
The
Swings
A PLAY BY

EDWARD DE GRAZIA

CHARACTERS: JOHN, MARIE .

SCENE : A public park . Upstage, a lone towering tree, some

shrubs; centerstage, two park swings .suspended front the flies .

JOHN and MANIE, backs to audience, rhythmically push the

swings, in unison . Due to their positions and the lighting, it

cannot be told whether the swings are occupied. If there are

oecupants, these utter no sounds . The swings might creak in a

pleasant sing-song wap . There is fog or haze all about; the sun .

if it is the sun, resembles a full moon .

Join' : Was it worth while, Marie?

MARIE: O yes, John!

JOHN : Your scrimping and saving.

MARIE : Your ranting and raving .

JOHN : Now Marie!

MARi: : Olt, John!

JOHN : It was hard, to be sure, but then it had to be .

MARIE : There was no other way, was there?

Join : The freighter from Tripoli .

MARE: The statue of liberh-.

∎ The Swings a, s nrst produced by the Gene Frankel Weekend Repertory Theatre
arty this year. EDWARD DE GRAZIA has written --1 other plays which a still
ai5ng performance . In his professional life a attorney, he took an active part in

the recent censorship trial of Tropic of Cancer In Maryland .
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JOHN : The tons of brick made my hands so thick .
MAIE : Oh John, you could have kept the violin stick .
JOHN : It was a bow, Marie.
MARIE : Even so. You could have kept it .
JOHN : When my fingers didn't hold it correctly anymore, I pre-

ferred to let it drop.
MARIE : I wanted you never to stop . The sounds . Like Rach-
maninov .

Joxv : Vivaldi, Marie . (pause) I'd rather lay bricks good than
play bad the violin .

MARIE : Oh John! (pause) That's why I . . . went with you isn't
it?

JOHN : Is it?
MARTE : That and other things . Wasn't it?
Jon- : Was it?
MARIE : Oh John .
JOHN : Marie. (pause) Would you do it again? If you had the

chance?
MARIE : Yes! It was worth it! (pause) Wasn't it?
JOHN : My scrimping and saving .
MARIE : My ranting and raving .
JOHN : And then . . . there's them .
MARIE : Yes . (pause) Them .
JOHN : Isn't there?
MARIE : Yes . (pause) Them .
JOHN : There wasn't before .
MARIE : No.
JOHN : But there are now.
MAZE : Yes . Them .
JOHN : They're ours .
MARIE : Yes . Ours .
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : Oh John! I'm so happy!
JOHN : Marie .
MARIE : Oh John.
JOHN : They are ours, aren't they .
MARIE : Yes! Yes! Oh John!
JoHN : Marie? (pause) Could we?
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MARIE : Oh John. (pause) How could we?
JOHN : It's a free country, Marie .
MARIE : John . Naughty!
JOHN : They wouldn't know we'd gone. (pause) They didn't

know they'd come .
MARIE : John!
JOHN: Did they ?
MART : Never mind! (pause) Try and think of something else!
JOHN : I can't.

Pause .

MARIE : Try!
JOHN : I can 't .

Pause .

MmuF : Where'd we go?
JOHN : Oh (gestures) back there!
MARE (shocked) : John!
JOHN (gestures) : Around there!

MARE (less shocked) : John!

JOHN : Somewhere! (gesturestou:ard sky)
MARIE (calmly) : John .

JOHN (gestures wildly) : Anywhere!
MARIE (amusedly) : John Boveri-Brown! (pause) You're fun-ny!
JOHN : My hands get tired .
MARIE : John. Use your foot!
JOHN : My feet get tired .
MARTE: Your hip?
JOHN : My bone gets tired .
MARE : John!
JOHN : Marie . (pause) I think they're dizzy by now .
MARIF : They never say a word . (pause) That shows they're
hap-py .

JOHN : Yes. (pause) No.
MARIE : They are so hap-py!
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JOHN : Dead ones never say a word .
MARIE : John!!!
JOHN: Dying ones do. (pause) Say a word . (pause) Or two.

