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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

Scens 1 - The Williams’ farm houses.
Scene 2 -~ The same, showing lLaurey's bedroom.

Scene 3 == The same, showing the smoke house. '
(The $ime of Seenes 2 and 3 is simultaneoua)

Intermission
Scens® 4 -~ The poreh of 0ld Man Peck’s uLouse.

Scene § == The hay-field bsck of Willisma® house, &
month later.

Scene 6 -~ The living-room of the Williams" houseg three
nights later. ‘

The scngs in Green Grow the Lilacs are old and
traditional, The specific acknowledgments concerning
the arrangements used are to:

Marg: ret Larkin for "Sem Hall®, "Hello", “Girls™,
"] Wish I was Single Again™ snd "Home on the Range".
(From her collect.ion "Singing Cowboy", published by
Alfred A. Knopf.)

' Oscar J. Fox for “Goodbye™, *0ld Paint® (Published
by Carl Fizcher).

Everstt Cheetham for "Strawberry Roan" and "3100&
on the Saddle".

The Compsny of "Green Grow the Lilaes" for "Chisholm
Trail® and "Next Big River".

The other somgs are from the original seript of the
play.




PECPLE
Curly MeClain
Aunt Eller Murphy
Laurey Willians
seeter Fry
Ado Annie Carnes
A Pedler
Cord Elam

0ld Man Peck
and Others of the Countryside

SCENES

Scene 1 -~ The "front" rocm of the Williams farmhcuse.
a June morning.

Scene 2 -= Lgurey's badroamg‘

Scene 3 -- The mmoke house.

Scene 4 == The por' h of 013 Man Peck’s house that uight.
Scene 5 ~- The hayfle.d, a month later.

Scen= & -— The "frontv” room, three nights later

The action of the play takes place in Indian Territory in 19600




SCENE ONE

It is & radiant summer morning several
years ago, the kind of morning which. envelop-
ing the shapes of earth--men, cattle in a
meedow, blades of the young corn, stresmg--
makes them sesm to exist now for the first
time, their imeges giving off a visible golden
emenation that is partly true and partly a
triek of imagination focusasing to keep alive
a loveliness that may pess away.

The unsearthly svnlight pours through the
erocheted curtains of a window in ths living
room~-=-the "front rwom™=-o0f a farm houss in
Indian Territory. It rests upon, end glori-
fies, scrubbed fbors of oak, bright rag rugs,
rough hide-bottomed halry chelrs. a rock fire-
place, = settee, an old organ magnificently
mirrored, ancestral enlargements in their
gilt and oval fremes. A double sliding door
of pine, now closed, is at the back of the
room; other heavier doors of cak lsad to
other parts of the houss and to the ocutside.
Somevhere a dog barks twice and stops
quickly, reassured; e turksy gobbler makes
his startled, swallowing noise.

And, like the wvolce of the morning.
& rich mele voice outside momewhere begins
to sing:
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Yoice:

As I walked out one bright sunny morning,

I saw a cowboy way out on the plasin,

His hat was throwed back and his spurs was a-jingling,
And as I passed by him, he was singing this refrain:

Ta whoop ti aye ay. git along, you litile dogies!
Way out in Wyoming shall be your bdbright home--
A-whooping and a-yelling and e-driving those dogies,
And a-riding those bronchos that are none of my own.

The people all say wo're goin® to have a pienle,

But I tell you, my boy, they've got "er down wrong.
For 'f it hadn't a<been foxr those troublesome dogies,
I never woulda thought of composing this song.

Ta whoop ti aye ay, git along, you 1ittle dogies?
Way out in Wyoming shall be your bright home--
A-whoeping and a-yelling and a-~driving those dogles,
And a=riding those bronchos that are none of my own.

{(Before the first verse is
finished, part of the singer
comes into sight at a window=-
a tall, waggish, curly-headed
young cowboy in & checked shirt
and & ten~gallon hat, He looks
about the room sipging, Just
as he finishes he withdraws,
hearing fooisteps. A moment
later., AUNT ELLER MURPHY, e
buzom, hearty wman about
fifty, with a $all wooden
brass-banded churn in her

arms, cames in from the kit
echen. She puts the churn

down quiekly by the fireplsce,
goes over to the window and
looks out, aquinting, She
grins, good-humoredly.
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AUNT ELLER

Oh, I see you, Mr, Curly MecClain! Don't

need to be a=hidin' ‘hind thet horse of

yourtn. Couldn't hide them feet of

your'n even if yer head wasn't showin',

So you may as well came on in.
(She tumme awey from the window,
takes off her apron, and comes
back into the room. Curly ap-
pears again at the window,

CURLY
Hi, Aunt Eller.

AUNT ELLER (shortly)
Skeer me to death? Whut're you doin'
around here?

CURLY

Come a=aingin' to you only yocu never give

me no time to finish,
(Their speech is lazy, drawling,
not Southern, not "hick"--but
rich, half-conseious of its .
rhythms, 1ts picturesque imagery.

AUNT ELLER
Ge on and finish then. (She smilesat him)
You do sing purty, Curly.

CURLY
Nobody never said I didn't.

AUNT ELLER

Yeah, purty. If I wesn't an old womern, and
if you wasn't so young and smert-alecky~-
why, I'd marry you and git you to set around
at night and sing to meco

CURLY

No, you wouldn't, neither. If I was t0 marry--
anyone~-I wouldn’t set around st night a-singin’.
They ain't no tellin*' whut I°d do. But I wouldn't
marry you ner none of yer kinfolks, I could he'p
it.

AUNT ELLER(wisely)
Oh! Nore of my kinfolks neitber, huh?
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CURLY

4nd you c¢'n tell 'em that, all of 'em.
includin® thet niece of your'n, Miss
laurey Williams. if she's about anywhurs

AUNT ELLER

Mebbe I will, end mebbe I won®t. Whut you doia'
over this-a-way. Curly? Thought you was over
at Skidmore's ranch, tother side of Justus.
‘Well, air you comin' in or gomna stay there
like a Jack-in-the~box?

{Curly vaults into the room.
He wears dark trousers stuffed
into high boots. His keuvwy
rowelled spurs ¢link against
the floor.

CURLY (delibaerately)
Aunt Eller, if you was to tell me whur Laurey
was at-«whur would you tell me she was at?

AUNT KLLER
I wouldn't tell you a~tall, less'n you
sung me another song.

CURLY

Must think I'm a medicine men a-singin?
and passin® the hst around, the way yon
talk! Got to save my volice. got to

take keer of it, so YI'1l have it Don‘®t
‘want to do the way ole man Comer done
‘When be was a kid ne squalled sc mueh,
end when b3 was growed be sung so much
now he’s a ole man he cain’t git a sqguawk
ou¢ of him, nary a squawk. 'Cept a
whistle. And & whistle don®t mean nuthin?-e
the way a =ong do -

AUNT SILLER {unimpressed)
8ing me asong, Curly McClain.

CURLY

Aw, I ecain't sing now! I t0ld you. DNot
if I tried and tried, and even et cat-gut.
And even 'f ]I drunk the gall of a turksy
gobbler's liver, I couldn't sing a-tall,

AUNRT ELLER

Iiar and a hypocrite and a shikepoke! Ain't

I heared you? Jist now. You sing! Er

run you off the place. Scene l--¢




CURLY

I cain't sing, I to0ld you?! ‘'Ceptin®' when I'm lone-
some, Out in the saddle when it ain't so

sunny, er on & dark night close to a fa'r

when you feel so lonesome 0 God you could

die. Looky here. you're old, my, you're old,
youtd orter be so amsrt! Whwr you been, anyhow,
whose side meat you been eatin® all yer life,

not to know nobody cain®t sing good’ceptin?

when he’s lonesome?

AUNT EILLER

Lonesome? Them if I was you I°d be a-singin’
and a-singin® then. A long song, with forty
"leven verses aend a chorus 'iween ever' verse.
For as fur as I 6%n make out. Leurey ain®t
payin' you no hsed a-tell You might Jist

as well be ridin' the 1eils as ridin?® that
range o»f your®n, 8¢ sing yer head off, you
lonesome dogie, *cause you shore have got into a lonesome
side~pycket °thout no grass, you dehorned
maverick, youf

CURLY

whut®d I keer about that?
(He takes cigaret papers out of his
bet-band Bull Durham from his
shirt pocket, ani beging to rolli
a cigaret, with elaborate unconcern.

AUNT il ER
She goes around with her head some‘erss else, don’t
she? .

CURLY
How’d I know? Aln’t looknd at her nary 4 tinme
since Christuas.

AUNT ELLER
*Twasn't yore fanlt though, if you didn‘t.
(Teering, gocd-naturedly.)
She don't see you, does she, Mr. Adem's Ofy
0x’ You've got onto the wrong side of the
wagon tongue!

CURLY
@0 on, yon mesn ole wonern! Brand a stoer
t41l you durn & hole in his hide!}
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AUNT ELIER

Mr. Cowboy! A-ridin* high, wide and handsome,
his spurs a-jinglin', and the Bull Durham tag
a-whippin' outa his pocket!, Oh, Mr. Cowpuncher!?
'Thout no home, ner no wife, ner no one to muss
up bis eurly hair, er keep him warm on & wintsr'e
night?

CURLY (swelling up, defensively)

So she don't take 10 me much, huh? Whur'd you
git sich a uppity nlsce talt wuldn’t pay no heed
¢ me? Who's the best bronc buster in this yere
state?

AUNT BLLER
You, I het.

CURLY

4né the best bull-dogger in seventeen counties?
Me, that's who! And looky here, 1°m hendsome,
aiv’t I?

AUNT ELLER
Purty es & pitcher.

CURLY
Curly-headed, sin't I? =nd bow~legged from the
saddle fer God knows how long, ain't I?

AUNT ELLER {agrseing)
Couldn't ssop a pig in the rosd.

CURLY
#ell. whut slse does she want ther, the damn
shs~mule?

AUNT ELIER
Ll don®*t know, But I'm shore sartin it ain‘*t

you.

CURLY
4nh?! <uit it, you'll hsve na a-eryin'?

AUNT ELLER (triumphantl;-)
Zou better sing me s sonp thon, like I tolad
vou t¢ in the first place!

Seene l--6




CURLY
Aw, whut'll I sing then?

AURT ELLER
th-yridin' D1le Paint.”

CURLY
And nen whut?ll I sang?

AUNT ELLER

Lands. you better git ome sung "fors you sitsti in

on another'a’
{But CURLY hass alresdy lesmed
szainet the wall with his head
thrown bacgk, and his fast Jrossed, :
and begun to sing i1 his rich, liquiad,
mock-hersle volice.)

CURLY (singing)

A-ridin’ ole Feint end &-leadin® old Dan,

I'm goin® %o Montena for to turow the heoliern.

They feed in the hollers and they water ia the draw,
Thelir tails are ell metted and their baeks are sll raw.

Ride around vhe littls dogies, ride around them d ow,
Por the fiery and the souffy are a-rarin'® to go-

Ole Bill Jones had two dsughiers and a sea,
One went to Denver and the other weni wrong,
One was killed in = pool room fight,

Eut still he gosz singing from morn till night:

Ride around tae littls dogies, ride around them slow,
Por the fiery and the snaffy ure a-rarin® to go.

When I die teke my saddle from the wall,

Put it on my pory, lead hiu ou’s of his stall,

Tie my bones to the saddie, turn our faees to the west,
And we'll) ride the trail thst we love best.

Ride arocund the little dogies. ride arownd ther slow,
For the fiery and the mmuffy are¢ a-rarin' %o go.

Now whur's Laurey at?
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AUNT ELLER (pointing)

Settin' in there in her room e&-sewin' er sump'n,
when she. orta be in here a-churnin' like I told
her, Ain®t you gonna sing another song?

CURLY

Ain't you & bother though~-keep on a-pesterint'!
You go and tell Jeurey to drop a stiteh, and
see whut Sandy Clasus bdbrung ier.

AUWNT ELLER

Meanin' you, I guess, Whut'd you want with her,
Curly, nohow? I°'m her aunt, s0 you better tell
me first and see if 1 like the looks of it

CURLY

You're jist nosy. Well, if you have to koow

my business, ole men Peck over acrost Dog Crick's
givin’ a pley-party snd I come to ast if Leurey
ud go with me.

AUNT ELLER
And me, too, huh?

CURLY

Yeow, you too. If you'll go and knock on the
dcor there, esnd bring laurey out whur a man
e¢'n git a look at her.

AUNT ELLER (knocking)
Laurey! Peck's is givin' a play-party.

LAUREY (inside)
Who's givin' a play-party?

AUNT ELLER
Ole man Peck acrost Dog Crick.

LAUREY
Cain't{ hear a word you say. WGho?

AUNT ELLER (shouting)
Come on out. Someone’s come to see you.

He'll tell you.
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LAUREY
Who's cane t0 see me? Who's givin' & party?

AUNT ELLER

Well, open up the door, you erazy youmgun,

1 cein't holler my hsad off§
(The door slides back, and LAUREY
comes out. She is a falir, spoiled,
lovely young girl avout eighteen in
& long white dress with many ruffles.
She sees CURLY.

LAUREY

Oh! Thought you was somebody. (To Aunt Eller)
Is thia all thsat's come e&-callin' and it
a’ready ten o'clock of a Satiddy mornin?’?

CURLY (sullenly) .
You knowed it was me'fore you opened the door.

LAUREY
Ko sich of a thing.

CURLY
You did, too! You heared my voice and knowed
it wmes me.

IAUREY

I 4id not, I tell you! Heared a voice a=tglkirn’
rumbly slong with Aunt Eller. And heared somsone
a-singin’ like a bull-frog in 8 ponde-

CURLY
I don't talk rumbly. And I don't sing like no
bull=-frog==-

LAUREY

Bull-frog in a pond, I told you. But how'd I
know it was you, Mr. Curly MeClain? You ain't
80 speclal., All men sounds alike to meo

CURLY (doggedly)

You knowed it was me, 80 you set in there a-

thinkin' up sump'n mean to say. I°'m a good

mind not to tel’ you nuthin' about the play-

party now, You c¢'n jist stay at home, for yer

tongue. Don't you tell ber whur it is, Aunt Eller. Scene l--9




CURLY -=cont inued
Me’n you‘ll go and leave her at homs.

LAUREY

If you did ast me, I wouldn’t go with you.
Beaides, how'd you take me? You ain't
bought & new buggy with red wheels onto it,
have you?

CURLY
No, I ain®t.

LAUREY
And e spankin® team with their bridles all
jinglin®?

CURLY
No.

LAUREY

'Spect me to ride on behind ole Dun, I guess.
You better ast that ole Cummins girl you've
tuck sich @ sihins %0, over acrost the river.

CURLY

If I was to a8t you, they’d be a way to take

you, Miss Lsurey Smarty. ’
LAUREY

Oh, they would?

CURLY

A bran’® new surrey with fringe on the top four
inches long--and yeller'! And two white horses
a-rarin' and faunchin® to go! You’dq shore
ride like a quesen settin® up in that carriage?
Feel like you had a gold erown set on yer heed,
"th diamonds in it big as goose eges.

LAUREY
Look out, you'll be sstin' me in a minute!

CURLY

I ain't astin® you, I'm tellin' you. 4And this
yere rig has got four fine side~curtains, case of a
rain. And isinglass winders to look out of% And

a red and green lamp set on the dashboard, winkin®
like 8 lightnin® bug!?

LAURRY

Whur'd you git sich 2 rig at?~ (With explosive lasughter.)
Anh, I bet he's went and h'ard it over to Claremore,
thinkin® 1°d go with him!
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CURLY
‘s all you know about ite-

LAUREY ( jeering)

Went and h'ard it% Spent sll his money
h'srin® a rig, and now ain?t got nobody
to ride in it.

e

CURLY :
Have, too! Did not h'ar it. Made the whole
thing up outa my head-= _

fAUREY
What? Made it up?

CURLY
.Yaghboard and all}

LAUREY (flying at him)

Oht Git outa the house, you! Aunt Eller,
make him git hisself outa here 'fore I take
a sBtove arn %o him? Tellin' me lieg-~}

CURLY (dodging her)

Mskin' up s few~-Look out, now! Makin® up a
fow purties ain't agin no law 'at I know of.
Don'%t you wish they was sich a rig, though?
Nen you could go to the party and do & hoe-
down t1ll moruin® If" you was a mind to. KNen
drive home 'th the sun a-peekin' at you over the
ridge, purty and fine.

LAUREY

I ain't wantin' to do no hoe-down till mornin'c.
And whut would I want to see the sun come up
fer, a-peekin® purty and fine--alongside of you,
anyhow?

AUNT ELLER :
Whyn't you Jjist-grab her and kiss her whe

she acts that-a-way, Curly? She's jist achin'
fer you to, I bet.
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LAUREY (with moek fury)

Ohf I won't even speak to him, let alone 'lcw him

to kiss me, the braggin', saddls-awk'’ard, wish-'t-

he-had-a-sweetheart bum!?
(She flounces into her room, and bangs
the sliding door.

AUNT ELLER (Surming to Curly, sagely)
She likes you--quite a little.

CURLY
Whew! °‘F she liked me quite a lot, she'd sic the dogs
onto me, or shoot me full of buckshot’

AURT HLLER

No, come 'ere. Curly, while I tell you
sump®ln. A womern that won't let you
jeteh her 'th a ten fool pole like that
is jist .yin' fer you to git closer'n that
to har.

CURLY

Megbba. DBut thsy's women and women. And
some of 'em is accordin' to the rules, and
some of ‘em ain’t never hsared no rules to
be accordin’ to. Guess I better be wovin'
my camp some'eres else.

AUNT ELLER

No. look here, Curly., I%ve knowed Laurey

ell her born days, ein't I? and since hsr

paw and maw died five year ago, I beer paw

end maw both to her. And whutever I tell

you about her way of feelin® is the truth.

Er 4 it ain’'t, I%11 give her a eve astin®
good spenkin’, nen it will bel Fer ¥ don't
:now whur her eyea wag set in h.r head f she didn't
see you, you purty thing. right from ihe start,
the time you coms owsr of a Sunday & ysar ageo
and broke them three brones all in one evenin?,
?¢hout $etchin® leather er yellin' ~ulf-rope.
*Member?

CURLY (feeling a little better)

Yeah. I remember. Mean as sin they wa i, t000

That ons-eyed un °th the star in his forehsad
liked to set me over his hesd right smack into them
Jilac bushes the first crack outa the bucket
didn’t he? Yeah, onet I breck ‘em, they’re purty
apt to stay broke, {¢> 8 fact. (eryptieally.)

You ¢'n count on a horse.
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CURLY == continued

(Saddenly;
Look here, Aunt Eller, I wanta know sump’n
and 1f you lie to me, I°1ll ketech thirteen
T 1gy-oyed tord-frogs and put ‘em in yer bed--

AUNT ELLER
Laws a-mercy?

CURLY

Er make yo. chew Indian turrip till yer
Yongua fesls like a thoussnd needlss run
through i%t. and no way of pullin® °em
oute-

AUNT BLLEY
Feal 'em a'ready.

CURLY
Listea. whuti low, filthy, sneakin’ man has
Laurey got her cap set fer?

AUNT ELLER
You.

CURLY
Now <=

- AUNT ELLER

Fer & fact, 1°m tellin' you! From ithe way
she flew at you jist now, I got my mind all
made up. °F she don®t git you, Curly, she'll
waste away to the shadder of a pin point.
Yes, air. Be put in a sateen coffin dead

of a broke hesart.

CURLY (Ironically)
I wouldn't want her %o do that. I'd consider
lettin® her have me, °fL thet ud keep her from

dyin' o

AUNT ELLER (wisely)

She's & young girl-~and don't know her mind.
She don't know her feelin'as, You ¢'n he'p her,
Curly--and they's few that can.

