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but . . . ya gotta feel he respects ya. Yah, thass what [ mean.
ELMA. (Not impudent.) I should think so.

CHERIE. | want a guy 1 can ook up to and respect, but I don’t .
want one that'll browbeat me. And T want a guy who can be
sweet to me but | don’t wanta be treated Tike a baby. T . . . [ just
gotta feel that . . . whoever 1 marry . . . has some real regard
for me, apart from all the lovin’ and sex. Know what I mean?
ELMA. (Busily digesting all this.) 1 think so. What are you going
to do wher\ you get back to Kansas City?

CHERIE. 1 dynno.~—There’s a hillbilly program on one a the radio
stations there N might git 2 job on it. If I don’t, V'l pfob’ly git
me a job in Liggktt’s or Walgreen's. Then after 2 while/Vll prob’ly
marry some guy, \whether 1 think I love him or rot/ Who'm 7 to
keep insistin’ 1 shoyld fall in love? You hear all w\maoﬁ love when
yor a kid and jest take it for granted that such a thing really exists.
Maybe ya have to fin out fer yorself it don’t/Maybe everyone’s
afraid to tell ya.
ELMA. (Glum) Maybe\you're right . . . put | hope not.
CHERIE. (After squirminy a little on ibe slool) Gee, I hate to go
out to that cold powder rooky, but I guess’] better not put it off a1 y
fonger. (Cherie burries out the rear dobr as Dr. Lyman sits again
at the counter, having reiurnkd frowl the bookshelves = time to
overbear the last of Cherie's Sonpkrsation. He muses for a few
moments, gloomily, then speakslo Elma out of bis unconscious

reflectionsy

DR. LYMAN. How defiantly rsue Jove, like it was an in-
heritance due, that we had/to wrangle about with angry relatives
in order to get our share/
ELMA. You shouldn’t gomplain. You've\had three wives.

DR. LYMAN. Don’t/shame me. T loved\them all . . . with pas-
sion. (An aftertbought.) At least 1 iboughdl did . . . for a while. .
(He still chucklesmbout it a5 though it wereNg great irony.) ,
ELMA. I’m sorrf if 1 sounded sarcastic, Dr. hyman. I didn’t mean -

ELMA. You're not egotistical at all.
DR. LYMAN. Oh, believe me. The greatest egos are those which
are too egotistical to show just how egotistical they are. :
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ELMA. I'm sort of idealistic about things. | like to think that
people fall in love and stay that way, forever and ever.

DR, LYMAN. Maybe we have lost the ability. Maybe Man has
passed the stage in his evolution wherein love is possible, Maybe
Life will continue to bagome so terrifyingly complex that man’s
anxiety a2bout his mere urvival will render him too miserly to
give of himself in any trud\ relation.
ELMA. You're talking over\my head. Anyone can f3ll i/Tove, 1
2lways thought . . . and . . i
DR. LYMAN. But two people, really in fove, must gife up some
thing of themselves.

ELMA. (Trying to follow.) Yes.
DR. LYMAN. That is the ift that men are afraj
times they keep it in their bosoms forever,
dies. Then they never know love, anly its
seek over and over again in meauwummw
ELMA. (A little depressed) Gee!
subject?

DR. LYMAN. (Laughs beartily wilb\ sudden release, grabbing
€lma's hand.) Ah, my dear! Pay attgntion to me, for whether
there is such a thing as love, Ave can\ always . . . {(Lifts bis
drink) . _ . pretend there is, instead of our forth-
coming trip to Topeka, Wil
ELMA. Of course. If it turnd out to be a nic day, TH wear a new
dress Mother got me for
lace collar.
DR. LYMAN. Ah, yof'll look lovely, lovely. 1'know you will, |
hope it doesn’t em :
ments . . .
ELMA. No . . .t doesn’t embarrass me.
DR LYMAN. ¥in glad. Just think of me 23 a fatherly old fool
will you? And'not be troubled if I take such rapturcus delight _.L
your sweetngss, and youth, and innocence? For these are yualities
I seek to warm my heart as I seek 2 fire to warm my hands.

