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THE GROOM SAID NO! 

THE GROOM SAID NO! 
By Ruth and Nathan Hale 

 
CAST OF CHARACTERS 

(4 MEN, 7 WOMEN) 
 
COSTUMING: The costuming is so everyday that each director may use 
her own judgment. 
 
MRS. INEZ CAMERON ..............Mother, forty-three or thereabouts. Her 

hair is dark gray. Mrs. Cameron rules her 
household because it has always been 
easier to give her, her way than to check 
her tears. (140 lines) 

 
PATTY CAMERON .....................Daughter, age fourteen. Only member of 

family with sufficient backbone to put up 
a good scrap. (81 lines) 

 
VIRGIE CAMERON ....................Daughter, age sixteen. Definitely 

anybody’s pushover until her idol, Clara, 
goes down in defeat. In the last scene, 
she finally shows promise of having 
some spunk. (34 lines) 

 
STEVE CAMERON .....................Son, age twenty-three. Very recently 

returned Marine. Brave in battle but 
pretty much at loss to know how to 
handle his family. (Out of uniform.) (175 
lines) 

 
MR. WILL CAMERON ...............Father, age forty-five. Moderately easy-

going, keen sense of humor. Gray hair. 
(38 lines) 

 
MRS. SORENSON........................Fifty, fat, and forceful. Minds 

everybody’s business but her own. Her 
hair is gray. (20 lines) 

 
WILLIE WILLIAMS ...................Age nineteen. Virgie’s boy friend. Loves 

two things – food and Virgie. (42 lines) 
 
MARY ALICE SMITH ................The girl next door. Pigtails if possible. 

(33 lines) 
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BY RUTH AND NATHAN HALE 

 
CLARA CURTIS ..........................Age twenty. The girl Steve left behind. 

Pretty, but slightly hippy. The aggressive 
type who has definitely made up her 
mind to marry – and now. (80 lines) 

 
LT. SHIRLEY ANDERSON ........Age twenty-three. Attractive navy nurse. 

. . Steve’s present hearth-throb. May be 
in or out of uniform. (70 lines) 

 
ED SMITH.....................................Age twenty-three and every inch an 

athlete, with definite ideas which he 
expresses loudly if not grammatically. 
(13 lines) 

 
THE PLACE 

 
The Cameron living room, the left end of which serves also as a dinette. 
 

THE TIME 
 
ACT I – Two o’clock in the afternoon. Midsummer. 
 
ACT II – Three days later; eleven o’clock in the morning. 
 
ACT III – Twenty minutes later. 
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THE GROOM SAID NO! 

ACT ONE 
 
As the curtain opens, the attractive interior of the Cameron living 
room is revealed. It is a bright, cheery room, and appointed with 
comfort and taste. Up left is a small stairway leading upstairs to the 
bedrooms. Right of it in the upstage wall is a door leading into the 
kitchen. Right center is a door leading to the front porch. Down left is 
a china closet or buffet. Right of it is a dining table with four straight 
chairs. Down right is a large easy chair. Up right are a divan and 
narrow table, holding a fern or potted plant. Up center is a telephone 
stand, holding a telephone, and a small chair. An attractive rug is on 
the floor, and pictures are on the walls. 
 
Discovered on stage are Mother Cameron and Patty, who have been 
busy setting the table for lunch. Everything is ready, and Mother is 
arranging the table centerpiece, while Patty is getting an extra glass 
from the cabinet. Virgie enters through the kitchen door with a dish of 
pickles which she brings toward the table. 
 
MOTHER: No, not those pickles, Virgie, the dills. Stevie always liked 

dills the best. (Virgie returns to kitchen for dills) 
PATTY: (Crossing to the table with the glass) You know, I think that 

was the silliest thing to do, making him go to bed the minute he got 
home. 

MOTHER: (Quickly) Shh! Patty. Keep that voice down. First thing you 
know he’ll be hearing you. 

PATTY: (At left center) What if he does? I’ll betcha he thought it was 
silly, too. Two whole years since we’ve seen him and then the 
minute he sticks his head in the door, you say, “Why Steve, my, 
but you look tired! You’re going right upstairs this minute and lie 
down.” And you drag him up there and the rest of us just stand 
here gaping after him like he was a man that had come for the 
furniture or something. Even Daddy didn’t get a chance to say 
more than, “Hello.” 