CURLY .

They must be -plenty of men a-tryin' to spark her.
And she shorely leens to one of ‘'em, now don't
she?
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AUNT ELLER

Ain*% no one a-sparkin’ her. Well, they is that

0le widder man at Claremore, makes out he’s a doctor
or a vet’nary. And that fine farmer, Jaes Hutchins,
jist tbis side of lone Ellume--

CURLY
That's whut I thought?

AURT ELLER

Not %0 s8ay nuthin?’ about scmeons nearer home that®s
g0t her on his mind most of the time, till he don®t
know a plow from a thrashin’ mchinaw

CURLY
Who'd you mean by that?

ATNT ELLER
JBQ“' S

CURLY
Jeote: who?

AUNT ELIER
Don®t you know Jeeter Fry. our htavrd hand?

CURLY

What! Tha’ bullebt-colered growly meu °“th the
bushy eyebrows thai’s alwys orderin’® the other
hands how 0 work the m.win'’ machine er sump'n?

AUNRT ELLER

Now you don’t need %o go and say nuthin' agin
him? He‘s e big help arou.d here. Jist about
rung the fetm by hisself. Well, two women
couldn’t do it. you orte know that.

CURLY
Laurey'd take up °th a man like that?

AUNT ELLER
I ain’t said she’s tueck ur with him.
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CURLY

Well 6 be's around all the time. aint he?
Eats his meals with you like one of the
fambly, don’t he? Sleeps around here
scome’eres, don't he?

AUNT ELLER
Out in the smoke-house.

CURLY

Laurey sess him all the time, then, don'st
she? Whyn't you say so in the first place:
Whur is this Jeseter, till I git a look at
him apd mebbe black his eyes fer him?

AUNT ELLER (slyly)
Thought you'd moved yer cemp some‘eres slse?

CURLY (with exaggerated bravado)
My camp's right here till I glt ready to
break it. And moreover-~whoever puts his foot in it's
liable to git shot fer a stinkin' skunk er a sneakin?’
wildcat?i
{As if waiting for this declaration
the front door bangs orpsn. <nd th
bullet-colored, growly man, witi ar
armful of wood for the firsplacs,
comes in. He throws the wood in thie
vocd«box, and turns to Aunt Eller

JEETER
Whur’s Laurey at?%

AUNT ELLER

In her room there.
‘ (Jeeter gives a surly grunt by way

of response, end without another word

goes out agein. leaving the door wide

open behind him.

CURLY
Now is that Jeeter?

AUNT ELLER
Yeah,

CURLY | .
Thought it was. (He goes over and looks out after him.)

Why ein't he a-workin'?
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AUNT ELLER
It°s Satiddy-

CURLY
Oh{ 1%d fargot. He's went in the smoks-nouse

AUNT ELLER
It’s his hovse. Usedt ¢ the dog house.

CURLY (Chuckling)

Thet’s the place fer him!
{(The sliding door opunc & erach
and Leurey sticks hLer bhead out

LAUREY

I forgot to $ell you. Aunt Eller. youtli

have to do tue churnin®' yerasslf, less’n you ¢'n git
sameone to do it far you.

AUNT ELIER
Why, you lazy youngun, I'1l do no sish a thing!
I got dinner on the stove.-

LAUREY

It tekes time fer a girl to git herself fixed
up,. it looks to me like. I'm goin’ to a party
tonight.

AUNT ELLER
To & party?

LAUREY

Well, stand there ‘th yer mouth cpent Didn’t
I tell you?-~At ole man Peck's over acrost Dog
Crick.

AUNT ELLER
Now whosver went and--Did you, Curly?

LAUREY
I heared about it a week ago. Jeeter told ms.
I°m goin' with Jeeter. (She withdrsws. Curly stends

very still)

CURLY (after a moment)

Ever hear that song, Aunt Eller?
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AUNT ELLER (frowning)
A thousand pins it tekes 'em to dress—=-

CURLY (grins, ruefully)

Now wauldn®t thet jist make you bawl} :
(He goes over, touches a few chords on
the organ soberly, and thsn recovering,
seate himself. and sfter a moment begins
to sing, helf-satirically, But by the
time he has reached the first chorus, the
gong with 1ts absurd yet plaintive charm
bas absorbed him. And he sings.the rest
of its sentimental periods, his head back,
bis eyes focussed beyond the room,
beyond himself--upon the young man having
his sed say, the young men who'll go inte
the army., by God, and put an end to his
distemper, his unrequited fervor.)

CURLY (singing)

I used % have a sweathsart. but now I've got none.
Since she's gone and left me, I care not for one.
Since she's gone and left me, contented 1°1ll be,
For she loves anothear one better than ms.

CGreen grow the lilacs, all sparklingwith dew,

I'm lonely, my darling, since parting with you,

And by the next meeting I hops to prove true

To ~zhange the green lilames to the red, white and blue-

I passed my love's w .ndow,. both esrly snd lats,
The look ihet she gave re; 1% rade my heart ache.
The look that c¢he geve me was harmful %Yo sse.
Por she loves snotber one better Hisp me.

Greer grow the lilacs, all sparkling with dew.

I°m lonely my darlir:z, slwe parting with you,

ind hy the next meeting I Lops to prove trus

To change the green lilacs $o the red. white and blue.

X wrote my love e letter in red rosy lines.

She sent me an snswer all twisied in twines.

Saying "Keep your love letters and I will keep mine.
<ust write to your sweetheart and 11l write to mine .®

Greern grow the lileecs, all sparkling with dew,
I'm lonsely, my darling,6 since partirg with you,
And by the rext meeting I hope tc¢ prove true

To shange the green lilacs to ths red, white and blue.
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(He swings off the organ stool,
miraculously healed. and makes for
+tha door.

AUNT ELLER (following him over)

New don’t yvou be discouraged none, Curly.
laursy's -0od She’s got sense. She

don t 12t you know too much--keeps you guessin®.
And you shore got her to woanderin®; tool

You're store a peir--full of life--made

for each other' (ot to have each other.

Got to  (She laughs) Thought I'd die when

you mede up all that about the rig and

teld hexe

TURLY (whistles softly)

Jegus”® ‘He turns round with a griun )
Well we got a date together you and

me, Aunt Eller.

AUNT ELLER
Ve have?

CURLY
We shore have. We grin® t¢ that party
we've heared s0 much about.

AUNT ELLER

How we goin’. Curly? In that rig you made

up? (She chuckles.) 1711 ride a-siraddle

of tnem lights s-winkin® like lighinin® bugs, myself:

CURLY
That there rig ain't no mede-up rig, you hesar
me? I h'ard it over to Claremore.

AUNT ELIER
lands, you did?

CURLY

And when I come callin’ fer you right after

supper, see that you got yer beauiy spois

fastened onto you proper, so you won’t lose

‘am off, you hear? Now then.
(He strides awsy to the door
again. enigmatically.)

I think Iv11 jist go out here t¢ the smoke-house

a while.
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AUNT ELLER (puzzled)
Whur Jaseterts at?

CURLY

Yeow, whur Jeeter's at. Thought mebba I'd4

play a game of piteh with him, ‘fore I mosey cn

home. You reckon he'd like that?
(He ¢pes out the door. Aunt Eller
stares after him, figuring out
thingsa.)

CURTAIN
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SCENE TWO

Laurey's bedroom, behind its sliding
doors is small, primitive, but feminine.
There's s bed, covered with a beautiful crazy=-
quilt, a dresser, very ornate, with little
souvenir shell boxes, combs, hair receivers,
hair-pins, a vase of buttercups and daisies,
etec, There's a amall table with pitchers
of water under it, aad coufortable chairs. A
small window looks out into the brilliant day.
At the left is a door which goes out to the
swept yard in front of the kitchen. The walls
are papered, and several small photographs are
tacked up--one of a man on horseback, obviously
for the first {time, one of a young girl with
snormous slesves in her dress.

Laurey is combing her hair. She seems,
in this setting, younger, inore glowing, more
complete than before, as if the room were
necessary to her. It is immediately after
Scene One. 4unt Eller has come in from the
door at the left to see what Laursy is up to.
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AUNT ELLER
Is that all you got to do?

LAURZY (Abstractedly)

When I was a little girl I had my hair in

pig-tails., It hung down and down, till

I'd wrap it around my head. Nen I'd look like sump'n
crawled out of a hole.

AUNT ELLER
I ain't got time to listen to sich crazinsss.

LAUREY
When I got a little older, I cut it off., Maw
licked me.

AUNT ELLER
Well, she'd orta licked you.

LAUREY
Why?

AUNT ELLER
Fer cuttin' yer hair off. Don't you know that
aintt right?

LAUREY
I ast you fer a answer and all I git is another
yuestion.

AUNT ELIER

O, I'm goin' back in the kitchen. You aln't
started on that churnin', I jist come in to see
what you was up to so loung. Here I find you
a-primpin' and a-talkin' crazy.

LAUREY
Wait a minute. Why da't you set down here a
minute?

AUNT ELLER
They's work to do. Ain't time to set.
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LAUREY

Then redd up that table if you woan't set.

And put some fresh water onto theu flowers I
picked day before yistiddy. Them buttercups.

In the meader back of the wheat field~~-walkin®

in the tall grass and the sumakes, you know

vhat I seen? A snake 'th its tail in its mouthe--

AUNT ELLER
And a terrapin carryin' a elephant, too, didn't

you?

LAUREY
Won't hurt you none to put some water on them
Tlowers,

AUNT ELLER (acquiesecing, judicially)
Well. You ein't alwys so lazy, I must say.

LAUREY
Dance at yer weddin'.

AUNT ELLER
- L don't know whut's got into you, though,

LAUREY
You don't?

AUNT ELLER (wisely)
Yes, I d°o

LAUREY (Cryptically)

I thought you did. (Silence. Aunt eller fills the
vase. Laurey combs her heir
slowly, and begins to sing.

One morning as I rambled o'er

The fields I took my way

In hopes of meeting my miner boy

And for a while %o stray,

In hope of weeting my miner boy,

My hope, my joy, my own.

My heart was blessed, it could find no rest
for the thoughts of my miner boy.
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The mother to her daughter,

"I'11l eanfort you to your room,

You never shall marry a miner boy,

It will certainly be your doom.

They're never, never satisfied,

But always on a drunk.

And ell they have in this wide wide world
Ia a satchel and a trunk."”

The daughter to her mother,

"What makes you be unkind?

I never shall marry another one
But the one that suits my mind.
His trousers are made of corduroy,
His jacket of true blue,

I'd rather nerry a miner boy

As t0 reign with the waters true."

Then £ill your glasses to the brim,
Let's all go merry round,

And drink to the health of the miner boy
Who works down in the ground,

When work is o'er comes whistling home
With a heart so full of joy,

And happy, happy is the girl

That marries a miner boy.,

Would you marry a miner boy, Aunt Eller?

AUNT ELLER
I don't know no miner voys.

LAUREY .

Oh, 'f you did, you would, I bet. (After a moment.)
Wish 't I lived in the White House, and

had diamonds on my shoes, and a littls nigger boy to
fan me--when it was hot. Does it git hot

in the White House, Aunt Eller?

AUNT ELLER
How do I know?

LAUREY

Er I wish 't I lived in Virginia or Californie.

In Californie, they's oranges growin', and

snow fallin' at the same time. I seen a .

pitcher of it, In the verdigree bottom the

other day, a man found thirty-three arrow

heads --thirty-three~-whur they'd been a
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AUNT ELLER
Whut's that zot to do with ths White
House and livin' in Californie?

LAUREY
Who said anything about Californie?

AUNT ELLER (whistles)
Land's alive! (After a moment) Curly's
out in the smoke~house.

LAUREY
Who is?

AUNT ELLER
Curly, Him and Jeeter,

LAUREY (as if she hadn't heard)

Bet they'll be a hundred people at Peck's.
They'll came in buggies and surries,
as-horseback, in the wagon, and some'll

come afoots Gracie Denham will coms all

the way from Catoosie to be there; I bet.

When she married Den Denham; everbody thought--
"Goodbye, good times"-~fer Gracie: She

Fooled 'em, though. How big 1s Indian
Territory, Aunt Eller?

AUNT ELLER

LAUREY .
It's a funny place to live, ain't it?

AUNT ELLER
Whut's funny about it?

LAUREY
Well, take me, if paw and mew hadn't come here,
I'd a-been livin' in WMissouri now, 'stid of
here. 1'd a~had education, I'll bet.
(She puts down her comb and
stares thoughtfully out the window.
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LAUREY-~continued :

I lied about the White House, Aunt Eller:
I'd ruther be married to a men--if he was
a real good man-~than to live in the old
White House.

AUNT ELLER (chuckling)
Hope you do one of the two!l

LAUREY
Wouldn't you, Aunt Eller?

AUNT ELLER

I've done about all the marryin' I'm gonna

do. Onet is quite a plenty. (She chortles with delight.)
less'n I marry Curly and bring him up right.,

Me and Curly, we're a-goin to that there- -

party--

LAUREY (jumps up, runs over and begins shaking the astounded
Aunt Eller)

You ain't, you air not! He'ain't got no way

to take you to no party. You got to go with

Jeeter and mee-

AUNT ELLER
Curly's h'ard a rig. That un he told you
about. {Laurey drops her hands, backs

away, and looks at Aunt Eller
with such an emazed and start
expression, that the older woman
eries out:)

Why, you look so funnyl--Like you'd saw sump'n.
(Laurey goes over to the window,
hangs on to the curtains.)

Besides, you turned him down. (Teasing her.)

If you jist got to go with Jeeter,

they ain't ho way out of it, I reckon.

Well, me'n Curly, we'll make out--
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LAUREY (quietly, strangely)
Onect I passed by a farm house and it was night.
Paw and msw and me wes in a covered wagon on
our way to here.. And this farm house was
burnin' up.. It was burnin' bright, too.
Black night, it was like I said. Flames
licked and licked at the re-hot chimbley end
finally it fell, too, and that was the last
of that house. And that was turridble! I
cried and cried,
(A sudden slightly-husterical note in
her voice.) -
And the farmer's wife jist set there by the
side of the road, moanin' and takin' on. Had
on a sunbonnet, a sunbonnet, and it nighttl
She kept sayin' over and over-~"Now my home's
burnt upe 'f 1'd jist a-give him a plece of
cold pork or sump'an., If I'd jist a-fed himi--"
(She shakes her head, as if
shutting it out.)
Now ain't that silly!--Don't you listen to a
word I said. Ever onct in a while sump'n makes
me think about it, the way thet womsrn cried,
and said whut she did. Don't you pay no
" attention to me--

AUNT ELLER. -

I b'lieve to my soul you got sump'n worryin!
on yer mind. Never seen you ack before like
a chicken ¥th its head cut off, Laurey.

LAUREY (flippantly)
Worried to death.

AUNT ELLER -
Whut about? Now tell yer ole Aunt. Whut is
it, honey?

LAUREY
Ain't got a thing to wear tonight.

AUNT ELLER
You make me s0 mede-!

LAUREY
Well, I ain't. That ole i lowered dew-dad
of & dress looks like sump'n the cat drug in.
And my sash is tore. Sylvie Roberts has got
& new kind of a shoe with high heels onto ‘em
like stilts--and I ain't got none.,
Scene 2e-7




AUNT ELLER

You'd shore look purty a-wearin' stiltse-
»like a sandhill crane a~wadin" shaller water!
That ain't whut's a-worryin' you, though -

LAUREY

I thought it wes., Listen to that mockin'
bird a-singint'}

Ever' mornin' he sets in that ellum and sings
like & tree full of birds all by hisself,

AUNT ELLER
Ho's lomesomo«

LAUREY
He's hungry.

AUNT ELLER
Well, it's the same thing.

LAUREY (with real passion)

If we ever had to leave this here place, Aunt
Eller, I1'd shore nmiss 1%, I like its I like

that thicket down by the branch whur the ! poasums
live, don't you? 4nd the way we set around in
the evenings in thrashin' time, a«satin' mush-
melons and singin', and oh! lots of things!
Runnin' to tbhe cellar in a storm, and them yeller
trumpet tomaters even, you make jam out of, and
the branch and the pond to skate on~~They's only one
thing I don't to say like. And that's Sundsy in
fell, when it's windyy and the sun shines, and the
leaves piles up thick agin the house. I'm ‘'fraid
-of my life to go from here to the kitchen--like
sump'n was gonna ketch me}

AUNT ELLER
Well, you air a silly.

LAUREY
But I'd shore hate to leave here, though and
go soma'eres elss-~like to & town or same place~-

AUNT ELLER
Well, the ole Scratcht Whut makes you keep ta lkin!
about leavin' here?
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LAUREY ,
Whut if we had to0?

AUNT ELIER
Won't have to. We got money in the bank.

LAUREY
Bank might break.

AUNT ELLER

Well, let it. It's gonna be another good
year fer corn and ocats, like it's been now
fer thres ysgre-

LAUREY
Whut if sump'n happened?

AUNT ELIER
Like whut?

TAUREY

Oh, things chenge. Things don't last the way
they air. Besides, whut if they'd be a prairie
f'ar--like the one that burnt up a thousand
acres Q{y Chamber School House five year ago?

AUNT ELLER
Ain't apt to be no prairie ftar.

LAUREY
Or a cyclone ud come, like that un 4id at
Sweetwater. Made hash outa three whole sections.

AUNT ELLER »
Cain't stop a cyclone by warryin'.

LAUREY
No? Well, whut if Jeeter ud set the house on f'ar?

AUNT ELLER

Jeeter set the~«Whut in the name of Jerusaslem air
you talkin® about! Jeeter set thee- My goodness,
git yer things mady, gonna start you right off
to Vinite to the crazy housel
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LAUREY .
Whut if we had to?

AUNT ELIER
Won't have to. We got money in the bank.

LAUREY
Bank might break,

AUNT ELLER

Well, let it. It's gonna be another good
year fer corn and oats, like it's been now
fer threes yegr--

LAUREY
Whut if sump'n happened?

AUNT ELLER
Like whut?

IAUREY

Oh, things change. Things don't last the way
they air. Besides, whut if they'd be a prairie
ftar--like the one that burnt up a thousand
acres Yy Chamber School House five year ago?

AUNT ELLER
Ain't apt to be no prairie f'ar.

LAUREY
Or a cyclone ud come, like that un did at
Sweetwater, Made hash outa three whole sections.

AUNT ELLER |
Cain't stop a cyclone by warryin'.

LAUREY
No? Well, whut if Jeeter ud set the house on f'ar?

AUNT ELLER

Jeeter set the-«~Whut in the name of Jerusalem air
you talkin® about! Jeeter set tbe-- My goodness,
git yer things mady, gonna start you right off
to Vinite to the crazy housel

Scene 2--~9




LAUREY |
- Well, I told you, anyvway--

AUNT ELLER )
Git 'em readyl

TAUREY
You don't have to listen.

AUNT AZLLER

#hut if I'd put rat poison in the turnip greens?
Now whut on earth would Jeeter want to set the
house on f'ar fer?

LAUREY
I jist said he might.

AUNT ELLER

Might take a notion 1o rope a freight train,

too. Fiddlusticks} I wot my dinner on the

stove a-cookin'. (She mekes for the door, slows her
pace, and turns around again,)

Now, whut do you mean, anyway-~Jaeter set the :

house on f'ar?--

LAUREY .
They's a horse and buggy turnin' off up the
road thisea-way.,

AUNT ELLER
I won't look %ill you tell me whut you're ae-meanin'.,

LAUREY .
It's a roan horse 'th a long tail. He's string-haltered.
Look at the way ne walKSe=

AUNT ELLER
Not gonne look, I tell you!l

LAUREY
You know whut a f'ar is, don't you? 4And you
know Jeete1r?
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AUNT ELLER -
That's jiset it.

