See, cause he's gonna be on your side.

BABE. No! Stop, Meg, stop! Don't call him up! Please dop,
him up! You can't! It’s too awful.

She runs over and jerks the bottom half of the phone ,
from Meg. Meg stands holding the receiver.

MEG. Babe!

Babe slams her half of the phone into the refrigerator

BABE. T just can't tell some stranger all about my persona] life, |
just can't.

t call

Way

MEG. Well, hell, Babe; you're the one who said you wanted to Jjye,
BABE. That’s right. I did.

She takes the phone out of the refrigerator and hands it to Meyg.
Here’s the other part of the phone.

Babe moves to sit at the kitchen table. Meg takes the phone

back to the counter. Babe, as she fishes a lemon out of her
glass and begins sucking on it,

Meg,
MEG. What?
BABE. 1 called the bakery. They’re gonna have Lenny’s cake ready

first thing tomorrow morning. That’s the earliest they can get it.
MEG, All right.

BABE. Itold them to write on it, “Happy Birthday Lenny—A Day
Late.” That sound okay?

MEG. (At the phone.) It sounds nice.

BABE. Tordered up the very largest size cake they have. I told them
chocolate cake with white icing and red trim. Think she'll like that?

MEG. (Dialing on the phone.) Yeah, I'm sure she will. She'll like it.
BABE. I'm hoping. (Blackout,)

End of Act |

ACT II

The lights go up on the kitchen. It is later that evening on the
same day. Meg’s suitcase has been moved upstairs. Babe’s

saxophone has been taken out of the case and put together.
Babe and Barnette are sitting at the kitchen table. Barnette

is writing and re-checking notes with explosive intensity.
Babe, who has changed into a casual shift, sits eating a bowl

of oatmeal, slowly.

BARNETTE. (To himself.) Mmm-hu%l! Yes! I see, I sees Well, v;re

can work on that! And of course, this is mere conjecture! Difficult,

if not impossible, to prove. Ha! Yes. Yes, indeed. Indeed—

BABE. Sure you dont want any oatmeal?

BARNETTE. What? Oh, no. No, thank you. Lets see, ah, where

were we?

BABE. I just shot Zackery. b

BARNETTE. (Looking at his notes.) Right. Correct. Youve just

pulled the trigger. |

BABE. Tell me, do you think Willie Jay can stay out of all this?

BARNETTE. Believe me, it is in our interest to keep him as far out

of this as possible.

BABE. Good. |
Throughout the following, Barnette stays glued to Babes every
word.

' ve j kery Botrelle, as a
BARNETTE. All right, you've just shot one Zackery
result of his continual physical and mental abuse—what happens

now?

BABE. Well, after I shot him, I put the gun down on the Piano
bench and then I went out into the kitchen and made up a pitcher

of lemonade.
BARNETTE. Lemonade?
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BABE. Yes, I was dying of thirst. My mouth was Justasdryasa},
4 Done,

?:IE\IETTE. S0 in order to quench this raging thirst t},

. o1 ing you dry and preventing any possibility of you " ™
intelligible gounds or phrases, you went out to the ki Vi,
made up a pitcher of lemonade? 220 ang

?ABE. Right. I made it just the way I like it with lots of
lots of len.'non——.about ten lemons in all. Then I added
ice and stirred it up with my wooden stirring spoon.

BARNETTE. Then what?

BABE. Then I drank three '

, glasses, one right aft
W fere large glasses, about this tall. Then sudgdenly b ol
of swoll all up. I guess what caused it was all that’

BARNETTE. Could be.

BABE. Then what I did was..
of my hand, like this...

She demonstrates.
BARNETTE. Hmmm.
s

BABE. Idid it to cle :
settled there. ar off all those little beads of water that had

BARNETTE. I see.

BABE. Then I called o
ut to Zack id, * ;
some lemonade. Can you use a gla:sr?)”; iy 0 s o e

BARNETTE. Did he an '

: swer? Did you hear a ¢
BABE. No. He didn’t answer. e
BARNETTE. So, whatd you do?

BABE. '
% eri EI poured him a glass anyway and took it out to him
I'TE. You took it out to the living room? |

BABE. I did. And there he was; lying on
» ? t .

;iguacti ;E’i trymg :o speak words. ); sgid, “\}:Veh?tl?g... .HIe.evx;aZ logk;ng |
HER: w:'sa?tun.t. Would you like a Coke instead?” Then In i
i (,m X he ing me to call on the phone for medical helg Otsthe
il andpI :mlg a:}r:d called up the hospital. I gave my nanfé S
th old them my husband was shot and he was lvi e

1€ rug and there was plenty of blood. e

SUgar and
tWo trays of

They
my stomach kind
sour lemon.