MOTHER: (Working with the flowers again) We’ve got to be awfully 
careful with him. He’s been sick, you know that. 
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PATTY: (Crossing right, throwing herself on divan) He looks O.K. to 
me. 

VIRGIE: (Entering with dills, placing them left of table) Oh, but he 
looked so utterly weary. Mother, did you notice his eyes – just like 
he was too tired to even focus them? Sort of like he was in a 
dream, wasn’t it? 

MOTHER: (Placing handkerchief to nose) I noticed. I couldn’t help but 
notice. 

PATTY: Oh nuts! He looked plenty tough to me. I’ll bet he could lick a 
dozen men right this minute if he had to. 

MOTHER: (Crossing to Patty) Never, never mention anything about 
fighting or war or anything that will remind him of what he’s been 
through. You know how many times we’ve been over this? I 
haven’t had a chance to tell your father about Mrs. Sorenson’s 
phone call, but I hope he gets back before Stevie comes down so I 
can caution him again, too. 

VIRGIE: (Still fussing at table, shrugging shoulders) He’d just laugh 
the whole thing off like he did that letter. 

PATTY: (Doubling knees under her) Well, why shouldn’t he? The 
letter said Steve had been hit in the leg, not in the head. 

VIRGIE: (Crossing to china closet for spoon) Oh, stop quoting Daddy. 
You don’t know a thing about it. 

PATTY: (Leaning over end of divan) Well, I can read can’t I? And it 
didn’t come right out and say he was a psy- , - a psy- 

VIRGIE: Psycho-neurotic. But it didn’t say to be careful with him – 
and why else would we have to be careful with him if he wasn’t? 
Mother, how did Mrs. Sorenson find out about the hospital where 
Steve was? 

MOTHER: (Crossing upstage and picking dead leaves from fern) She 
called her sister long distance, and she said that hospital 
specializes almost entirely in mental cases. Oh, there isn’t a 
question in her mind what his trouble was. We’ll have to be 
awfully, awfully careful. 
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THE GROOM SAID NO! 

VIRGIE: (Placing spoon on table; very dreamy-eyed) Oh, I know. I’ve 
read a lot about psycho-neurotics. They live in a world all their 
own, you know, and you must never startle them or force them into 
anything or remind them of anything because if you do they just 
move right into their own little world for good. 

PATTY: (Disgustedly) If you’re going to act like that around him, he 
probably will. 

MOTHER: (Sighing and sitting in chair, center back) Poor Clara. This 
is going to be so hard for her. 

VIRGIE: (Leaning on stair railing up left) What did you tell her over 
the phone? 

MOTHER: (Picking up knitting from table, center back) I told her to 
drop in this afternoon very casually and to be sure to treat him just 
like he’d never been away. Oh, but she’s counted on his coming 
home so much, and now it looks like she’ll have to wait for 
goodness knows how long. 

PATTY: (Lying flat on back) Never mind. She can make herself 
another quilt. She’s made just thirteen of ‘em. 

MOTHER: (Indignantly) She’s made only twelve. The last one is just a 
spread. 

VIRGIE: (Sitting on stairs) You know, I think she feels kind of hurt. 
Steve didn’t write her very often the last two months. In fact, hardly 
at all. 

MOTHER: Well, little wonder in his condition. 
PATTY: He wrote us. 
MOTHER: (Glancing right) Patty, I think that’s your father driving in. 

Go tell him to come in just as soon as he can. I simply must tell 
him what Mrs. Sorenson said before Steve comes down. 

VIRGIE: (Rising, looking upstairs) Steve’s up now, Mother. I can hear 
him. 

PATTY: (At outside door) Daddy’s coming right in. 
MOTHER: (Flustered; taking her chair to place behind table) Oh dear, 

I won’t have time to speak to your father. Now remember you girls, 
don’t ask Steve any questions about the Army, about his future 
plans, about anything. Just remember to act perfectly normal. Just 
like he’d never been away. 
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VIRGIE: (Crossing to Patty who is standing center back, staring 
upstairs) Patty, don’t stare so. For goodness sakes! 

