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ACTI1I

The lights go #p on the bitchen. 1t it later that evening
on the same day. Meg's suiscase bas been moved upstass.
Babe's saxophone has been taken out of the case and put
together. Babe and Barneste are sitting o the k_#cben tab{e.
Barnette is writing and se-checking notes with explosive
insensity. Babe, who bas changed into & casual shift, st
eating a bowl of oatmedl, slowly.

BARNETTE. (To bimself.) Mmm-huh! Yes!- 1 see, 1 see} Well‘.
we can work on that! And of course, this is mere conjecture:
Difficuls, if not impossible, to prove. Ha! Yes. Yes, indeed. In-
deed— ‘
BABE. Sure you don’t want any oatmeal? '
BARNETTE. What? Oh, no. No, thank you. Let's see, ah, where
were we?
BABE. I just shot Zackery. . o
BARNETTE. (Looking at bis notes.) Right. Correct. You've just
ulled the trigger. _
%ABE. Tel.llffe, do you think Willie Jay can stay out of all this?
BARNETTE. Believe me, it is in our interest 1O keep him as
far out of this as possible.
BABE. Good. ‘ i
BARNETTE. (Throughout the following, Barnette stays ghe
to Babe's every word.) All right, you've just shot one Zackery
Botrelle, as a 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 1 went out int0 the kitchen and made up 2 pitcher

of lemonade.
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BARNETTE. Lemonade?

BABE. Yes, 1 was dying of chirst. My mouth was just as dry
as a bone,

BARNETTE. So in order to quench this raging thirst that was
choking you dry and preventing any possibility of you uttering
intelligible sounds or phrases, you went out o the kitchen and
made up a pitcher of lemonade?

BABE. Right. I made it just the way I like it with lots of sugar
and lots of lemon—about ten lemons in all. Then I added two
trays of ice and stirred it up with my wooden stirring spoon.
BARNETTE. Than what?

BABE. Then I drank three glasses, one right after the other.
They were large glasses, about this tall. Then suddenly, my
stomach kind of swoll all up. I guess what caused it was all
that sour lemon.

BARNETTE. Could be.

BABE. Then what I did was...I wiped my mouth off with the
back of my hand, like this. .. (She demonstrates.)

BARNETTE. Hmmm.

BABE. I did it to clear off all those little beads of water that
had sertled there.

BARNETTE. Isee.

BABE. Then I called out to Zackery. I said, “Zackery, I've made
some lemonade. Can you use a glass?”

BARNETTE. Did he answer? Did you hear an answer?

BABE. No. He didn't answer.

BARNETTE. So, what'd you do?

BABE. I poured him a glass anyway and took it out to him.
BARNETTE. You took it out to the living room?

BABE. I did. And there he was; lying on the rug. He was looking
up at me trying to speak words. 1 said, “What? ... Lemonade?
" You don't want it? Would you like a Coke instead?” Then
1 got the idea, he was telling me to call on the phone for medica!
help. So 1 got on the phone and called up the hospital. 1 gave
my name and address and I told them my husband was shot
and he was lying on the rug and there was plenty of blood.
(Babe pauses & minute, as Barnette works frantically on hbis
notes.) 1 guess that's gonna look kinda bad.
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BARNETTE. What?
BABE. Me fixing that lemonade, before I called the hospital.
BARNETTE. Well, not. .. necessarily.
BABE. 1 tell you, I think the reason I made up the lemonade,
I mean besides the fact that my mouth was bone dry, was that
I was afraid to call the authorities. I was afraid. I—I really
think I was afraid they would see that I had tried to shoot Zack-
ery, in fact, that I had shot him, and they would accuse me
of possible murder and send me away to jail.
BARNETTE. Well, that's 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.) You just keep filling
in as much detailed information as you can about those incidents
on the medical reports. That’s all you need to think about. Don't
you worry, Mrs. Botrelle, we're going to have a 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;
buc my real name’s Becky.
BARNETTE. All right, Becky. (Barneite 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 to a boarding school.
BABE. Gosh, you sure do look familiar. You sure do.
BARNETTE. Well, [—I doubt you'll remember, but I did meet
you once.
BABE. You did? When?
BARNETTE. At the Christmas bazaar, year before last. You
were selling cakes and cookies and . . . candy.
BABE. Oh, yes! You bought the orange pound cake!
BARNETTE. Right.
BABE. Of course, and then we talked for a while. We talked
about the Christmas angel.
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BARNETTE. You do remember,