LAUREY (gravely, queerly) ‘
Sump'n funny about him. Sump'n black a-pilin' up.
BEver since a yeer ago. Wunp'n boilin' up inside

of hime~-mean.

AUNT ELLER (relieved)
Ist that it} Well, I guess you don't mind
that 80 much--goin' to parties with him, and all.

LAUREY (Her face white--in a low voice)

I'm afraid to tell him I won't, Aunt Eller. 'F I

done what I wanted to, I' f'ar him off the place

so quick! Whut're we gonma do, Aunt Eller! He'd

do sump'n turrible, he makes me shiver ever' time

he gits close to me-- (With a frightened look around, as
if he were in the room,)

Have you ever looked out there in the smoke-house--whur

he sleeps?

AUNT ELLER
Course I have, plenty of times.

LAUREY
Whuttd you see?

AUNT ELLER
NUTHIN'--but a lot of dirt.,, Why, whut's out there?

LAUREY (her voice tight with excitement--creating it)
I don't know, smump'n awful, I hook my door a%t

night and fasten the winders agim it. Agin it--and
the sound of feet a-walkin' up and down out there
under that tree, and around the cormer of the house,
and down by the barn--and in the front room there!

AUNT ELLER
Laurey!

LAUREY (as before)
I wake up and hear the boards creakin', I tell youl
The rafters jist over my head here shakes a little--
easy. Next mornin', he comes to his breakfast and
looks at me out from under his eyebrows like sump'n
back in the bresh some'eres, I know what I'm talkin'
about=«~ _
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AUNT ELLER

Why, I didn't bave an idy you felt that-a-way
about him! Why, we'll run him off the place
if you're skeered of hime~

LAUREY (with deep premonit ion)

Don't you do 1t! Don't you say nuthin' to
him} That's whut skeers me-~he'd do sump'n,
I tell you! He'd set the house on f'ar,
like I told you!

AUNT ELLER

Land‘'s sakes! Jist let me ketch him at it!
(She laughs)

Now you've went and made all this up, and

I don't believe a word of itwe

LAUREY
You'll find out same day--

AUNT ELLER

Onct when you was a little girl you know what
you done? Looked outa the winder and seen a

cow standin' in the tool shed, and you said to
yer maw, "Iknowed it, I knowed it! I knowed the
cow ud eat the grindstone upl" .Didn't you?
But the cow didn't, though!

LAUREY (smiling with great relief)
No, the cow didn't.

AUNT ELLER
Well, thenl You didn't know's muchts you
thought you did. (She goes and looks out the window,)

Now who'd you reckon that is drove up?
(A dog begins barking angrily)
Why, it's that ole pedler! The one that sold me
that egg-beaters Jist let me git my hands onto
hin=-~'f I don't fix himeet! (She rushes towerd the door,)

LAUREY

He's got someone with him. Why, it's
Ado Annie Carnes! Now ain't she a sight!
Ridin' around with that ole pedler.
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AUNT BLLER

I'll th'ow him in the branch, that's whut
I'1ll do to him! You know whut he done?
Told me that egg~-beater ud beat up eggs,
and wring out dish rags, and turn the ice
cream freezer, and I don't know whut alll--

(She dashes out the door.)

LAUREY (leaning out the window

YOOhoo! Ado Anniel
pedler man in too,
him away fram you.
I waut to buy some

C'm here. And bring yer

'f you ain't afeard I'll take

(She snickers with delight.)

things
(8he flies to the dresser, cathes up her
hair in the back, straightens her dress, and
by the time Ado Annie Carnes appears in the
dooy humming softly to herself, apparently
having forgotten her uneasiness of the
momsnt befors,

ADO ANNIE (coming in)

Hi.

LAUREY

(She is an unattractive, stupid-looking
farm girl, with taffy-colored heir pulled
back from a freckled fece., Her dress

if of red gingham, and very unbscoming.

Hi, yerself., Ridin' a pisce?

ADO ANNIE (non~committally)

Rode over yere.

LAUREY

Well, set. Whwr's yer pedler?

ADO &lsNIE (Hiding a grin)

Aw, hs ain't mine.

Ho's out there fightin'

with Aunt Bller 'bout that ole egg-beatoer.

LAUREY (teasing hor)

Now listen heres, have you tuck up with a

pedlor that ud sell a pore old womern a
egg-boater that wasn't no good? 4do Annie Carnes,
I'm plum ashamed of youl You ort to be strapped.
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AN&NNIE

’

Ain't tuck up wu;h him. Rode a pieée in kis
ole uggy for I was canin' over here, anyway, to ast
about-~-to ast you sump'n, v

- LAUREY
Whut was you gonna ast me, then?

ADO ANNIE
'F you was goin! to that there party over to
Peck's,

LAUREY

Course I am.

ADO ANNIE
Well,

IAUREY
Don't I go to ell the parties?

ADO ANNIE
I guess, You gotfellers, lots of fellbrs.

LAUREY
Three hundred and fifty.

ADC ANNIE
Oh, you ain't!

LAUREY
Oh, I have.

ADO ANNIE
I kinda wondered 'f you wauldn't take me.

LAUREY ‘ .
Me, take you? (She becomes stringe and thoughtful.,
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ADD ANNIE
Well, someone's takin' you, ain't they? You
could %take me along:

LAUREY

Why, my goodness! (She beams scstatically.)
Why, I'd jist love to have you, Ado Anniel
You git yerself over here to supper all diked
up and fancy, and 1'll see that you got a way
to go, all right. I'1l put myself outle

(She has another brilliant idea, which emuses
her very much.) Oh, and I'm gonna buy you
sump'n so purty the fellers'll all fall over
a Wagon tongue a-lookin' at youl whur is thet
mant (She rushes to the doar, in a fever of
delight.) Aunt Ellor, Aunt Eller! Quit a=~
botherin' that man from his businessi I want
to buy some of his dewdeds., (To Ado Annie,
with mock gravity) You don't want to git to
like a pedler men too good, 4do Annies You
hear me? They got wives in ever' state in the
union’,

ADO ANNIE
Ok, footi

LAUREY

They have'! And other places besides. Why,
Aleska's jist full of wamen a-livin' in lce~
houses, and freszin' to death 'cause of pedlsrs
runnin' off and lsavin' *sm 'thout no kindlin'
er nothin'--

ADO ANKRIE
Aw}l

LAUREY ,

4 men told me! Shore as shootin®!! He knowed

a Eskimo womern that a pedler up there went off
and left, and she had to sell her hair--a hundred

Scens 2~«15




"LAUREY=-~continued
hairs at a time-~jist cut it right off--

to keep from stervin' to death. Finally,
she looksd like a ole shave head, beld~
haaded as a turkey buzzard, and she tuck
cold and died.

ADC ANNIE
Who dB ?

LAUREY -
The womern}

ADO ANNIE
My goodness!

' (AUNT ELLER and the PEDLER coms in,
He is & little wiry, sworthy Syrien,
neatly drcssed, and with a red ban-
danna around his neck. He is very
acquisitive, very cunning. He sets
down his bulging suitcases, his little
beady eyes sparkling professionally.
He rushes over and, to LAUREY'S alerm,
kisses her hand.)

PEDLER
My, oh, my! But you are grown lsdy,
Miss Laurey!

' (He gives a grunt of surprised plea=
sure., His speech is some blurred Euro-
pean tongue with Middle Western varia-
tions, from dealing almost entirely with
farmers. o

LAUREY (bvacking away)
Heavens and esarth!

Sceng 2=--16




FEDLER
Grovwed up, and sich a bo-youty, tool
My, obh my! I don't see you in a whole
year. Last time you was little, like
that, all sunburnt and bony, end now
you've turned into a be-youtiful young
lady. Yum, yum®
‘ (He kisses her hand ogein.

LAUREY

Quit it, a=bitin® met! 'F you ain't hod no

breakfast go and ezt yerself a groen apple.

lands a goodness! You'd think I was angel

food cake er sump'n.
(But she is a little pleased, in
spite of herself,

PEDIER
sngel cake, that's jist whut you airl Angel
cake, and jist hot outa thc ovenl!

LAURTY

My, Listen at him! Shet up yer mouth, znd
show me sump'n. Is that tie way he talks
to you, ido anuie?

ADO ANWIE
Aw, ho don't tulk to mel

LAUREY
Mercy, whut does he do to youl
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PEDLER ,
Now Aunt Eller, jist listen at the way she does
G wa

AUNT ELLER (snapping at him)
I aint yer Aunt Ellexr! Don't you cell me Aunt
Eller, you little wart { I'm mad at you.

PEDLER
Don't you go and be mad with me. Tell you what,
I'll give you sump'n--give you another sgg-beater.

AUNT ELLER :
Don't you go and say egg-beater to me againl

PEDLER
Well, I'1ll give you sump'h--sump'n purty.

AUNT ELIER
Whut'll it be, and it'd botter be good?

PEDLER
You wait, Sump'n purty for to wesar,

AUNT ELLER (snorting) ‘
Foot! I got thinys for to wear., Wouldn't have it,
Whur is it?

PEDLER
You wait. I'll show you.

AUITT ELLER

Biggost liar I over knowed! 7You'll be tellin' me next
you got it hid some'eres, tied onto the horse's belly
band--

~ PEDLER
© Thatt's whur it is, exactly! You guessed it!
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BSUNT ELLER
Lands, you big--I wou't listen at you, won't stay
in the sasme room whur you're at, (She marches out
of the room and slams the door. Then she opens it
and oomes back in.,) Thought I was gone, didn't you?
Well, I ain't. I'm gonna stay right hore, fer spite.
Not gonna leave you and two girls in no bedroom, all
by yerselves,
(She sits down, in the corner.

LAUREY (in a kind of abstracted sestasy)

Want some hair-ping, a fine-tooth comb, a pink un,
Want a buckle made out of shiny silver to fasten
onto my shoes! Want a dress with lace! Want pe'~
fume, face whitenin'! Wanta be purty, wante smell
like a honeysuckle vins}

AUNT ELLER (from her cormer)
Give her a cake of soap.

LAUREY (her mood rising)

Want things I ¢'n see and put my hands on. ‘lant
things I've heard of and never had before-~pearls

in a plush box, diamonds, a rubber-t'ard buggy, a

cut glass sugar bowl. Want things I caint tell you
about. Caint see 'sm clear. Things nobody ever
heared of . (Pzssionetely, in a low voice.) Not
only things to look at and hold in ysr hands, Things
to happen to youl Things so nice if they ever did
happen yer heart ud quit beatin', you'd fall down decd.
They ain't no end to the things I want. BEverything
you got wouldn't be a starter feor me, Mister Pedler
Man! (Broaking off.) So jist give me a bottle of
shoe blackin', and maks it quickl

PEDLER (on his knees, at his suitceses, handing them
out)

Some nice garters? Silk in 'em, real silk, too, and

bows on ‘em! Look at ‘em, Made in Persia. Brought

to this countryee

AUNT ELLER (satirically)

Brought to this country at great riskin' of life and
limb--1ike them ilonsters from Madagescur. (She gixgles)
Lemme look at 'em.
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LAUREY (taking them)
Jisgt whut I was a-wantintew-

PEDLER
Try 'em on,

LAUREY
Fer Ado Annie.

ADO ANNIE (overcomse)
Awl

PEDLER
Four bits apiece.

LAURZY
Four bits a pair.

PEDLER
Aplece,

LAUREY
Keep 'em, then.

PEDLER
Oh, take 'em.

LAUREY (taking tnem)

Hore, Ado Annie. Put 'em on when no onc ain't
a=-lookin', (To the Pedluor.) 7You got any face

whitenin'?

PEDLER (finding it)

The best they is, Miss Laurey.
Smells like the Queen of Egyp'l
they can't no one stay away from you.
love drops! A4and only six bits a bottle--with =

sponge throwed in.

Liquid powder,
Put it on you,
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LAUREY

Lewao sce it, C'm here, Ado Annis. (She

puts Ado Annie in a chair) Now be still,

I'm gonna try it on you, Now don't scrooge

around like you had a ring worm or sump'n.

Gonna hide them freckles 'f I have to put

it on a inch thick,
(She begins putting the liguid powder
on o sponge and- dabbing ¢t Ado Annie's
face. Aunt Eller leans bsck in her
cheir and begins to sing, in derision.

AUNT ELLER (singing)

Young men they'll go courting they'll dress up so fine,

To cheat the poor girls is all their design,

They'll hug and they'll kiss and they'll cheat and they'll lis,
They'll keep the sirls up till they're ready to dle.

Sing down, hidery dowm!

Those girls will get engry, they'll rise up and say:
"I am so sleepy, I wish you'd go 'way."

Those boys will get angry to hear the girls' scorn-e-
Before they'll go home, they'll sleep in sawe barn.

Sing down, hidery down!l

Oh, early next morning those laddies will rise,
Brush off the straws and rub up their eyss,

They'll saddle their horses =snd away they will ride
Like all true lovers dressed up in their pride.
Sing down, hidery down! '

Let us turn fram thoss boys and turn from those lads
And turn to those girls which are twice es bad,
They'll flour up their faces and comb up their hair
Till they look like an owl in the bresh, I'll declare!
Wo, larry, wol

It's two long hours they'll stand at the glass,
And a tiousand pios it will takes them to dress,
They'll dress up so nsat, and vanish owvay,

The devil himself couldn't look half so gay.
Wo, larry, wol

You can tell a #ood girl wherever she gogs--
No foolish marks about her clothss,

No ribhons or rings or any such things,

But an old straw bonnet tied under her chin.
Wo, larry, wol
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Of all the good lives 'tis bachelor's best.

Be drunk or be sober, lie down and take rest,

No wife to scold, no children to sguall~-

How happy's the men that keeps bachelor's hall.

Wo, larry, wol

' (She gets up from her chair to see

) what Lsurey is doing.) ‘

Let's see whut you're adoin' to her.
(She turns Ado Annie about in her
chair, and bursts into a loud guffaw.
-Ado Annie's face is plastered with white.)

Mercy! She's plun whitewashed you. Look like

a nigger angel turned all white and shinin',

Whur's yer wings at, Angel?

ADO ANNIE (scrubbing at her fece)
I'11 teke over! bit of it off! Won't have
no sich of & mess on me. I'm goin' right
home! You've made a plumb sight outa mel
(She makes for the door, flustered to death,

LAUREY (holding on to her)

Don't you b'lieve her, Ado Amnnie! Why, you
look purty as one of them rider ladies in the
circus-~'cept fer not havin' on no pink tights.
Well jist look in the lookin' glass, you don't
bt'lieve ne. .
' (There is e muffled pistol shot somewhere
outside. They all stert violently.

AUNT ELLER
Now, whut in the name of-~

PEDIER
Shootin! ==

ADO ANNIE
I'm goin! homo-~

LAUREY (her fzce white)
Wait a minute! Whur was that shot, Aunt
Eller? It wesn't out there--out there--?

AUNT ELLER
Soundod like it came from the smoke-housge=

LAUREY
Don't .you say itt It couldn't be, couldn'tl
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AUNT ELLER
It was, I tell you. (There is another shot.

LAUREY(shaken with fear)
Curly!

AUNT ELLER (looking at her in slsrm)
Why, you're 's whife as a sheet, Laurey!

LAUREY (rushing toward the door)
Why'd you let him go out there whur Jeeter is!

AUNT ELLER
It couldn't be nuthin', honey!

LAUREY

We got to go seel
‘ (She hurries out the door, Aunt Eller

and the Pedler following., Ado Annie

takes out her garters, puts them on

hastily, and flies out after them.)

CURTAIN
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SCENE THRER

It is immediately after Scens (ne---at the sams
time as Scena Two. ‘

The smoke-house is a derk, dirty building where
the meat was once kept. But now, the floor is full of
holes; &t night the field mice scurry about ths room.
The rafters are worn and dscayed, smoky, covered with
dust and cobwebs. On a low loft, many things are stored--
horse-~collars, plowshsres, bridles, jars of fruit, a
saddle, binder twine, a keg of neils., Under 1%, the
four-poster bed is grimy and never made. A pair of
muddy shoes and a pair of gum boots are lying on their
sides under the bed. On ths walls, of unpainted two-
by-twelves, soiled clothes are hanging, also tobacco
advertisements, an enlisting poster, a pink cover off
the Police Gazetie, & large framed pieture of Den Pat#th,
several postcard pilctures of teams pulling heavy loads
of logs, etc. In one corner, there are hoes, rakes
and an axe, In another, & bale of hay @overed with a
red gaddle blanket. In the room also, & tool box,
several rougzh chairs, a table, a spittoon, & wash~stand,
several farm lanterns, a rope, a nirror for shaving.
A small window lets in a little light, dbut not much,.
- The door at back is closed.

JEETER sits in a low chair locking at some post-
cards, leaning forward now -ud then to spit at the
spittoon. He is about thirty-five, with a curious
eurthecolored facs and hairy hands. He wesrs heavy
brogans, a greasy pair of trousers, two shirts opsn
at the neck, and both dirty. He is slways absorbed,
dark, and sullen. Hearing e knock, he shifts about in
his chair, spits egain, shoves the pictures quickly
back into his pocket, and Bays crossly:
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JEETER
Well, cain't you open it?

CURLY
Howdy~~

JESTER (unpleasantly) ,
Is that yore plug tidd to that peach tree?t

CURLY
'F you mean that horse, that's my horse, He ain't no

plug.

JELTER
Plug or no plug, you mighta tied him some'eres else.

CURLY
They ain't nary a peach on thagt trse.

JEETER
And they won't be, if everbody's gonns tie his saddle
horge to it,

CURLY
I'll go and move him,

JEETER
'S too late, pardner. I done moved him.,

CURLY
Whur'd you put him at?

JEZTER
Turned him a-loose.

Scene 3--2
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CURLY {unruffled)
Thet's all right,

JEETER
He's prob'ly tuck off up the road by this time, and
serve you right,.

CURLY
Left the reins a-draggin', didn't you?

JEETER
Yes, I did.

CURLY
Well, that's a cow pony, that is. He'll stand all
day ir the reins is down.

JUET.R (disappointed)
You orten't to go around a-tyin' him to peach trees,

CURLY
You know, I don't know a peach tree from a corn stalk.

JEETER
Better learn, then. Whut'd you went around here, any-
how?

CURLY
I doms got th'ough my businegs-~up here at the houss,
I jist thought I'd come in and see you.

JEZTER
I ain't got tims to sce no one, I'm a-takin' a bath,

CURLY (facetiously)
Thought you was balin' hay.

Scene 3«3




How's that?

CURLY
I say, that's a good-lookin' rope you got thers: (He points)
Buy it at Claremore?

JELTER
Cain't sce that thetv's none of yore business.

CURLY
I know you didn't steal it,

JELTER  (Shortly)
That rope was give to me. It's e used un.

CURLY

Ort to spin, then. (He goes over, takes it down and
begins spinning it,)

You know Will Parker?

JE&THER
Nevesr hearsd of him.

CURLY

Ole man Parker's boy up here by Clarecfiore? He can

shore spin & rope. Chews gum wu.en he spins it. Gum

gin't healthy, I alvways say.
' (Holding on to one end of the rope,

he tosses the othsr over a rafter,

and catchee it. Ho pulls down on

both ends, tentatively.)

'S a good "sfrong rafter you got there. You could

hang ysrself on that, Jeeter,

JERETER
I coulde-widt?
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CURLY (chesrfullY)

Hang yerself. It ud be easy as fallin® off a logl

Pact is, you could stand on a loge=-er & checr if you'd
ruther--right about here, see, and put this here around
yer neck. Tie that good up there {irst, of course,

Then, all you'd have to do would be to fall off the log=-
er the c¢heer, whichever you'd ruther fall off of. In
five minutes, er less, with good luck, you'd be dead

as a door nail,

JEETER (suspiciously)
Whut'd you mean by that?

