Sipe K/ ELMA, Lymad

ACT I}

Only a few minutes bave elapsed since the close of Act
1. Qur characters now are patiently trying to pass the
time as best they can. Virgil bas taken out bis guitar and,
after tuning it, begqun to play a soft, melancholy cowboy
ballad as be sits at the same table. He keebs bis music an
almost unnoticeable part of the background. Bo lingers in
the corner up R., a picture of troubled dejection. Cherie
bas found a movie magazine which she sits at one of the
tables and reads. Dr. Lyman continues sitiing at tbe bar,
sipping bis drink and courting Elma, altbough Elma does
not realize she is being courted. Sbe is immensely enter-

g; SIDE K ' tained by bim. Sbe sits on a stoo} bebind counter.

ELMA. . . . and where else did you teach?
DR. LYMAN. My last position was at one of those revolting little

progressive colleges in the East, where they offer a curriculum of .

what they call functional education. Educators, | am sure, have
despaired of ever teaching stadents anything, so they have decided
the second-best thing to do is to understand them. (Bo sits on

bench by window.) Every day there would be a meeting of every- .

one on the entire faculty, with whoem the students ever came into
any contact, from the President down te the chambermaids, and
we would put our collective heads together to try to figure out
why little Jane or littde Mary was not getting out of her classes

what she should. The suggestion that perhaps she wasn’t studying

was too simple, and if you implied that she simply did not have
the brains for a college education, you were being undemocratic.
ELMA. You must have disapproved of that college. .
DR. LYMAN. My dear girl, I have disapproved of my entire life.
ELMA. Really? .

DR. LYMAN. Yes, but | suppose | couldn’t resist living it over

again. (There is a touch of sadness about bim now.)
ELMA. Did you resign from that position?

DR. LYMAN. One day I decided | had had enough, 1 walked : gy pa ¥ you really want me to
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Cum hmsam from the University of Chicago, 1 stadied at Oxford
on a Rhodes Scholarship, and returned to take my PhDD. at
Harvard, receiving it with highest honors. 1 think 1 have the right
to expect my students to ¢ry to understand me.”

ELMA. (Very amused.) What did he say?

DR. LYMAN. Oh, 1 didn’t wait for a response. 1 walked out of
the door and went to the railroad station, where 1 got a ticket for
the farthest place I could think -of, which happened to be Las
Vegas. And I have been traveling ever since, It's 2 merry way to
go to pot. (He chuckles.) : , i
g.mr?g. I had thought 7 might teach one day, but you don’t make
it sound very attraciive.
DR. LYMAN. Ah, suit yourself. Don’t let me influence you ore
Mﬁ_w ar nwﬂonwﬂ.wﬁ“&a smiles and Dr. Lyman gives in to the sud-

en compulsion of clasping ber band.) You're 2 lovely voung girl.
ELMA. (Very surprised.) Why . . . thank you, Dr. umlwﬁmww girt
U.N. LYMAN. (Clears bis throat and makes a fresh approach.)
Did you tell me you plan to go to Topeka tomorrow?
ELMA. (Looking at clock. Removes band.) You mean today. Yes
I have a ticket to hear the Kansas City Symphony. They nQ.Bn nm
MMRMM MMMW year tc give a concert.

. . (Feeling bis way.

your sister En:wm. ! 7 M.c: T on s Sﬁ.
MHZ? (Rises.) Yes, then I take an early morning bus back here
in time ,mom school Monday. Then after school, T come here to s.dwm
for Grace. , ,
_u.w. LYMAN. (Obviously be is angling for soniething.) Didn't
you say there was a university in Topeka?
ELMA. Yes. Washburn University.
ﬁw. LYMAN. Washburn University—of course! Yon know. it
just oceurs to me that I should stop there to check some :wmmmmm*nam
on 2 piece of research I'm engaged on. .
ELMA. Oh, Pve been to Washburn library lots of times.

. ‘DR, LYMAN. You have? (He shows some cunning, but obviously

Elma does not see it.) Perhaps you would tak
. : there!
ELMA. (Hesitant) Well, T . . . e e

DR. LYMAN. FII arrive in Topeka before you do, then meet your

bus . ..




«xof

conld have dinner together, and perhaps you would permit me to
take you to the symphony.

ELMA, (Overjoyed.} Are you serious?