PATTY: But I’ve never seen one before – (Steve enters on stairs) 
MOTHER: Well, Son, you certainly look rested. How in the world did 

you waken right on the dot of two o’clock? I mean . . . (Very 
fussed) . . . we’re all ready. I mean everything’s on, and here’s 
your old place. You’ll sit right here. (Pulls out chair upstage of 
table) And – 

STEVE: (Stands behind chair) Thanks, Mom. 
FATHER: (Entering front door, right, crosses to right of table) So you 

had a nap, huh, Steve? (Tosses hat on divan) Bet you didn’t get 
many naps in the afternoon when you were in the Marines, did – 

MOTHER: (Breaking in) Father, sit down. (Mother sits behind table, 
up left) All of you come on now. I know Steve is starved to death. 

FATHER: (Sitting right end of table) I say – I guess you didn’t have a 
chance to have many naps in –  

VIRGIE: (Breaking in) Come on, Pat. (Sits left of table. Pat sits up 
front, back to audience) 

FATHER: I say, Steve, I guess you – 
MOTHER: (Breaking in quickly) Have a roll, Will. 
FATHER: Sure. Here, pass them to Steve. I guess you didn’t have 

many meals like this when you were. . . . 
MOTHER: (Determined that war must not be mentioned) Stevie, did I 

ever write you about Martin Runstead? You know they took him to 
the hosp – (Realizes she’s picked the worst possible subject) Oh 
dear – 

FATHER: (Helping himself to salad which he passes on) That so? 
Sorry to hear that. 

MOTHER: (Quickly, hoping to close the subject) Oh, well he’s fine 
now, just fine. Have some of these dills, Steve. You always liked 
dills. (Passing dish to Steve) 

FATHER: Yep, that’s too bad about Martin. Why, I heard that one 
morning, right after breakfast, he went to the medicine cabinet, 
took out – 

MOTHER: (Loudly) It’s hot – it’s really hot, isn’t it? 
FATHER: (Looking at Mother a little queerly) Did you notice the heat 

much down on the islands, Steve? 
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VIRGIE: (Quickly coming to the rescue) The Old Mill Dance Hall 
burned down, Steve. (Everyone continues eating throughout 
scene) 

FATHER: (Taking with mouth full) Yeh, they think Martin Runstead 
did it. You see, it happened the night before he slashed his wrists. 
He’d been a little queer in his mind for – 

MOTHER: (Almost shouting) Virgie, run down in the basement and 
get some choke cherry jelly. You just love choke cherry jelly, don’t 
you, Steve? 

VIRGIE: (Jumping up, shouting like a twelve year old boy playing 
baseball) I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it! (Exits into kitchen) 

FATHER: Say, what in the world’s the matter with you women? You 
haven’t given Steve a chance to get a word in edgewise. And you 
haven’t let me finish one darn thing I’ve started to say. Just 
because he hasn’t heard any female chatter for three years is no 
reason you have to overdo now. Steve, how does it feel to be 
home? 

MOTHER: (Coming in fast) Why, it feels fine, of course, Will. 
FATHER: (Impatiently) Inez, let him speak for himself! When he got in 

here an hour ago you rushed him up to bed as if he had a 
temperature of 104, and now you’re answering everything for him 
as if he didn’t have a mind of his own. 

PATTY: You have though, haven’t you, Steve? Just because you’re a 
psy – 

MOTHER: (Really shouting) Patty! Pass the butter. 
FATHER: (Slamming knife and fork on table, very loudly) Steve, how 

do you like to be home? 
STEVE: (Hesitantly) Why – I like it fine. Yeh, it’s fine. I’m a little 

bewildered with everything, but – 
FATHER: (Loudly) You’re bewildered? 
MOTHER: (Pointedly, ignoring Father) Son, do you realize you’ve 

been home almost two hours and haven’t asked one thing about 
Clara? 

FATHER: Good grief, how could he? 
MOTHER: I don’t know what she’s going to think about it. She’s 

counted so much on your coming home. 
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VIRGIE: (Entering with jelly; sitting at table again) I think she really 
thought you’d call on her first. She’s taken her curlers out before 
noon now for a whole month. 

MOTHER: She’s the sweetest thing – hasn’t changed one bit. 
PATTY: (Reaching for jelly) She has, too. She’s got fat. 
MOTHER: Fat? She has not. She’s matured a little, naturally. 

