SAMMY. You certainly look nice, That's i

FLIRT. Isn't it cute! lyhelped her pick it :u:.e ?C::: u;::,;:ludu"'
hold of Flirt’s arm and prevents her from taking over) Ouc{ﬂhkea
SAMMY. Gee! I didn't expect you to be . . . like you are ]_l

« -+ well, Punky told me you were a friend of Flirts .0 Im ©an
naturally thought you'd be . . . well, kind of like Flirt is, Altholu!t
Flirt is a very nice girl. I didn’t mean to imply anything a a'.l
her. But . . . you're very nice, too, in a different way, s
REENIE. (Sull a litile distrustful) Thank you . . ,
SAMMY. Would you call me Sammy?

REENIE. Sammy.

SAMMY. And may I call you Reenie?

REENIE. I guess so.

SAMMY. It’s awfully nice of you to let me take you to the party,
I know just how a girl feels, going out with some crazy guy she
doesn’t even know.

REENIE. Oh . . . that’s all right. After all, you don’t know any.
thing about me, either.

SAMMY. You know, I've never been to many parties, have you?
REENIE. Not many.

SAMMY. I always worry that maybe people aren’t going to like
me when I go to a party. Isn’t that crazy? Do you ever get kind
of a sick feeling in the pit of your stomach when you dread things?
Gee, I wouldn’t want to miss a party for anything, But every time
I go to one, I have to reason with myself to keep from feeling that
the whole world’s against me. See, I’ve spent almost my whole life
in military academies. My mother doesn’t have a place for me,
where she lives. She . . . she just doesn’t know what else to do with
me. But you mustn’t misunderstand about my mother. She's really
a very lovely person. I guess every boy thinks his mother is Vﬂ
beautiful, but my mother really is. She tells me in every letter
writes how sorry she is that we can’t be together more, but .
has to think of her work. One time we were together, though
met me in San Francisco once, and we were together forn
whole days. Just like we were sweethearts. It was the most W‘i’u
ful time 1 ever had. And then I had to go back to the 01:_“; ol s
academy. Every time I walk into the barracks, I get f'“
depressed feeling. It's got hard stone walls. Pictures ©
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. Il over . . . oh, they’re very fi

gk?nd of hard-boiled and stern . .n? yg::ti‘::en, b
Cora and LO“I:G :"Gﬂ«d to-ged.wr, li&lcnins to Sammj’:tmt I l'nea.n‘

therly €Xpressions. Flirt is bored, Punky i half peech wigh
o a sudden, audible yawn thq ‘“k?P- and
gives now @ § 4 t startles everyone) W I
gee! | guess I've bored you enough, telling you ahout myself ell,
CORA and LOTTIE. Oh, no. You haven't either, :
FLIRT. (Impatient to get to the party) Come on, kids. Let’s hurry,
SAMMY. (Tenderly to Reenie) Are you ready?

COR;;.I éz!‘s' though fearing Reenie might bolt and run) Reenie?
REENIE. Yes.

SAMMY. May I help you into your wrap? (The word wrap is a
false glorification of her Sunday coat, which he offers her, helping
her into it)

REENIE. Thank you.

CORA. (Whispering to Lottie) 1 wish I could have bought her
one of those little fur jackets like Flirt is wearing.

FLIRT. Stand up straight, Punky, and say good night to every:
one. (Punky tries again, but remains inarticula'ze) e
CORA. (Assuming that Punky said good night) Good night,
Punky. Tell your mother hello for me.

FLIRT. Very pleased to have met you, Mr. and
night, Mrs. Flood.

EORA. Good night, Flirt. ;

OTTIE and MORRIS. Good night. ?
SONNY. (Pulling at Sammy’s coat tails) Do you have (¢ €2
SAMMY. I'm afraid I do, Sonny. oaal
SONNY. Can I go, too? Please? Can I goy moment and
SAMMY. Gee, I don’t know. (He thinks & on Sonny can’t °°n";
sults Flirt and Punky) Hey, is there any ;c::hat a great time
;‘:hs? I promise to look after ];im. '{‘hm

Ve, (Flirt and Punky look dubious) ranted ¢ -
NNY. (Takes his welcome im’"’dm:fl{ {?r; ggoinl to the PtV

{hout the room joyously) Goody: 8°°%Y ¢ going If

R’Efﬁins to the party. 'm B0

» 2 ther' Il'ﬂ b)’ ﬂwif
E. (Running to Cora’s ”-fel:av{k:o b bothered

ut lheY all

Mrs. Lacey. Good

mybrm;:.oo' Other girls don
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