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GEORGE crosses the stage to his own home, bewildered and
crestfallen. He slowly dodpes a puddle and disappears into bis
Dhouse.

MR. WEBB:

Myrtle, I guess you don’t know about that older superstition.

MRS. WEBB:

What do you mean, Charles?

MR. WEBB:
Since the cave men: no bridegroom should sce his father-in-law

on the day of the wedding, or near it. Now remember that.

Both leave the stage.

STAGE MANAGER:

I'hank you very much, Mr. and Mrs. Webb.—Now 1 have to
interrupt again here. You see, we want to know how all this
began—this wedding, this plan to spend a lifetime together.

P'm awtully interested in how big things like that begin.

You know how it is: you’re twenty-one or twenty-two and you
make some decisions; then whisssh! you're seventy: you’ve
been a lawyer for fifty years, and that white-haired lady at your

side has caten over fifty thousand meals with you.

How do such things begin?

George and Emily are going to show you now the conversation
they had when they first knew that . .. that .. . as the saying
<

goces . . . they were meant for one another.

But before they do it I want you to try and remember what it
was like to have been very young.
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1 And particularly the days when you were first in love; when
you were like a person sleepwalking, and you didn’t quite see
the street you were in, and didn’t quite hear everything that

was said to you.
You’re just a little bit crazy. Will you remember that, please?

Now they’ll be coming out of high school at three o’clock.
George has just been elected President of the Junior Class, and
as it’s June, that means he’ll be President of the Senior Class all
next year. And Emily’s just been clected Secretary and Trea-

surer.
I don’t have to tell you how important that is.

He places a board across the backs of two chairs, which be
takes from those at the Gibbs family’s table. He brings two
high stools from the wings and places them behind the board.
Persons sitting on the stools will be facing the andience. This
is the counter of M. Movgan’s drugstore. The sounds of youngy
people’s voices are heard off left.

Yepp,—there they are coming down Main Street now.

EMILY, carrying an avmful of—imaginary—schoolbooks,

START

[ can’t, Louise. I’ve got to go home. Good-by. Oh, Ernestine!

comes along Main Street from the left.

EMILY:

Ernestine! Can you come over tonight and do Latin? Isn’t that
Cicero the worst thing—! Tell your mother you have to. G’by.
G’by, Helen. G’by, Fred.

GEORGE, also carrying books, catches up with her.
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GEORGE:

Can I carry your books home for you, Emily?

EMILY:
Coolly.

Why ... ub ... Thank you. It isn’t far.
She gives them to bim.

GEORGE:
Excuse me a minute, Emily.—Say, Bob, if ’'m a little late, start

practice anyway. And give Herb some long high ones.

EMILY:

Good-by, Lizzy.

GEORGE:

Good-by, Lizzy.

'm awfully glad you were elected, too,
Emily.
EMILY:

Thank you.

They bave been standing on Main Strect, almost against the
back wall. They take the first steps toward the audience when
GEORGE stops and says:

GEORGE:

Emily, why are you mad at me?

EMILY:

[’m not mad at you.

GEORGE:

You’ve been treating me so funny lately.
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EMILY:
Well, since you ask me, I might as well say it right out,
George,—

She catches sight of a teacher passing.
Good-by, Miss Corcoran.

GEORGE:

Good-by, Miss Corcoran.—Wha—what is it?
EMILY:

Not scoldingly; finding it difficult to say.

I don’t like the whole change that’s come over you in the last
year. I'm sorry if that hurts your feelings, but I've got to—
tell the truth and shame the devil.

GEORGE:

A change?—Wha—what do you mean?

EMILY:

Well, up to a year ago I used to like you a lot. And I used to

watch you as you did everything . . . because we’d been friends
solong . . . and then you began spending all your time at base-

ball . . . and you never stopped to speak to anybody any more.
Not even to your own family you didn’t . . . and, George, it’s
fact, you’ve got awful conceited and stuck-up, and all the girls
say so. They may not say so to your face, but that’s what they
say about you behind your back, and it hurts me to hear them
say it, but I’ve got to agree with them a litde. I'm sorry if it

hurts your feelings . . . but I can’t be sorry I said it.

