat there. She looked at me—you know what I mean,
how a girl looks at you—right in the eyes? “I love you,” she
says, “Ralph.” I took her home. . .. I wanted to cry. That’s
how 1 feltl

yacoe: It's a beautiful feeling.

raLPH: You said a mouthfull

racoe: Her name is—

raLpH: Blanche.

yacoe: A fine name. Bring her sometimes here.

raLPH: She'’s scared to meet Mom.

jacos: Why?

raLe: You know Mom's not letting my sixteen bucks out of
the house if she can help it. She'd take one look at Blanche
and insult her in a minute—a kid who'’s got nothing.

jacos: Boychick!

raLPH: What's the diff?

yacos: It’s no difference—a plain bourgeois prejudice—but when
they find out a poor girl—it ain’t so kosher.

raLrH: They don’t have to know I've got a girl.

jacoB: What's in the end?




