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Rrccy. But not for long now—just one more year
and then—college. (Finds coin; rises) Here it 1s.

Mgs. Enpicotr. (Taking it) Thanks, dear.

Riccy. Don't tell me Una paid for her lesson?

Mgs. Enprcorr. (Teking purse from desk and
dropping in coin) Yes.

Riccy. (Dramatically) Ahhhh! We eat again!

Mgrs. Enpicorr. (Smiling) You don’t look as
though you were starving. (Examines change in
purse. )

Riccy. Oh, I'm not—T'm not hungry at all. It’s
my tapeworm——he’s ravenous!

Mrs. Expicort. (Returns purse to desk; crosses
to door ®r.) I'll start supper now. What would your
tapewerm Jike for supper?

Riccy. A nice big juicy steak with onions.

Mrs. Enpicott. (Shaking head) Sorry, but he'll
have to scttle for wieners.

Rricecy. Dogs—again? Gosh, Mom—we’ve had ’em
so much lately my stomach’s beginning to bark.

Mrs. Enpicort. As long as it barks instead of
growls—you haven’t any worries,

g — R 1ccy, Mom—I've been thinking—we're really

pretty broke, aren’t we?

Mzrs. Ewnprcorr. (Pleasantly) Did that require
much thinking?

Riccy. What T mean is—we don’t have much of
anything except Agnes’ pay at the library, do we?

Mgs. Expicort. We have what I earn giving piano
lessons.

Riccy. Yeah—Afty cents when you get it. Mom.
T’ve been thinking—don’t you think it’s awf{ul foolish
my planning on college—what I ought to do is get
a job?

Mrs. Ewpicorr. (Moving foward him) Riccy!
Don'ttalk like that. Why, I'd never forgive myself
if you didn’t get a college education. It was almost
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the last thing I promised your father before he died
—that you'd study medicine. )

Rrccy. I know—and there’s nothing I'd like better
—but like you said just now—it takes a heck of 2 lot
of education—college, medical school, internship—
it’ll be ten years before I even start earning money.

Mzrs. Enpicorr. We'll manage.

Riccy. But how?

Mzs. Expicort. Let me worry about that.

Riccy. That’s just what I'm going to stop doing.
You've been worrying about this family toc long as
it is. Why doesn’t Aunt Caroline lend a hand?

Mgrs. Ewpicorr. (Coldly) We can manage with-
out her. i

Rriccy. But why should we? Why should we strug-
gle along when she’s got all that dough? You know
what I heard? Aunt Caroline’s the richest woman i
town.

Mzs. Exprcorr. That has nothing to do with us.

Riccy. Nothing to do with us? Dad’s only sister?
Who's going to inherit everything when she dies?

Mgs. Expicort. I don’t know and I don’t care.

Rrccy. But Mom—why shouldn’t we? Dad should
have had a share of that money. It was his father’s.

Mgs. Expicorr. His father chose to leave the en-
tire estate to Caroline.

Rrccy. Why?

Mgs. Exprcorr. (Impatiently) 1 don’t know—and
I don’t wish to discuss it. Your Aunt Caroline has
chosen to ignore us. We had best ignore her.

Riccy. The old Scrooge!

Mzs. ExprcorT. Ricey! Please—she is your fath-
er’s sister and T won’t have you speaking disrespect-
fully of her.

Riccy. Okay, only she— .

Mgs. EnpIcoTT. (Sharply) Enough, Riccy! Let’s
forget Aunt Caroline. You'll go to college, never
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fear—without asking any favors of her. (DOOR-
BELL rings) See who's at the door.

Ricey. (Goes into hall c. to 1. and re-enters with
Davip Trompson) It's Dave!

Dave. (4 pleasant young fellow in his 20s ) Hello,
Mrs. Endicott !

Mzrs. Expicorr. Come in, David. This is rather a
strange time of day to be seeing you.

Dave. Guess it is. T happened to have an assign-
wwumﬂw in the neighborhood ; thought I’d stop in to say

ello.”