GEORGE:

I...DI’m glad you said it, Emily. I never thought that such a
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thing was happening to me. I guess it’s hard for a fella not to

have faults creep into his character.
They take o step or two in silence, then stand still in misery.

EMILY:

[ always expect a man to be perfect and I think he should be.

GEORGE:
Oh ... T don’t think it’s possible to be perfect, Emily.

EMILY:
Well, my father is, and as far as I can sec your father is. There’s

no reason on carth why you shouldn’t be, too.

GEORGE:
Well, T feel it’s the other way round. That men aren’t natu-
rally good; but girls are.

EMILY:
Well, you might as well know right now that I'm not perfect.
It’s not as casy for a girl to be perfect as a man, because we girls
are. more—morce—nervous.—Now I'm sorry I said all that

about you. I don’t know what made me say it.

GEORGE:

Emily,

EMILY:

Now I can see it’s not the truth at all. And 1 suddenly feel
that it isn’t important, anyway.

GEORGE:

Emily ... would you like an ice-cream soda, or something,
before you go home?
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EMILY:

Well, thank you . . . I would.

They advance toward the audience and make an abrupt
right turn, opening the door of Morgan’s drugstore. Under
strong emotion, EMILY keeps ber fiice down. GEORGE speaks to
some passers-by.

- GEORGE:
—The-STAGE-MANAGER  wearing spectacles and assunning the
—fourtait -

STAGE MANAGER:

o 5 N S___YAl
HP”/\_’ (“,L.{\rgl‘ ”‘CH’, h:’:‘.:ly. ‘v)‘vrh&t ” YOr—nave: VVITY,

2 1 1 ! 1AL 1 T )
Euul_y ‘vlvrx,ulu, Wirat Yot-ocehrcryig-abott:
GEORGE:

~She——she-just-gotan-awtul scare Mr-Morgan-She-almost-
“gotrun-over-by that hardware-store-wagon—Evervbody-says
~—that Tom-Huekins-driveslike-tcrazy-man:

s

Well, now! You take a drink ()E\\Wn‘r’ Fmily Youlook.allshool

up [ tell vou, vou’ve got to look both Ways before VOU-CEOSS
Main-Street-these—days—Gets—worse—every—year—What'll you

have?
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EMILY:

'l have a strawberry phosphate, thank you, Mr. Morgan.

GEORGE:

No, no, Emily. Have an ice-cream soda with me. Two straw-
berry ice-crecam sodas, Mr. Morgan.

" _STAGE MANAGER:

S 3
Working the faucets.
.y

Two strawberry ice-cré:

sodas, yes sir. Yés, sir. There are a

stover’s Corners this
as in here yester-
day. And now they’re bringing in 1
thing to do is to just stay home
dog could go to sleep all dayfn the middle of Main Street anc

nothing come along to} turb him.

He sets the imayi M}' Jlasses before them.

There they are, £njoy em.

He sees a customer, vight.

Yes, MAS. Ellis. What can I do for you?
He goes out right. —
EMILY:

They’re so expensive.

GEORGE:

No, no,—don’t you think of that. We’re celebrating our elec-
tion. And then do you know what else I'm celebrating?

EMILY:
N-no.
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GEORGE:
[’m celebrating because I've got a friend who tells me all the

things that ought to be told me.

EMILY:
George, plense don’t think of that. [ don’t know why I'said it.

It’s not true. You’re—

GEORGE:
No, Emily, you stick to it. I'm glad you spoke to me like vou
did. But you’ll see: I'm going to change so quick—you bet I’m

going to change. And, Emily, I want to ask you a tavor.

EMILY:
What?

GEORGE:
Emily, if [ go away to State Agriculture College next year,

will you write me a letter once in a while?

EMILY:

I certainly will. T certainly will, George . ..
Pause. They start sipping the sodas through the straws.

It certainly secems like being away three years vou’d get out of
touch with things. Maybe letters from Grover’s Corners wouldn’t
be so interesting after a while. Grover’s Corners isn’t a very
important place when you think of all—New Hampshire; but 1

think 1t’s a very nice town.