to make. Some.
ere it withers and
csimiles, which they
petition,

did we get onto this

DR LYMAN. Then say nothing, or nudge me and Il talk end-

ummm_w. about the most trivial matters. (They laugh iogether as
erie_comes b ey

START

CHERIE. (Crosses to stove.) Brrr, it’s cold. Virgil, 1 wish you'd
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play us another song. ] think we all need somethin’ 1o cheer us up,
{&hna crosses . §., around counter.)
VIRGIL. Fii make 2 deal with ya. Ill play if you'll sing.
ELMA. (A bright idea comes io ber) Let’s have a floor show!
(Her suggestion comes as a surprise and there is silence while
all consider it.) Everyone here can do something! (Crosses 1.)
DR. LYMAN. A brilliant idea, straight from Chavcer. You must
read Juliet for me.
ELMA. (Not bearing Dr. Lyman, running to Virgil) Will vou
play for us, Virgil? (Cherie runs L. bebind counter, gets suifcase,
takes it w. 1. and looks for costume.)
VIRGIL. 1 don’t play opery masic or jitterbug,
ELMA. (Tumning to Bo.) Will you take part? (Stubbornly, Bo
just turns the otber way.) Please! It won’t be fun unless we all do
something.
VIRGIL. (Rises, crosses L. 1o . of Bo.) G’wan, Be.
BO. I never was ns play-actor, Miss.
VIRGIL. Ya kin say the Gettysburg Address.
BO. (Gruffiy) 1 ain’t gonna say it now,
VIRGIL. Then why don’t ya do Your rope tricks? Yer rope’s out
on the bus. I could get it for ya easy enough.
ELMA. Ob, please! Rope tricks would be lots of fun.
BO. (Empbatically) No! 1 ain’t gonna get up before a lona
strangers and make 2 fool a m'self,
VIRGIL. (Jo €hma) 1 guess he means it, Miss.
ELMA. Shucks! (Crosses p. L. to bebind counter.)
VIRGIL: (Quietly to Bo.) I don’t see why ya couldn’t a co-op-
erated a little, Bo.
BO. (Rises, stands at window facing u. s.) T got too much on my
mind to worry about doin’ stunts.
ELMA. (To Cherie) You'll sing a song for us, won’t you, Cherie?
CHERIE. I will fer a piece a pie and another cup a coffee.
ELMA. Sure. (Cherie burries 1o Virgil.)
CHERIE. Virgil, kin you play for me?
VIRGIL. You start me out and I think I can pick out the chords.
{Cherie sits by bis side as they work out their number together,
Ehna burries to Dy, Lyman.)
ELMA. And yor'll read poetry for us, won’t you? (Bo walks b, R.)
DR. LYMAN. (Already assuming bis character.) Why, 1 intend
to play Romeo opposite your Juliet.
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ELMA. Gee, I dor’t know if I can remember the Jines.

DR. LYMAN. {(Handing ber a volume he bas taken off the
shelves.) Sometimes one @n find Shakespeare on these shelves
among the many lurid novels of juvenile delinquents. Here 3 is,
Four Fragedies of Shakespeare, with my compliments. (They begin
ta go over the scene logether gs Bo. resentful of the closeness be-
tween Cherie and Virgil, does o them wm:“.mmﬂm:mw.v

BO. (7o Cherie.) Thass my seat,

ELMA. (Taking book from Dr. Lymany 1 1 read it over 1 few
times, it’ll come back. Do you know the Balcony Scene?
CHERIE, (Jumping to ber feet) You Lin have it {(Hurries
&Ehma, at Counter,)

DR. LYMAN, My dear, 1 know the entire play by heart. ] can
recite it backwards, (Elma comes from bebind counter 1o sit on
stool. Dr. Lyman sits by ber)

CHERIE. (7o &hna) 1 got 2 costume with me. Where can ]
change?

ELMA. Behind the counter. There’s a mirror over the sink.
(Cherie darts bebind 1he counter, digging into ber suitcase.)

BO. (To Virgil} She shines up ta you like a kitten to milk. (Sits
at Virgil's iable)

ELMA. Gee, costumes and everything. (She resumies ber Study
with Dr. Lyman.)

VIRGIL. (Trying to make 4 joke of ity Kin 7 help it if 'm so
darn attractive to women? (Unfortunately Bo cannct take this as
a joke, as Virgil intended. Virgil perceives be is deeply burt)
Shucks, Bo, it don’t mean nothin’,

BO. Maybe it don’t mean nothin’ to you

VIRGIL. She was bein’ nice to me “cavse T was playiy’ my guitar, :
Bo. Guitar music’s kinda tender and girls seem to kike it. :
BO. Tender?