Rrccy. Well, now you've said “hello”~—goodbye !
) cwvw%m. (Taking a playful swing at him) Smart guy,

Riccy. What was the assignment ?

Dave. A missing girl over on Rome Street.

Riccy. Missing gitl, huh? Kidnapping?

Dave. No, not as good a story as that—little
Italian girl—guess she ran away from home.

Mgs. Ewpicort. Poor thing—those foreigners
don’t have much of a home life. Are you going to
write it up for the paper?

Dave. Guess I'll give it a stick or so—not much
room these days for any news beside the war. Agnes
isn't home?

Mzs. Envicorr. (Swurprised) Why, no, David—
she’s never here this early.

Dave. That's what I thought. If you don’t mind,
Mrs. Endicott, I'd like to speak to you about some-
thing—

Riccy. Of course not, Dave—go right ahead—

Dave. (Meaningly) Alone!

Riccy. Okay, I can take a hint, if it’s not too broad.
But I can guess what it’s all about, though— (Miznc-
ingly) “Mrs. Endicott, I have long admired your
lovely daughter Agnes and have come to ask you
for her hand!”

\..(%u\.am
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(Dave throws folded mnewspaper ot Riccy, who
ducks and exils L. DAVE recovers paper.)

Mzrs. Exnprcorr. You mustn’t mind Riccy. He'’s a
born tease. (Crosses and sits on sofa.)

Dave. (Crossing to Windsor chair down Rr.) 1
don’t mind him. Funny part is, though—he did kind
of hit the nail on the head.

Mgrs. Enprcorr. Then it is about Agnes, David?

Dave. (Sitting) Yes.

Mgrs. ENpIcOTT. (Pause. Quietly) What?

Dave. Well, T don’t know if Agnes told you or
not, Mrs. Endicott, but a week ago I asked her to
marry me.

Mgrs. EnpicorT. (Surprised) You did? Why, no—
she never mentioned it.

Dave. I didn't think she did, from things she’s
said since; Anyhow, she refused.

Mgrs. Exprcorr. Refused? Agnes did? But that’s
impossible. I know how well she likes you.

Dave. T always thought so too. I know I haven’t
got much money—reporter on a small town news-
paper. But I have got prospects, and they’re good,
Mrs. Endicott—a reporter, if he amounts to any-
thing, can go far—copy desk, city editor, special
features, foreign correspondent— There’s swell
morney in those jobs, Mrs. Endicott, and I'm headed
for ’em.

Mrs. EnpicoTt. 'm sure you are, David.

Dave. *Course, right now I'm only earning twenty-
two fifty a week—but that’s enough for two to live
on, I think—don’t you?

Mgs. Ewnpicort. It can be done—with a careful
budget.

Dave. That's what I told Agnes, but she says no.
What T was wondering, Mrs. Endicott, is if you'd
speak to her for me—make her see that we could get
along all right married?

i
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for some time.
CaroLing. I cargh ? Just one more item for
me to brin tore the Boz
Louise” (To Ricey as he re- s C.) Oh, Rich-
ard, would you mind showing me y icroscope

G2 na

IL”)LNIHO&. I'd be glad to. (They exir1.)

CAROLINE. (Pointing with cane ) What’s in there?

AcNes. Richard’s laboratory. "It used to be—
Father’s office.

CaroLINE. Humph! (To Miss MapsiTr ) Quit
hovering, Meena. You make me nervous.

Miss Massrtr. I'm sorry, Miss Caroline.

CaroLiNE. Fetch me that chair. (Points to desk
chair.)

AGNES. But wouldn’t you rather sit over there
where it’s more comfortable?

Caroring. No. Can’t abide stuffed furniture. Tt
ruins your posture. Besides, it might have bugs.
{Miss MABBITT brings desk chair down ) Put it here.
(Indicates directly stage c., facing the audience.
Mrss MABBITT places chair. CAROLINE sifs erectly)
Now you sit back there, out of the way—if you can
find 2 chair that isn’t filled with moths. I don’t want
any of them carried home.