GEORGE:
The day wouldn’t come when T wouldn’t want to know cvery-

thing that’s happening here. T know that’s true, Emily.




70 -~~~ Our Town

EMILY:

Well, I'll try to make my letters interesting.
Pause.

GEORGE:
s . g
Y’know. Emily, whenever T meet a farmer 1 ask him if he
thinks it’s important to go to Agriculture School to be a
good farmer.

EMILY:

Why, George—

GEORGE:
Yeah, and some of them say that it’s even a waste of time. You
can getall those things, anyway, out of the pamphlets the gov-
crnment sends out. And Uncle Luke’s getting old,—he’s about

ready for me to start in taking over his farm tomorrow, if I
could.

EMILY:
My!

GEORGE:

And, like you say, being gone all that time . . . in other places
and meeting other people . .. Gosh, if anything like that can
happen I don’t want to go away. I guess new people aren’t any
better than old ones. I'll bet they almost never are. Emily . . . I
feel that you're as good a friend as I’ve got. I don’t need to go
and meet the people in other towns. ‘

A EMILY:

But, George, maybe it’s very important for you to go and learn
all that about—cattle judging and soils and those things. . . . Of
course, [ don’t know.
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GEORGE:

After a pause, very seriously.

Emily, 'm going to make up my mind right now. I won’t go.

"Il tell Pa about it tonight.

EMILY:
Why, George, I don’t see why you have to decide right now.

[’s a whole year away.

GEORGE:
Emily, I'm glad you spoke to me about that . . . that fault in my
character. What you said was right; but there was one thing
wrong in it, and that was when you said that for a year I wasn’t
noticing people, and . . . you, for instance. Why, you say you
were watching me when 1 did everything .. . I was doing the
same about you all the time. Why, sure,—I always thought
about you as one of the chief people I thought about. I always
made sure where you were sitting on the bleachers; and who
you were with, and for three days now I’ve been trying to walk
home with you; but something’s always got in the way. Yester-
day T was standing over against the wall waiting for you, and

you walked home with Miss Corcoran.

EMILY:
George! ... Life’s awful funny! How could I have known

that? Why, I thought—

GEORGE:
Listen, Emily, I'm going to tell you why I'm not going to Agri-
culture School. T think that once you've found a person that
you're very fond of . .. T mean a person who's fond ot you, too,

and likes you enough to be interested in your character . . .
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Well, T think that’s just as important as college is, and even
more so. That’s what I think.

EMILY:

[ think it’s awtully important, too.

GEORGE:
Emily.

EMILY:

Y-yes, George.

GEORGE:
Emily, if I do improve and make a big change . . . would you
be ... I mean: conld you be . . .
EMILY:
[ ... Tam now; I always have been.
GEORGE:
Pause.

So I guess this is an important talk we've been having.

EMILY:

GEORGE:
Takes a decp breath and straightens his back.

Wait just a minute and Il walk you home. \E ‘

With smounting alarm be digs into his pockets for the money. LT

The STAGE MANAGER e¢nters, right.

GEORGE, deeply emmbarrassed, but divect, says to him:
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Mr. Morgan, I’ll have to go home and get the money to pay

you for this. It’ll only take me a minute.

STAGE MANAGER:
Pretending to be affronted.
What’s that? George Gibbs, do you mean to tell me—!
GEORGE:

Yes, but 1 had reasons, Mr. Morgan.—Look, here’s my gold

watch to keep until I come back with the money.

STAGE MANAGER:

That’s all right. Keep your watch. I’ll trust you.

GEORGE:

I’ll be back in five minutes.

STAGE MANAGER:
Il trust you ten years, George,—not a day over.—Got all over
your shock, Emily?

EMILY:

Yes, thank you, Mr. Morgan. It was nothing.

GEORGE:

Tuaking up the books from the counter.
[’m ready.

They walk in grave silence acvoss the stage and pass through

the trellis at the Webbs® back door and disappear.

The STAGE MANAGER watches them go out, then turnsto the

audience, removing bis spectacles.