(pause) That's what changed my mind .

Pause .

MARIE : I wish you'd pick up the violin .
JOHN : My fingers are too thick .
MARIE : I like them . (pause) They look like . German sausages.
The kind Annie Rosenheim used to make .

JOHN : Did you ever hear German sausages play Vivaldi?
MARIE : John! (pause) They're so . . . plump . . . and white.

(pause) They look like . . . Oh! (she neglects to push)
JonN : What?
MARIE (hlushingly) : Oh! (pause) The thoughts I think! (neglects
another push)

JOHN : What . . . .
MARIE : The White Sox win yesterday, John?
JOHN : What! Don't be silly! Why do you . . . .
MARIE : They still in the basement, John?
JOHN : Who? The German sausages? What. . . .
MARIE : The White Sox .
JOHN : No! Yes! (pause) They're one game out . (pause) But
what . . . .

MARIE : I'm glad . I don't like it when they're in the basement all
the time. (pause) It seems so . . . low .

JOHN : Yes . (pause) Marie?
MARIE : Isn't it a lovely evening?
JOHN : It's afternoon, Marie. (pause) Marie?
MARE : I love to stand and . . . just do this .
JOHN : I'd rather sit.
MARIE : And do this?
JonN : And not do this .
MARIE : John!
JOHN : Marie . (pause) There was something you were . . . .
MARIE : Who's your favorite pitcher, John?
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JOHN: What? Marie!
M,Bw: I mean it John . I'd like to know .
JOHN : fled), Laarr .
MARIE (missing a lush);John!
JOHN : In Ecstasy.
MARIE : That's not what I . . . . When did you see. . . .
JOHN : I didn't . But it is .
MARIE : John!
JOHN : I wish I could sit and not do this .
MARIE : You're tired, darling.

Pause.

JOHN : Marie?
MARIE : Mine is Monte Stratton. (pause) He wears glasses .
JOHN : He should play the violin .
MARIE : John .
JOAN : Anyhow. . . . he's dead .
MAEni : John! (missinga push)
JOHN : You could probably find him playing second harp.
MARIE : John!
JoHN : I wish you'd not call me John all the time .
M,vuE : John! Oh! (giggles) What else can I call you (pause)

Monte''
JOHN : No .
MARIE : Paul?
JOHN : Yes .
NIARH: : Peter?
JOHN : Why not?
MARIE : Penrod?
JOHN : No, (pause) I draw the line there .
MARIE : See! You really answer to John . (pause) It fits you .
JOHN : Yes.
MARIE : John, isn't the moon lovely?
JOHN : It's the sun . (pause) You always put me on the defensive,

don't you?
MARIE : I do?
JOHN : Yes .
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MARIE : I like to tease.
Jolrn : Yes .
MARIE : I like to push .
JOHN : Yes .
MARIE : Draw back a little and . . . push .
JOHN : It's obvious.
MARIE : I never get tired.
JOHN : No.
MARIE : I could do it in my sleep .
JOHN : You do.
MARIE (giggles) : With one hand behind my back .
JOHN : You're very good at what you want to be .
MARIE : Left . . . or right .
JOHN ; Unnn .
MARIE : I'm very . . . unn . . . versatile .
JOHN : Unnn,
MARIE : Arc you listening?
JOHN : Unnn .
MARIE : You're thinking.
JOHN : What was it my fingers reminded you of?
MARIE : Annie Rosenheim's German sausages.
JOHN : But what was it her sausages reminded you of?
MARIE : Oh, they were plump and white as . . . . Oh! (missing a
push)

JOHN : Marie?
MARIE : How could Monte Stratton be dead, John?
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : He looked so young . . . and strong . . . out there on the
mound .

JoHN : Marie!
MARIE : And he'd won over twenty . . . and lost only eight .
JoHN : That was thirteen years ago, Marie!
MARIE : The sunlight ricocheting off his glasses .
JOHN : Thirteen years, Marie!