Everyone matures a little as they grow older. She’s just right now, 
just the way a woman ought to look. 

PATTY: She’s hippy. She’s been sitting down too much. All she does 
is sit and crochet all day. 

MOTHER: Why, she has hardly anything with crocheting on. Just 
those three pair of pillow slips and that medallion spread. Oh, a 
few little odds and ends, of course, but most of her things are 
either cut work or have knitted lace on. 

VIRGIE: She crocheted a table cover, Mother. Don’t you remember 
she said that made sixteen table covers she had now with 
napkins. 

MOTHER: (Passing rolls to Steve again) I tell you, Stevie, you won’t 
have to buy a thing. She’s just made everything. 

FATHER: Everything but money. 
MOTHER: Well, why in the world should she go to work? After all, 

she had to think of getting ready for her future with Steve. 
PATTY: (Mouth full) Maybe so, but Hortense Johnson never, never 

would have got a man if she hadn’t gone to work. 
MOTHER: Clara didn’t have to go to work to get a man. She’s already 

got Stevie. (Patting Steve as though he were a three-year-old) I 
knew you’d want to see her just as soon as you could, so I phoned 
her and told her you were home. She’ll probably be dropping in 
any minute now. We’ll hurry through lunch so you two can be 
alone. That’s what you’d like, isn’t it, Stevie? 

STEVE: (Looking like a small boy who knows he’s been asked to take 
castor oil with no chance of getting out of it) What? 

MOTHER: To be alone with Clara? 
STEVE: Why? 
MOTHER: Why does any man want to be alone with his girl? 
STEVE: (Gloomily) I don’t know. Why does he? 
PATTY: Mom, I thought you said not to force psycho-ronortics. 
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MOTHER: (Forcefully) Patty, eat your lunch. 
FATHER: Force what? 
PATTY: Psycho-ronortics. It’s a – a –  
MOTHER: (Breaking in) It’s nothing, Will. Stevie, Virgie has a beau, a 

boy friend. 
VIRGIE: (Blushing) Oh Mother, I do not. He just drops in every now 

and then. 
FATHER: And always at meal time. I wonder how he ever missed this 

one. 
MOTHER: Well, goodness, Will, you certainly don’t begrudge the boy 

the little food he eats here. You know he’s trying to build himself 
up. 

FATHER: If eating can do it, he’ll be a star athlete! That guy can eat 
more than a dozen men, but skinny – he looks like a freshly 
plucked crane! What keeps him like that is more than I can figure. 
(Doorbell rings) 

MOTHER: (Rising quickly) Oh good heavens, it must be Clara. We 
can have our desert later. (Dripping with sentiment) Let’s clear out 
and leave them alone. (Going to door) 

FATHER: Don’t be so soft, Inez. They’ve got the next seventy years 
to be alone. Right now, I’m going to have my pie. 

MOTHER: (At outside door) Why, come on in, Mrs. Sorenson. 
(Everyone rises) 

MRS. SORENSON: (Who wouldn’t be embarrassed if she walked in 
to find them bathing) Oh, you’re eating. I shan’t stay a minute. 
Now, don’t get up. I only called to welcome home this fine stalwart 
son of yours. Isn’t it a thrill to have our heroes come back. I mean 
our  sons – well, it’s certainly a thrill to have them back. I mean to 
have them – 

FATHER: (Plate in hand, finishing his food) I’d always heard from you 
women folks it was quite an ordeal. 

MRS. SORENSON: Oh, I’ll bet you haven’t finished eating yet. 
MOTHER: Oh, yes, we’re quite through. (Patty, glaring, displeased, 

begins to stack dishes. Virgie dutifully begins to help) 
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MRS. SORENSON: (Rushing to Steve who has stepped right of 
table) Oh, you mustn’t stand up. Goodness no, sit down. 
(Dragging him to divan) Sit here. (Standing to right of him with 
attitude of a general giving orders) You mustn’t tire yourself. 
Whatever you do, you mustn’t tire yourself. 

STEVE: Well – I –  
MRS. SORENSON: (Forcing him down on divan) There. And don’t 

force yourself to talk. Remember whatever you do, never force 
yourself to talk. 

