SIDe' M

DR. LYMAN. (Beginning to feel that be cannot continue.)
“By a name

. who I am:

is bateful to myself.”

1 know not how to tell thee .
My name, Year saint, is . .

{He stops byre. For several moments there is a wondering silence.

Elma signals Yirgil) , S
VIRGHL. (Profgpting.) “Because it is 2n enemy to thee.”

DR. LYMAN. XLeaving the scene of action, repeating the line
diombly, making Ns way stumblingly back to the cougfler.)

“My name . . . isvhateful . . . to myself . . »

{Elma burries to DA Lyman's side. Virgil grabs Pold of Bo, vz:w.

him back te the floor\and shames bim.) :
ELMA. Dr. Lyman, what’s the matter? ) )

DR. LYMANM. My dear\, . . let us not continue this meaningless
litde act!
EEMA. Did I do somethingd wrong? .
DR. LYMAN. You couldn's, possibly dof anything wrong . . . if
you tried.
ELMA. I can try to say the liges différently.

DR. LYMAN. Dor’t. Dor’t. Just tell your audience ﬁ.rmﬁ Woaoow__
suddenly is fraught with remorse./ (He drops to a stool Clma
remaining by bim a few moments, gmncertainly. Bo turns to Virgil)-

BO. Virge, if thass the way to makd\love . . . Pm gonna give up.
ELMA. (Crosses r. to Virgil) £'m a{raid he isn’t fecling well.
VIRGIL. (To &lma.) I tried t6 prompt him.

ELMA. (Jo berself.) Well we've only got one more number,

(Crosses to Cheriey Are ybu ready?
CHERIE. (Rises.) Sure.

ELMA. (Crosses r. abguve table.) Ladies dnd gentlemen, our pext:

number is Mademoisgfle Cherie, the internabonal chanteuse, direc

from the Blue Dragon night club in Kansay City, Chberier (Al

applaud as Cherig/comes forth, Virgil playing\an infroduction ?q_

ber. Bo puts ?.....m:mma. through bis teeth and whistles for ber
Cherie hands her robe to Virgil. Ehna clears cenyral table, Cherie ‘
- VIRGIL. The man’s in a purty bad way. Lets get him on the

bispering to £lma.) Remember, I don’t qllow no cabls

CHERIE. (
service during my numbers.
ELMA. OK. (She crosses to counter, sits on D. s. sb
background now, we can observe that Dr. Lyman is drinking
beavily from ihe boltle in bis overcoat pockel. Cherie gets up of
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one of the tables and begins singi

mwmm_w@:oa of nierous torch-singers. Eiingbe bas appedl, an
if she is funny, she dodsq't seem to know it. Any! she vekindles
Bo's most fervent love, Which be cannot belp expressing during

- _ber performance.)

ol. Tn :g._..

BO. (About tbe middle of the song.) Ain’t she beautiful Virge?
VIRGIL. (Trying to keep bis mind on bis playing.) Shh. Bo!
BO. Pm gonna git her, Virge. _ T
VIRGIL. Ssshh!
BO. (Pause. He pays no attention to anyone.) I made Zp my mind
I told myself I was gonna git me a gal. Thass the only reason 1
entered that rodeo, and 1 ain’t takin® no fer an answer
VIRGIL. Bo, will you hush vp and lemme be! .
wO.. anmmum I ever wanted in this life, 1 went out and got and
I aint gonna stop now. Pm gonna git her. (The song ends now
and Cherie is enraged. She jumps down from ber table and while
wm.ﬂ audience applauds, she goes straight to Bo and slaps bim
stingingly on the face.) ‘ . _
CHERIE. You ain’t got the manners God
BO. (Stunned.) Cherry! :
CHERIE. . .. and if I was a man, I'd beat the livin’ daylights
out o». ya, and thass what some man’s gonna do some day Mum..
iwmm it .*.Hmﬁﬁmmm. I hope Pm there to see. (She flounces @umw to
ber mﬂ.mmwwmm room and crouches down bebind counter, ds .wo gapes
Ww\nu?m rzﬂm%ﬁ Lyman bas drunk himself almost o u.amna.?.rd\,
we see bim weavin B ing
et o i mﬂnw and forth on' bis stool, murmbling
DR, H.%Eb.2> “Romeoc . . . Romeo . . . wherefore art thou®
Wherefore art thou Romeo?” (He laughs like g loon ?:..m
&.w the stool and collapses on the floor. Elma and Virgit :“&u fo
hint, Bo remains rooted, glaring at Cherie wilh puzzled burt) |
ELMA. (Deeply concerned.} Dr. Lyman! Dr. Lyman!? .

gave 2 monkey.