- I'wiped my mouth off with the back

&3
F & o
N. T

e

uses a minute, as Barnette works frantically on his notes.

Babe pa
 guess that’s gonna look kinda bad.
BARNETTE. What?

BABE. Me fixing that lemonade,
BARNETTE. Well, not...necessarily.

BABE. I tell you, [ think the reason I made up the lemonade, 1
mean besides the fact that my mouth was bone dry, was that I was
afraid to call the Juthorities. I was afraid. I—I really think I was
afraid they would see that I had tried to shoot Zackery, in fact, that
[ had shot him, and they would accuse me of possible murder and

send me away to jail.
BARNETTE. Well, thats understandable.
BABE. I think so. I mean, in fact, that's what did happen. That’s

what is happening— cause here I am just about ready to go right off
to the Parchment Prison Farm. Yes, here I am just practically on the

brink of utter doom. Why, I feel so all alone.

BARNETTE. Now, now, look—Why, there’s no reason for you to
get yourself so all upset and worried. Please, don't. Please.

They look at each other for a moment.
keep filling in as much detailed information as you can

se incidents on the medical reports. Thats all you need to
Mrs. Botrelle, we're going to have a

before I called the hospital.

You just

about tho
think about. Don't you worry,

solid defense.
BABE. Please, don't call me Mrs. Botrelle.

BARNETTE. All right.
BABE. My name’s Becky. People in the family call me Babe; but my

real name’s Becky.

BARNETTE. All right, Becky.
Barnette and Babe stare at each other for a long moment.

BABE. Are you sure you didn't go to Hazlehurst High?

BARNETTE. No, I went away (o a boarding school.
BABE. Gosh, you sure do look familiar. You sure do.
BARNETTE. Well, I—I doubt you'll remember, but I did meet you

once.
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RARE. You did? Whent

BARNETTE. At the Christmas bazaan, year before last, Y;
A0 were

:lAth: cakes and cookies and. . .candy.
BARE. Oh, yes! You bought the oran +
T orange pound cake!
RARE. Of course, and the
S n\ \ '
o oy we talked for a while, We talked aboyy
BARNETTE. You do remember.

BARNETTE
n:.. Well, I'm surprised. I'm certainly...surprised
ki Phone begins to ring,
As she goes to answer the phe ~
Don't you think it is? Why, it alnl‘:‘:s):‘ ;fl'lums o el denice
9“ Qnswers thc Pho”c‘ ‘
Hello—Oh, hel ‘ ~
e H:é.:alle... Oh, he is?... Oh, he does?... Okay, O
Okay. (After a brief § come back to the house?... Oh, I see ék :
Ou e b pase) el Zckeyt How s you doigt.
o m sorry... Please, don't scream ¢ uh

a me : »t‘l . . s » ) i
iy ml:]hosr: * glg‘ht NOW; visiting with Old Grandd);;?l:. M:\g/l:::?up
‘ really?..: . Well, I've 8ot me a lawyer that's ov‘e.l.'
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| avening: Say* he's go

{N‘!‘.'f'”'" He wants me (o come see him at the hospital this
PARNE ¢ some sort of evidence. Sounds highly suspect

(o me.

pARE. Oooh
most awful vo
BARNI&'["I‘H.
PABE, What!
BARNETTE. | have a solution, From now on 'l handle all commu-

plcations hetween you two. You can simply refuse to speak with him.

BABE, All right—1 will I'll do that,
BARNETTE. (Starting to pack his briefease.) Well, Id better get

over there and see just what he's got up his sleeve.

BABE. (After a pause. ) Barnette,
BARNETTE. Yes?

BABE. What's the personal ven
have to settle with Zackery.

BARNETTE. Oh, it’s—it’s complicated. It’s a very

BABE, I see.

BARNETTE. The major thing
He took away his job, his home,

like to talk about it.
BABE. I'm sorry. I just wanted to say—1 hope you win it.

you win your vendetta.

BARNETTE. Thank you.
BABE. I think it’s an important thing that a person could win a

lifelong vendetta.
BARNETTE. Yes. Well, Id better be going.

BABE. All right. Let me know what happens.
BARNETTE. I will. I'll get back to you right away.
BABE. Thanks.

BARNETTE. Goodbye, Becky.
BABE. Goodbye, Barnette.

{ Didn't you just hate his voice? Doesn't he have the
cel | just hate! | can't bear to hear it!

Well, now=-now, walt, Wait just a minute,

detta about? You know, the one you

complicated matter.

he did was to ruin my father’s life.
his health, his respectability. I don’t

| hope
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