holding my head up high in this community, I do
you remember to pick up those pantyhose for me? ot

LENNY. They're in the sack.

CHICK. Well, thank goodness, at least I'm not gonna j
into town wearing holes in my stockings. e

Chick gets the package, tears it open, and proceed
off one pair of stockings and put on another, throy gjq '0 tak,

following scene. There should b o i out th
£ e something slightly grOteSqu:

about this woman changing her stockings in the kitche
n,

LENNY. Did Uncle Watson call?

CHICK. Yes, Daddy has called me twice already. He said By},
ready to come home. We've got to get right over and pick h S
before they change their simple minds. ik
LENNY. (Hesitantly.) Oh, I know, of course, it’s just—

CHICK. What? ‘

LENNY. Well, I was hoping Meg would call.
CHICK. Meg?

LENNY. Yes, I sent her a telegram: about Babe, and—

CHICK. A telegram?! Couldn’t you just phone her up?

LENNY. Well, no, caus '
, N0, cause her phones...out of
CHICK. Out of order? g

LENNY. Disconnected. I don’t know what.
CHICK. Well, that sounds like Meg. M

sure you bought my right size? ;
LENNY. (Looking at the box.) Size extra petite.

CHICK. Well, they’re skimpin

to pull up the stockings.) That
nylon.

kn()w' D]d

to 0

these are snug. Are you

g on the nylon material
) - : S .
s all there is to it Skimpi(ngl;grlgl:ﬂg

. She finishes on one leg and starts on the other
LEN;\)T; StI :ha»t all did you say in this “telegram” to M.eg?
- 1 dont recall exactly. I, well, I just told her to com.e on h' ”
Ome,

CHICK. To come on h
ome! :
o ik biabi b sybat Why, Lenora Josephine,

have you Jog

LENNY. (Nervously, as she begins to pick up the mess of dirty stockings

and plastic wrappings. ) But Babe wants Meg home. She asked me to

call her.
CHICK. I'm not talking about what Babe wants.

[ ENNY. Well, what then?
CHICK. Listen, Lenora, [ think it's pretty accurate to assumic that
Jfter this mornings paper, Babé’s gonna be incurring some mighty
negative publicity around this town. And Meg’s appearance isn't

gonna help out a bit.
LENNY. Whats wrong with Meg?
CHICK. She had aloose reputation in high school.

LENNY. (Weakly.) She was popular.
CHICK. She was known all over Copiah County as cheap Christmas
¢rash, and that was the least of it. There was that whole sordid affair

with Doc Porter, leaving him cripple.
1 ENNY. A cripple—hesgota limp. Just, kind of, barely a limp.

CHICK. Well, his mother was going to keep me out of the Ladies
Social League because of it.

LENNY. What?
CHICK. That’s right. I never told you, but I had to go plead with that
mean, old woman and convince her that I was just as appalled and

upset with what Meg had done as she was, and that I was only a first
cousin anyway and I could hardly be blamed for all the skeletons in
the Magraths’ closet. It was humiliating. I tell you, she even brought
up your mothers death. And that poor cat.
[ENNY. Oh! Oh! Oh, please, Chick! P’'m sorry. But youTe in the
Ladies’ League now.
CHICK. Yes. Thats true, I am. But frankly, if Mrs. Porter hadn'

developed that tumor in her bladder, I wouldn't be in the club today,
much less a committee head. (As she brushes her hair.) Anyway, you

be a sweet potato and wait right here for Meg to call, sos you can
convince her not to come back home. It would make things a whole

lot easier on everybody. Don't you think it really would?

LENNY. Probably.
CHICK. Good, then suit yourself. How’s my hair?
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LENNY. Fine.
CHICK. Not pooching out in the back, is it?

LENNY. No.

CHICK. (Cleaning the hair from her brush.) All right thep,

my way. ['ve got Annie May over there keeping an e en, I'm on
and Buck Jr, but I don’t trust her with them for lon ok,
time. (Dropping the ball of hair onto the floor.) Her mgi IZieTloc-ls .
loose sieve. Honestly it is. A1 like o

She puts the brush back into her purse.

Oh! Oh! Oh! I almost forgot. Heres a
. : present fo
Birthday to Lenny, from the Buck Boyles! ¥ YOl HapPY

Chick takes a wrapped pack
e pped package from her bag and hands it 1,

LENNY. Why, thank you, Chick. It ‘
: g ) S SO nicet
ior blethdimeviy yearlike viircle. ice to have you remember

CHICK. (Modestly.) Oh well, now, that’s just the way I am, I suppose

LENNY. All right.

_ She starts to unwra '

p the gift.
CHICK. It's a box of candy—assorted cremes
LENNY. Candy—that’s always a nice gift.

CHICK. And you have
a sweet to :
LENNY. I guess. s o

CHICK. Well, I'm glad you like it.
LENNY. I do.

CHICK. Oh, speaki i
, speaking of which, re ;
dress you got Peekay for her fifth birtlr:ldeal;'ﬂl):srt ﬁ:g;ggle Potka dot

LENNY. The red and white one?

CHICK. Yes; well, the first time I put it in the washi
in

mean the very first time, it f '
| , it fell all to pi i
just dropped right off in the water. ot e

g machine, |
tle polka dots

of it! I just wanted
ore of your hard-

don’t hold up. I'm sorry

DOC PORTER'S VOICE. Hello! Hello, Lenny!

CHICK. (Taking over. ) Oh, look, it's Doc Porter! Come on i1, Doc!

Please come right on in!
Doc Porter enters through the back door. He is carrying a lqrge
sack of pecans. Doc is an attractively worn mar with a slzght
limp that adds Lather than detracts from his quiet seductive

quality. He is 30 years old, but appears slightly older.

Well, how are you doing? How in the world are you doing?

DOC. Just fine, Chick.
CHICK. And how are you liking it now

hurst?
DOC. Oh, I'm finding it somewhat enjoyable.
CHICK. Somewhat! Only somewhat! Will you listen to him! What

a silly, silly, silly man! Well, 'm on my way. I've got some people
Doc.) It's Babe. 'm on my Way to

that you're back in Hazle-

pick her up.
DOC. Oh.
CHICK. Well, goodbye! Farewell and goodbye!

LENNY. Bye.
Chick exits.

DOC. Hello.
LENNY. Hi. I guess you heard about the thing with Babe.

DOC. Yeah.
LENNY. It was in the newspaper.

DOC. Uh huh.
LENNY. What a mess.

DOC. Yeah.
LENNY. Well, come on and sit down. I'll heat us up some coffee.
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