VIRGIL. Yah, Bo! Girls Like things ¢ be tender,

BO. They do!

VIRGIH.. Sure they do, Bo.

BO. A fella gets “tender,” then someone comes along and makes

a sap outa him.

VIRGIL. Sometimes, Bo, but not always. You just gotta take a

chance,

BO. Well . . . I allus tried ¢ be a decent sorta fella, but 1 don’t

know if P'm tender
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VIRGIL. I think ya are, Bo. You know how ya feel about deer-
huntin’. Ya never could do it. Ya couldn’t any more sboot one 2
them sweet 1i'l deers with the sad eyes than ya could jump into
boilin® oil.

BO. Are you makity fun of me?

VIRGIL. (Jmpatient with him.) No, 'm not makin’ fun of va,
Bo. Pm just tryin’ to show ya that you got a tender side to your
Bmﬂﬁ:w_. s3ame as anyone ﬂmmw.

BO. I s’pose I do.

VIRCGIL. A course ya do.

BO. (With a sudden feeling of injustice.) Then how come Cherry
don’t come over and talk sweet to me, like she does to you?
VIRGIL. Ya got a tender side, Bo, but ya don’t know how to show
it.

BO. (‘Weighing the verdict) T don’t!

VIRGIL. No, ya just don’t know how.

BO. How does a person go about showin® his tender side, Virge?

VIRGIL. Well . . . I dunno as I can tell ya. (Elma comes over

to them ready to start the show.)
ELMA. Will you go first, Virgil?
VIRGIL. 1¢’s all right by me.

FLMA. O.K. Then Il act as Master of the Ceremonies. (Center-

stage, o her audience.) Ladies and gentlemen! Grace’s Diner to-
night presents its gala floor show of celebrated artists from all over

the world! (Virgil plays an introductory chord.) The first number -

on our show tonight is that musical cowboy, Mr. Virgil—(She

pauses and Virgil supplies ber with bis last name.)—-Virgil Bless- .

ing, who will entertain you with his goitar. (Applause. Elma
retireso the back of the room where she sits on bench. Dr. Lyman

crosses fo sit by ber. Virgil begins to play. During bis playing,

Bo is drawn over to the counter. where he tries to further bimself
with Cherie, who is bebind the counter, dressing.)

BO. (At u. s. end of counter. Innocently.) 1 think you got me all
wrong, Cherry.

CHERIE. Dor’t you come back here. (He turns around, does ”.

front of counter) P'm dressing.
BO. Cherry . . . I think you misjudged me.
CHERIE. Be quiet. (Pops up.} The show’s started.

BO. (Leans on counter.} Cherry, I'm really a very tender person.
P
You jest don’t know. F'm so tenderhearted I don’t go deer-huntir’. -
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*Cause 1 jest couldn’t kill them “sweet 1¥] deers with the sad eyes.”
Ask Virge, .

CHERIE, | ain’t int'rested. (Ducks down.)

BO. Ya ain’t?

CHERIE. No. And furthermore I think you're a louse fer comin’
over here and talkin’ while yor friend is tryin’ to play the guitar.
BO. Ya talk like ya thought more a Virge than ya do a me.
CHERIE. Would ya go away and lemme alone?

BO. (A finat resort.) Cherry, did 1 tell va 'bout my color-television
set with the twenty-four-inch screen?

CHERIE. One million times! Now go ’way. (Elma begins to make
a sbushing noise to duiet Bo. Finally Bo dejectedly returns fo the
other side of tbe room, where Virgil is just finisbing bis number.
Bo sits down at 4 table in the midst of Virgil's applause.)

CHERIE. That was wonderful, Virge! N

DR. LYMAN., Brilliant! {Tegether.)

ELMA. Swell! Play us another! ‘

VIRGIL. No more just now. I'm ready to see the rest of ya do
somethin’,

BO, (Jo Virgil.) A lot she cares how tender I am!

ELMA. (Coming forth again as Master of Ceremonies.) That was
swell, Virgil. (Jurns back to Dr. Lyman.) Are you ready?

DR. LYMAN. (Preening bimself, rises.) I consider myself so.
ELMA. (Taking the book to Virgil.) Will you be our prompfer?
SWOF. I's kinda funny writin®, but Pl try.

ELMA. (Back to Dr. Lyman above table} Gee, what'll we use for
a balcony?