BABE. | re ber i i
- arerzgz. er 1t very well. You were even thinner then
BARNETTE. Well, I'm sur rised, I i
5 L | i
(B The phone begins 1o ring.) 4 RS,
ABE. (As she goes 10 answer the is is qui
; : phone.) This is quite inci-
dence! Don't you think i is? Why, it's almOstz ﬂu;em;;?e
answers the phone,) Hello...Oh, hello, Lucille...Ohn ile is?
s I?h, he does?...Okay. Oh, Lucille, wait! Ha, Dog come
¢k to the house? ... Oh, | see...Okay. Okay. (After a brief
pause.) Hello, Zackery? How are you doing?...Uh huh
uh huh...oh, I'm sorry ... Please, don't scream...uh huh'...'
uh huh. ., You want what? ... No, I can't come up there now'
MeWeIl, for or:; thing, I don't even have the car. Lenny and
& are up at the hospital right now, visitin with Ol
daddy . . .!What? -« - Oh, really? . O, rea?ly? ‘ i
g0t me za lawyer that's over here right now, and he ildi
. : s build
me up a solid defense! ... Wair just a minute, I'll see. (T!:: Bl:f
nefée.} He wants 1o alk to you. He says he's 8ot some blackening
evidence that's gonna convict me of attempting to murder hj
on the first degree! oo
:AIC}NE'ITE. (Disgustedly) Oh, bluff! He's bluffing! Here
an} me the phone, (He takes the phone and becomes suddents,
[C'oo and suave.) Hello, this s Mr. Barnette Lloyd speakin, )
; rx}nJ Mrsd . - . ah, Becky's attorney . . . Why, cercainly, Mr. Bc?-
relle, I'd be more than glad to check out any pertinent informa-
tion that you may have . Fine, then I'll be right on over. Good
bye. (He hangs up the phone.) - -
BABE. Whart did he say?
B3
H:*:i{il:EISI E. He‘ Wants me to come see him at the hospital this
8. Says he's gor some sort of evidence. Sounds highly
"USPECE to me., s
BABE. Ocoh! Didn't you j is voi
. just hate his voice? Doesn’
;:1: };\nls;t ;;;ful voice! I just hate! I can’t bear to hear 1'ets!n ks
“:’\ ) Whi? Well, now—now, wait. Wajr just a minute,
WARNETTE. I have a solution. From now on I'l] handle all com.-

Hllllllcﬂtloﬂs be een y u P
w O two. YOU Pea
" <can Slmpl l‘efuse to s k
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BABE. All right—1I will. I'll do tha,

BARNETTE. (Starting to pack his briefcase) Well, I'd better
get over there and see just what he's 8ot up his sleeve,

BABE. (Afrer 4 panse.) Barnette.

BARNETTE. Yes?

BABE. What's the personal vendetta about? You know, the one
you have to settle with Zackery.

BARNETTE. Ob, it's—it's complicated. It's a very complicated
matter,

BABE. I see.

BARNETTE. The major thing he did was to ruin my father's
life. He took away his job, his home, his health, his respectability,
[ don’t like to talk abour it.

BABE. I'm sorry. I just wanted to say—I hope you win jt. 1
hope you win your vendetta.

BARNETTE. Thank you.

BABE. I think it's an important thing that a person could wir
a life long vendetta.

BARNETTE. Yes. Well, I'd 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. (Barnette exits, Babe looks around
the room for a moment, then goes over 10 her white sustcase
and opens it up, She takes out her pink bair curlers and a brush,
She begins brushing her hair.) Goodbye, Becky. Goodbye, Bar-
nette. Goodbye, Becky. Oooh. i : =,

» shewggd o go by the g0 and pick some things
up. I don’t know what,
BABE. Well, how’s Old

LENNY. (A4 she g
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E ] . It's Meg! | j i i

gy €g! I could just weing her neck! I could just
BARE. Why? Wha'd she do?

NN She lied! She sat iq that hospital room and s eles

- el [T s[
lied to § d Granddaddy. She went d i A
stories sl y. on and on telling fich unerye
BABE. Wel what? What did she say?
acr \f f.or one thing she said she we goana have
. >\ record coNing out with her icture ongfh ing
Pineapples under - m tree, P o e coves e

BABE. enn i g i
7 l.s?Well, gosh) Y, maybe she is! Fon'e you think she
A verygatternoon and told me
how all that she's doneghis whole yglr ;
ol ol i Whole yglir is work as a clerk for
BABE. Oh, shoot. I'm disapRointec
- And then she goeQor sa 4 i
0 B O say that she'll be
on the “Johany Carson Show M two weeks' time, Twaﬁpv?cl:knsg'
time! Why, Old Granddaddy# %ot 2 TV set right in his room
Imagine what a letdown it's gonnatpe, .
BABE. Why, mercy me.
LENNY, (Sbm@ng thef coffeepor W) Oh, and she twld him
the feason she didn't yff the cioney I sent her t0 come home
Smsun:ls.wa; that gfe was right in R middle of making »
uge multi-million-gBliar motion o; ture ¥n j
i picture $ad was just under too
BABE. My word
_LENn .N Y. S'I'he ovie's coming out this SpringQlIt's called, “Sing-
‘08 1n a Shod Factory.” Bue she onl all leading
—not 2 largdleading role, it o =
'!iABE. ( Mghing.) For heaven's sake—
.E 'm sizzling, Ok, I just can't help j¢! I'm sizng!
[hfLBE. Sometimes Meg does such smngepthings. ) i
:..I:N - (Slowly, as she picks up the opened box o birthday

BYBE, (Hesitanrly,) Meg. -
’ NNY My one birthday preseat, and look what she does! Why
the's taken one litde bice out of each piece and then juse § :
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