CURLY

The folks ud all getuer around and sing. Sad songs,
of course. And some of 'em ud say whut a good r@n
you was, and others ud say what a pig-stsaler eund e
hound dog you was, and you'd orter been in this penie
tentiary long sgo, fer orneriness,

JEETER -
You better be keerful, now!

CURLY

I aein't seyin' it. I'm sayin' they'd ssy it. You

know the way people telks-~like a swarm of wud wesps.

‘ (Looking about the room.)

So this is whur you live? Always like to see whur

a man's a-livin' at., You got a fine place hers,

Mr, Jeeter. liatches you,
(He grins mischievously. JEETER
gots up, goes over close to him,
dangerously.

JEETER

I don't know who you air er nuthin'~~but I think
you'd better tell me whut you come bustint in here
fer, nakin' free 'th nmy things ond talkin' the way
you talk,
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CURLY

Why, my naumc?a Curly. Thought you knowsd. Curly

MeClain. Born on a farm in Kansas. Cowpuncher by

trade and by profession. I break bronce, mean uns.

I bull-dog stsers. I ain't never been licked, and

I ain't never been shot. Shot at, but not shot. I

got a good disposition, too,and whbn anything seems

like to me it's funny, why I let loose and laugh till

my belt breaiks in two end my socks Palls down. Whut

on earth air you doin' 'th a pi&ther of Dan Patch?
(He points to the picture)

JEETER . (nonplussed)
Got a right to have & pitcher of Dan Patch, ain't I?

CURLY .
Yeah, and you shore have. 4nd that there pink
pivcher there, now that's a naked womern, ain't it?

JHEETER
Yer eyes don't lie to you.

CURLY

Plumb stark nsked as a jaybird! No., No, she ein't,
not gquite. Got a couple of thingumabobs tisd on to
her,

JELTER
That's a cover off tie Police Gazette. .

CURLY
Wouldn't do fer me to have sich a pitcher asround.

JEETER
Whut's wrong with it?

CURLY
I never secn sich a pitcher! That ud give me idys,
thet would!

Scene d=«6




JEETER (at home now and at ease with his guest)
Shucks, tnat ain't a thing to whut I got herel
(He draws out his postcards.

CURLY (covering his syes)
I'll go blind} Vhewl Lose my eyesight in a minute}
I wonder now if we couldn't have a little game of pitch?

JEETER |
look at this here un., That's a dinger, that is}

CURLY (looking at it gravely)
Yeah, thaet shore is a dinger.

JEETER

The girls these is tuck of can shore meke it interestint'
for a menl God, cain't they! Over et Tulsa. I had me
another whole pack of these-~but I lost ‘ome--

CURLY
That's too bad., ' That was sump'n to lose.

JEETER

YioaH, stole off me over to a dance at Bushyhead.
Shore, I'll play a game of pitch with you, all right.
Here, set down.

(They sit st the table. JELTER

fishes in the drawer end pulls out two
pistols and a pack of dirty Bicycle .
playing cards, and lays them on the

table,

CURLY
You-«you got pistols, too?

JEETER
Good uns. Colt 45.

CURLY
Whut do you do 'th pistols?
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JEETER
Skoot things.

CURLY

. Oh., You dekl.

JEETER
No, you deal.

CURLY
Shore, I'll deal. (he shuffles tuhe cards and begins to
deal.)
Is this draw?

JEET=R
Sult yershlf,

CURLY
Draw, then. With the Jick, and not the left Jack.
It's yore first bid.

JERTER
Two.,

CURLY
Thres.

JEETER
It's your'n.

CURLY
Spades. (He tekss up the deck again.) How many?

JEETER

One, (Curly deels one to Jeeter, two to hime
self, picks up his hand. They begin to
playe.

CURLY (7ith lyric warmthe-for he is stating

something about his own life--and his

feeling about life)

Outside, the sun's Jjist crazy 'th the heat, beatin'

on tho prairie and the corn stalks. Passed a fisld
in the bottom this mornin' whur the backwater had
been, Ground all cracked and blistered and bakin'
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CURLY-~continued

in the sun. Likin' it%, though! Likin' it

good. The crawfish put up their pinchers and

hustled about, 'ceuse their holes is all goin'

dry. Seen fields of wheat and oats~-~fine as

a fiddle! The crows went to hunkin' at me

when I rode th'ough the Dog Crick timber, and

I could see hundreds of squirrels friskin' in the black-
Jacks., I could smell them green walnuts, too, whenever
old Dun ud tromp on'em, Shore the purtiest mornin'

in a long time! Felt like hollerin' and shoutint'.

I raired away back in my seddle and ole Dun stepped

out a~prancin' and we come th'ough Cleremore like

a streak of forked lightnin'! An' it's shore s

funny end to a fine purty mornin' to find yerself

shet up in a dark hole bent over a table a-fingerin?'

a pack of cards 's gressy 's a ole tin spoon,

ain't 1t? Yeah, thet's the way it is, though,

in this here life. Got to git used to it. (He begins to sing.)

Oh, my name it is Sam Hell, it is Sem Hall,

My neme it is Sam Hsli, it is Sam Haoll,

My neme it is Sam Hall, end I hate you one and oll,
I hate you one and ell, damn yer eyes}

To the gallows I must go, I must go,

To the gollows I must go, I must go,

To the gallows I must go, for I've killed & man you know,
Becauss he loved her so, damn his eyes!

I must hong till I em dead, I am dsad,

I raust hang till I am dead,; I am dead,

I must hang till I am deed, for I killed a2 man, they said,
And I left hiw there for dead, dsmn his eyes!

I saw Mollie in the crowd, in the crowd,

I saw Mollie in the crowd, in the crowd,

I saw Mollis in the crowd, and I hollersd right out loud:

"Hey Mollie, ain't you proud, demn yer eyes!i"

' (As he sings the gome goes slower

and slower, Curly interested in the
gong and in Jeoter, Jester frowning and
strangely vxcited., Suddenly s dog
begins barking angrily. Jeeter goes to
the door quickly and looks out,

JEETER

Who would that be, I wondcr? In a buggy.

Got a girl with him, Oh! (He is relieved)

It*'s thet Syrian peddler. Yeah, that's who. .
(He closes thc door and cames
down again. After a moment.)

Did thate~did that Sam Hall kill the feller?
(Curly nods,)

He'd orta killed the girl, too.
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GURLY )
They wouldn't a~been much fun in that.

JEETER
Fun! Whut was fuu about it, anywayl

(Strangely, darkly, his tongue

unloosed.)
I knowed a fellor onct killed a girl. ‘
Heo'd been keepin' camp'ny w th her and
almed to marry her. One day he found her up
in the barn loft with another man. He
didn't do nuthin' at first, But this girl
lived on a farm with her folks. One night
her paew and maw couldn't sleep fer the dog
a~barkin' so. Next mornin' the old man went
down to feed the stock like he always did,
and when he coime to the horse troft, he seen
sump'n vhite a~layin' there., It was his
daughter, in her nightgown, layin' there in
the water all covered with blood, dead. They never
2id find out who done it. But I met up with a
man onct on the road-gang a~makin' that road from
here to Collinsville, and he told me he done it.
Onlywe-you know what he done? Made out this murder
tuck place ton ysar ago back in Missouri, It didn't,
thought It was up here by Sweetwater not two year
ago~--and I'd saw all about it in the papert But
I didn't let on. Whut a liar he was!

CURLY
And o kind of a~~a kind of a2 murderer, too,
wasn't he?

JEETER (absorbed)

I couldn't meke out why he cut her throat and

then throwed her in the horse troft, too. ILesa'n
-=hg thought--why, that's whyl! He'd got blood

all over him, and he couldn't stend havin' blood
on him, so that's why he dae it} I knowed
another cese, too, of a man got a girl in trouble--

CURLY ‘
I was jist goin' to ast you 'L you didn't know
some other stories,
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JEETER

This man was a married farmer, and he knowed

this girl. It had been goin' on a long time

till the man it looked like he cauldn't live

'thout her., He was kinde craszy and wild if

she'd even speak to anyone. One night, it

was moonlight, and they'd met out back of an

old mowin' machine left in ths meader a-rustin'--

She told him ebout the way she was, gonna have

a baby. He went jist hog-wild, and found a piece

of old rope in the tool box of the mowin' machine,

tied her hands aud feet with it, nen throwed her

up on top of a stack of hay, and set f'ar to it.

Burned her to death! Do you know why? He didn't

keer about her goin' 1o have the baby, that wasn't

it, He jist didn't know how he was goin' to live

‘thout havin' her all the time while she was carryin'

it! So he killed her. Yeow, it's funny the things

people do, like that.
(Curly gets up, goes over, throws
the door open. A shaft of brilliant
sunlight pours in, slive with millions
of dust motes,)

CURLY o

Git a little air in here. (Ho goes back and sits down.)
Yore mind seems to run on two things, don't it?

Before you caue here to wark fer the Williams!,

whur did you work?

JEETER (hostile again)
I don't know as that concerns no one but me.

CURLY
That's right, perdner. That's yors lookeout,

JEETER

I'll tell you, though. Up by Quapaw. And before
that over by Tulsa., Bastards to wrk fer, both of
ten}

CURLY .
Whut'd they do?

JEETER
Alwys makin' out they was better. Yeah, lots

_better! Farmers they was, liks me, wasn't they?

Only not half as good.
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CURLY
And whut'd you do-~git even?

JEETER (looks up at him, suspiciously)
Who said anything about gittin' even?

CURLY
No one, that I recollect. It jist coms
in my head.

JEETER

O, it dia? (He gots up, goes over and shuts
the door, turns in the gloom, comes
and sits down again, end looks st

Curly)
Whut wes that business you had up here
at the house? '

CURLY (after a moment)
I don't know as that concerns you, does 1t?

JEETER
It does, thought I it's anything to do with
this farm. '

CURLY
I forgot you owned it.

JEETER
Never mind that! It couldn't be to buy hey,
for you got plsenty of hay.

CURLY
How'd you know that?

JEBTER :
You work for Skidmore, don't you, tother side
of Justus?

CURLY
Thought you didn't know me,

JEETER
I know you, all right. If he's sent you over

to buy up the oat crop, why it's done spoke fer.
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CURLY
Glad to find that out.

JEETER

We ain't got no cattle to sell, ner no cow
ponles, you know that. And the farm ain't
fer sale, and won't be.

CURLY
You shore relisved my mind considerable.

JEETER ,
They's only one thing left you could come
snoopin' around here fer. A4nd it ud
better not be that!

CURLY (easily)
That's exactly whut it is!

JEETER (white with anger)
Better not bel

CURLY
It is, I tell you.

JEETER
I wouldn't come on the place if I was youl
I wouldn't come herg-=-

CURLY
Whut'll happen if I decide that's jist the
right thing fer me to do?

JEETER
I'd git on my horse and go quick! Don't
you come around that girl, you hear me?

CURLY (scornfully)

You shore got it bad. So you're takint

her to that party tonight? Jesus! She's

got & taste. I don't know as it's worth
fightin' about if she'd ruther go with you.

I step oute-cheerful as anything. Youtre
wolcomes (Thoughtfully.) Only--somebody ort
to te6ll her whut you air. And fer that matter
somebody ort to tell you onct about yerself.
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JEETER
I've had jist about enough!

CURLY

If you'd like to do anything to me, now's

the best chanet you'll ever lLave. (Softly)

You got two pistols, good uns, all loaded

and ready to bark. They's a axe a-standin' in the
corner. A4 bright bright sickle, right off the
grindstone hangs ovar there on a nail and
shines. Yer hoes is sharp, yer rezor's got two
edges onto it, and nary a one of 'emn is rusty.
And it aein't very light in here, is it? Not
half light enough. 4 feller wouldn't feel very
safe in here 'th you, 'f he didn't know you.
(Acidly.) But I know you, Jeeter. I've knowed '
you fer a long tine.

JEETER (half rising)
You don't know e thing about fge~-

CURLY

The country's full of psople like youl! I been

around. (His voice rises dramatically.) In this
country, they's two things you e¢'n do if you're

a man, Live out of doors is one. Live in a hole

is the other. I've set by my horse in the bresh soune-
'eres and heared a rattlesnske wany a time. Rattle,
rattle, rattlel--he'd go, skeered to death. Skeersd--
and dangerous! Somebody comin' close to his holel *
Sorwebody gonna step on himt Git his old fangs reedy,
full of pizen! Curl up and wait! Fer as long's you
live in a hole, you're skeared, you got to have per-
tection., You c¢'n have muscles, ok, like arn--and
sti1ll be as weak as a empty bladder-~less'n you got
things to barb yer hide with. (Suddenly, harshly,
directly to Jeeter.) How'd you git to be the way

you air, anyway-~settin' here in this filthy holo--
and thinkin' the way you're thinkin'? Why don't

you do sump'n healthy onct in ¢ while, 'stid of
stayin' shet up here a-crawlil and festerin'l

JEETER
Shetup, you!

CURLY
You'll die of yer own pizen, I tell you!l

Scene 3--14




CURLY
See that knote-holge over there?

AUNT ELLER
I see lots of knot-holes.

CURLY
Well, it was one of then.

AUNT ELLER
Don't tell me you was shootin' at

CURLY
I was, though.

AUNT ELLER (exasperated)

a knot~hols!

Well, ain't you a pair of purty nuthin's, settin!

here a~pickin' away at knot-holes
and skeerin' everybody to death}
ole turkey gobbler conniption fit

'th a pair of ole pistols
You've give that
s Ort to give you

a good Dutch rub and arn some of the cikaziness out of
you! Come 'ere, you all, they ain't nobody hurt.

Jist & pair of fools a-swappin' n

ADO ANNIE (dumbly)
Did sonems shwot, Aunt Eller?

AUNT ELIER
Did someone shoot!

ADO ANNIE

oises,

Whut'd they shoot at, Aunt Eller?

" AUNT ELILER

Yer grandiavw, silly!

ADC ANNIE
My lands!

LAUREY (after a moment)
Curly.

(She goes out)

(She follows her out. Laurey and the
Podler stand in the door.)
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JEETER
! (He seizes a gun in & kind of reflex,
a kind of desperate frenzy, and pulls
the trigger. The wall across the roonm
is splintered by ths shot,)

CURLY
Jesus! What was you shootin' at, Jeeter?

JEETER (His hends on the two pistols, hoarsely)
Never nind, now!

CURLY (in a high excitement, but apparently cool and calm)

You orta feel better now. Hard on the wall,

though. I wish 't you'd let me show you

sump'n. Jist reach ms one of them pistols

acrost here a minute-- (Jeeter does not move, but sits
stering into Curly's eyes.)

They's a lknot-holse over there about as big

os a dine., See it a-winkin'? I jist want

to see if I c¢'n hit it.
(He leans over unhurriedly, with
cat-like tension, picks up one of
the pistols, turns in his chagir,
and fires at the wall high up. He turns
in triumph.)

Didn't moke a splinter! Bullet right through the

- knot-hole, 'thout tetchin', slick as a whistle,

didatt I? I knowed I could do it. You saw it,

too, didn't you? Somebody's comin', I 'spect.

It'e oy play, ain't it?
(He throws down a card. Jester
looks at the floor. Laurey, Aunt
Eller, and the Pedler, followed a
moment later by Ado Annie, came
running in at the door without
knocking.)

AUNT ELLER (gasping for breath)

Whut's this? Who's been a-shootin'? Skeer
the liver and lights out of a fellerl Was
that you, Curly? Don't set thers, you
lummy, amswer when you're spoke tol

CURLY
Well, I shot onct.

AUNT ELLER
What was you shootin' a%? Scene 3=--15




CURLY
Yeal.

LAUREY
Did you it that knot-hole?

CURLY
How's that?

LAUREY
I say, did you hit that knot-hole?

CURLY (puzzled)
Yesh, I--I hit it.

LAUREY (cryptically)

Well. That was good, wasn't it?
(She goes out, smiling. The pedler
bounds into life and comes forward with
great animation)

PEDLER

Well, well. Mr. Jester} Don't trouble yersslf,

Fine day, end a good crop comin', You too, Mr.

Curly. (Lowering his voice.,) Now then, we're

all by ourselves, I got a few little purties,

private knick-knacks for to show you. Special

for the men folks. {He winks mysteriously, and draws out of
his inside coat pocket a thin flat box
and opens it out on the table.)

Yos sir, specisl, The things you cain't get

and 've got to have. All them little things a man

needs in his business, en? (He points) Jist look

at them things. Agin ths law, ever one of 'enm!

There's brass knucks, lay & man out jist like he

was dead in one good hard hit. Fit any lknuckle

and break any head. And--in the little patkage,

well, I won't tell youle-Jist open her up, and

you'll see~~The little dinguses that you got to

have., Fangy Lots of colors and jiggers onto 'emn.

French! Yes, sir! French-~-right out of Paris.

And jackknives and Trog-stickers. Steel and never

rusty. Kill a hog or a basterd eh, it's all the

sane to then little ones! And postcards! Kansas

City Best. Maode right. Teke 'em away, they're

hard on the syes! A4nd here's dice, playing cards.

Everything you need, everything a man could wante.

Look tem over end if they's any little thing you

need, jist point, jist make the signs, and I'm right

herg--Now then, how's that?
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JEETER (rousing himsslf)
How much is that frog-sticker?

PEDLER (taking out a long wicked-looking knife and opening it)
That frog-sticker. That's ressonable, reasonable., I

won't charge you much for a knife like that, 'F you

&0t 1t 1 Claremore, you know whut you pay? Twice

ny price, Jjist twice. 'F you cauld get it. That's

a good frog-sticker, that is, and I'm sellin' it

cheap to you, Mr, Jeeter--for a man hadn't ort to be

without a good frog-sticker, it ain't safe, he

might need it. He never knows when, Don't see

nuthin' to interest you, Mr. Curly?

CURLY (slowly)
I was jist thinkin' nyself--that mebbe~e
jist fer the looks of the thing-~and to kinda have it
around~-I might consider--buyin'--if they're
good and not too high--and can be depemied on--
a nice bard pair of them brass knucks you gotthare--
‘ (Ho reaches over and picks them up.)

CURTAIN
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SCENE FCOUR

Lead her up and down the little brass wegon,
Lead her up and down the little brass wagon,
Lead her up and down the little brass wagon,
For she's the ons, my darling)

One wheel off and the axle draggin’',
One whesl off and the axle dreggin',
One whesl off and the axle draggin’,
For she's the one, my darling!

Spokes all broke and the tongue a~waggin',
Spokes all broke and the tongue a-waggin',
Spokes all broke and the tongue a-waggin',
For she's the onse, my darling!

Blistered brakes and sides all saggin',
Blistered brekes end sides all saggin’',
Blistered brakes and sides 2ll saggin',
For she's the one, my darling!

The party is in full swing in the back yard of
0l1d Man Peck's place across Dog Creek. There sre a few banches
on the porch end a large coalstove, 4 primitive, roughehewn
built-in cabinet runs elong one end of the porch and on 1t are
piled all manner of miscellaneous things--rcics, cans of nails,
a vinegar bottls, sacks of salt and sugar, home-dried apricots
and peaches, a guitar, a fiddle, jars of home-made preserves.
On the walls are hanging strings of popcorn on the cob, red
peppers, onions hanging by their tops, the dried pelt of a
possun, etc, Kerosene lanterns hung to the well light up the
yard. Light strears out from the house. Around the corner of
the house can be seen the stone well with its wide arch of iron
and its pulley, = tremendous walnut tree snd the night sky.

