gw@ Well, not if you keep living your life as Old Onwnmﬁ_wmm.w.m
nursegnaid—

BABEX Meg, shut up!

MEG. I'can’t help it! I just know that the reason ygd stopped
seeing Eww.....B»D from Memphis was because of Old Granddaddy.
LENNY. What—Babe didn’t tell you the rest of :%\ story—
MEG. Oh, she said it was something abour your §hrunken ovary.
BABE. Meg!!® i

LENNY. Babe!!, 4
BABE. I just mentioned it! 7
MEG. But I don’t believe a word of that story!

LENNY. Oh, I don’t care what yousbelieve! It’s so easy for
you—you always w»%a.. men falling i love with you! But I have
this underdeveloped dyary and I fan't have children and my
hair is falling out in the comb—'so what man can love me?!
What man’s gonna love me?  #

MEG. A lot of men! % 7/

BABE. Yeah, a lot! A whole ét!

MEG. Old Granddaddy’s SWM,:Q one who seems to think other-
LENNY. 'Cause he moﬁm.n .ﬂwwﬁ to see me hurt! He doesn’t
want to see me rejected and humiliated.

MEG. Oh, come on s@mw\. Lenny, ‘don’t be so pathetic! God, you
make me angry évﬁw% you just stand there looking so pathetic!
Just tell me, did you really ask Ew.,.Bm: from Memphis? Did
you actually ask that'man from Memphjs all about it?
LENNY. Am&aﬁ»\w apart.) No; 1 didn't. I didn’t. Because I i
just didn't want Em: not to want me—

MEG. Hmn:v\]\.m

LENNY. Am@m\mﬁa.v Don’t talk to me atymore! Don’t talk to
me! I thinkd'm gonna vomit—I just hope %

7
7

wise. ;

all this doesn’t cause
me to 405@w (Lenny exits up the stairs so v?«&ﬂ

MEG. »mm\m_ See! She didn't even ask him about her stupid ovary!
She A_M,ﬁm.n broke it all off 'cause of Old Granddaddy! What a jackass
foqlt

BABE. Oh, Meg, shut up! Why do you _..S<m/~ make Lenny
cry? 1 just hate it when you make Lenny cry! (Babe runs up
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the y.lv/hnﬁmmﬁ_ Oh, Lenny—

ez

goes to get a cigareité und..

. takes a lomg sigh and
asr—smoking and drinking
bourbon. There 7 a knock at the bac eg starts. She
er hair out of her Jasosamiingges 10 answerthe.door.

125 Dog,)

DOC. Hello, Meggy.

MEG. Well, Doc. Well, it's Doc.

DOC. (After a pause.) You're home, Meggy.

W&w@. Yeah; I've come home. I've come on home to see abour
abe.

DOC. And how's Babe?

MEG. Oh, fine. Well, fair. She’s fair. (Doc nods.) Hey, do you

want a drink?

DOC. Whatcha gor?

MEG. Bourbon,

DOC. Oh, don't tell me Lenny’s stocking bourbon.

MEG. Well, no. I've been to the store. (Meg gets him a glass

and pours them each a drink, They click glasses.) So, how's

your wife?

DOC. She’s fine.

MEG. I hear ya got two kids.

DOC. Yeah. Yeah, I got two kids.

MEG. A boy and a girl,

DOC. That’s right, Meggy, a boy and a girl.

MEG. That's what you always said you wanted, wasn’t it? A

boy and a girl.

DOC. Is that what I said?

MEG. I don't know. I thought it's what you said. (They finish

their drinks in silence.)

DOC. Whose cot?

MEG. Lenny's. She's taken to sleeping in the kitchen.

DOC. Ah. Where is Lenny?

MEG. She’s in the upstairs room. I made her cry. Babe's up

there seeing to her.

DOC. How'd you make her cry?

MEG. I don't know. Eating her birthday candy; talking on about
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her boyfriend from Memphis. I don’t know. I'm upset about
it. She’s got 2 lot on her. Why can’t I keep my mouth shur?
DOC. I don’t know, Meggy. Maybe it’s because you dont want
to.

MEG. Maybe. (They smile at each other. Meg pours each of
them another drink.)

DOC. Well, it’s been a long rime.

MEG. It has been a long time.

DOC. Let's see—when was the last time we saw each other?
MEG. I can’t quite recall.

DOC. Wasn't it in Biloxi?

MEG. Ah, Biloxi. I believe so.

DOC. And wasn’t there a—a hurricane going on at the time?
MEG. Was there? .
DOC. Yes, there was, one hell of a hurricane. Camille, I believe
they called it. Hurricane Camille. .

MEG. Yes, now I remember. It was a beautiful hurricane. .
DOC. We had a time down there. We had quite a time. Drinking
vodka, eating oysters on the half shell, dancing all night long.
And the wind was blowing.

MEG. Oh, God, was it blowing.

DOC. Goddamn, was it blowing.

MEG. There never has been such a2 wind blowing.

DOC. Oh, God, Meggy. Oh, God.

MEG. I know, Doc. It was my fault to leave you. I was crazy.
I thoughr I was choking. I felt choked!

DOC. I fel like a fool.

MEG. No.

DOC. I just kept on wondering why. .
MEG. I don’t know why ...'Cause I didn't want to care. I don't
know. 1 did care though. I did.

DOC. (After a pause.) Ah, hell—(He pours them both another
drink.) Are you still singing those sad songs?

MEG. No.

DOC. Why not? .
MEG. I don’t know, Doc. Things got worse for me. After a while,

I just couldn’t sing anymore. I tell you, I had one hell of a
time over Christmas.
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DOC. What do you mean?
MEG. I went nuts. I went insane. Ended up in L.A. County Hos-
pital. Psychiatric ward.

DOC. Hell. A, hell, Meggy. What happened?

MEG. T don't really know. I couldn’t sing anymore; so I lost
my job. And I had a bad toothache. I has this incredibly painful
toothache. For days I had it, but I wouldn’t do anything about
it. I just stayed inside my apartment. All 1 could do was sit
around in chairs, chewing on my fingers. Then one afternoon
I ran screaming out of the apartment with all my money and
jewelry and valuables and tried to stuff it all into one of those
March of Dimes collection boxes. That was when they nabbed
me. Sad story. Meg goes mad. (Doc stares at her for a long
moment. He pours them both another drink.)

DOC. (After quite a panse.) There’s a moon out.

MEG. Is there?

DOC. Wanna go uke a ride in my truck and look out at the
moon?

MEG. I don't know, Doc. I don't wanna start up. Itll be too
hard, if we start up.

DOC. Who says we're gonna start up? We're just gonna look
at the moon. For one night just you and me are gonna go for
a ride in the country and look out at the moon.

MEG. One night?

DOC. Right.

MEG. Look out at the moon?

DOC. You got it.

MEG. Well...all right. (She gets up.)

DOC. Better take your coat. (He belps her into her coar.) And
the bottle— (He takes the bortle. Meg picks up the glasses.) For-
get the glasses—

MEG. (Langhing.) Yeah—forget the glasses. Forget the god-
damn glasses. (Meg shuts off the kitchen lights, leaving the
kitchen lit by only ¢ dim light over the kitchen sink. Meg and,
Doc leave. After a moment, Babe comes down the stairs in he

slip.)

BABE. Meg—Meg? (She stands for a moment in the moonlight
wearing only a slip. She sees her saxophone then moves to pick
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