Pause .
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MARIE : Haven't you taken me out to the ballgame in thirteen

years, John?
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : It was a big pleasure for me .
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : I didn't mind not seeing the opera . (pause) Or going
horseback in the Park . (pause) But watching a ballgame was
a big pleasure for me, John.

JOHN : I . . . .

MARIE : You shouldn't have quit taking me out .
JOHN : Well . . .I. . . .
MARIE : So abruptly. (pause) And for so long a time .
JOHN : Well . . .I. . . .
MARIE : Without letting me know what you weren't doing .
JOHN : Aw, Marie .
MARIE : You must take me back out . . . tomorrow .
JOHN : Marie.
MARIE : Before they even warm up .
JOHN : Marie, I . . . .
MARIE : I want to make up for lost time .
JOHN : Aw, Marie . . .
MARIE : Show them we're still . . . well . . . with them!
JOHN : Aw . . . .
MARIE : Even if they are in the English basement .
JOHN : Marie . . . .
MARIE : Even if they stay in the English basement .
JOHN: Aw. . . .
MARIE : Even if they never move out.
JOHN : Marie . Aw . . . . (the light on JOHN dims)
MARTE : That's what I like about baseball . (pause) It makes me

feel . . . loyal . It's something I afford too rarely these days .
(pause) Believe me .

JOHN : Aw Marie. . . . (the light on JOHN- scarcely reveals him)
MARIE (softly but with feeling) : There should be more loyalty

like I have for them . . . and make everything so much better .
(pause) It's something we all do without too frequently these
days . (pause) I only wish I could afford such loyalty for the
Cubs, (pause) I could try. (pause) That'd increase loyalty .
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(pause) I night -scn trs a bigger stop and be losal to . .
the Red Sm . The,' re in the Amerism League too . (pause)
And then l's( nothing 'calls against the Tigers . (pause) or
the A's . Or the lirnssns . Or the Yankees . Or the Indians .
(patio') Or the A's . (pause) Or . . . the . . . 1)ndgcrs. (pau .v,)

Or the Boa-, . (pause) Except I think thes're in the National
League . (puise) lint So arc the Cubs . (pause) I 'couldn't
need to be prosincial . . . sthere localts's concerned . (pais')
I could shoss some lnsalts for those Reds too . (pausc) And
those Giants . And those Bees . Aid thus, Cardinals . :And thon,

. . Pirates . (pause) Pir t,s sound undeserving . Boot thci"c
not 1 -11' .\ " re like mcTNoo, else . Tiles on])- No Car
hoards . Like in Cuba and North licuch . (pause) Under the
beard, the, 're like i's(rshods else . () ause) I could ("tend nas
]'salts oser to them . (pause) It 'could be a good ,sample .
(pairs,') I might c-11 -tend ms lus ; alts out to the minors .
(pause) licat mound in the hash(,, . (pat,, ) (hr timber .
(paie') Into the cull,g,s . (paus( ) Dnko_ Talo. Noithsvest,ru .
(pat-c ) Kontuckç . Olin State. llaramd . (pause) No, mash,
not Ilarsard . (pause) Beit . 'se11_ svhs not' (pause) 'Ihes'r(
dite . Sss,dlo-ug goldfish . And I might as sell go slid •-hog'.
Lo,iii,s nut something to he parsimonious about . (pause)
Once I got going . 1 could gisc np all nit losaits- . (pausc) I
lase pleats to go around . (pals" ) I might ,con reach 'I'mn
fur til( Little Leagues . If I s, ei,u't arrested, the boss',] be sors
approciatiro . . .

join (die ligltl flickers bank ou him) : Alarrrri, . .
hisi,rn : Sas . svla ;at ,haut the Mexicans! And file Puerto Ricans

ton'. (pauar) A\ hr not' it'd he gund (pause) For nu • (pause)
And them . (pais') 1 couldn't saut to nscrdo it. I suppose.
but John, Don ' t the upon('( pias hall too :' If then did . . . .