The farm boys and the cowboys have forgotten their
corn plowing, their day in the hay field, their day on the range.
They have put up the mules, doused themselves at the pump, bolted
a supper of fried salt pork, potatoes and gravy and hot biscuits,
and now in their store clothes amd their chaps and their ovoralls
they grin and sweat and stomp, their voices loud and horsh in the
singing. Those who are not playing at the moment lounge in the
doorway, chewing tobacco and smoking; some have gone out behind
the barn or to their buggies and saddle pockets for a shot of
liquor.
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Most of the girls ere dressed in white and wear bright
bows, Sone have tiny watches pinned to their dresses, and carry
handkerchiefs. 0ld Men Peck is clepping his hands. He is an old
timer, grizzled and ganisl, about seventy. He has gone 1o play-
parties and dances now for fifty years, and knows every trick, every
extra stomp, every variation in the songs, every sly elaboretion of
the do si do.

The voices crack on the high notes, the feet pound,
hands clap, the jers on the high cabinet rattle, dust clouds the
air. "The Little Brass Wagon" ends in a burst of high, excited,
exhausted laughter. Irmediately, on a peek of gaiety, hardly
stopping to mop their brows, the men begin getting partners for
a sguare dance, calling loudly, grabbing the girls carslessly
around the waist and getting slapped for their temerity.
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OLD MAN PECK (leaping out into the middle of the floor

and hLolding up his hands)
Hey! Boys and gals! Git in the kitchen fer the
candy pullin'..

(The crowd breaks, and dashes in
the house noisily. 014 Man Peck
is about to follow)

AUNT ELLER (celling from the darkness off lsft)
lands sake, I'm all tengled up in 1t.
Curly, help me, cain't you?

CURLY (off)
Well, be still, quit a-buckin' up.

AUNT ELLER ;
Mr. Peck! Mr. Peck, you ole fool, come an'
help a lady, cain't youl!l

OI® MAN PECK
Is that you, Aunt Eller? Whut's the matter?

'AUNT ELLER (entering with Curly)

Matter! Say, 40 you bave to have barbed w'ar
layin' around all over the yerd? Gettin'

me all tangled up in it$ 'F it hedn't a-~been
fer me I'd a-lost & leg., Whur's Mary?

OLD MAN PECK
Oh, I got the ole womern out in the smoke-house.

AUNT ELLER
Doin' all the work, I bet.

0LD MAN PECK
Yeop, that's right. You're kinde late, sint you?

AUNT ELLER
Got here guick 's I could mske it. Sey, is this
whur the party's at--out here in the yard?

OLD MAN PECK
It's too hot in the house.
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AUNT ELLER
Well, it's kinda purty out here, I must say.
Hers-~hand this up. S

OLD MAN PECK (taking the lamp she holds out)
Whur'd you get that?

AUNT ELIER (grinning)
Pulled it off the dashbeard. Gusss I'll
go in and take off my fascinator.
(Taking Curly by the arm.)
How'd you like my feller I went and ketched?

CURLY (smiling, and taking her by the arm)
How'd you like my girl I went and ketched?

OLD MAN PECK _
Both of you is all right, I reckon. Whur's
Laurey at? .

CURLY (pausing as e realizes what this means)
Laurey, ain't she here yit?

4

OLD MaN PECK
Course not. Thought you was gonna bring her.

CURLY (concerned)

They ort to be hers, Aunt Ellsr. Whutta you
reckon's happened? They started 'fore we did--
half a hour before.

AUNT ELIER (quisting him)

Aw, they're jist poky. They're drivin' 0ld

Eighty, end that fool rere is alwys wantin' to

graze 'long side the road. Now don't look so

worried, Curly, they'll git here. Come on in,

and le's see who's come with who.
(They go in. A burst of greeting
floats out.)

SHORTY (a cowboy, staggers in, drunk)
Say, Mr. Peck, is that yors big o0ld white
cow stendin' out there by the grainary?
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OLD MAN PECK
Hi, Shorty. Yeah, she's mine., Give two gallon
and a half a day.

SHORTY
Whevi, she like to skeered me to desth. Thought
she was a ghost--till she said Moo.

OLD MAN PECK :
You must be drinkin' a little, Shorty.

SHORTY (speaking as he makes for the door)
Me? I ain't drinkin'. I'n drunk,
(He goes into the house.)

OLD MaN PECK (spying JESTER, ADO ANMNIE and LAUREY.
JEEBTER is carrying a lighted lantern which he
hangs up)

Oh, here you air. We been wonderin' whur you was.

4DO ANNIE end LAUREY
Hi, Mr. Pock.,

OLD MAN PECK

Most everybody's here that's comin', I 'spect. I got

to go out to the sioke-house, and see. about tine ice

cream freezin'. Go én in, and git ysr pardners for

“the next sst. (He dispppears around the corner of the
house. LAUREY starts in the house,

JEXTER (stopping her)
I wante see you,

LAUREY (a little frightened)
Well, here I am, so look yér eyes full.
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JEZTER
Ado Annie, go inside.

LAUREY (grabbing her)
Ado Annile, you stay here a minute.

ADO ANNIE (pulling loose)
Shoot! I wanta see 'f I cain't git me = pardner,
'fore they're all gone.

(She dashes in.

JE~TER
Whut'd you ast that Ado Annie to ride with us fer?

LAUREY
She didn't have no way to go.

JEETER ‘
Thet ain't yore lookout. Why don't you wanta be
with ne by yerself?

LAUREY
Why, I don't know whut you'rs talkin' aboutl I'm
with you by myself now, ain't I?

JEETER
You wouldn't a=-becen, you coulda got out of it.

LAUREY (impatiently)
Well, now 'at I am, whut'd you want?

JEETER
Nuthin'e=but we-

LAUREY
Well, fer land's-a=-livin'} (She makes for the door.)
0f all the craziesl
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JEETER (getting in fronmt of the door)

Mornin's you stay hid in yer room all the tims.

Mights you set in the fromt room and wou't git

outa Aunt Eller's sighte- (In a strange hoarse excitenent.)
Ain't saw you by yerself in a long timel Why

ain't I? Pirst time was last yeart's thrashin', You

was watehin' the cheff fly and them knives a-cloppin'

at the bundles. I come around the corner of the

stack end you stood there a-wavin{ yer sunbonnet to

keep some of the dust offen you, and you said to me

to git you a drink of water. I got you a drink of water.
I brung you the jug around. I give it to you. I 8id
give it to you, didn't I?

LAUREY (frightensed)
I don't know whut you nean,

JEETER (as before)
Last time it was winter 'the snow six iuches deep
in drifts when I was sicke. You brung me tha’s hot
soup out to the smoke-house and give it to ms,
and e in bed, I hadn't shaved in two wecks, You
ast me 'f I had sny fover and you put yer hand on
my head to sess Why'd you do that? Whut'd you
tetch me for!
(be suddenly seizes her in his arms,
. his voice thick with excitement.)
You won't git away Trom mg=-}

LAUREY ( trying to freo herself)
You bettser let me alonel

JEZTER
You've kep' outa my way, and kep' oute my way---

LAUREY
Quit it, quit it--t

JEETER

Cain't think of nuthin' else! It's killin' ue.

Lay awske at nights. God dammn you, quit a~tryin?

to git away--I got you now--- (He holds her closer)
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a mangy

LAUREY {(in revulsion)

Oh} , (She turns her head aside, frightensd

and shaken.)

JEETZR

So goddamned purty! (She frees an arm end strikes him
in the face, with desperate strength.
He releases her, and stands uncomprehending,
tranced. She backs away, watching him.)

LAUREY (almost hysterically)
Now le! me go, le' rie outa here 'fors I
holler and tell on youtl

JEETER (after a morent, slowly)

You hit me-=(Breakiug out, violsntly.)

Like 'em 811! I ain't good emough, am I?
I'ri a h'ard hand, ain't I? Got dirt ou my
hands, pig slop=--Ain't fitten to tetch youl
You'rs better, so goddauned much better)
Yeali, we'll see wio's better--we'll se¢ whot's
better, Miss Laursy! Nen you'll wish 't you
wasi't 8o free 'th yer alrs, you're sich a
fine lady--1!

'LAUREY (suddenly so angry, all her fear vanishes)

Alr you makin' threats--to me? Air you stendin®
there tryin' to tell me 'f I don't 'low you to
slobber over ms like a hog, why you're goina d¢o sump'n about it}
dog and somebody'd orta shoot youl (With enormous
scorn.) Yeeh, I ort tc 'low you yer own way, I
reckon., Sich a great, blg, fine strappin' man

80 full of dazzle I ort to git down on my kneaes
to him! Christ all hemlock}! (Sharply, her eyes
blazing,) You think so much about bein' h'ard
hand. Well, I'll jist tell you sump'n that'll
rost yer brain, Mr. Jeeter! 7You gin't a h'ard
hand fer me, no more! You e¢'n jist pack up yer
duds and scoet! Oh, and 1 even got better idys
'n that! You ain't to come on the place again,
you hear re? I1'1l send yer stuff any place you
gy, but dam't you 's muck 's set foot iuside the
pasture gate or I'll sic the dogs onto you! Now
then, next time you gzo makin' threats %o psople,
you better thinl a few thinks first and spit on
yer hends fexr good luck}
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JEETER (standing quite still, absorbed, dark, his wice low)

Said yer say. Brought it on yerself. (In a voice

harsh with an inner frenzy.) Cain't he'p it, I tell

you! Sump'n brung it on you. On me, too. Cain't

never rest. Cain't be easy., That's the way it

is. 4y, I told you the way it was! You wouldn't

listen~~
(He goes out, passes the corner of
the house and disappears. Laursey
stands a moment, held by his strangeness
then she starts toward the house, changes
her mind and sinks onto & bench, a
frightened little girl agein. Ado
Annie bounds out of the house,
excited. BShe sees Laurey.

ADC ANNIE (worried)
Laurey, I got sump'n to tell you.

LAUREY (standing up quickly)
Ado Annie, is Curly in there?

ADO ANNIE
Yes he's in there, but.,.laurey, now look,
Laurey, it's turrible--1 gotta tell you--

LAUREY (starting swiftly towards the house)
Don't bother nme.

ADC ANNIE (catching at her)
Now, Laurey, plegase, my lends, it's all yore
fault, so you gotta tell me whut to do.

LAUREY .
Well, whut is it?

ADC ANNIE
Them ole garters is s' tight they 'bout
cut my laigs plum in two,

LAUREY
Well, take ‘em off,

ADO ANNIE
Teke 'em off? Have ny stockings rollin' down
onto my shoes? Wouldn't I be a purty sight?
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LAUREY
You'd have all the boys a-runnin' after you
right, you done that. :

ADO ANNIE
You shore?

LAUREY
Shore, I'm shore.

ADO ANNIE
Aw, I wouldn't do it fer nuthin'.

LAUREY
Well I told you whut to do, you won't rind
me. (She makes for the door)

ADO ANNIE (stoppirg her)

Laurey! Them ols boys worries me. The
minute I got in the house thesy started
grabbin' at me, Whut'd they mean a-tellin'
me, "Come out 'hind the barn 'th me?" That
ole Payne boy said that.

LAUREY
Whyn't you ast him wlut he meant?

ADC ANNIE
I was skeered he'd tell me.

LAUREY

Piddlesticks! (She starts again for the door, turns
quickly, struck with an idea.) Ado Annie, will you
do suup'n fer me?

ADO ANNIE
'F it ain't too hard.

LAUREY

Go in there and find Curly, and tell him

to come out here., I want to see him, I got
to see hinm}
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(A4 man runs out of the house calling
out "fhes! Here's ny girly Coms on
here, ado Annie, I'm goin' to swing
you till you're dizzy as a looni"
He whirls her around and around.
Laurey, distresssed, starts for the

. house.)

A BAN (coruug out boisterously)

Here, Lawrey's ny partner. Come on, Laurey,

you pronised me away back last August, purt!

near.,
(Ho swings her into position for
the next dance.)

OLD MAN PICK (comirg from the house)

Git yore pardners like you douns befare,

Two blg rings in the middle of the floor.
(The others all sweep out, paired
off and teke their places for the
square dance,)

CRGJD (falling into position)
I hope thers'll be a big Lighty
Be lots of work for tlhe shosmaker, tomorrow!
Watch her honey, watch her close,
When you neet her, doubls the dosel
Eight hands up, end circle to the westl
{They start to dance.)

OLD MAN FHECK (stopping tiem before they begin)
‘¥hoa, whoa, back, Maud! My, you're like a
gang or muls colts! quiet down, cain't you,
they ain't no a-stoppin' youl Waanta tell you
sunp'ni

CROWD

Let 'or rip, grampaw!

Say yer say esnd git it outa you 'fore you
choke on it! Opea up her mouth and holler
yor head off, ses 'f I keer\l

OLD AN PHECK _
Now then, listen to ne a ninutel We sonna
have a little singin' % give us a rest. You
all '11 be so broke down in a minute you'll be
blowin' like & thrashin' machine. Quiet down
now, see 'f we cain't it somebody to sing sump'n.
Tire we sing a little bit, gzot a s'prise for you,
You all kuow whur the smoo-house is, dau't you?
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CROWD
'hind that ellum out thers,
Shore, we know. BSettin' on its foundstion!

OLD MAN PECK

Well, I got the ols womern out there a~turnin'

the ice crean freezer, and a-mskin' popcorn balls.
And jist as soon as we sing a little bit, every-
thing ort to be ready. Er 'f it ain't ready, take
a scantlin' to the ole wrern, I will, and blister
her goodl Now then, who'll give us a song?

CROWD

Sing one yerself, Mr. Peck.

You ain't winded, air you?

Sing one of them ole balletge«

Sing "The dyin' Cowboy." Oh, bury me not
on the lone prairee!

Sing that there un 'bout the blind child,
while we cry and teks on, the pors little
son of a gun, didn't have no marmy!

OLD MAN PECK (humorously)

Aw, I'n bashful 's a blushin' bride! Anyways,

all I know is sad songs, make you cry. No, cain't
I git someone else~-how 'bout you, Lizzie?

CROWD
The sadder the bettser!
@¢ on, you start things, git everbody limbered upe==!

OLD MAN PECK

Tell you whut I'1ll do, theny Sing you "Custer's

Last Cherge" an' 'f I ketch airy grin on axy of

you, gonna do sump'n, I'm tellin' you. A4nd you

better keep quiet and respsctable~like, 'cause this yere is

a serious ploos.

CROWE

Ge po it, Mr, Peck!

Serious 's a church

Got nmy mouth sewed up like a buttou hole.
Shi
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OLD MAN PECK (singing in a high, thin voice)
'"Twas just befare brave Custer's charge,
Two soldiers drew the rein,

In parting words and clasping hands,

They may never meet again.

‘One had blue eyes and curly hair,

Just nineteen years ago,
With rosy cheeks and down on his chin,
He was only a boy, you know,

The othsr was & tall and a dark slim form
With eyes that glittered like gold,

With coal-black hair and brown mstechs,
Just twenty-five years old.

The tall dark form was the first to spealk,
Seying, "Charley, our hour has coms,

We will ride togoether up on yonder's hill,
But you nust ride back alone.

"We have rode togsther on many a raid,
¥We have rmarched for many a nile,

But, courads dear, I fear the last
Has core with a hopesless smile.

"I have a face, it's all this world to me,
and it shines like a morning's ligut,
Like a morning's light it has besn t0 Im
To cheer my lonesoe life.

"Like a morning's light it has bsen t0 e
To cheer my loussome life,

And little did I care for the flow of fate
When she promlsed to be my wifo.

"Write to her, Cherloy, when I am gone,
Send back this fair-formed facs,

And gently tell her how I died

4And wherc is ny rosting place.

"aind tell her I'll nmect her on the other shore,
In the bordering land betwesn

Yes, heaven and earth, I'll meet uer thore,
And it won't be long, I mean."
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Then tears filled the eyes of the blno~oyed boy
And his kind heart filled with pain--

"It1ll 4o your bidding, my comrade dear,

Though we never neet again,

“"If I get killed &nd you ride back,
You must do as much for e,
For I have a praying mother at hoge,
She is all  the world to me.

"She has prayed at home like a weiting saint,
She has prayed both night and morn,

For I was the last the country called,

She kissed and sot me on."

Just then, the orders came to clarge,
An instent with classped hands,

Then on they went, then on they rods,
This brave and devoted band.

They rode till they come to the crest of the hill
Where the Indians shot like lelil,

They poured death's volley on Custer's men,

And Scalpod them as they fell.

They turnocd from the crest of the bloedy hills
With an awful gatharing gloon,

And those that were left of the faithful band
Rode slowly to their doon.

Thore was no onsg loft to tell the blus-eyed girl
The wards that her lover said,

And the preying mother will never lknow

That her blus~eycd boy is dead.

{The crowd applauds and exclaims.)

CROWD

Shore a good unl

Sings plumb like g church choir, don't he?
Whur's Curly McClsin?

Git him to siag.

Here you, Curly, you ¢'n sing--ons of then
COW=pUncher ones.
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GURLY (appearing fron the crowd)

Well, Hand me down that guitar, will you?
(Somsone gcets the guitar off the
cabinet, end hands it to him. He
drags forwerd a stool and sits down.)

CROWD

"Railroad Man."

"Leves Dan."

"Whistlin' Rufus."

"Phe Girl I Left Behind Ms "
"The Pore Lost Dogie."
"Shoot the Buffaslo.!

Suap'n lively!l

"The Mohawk Trail."

CURLY (he strums a few notes, and begins to sing, very simply)
There is a lady, swoet and kind,

Fas never face so pleased my mind,

I did but seeo her passing by,

And yet I love her till I die.

Her gestures, rotion, and her smilss,
Her wit, her voico, my heart beguiles,
Beguiles my heart I know not why,

And yet I love her till I die.

Cupid is winged and doth raunge

Her country so ny love doth change,
But change sne carth or change she sky,
Yst will I love hor till I die.

CROWD (applauding)

Sing another'n, Curly.

You shore fooled us, Funny song for you to be a-singin'l
Now, Aunt Eller--

" Aunt Eller, coume on, you, it's yorc timc.

AUNT ELLER
Keteh mo a-singin'y Got a frog in ny throat--
I'm t'ard, too. GOt & koteh in ny leg and
cain't sing. Land's elivel Thyn't you git
Ado Annie-~? Here, Ado Annie, sing ons of
them songs of your'a, ’
(They drag Ado innie forward, squirming.)

CROWD
Hore, quit it a-pullin' back, you don't git out of ite-
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ADO ANNIE (ewkwardly, standing first on one foot, thon on the othsr)
Done forgot! Done forgot!

CROWD
Well, hurry up and remmber--

ADO ANNIE
Don't know none, nary a one. Done forgot ever
ons, I toll you!l

CROWD
Well, whistle then, you got to do sump'n. .

AUNT ELLER
Forgot yer foot} Sing that un about when you
was young end single--

ADO ANNIE
Shoott My th'oat's plumbd sore--

AUNT ELLER
Sump'n else 'll be sore you don't start.
Hurry up, nOW--

ADO ANNIE (singing in a flat mournful voice)
When I was young and single,

At home by my own f'ar side,

With ny loving brotlsr and sister,

My mother she naver would chide.

Then there calk a young man
His smiles enticed r®.

--And I was young snd foolish
And casy led astray.

I don't sce why I love him,

He does not keer for me,

But my thoughts ere elwys of hin
Wherever he may be.

They tell me not to belisvo hin,
Say "He don't koer for you."

How littlo I think that over
Thom words would ovor corp true |
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Soms say that love is pleasure.
What pleasure do I see?

For the one I love so dearly
Has now gone back on me!

