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BO. C'mon, Virge, y’old raccoon! R

VIRGIL. (Demurring.) Now look, Bo . .. listen tme for a
second. ,

BO. (Who can’t listen to amyibing in his bigh revelry. One arm
is around Cherie, the oiber tugs at Virgil) C'mon! Doggone it,
we wasted enough time. Let’s git goin’.

VIRGIL. §Pulls away.) Listen, Bo. Now be quiet jest a minute.
You gotta Bsar me, Bo. You don’t need me no more. [ ain’t goin’.
BO. (Hot beligring bis ears.)) You ain’t what?

VIRGIL. I . . NI ain’t goin® with ya, Bo.

BO. (Flabbergastdd) Well, what ya know about that?

VIRGIL. It’s best Ndon't, Bo. |

BO. Jest one blame catastrophe after another.

VIRGIL. 1. . . I got\another job in mind, Bo. Where the feed’s
mighty good, and P bé lookin’ after the cattle. 1 BmWﬂ to tell ya
’bout it *fore this. /

BO. Virge, I can’t b’lieve you'd leave yor old sidekick. Yor jokin’,
man.
VIRGIL. No . . . I ain’t jo
BO. Well, Tllbea . . .
CHERIE. Virgil—!I wish yor'd ¢
liked Bo. y
BO. Ya know Cherry likes ya, Virg& It jest don’t make sense, yor
not comin’.

VIRGIL, Well . . . Pm doin’ the righithing. I know I am.

BO. Who's gonna look after the cattle?

VIRGIL. Hank Every bit ds good as 7 evéy was.

BO. (Very disheartene M\ Aw, Virge, 1 diigno why ya have t
pull a stunt like this. .

VIRGIL. You bettet/hurry, Bo. That driver’s hot gonna wait all
day. ‘ /

BO. (Starting to fpull Virgil, to drag bim away
once with Cherid) Daggone it, yor my buddy, and\ 2in’t gonna
let y2 go. Yor goin’ with Cherry and me °cause we wint ya . . .
VIRGIL. (Jt's getting very bard for bim to conirol bisXeelings.)
No...No...lemmebe Bo...

CHERIE. (Holding Bo back) Bo . . .ya can’t do @t that way
.. .va jest can’t . . . if he don’t wanta go, ya can’t make
him . . .

’, Bo. 1 ain't,

e. [ liked you . . . “fore I ever

st as be tried
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BO. But, Cherry, there aint a reason in the world he shouldn’t
go. It's plumb crazy.

CHERIE. Well, sometimes people have their own reasons, Bo.
BO. Oh? (Hewreconsiders.) Well, I just hate to think of gettid’
along without old Virge.

VIRGIL.. (Laughing.) In a couple weeks . . . ya'll never miiss me.
BO. (Disheartened.y, Aw, Virge! ,\.
VIRGIL Get along with va now. A

CHERIE. Virgil—(Brig
VIRGIL. I'll be up in the
BO. Where y2 gonna be, Vitge? a
VIRGIL. I'll write ya th’ addrégs. Don’t lave time to give it to ya
now. Nice place. Mighty nice. Now hrry and get on your bus.
{Carl bonks the born off R :
BO. (Managing a duick embrace long, old boy. So long!
VIRGIL. "Bye, Bo! Gbye! (Noiw, to Stave off any tears, Bo grabs
Cherie's band.) \

BO. C'mon, Cherry. Let’s’make it fast.\(Before they are out the
doer, a thoughbt occurs 16 Bo. He stops, takes off his leather jacket
and belps Cherie intg/it. He bas been gallgni. Then he picks up
her suitcase and they go out the froat door,calling their farewells
behind them.) /

CHERIE. "Bye—b ’bye, everyone! Byel {Hirgil stands at the
door, waving good-bye. Elma runs to window."His eyes look a
little woist, Tn a 1noment, the bus’s molor is bedvd to start up.
Then the bus leaves.)

