NNY. ...Oh, no!...Of course, we'll be right over! 'Bye!
o hangs up the phome.) That was Annie May—Peekay agf
Buclyr. have eaten paints!
CHICM, Oh, no! Are they all right? They're not sick? Tg€ 're
not sick, Mg they?!
LENNY. INon't know. I don't know. Come on. Weg got to
run on next dORf.
CHICK. (OverMgping.) Oh, God! Oh, please!! Plglise let them
be all right! Dori let them die!! Please, don'tflet them die!!
(Chick runs Off hoWing with Lenny following after. Meg sits
alone, finishing ber Wgareite. After a mogffent, Babe's voice
it beard.)
BABE'S VOICE. Pst—P¥! (Meg lookgfaround. Babe comes
tiptoeing down the stairs.)
BABE. Has she gone?
MEG. She's gone. Peekay and\Bugf Jr. just ate their paints.
BABE. What idiots.

MEG. Yeah.
BABE. You know, Chick’s hatggll us &§er since we had to mov
here from Vicksburg to live wigh Old Griygdmama and Old Grand-

daddy.

MEG. She’s an idiot.

BABE. Yeah. Do you kgfw what she told me
I was still behind bars gfid couldn’t get away?
MEG. What?

BABE. She told mff how embarrassing it was fo
years ago, you kngft, when mama—

MEG. Yeah, doffn in the cellar.

BABE. She sgfd our mama had shamed the entire ily, and
we were kngfvn notoriously all through Hazlehurst. (ARpw# ro
¢ry.) Thenghe went on to say how I would now be gettify just
as muchgfad publicity and humiliating her and the familf all
over aggl

MEG#/Ah, forget it, Babe. Just forget it.

BABE. 1 told her, "Mama got national coverage! National!”

Al if Zackery wasn't a senator from Copiah County, I probably
#ouldn’t even be getting state-wide.
G. Of course you wouldn’t.

is morning while

er all those
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BABE. (After a pause.) Gosh i

e P osh, sometimes [ wonder . .,

l:dz;lgi. Ivghy shl:: did it. Why mama hung herself.

. 1 don’t know. She had a bad day. A
l;low how it feels on a real bad day. S
BE. And tha '

e Ye:h, that old yellow cat. It was sad about that old ca.
BABE. I bet if Daddy hadn't of lef 'd sti i
M o e J eft us, they'd still be alive.
BABE. CausF it was after he left that she started spending
whole Siayz ]lilst sitting there and smoking on the back porch
steps. She'd sling her ashes do i

e et Sy wn onto the different bugs and
Il;'flfg Yeah. Well, I'm glad he left.

E. That old yellow cac'd stay back ch i
MEG. God, he was a bastard. ’ B
BABE. I thought if she felc something f i
o
;‘IE; ((;)ld cat. Guess I musta been mistakgen ranyone it woulda been
. Really, with his white teech, Dadd
: . H y was such a bastard.
BABE. Was he? 1 don't remember. (Meg blows out a mautz;ul
of smoke. After « moment, uneasily) 1 think I'm gonna mak
some lemonade. You want some? e
MEG. Sure. (Babe cuts lemons, dum irs 4
) s sugar, st

f:;;;:%?:gbm{ the following exchange.) Bagize W’l:; :::n'ct#:ce)i;
BA-BE_ O;;:;i t you tell anyone about shooting Zackery?

MEG. Why not? You must h idn’
FALE gt 0t ust have had a good reason. Didn’t you?
MEG. Well, what was it?
BABE. I...]can'tsay.
ll;dfg \?Uhy nor? .(P:mse.) Babe, why not? You can tell me
MEGR Cause'. .- I'm sort of ... . protecting someone. .
s .hlz_'ro:t'ecnng someone? Oh, Babe, then you really didn't
;;f\x};rﬁ 11111 I kne“i you couldn't have done it!! I knew jt!!!
AR No, I shot him. I shot him all right, I meant to kill him.

was aiming for his heart, but 1 guess my hands were shaking

and I—just got him in the stomach.

MEG. (Collapsing.) 1 see.
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being brutalized? We don't want anyone perjured. I mean to
commit perjury.

RARNETTE. Perjury? According to my sources, the'll be g
n¥d for perjury.

EQ: You mean it's the truth?
BARNETTE. This is a small town, Miss Magrath. Tife word
gets ou
MEG. Ir§eally the truth?
BARNETN. (Opening his briefcase) Just loo}at this. It's a
photostatic (py of Mrs. Botrelle’s medical chifft over the past
four years. Take a good look at it, if you gfant your blood to
boil! '
MEG. (Looking ofgr the chart.) What! YgRat! This is maddening,
This is madness! D he do this to hegfT'll kill him; I will—I'll
fry his blood!! Did he ¥ this?

