ANN. (Putting ber arms around bim.) Oh, Chris, I'ye o

s long, long time! y sy
cxus. Then he's gone f'orcvcr. You're sure,

ANN. I almost got married two years ago.

CHEE. « = & Why didn't y0u>

ANN. You started to write tome , . (Slight pasuse.)

cHris. You felt something that far back ?

ANN. Every day since!

cHRis. Ann, why didn’t you let me know?

ANN. I was waiting for you, Chris. Till then you never weoee. And
when you did, what did you say? You sure can be ambiguoys you
know.

CHRIS. (He looks towards house, then at her, trembling.) Give p,
akiss, Ann. Givemea . . , (They kiss.) God, I kissed you, Annje
I'’kissed Annie. How long, how long I've been waiting to kiss yoy!
ANN. I'll never forgive you. Why did you wait all these years? Al|
I've done is sit and wonder if I was crazy for thinking of you,
CHRIS. Annie, we're going to live now! I'm going to make you s
happy. (He kisses her, but without their bodies touching.)
ANN. (A little embarrassed.) Not like that you're not.

CHRIs. I kissed you . . .

ANN. Like Larry’s brother. Do it like you, Chris. (He breaks auay
from her abruptly.) What is it, Chris ?

CHRIS. Let’s drive some place . . . I want to be alone with you.
ANN. No . . . what is it, Chris, your mother?

CHRis. No . . . nothing like that . . |

ANN. Then what’s wrong? .
something ashamed.

CHRis. Yes. I suppose I have been. Bur it's going from me.
ANN. You've got to tell me—
CHRIS. I don’t know how to start. (He takes her hand. He ol
quietly, factually as first.)

ANN. It wouldn't work this way. (Slight pause.)

CHRIS, It’s all mixed up with so many other things. . - -
member, overseas, I was in command of a company’
ANN. Yeah, sure.

CHRIS. Well, I lost them.

ANN. How many?
CHRIS. Just about al|.
ANN. Oh, gee!

CHRIS. It takes a lictle time to toss thar off. Because B
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- . Even in your letters, there wa$.
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one time it'd been raining several days and

en, For instance,

Of « ka I
jl.ll' l‘ﬂl ame 10 M€, and gave me his last pair »Il ry socks ”utllhrim
(h“ id ¢ That's “"ly a Little 'I""H it e s the
in my p> kﬂi had, They didn’t die | they killed themselves for each
kind“f guy* ;\ﬂl rlmll)'. a licele more selfish and they'd ‘ve been
othet l"'"l;\:,d I got an idea~watching them go down l’.w-,y
here "“hy' np destroyed, see, but it seemed 1o me that one new
thing WA w’:z A kind of . . . responsibility, Man for man, You
s Wi MAC "
ghing *** To show that, to bring that on to the earth again

)

3[;n(l mec | i

u:dﬂmnc kind of a monument and everyone would feel it stand
lke

: ind him, and it would make a difference to him.
ing (:':;C'A::{h:]r:m I came home and it was incredible. I . . . there
(Pau o'mcﬂnmg in it here; the whole thing to them was a kind ‘of
w.l_’l:n accident. I went to work with Dad, and that rat-race again.
;fgh . . . what you said . . . ashamed somehow. Because no-
body was changed at all. It seemed to make suckers out of a lot of
guys. | felt wrong to be alive, to open the bank-book, to drive the
new car, to sce the new refrigerator. 1 mean you can take those
things out of a war, but when you drive that car you've got to know
that it came out of the love a man can have for 2 man, you've got
to be a little better because of that, Otherwise what you have is
really loot, and there's blood on it. I didn’t want to take any of it.
And I guess that included you.

ANN. And you still feel that way?
CHRIS. | want you now, Annie.
ANN. Because you mustn’t feel that way any more. Because
have a right to whatever you have. Everything, Chris, understand
that? To me, 100 . . . And the money, there’s nothing wrong in
your money. Your father put hundreds of planes in the air, you
$hould be proud, A man should be paid for that . . .
CHRis. Oh Annie, Annie . . . I'm going to make a fortune for you!
RELLER. (Offstage.) Hello . . . Yes, Sure.
gj‘-xfjagbmg softly.) What'll 1 do with a forrune . . .2 (They

‘ “ELLER enters from house.)
Tb::l,} '(Tbnmbing loward house.) Hey, Ann, your brother . . .
‘hn P apart shyly. KBLLER comes down, and wryly . . .)
s th“r L'-bOI D ?
\ el 4
All fi.gh(t, :ﬁ,:iihﬁm away, knowing the kidding will be endless.)

B e e

re's mtlh::l:: ?told me it was Labor Day. (Looks around.)
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