Wnu.n.w..m (Elma and Virgil manage to get Dr. Lyman to bis feet as

0 giides across the room, scales the counter §

Cherie in his arms.) . e feap and mem

BO. | was tellin® Vir, ya.- i ‘

o En.mw HEn. Virge I love ya, Ya got no right to come over mw.m
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CHERIE. (Jwisting.) Lemme be. o
BO. (Picking ber up.) We're goin’ down and wake up the justice
of the peace and you're gonnz marry me t'night.
CHERIE. (As be takes ber in bis arms and transporis ber to the
door, just as Elma and Virgil are belping Dr. Lyman onto the
bench.) Help! Virgil, help! ,
BO. Shut up! Tl make ya a good hushand. ¥a won’t never have
in’ to be sorry about.
Mnmmmmm. (As mwnm.wﬁ carried to the door.) Help! Sheriff! I&m Bnnm
someonel Help me! (The action is now like that of a .m%o..::mm
circus for Elma and Virgil, whose attention .m_n_&mz.uw is m,nmzwm
from the plight of Dr. Lyman to tbe tuch noisier plight of Cherie.
Bo gets ber, kicking and protesting, as far as the front mogw when
it suddenly opens and Bo finds bimself confronted by Will who
leaves the door open.)
WILL. Put her down, noiWou..MO ,
ing to forge abead. it outta my way.
Mﬁwwmwﬂm&wﬂuim ww back E.u Cherie manades to jump loose from
bis arms and runs L. bebind counter.) Yor gonna do as [ say.
BO. T ain’t gonna have no one interferin® in my ways. (He w:nﬁmm
an immediate tunge at Will, which Will is prepared for, coming up
with a fist that sends Bo back reeling.) ) . N
VIRGIL. (Hurrying to Bo's m..va Bo, ya cair’t do this, Bo. Ya
in’t pick a fight with the sherift. .
men ﬁmﬂoe&v. mw:..am back to bis fect.) By ﬁmm. Mister, there ain’t
no man ever got the best 2 me, and there ain’t no man ever gonna.
WILL. 'm ready and willin® to try, cowhoy. ﬁon on. mww lunges
at him again. Will steps aside and lets Bo send ‘”:m Eonw into the
empty doorway as be propels himself %.qozmr it, m:.gmm. .n:n_mus
Will follows bim out, where the fight continues. ﬂ.ﬁm; mmediately
follows them, as &lma and Cherie burry to the %E&DE. to watch.)
CHERIE. T knowed this was gonna happen. 1 knowed it all along.
ELMA. Gee! I'd better call Grace. (Starts for the rear door but
Grace comes through it before she gets there. Grace bappens to be
wearing a dressing moﬁmm " ,
. Hey, what the hell’s goin’ on?
mwywmm %m:%OSnD they’re fighting. Honest! It all happened s0
MMWMW* Mu,ﬂ.:wQ“.:m to R. of window. Elma stands L. of window.}

Let’s see.
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CHERIE. (Leaving the window, not wanling to see any more, §o-
ing to a chair by one of the iables.y Gee, I never wanted to cause
-0 much trouble t'anyone.

GRACE. Wow! Looks like Will's gettin’ the best of him.

ELMA. (At the window, frightened by what sbe sees) Oh!
GRACE. Yap, I'll put my money on Will Masters any time. Will’s
gat it up here. (Poinis to her bead.) Lookit that cowboy. He’s
green. He just swings out wiid.

ELMA. (Leaving the window. Cherie sils in chair by table) 1
... I don’t want to watch any more.

GRACE. (A real fight fan, sbe reporis from the window.) God, I
love a good fight. Cmon, Will—c'mon, Will—give him the old
uppercut. That'll do it every time. Oh, oh, what'd T telf you, the
cowboy’s down. Will’s puttin® handcufls on him now. (Cherie sobs
softly. Elma goes to ber.)

ELMA. Wil'll give him first aid. He always does.

CHERIE. Well . . . you gotta admit. He had it comin’,

GRACE. {Leaving the window now.) I'm glad they got it settled
outside. (Looks around io see if anytbing needs to be straightened
up.) Remember the last time there was a fight in here, 1 had to
put in a new window. (Shbe goes out rear door, and we become

aware once more of Dr. Lyman, who gets up from the bench and
weaves bis way C.) :

S0P

DR. LYMAN. It takes strong men and women to fove . . . {About
to fdll, be grabs the back of a chair for support) People strong
enough inside themselves to love . . . without humiliation, (He

sighs beaviy and looks about bim with blurred eyes.).-PEople big

loved and not fear it as«a burden. (He sighs again and looks about
bim wearilyy 1 .. . T n2er had e

starts for the rear dogg?) Romeo! Roiheo! | am disgusting! (Elma
burries after bim, st6pping him at the dosg)
ELMA. Dr. Lygfan! Dr. Lyman!
DR. LYMALL. Dor’t bother, dear girl. Don’t o
foolish old man like me.

ELMA. You're not a foolish old man. I like you more than anyone
Pve ever known.

bother with a
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