I m es (the light '(slur,°,d on him) : AlARll? VA't''RF. AT V\ :Alt
WITH "hill? I,OI'SI IAI'S'm

AI snu : : AA hat , (ponts' ) John'
(OnN : Alar,'! Mal ie! VV'c'- at scar ssith tic loess Jap,!
Vluau'. : Oh . (pause) 'Ihat'd ho carrstug its iii, too file. )ohn'
JouN : \lane'
\IAM:: D\ou think Congress might object?
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JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : Move to pass a bill against my loyalty?
JOHN : Holy cow, Marie!
MARIE : And . . . I don't know . . . put me in a jail?
JOHN : Holy cow, Marie!
MARIE : Or in a Jap dislocation camp'
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : That could happen . (pause) Once I was mistaken for a
Jap .

JOHN : Marie! Marie!
MARIE : Not for long . . . But while it lasted it wasn't funny .

(pause) For me .
JOHN : Marie-Anne!
MARIE : To be mistaken for a Jap .
Jome : Anne-Marie!
MARIE : When you've tried so hard all your life to resemble an
American . No .

JOHN : Anne! Anne!
MARIE : Just lie back for a moment in the sun one day . . . half-

close your eyes . . .
JOHN : Aw, Anne!
MARIE : . . . . and someone'll come and step on you and tell

everyone you're a Jap .
JOHN : Aw, Anne!
MARIE : Telling's one thing but if they're going to go and pass a

bill against you for lying back in the sun and half-closing your
eyes . . . . (pause) That's much!

JOHN : Annie! (the light on him dims again)
MARIE : Me with my long blond hair. As if everyone couldn't tell
exactly what I am . (pause) Eyes half-open . . . or . . . half-
closed .

JOHN : Annie! Annie! (the light again scarcely reveals him)
MARIE : Anyhow, I'm twice as big as a Jap . (pause) Tall, (pause)

Unless I'm seated . Or stooping down . (pause) Which I'm
usually not. (pause) Very rarely, in fact. Not so often as I'd
prefer . (pause) These days . (pause) But if they're going to
take and move you into a dislocation camp everytime you
stoop down and half-open your eyes . . . well, I leave it to you,
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wouldn't that squelch lo\-alt',? Especially if your hair's quite
blond . . . well, blondish . . . well, mous_', . . . well, brown . . .
well, pretty black. (pause) It shouldn't make a bit of differ-
ence . I've seen many Japanese with blond hair . Straight and
curly too. (pause) Down to their knees . Which is quite a ways
down . (pause) Almost in the English basement . (pause) But
I suppose just because they can't open or shut those eyes of
theirs anything but half-way . . . all is forgiven . (pause)
That's supposed to he justice . (pause) It makes you mad .
That's what justice is. Injustice. (pause) When I'm mad, it's
injustice. I have to be glad for justice. (pause) We ought put
them in a dislocation camp . See how they like it. See if it
makes them glad . (pause) Bet they'd wish they'd never gone
and saluted rise good old stars 'n stripes with their German-
sausage hands. (pause) Serve 'em right . Seeing as hos', it isn't
nearly fair. (pause) Not like loyalty . (pause) That's justice .
(pause) Just like loyalty . Which I'm careful to reserve for
those select few svho deserve it. (pause) Like . . . well .
Americans! \Vhv not? (pause) The American League is all .
(pause) Only the White Sox . (pause) My favorites . (pause)
That pitcher with glasses . (pause) Monte . (pause) Stratton .
11e's no Japanese! \Ionto! (pause) AImmmnnnnnnnnnn .
(pause) In the English basement . . . or anywhere!! He can
have my loyalty . (pause) Just him! (pause) Nothing's too
good for the licks of him. . . .

JOHN (the light restored oit him) : Oh my God, Marie!
MAnrE : John? (pause) What?
JOHN : What!
\1ARIE : What did you want?
JOHN : Marie! (pause) Marie!
MAnm : Sometimes I wish, John, you'd call nie something else .
JOHN : Marie, I . . . .
MAHiE : Like 'Mary-Ann . (pause) Or Anne-Marie . (pause) Or
just plain Annie . That would suit me better, wouldn't it?
(pause) Annie . . .