Mrss MaesiTT. Yes, Miss Caroline. (Sits in arm-
chair L. of arch.)

CaroLiNe. Agnes, sit over here where I can see
you. /Points to chair down ®.)

AcnEes. (Quietly) Of course, Aunt Caroline |

CaroLIvE. Must say, I never thought I'd ever
enter this house, and I don’t intend staying any
longer than necessary. Where's your mother ?

AGNES. As a matter of fact, she went over to see
you.

Carorine. To see me?

i
!
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AcgNEes. Yes. After she phoned—and—and was
disconnected, she thought she’d better walk over.

CaroriNe. Hump! It'll teach her to stay where
she belongs. What did she phone me for?

AGNES, (Pause) 1 don’t know.

CaroLINE You're lying. You do so know, and I'll
wager it was money.

AGNEs. (Flaring) And if it were—haven’t we a
right to it? . .

CAROLINE. (Smugly, with triumph in her voice)
So—it was money? Thought she’d wheedle me out
of some, I suppose?

AcnEs. After all, Aunt Caroline—it was as much
Father’s as yours—

CaroLINE. Oh, it was, was it? Did you hear that,
Meena? (Sharply) 1 said, Meena, did you hear that?

Miss Maszeirr. Yes, Miss Caroline.

CAROLINE. (With derision) As much your father’s
as it is mine! I suppose you don’t know he was cut
off without a cent?

AGNEs. Yes, I know that. I know grandfather was
against his marriage—but, now that they’re both
dead, I don’t see why you have to continue the quar-
rel.

CaROLINE. She isn’t dead—the one who caused it
all.

AcnEes. Do you mean—Mother?

CArOLINE. Who else?

Mgs. Enpicorr. (Enters c. from L., speaking as
she comes tn) She wouldn’t see me. The maid said
she wasn’t at home—

AGNEs. (Going to her) Mother, Aunt Caroline is
here.

Mgrs. Enprcorr. Here? (Comes down to Caro-
LINE) Caroline,

Carouine. Yes, I'm here, Eleanor. Why did you
phone me?

Mgs. Enpicorr. (Honding AGNES her hat and
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coat) If you wanted to know, why did you hang up?

CaroLinE. T did not hang up. We were—discon-
nected, weren’t we, Meena? You were there—weren’t
we disconnected ?

Miss MABBITT. (After some hesitation ) Yes, Miss
Caroline.

Mzrs. Enpicorr. How do you do, Miss Mabbitt?

Miss MaBBITT. (Meekly) How'd do?

Carorine. Why did you phone me?

AGNES. (Having put her mother's wraps in the
hall) Mother, if’s no use—let’s drop the whole sub-
ject.

Mgs. Exprcorr. No. Caroline, we need money.

CaroLINE. So I understand.

Mzs. Enpicorr. It isn’t for myself I'm asking—
it’s for Agnes here and Riccy—Richard’s children,
your brother’s children. :

Carorive. Hump! Got themselves into trouble
and now you come crawling to me.

Mgs. ENpIcoTT. (Quietly but firmly) Agnes has a
chance for marriage—a very fine young man—but
he can’t support us all. Riccy has to complete his
college education.

CaroLINE. Why?

Mzs. ExpicorT. Because it was your brother’s dy-
ing wish.

CaroLiNe. Humph! Aren’t there enough pill-
peddlers in this world?

Mrs. Expicort. As I understand it, your father’s
will left everything to you as long as you live. But,
upon your death—

CAROLINE. S0 now you’ve got me dead, have you?

Mes. Exvicorr. (Ignoring her) Upon your death
it was to pass not to Richard, even if he were alive,
but to his children.

Carovive. All full of information, I see. Reen
doing a lot of prying, haven’t you?

i
i
i
!
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Mrs. Enpicorr. When your father died the
lawyers told us that much.

CaroLine. Did they tell you that it was only in
case I haven’t any heirs of my own?