The night is dark and dreary,

A little incline to raine=~

0 God, my heart is weary

For my lover's gone off on a trainl

OLD MAN PECK

All out fer the smoke~house now! Git sone

ice c¢resam in you, you feel betterl Got vanilla

and strawberry both, so don't be bashfull
(The crowd begins to stream noisily
out, disappearing past the cornsr
of the house.

LAUREY (catching Curly away from his partner, and
dragging him back till the others are all gone)
Curlyt

CURLY (astonished)

Now what on earth is ailin' the belle of Claremore?

By gum, if you ain't a-cryins?
(Laurey runs over to him,
leans against him,

LAUREY
Curly~«I'm 'fraid, 'fraid of my life--!

CURLY (in a flurry of surprise and delight)

Jumpin' toadstools?} (He waves his hat, theu throws it away
wildly, and puts his arms around
Laurey, muttering under his breath.)

Great Lorde-!}

LAUREY
Don't you leave Mmo-=

CURLY
Great Godamighty=-1

LAURSY
Don't miud me a=-cryin', I caia't he'p ite-
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CURLY
Jesus!

LAUREY

Cry yeor eyes Out~-|

Oh, I don't know wiut to dol

CURLY

Here. I1'1l show you, (He lifts her face and kisses her,
She puts her arms about his neck,
He exclaims softly.)

Laurey, Laurey~=-!

(He kisses her again and again, then
takes a step away from her, disengaging
her arms gently,)

LAUREY (in alarm)

Curly-=

CURLY

My goodness) (He shakes his head as if coming
out of a daze, give a low whistle,
and backs away.)

Whew! 'Bout all a man ¢'n stand in public--!

Go 'way from me, youl!l

LAUREY
Oh, yxu

CURLY

don't like me, Curly--

Like you? My God! @it away framme, I tell
you, plumb away from me!} (He strides across the room and

LAUREY
Curly!

gits down on the stove.

{crying out)
You're settin' on the stove!

CURLY {leaping up)
Godamighty! (He turns round, puts his hand down

gingerly on the lids.,

Aw! 'S cold 's a hunk of ice!

LAUREY

(He sits down again.

(pouting)

Wish 't ud burnt a hole in yer pants-~
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CURLY (grinning at her, understendingly)
You do, do you?

LAUREY (turning away, to hide her smile)
You heared me.

CURLY

Laurey, now looky here, you stand over there
right whur you air, ard I'll set over herew-
and you tell me whut you wanted with me.

LAUREY (grave again)

Well--Joeter was here. (She shudders.)
He skeered me--~he's crazy. I never saw
nobody like hime-

CURLY (harshly)

Whut'd he do? Aunt Eller told me all about
the way you felt-~whyn't you tell me—-why
didn't you? Whut'd he do?%

LAUREY '
Tried to kiss me-~Wouldn't let me out of here.
Seid he'd tried to see me all by myself fer

months., He talked wild-~and he threatened ms.

CURLY
The bastard!’

LAUREY

X ¥'ard him! Told him not to come on the place
again, I got mad to see him standin' there like
a black cloud, and I told him what! I wish 't

I hadn't-a! They ain't no tellin' whut he'll

do now! 'F I'd jist a~kep' my head! Now whut am
I gonna dol

CURLY
You ftard him?

LAUREY
Yes, bute=~
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CURLY

Well, then! That's all they is to it! He won't
do nuthin'! Tomorrow, I'll git you 8 new h'ard
hand. I'll stay on the place myself tonight,

'f you'rse nervous about that hound-dog. (Putting
an end to it.) That's the end of Jeeter, and
about time. Now quit yer worryin' about it, er
I'1l spank you. Hey, while I think of it-~how~-
how *bout marryin' me?

IAUREY (flustered)
Gracious, whut'd I wanta marry you fer?

CURLY (getting down @#if the stove and going to
her gravely, like a child)

Laurey, please, ma'asn--marry me. I-~I dm't

know whut I'm gonna & if you--if you don't.

t

LAUREY (touched)
Curlye--why, you--why, I'll marry you--'f you
want me to--

CURLY (he tekes her in his arms, kisses her gently)
I didn't think you would, I didn't dream you'd
ever-~-!

LAUREY

Shi (He leade her over, and lifts her
up on the stove. Then he lets down
the oven door and sits on it, at her
feot,

CURLY (humbly)
I ain't got no right to ast you~-a good-fer-
nuthin' cowpuncher like mee==-

LAUREY _
Don't say things like that.

CURLY

If I'd ever a-thought-~! Oh, I'd orte been a

farmer, and worked hard at it, and saved, and kep'

buyin' more land, and plowed and planted, like

somebody-=Tstid of doin' the way I've done! Now the

cattle business'll soon be over with. The ranches

are breakin' up fast., They're puttin' in barbed

w'ar, and plowin' up the sod fer wheat and corn.

Purty soon they won't be no more grazin'--thousands

of acres-=-no place fer the cowboy to lay his head, © Scene 4--20




LAUREY
Don't you worry none, Curlye=

CURLY
Yer paw done ths right way. He knowed. He could
see ahead.

LAUREY

But Pap ain't alive now to enjoy it. But we're
Alive, Curly, Alive! ZEnjoy all we can! Case
things happen. '

CURLY
Muthin' cain't happen now--nuthin' bad--if you--
if you love me=--and don't mind a-marryin' me.

LAUREY
Shi I'1l marry you. Somebody's comin', don't
you reckon?

CURLY
I don't keer, When will you marry me?

LAUREY .
Oh, purty soon, I'll have to ast Aunt Eller, first.

CURLY

I'1l ast her myself! (Geily.) Oh, I 'member the
first time I ever seen youl You was pickin!
blackberries long side the road here years and
years ago--you was a little tyke. (He laughs.)
You'd been a-svatin' berries as fast as you could
pick 'em, and yer mouth was black as & eoal shovel!
~='F you wasn't a sight!

LAUREY (embarrassed)
Curly!}

CURLY

Nen I seen you onct at the Faire-g-ridin' that
little gray filly of Blue Starr's, and I says to
someone-~"Who's that Aittle thing with a bang down
on her foreheaed?"
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LAUREY
Yeow, I 'menber. You was ridin' broncs that day,
and one th'owed you.

CURLY
Did not th'ow me!

LAUREY
Guess you jumped off, then,

CURLY
Shore I jumped off,

~ LAUREY
Yeow, you shore did!}

CURLY (lyrically, rapturously)

Anh, and I sesen you once-~the Sunday a yesr ago,
I'1l never forget. I come over to break them
broncs, You'd been out a~pickin' flowers next to that
sorghum mill standin' in the cane patch. 4nd you
had a whole armful of Sweet Williams and wild roses
and mornin' glories, and I don't know whet all. My,
I nearly fell off my horse a~lookin' at you! And

I thought to myself--"if this yere bronc th'ows me,
I won't land anywhurs near no Sweet Williams and
wild roses, No sirl! No sich luckl! I'll find
myself 'th my face plowin' up a pateh of cuckle
burrs and jimson wesds--er most likely a ole cow
pileie~

LAUREY
Curly% The way you talk!

CURLY {as before)

- Be the heppiest msn a-livin', soon 's we're married!
(frowning.) Oh, but I'll shore be a unsettled man,
though, you're so blame purty, worrisd somebody'll
run off with yout 'F I ever have 1o leave home 1o be
. gous all day, gonna shor'e tie you up t the hitchin'
post, S0 you'll be there 'gin I git back, you hear?
(He shakes her playfully.) Ain't gonne take no
chances! (Mischievously.) 4nd looky hsre, whut're
you gouna give me fer a weddin' present? Well, you
gonna marry a good-fer-nothin' cow hand, 'thout a

red cent in his breeches, 's yer own fault, they come
hight How 'bout & pair of spirs? Er a nice new
saddle blanket, eh, 'th red stripes onto it, and
'nitials stitched inside of a bleedin' heart on the
corner? Whut's the use of gettin' merried, don't
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CURLY -~ (continued)
git a saddle blanket er suup'n purty out of 1tle-

LAUREY
Curly} Now I'll know why you married me-~to git
a saddle blanket?l

CURLY

Yewo, out in the open, that's mel! A men's got
to watch out fer hisself even 'I he has to marry
him a homely critter like you-~'th a facc like a
windmill, make you dizzy to look at it} Come
'ers and kiss me, why don't you?

LAUREY (gravely, touching his hair shyly)

I jist set hore and listen at you, end don't

keer whut you say ebout me. Say I'm homely 's

a mud fence, you want to--why then, I am homely

's a mud fence., 'F you say I'm purty, why I'm

purty as anything, and got e voice like Jenny

Linds I never thougbt of anything like thisl}

But I always wondered and wondered, after the

first time I ever seen you=-(Her eyes fill with

tears, absurdly.) And here we set, you and me,

on ths kitchen stove like a pair of skillets,

and I dou't know whut's come over us to act =0

gilly~-and I'm gonne ery in a minute--and It's

all yore fauli, you orten't to a-made love to me this-

Q=VaY =~
(Curly jumps up, puts his
arms ground her.

CURLY
Laurey=--Cry 'f you want to, then, (He kisses her
tonderly.) Leurey, sweet--(After a moment.) Now,
then. (Crying out, suddenly.) ihy, my lends of
goodness! I plumb forgot! You ain't had nothin to
eat! No pop-corn er ice creanm sr nuthin'! You pore
thing! Wait a minute. I'll git you sump'n 'fore
it's all gonel! (He runs and looks down the well, end
comes back quickly very much emused.) Hey! Look in
the cupbosrd there and see 'f you cain't find two
glagses,
(He goes back to the well and can
be seen hauling up & rope.
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LAUREY

Whut'reyou up to, Curly?

CURLY

(She flies to the cupboard, finds some
glasses, Curly has drawn up a small
tin bucket, detached it fram the rope,
and coms back, the bucket dripping.

Ho sets it down on the stool, takes off
the cover.)

Creami{ Good ole rich cream, right outa the

wolll Cold as Ice?

Freeze yer wish-bone, might'

nigh, a~-slidin' down yer throat!}

(Laurey brings the glasses. He pours
them full. They are dinking when the
crowd, -alre edy paired off, sweeps down
into the yard hilariously.)

CROWD (calling out in excitement)
Hey! Whut's this!
Two little love birds!
Jist a~dyin' to git on the nest, too, from the
look of 'em!}

Gonna be a weddin'--~
Gonna be a shivoree--

How'd a girl ever take

AUNT ELLER (appearing)

Land sakes, I feel turrible}
ketched me a fellser and here he is maikdn' up
to another girll

4 MAN

3

to a feller like you, Curly?

I went and

Let's start the lovin' couple off rightt

JEETER (with dark scorn)

Yay, start ' em off right!

gro0Mm=m-

Laurey' elinging to

(Jeeter has leaned against a post
and stands brooding. He has been
drinking end has a bottls in his

hand.)

To the bride and

{He 1lifts the bottle, d&rkly, P
insultingly, and hurls it across
the yard, where it breaks with a
loud crash, Curly starts toward him angrily,
hig. 0ld Man Peck, seeing the situation
grabs the hands of the people nearest
him, and they form a circle which
quickly grows, shunting Curly and
Laurey off from Jeeter on one side of
the yard. Someone begins to sing;
the crowd joins in. Lsursy and Curly
are hoisted up on chairs, the cirdle
around them.
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CROWD (singing)
Gone again, skip to my lou,
Gone again, skip to my Lou,
- Gone again, skip to my Lou,
Skip to my Lou, my derling?t

Cein't git a redbird, bluebird'll do,
Cain't git a redbird, bluebird'll do,
Cein't git a redbird, bluebird'll do,
Skip to my Lou, my darling

My girl wears a numbar %ten shoe,
My girl wears a nunber ten shoe,
My girl wears & number ten shoe,
Skip to my Lou, my darlingl

Flies in the buttermilk, two by two,
Flies in the buttermilk, two by two,
Flies in the buttermilk, two by iwo,
Skip to my Lou, my darling! '

CURTAIN
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SCENE FIVE

. 4 July moon is ower the hafield, mking
stlver tents of the mounis of unbaled hay which
recede in irregnlsr fomatim far into the distance,
crossing a low hill., A gaunt wire rake with enormous
wheels stands at one side. Tho sky is powdered
with stars, but low clouds drift often in front of
them and the moon, blotting out the stubble. A -
soft summer wind, creeping about the meadow, lifts
the spears of grass that have eacapod the sdekle,

A low hay stack, very near, has & ladder leaning
against it,

After a moment, Curly and Laurey stesl
into sight, looking around cautiously. They stop,
move forwerd a little, breathless, begin to spsak
in hushed vdicess
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CURLY (softly)
D'you hear anything?

LAUREY (séf‘bly)
No.

CURLY . o
Listen. (They listen. Then he turns to her with relief,)
Not a sound. We've give 'em the slip.

LAUREY
Sht Whut was that? {There is not a sound,)

CURLY
Dont't hsar nuthint.

LAUREY (relieved)
Jist the wind, I guess,

CURLY . ' i
Listen, We'll leave 01d Eighty standin' whur

we tied her« We cain't drive up to the house,
tcaugse 'f anybody's watchin' out fer us, they'd

see us. We'll sneak acrost the hayfisld and
th'ough the plum thicket--and go in the back

door. Come on now. Watch whur you step.

LAJREY (Teking his hand, stopping him, hesitantly)
Curly,--if they ketch us, whut'll happen?
WiJl it bs bad?

CURLY (soberly) ‘ .
You know about shivorees, honey. They git
purty rough..

LAUREY
I'm afeard.

CURLY .
Don't be afeard, honey. Aunt Eller says for
shore nobody seen us gittin' hitched.
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'LAUREY ‘

They mighta s*pected samp'n, though.
(Her voice low.} That's the lmtch about
gittin' merriede-

OURLY (reessuringly) §
But hexfe we air, honey. Married--asnd
purt' njgh home. 4And not a sal in sight.

IAUREY (after a mament oI registering thls, relisvedly)
Yeah, We fooled ‘em, 4idn't we?

CURLY -
Shore we did,

LAUREY
Course. (Her voice full of vonder.) Curly==we'ree~
" we're married now.

CURLY (saftly) |
Yeah, Flumb hitched.

LAUREY
Was you skeered when the pmacher said that
about "Will you take this hore womerne-"?

CURLY
Sksered he wouldn't s x it.

LAUREY
I was skeered you'd back out on me,

CURLY . _
I couldn't back out on you--'f I wented to.
- Could you ma?

LAUREY (amiling tenderly) ‘ :

Not if I tried and tried. { They kiss, and embracs
for a moment., Then still
holding her hand, Curly
turns, looking out over
the moonlit field.)
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CURLY (lyrically, feeling tje moment)

Look at the way the hayfisld lays out purty in the
moonlight, Next it's the pasture, and over yander's
the wheat and the corn, ami the cane patch next,
nen the truck garden and the timber, Ever'thing
laid out fine end jim dandy} The country all ‘
around ite~all Indisn Territory--~plumb to the Rio
Grande, end north to Kamas, and 'way over east
to Arkanasaw, the sams wey, with the moon onto it.
Trees ein't hardly a-movin', Branda bubbles

over them limstone mcks, you e¢'n hear it,

Wild flower pe'fume smellin' up the air, sweet

as snything! A fine night fer anyone to remember
fer a weddin' night! A fins night--fer anyone.

(Caught up in the spell of the night and
their feelings, they move softly away
across thessubble, and disappear. There
is a moment of silence..

(Then there i1s a subdued titter, followed
by shishing sounds, then more titters and
mothered laughter, There pop into sight
on top of, and fram behind the stacks,
dozene of men carrying nolse-meking instrue-
ments~--tin lids, pots, washboilers, cow
bells, gourd rattles, tambourines, pans
iron triangles, whistles, drums. They

are an excited, huddled, whispering group,
nervous at thsir long wait for the return
of the bride end groom from town, disturbed
and husterical with conjecture on the
merital scene they have came to dbapoil,
Veterans of the "shivoree", hardly a bridal
coupls within twenty miles arcund, for
years and years, has escpsed their bawdy
ministra tions. They look off teward the
retreating and oblivious coupls, holding
their voices down,

lst MAN
8h{ They'll hear youl

3rd MAN (satirically, mockingly)
"Fini night to remmber fer 8 weddin' nighti"

{Laughter)

5th MAN

Fine night fer anyons! Wheel (Hushing them.)
Quiet down now} They'll hear you 'fore they
git to the housel
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9th MAN , '
Toe heel Bet they'll g to bed in the darks.
(Laugh ter)

10th MAN (severely)
Be kserfull Tihey'll hesr us, you hoodlums}

Lst MAN
Shi

7th MAN
Cain't you keep yer mouth still a minutel

3rd MAN
Wheel! High ols doit!st

5th MAN
Kotch ‘'em in the act!

YOUNG FARMER
Whut're we waitin' fer?

OLD FARMER
Give 'em time to gt to the house, caint't you?

CORD ELaM
Don't want to give 'em too much tims!l

10th MAN ‘
Wish't I us in his shoes. Godamightyl

3rd MAN :
He shore got him sump'n therel

1st MAN
Couple of sectionst

2nd MAN _
Grazin' and timber and plowved landl

4th MAN
Money!
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6th MAN
Scads of it in the bank, and more comin'!

5th MAN
And Godl She's & purty un, tool

3rd MAN
Got a face fer kigsin'!

7th MAN
Hands white as suowl

Sth MAN
And that ain't all, bdbrother!

YOUNG FARMER ,
No, and that ain't ally Jesus! Wish't I uz in
Curly's shoest 'F I uz Curly, ud be in my dare
fe6t by this time!}

Lst MAN (in greset excitement)

Lookl They's a light)
(The crowd in an excited frenzy
begina jumping off the stacks,

3rd MAN
In the bedroom!

4th MAN. .
Look &t the way them curteins blowl

2nd MAN
lace curtainst

3rd MAN
Blowin' out like a shirt-tail a-poppin' in the breeze!

CORD ELAM
Wonder whut they're a-seein', them curtains!

1st MAN
Bridal couple! Onct in a life-timg-~

3rd MAN Scene Sewb
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4th MAN
Night come ond

YOUNG FARMER
" Ay, the good ole black night--'th nobady to spy on
you, nobody to see whut you're up to!

8th MAN
Look at them shadders a-movin't

1st MAN . ‘
It's them, they're therel See that there unt

2nd MAN
Gittin' rean dy!

3rd MAN o o
Got to hurry now, ‘come onl Give 'em & s'prisoc!

CORD ELAM
Don't fergit now, right by this hare stack whur the
ladder is, liks we saidl

3rd MAN

Don't make so goddamned much noisel
(They go out. An old man stumblse into
the moonlight, shaking his heand, dismallya)

OLD MAN

Listen at the ols owl a«hootin' in the timber,

and that there coyote away off yander tamards

the Verdigree River!
(He goes oute)
(A young farmer, flushed and drinking,
staggers darkly out of the gloom.)

YOUNG FARMER

Bridegroom a-waitin' and a~waitin'i Don't you

wait nov, Mr, Bridegroom! Ths moon's a=-shinint'}

Yor time has camel Yes, sirrea, bob? No time to

walt now. Time to git goin'. See that there bride

a-glirmerin' there in her whitel Waltin' fer you.

Been a~standin' there with her hair down her back

and her lips a-movin'{ Git next to her, brother!

Gonna be high ole times, gonna be Jesus into yer - .

heart} (The sound of raucous noise and excitsment
begins. Cord Elam runs from around a stack
shoving the Young Farmer out of the way.)
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"

Go

CORD ELAM \

Git - outa the way now, Homer} (To the approaching nolsy party.)

Heyl Over thlgwa-way¢ Yers's the placel
{The noise of the shivoree grows
Iouder and louder. Voices rise out
of the bedlan, in sharp exclamations
and cries.)
(A fow men drag Curly in, strugeling
and angry, his hair in his eyes. His
shirt has besn ripped off .in the
struggle.