DR. LYMAN. Why, of course I'm serious. Why do you ask?
ELMA. [ don’t know. Usually, older people are too busy to take
notice of kids. P'd just love to.

DR. LYMAN. Then I may depend on it that | have an engage-
ment? .

ELMA. Yes. Ok, that'll be lots of fun. I can’t wait.

DR. LYMAN. But, my dear . . . let’s not tell anyone of our
plans, shall we? (Cherie rises, crosses R and puls magazine vmnw
in rack. Bo rises, expectant. Cberie stands near door, watching
Virgil.) ,

ELMA. Why nat?

DR. LYMAN. You see . . . I have been married, and | am some-
what older than you, though perhaps mot quite as old as you
might take me to be . . . anyway, people might not understand.
ELMA. Oh!

DR. LYMAN. So let’s keep our plans to ourselves. Promise? .

ELMA. O.X. If you think best.
DR. LYMAN. (Rises. Pais ber band. Crosses r. fo book rack,

looks at books, Elma sits, knits.) 1 think it best. (Virgil bas finished ﬁ

playing a ballad and Cherie applauds.)

Sive '#'

CHERIE. That was real purty, Virgil ‘

VIRGIL. Thank ya, Miss. (From bis corner, Bo has seen the mo- _
ment's intimacy between them. He winces. Cherie goes over to |

here some other way of me gettin® back to Kanz !
City?
ELMA. Pm sorry. u
it can’t get through, either, until the road’s cleared.

CHERIE. I was jest gettim™gorta restless. {She sits at center table

and lights a cigarette. Suddénly, the froni. door swings open and )
Wil appears carrying a thermosNug.) .

WILL. (Crossing to counter,) Elm\fill this up for me, like a good
girl.

ELMA. Sure, Will. (Jakes thermos fro

at urn.) )
WILL. Pm goin’ down the highway 2 bit to sealhow the men are

gettin’ on. Thought they’d enjoy some hot coffee.
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nd speaks to Elma.) » VIRGIL. Ya don’t 4

bus comes through here from Topeka, and _

bim and starts to fill it |

ELMA. Good idea, Will.

WILL. (With a look around.) Everyone behavin’?

ELMA. Of course,

WIRL. (Puzzled) Grace not down yet?

M. No, &

WILLNI dide’t see Carl any place outside. Suppose mo\wamﬂE:.
appened to him?

ELMA. I ¥ouldn’t worry about him, Will. \\\

WILL. T s'pose he can take care of himself. (Elmd bands bim

thermos.) Thawk you, Elma. (He pays ber, then Mwmwlm back out.

saying for the bégefit primarily of Bo and Dr. MLM&EFU Oh, Elma.

If anyone should he wantin® me, 1 won’t be gofie very long. (He

looks around to mabe sure everyone bas beagdl bim, then goes out

front door. Bo has hewgd and seen bim, agll suddenly turns from

bis corner and comes argrily down to Virgil. Dr. Lyman drifis to

window and sits.) . /

BO. That dang sheriff! If ¥ wasn’t mk» bin, I'd git Cherry now

and . .. 1... .

VIRGIL. Where would ya take\he

BO. There’s a justice a the peacg®down the street. You can see his

sign from the window. 7N

VIRGIL. Bo, ya cain’t force »'gal to larry ya. Ya jest cain’t do it.

That sherifPs a stern man ofid he'd showt ya in a minmte if he saw

it was his duty. New ..ﬁ_u% don’t ya go “gver to the counter and

have yourself a drink . A - Iike the perfessor?

BO. I never did drink 4nd I ain’t gonna let nb, woman drive me to

rink. Ya don’t smoke or che
somme bad habits fo rely on when things with w
(Bo thinks for s1 moment then sits opposite Virgil,
BO. Virge. T fate to sound like some pitiable wealdii of a man
but there’s bgen times the last few months, I been so
« » - I jest didn’t know what ©do with m’self.
VIRGIL. 1’s no disgrace to feel that way, Bo.

BO. How *hout you, Virge? Don’t you ever git lonesome, to
VIRGIL. A long timé ago, I gave up romancin’ and decided I ‘was
just gonna take bein’ lonesome for granted.

Ya oughta have
en go wrong.

:BO. T wish 1 could do that, but I cain’t. (They now sit in silence.

Cherie, at the counter, lifts ber damp eyes to Elmn secking a
confidante.)
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