Mzs. Enpicort. No, they didn’t—but, of course,
you've never married—so you haven't.

CaroLiNE. Just lovely for you, isn’t it? I remained
a spinster so that you could inherit a fortune worth
half a million.

AGNEs. (Aghast) Half a million?

Carorine. Eyes open, huh? Now you want me to
give it to you so you can get a husband. Something I
never had.

Mgs. Enprcort. That was of your own choosing,
Caroline,

Carorine. Oh, no, it wasn’t—I sacrificed my life
to my father when you stole his only son.

Mrs. Exprcort. That’s not true, Caroline.

CaroLINE. You stole him by your soft, simpering
ways and ruined my father’s life. No, Lleanor, |
wouldn’t help you if you were starving in the gutter.

AcxEes. Aunt Caroline!

Mgs. Enpicort. (Quietly) 1 know you wouldn’t,
Caroline. T don't ask you to. All T ask you to do is
help Richard’s children. I won’t take a cent; I won’t
use a cent—I'll live on my earnings from the piano.

CaroriNe. Don’t make me laugh.

Mgrs. Enprcorr. After all, it will be theirs some
day. Why can’t you give them a little of it now when

it will dg the most good?
AROIUE. It'll be theirs some day? That’s what

X
o’

you think?
Mrs. Exprco™=You know it’s
way you can get out 0T
CAROLINE. (Smugl
Mrs. Expicor orried ) Isn’t 102~
CaroLinNE. #leanor, I suggest you call in your

S 1ig
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ACT TWC

Tae Prace: The same, but the room has beew
straightened. Tea-wagon and all remnants of
the fatal tea porty have been removed. Desk
chair back at desk, etc.

Tae Tive: Two days later—Friday morning

At Rise: The siage is empty, then LIEUTENANT
CLAYTON enters from laboratory. He corries
several large medicine bottles which he places
on occasional table. The TELEPHONE rings.

“l’

CravTON. (Answering phone. He is an intelligent
yowng man about thirty years old) Hello— This is
the Endicott residence— No, no one’s here right now.
They're all at the funeral.—Who’s calling, please?—
This is Lieutenant Clayion of the Police Department.
No—no charges have been made—yet! (Hangs up.
Returns to table. Opens one of the bottles and sniffs
ils contents.)

Cicery. (Enters on skates c. from 1.) Oh, hello!

CrayroN. What is it—a steam roller?

CiceLy. I didn’t know anyone was here.

Cravron. We're even. I didn’t know any of the
Endicotts weren’t at the funeral.

Cicery. Mom wouldn’t let me go. Said it would
be too morbid. What’s morbid mean?

Crayron. Unpleasant, I suppose.

Cicery. 1 always get hoops in my stomach when 1
see anything unpleasant. Do you?

46
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Cravron. I used to—but I'm kind of used to
things like that now,

CiceLy. Anyway, I got to stay home from school.
What are you—a cop?

Crayron. In a way—

CiceLy. Then why don’t you wear a uniform and
a club?

CrayTon. I'm a member of the Homicide Squad—
that’s a fancy name for detective.

CiceLy. What's a homicide squad?

Crayton. We investigate homicides—murders.

CiceLy. Well, what are you doing at our house?

CraytoN. Oh, when someone dies suddenly we
check up on things—Iike medicine bottles. (Indicates
those on table.)

Cicery. Gee, did you take those out of Ricey’s
laboratory? He won't like it.

CrayTon. I guess your brother Riccy knows a lot
about medicines and things, eh?

CicerLy. He knows everything—he’s almost as good
as a doctor— Why, once when my face broke out he
gave me some stuff to put on and cured it right away.

Cravron. What kind of stuff was it?

CiceLy. Sort of a white powder—arsenic I think
he called it.

Crayron. Arsenic, eh?

Cicery. Uh-huh. He knows everything to do when
you're sick. He studies those big medicine books of
Dad’s.