FATHER: It wouldn’t call for as much force as taking Iwo Jima. 
MRS. SORENSON: (Pointing finger at Father) Oh! You never should 

have said that. Oh, that’s why it’s going to be so hard, so very, 
very hard on our dear, dear boys. People are so careless. They 
just don’t think. 

FATHER: (Setting plate on table with bang) Steve, how would you 
like to come out and look the old place over? 

STEVE: Why, I’d . . .  
MRS. SORENSON: (Interrupting quickly) Now don’t say yes unless 

you want to. That’s the main thing you’ve got to understand. Never 
let anyone talk you into anything unless you really and earnestly 
want to do it. Remember, it’s dangerous. 

FATHER: (Crossing to outside door) Yeh, the rabbits might claw him 
to pieces. (Motioning to Steve) Come on, Steve. (Exit Father. 
Steve follows with grateful sigh) 

MRS. SORENSON: (Sitting on divan. Speaking as though the case 
were entirely hopeless) My dear, you’re really going to have a time 
of it, aren’t you? 

MOTHER: (Sitting in easy chair, left) I’ll be so happy once he’s 
adjusted again. 

MRS. SORENSON: (Oozing with pity) Well, don’t build your hopes 
too high. It takes years, I’ve heard, before some of them get back 
to normal. Others never do.  

 
Patty and Virgie are stalling at table in order to listen 
 
MOTHER: Oh, I won’t let myself believe he’s that bad. A day or two 

and I really believe he’ll be all right again. 
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MRS. SORENSON: (Reaching out and patting Mother’s hand as one 
does in time of bereavement) You’ve got to be brave, dear, and 
face the facts. He’s awfully hesitant, isn’t he? Did you notice how 
he couldn’t make up his mind over just that simple little thing? 

PATTY: How could he with all of you yelling at him? 
MOTHER: (Quickly) Patty, you and Virgie start on the dishes. 
PATTY: But we haven’t had our – 
MOTHER: (Firmly) Right now, Patty! (Girls exit with dishes) 
MRS. SORENSON: (Leaning forward) It’s very obvious that he’s 

becoming seclusive. You know they use the shock treatment for 
that. It’s really quite simple. Anyone can do it. They use electricity 
or insulin. You know, my sister’s husband is a diabetic. He couldn’t 
live without insulin. He always has a lot on hand. I tell you, I’ll stop 
by and get a bottle or two from him and his hypo and we’ll go to 
work on your son. It’s probably exactly what he needs. 

MOTHER: (Protesting) Oh, I wouldn’t dare; not without a doctor’s 
order. I’m sure that all that’s really wrong is just that he’s slightly 
bewildered. You know, the change and all. 

MRS. SORENSON: (Rattling on effervescently) Bewildered? Oh dear, 
that’s bad. You have to use far more drastic methods with that 
particular type. You see, I know all about these things. I have a 
friend in the State Hospital and I visit her every opportunity I get. 
It’s really very fascinating the cases you run into down there. You 
know, I always chat with them all, make myself just like one of 
them. You’d be surprised the things I’ve unearthed. (Patty enters 
for more dishes; stalling again at table) There’s one patient – she 
killed her husband. She told me all about it. And guess what she 
used? Just an ordinary table knife, and you know she’s just as 
proud of that as she can be. Well, they’ve tried the shock 
treatment with her but – 

PATTY: (Curiously) How did she get it in him? 
MOTHER: (Sharply) Patty, I thought I told you to do the dishes. 
PATTY: Well, I am. (Starting for kitchen door – taking only a few 

dishes so that she can return) But you couldn’t kill a kitten with our 
knives. 

MOTHER: Patty, go on out. (Patty exits) 
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MRS. SORENSON: (Lightly) Children are such morbid little dears, 
aren’t they? (Rattling on again) No, the shock treatment didn’t do a 
bit of good for Lucy, that’s her name, so they’re going to try 
prolonged sleep therapy. And I really do think that is probably your 
best bet with your boy. (Patty enters again, going to table) You get 
enough sleeping pills and sediatives to put him to sleep for two 
weeks – 

PATTY: But Mother’s already made him sleep half the afternoon, and 
he didn’t like it at all. 

MRS. SORENSON: (Turning to Patty) You want your brother to be 
normal again, don’t you? 