CURLY
God damn you, leave her alome! Don't ery son ‘
of a blteh put his hands onto her; I'll kill hime«{

A MAN
Aw, nobody's a~hurtin' her, Curly~-

CURLY |
Better hadn'ts I tell you. Maeke *sm git away
from her, plumb away from her!

A MAN (shouting off) ,

Git away from her, you a2llt Bring her on in!
(Curly relaxes, but his captors still
hold him tightly.)
(A wide circle of men,; shouting,
whiastling, besting their various noise
impleients, advances across the stubble.
In the middle of the group, welking
alone, pals and shaken is Laurey, in a
nightgown, her hair down about her
shoulders. Thecrowd goes over to the
foor of the ladder and stops.)

5th MAN
wuiet down now, a minute! (To Leurey) Right
up the ladder with you, you purty thingt
(The noise stopss)

6th MAN
on, boost her up!

7th MAN
Right up on the stacke~1

8th MAN
Make out it's & hed, why don't youtl
(Leurey looks around at Curly, then
climbs up the short ladder, the crowd
shouting at her.)
. Scene Se-8




i

N

9th MAN
Wathh iti

10th MAN
Put yer foot in the right place.

CORD ELAM
Don't wante fall and break yer neck-=cheat
pore Curly outa his rights!

1.0th MAN
All right, Curly~-

6th MAN
You're next,

10th MaN

Bring him on over here.
(The men holding Curly lead him over
to the foot of the ladder, and let go
of him. The Crowd begins to call out
in more jubilent, crazier derision,)

lst MAN
Go, on, Mr. Bridegroom, there's yer bridel-~

Srd MAN
Purty's a new bronc e-stendin' and a-lookin',
cain't hardly keep off her}

7th MAN
Mene like silk and eyes a-shinin'}

CORD ELAM

Git on, there, cowpuncher-~} (After a moment, Curly starts up
the ladder, ths crwod continuing to
shout.) ;

‘Fyou ain't a world-beeter fer bashfull

3rd MAN
Better bs glad we didn't ride you on no fence rail}

lst MaAN
Thtow the ladder down when he gits up.
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10th MAN

Try to git off, you'll breek yer neck, so

watch out! (Curly reacher the top.
Somsone throws the ladder down)

CURLY (deeply txoubled)

Laurey, honeyw-{She looks at him, in dumb misery.)

I'd give my eye~sight, honey--~! Try to stand

it-=I done all I coulde I cain't he'p it~

' (He takes her in his arms. The

men break out into derisive and
lascivious guffaws, and begin the
deafening noises sgin, circling the
hay stack, kicking up their heols, in
an orgy of delight,

3rd MAN
Give us a little kiss, honey lamb, do a man
good, taint a-askin' nuchi

CORD ELAM

Give us o lick and a promisei--Quick's these

bad ole mens goos away,--they ain't no a-tellin',
no, sirree!

Sth MAN
'Taint right to stamnd there like tha te=Blush
to look at youl

7th MAN
Ain't no right to _be in no nightgowm}

10th MAN
Go on, Mr, Moon Man hide yer face fer shamel

YOUNG FARMER

How's it feel to be nearied, Laurey, mgar. all
safe and proper, to sich a ﬁne party man with
curly hair end a dimpls on his chintl Whes! Got
you whur I want youe=!

‘1st MAN
Scrunch you to death, purt' neart

CORD ELAM
Bite them shouldersme
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3rd MAN
Eat ter alive!

5th MAN

Yay, Curly, and it's one niore river to c¢ross!
(One of the men cries out, excitedly,
snickering.)

A MAN

Hey, Curly! Hey, Laurey! O{ne baby!
(He tosses a grotesque straw baby high
in the air emd onto the stack)

Two (He tosses another quickly. )
Three ¥ -‘ (He tosses another.)

ANOTHER MAN (holding up sdmonishing hands, grinning delightedly)

Hold it{ Not someny! Thet'll give Curly idys, that willl
(There is raucous laughter, and
beating of instruments.)
(The glow and smoke of sometB®ing burning
which has already crept quisetly over the
hayfield, now lsaps up. A hay stack is
burning.)

CURLY (startled, pointing) S
Lookl TFer God's sake, that hay stock's on fire!

" (The men rush towerd it.)
Get us a ladder soueone, quick! The whole
hayfield 'll be on firel ‘ S
(Suddenly e dark figure comes into
sight, carrying a flaming torch. It
is Jeeter.

JEETER (crying out)

Yanh, you thought you had it over me so big,

didn't .you? And you, too, Missy! Wanted sump'n

purtier to sleep with. Yanh, you won't be a-havin'

it long. Burn you to cracklin's}
(He springs forward like a mnddened
animal to apply the torch to the stack.
Laurey screams. The Men start rushing
back, as Curly leaps down, knocking
the torch out of Jeeter's hand. )

CURLY
Godamighty! (Theystruggle.)

(The crowd exclaims,)
lst MAN

It's Jeeter Fryl Thought hs'd flew the countryl
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3rd MAN
Drunk as a lard~-~

Prd MaN

Godamighty, he's crazy drunk}

5th AN
He was sweet on her too, they tell me. Stop
him, somebody}

.
7th MaN
Man seen him last week ’ﬂa‘/ off in Joplin,

8th MAN A

Jeeter, you goddamnede-'. (A Man beats at the torch with his bare
hends, till ANOTHER MAN runs up end
smothers it quickly with his coat,
Someone picks up the torch, stamping
out the flanes, and runs out to the
branch with it,)

(Jeeter has backed away in the struggle
andl drawn out a knife; He throus
hinself upon Curly. The crowd mutters
in gxcitement and fear: The men struggle
over the knife, their arms gripping each
other despermtely. Suddenly, Jester
trips and they go dowm on the stubble,
Jooter groans and whimpers and lies very
still,)

CURLY

Now, noWe~ChYigste- (He shakes his hand, crazily, helplessly,
in horror.)

Look at-~look at him! Fell on it--Stuck

it th'ough his ribs! (lic backs away, shaken, horrified. .
Some of the wen bend over the prostrate
Lmno)

YOUWNG FAHLER

Pull that knifo out i -

MEN
What's the uwatter?
Don't you tech it}
Turn hii overe=
He's bffeathin', ain't e ?
Feel his heart, -
How'd it happen?
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9th MAN (wildly)
Anh, it's went right th'ough his heart--

4th MAN
Whut'll we do? A4Lin't he all right?

10th MAN
'S he jist stunned?

GORD ELAM (pushing into ths crowd)

Git away, some of youl ILerme look at hinm.
(He bends down, the men crowding
around. Curly has slumped back
against the stack, like a sick man.
Laurey stonds dazed, watching.

v . After a moment, standing upright.)
Cain't do a thing now., Try to git him to a
doctor, but I doan't knowe--

9th MAN (hysterically)
Pull the knife out, cain't you? Leave a
knife stuck in a~--l} (He springs forward.)

CORD EL&M (grabbing him)
You can't pull it out, you fool! Git away from
there! (The man steggers eway, weakly.) Hers,
you, somp of youl Carry him down to the branch.
Quick! I'm 'fraid it's tow latel
(The men 1ift Jeeter up.)

10th MAIT
Handle him easy!

6th MAN
Don't shake him!

3rd MAN :
Hold on to him careful, therel

5th MAN
Godamighty! Whut a thing to happent :
(They carry him out,)

Sceng S5-~13




CORD ELAM (To Curly)

I don't know, Curly. You better give ysrselfl

up, I 'spect, They ain't no a-tellin'. You

better go in with e, as I go, and tell ‘em how

it was. Tonight. It might go hard with you, '

you don't. (Curly stends, dazed, as if unhearing. )
'D you hoear me, Curly? You know the wey ever'body

feels sbout shivoreein'. You got to take it right.

CURLY {in desperation)
But flar-~f'arl He was tryin' to burn us upl

CORD ELAM
I know, But you. got to tell the law. JI%'11 be
easier that way., I'll come tack fer . you.
(He @es out toward the branch,)

IAUREY (in a fever of horror)
7N - Curly, Curly--

GURLY (hardly able to spe ak)
Laweyee

LAUREY
Is hee~is he==?

CURLY
Don't say anything-~

LAUREY
~~ It cain't be that-a-wayl

CURLY
I didn't go to.

LAUREY
Cain't be! Like that--to happen to us}

CURLY
8h! Be yuist!
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LAUREY
whyn't they do sunap'n? Why'd they let hineelay
there--? Cain't git over the way he~-

CURLY
Laurey, Laurey!

ILUREY (in mounting hysterical feeling)

Ho 1laid there in the stubble, =0 quist, 'th his
oyes open, and his oyeballs white and starin'l He
laid thers in the stubble-~'th his eyes open--~1

(She buries her face in her hands,
shuddering.)

(Curly turns away, numb, speechless,
his shoulders hunched up, like ons
shielding himself from the wind,
The howl of a coyote drifts in on
the swmer sir--near and desperate
and forlorn.)

CURTAIN
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SCHIE SIX

A Tew nights later ADO ANNIE and AUNT ELLER
are sitting in the front room, sewing. An oil lanp riakes
an amber pool of light about them., The sliding doors are
closed, but a thin crack of light comes from undernéath,
ADO AINIE, with a plecs of plaid across her knees, is
snipping at it with scissors. AUNT ELLER is very busy
over a flour sack; she pushes her iron spectacles up off
her nose and looks over at ADC ANNIE.

AUNT ELLER (in astonishrent)
In the name of Doodlebug-~whut air you a-doin'?

ADO ANNIE (looking up from her work)
Makin' a buttoa-hole, cain't you see?

AUNT ELLER
4 round button-hole?

ADO ANNIZ
Course.

AUNT ELIER (arused)
Whyn't you rnoke & square one? ZEr I tell you--riake
-one looks like a four-leaf clover, why don't you?

ADO ANNIE (shortly)
CGuess I know how to make button-holes.

AUNT ELIER

Yeah, you shore do. Cuttin' a round hole in that plaid.
(They sew in silence. After a moment
Aunt Eller glances up toward the closed
door, and says.)

She ain't went to bed yit. : '

ADO ANNIE i
'S nine o'clock about,
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AUNT ELIER (shakin;, her head)
Worried about her. Sle don't sat ner sleep
sence Curly was tuck away.

ADO ANNIE
She'll git pore she don't sat.

AUNT ELLER
Well, course she'll git pore.

ADO ANNIE
That's whut I said.

AUNT ELLER {slightly irritated)
I heared you say 1it.

ADO ANNIE (blandly)
Well.

AUNT ELLER
Looky bere, Ado Annie Carnes, don't you ever marry.

ADO ANNIE (self-consciously)
Gracious, who'd I narry?

AUNT ELIER
Don't you ever! I did. 4and look at me. (Heslf-seriously.)
First yer man--he'll die--like mine did. Nen the baby--
she'll die. The rest of yer younguns 'll grow up ‘
and marry and leave you, the way mine did. Nen you'll
be all by yerself., Time you'rs old as me, you'll be
settin' around, jist the way I em, 'th a wooden leg
and a bald head, and a-rippin' up old floursacks 1o
rake yerself a pair of drawers out of. .
(Shs holds up her work for Ado Annie to see)

ADO ANNIE (overcome with mirth)
Heo! Hesel

AUNT ELLER
Trouble shore storts, you glit married. Look &%t
Laurey. Better not git narried, I tell you.

ADO ANNIE
Well, I won't then, if you say so.
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AUNT ELIER '
Anh, but trouble starts nohow, so you might
jist as well git married as to not.

v L1210 (vewildered)
Well, which'll I do, then?

AUNT ELLSR

Both! I wean--I don't keer! (Her voice sinking to & grave half-
whisper, as she says what is really on
her mind.)

They cain't stick him--

ADO ANNIE
Stick who?

AUNT ELLER

Curly. They ceiu't stick him. Self-defense,
Plain's the nose on yor face. Wish't they'd zit
it over with, that's whut I wish~=

ADO ANNIE
Did-~did Curly kill Jester--'th that old knife?

AUNT ELLER
Naw! ‘'Course not! Jeeter fell on his ols knife--
and died. And he ort to ‘a.

ADO ANNIE _
They ain't no fair a-holdin' Curly fer it, then?

AUNT LLLER

¥ourse it ain't foir! It's jist the luw. They got
to have their old Learin' first. Then town fools!
Pirst the shivoreein'--thet was bad enough. And on
top of it-~Jeeter. Iilow Laurey all broks up, and
Curly settin' in the cooler at Claremore, Shore &

‘happy weddin', I rmust sey. Why, them two ain't railly

married yit.

ADO ANNIE (her mouth open)

. Aln't they marrvied, Aunt Eller!
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AUNT ELIER

Welly They're married, =1l right, but they ein'te~
My, 'f you don't know whut I mean, I shiore aint't
gonna tell you! (She gots up, end goes over to

the window.) Looks blackoned up over yemder. "More
rain, more rest, more niggers from the est." Hope
it don't caw a rein er a bilg wind-storrm 'th all that
forty of wheat in the shock. Ort o a-stacked it, I
reckon. (She turns back.) Does ysr Maw nsed you
tororrow, Ado Annie?

4DO ANNIE
Naw, she said I cauld stay all week, 'f you ud feed ne.

AUNT ELLER

I'l1l feed you, all right., Crease-eye gravy and cracklin'
carn-bread! And rms'a'ears. Tonarrow we'll start in
to can them peaches--clings and all. 'Spsct we better
be gittin' to bed., Only, I kinda hate to go to bed .'th
Laurey still-- {She taps softly at Laura g door, and
calls goently.) Laurey--

LAUREY {after & moment, inside)
Yes.

AUNT ELLER
Ain't you gone to bed yit, hLoney?
{The door slides back and Laurey stands
there in the lamplight, looking
very pale and changed, years older,
a Woren now.)

LAUREY ‘

I cain't sleegp--so--they ain't no sense in goin' to
bed. (She comes dowu into the room.) Whut're you
makin', Ado Annie?

ADO ANNIE
Me a dress.  Ain't it purty?

LAUREY

Yes. (Gravely.) 4unt Eller, d4id they--Whut did
they say?

aunt eller

I told you, honey., Jist sald the hearia' was comin'

up touorrow, Now, I don't want you to worry about

it uo more. They'll let him off, all right, they
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LLUREY .
Curly ort to a=let me went into Clarenors with
him like I wanted fto-~to testify for hin.

AUNT ELLER
Dont't you know they wouldn't a-let you say
nuthin', Laurey? You're hLis wife, ain't you?

LAUREY (slowly)
Yes., 1%z his wife.,

AUNT ELLER

Well, (Laurey sinks back in her chair with
: a disheartened little noan.)

LAUREY

Oh, I dau't see why-~I don't see whye--~when ever'-
thing was so fine, this had %o happen?

AUNT ELIER (comfortingly)
Oh, Laurey~-now nuthin' ain't happened.

LAUREY (distressed)

Ain't no tellin' wiut thsy'll do to him! ‘And

he couldn't he'p it. He couldn't, (Seeing it again)
It was over in a minuts, and Jeeter lay there-~desad,
He'd a-killed Curly. He tried to kill him,

AUNT ELLER (soothingly)
Now, NOW== ‘

LAUREY
flhy'd they have to th'ow Curly in jail? Anyone
could see how it happened--~

LUNT ELIER

Shore they could, honesy. But you kuow tho way ever-

body feels about shivereein'. They got a right to it

somehow, And a thing like this a-happenin' in the

middie of a shivorae--why, it looks bad, that's all.

But Curly'll o fres, Why, it's only been three days.

They jist got to git everthing straight.
(She gestures to indicate freedom and
happiness for them both.)
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LAUREY
You shore, Aunt Eller?

AUNT SILER
Course I am!

LAUREY
I cain't stand to think of Curly bein' in jaill

AUNT ELLER
Why, it won't be no time now, till it's all over
withe-and forgot.

LAUREY (strangely, a new element coming into her concern)
No, not over with, not forgot. You didn't ses.
Other things. Things vou caintt git oute yer mind.

(She shudders)

AUNT ELLER
What is it, honey?

LAUREY
Over and over % The way them men done. The things
they said., Oh--why'd it have to be thet~a~-way!l

AUNT ELLER :
Dontt let yer mind run on {t. Men is always like
that at shivorees. Sunip'n gits into 'em.

LAUREY
The one time in a body s lifg~-=-}

AUNT ELLER
sht I know. It musta been bad.

LAUREY
Cain't ferget it; I tell youl I've tried end tried!

AUNT ELLER (grevely, wisely)

Don't try, homey. Don't try. They's things you cain't
git rid of-~lots of things. Not if you live to be &
hundred. You got to learn. You got to look at all the
good on one side and all the bad on ths othsr, and

say: "Well, all right, thenl®™ to both of 'em.
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LAREY (unhseding)
~=0n top of everthingl--

AUNT ELIER (with great compassion)

Yeah, you've had yer troubles. I know, Laurey,

But they's been good things, toos Think about that,
You ain't had to slave away a-workin'!' fexr otlers,

the way sore girls has to do,--things like that. You've
had you a good home--

LAUREY (her gind temporarily diverted to another trouble)
Paw and nawe-

AUNT ELLER

Yeah, right when you needed 'em nost, both gone.
But you lived on, didn't you? 7You been happy since,
ain't you? OCourse. You been strong gbout it.

Why, when yer Pew died--and you thought the world of
hime-you was all by yerself hers--~and you stood it.
When they sent fer ms to Pryor, 'fore I could git
here, why he was dead, and in his coffin,

IAUREY (raising her heed, and looking back into the room)
It set right there--on two cheers. The head towards the door,

AUNT ELLER

Yeah, (Quietly, without self-pity, stating the fact.)

When yore Paw died, and laid there--it was my brother

in his coffin, too. Oh, and they's lots more, Laurey!

I couldn't tell you all., Yer Uncle Jack, the children,
both of my sisters, my paw and maw. Troubles thick and
fast, you got to put up with. My husband-~yer Uncle

Jack., When he died. 'D you know how? A crazy way to

die. No use in it! He'd bought sore hogs off Lem Slocunm,
and they turned out to be full of cholery--and all died.
Jack walked over Jjist acrost the pestum to see Lem about
it. Didn't show up and it got night. I tuck a lantern and
went out to see, When I come to the worm fence, I found
him, in a cormer, all huddled down, all bloody from a gun-
shot. Laid thers all doubled up--dead-~-in a patch of yeller
daisies. Ler Slocum muste shot him, I didn't krow who
done it. A4All I knowed was~--my husband was dead.

Oh, lots of things heppens to a wamsrn, Sickness, bein'
pore and hungry even, bein' left alone in yer old age, bein!
afreid to die~-it all adds up., That's the way life is--
cradle to grave. And you c'n stand it. They's one way. .
You got to be hearty. You got to be.
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LAUREY (moved)
&b, Aunt Eller, I'm sich a babye-! .

AUNT ELLER
There, thers!

LAUREY
Ashamed of myself! I want to be the way you ailr.

-

AUNT ELIER (broeking off)

Fiddlesticks! ZFat-~-and 0ld? You couldn't h'sr

me to be the way I am! Why, in a yoar's tine,

you'll git so t'ard even of lookin' at me, you and

Curly'll run me off the place, 'th a tin can tied

onto ny tail--
(Leurey half-smiles at the spectacle
and leaning ower, gives Aunt Eller
an affectionate hug.)

LAUREY (through tears)
Oh, whut ud I do *thout you, you'rs sich a crazyle=-

AUNT ELLER
Shore's you're bornedli=-

LAUREY
I never could live. I never could. (Rising, happier.)
1'11l go to bed now,

AUNT ELLER
And sleep, huh?