Crayron. How ’bout the rest of your family? Do
they know all about medicines too?

Crcery. Huh-uh, Nobody ever goes in there but
Riccy. He got awful mad once when I went in—and
Mom said I shouldn’t ever go back—if I did she'd
lick me, so I didn’t and she hasn’t.

CrayTon. It’s a good idea. A doctor’s office is no
place for little girls—or big ones either.
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ACT THREE

‘THE Prace: The same. It is dark outside the win-
dow and the lamps are lighted,

TrE TiME: That night..

At RisE: dfter the house lights go out, but before
the Curtain rises, NEWSBOYS are heard
shouting their extras off L.

Voices. Extral Extra! All about the murder!
Extral Extra! Caroline Endicott slain! Read all
about it! Paper!

Mgs. Enpicort. (Curtain rises on this showting,
disclosing her alone on sofa listening fo the cries as
she scribbles with a pencil on a magazine. After a
moment BERYL enters C. from L.) Did you buy one?

BERvL. (Panting) No, I didn’t want to leave the
porch—all the people out there staring. You'd think
they’'d never seen a house before.

Mgs. Exprcort. They used to be our friends, our
neighbors—and now they stare at us as though we
were animals— (Scribbles. )

Bervr. Mother; you're doodling again—!

Mgs. Expicort. (Throwing magazine and pencil
aside) I'm so nervous—I don’t know what to think.

Bervr. You should’ve heard the people outside.
No doubt in their minds. They even tried to grab
me. I guess they wanted to know what the sister of a
murderess felt like.

75
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Mgs. Envicort. (Sharply) Beryl! Don't say that.
Agnes is no more a murderess than you are— (She
stares at her strangely for o moment.)

Bervr, But, Mom-—she confessed of her own free
will; and I saw her myself put the arsenic in the
sugar.

Mzrs. Exprcorr. You must be wrong, Beryl. She
wouldn’t hve done it in front of you.

Bervr. She didn't know I was looking—she
thought I was peeling potatoes.

Mgs. Enprcorr. Just what did Agnes do?

Bervi. She was fixing the tea wagon. Then she
went out and came back with some white stuff in a
cup. She raised the lid of the good sugar bowl and
dumped it in—then she stirred it. It was just before
Aunt Caroline came,

Mgrs. Enprcorr. You're positive? (Beryr #ods
with emphasis) Why didn’t you say something at
the time?

Berve. (Shrugs) 1 just thought she was adding
more sugar. (TELEPHONE rings) Should I?

Mgs. Enprcorr. No, I'll answer it. (Goes to the
phone) Hello— Yes, Doctor Hartley >—Why, yes—
Cissy’s sleeping quite calmly now— W hatf—The
analysis showed that? (Relieved) Thank God!
Thank God! And thank you, Doctor Hartley. (She
hongs up.)

Beryr. What is it?

Mgs. Enpicorr. Doctor Hartley made an analysis
of the contents of Cissy’s stomach—absolutely no
trace of poison!

Bervr. Then what’s made her so sick?

Mzs. Enprcorr. Fright, and an overdose of castor
oil.

Bervr. You mean she wasn’t hurt at all when she
ate that sugar?

Mzs. Enpicort. No. We all took it for granted she
was—filled her full of physic—and taking no
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orry to hear that—perhaps you'd like onefhiow to
a\iet your nerves? (Offers her pack.)

CERYL. Don’t mind if I do. (Takes cigghette from
pack awkwardly, showing only too ploghly she hos
neveN smoked before. She taps it negfously on her
hand, Ween puts it in her mowth, woygn. )
Daw.\(Having taken out packfof matches) A

. TRanks, Dan. (Daw fwves her a light. She
draws havd.) i
Daw. Got it¥

see what thigis.

CrayTol. Who's it addresséq to?

Mrs. #iwprcort. Miss Lodge Maclain, The
Knolls Botel— \

Cragron. (Going #0 Mrs. ENo¥gort and faking
the Igfter) So it’s hers, huh— Who'\it from?

