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EMILY 
(Defensive.) I’m not mad at you. (Dreading to face the issue.) But, since you ask 
me, I might as well say is right out, George – (turns to him, catches sight of 
TEACHER, who has passed above to their right.) Oh goodbye, Mrs. Corcoran. 
(Faces down again. Then finding it hard to say) I don’t like the whole change 
that’s come over you in the last year. (She glances at him.) I’m sorry if that hurts 
your feelings; but I’ve just got to – tell the truth and shame the devil. 
(Facing mostly out, on the verge of tears.) Well up to a year ago, I used to like 
you a lot. And I used to watch you while you did everything – because we’d been 
friends so long. And then you began spending all your time at baseball. (She 
bites the word.) And you never stopped to speak to anyone anymore – not to 
really speak – not even to your own family, you didn’t. And George, it’s a fact – 
ever since you’ve been elected Captain, you’ve got awful stuck up and conceited, 
and all the girls say so. And it hurts me to hear ‘em say it; but I got to agree with 
‘em a little, because it’s true. I always expect a man to be perfect and I think he 
should be. (All innocence, yet firm.) Well, my father is. And as far as I can see, 
your father is. There’s no reason on earth why you shouldn’t be too. 
But you might as well know right now that I’m not perfect – It’s not easy for a girl 
to be perfect as a man, because, well, we girls are more – nervous. Now, I’m 
sorry I said all that about you. I don’t know what made me say it....Now I can see 
it’s not true at all. And I suddenly feel that it’s not important, anyway.  
	