DR. LYMAN. That offers a problem. {JTogetber they consider
whetber to use the counter for Elma to stand on or one of the
tables.) ‘

BO. (To Virgil.) What is it these folks are gonna do, Virge?
VIRGIL. Romeo and Juliet . . . by Shakespeare! (Puts guitar
down.y .

BO. Shakespeare!

VIRGIL. This Romeo was a great lover, Bo. Watch him and pick
up a few pointers. (Cherie comes running out from bebind the
Counter now, a dressing gown over her costume, and she sits at
one of the tables.)

CHERIE. I'm ready.

BO. (Reading some of the lines from Virgil's book.) “But soft
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- . . what light through . . . yonder window breaks? It is the
East . . . and Juliet is the sun . . . Arise, fair . . . ” (He bas
got this far enly with difficulty, stumbling over most of ihe words.
Virgil takes the book away from bim now) :

FIRGIL. Shh, Bo! (Virgil comes forth to introduce the act as Dr.
Lynan clears the ceunler.)

L

1

d
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ELMA. (Crosses to .} Ladies and genflemen? you are about to
witness a playing of the balcony scene from Romeo - and Juliet.
Dr. Gerald Lyman will portray the part of Romeo, and Il play
Juliet. My name isz\Flma Duckworth. The scene is the orchard of
the Capulets’ house Yn Verona, Italy. (Dr. Lyman takes o duick
drink) This counter Y supposed to be a balcony. (Dr. Lyman
helps ber onto the coulfer where she stands, waiting for bim to
begin) OK.2 (D Lym\n takes a duick reassuring drink from

his bottle, then tucks it i\ bis pocket, and comes forward in the .

great Romantic tradition. Ne is enjoying bimself trémendously.
The performance proves to ke pure bam, but there is pathos in
the fact that be does not seer\ to be aware of how bad be is. He
is a thoroughly selfish performier. too, who reads all bis speeches

as thongh they were grand solloduies, regarding his Juliet as a* . ;
nugh they g q garding bis ] " When he bestrides the @.EM@ douds,
)

prop.y .

DR. LYMAN.

“He jests at scars, that never feltia wound.

But soft! what light through yondéy window breaks?

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun! o

(He tries to continue, but Ehma, unipindful of cues and eager to
begin ber performance, reads ber lines,with compulsion.) .
Arise . . . fair sun, and . . . kill the\envious. . . >

ELMA. (At same time as Dr. Lyman.)
“Q Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou,
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name:
Or if thou wiit not, be but sworn my lovk,

And T'll no longer be a Capulet.”

DR. LYMAN,

“She speaks, yet she says nothing: what of that?
Her eye discourses; I will answer it.

I am too bold—"

BO. (Jo Virgil,) Beld? He’s drunk.

VIRGIL. - Ssssh?

omeg?
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DR. LYMAN,

.. .. ’tis not to me she speaks:

Two of the\fairest stars i all the heaven,
Having somd, business, do entreat her eyes

To twinkle in their spheres til they return.”
ELMA.

Asb%‘ Bm _uu.

DR LYMAN.,

“O1 speak mmmm;»‘w:.mrﬁ angel; thou art

As glorious to n,n.m night, being o’er my hedd
As is a winged mbssenger of heaven \\\

Unto the white-uptiygned , . .»

M.Dﬁ Lyman' continués with this mvmm.,«. event though Bo talks oper
im.} ' .

BO. I don’t understand all th ords, Virge. :

Emo.m. mmm Romeo_and Yuliet, for God’s sake. Now will you shat

up? :

DR. LYMAN. (Continuing ninterrupted.)

“. .. wondering eyes ,

Of mortals; that fall ba 'to'gaze on him-

And sails upon the bgsom of

¢ air.”
but be is-nof yet ready to give wp)

e that is iy enemy;

Thot art thyself though, riot 2 ?_o%mmzm.

What's a Monfague? it is not band, 'gor foot,

Nor arm, nof face, or any other part

Belonging t9"a man. Of be some otheriname:

What's —_£2 . o

DR. LYMAN. (nterrupts. Beginning 1o falter now. Leans on back
of chair.) : . . : .
“T take thee at thy word,

Call me but love, and . . . PH be new bapiiz'd;

Henceforth . . . I never . . . will be Romed,”

(t is as though be were finding suddenly a bersonal meatting in
the lines.)

ELMA.

. “What man art thon, that, thus bescreen’d in nj ht,

So stumblest on my counse]>”
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