PATTY: (Knowingly) Looks like he isn’t going to have much chance. 
MOTHER: (Rising) It’s very thoughtful of you, Mrs. Sorenson, but we 

wouldn’t dream of doing anything without our physician’s advice. 
MRS. SORENSON: (Rising in all her dignity) Well, so that’s the way 

you feel. I was merely passing on to you the facts about cases like 
his that I’ve picked up. Of course, if you’d rather go to the expense 
and humiliation of calling a doctor in, go right ahead, but I certainly 
don’t envy you. And another thing, until you do get in touch with a 
doctor, I’d be awfully, awfully careful. My dear, watch out for the 
little things. You’ve already said he’s bewildered and it’s very 
obvious he’s hesitant, and I’ll bet you anything the next thing you’ll 
notice is some startling reaction. I’m warning you because I want 
you to be on your guard. You have to. You have other members in 
your family, you know. (Doorbell rings. Mother starts for door; Mrs. 
Sorenson crosses in front of Mother, stands in doorway) Well, I’ll 
run along. I’ve brought you these magazines and pamphlets and I 
want you to read up on a few things. (Hands them to Mother and 
exits. Patty exits with dishes) 

MOTHER: (As she looks out door) Oh hello, Willie, come on in. 
WILLIE: (Entering, looking out door at Mrs. Sorenson) She gets 

around a lot, doesn’t she? 
MOTHER: (Crossing at table) Yes, Willie, I suppose so. 
WILLIE: (Standing at the door, right) She was at our place this 

morning. She thinks Vitamin B2 plus wheat germ is what I need. 
She says that will build anybody up. Do you think it will? 

MOTHER: (Absently folding tablecloth) I’m sure I don’t know, Willie. 
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WILLIE: (Crossing center right) Gosh, have you eaten already? 
MOTHER: Yes, Willie, all but the pie. You see – 
WILLIE: (Enthusiastically) What kind you got? 
MOTHER: Cocoanut Cream. 
WILLIE: I just adore it. It’s very fattening. I think I ought to eat as 

much of it as I can, don’t you? 
MOTHER: Yes, Willie. (Enters Virgie. Mother exits into kitchen) 
VIRGIE: (Crossing to Willie) Hello, Willie. 
WILLIE: (Sniffing) Hello, Virgie. You smell wonderful. 
VIRGIE: I just took a pie out of the oven. Did you know Steve was 

home? 
WILLIE: (Crossing in front of Virgie to kitchen door to sniff air) 

Nothing in all the world smells that good. Is he very thin? 
VIRGIE: No, Willie, he looks fine. 
WILLIE: (Coming back to upstage side of table. Sitting straddle of 

chair. Virgie sits on divan, takes up fancy work from table) 
Speaking of looking fine, I think I got quite a nice build now, 
myself, don’t you? 

VIRGIE: (Absently) You’re picking up, Willie. 
MOTHER: (Entering from kitchen) You haven’t finished out there, 

Virgie. 
WILLIE: Do you need any help of any kind, Virgie? I’ll be awful glad 

to do anything I can to help you. 
VIRGIE: (Rising, placing work on table) Come on, then, but I’m 

almost through with the dishes. (Exits into kitchen) 
WILLIE: (Rising. With great meaning) Maybe there’re some little odds 

and ends I can clean up. (Exits) 
MOTHER: (Who has crossed to phone and dialed). Hello, Rachel? 

Has Clara left yet? (Clara enters right) Oh, never mind. She’s just 
this minute coming in. (Hanging up) Well, hello, Clara, I was 
beginning to wonder if you were coming. 

CLARA: (Crossing center. Speaking in her usual bossy voice) Well, 
where is he? Am I going to tell him a thing or two! You’d think I 
was just a casual acquaintance instead of the girl he’s going to 
marry. What’s all this hush stuff you were trying to tell me over the 
phone about his being sick, or something? What does he act like? 
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MOTHER: (Sits on divan. Clara sits beside her) Well to tell the truth, I 
really think he’s all right. You know, I think it was nothing but Mrs. 
Sorenson getting me all stirred up that started me imagining 
things. Why, she’s practically got Steve in a padded cell for the 
rest of his life. And she hasn’t a thing to base it on except that I 
said he acted a little hesitant. 

CLARA: (The woman who moves mountains) Well, I’ll soon take that 
out of him. All he needs is someone to manage him. 