BARNETTE. (Alarmed) To tell yfu the truth, I can't say for
certain what was accideRgal andfwhat was not. That's why I
need to walk with Mrs. Bofgellgf Thac's why it's very important
that I see her! '

MEG. (Her eyes are wild, §5 Ne shoves him toward the door.)
Well, look, I've got to segfher fgst. I've got to talk to her first.
What I'll do is I'll givgfyou a c#l. Maybe you can come back
over later on— |

BARNETTE. Well #hen, here's my ciyd—

MEG. Okay. Goodifye. %

BARNETTE. Bge! \

MEG. Oh, waigf/Wait! There's one problenRgrith you.
BARNETTE#Whar?

MEG. Whaf/if you get so fanatically obsessed§ ith this vendetta
thing thagfyou forget about Babe? You forgetyabout her and
sell her gown the river just to get at Zackery. Wiat about that?
BAR E. I—wouldn't do that.

MEGY You wouldn't?

BAXNETTE. No.

gEG. Why not?

PARNETTE. Because, 'm—I'm fond of her.

MEG. What do you mean you're fond of her? A
BARNETTE. Well, she...she sold me a pound cake at %) ba-
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BABE. WidhweieSiiiimmivsiop | called about the cake—

MEG. What did Zackery do o you?

BABE. 'I:hey can’t have jt for today,

MEG. Did he hurt you? Did he? Did he do thar?

BABE. O, Meg, please—

MEG. Did he? Goddamnit, Babe—

BABE. Yes, he did.

MEG. Why? Why?

BABE. I QOn.’t know! He started hating me, ‘cause I couldn’t
laug.h at his jokes. I just started finding it impossible to laugh
at his jokes the way I used to. And then the sound of his voice
got o wh?re it tired me out awful bad o hear it. I'd fall asleep
just hs;enmg © him at the dinner wble, He'd say, “Hand me
some of that gravy!” Or, “This roast beef is 00 damn bloody.”
And suddenly 'd be out cold like  light 4
IE{EG. Oh, Babe. Babe, this is very important. | want you to
sit down here and tel] me what all happened right before you
shot Zackery. That's right, just sit down and tell me,

B‘ABB (After & pasuse.) 1 told you I can’t tell you on account
oi I'm protecting someone.

MEG. But Babe, you've just ot to talk

this. You just do. R e
BABE. Why?

Ml?G. Because it's a human need, To talk about our ljves, It’s
an important human need,
LIIBABE. Oh. Well, I do feel like T want to talk 1o someone, 1
o. .
MEG. Then talk to me; please.

BABE. (A decision.) All right. After thinks ;i "
Ko ahepe cCision. ght. (After thinking a minute)) 1 don'e
MEG. Just start at the beginning. Just there at the beginning,
BABE. (After a moment.) Well, do you remember Willie Jay?
(Meg shakes her bead.) Cora’s youngest boy? -
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MEG. Oh, yeah, that little kid we used to pay a nickel to, to
run down to the drugstore and bring us back a cherry Coke.
BABE. Right. Well, Cora irons at my place on Wednesdays now,
and she just happened to mention that Willie Jay'd picked up
this old stray dog and that he'd gotten real fond of him. But
now they couldn't afford to feed him anymore, so she was gonna
have to tell Willie Jay to set him loose in the woods.
MEG. (Trying to be patient.) Uh huh.

BABE. Well, I said I liked dogs and if he wanted to bring the
dog over here, I'd take care of him. You see, I was alone by
myself most of the time ‘cause the senate was in session, and
Zackery was up in Jackson.

MEG. Uh huh. (Meg reaches for Lenny's box of birthday candy.
She takes little nibbles out of each piece, throughout the rest
of the scene.)

BABE. So the next day, Willie Jay brings over this skinny, old
dog with these little crossed-eyes. Well, I asked Willie Jay what
his name was, and he said they called him Dog. Well, I liked
the name; so I thought I'd keep it.

MEG. (Getting up.) Uh huh. I'm listening. I'm just gonna get
me a glass of cold water; do you want one?

BABE. Okay.

MEG. So you kept the name—Dog.

BABE. Yeah. Anyway, when Willie Jay was leaving he gave
Dog a hug and said, "Goodbye, Dog. You're a fine ole dog.”
Well, I felt something for him, so I told Willie Jay he could
come back and visit with Dog any time he wanted, and his face
just kinda lit right up.