JOHN : I . . .
\iAnir : It's such a lovely sky .
JOHN : I . . . .
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MARIE : Never get tired .
JOHN : Please!
Marie : Listening to you chatter and . . . pushing them . . . with
You .

JOHN : Marie!
MARTE : Push, Push.
JOHN : Marie!
NIAME : Pushy, Push .
JOHN : Marie!
MArnE : Pushy, pushy . (pause) It's like the end of the world .

(pause) Or the bottom of the rainbow . (pause) I hardly know
which . (pause) I guess the world . Because it's all so . . . real.
(pause) And a rainbow's not, really . Even at the bottom, is it
John? (pause) John? (pause) John? (pause) You're not listen-
ing again . A rainbow's not really real . . . is it?

JOHN (disgustedly) : No .
NIAME : Anyway, not so real as the world . (pause) With all its

things!
JOHN : God!
NIAME : Ilim too . Yes. He's a thing .
JOHN : No .
NIAniE : A rainbow has color but a world has so many . . . well

. . . things!
JOHN : No .
MANIE : You can hardly think of all the things .
JoHN : No .
NIAME : Pots and pans .
JOHN : Uh . . . .
Marre : And Mary little lambs .
JoHN : Arngh .
MARIE : And grass and cheeze and ball-point fountain pens .
JOHN : Marie!
MARIR : And . . . ss hat John?
Jolis : What! (pause) Er . . . .
MAnrn : A rainbow has several strands of color . . . but no things .
JOHN : Er. . . .
MARIE : I . . . like . . . things .
JonN : Uh . . . .
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MARIE : They make me reconsider . What I'm doing all the time .

I mean pushing like this . (pause) It's a thing. Yours too. We
both have things . (pause) Which we push now and then .
(pause) If they were rainbows we wouldn't push them at all .
Rainbows don't push. That's why I like things . (pause) You
can go and push them .

JOHN (in a rush) : Marie! Maybe they've fallen asleep! They
can't be dizzy so long! We should take a look! You push mine
and I'll take a look! Or you take a look and I'll push yours .
(pause) Marie? (pause) Okay?

Pause .

MARIE (abstractedly) : Sure.
JoxN : Good! (pause) Er, which will it be? You or me?
MARIE (as before) : Oh . . . you . . .
JOHN : Good! (pause) Er . . . you . . . er . . . wait?
MARIE : Huh? Yes . Just hurry up with it.
JOHN : So they won't know, you mean? (pause) You mean so

they won't know?
MARIE : Yes . I suppose so .
JOHN : But . . . .
MARIE : You still want to go back there. (pause) Or around

there . (pause) Or somewhere. (pause) Don't you? (pause)
Anywhere!

JOHN : I . . . .
MARIE : You're so restless when you have to go back there or
anywhere .

JOHN : Marie, I. . . .
MARIE : You grow restless and begin to chatter like a monkey .
JOHN : But Marie, I . . . .
MARIS : And then it doesn't make sense. (pause) What's coming

out . (pause) Only if I look between the lines . . . then I know .
JOHN : I . . . .
MARIE : It's being a woman .
JOHN : YOU . . . .
MARIE : Is why I know.
JOHN : I . . . .
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MARIE : I can't approve John, though I understand how you must

feel .
JOHN : You . . . .

MARIE : It's being a man .
JOHN : Er . . . .

MARIE : Is how you like to feel.
JOHN : You . . . .

MARIE : The best is get it over with . (pause) Approve or no.
(pause) But none of your lolly-gaggin' at me (pause) Hear?

Join : Marie, I . . . .
MARIE : And none of your pussy-footin'. With me.
JOHN : Marie, I. . . .
MARIE : Beating in my hush . For mulberries or some other silly

excuse .
JOHN : Marie!
MAnie : No cock take the weasel either, my friend!
JOHN : I . . . .

MARIE : Just one, two, three, hang!
JOHN : I . . . .