MOTHER: (Doubtfully) Well, she said he shouldn’t be forced into 
anything. 

CLARA: Nonsense, he’s used to being forced. Anyway, I’m certainly 
not going to sit around for a whole year while he mopes. I’ve got 
everything ready, you know that. 

MOTHER: And I just know Stevie will be crazy over your things, 
especially the cut work. 

CLARA: (Rising, crossing to china closet; picks up apple and starts 
eating) No, sir, I’m not going to wait around. I want to get married 
so I can start to eat normally again. (Chewing vigorously on apple) 

MOTHER: (Rising) Well, let’s go out and find Stevie. (Crossing to 
front door) His father’s probably taken him up to see his 
boysenberries. You know, everytime another berry ripens, he has 
to have the whole family up there to see it. 

CLARA: (Looking up left) Is Virgie in the kitchen? 
MOTHER: Yes. 
CLARA: (Going up left) Let’s go out that way, then. I want to ask her 

if she got that new doily pattern from Frances. (Exits into kitchen, 
Mother following her) 

MARY ALICE: (Entering front door) Hello, Mrs. Cameron. 
MOTHER: (Stopping) Hello, Mary Alice. 
MARY ALICE: Do you care if I color some more in Patty’s books? 
MOTHER: No, Mary Alice, it’s alright, it’s right there in that bottom 

drawer. (Points to china closet) Help yourself, we’re going outside 
for a minute. (Exits into kitchen) 

MARY ALICE: (Getting book) O.K. I’ve got to do all the kittens over. I 
painted them yellow and they’re not. They’re black.  
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Sits at table left and begins to color. Steve enters through front door, 
crosses to divan 
 
STEVE: (Looking at Mary Alice curiously) Hello. 
MARY ALICE: Hello. 
STEVE: Who are you? 
MARY ALICE: Mary Alice Smith. 
STEVE: (Sitting on divan) Where do you live? 
MARY ALICE: With my Mommy and my Daddy. 
STEVE: Oh, you’re the people who bought the Anderson place. 
MARY ALICE: We sure got stung, too. 
STEVE: You did? 
MARY ALICE: Yeh, that old Mr. Anderson sure sold us a junk heap of 

a place. 
STEVE: (Amused) Is it that bad? 
MARY ALICE: Never buy anything when prices are high or you’ll be 

sorry. Why, we got mice and everything. 
STEVE: (Trying hard not to smile) Is that so? 
MARY ALICE: (Getting off chair and crossing over to Steve) And 

Mamma thinks we got bad bed bugs upstairs. Something bit me 
right here. (Pointing to spot just above her knee) See. 

STEVE: That’s bad. 
MARY ALICE: (Examining him carefully) You don’t look very sick to 

me. 
STEVE: I’m not. 
MARY ALICE: Yes, you are. You know that lady with the fat 

stomach? And – and big mouth? 
STEVE: (Smiling) That talks a lot? 
MARY ALICE: (Sitting and tucking her feet under her) Unhuh. Well, 

she’s over to our house. And she said you were sure a pitiful sight. 
STEVE: Encouraging old gal, isn’t she? 
MARY ALICE: She said just to look in your eyes made her want to 

cry. 
STEVE: (Lightly) The movie heroes have nothing on me. 
MARY ALICE: She says she just knows you’ll never be the same 

again. 
STEVE: (Shrugging) Not if I have to live around her. 
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MARY ALICE: But you are all right, aren’t you? 
STEVE: (Cautiously) Can you keep a secret? 
MARY ALICE: Unhuh. 
STEVE: Cross your heart? 
MARY ALICE: (Crosses heart) Cross my heart. 
STEVE: I’m O.K. But don’t tell anybody. 
MARY ALICE: (Puzzled) Why? 
STEVE: I’m getting a kick out of letting them think I lost my marbles. 
PATTY: (Entering from kitchen) Hello, Mary Alice. 
MARY ALICE: Toby’s kittens are black. (Crossing to table and 

starting on book again) 
PATTY: (Leaning on chair by table to watch Mary Alice) Did you see 

them? 
MARY ALICE: (Working with crayons) Unhuh. It seems awful to me 

how a yellow cat could have black kittens. Do you think if I washed 
them they’d turn yellow? 

