Scenes for Two Women

DOT: Well . .. this is a fine how do you do. Well, I think
time for you to go in. You've had too much exposure, Miss
LUCILLE: I don’t want to go in, thank you.

DOT: Well, I won't sit here and talk to a crazy. You ought
get inside, get on some clothes and get ahold of yourself.
LUCILLE: Freddy’s bound to be back soon with my m
Zines,

DOT: You wouldn't do that, would you? Leave poor old
and marry that poor old man?

LUCILLE: I'm the one who's poor.

DOT: I'll be gone soon. Just wait. Then you can have
house, run all over creation at night in your silly swimsuit,
yourself involved with a hot rodder . .. if you want. | won
know. Right now I need you. .

LUCILLE: For years you've said, “Lucy, don’t go, I #
you.” So I didn’t go and all you’ve needed me for has added
to nothing. I need to go. I got a lot to do.

DOT: After the Lord takes me, you'll be on your own.
LUCILLE: Finally.

DOT: And I'll bet you find out there’s nothing to do,
Nothing is what there is to do. There’s no need to go lookl
for anything you can’t have right here. This is the best of ng
ing. Oh, I know you have dreams. Wild ideas put there by
newspapers and magazines about what’s going on in the
But this is the best place to be, Lucy . . . out here on this p
When I go to my eternal rest, you can rest right here. Swing
the swing. Rock in the rocker. Watch the world go by. The o
is s0 much better here than it is'from old man Ferguson's,
don’t go outside . . . in the world, Baby. You're a little p
and you might get lost. Dot reaches out and touches Lucille .3
as a mother would touch a child, d
LUCILLE: I'm just going to read, Mama. Read the news
people who got robbed, arrested or shot. People who got o8
and did something,

DOT: Good for you.
LUCILLE: Good for me? |
DOT: After all, you wouldn’t want to wander off. I might st
to die and you wouldn't be here. I'm ready to go. Been
waiting for ages. I can’t wait to get to heaven. Every night,
fore I go to sleep, I pray, “Dear God, take me.” I've seen {!
world for seventy some odd years. Seen my neighbors come
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g0. Watched Tommy Vickery swipe my roses and old man Fer-
guson trot off to the post office. See Lucille grow from a little
glr! into a grown woman. I've had an eyeful. Seen it all. Every-
thing there is to see from this porch. Yes, Lord, I'm ready to
gome to heaven and see what the angels are up tol 4 short pause.
Well ... I've had it with the porch. I'm going inside, Lucille,
snd wait. Dot puts down her fan and rolls her wheelchair inside
the house. We hear Dot yell from inside: Don’t run off! Lucille
ks up Dot’s fan and begins to fan herself.

JUCILLE: to herself: Sit and rock. Sit and rot. 4 short pause.
Uod, it's hot. 4 short pause. God, I got to be going. Lucille puts
down the fan, goes to the steps of the porch and begins to step off.
She does not leave. The sound of ice cream truck is heard again

laying “Pop Goes The Weasel.” _

{x)'r, yelling from inside the house: Lucy? Is that the ice cream
man again? Lucille? 4 short pause. Yoo hoo? Lucille? Come put
me in the bed! Lucille stares out at the world beyond the steps. . .
W between leaving and the calls from Dot. A short pause.

Lucy? I need you. Are you there? 4 short pause. She sings.
“When I'm calling you ... ooh ... ooh ... 0oh ... ooh...
poh.” She yells: Yoo-hoo? Lucille turns and exits into the house.

AND MISS REARDON DRINKS
A LITTLE

by Paul Zindel

ACT1

I'he play focuses on the lives of three sisters. Anng isa scignc_e
teacher in a junior high school. Catherine is an assistant princi-
pal in the same school. Ceil, formerly a teacher, has become an
sdministrator in the Board of Education. The setting is Anna
and Catherine’s apartment. They are unmarried, clearly em-
barked on their respective spinsterhoods. Anna has been teeter-
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CATHERINE: No, she got worse. So I took her to a g
senile quack and he put her on tranquilizers so she cou
back to school, back to the beloved classroom, and he
erything she was bellyaching about was in her head. An
thought Anna was all right then or I wouldn’t have let het
back to work. So she began once more to face the cheerful
ing children. But they began to stalk her.
CEIL: What do you mean stalk her?
CATHERINE: In class. First they did the spit-ball routim
wang! Then the airplanes—zooooom! And the cow sounds
moooo! Mooooo! And the big thing last week, they were'
ning flowers on her skirt without her knowing it and $¢
taping little notes on her back like: One of my tits is rubber
Please mount me. Do you have any idea how embarra "
can be to be the assistant principal of a high school and
your own sister arrive at the faculty conferences wearing &
of my tits is rubber sign on her back? It got so I had to check
clothes every period. .
gEIL:Whydoyouthinkthcybegantodo...dirty y
er?
CATHERINE: Well, Jesus Christ, you've got us teachin
doms in kindergarten, positions in the third grade, aborti
the sixth—perverts, nymphos, satyrs, and succubi in
eighth— If you ask me it’s a wonder our kids aren’t b
the aisles.
CEIL: Did Anna do anything to encourage the things they
CATHERINE: I think she wore lipstick.
CEIL: Catherine—the boy ... * '
CATHERINE: Oh, the boy! I was wondering how long it
going to take you to get to that. The cherub.
CEIL: She sent for him.
CATHERINE: The succulent seraphim who was present
Anna broke down—the McCloud boy . . . 3
CEIL: He's saying . . . _
CATHERINE: You want to know about that little shit, I'll
you. The nicest biographical detail on his grammar school |
cord was that in the third grade he was caught pissing on &
During his first year in junior high he’s taken dope, sold pof
and drew pictures of rhinoceri fornicating on the cover ¢
world geography text book. Granted he quieted down this
He only punched a truant officer in the gut and just winks &
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s he walks around with his fly open. One of the semi-literate
teachers in the English department dubbed him the Intermeda-
ble Tumescence. She takes a big mouthful of meat.

CEIL: Would you stop eating that? 318
CATHERINE: No. If I don’t get some protein into me before
Anna un-sedates herself, I'm going to collapse. :
CEIL: What the hell does Anna have to do with your eating
that disgusting raw meat?

CATHERINE: Well, it’s like this—ever since she broke down
we're not allowed to eat flesh. You see, she’s caressed vegetar-
lanism. She made me throw out every piece of meat we had in
the house. Even the bouillon cubes.

CEIL: You're joking. | Iy
CATHERINE: Yeah, I'm joking, but you’d better like zucchini
because that’s what you’re getting for supper. Saturday we had
suteed zucchini, Sunday we had boiled zucchini, Monday
night for variety we called it squash. I can’t even cook a cod fish
oake—*“You've got no right to kill anything,” she says. Monday
night she rescued a cockroach out of the toilet bowl. It isn’t bad
enough we’re paying over two hundred bucks a month for a co-
op with cockroaches, I have to have a sister who acts as a life-
guard for them. .
CEIL: She’s afraid of death . . . maybe the way Mama died e
CATHERINE: Oh, for Christ’s sake, she’s always been like
that and you know it. Remember when Mama took us to St.
Mary's Bazaar and we put her on that little ferris wheel. There
was only enough money for one, and Mama said she could go
alone . . . remember? &

CEIL: Yes.

CATHERINE: Jesus, I'll never forget her face when that motor
started and she went up and up and up.