MARIE : No ands, ifs, or buts .
JOHN: How . . . .

MARIE : Buts drive me bats, and ifs make me stiff, while ands
sting my hands. (pause) Soooo . . . .

Jon\: Marie, how . . .
MARIE : You'd better push . . . while I go get ready.
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : It's easy. Do one with your right and one with your left .
JOHN : But . . .
MARIE : Or use your foot .
JOHN : And . . . .

MARIE : Or some hip .
JOHN : If . . . .

1MARE : No hones though, John! (pause) Promise!
JOHN : Marie!
MARIE : Do you promise?
JOHN : I can't avoid it when . . . .
MARIE : It won't take but a minute . You too, (pause) Remember!

One, two, three, Bing! (she pinches his cheek and runs upstage
behind the shrubs)
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JOHN- : Marie! (the swings begin to wobble as he tries to handle

both) Marie! (they increasingly wobble and begin to twist in
their arcs)

MABIL (OFF) : John . . . .
JOHN (tise su ings wobbling worse) Marie!
MARIE : Yes, dear. (pause) John? (pause) I'm . . . till . . . ready .
Josss (increasingly anxious) : But Marie!
MAr1Ir (OFF) : No ifs, ands, or huts, remember! (pause) Dar-

ling . . . .°
JOHN But they're wobbling! (very badly)
MARIE (OFF) : It's only because I can't stand ands . (pause) Buts

drive me nuts . (pause) And ifs . . . well . . . I can't tell you!
(passe) John . . . P (pause) Sweet-pea . . . ?

JOHN: I . . . I . . . can't get them straight! (but now they begin
to straighten) Wait! Marie, wait!

Slssuc (OFF) (with increasing, obvious languor) : Mmmm .
I'm growing tired clear, waiting . . . .

JOHN (exciiedly) : Marie! I'm coming! \Wait! Wait! (he releases
the swings and starts to run upstage ; the swings begin to gyrate
and he rnshrs back to .steady them) Oh no!

-IABn . (OFF) (as before) : It's a strain, darling . (pause) With
a temperament like mine . (pause) I seem to be becoming
moree temperamental all the time . (pause) I can't think of you
when you're ont of my sight . . . and when you're in sight . . .
it's even worse . (pause) I need to lie hack and half-close my
e y es . . . .

JOHN : ATarie! I can't make them equal!
SIAmr (OFF) (as before) : Or open them half-way . And look . . .
JoHS (irritably) : Or even!
MAme (OFF) (as before) : At . . . starlight . Or sun bright . .
Jous (angrily) : Or straight!
MARIE (OFF) (more urgently now) : And thin my knees begin
to Wobble . . .

JOHN (indifferenfly) : They want to bobble .
MABUZ (OFF) (as before) : And my heart starts to shake .
JOHN (speculatively) : I imagine it's because my left's even

thicker than my right.
MAalr (OFF) (as before) : I can feel my ribs cracking!
JOHN : It looks a bit like a steak .
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Mejcn (OFF) (as before) : My tummy begins to quake!
Joss (plainIiecly) : Marie. couldn't you come back here and set

them straight?
MArar (OFF) (as before) : I want it to be over . . . yet I can't
remember if it ever began!

JOHN : Then I could gee and get reach .
MARIE, (OFF) (ceith much urgency) : And then! (pause) And

then! (pause) John! (pause) And then! (pause) Oh . (pause)
John . (pause) John! Run! Come! (pan se ) I'm . . . (a long keen
sigh) . . . done! (a long pause) Well!

JOHN (c .r( itedly) : Anel then you'd have them both going . . . and

Tl eey'rewobbling!
/oies : Ass, I tried. . . .
SIAnn: (testily ) : I lease you for a moment, John, and now they're

wobbling.
JOHN : But I Couldn't....
SIAem: : They'll gross dizzy . . . and fall off .
Joies : I tried to tell you . . . .
MAie . : I turn my back thinking they're on the straight and nar-

row and you let me down the garden path .
Joie's : Marie, I really tried to . . . .
MAeule : It was sour idea and yet yon didn't keep your side of

the bargain.
JOHN : I tried hard Marie, but . . . .
MAeeeF : You always need tee go back there or anywhere . . . and
then . . . and then . . .