MEG. (Offering the candy.) Candy—

BABE. No thanks. Anyhow, time goes on and Willie Jay keeps
coming over and over. And we talk about Dog and how fat he’s
getting and then, well, you know, things start up.

MEG. No, I don’t know. What things start up?

BABE. Well, things start up. Like sex. Like that,

MEG. Babe, wait a minute—Willie Jay's a boy. A small boy,
about this tall. He's about this tall!

BABE. No! Oh, no! He's taller now! He's fifteen now. When
you knew him he was only about seven or eight.

MEG. But, even so—fifteen. And he's a black boy; a colored
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boy; a Negro.

B'ABE. (Flu:rtered.) Well, I realize that, Meg. Why do you think
I'm so worried about his getting public exposure? I don't wanr
to ruin his reputation!

MEG. I'm amazed, Babe. I'm really, completely amazed. I didn't
even know you were a liberal,

BAB.E. Well, I'm not! I'm not a liberal! I'm a democratic! 1
was just lonely! I was so lonely. And he was good. Oh, he was
$0, s0 good. I'd never had it that good. We'd always go out
into the garage and—

MI'EG: It's okay. I've got the picture; I've got the picture! Now,
let’s just get back to the story. To yesterday, when you shor
Zackery.

'BABE. All right, then. Let's see... Willie Jay was over. And
it was after we'd—

MEG. Yeah! Yeah.

BABE. And we were just standing around on the back porch
playing with Dog. Well, suddenly, Zackery comes from around
the side of the house. And he startled me 'cause he's supposed
to be. away at the office, = :

el e —
, Zackery com

and knocks him once right across the face and thenryshoveses hilz
down the porch steps, causing him to skin up his elbow real
bad on that hard concrete. Then he says, "Don’t you ever come
around here again, or I'll have them cut out your gizzard!"
Well, Willie Jay stares crying, these tears come streaming down
his face, then he gets up real quick and runs away with Dog
following off after him.
: : I went
right up to the davenport and opened the drawer where we keep
the burglar gun...I took it out, Then I—I brought it up to
my ear. That's righe, I puc it right inside my ear. Why, I was
sonna shoot off my own head! : :
Then T heard the back door slamming and suddenly, for some
reason, T thought abour mama. .. how she'd hung herself. And
here I was about ready to shoot myself. Then I realized—that's
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right I realized how I didn’t want to kill myself! And she—she
probably didn’t want to kill herself. She wanted to kill him, and
I wanted to kill him, too. I wanted to kill Zackery, not myself
'Cause I—1I wanted to live! So I waited for him to come on into
the living room. Then I held out the gun, and I pulled the trigger.
aiming for his heart, but getting him in the stomach. (After
4 pause.) 1t's funny that I really did that.

MEG. It's a good thing that you did. It's a damn good thing
that you did.

BABE. It was.

MEG. Please, Babe, talk to Barnetre Lloyd. Just talk to him
and see if he can help.

BABE. But how about Willie Jay?

MEG. (Starting towards the phone) Oh, he'll be all right. You
just talk to that lawyer like you did to me. (Looking at the
number on the card, she begins dialing.) See, ‘cause he’s gonna
be on your side.

BABE. No! Stop, Meg, stop! Don't call him up! Please don’t
call him up! You can’t! It's too awful. (She runs over and jerks
the bottom half of the phome away from Meg. Meg stands, hold-
ing the receiver.)

MEG. Babe! (Babe slams ber balf of the phone into the refriger-
ator.)

BABE. I just can’t tell some stranger all about my personal
life. I just can't. A

MEG. Well, hell, Babe; you're the one who said you wanted
to live.

BABE. Thac's right. I did. (She takes the phone ous of the refrig-
erator and bands it 10 Meg.) Here's the other part of the phone.
(Babe moves to sit as the kitchen table. Meg takes the phone
back to the counter. Babe, as she fishes a lemon out of ber
glass and begins sucking on it.) Meg.

MEG. What?

BABE. I called the bakery. They're gonna have Lenny’s cake
ready first thing tomorrow morning. That's the earliest they
can getit.

MEG. All right.

BABE. I told them to write on it, "Happy Birthday Lenny—A
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Day Late.” That sound okay?
MEG. (At the pbone.) It sounds nice.

BABE. I ordered up the very largest size cake they have. I

told them chocolate cake with white ici : ]
she'll like thae? e icing and red crim. Think

MEG. als 5 , .
like it. (Dialing on the phone)) Yeah, I'm sure she will. She'll
BABE. I'm hoping,.

BLACKOUT

END OF ACTI
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