) will ya come and .w.wm us, Virgil?

GRACE. (From bebind counier)) Mister, we gotia close this place
if Elma and me’re gonna gePagy rest. We won’t be open

again 4l
through is to
counter.) )
VIRGIL. Albuquerque? I guéss

Elma and Grace continue their work bebin

“ELMA_ Poor Dr. Lyman!

CRACE. Say, did you hear what Carl told me about that guy?
ELMA. No. What was it, Grace?

GRACE. Well, according to Car], they run him outa Kanz City.
ELMA. I don’t believe it.
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GRACE. Honey, Carl got it straight from th® detective at the bus
terminal.

ELMA. (Afraid to ask) What . . . did Dr. Lyman do?
GRACE. Well, lots of old fogies like him just can’t let young girls
alone. (A wondering look comes over &lma’s face.) So, it’s a good
thing you didn’t meet him in Topeka. .

ELMA. De you think . . . he wanted to make love, to me?
GRACE. I don’t think he meant to play hopscotch.

ELMA. (Pery moved.) Gee!

GRACE. Next time any guy comes in here and starts gettin® fresh,
you come tell your Aunt Grace. (Virgil is seated on chair by a
table) ’
ELMA. I guess P'm kinda stupid.

GRACE. (&lma is at ) Everyone has gotta learn. {(Locking inic
refrigerator. Now Monday, for sure, I gotta order some cheese.
ELMA. Pl remind you.

GRACE. (Coming to Elma, apologetically.) Elma, honey?

ELMA, Yes?

GRACE. [ could kill Will Masters for sayin’ anything about me
and Carl 1 didn’t want you to know.

ELMA.] don’t see why I shonldn’t know, Grace. | don’t wantz be
a baby forever.

GRACE. Of course you don’t. But still, you're a kid, and T don’t
wanta set no examples or anything. Do you think you can over-
look it and not think bad of me?

ELMA. Sure, Grace.

GRACE. *Canse Pm a restless sort of woman, and every once in
a while, T gotta have me a man, just to keep m’self from gettin’
grouchy. (&lma goes bebind counter))

ELMA_ It’s not my business, Grace. (She stops a moment to con-
sider herself in the mirror, ratber pleased.) just think, he wanted
to make love to me.

GRACE. Now don’t start gettin® stuck on yourself.

ELMA, Pm not, Grace. But it’s nice to know that someone cam
feel that way.

GRACE. You're not gonna have any trouble. Just wait'll you get
to college and start meeting all those cute boys. (Grace seems to
savor this.)

ELMA. Al right. 'l wait.
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CGRACE. (Jakes apron off.) You can run along mow, honey. All
I gotta do is empty the garbage.

ELMA. (Getting ber coal from closel bebind counter) QK
GRACE. G'night!

ELMA. {Coming from bebind counter, slipping intc ber coat)

Good night, Grace. See you Monday. (Passing Virgil) It was
very nice knoXing you, Virgil, and 1 just loved your masic.

VIRGIL. Than
GRACE. We're
VIRGIL.
o’clock?
GRACE. Now that the plice station’s closed, 1 dop’t know where

ing now, Mister.

Any place warmm I could stay tiH eipght

the sign ont and they’ll stop.
VIRGIL. Mo, thanks. No point
GRACE. Then Pm sorry, Mi

cold. (She carries a can

VIRGIL., (Jo biuise
people. (Quietly, fe picks up bis guilek and goes ouf. Grace
comes back i, focks back door, snaps wdl] switch, then yawns
and sireiches, fben sees that the front door isNocked. The sun out-
side is just bigh enough now lo bring a dim li4bt into the restau-
rant, Grace stops at the rear door and casts ber\eyes tiredly over
the establishment. Oue senses ber aloneness., She {ighs, then goes
out fhe door. A cold sweep of morning wind whisiles over the
countryside. The curlain comes down on an empty stage.)
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