LAUREY (smiling)
Tight.

AUNT ELIER
And eat hesrty from now on, huh? Fried chicken and
everthing?

LAUREY
Tomorrov.

AUNT ELLER
Tomorrow, yer foot} (She gets an apple out of a basket
on the organ.,) Here, eat that.,
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LAREY )
I don't want it.

w1 JLLER :

Eat it, I said. (Lauroy tekes it, nibbles ot it.
A dog begins 1o bark. They all
stop abruptly, listening.)

AUNT ELIZR

Now, who could that--(She stands up, looks at
Laurey, questioningly,) This hour of night~-
(Laurey stends up, quite still, straight

and pele.
LAUREY
Curly--
AUNT ELLER
Couldn't be Curly, 'th ole Shsp a-actin' up like
a--He's stopped barkin', (The dog's barks stop suddenly.

Aunt Eller goes over to the window.
Ado Annie hes put down her work.
All three wonen are in a breathless
trenced stato-~-suspended, curiously
conjecturing.)

It's piteh blacke=~

LAUREY (with quiet conviction)
'S Curly cone back.

ADO ANNIE (with a nervous giggle)
Ole Shep stopped a~barkin' like he was shotl

AUNT ELLER (angrily--because of her nervous apprehension)
Sh! Be still, cain't youl

LAUREY
It's Curlyl

' AUNT ELLER

'Taint no one. That dog's Jist got the colic, I bet,.
(There is a noise of someons trying the

dcoro)
VYhat's that}
ADO ANNIE (rising)
I'm goin' houe.,
AUNT ELLER
Be still,. | (She picks up a shovel standing in the

fireplace. She calls out sherply.)

1)
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AUNT ELLIR-~-(continued)

Now then. Whoecver's there, answer, and answer quickl
(The door opens quickly, and Curly,
dishevelled and worn, appears there,)

CURLY
Laurey!

AUNT ELLUR {joyfully)
Why, it's Curlyl

LLUREY '

Curly! (She runs to mest hiri half-way across
the rcor as he cores forward., They
;0 into esach other's srms, and cling
t0 each other.)

AUNT ELLER (with e xtravagaut delight)

My, oh myl Look whut the old cat's drug inl Thought
we hed him safe in jail and hers he turns up like a
bad pennyl Laws e nel Whutta you msan tryin' to
skeer us wall-eyed?

ADO ANNIE (astonished)
Why, it's Curlyl

AUNT ELIER (gaily)

New! It's Sandy Cleus, cain't you see nuthin'}

They've let hin offt I knowed they would, I knowed it,

I knowed it}
(Curly backs out of Laurcy's arns,
looks round guickly.)

LAUREY
Curly?! Whut is it}

CURLY
Whut was that noiss?

LAUREY (with precsonitory alarm)

Whut's the matter? Iverythiang's all right, ain't 1t?
They've let you off, ain't thoy? OCurly! Tell e and
be quick, I==

CURLY
No. They ain't let e off.
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LAUREY '
Curly! (Running to him.) They couldn't a-sent

you up} It wesn't yore feult. They couldn't,

I wn't let 'en~-I won't, I--

CURLY

Shy (As they becone silent.) They'Ts after ms.
(Ho woes swiftly across and pulls
down the window shado,)

AUNT ELLER
Never heared of sich a-~i@ho's after you, the old Booger Man?

LAUREY
Curly!

CURLY

When I cluab th'ough the fence jist by that little
bridge, I seen lights 'way over towards Claremore.

I knowed they'd got ontc which way I was hsedin', so
I run acrost the back of the-=

AUNT ELLER |
Whut gir you jabberin' sbout? (Light dewning on her,)
Oht I niglita knowed a curly-headed cowhand like

him ud core to a bed endy He's went and broke outae
jailo

CURLY (quickly) |
I had to seo Laurey. I had to! I knowed she'd be
a~worryin' about ever thing, end I couldn't stand
it her a~worryin' sud nooody to help her nongw-
(He takes Laurey in his arms agein.)

AUNT ELLER (severely)

Worryin'! I ort to taeke a hick'’ry to you and beat
you plumb to a frazzle! Here you'd a-got off
tomorrow, you crazy youngun--sverbody said 80,
Now you'll prob'ly git sent up fer five ye year fer
breakin' loose--and I hope yom dol

LAUREY .
Aunt Eller, they cain't send him up, they cain'tl

AUNT ELLER

Oh, cain't they? You wait and see, (To Curly)
Didn't you know they'd know whur you was headin'
fer, and find you 'fore a cat could liwk his front
pPaw?

CURLY
I didn't think.

AUNT ELLER

I reckon you hain't got nuthint to think with, (Giving hinm a swat.)
I'd 1like to give you a good beatin'l (Smiling at him tolerantly.)
Aw, I reckon you jist had t see ysr girl, didn't you?
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CURLY
My wife.

AUNT ELL:R :
Yeow? Well, call her that 'f it doss you any good.
How fur back was it you seen ‘'em coriin' after you?

CURLY
*Bout half a mils.

AUNT ELLER
You got jist about two minutes to tell lLaurey
"Good-bye" then,

CURLY
They won't ketch me! Hide me till mornin', Aunt
Eller: I cain't let 'en take me now, Aunt Eller!

AUNT ELLER

You'll stay right here till thoy come! You've
already caused emough troublz to last us all out
of doomsday. Now then. Ado Annie, come on outd
in the kitchen, and git yerself sump'n to eat,
Bet you're hungry.

ADO ANNIE
I Hain't hungry, Aunt Ellsr, I jist had e piece ofe-

AUNT ELLER :

Not hungry! Why, you're all fallin' to staves. Fesel
ever' rib you got} (She shoves Ado Annie out and
follows her. As she goes out.) They'll come any
ninute now,

CURLY (after & rmoment, not knowing how to begin)
You all right, honoey?

LAUREY
Yoes. I guess. {She puts her hend to her forehead as
if brushing away her darkuess.) I git to thinkin',

CURLY (geytly) .
I know. Mc, too., Thinkin' and thinkin® about you~-
and be bringin® sich trouble on you. All my feult,
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LAUREY"
Nobody could he'p it.

CURLY

Listen, Laurey. (She goes to him, questioningly, disturbed at
something in his renner.) I had to see you 'fors the hearin!
tomorrows That's why I broke out. Fer whut if they'd send
me up, aid I not sme you fer a long tine?

LAUREY
Curly! It caildn't be. Don't you say that.

CHRLY
Anything can be. You got to be ready.

LAUREY (alarned)
Have you heered snything, Curly? Tell ie, whut'd you hear?

CURLY
Nuthin', homey. Ain't heared nuthin'-but good.

IAUREY (with glad reliet)
Oh, it's all right, then!

CURLY (gravely)

That ain't it. I'm shors myself, honey. Er I was shore,
till I broke out. I never thought whut that night do.
But sunp'n's almys happenin' in this here world. Cein't
count on & thing. 8o you gt to promise me suap'n,
Whutever happens~-ilatever it is--you got to bear up,
you hear re? (Smiling.) Why, I'm a purty onme to go
a=losin' sleep over, ain't I? ‘

. LAUREY (rusfully)
Oh, & fine start we got, ain't 1t? (Witk an effort, poinfully working -
it out in her mind. Oh, I've worried about you, shet up in
hat filthy jailee

CURLY
Don't nimd about that,

LAUREY ' '
-=And I've thought about thaet awful night, too, till
I thought I'd go crezy-=-
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CURLY
Pore Laurey.

LAUREY

Looked at it time and agein, heared it--ringin' in
ny ears! Cried about it, cried about everthing!

A plumb babyl! 4nd I've tried to figger out how it
ud be if sump'n did happen to you. Didn't know

how I could stand it. That was the worsti 4nd nen,
I trisd %o figger out how I'd g ons Oh, I've

went th'ough it a2i1l, Curly, from the start. Now I
feel shore of swap'n, anyway-~I'll be growed up-~
like everbody else. (With conviction) I'll put

up with everthing now. You don't need to worry about
me no nore. Why, I'll stsnd it--if they send you to
the pen fer life--

CURLY (with mock alsarm)

Here! Don't know's I like thet very welll
(Laurey bursts out into a peal of
amused, hearty, infectious laughter.)

LAUREY
The loock on yore face! 'S the first time I laughed
in three days.!

CURLY (his old self agein)
L ain't goin' to no pen fer life--a-poundin' up
rocks, and a-wearin' stripes around my legs!

LAUREY
Wouldn't you lodk purty!

CURLY (with delight)
You air a devil, ain't you? I don't think you
even like me.

LAUREY (playfully)

Like you? Oh, I like you a 1ittle bit,

(They stand look:ing at each other, shyly, happily.)
Whur on earth'd you git them clothes you got on?

CURLY (gaily) .

Cld Msh Peck went amd got 'em fer ne. Shore a good

0ld man! Thinks the world of you. Shirt come outa

Rucker's Dry Goods Store. Brand new, too! He

thought I must be a-nosedin' clean clothss, I reckon,

sbet up in that ole jaill My, they's things a-crewlin' - Scene 6--15




CURLY -~ (coatinued) ,

there, got legs on hoth sides! Cell next to min's got
a coupls of horse thisves into it, the A. H. T. A.
caught up by Sequoyah. They giirie a blanket and

ons of fem said, "Tain't so purty-fer-nice but it's
hell~fer-warm."

LAUREY (amuseod)
Curly!

CURLY

*Nother ecll's got a worern into it that smokes and
cusses like a rmule driver. Caught her stealin' from
the Turf Exchange. Don't know whut's got into
Indian Territory nohow! They puttin' everbody in
jail-~women and alll

LAUREY
I thiok you like yer ols jaill

CURLY
Jist rairin' to git back. Cain't wait! Lay back on
that arn cot end dresia about featherbeds!

LAUREY (softly, happily)

Ever time I pass by the tarn lo’c, ole Dun lopes
acrost and nicksrs at me, fer all get-out! Shows
his teeth, He's astin' about you, I reclon.

CURLY

Ch, he's apt to fa ll dead of the heaves whsen he

hears ebout ue--settin' in jeil 'stid of on the range!
Pesls like I ain't set in the soddle in a month of
Sundays! Listen, Laurey. I been a-thinkin'--Bverthing
from now on 1s gonna beg different,

LAUREY
Different?

»

CURLY

It come to me settin' in that cell of mine, (Dreauily,
out of a visionary absorption--like a song, growing in
intensity.) ©Oh, I got to lsern to be a feruer, I see
that! Guit a-thinkin' about dshornin' and brandin' and
thtowin' the rope, and start in to git my hands blistered
a new way} Oh, things is changin' right and left!
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CURLY~-~{ cont inued)

Buy up mowin' machines, cut down the prairies!

Shoe yer horsss, drag them plows under the sod!l
They gonna make a state outa thils, they gonna put
it in the Union! Country a-changin', got to

change with it! Bring up a pair of boys, new stock,
to keep up 'th the way things is goin' in this

hers crozy countryt! Life Jist startin' in fer me
now, Work to dol Now I got you to he'p me~~-I'll
'mount to sump'n yitl Come here, Leurey. Come
herc, and tell ms "Goodbye" 'fars they come fer me end
take rnis away. '

LAUREY (wryly) !
All we dois say "Howdy" end ®Sc long." (Gravely.)
Goodbye, Curly. If you come back tomorrow, I'll
be here a-waitin'., If you don't comes back, I'l1l
be here a-waitin' anyhow.

CURLY
I'11 came back, honey. They couldn't hinder me 'th
bird-shot!

LAUREY
Promise me.

CURLY

Oh, I hate to go away and lsave you! I cain's.
(He takes her in his arms, hungrily.
After a moient, there are voices
end sounds of an approaching party.
The coupls listen brezthlessly.)

They're hers. Oh, I cain't go, I cain't leave youl

LAUREY (anguishedly, clinging t him)
I cain't let you go. (Aunt Eller comes in.)

AUNT ELLER (gravely)
Well, here they air, I guess. They's & whole
crowd, I seen the lanterns, You all ready, Curly?

CURLY (in snguish)
I guess==I~--~

AUNT ELLER (tenderly)
Goodbye, honey. I'm sorry it has to be like this.
(There is & knock at the door. Aunt Eller
_ : goes over and calls, her hand on the latch.,
Who is that a-knockin'?
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VOICE (outside) ‘
It's me, B4 Pack--and I got to see you sbout--

AUNT ELLER (oponing the door, in estonisinant)
Why, Mr. Peck! Coiw on in. Whutta you want around here?

OLD MAN PECK {coming in, his syes going to Curly)
Curly knows whut I want. It've come fer hin,

AUNT ERLER
YOU have? You ain't no marshal,

OLD MaN PECK ,

I know. But Mr. Burnstt, the federal.nmarshel, deputized
me and some of the boys to coue out and find Curly and
bring him baek. Come oan, Curly,

AUNT ELLER
Well, I rwust say! Sidia' with ths federal marshall

OLD MaN FECK

I ain't sidin' with hin, Aunt Zller. Curly's hearin'
ain't core up yit, and he hadn't no right to run off
this-a-way.

AUNT ZLIER
No right! Say, looky hers, he wantoed to see his wife.
That ain't agin the lagw in this country, is it?

OLD MAN PECK
No. But breakin' outa Jjail is agin the lew,

AUNT ELLER (disgusted)

Well, of all the--When'd you go and git so respesctful

of the law? Looky here, if a law's a good law--it can

stand a little breakin'., 4nd thom out the re-~-Who's

out there? Hay, you =lll (Sho has gons to the window and throm
up the shade.)

Go ou home. Nobody's wantin' you around nerel

VOICHES (outside)

Wa've conw Fer Curly, Aunt Eller., We got to take hin back.
{Snickering) He's a plud ceriminal, he is, brealin outa
jail this-a-wayl

AUNT ELLZR
Who's that? That you, Zeb? I uighta kmowed! Say,
you'rs a purty nuthin'--a ole pig-stealer like you
tryin' to represent the govament}
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VOICE (outside, offended, protesting)
Who's a pig-stealer? .

AUNT ELLER
You air, Mr. Zeb Walkley.

VOICE
I ain't, either!l

AUNT ELLER

You air! Why, you gittin' so that--'stid of talkin'--
you plumb grunt like & ole sow! And sey, Dave Tyler:
--you'll feel funny when I tell yer wife you're carryin'
on 'th enothser woriern, won't you? :

VOICE (outside) _
I sint't carryin' on 'th no onec.

AUNT ZLIZR
Mebbe not. Buk you'll shore fesl funny when I tell
yer wife you air,

VOICES

Now, Aunt Eller, we've caw fer Curly.
We cain't stand here and listen to you--
Send hin on outl

AUNT BLLER (indignantly)
Oh, you'll liston to ne! I'm gittin' radl You
cain't take Curly, that's all they is to it}

VOICeS

We got to, Aunt Eller.

He'll it off tonorrow, wan't he?
liake nim core ou out, and le's git startedl

0

AUNT ZLLER (severely)

A1l right, 'f you won't listen to me, I plumb warsh
ny hands of all of you. I thought you was a fins bunch
of neighbors. Now I see you'rs jist a geng of foolse
Tryin' to take a bridegroonm away from his bride!

Why, ths way you're sidin' with the federal nershal,
you'd think us people out hsre lived in ths United
Statesl Why, we're territory folks--we ort to hang
togethor. I don't nean hang--I nean stick. Whut's
the United States? It's jist e furrin camniry to ne.
And you supportin' it Jist dirty ole furriners, ever
last ome of youl
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VOICES (outside, grumbling, protesting)

Now, Aunt Eller, we hain't furriners.

My pappy and mammy was both borned in Indian
Territoryl Wiy, I'nm jist plumb full of Indian
blood nyself.

Me too! 4And I c'n prove it!}

AUNT ELLER (full of guils)

VWell, maybe you ain't furriners. I nusta mmde a mistake.
(Slyly, smiling.) 4nyway, I ain't astin' you to let
Curly off. That's up to them ole United Statesers at
the hearin', I mean--you don't have to take Curly back

‘tonight, Take hin in the morain' jist as well.

VOICES (uncertainly)
Well, I don't know--
I ain't no furriner!

Whut does Mr. Peck say?
He's the boss. Ast hin.
I wouldn't wente stand in the may of lettin' Curly--

AUNT ELLER (triumphantly, to Mr. Peck) :
See theare! They =smid it was all right to let hin stay tonight,

OLD MAIT PECK
No, they didn't,

AUNT ELLER :
Did tool Cain't you hear nuthin'? 1I'll take a blacke
snake whip to you?'.

OLD MAN PiCK (sheepishly)

Well, I--If ny ien is gonna back out on mc this-
a=vwaye-l reckon I better let Curly stay.,

AUHT ELLaR (over joyed)
I knowed you'd ses daylight, I knowed it, I knowed it!

OLD Iuil{ PECL (self-counsciously, not looking at Curly,
and twirling his hat in his hands, sheepishly.)
I was young onct iyself., (He hugs Aunt Eller,

AUNT LLLER ‘ '
Thy, you ole devil} Tell yer wifs on youl
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CURLY )

'D you want ne to stay, Laurey? (She backs away, flushed and.
embarrassed and joyous at the same
time, flings en arm about his neck and
kisses hin quickly, whirls over to
0ld Man Peck, gives him a gquick hug-
and flies into her room. Curly grins
and starts after her.

OLD MAN PECK (as Curly reaches the door) ‘

Curly. I'll be here right after breakfast to fetch you.

I'1ll be here bright end early.
' (Curly goss in. The door shuts.)

AUNT ELLER (slyly, owlishly)

Well, not too early. (Then gravely.) Younguns has

a turrible time, don't they? (She throws it off.)

Oh, well--they git to be 0ld timers soon enough. Too soon.
(She shows Mr. Peck out with & lantern.
She marches over to the window, calling
out)

Hey, you all! Go on home. They ain't nuthin' you

¢'n do around hers, Curly's stayin'!
%She jerks the shade down.)
(The voices outside exklaim delightedly
and 1ove away. From the bedroom has
cone the sound of Curly beginning to
sing softly, "Green Grow the Lilacs."

AUNT ELLER (going to the window)
Mr. Peck! (With delight.) Listern to that fool cow=-
puncher! His weddin' nighte-and there he is singint!

CURTAIN

THE END
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GLOSBARY

doglies-~specifically, an orphaned calf, but used often,
affectionately, as a synonym for cattles
shikepoke~-g mythical Middle West bird, whose activities
(unprintabls) are embarrassing to everyone,
A tern of opprobrium. ’
side meat--bacon
maverick-~an unbranded, and hence ownsrless, cé&lf or steer,
off-ox--the ox on the off-side (the right side) of the
wagon tongue.
bronc buster--a rider of bucking bronchos.
bull-dogger--one who lesaps off a running horsse, swings
on tho horns of & bull or steer, and throws and ties
hin,
stove arn-~that is, stove iron, or handle for lifting the lids.
tetchin' lsather--to ride & bronc without touching lesthsr
is to ride without hanging on to the saddle horn or
any otlor part of ths saddle.
yellin' calf-rope--to yell celf-rope signifies defeat.
to chanjs the green lilacs to tie red, white and blue-e
means, "I'n going to joln the amy."
string-haltered--a corruption of spring-halted, a convulsive
movenent of the hind legs of a horse.
Dan Pstch-~-a celebrated racing horse, & pacer.
Jick-~the joker in a peck of cards.
bottom~~that is, river bottom, the low land slong a river.
backwater--the weter backed up, fron being unable to empty
into a swollen stream now higher then its tridbutaries,
shivorse~-a corruption of the French charivari, a wedding
celebration,
the A. H. T. A.~--the Anti-Horse Thief Association,