{DOORBELL rings.)

Agxes. T'll go. (Exits . to 1.)
Crayrton. T'll take charge of this. (Take)
book, putting letter inside.)

pockets

(BERYL re-enters, looking very white.)

AcNEs. (Re-enters, followed by Louise Mac-
Lain) Come in, please. We were just talking about
you.
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Louise. Were you? How nice! T see you've a
handkerchief just like mine.

CrayToN. Are you Louise MacLain?

Louise. Why, yes.

CrayroN. Come in. We're waiting for you.

Louise. Oh, you found my handbag. I was so
afraid I'd lost it. Thank you so much. (Approaches
CLAYTON to take it.)

Cravron, Just a minute—

Loutse. Yes?

Cravron. How did this pocketbook get here?

Lovuise. I really don't know.

Cravron. (Pointing fo Dan) And what was he
doing with it?

Louise. Hello, Dan!

Dan. Hello!

Cravron. And why did she— (Indicating Beryyr)
claim it was hers?

Louise. Why, Beryl—did you, dear?

Bervr. I guess I was mistaken.

Louise. Anyway, I'm glad that it’s found. May I
have it?

CravTon. Not so fast! You're not going to get out
of it that easy. You were here Wednesday evening,
weren’t you—?

Lourse. Yes—

CravTon. You were here when Miss Caroline was
poisoned, weren't you?

Lourse. I was here when she was taken ill, yes.

CravTon. And you left this pocketbook here that
night—didn’t you?

Louise. (Pause) Perhaps—

CravroN. And you sent Dan over for it this
morning ?

Louise. Yes, but why all the mystery?

Cravron. The mystery is why he stole in the office
door and was trying to get away with it without be-
ing seemn.
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Louisk. (News to her) Did you do that, Dan?

Dax. Yes. I found it and bumped into a bottle
going out.

Lourse. But why?

Dan. Well, you said—I mean that—1I don’t know.

Cravron. Isn't it a fact, Miss MaclLain, there was
something in this pocketbook you didn’t want us to
know about?

Louise. Certainly not.

CrayTon. (Handing it to her) Okay, then—sup-
pose you open it and show us what’s inside.

Louise. There's nothing inside— (Opens if;
glances in) Lipstick, some hairpins, a powder-puff—
an old letter.

CravTon. An old letter—and just what 45 that old
letter?

Louise. (Closing handbag with a snap) Really, I
don’t think I have to go through this questioning. I
left my pocketbook here quite by accident. You have
no right to question me as to its contents. I did send
Dan for it this morning—but I assumed that he
would ask for it at the front door.

Cravron. Why not before—if you left it Wednes-
day—

Lovise. (Nervously) I—I didn’t want to distarb
the Endicotts. I knew they were busy—with the
funeral arrangements and all—

AcnEs. I'm sure, Lieutenant, Miss Maclain
knows absolutely nothing about what happened here

ednesday evening. She came on an entirely dif-
ferent matter. She didn’t even know Aunt Caroline
was coming—until she arrived.

Cravron. (To Louise) Did you know Caroline
Endicott?

Louise. Certainly—in a business way. She was
head of the Board of Education.

CrayroN. Had no quarrel with her?

.ﬂ%ﬂﬁj
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Lounsg. Of course not!
(OrHERS egister surprise at this mis-stateg fent.)

CravroN. KPaouse) Did you drink tegfthat eve-
ning? 7

Louise. Did IR, (Considers for a mghent) Yes.

Cravron. Do yau take sugar in yglir tea?

Louise. (Shakind head) No, I ngver use it.

Crayron. There! Yhat proves j#—

Dave. Proves what¥

CrayToN. That the poison as in the sugar bowl.
There were only four cuks of tea drank, and, of the
four, only Caroline tookgligar. And, of the four,
only Caroline died. 4

Dave. But what a cflanch anyone was taking—
putting arsenic in a syfar bow. It could have wiped
out all of us. ;

CrayroN. Whoey#r did it kne only Caroline took
sugar. \

Acnes. But nghe of us could havdknown that. She
never had tea hfre before,

Bervr. Anyway, Miss Mabbitt fixe¥ hers.