JOHN (noticing the strings have steadied in their arcs) : Ilex!
Marie!

.

then . . . and then . . . Marie'. (pause) And then . . .
MAuir (reappearing by the swings) (cheerfully) : IIi!
Joii' (disneayed) : Marie!
MAner : I waited . . . but then I couldn't wait .
JoeN (ces b(fore) : I was trying tee tell you....
Mmu, :: Funny lion • those things arc-
JOHN: Marie, I . . . .
MAieer : One, two, three, cling'.
Jon-N: Marie, I. . . .
MAan: : It seems hardly worth your while . . . but then . . . Say!
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MARIE : You wonder so often why I disapprove so now you know .
Joies (with the swings moving perfectly now) : Look, Marie!

They're all . . . .
MAnre (retaking her original position and beginning to push her
swing) : I certainly hope you know .

JOHN : ANN,, Marie! I was just getting them in lines and . . . .
MAnrr : Please don't ask me once again. (pause) Not ever.

(pause) Not now . (pause) Maybe later (pause) Though it
should he considered doubtful . (pause) It isn't I don't like it
hack there . . . but there are more important things up here
. . . to occupy yourself with. (pause) What if the heavens fall,
the earth shakes, the forests bend and the rivers run? That's no
reason to preoccupy yourself with all the less important things
in life . (pause) I mean the world. (pause) That was hardis
worth waiting for, John .

JouN : Aw, Marie!
!Lyon : There! Keep yours straight!
JOHN : Marie, I still . . . .
MARIE : Well, I haven't scrimped and saved for that . I'll tell
you .

Joan : Marie, sou shouldn't . . . .
MARIE : This is what I scrimped and saved and suffered for you
to rant and rave . This! (pause) I mean them!

JouN : I know Marie . I didn't. . . .
MARIE : 'phis is what for I gave up Monte Stratton and his White

Sox . Them! Not that! You know me better, John . (pause) I
may go along with a lolly-gag now and then but it's not what's
really worth while .

JoxN : Sure, Marie.
MAnrr : 1 can get as much good reading a had book .
JOHN : Oh sure, Marie. (pause) Crap!
MAnrr : You shouldn't mistake my temperament . However moved
I may seem . (pause) I know what to do from reading loads
of bad books .

JoHN : It's times like these I wish my fingers weren't so thick .
MARIE : If you'd read a little more, you'd know what to do too .
JOHN : I feel awful . . . like Basel's string quartet.
MARIE: Beading might also steady your hands .
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Jolts : I want to plunge my hands into a maze of haunts sound .
MARIE : And you wouldn't need to wobble everything soon as

I've gone back there or anywhere . . . to please you . (pause)
Give you satisfaction . (pause) Of which you can't expect me
to approve as it does them no bit of good . (pause) You're not
a child, are you, after all .

JOHN : Some lush jungle or tangled forest .
MARIE : But they are, (pause) And that's what makes them im-
portant. (pause) Surely yon can see, John . (pause) Even a
child could see. . . .

JOHN : Run them through some dusty desert . Dip them in some
endless sea . . . .

M Ams : Oh well! (pause) Push, push .
Joue: What I left behind to reach the promised land .
MARIE : Pushy, Push .
Jon's : Lay bricks, grow thick hands .
MARIE : Pushy, push .
Jonc : Marry her, beget them!
MARIE : Push, Push .
Joss : Drop the goddamn violin! (light on him fades)
MARIE (dreanlily) : Pushy push . Push push . Pushy push . Push
push. Push push . Pushy push . Pusbv push . Push push . (pause)
Push push . (pause) Push push . (pause) Push . (pause) Push .
(long plasm) Push. . . .
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"All I know about her is that I keep seeing in
aeknowledgmeuts that she helps stake books possible ."
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