CrayToN#And we know she wouldn'tkill the goose
that laid tife golden egg. No, there musy have been
someone glse around that tea table—somgone who
made syfe what went into those tea cups—sogeone—
(Sudggnly to Loutse) Who served you youry?

LgG1sE. Richard. I mean— (Breaks off sud{enly,
reaflzing the implication. )

#oravroN, Richard, always Richard—did he oXer
you sugar?

Louise. No. He knows I never use it. We've had

7 tea together before.

CrayTon. That proves it—Richard’s the one—and
I let him get away! (Goes to phone.)
Mkrs. Enpicort. (Rising) No-c-ol
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telephone on desk. Against the Right wall,
stqge, is a fireplace; 1n it an 1ron grate EN
g coals. At right- EGN&. to the fyfplace is
a conMgriable sofa. Behind this sof, 15 a long
Library NRble, on which is a lamp. Bflow the fire-
place, its back slightly to the :

udience, is a
Windsor &Xmchair. Sash cuglains and over-
drapes at thh\ window, pictyfes on the wdll, o
awill gsw the appearance of
e it thf necessary “lived-in”

the room and
eppearance. A ¢
arch wn hall.

heard. Soffieone is Rav;.sq a stple liitle \x.wmm

play Nimwm\%&@ and EQQ\ a moment geis her
fingers tangled.

Mrs. ENpIcOTT. (Rapping her fingers vnth a pen-
¢il) No, Una, the third finger—the third finger—

Uxna. (A whining brat of about ten) You said last
time I should use my pinkie—

Mgrs. Enpicorr. (Patiently) No, dear—the third
finger-— See, I'll mark it for you— (Makes pencii
marks on music.)

Unwa. Gee, AMiz Endicott, you're gettin’ my music
all marked up—

Mrs. Enpicort. That'’s to remind you when you'’re
practicing— Just how much do you practice, Una?

Ura. Oh, all the time, Miz Endicott. Pa says I'm
drivin’ him nuts, and Ma says that ain’t no drive—
it’s just a short putt.
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Mzrs., Envpicorr. All right, Una. Shall we try
again? Omne-two-three-four— One-two-three-four—
(Uxa plays a few measures, then breaks down again
in a great discord. Mrs. ENpIcoTT’s fece looks
pained) Start again, Una—

UnNa. (Starts again, but breaks down almost im-
mediotely) Gee, Miz Endicott, I guess I'm just about
impossible.

Mgrs. Enpicort. Everybody plays uncertainly at
first, dear.

Una. The trouble with me is—I got music in my
soul, but my fingers don’t wanna co-operate.

Mges. Enpicorr. (Rising) Well, suppose we hold
this piece over again until Friday—

Una. (Peevishly) You mean you ain’t gonna give
me “Dance of the Water Lilies” today like you
promised ?

Mgrs. Exprcorr. I said you would have it if you
played this without a mistake. (Hands her music.)

Una. Well, I only made one or two mistakes, Miz
Endicott, and I wanna learn “Dance of the Water
Lilies” on account of it's my Ma’s favorite piece.

Mgs. Expicorr. Then that should make you want
to learn this one quickly so we can get on to “Dance
of the Water Lilies”"—after all, it's a second-grade

iece.
P Una. (Pounding keys in anger) Gosh darn it, any-
way!

Mgrs. Enpicort. (Reproving her) Now, Una—
temper, temper !

Ura. (Truculently) 1 won't learn any piece! I
won’t, I won't! T’ll quit taking piano lessons, that’s
what T'll do—T'll give up my career. (Pounds dis-
cord.

EMm Enpicorr. Una! Stop that! You'll ruin the
piano.

Uwa. That old %Ewlwos couldn’t ruin it if you
hadda. At our house we've got a real Steinway.
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