PATTY: Never wash a cat, Mary Alice. They take spit baths. 
MARY ALICE: That’s what Mommy gives me when she sees 

somebody coming up the walk. 
STEVE: Pat, did I get any mail today? 
PATTY: (Crossing and sitting on arm of divan) Nope. We won’t have 

to write you anymore, will we? 
STEVE: (Earnestly) I liked your letters, Pat. Most of the time you were 

the only one who wrote what I wanted to hear. 
PATTY: They were kind of messy, weren’t they? Teacher said I wrote 

uphill worse than anyone in the room. 
STEVE: (Smiling) The fellows used to get a kick out of them. 

Especially, when you sent me Virgie’s old pink sweater and asked 
me to trade it off to some native woman for a grass skirt. 

PATTY: (Laughing) Well, don’t tell Virgie. She still doesn’t know what 
happened to that sweater. 

STEVE: I won’t squeal on you, kid. 
PATTY: Why didn’t you like what others wrote? 
STEVE: (Stretching out on divan) They didn’t write me much news. 

Oh, occasionally, Dad would write and tell me about his berries. 
PATTY: But they wrote pages and pages. What did they tell you? 
STEVE: Mostly what I had to do when I got home. 
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PATTY: You mean about you marrying Clara, don’t you? 
STEVE: They’ve certainly set their heart on it, haven’t they? 
PATTY: Everything is all arranged. She’s even bought the wedding 

invitations and she’s got her dress. It’s that shiny white stuff. I think 
it makes her look fat but everybody else says she’s just darling in 
it. 

STEVE: Yeh, yeh, I can just hear them. 
PATTY: They think they’ll have your wedding a week from Friday. 
STEVE: (Sarcastically) Oh, they do? 
PATTY: (Crossing to table again to see how Mary Alice is doing) 

Clara’s folks have had their house all done over for the reception. 
Beatrice Potter and the two Wallace girls are going to be 
bridesmaids. 

STEVE: (Lightly) Who’s going to be the groom? 
PATTY: Don’t be silly. You can’t get out of it. She’s part of the family. 

Why, Mom doesn’t make a move without taking Clara along, and 
Virgie’s getting exactly like her. Virg used to be a pretty good kid. 
She’d go swimming and everything. Now all she wants to do is 
crochet. (Crossing to chair, up center, and dropping in it) I’ll bet 
you never catch me doing it, not if she is going to be my sister-in-
law. 

STEVE: (Plopping over on stomach in order to face Patty) Just 
between you and me, Pat, she’s not. 

PATTY: (Frowning) But how will you get out of it? 
STEVE: I don’t know yet. 
PATTY: (Curiously) Aren’t you in love with her anymore? 
STEVE: I don’t think I ever was, Pat. She just anchored on to me 

back in high school somewhere and – 
PATTY: I know. She’s like a wood tick, isn’t she? 
MARY ALICE: (Still occupied with crayons) I got bit by a tick when I 

was up the canyon – right here. (Bending head to show back of 
neck) See! And Daddy put gasoline on him and he backed out. 

STEVE: (Smiling) Thanks, kid, that’s an idea. 
PATTY: (Sprawling crosswise in chair) Don’t you ever want to get 

married? 
STEVE: (Hesitating) Well – not to Clara. 
PATTY: (Eyes twinkling) Oh, so you’ve fallen in love with a native! 
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STEVE: Yeh, one with a big ring in her nose. 
PATTY: Well, don’t tell the folks about it or they’ll think you’re more of 

a psycho-na – whatever you call it, than you are. 
STEVE: (Nodding) I thought that was why all the hush-hush stuff at 

the table. Where did they get that idea? 
PATTY: Oh, from old Mrs. Sorenson, along with that letter from the 

hospital telling them to be careful with you. But they’re all crazy. I 
know there’s nothing wrong with you. 

MARY ALICE: Mrs. Sorenson says he’ll never be the same again. 
PATTY: Mary Alice, you’d better go on home. You can have that old 

paint book. Your mother wants you, I think. 
MARY ALICE: (Rising, gathering up book) I’ve got only half the 

kittens turned black. There’re so many of them in here. (Crossing 
left) 

PATTY: Well, turn the rest of them black at home. Now, scram! 
(Reaching out, giving Mary Alice a little spank to help her on her 
way) 

MARY ALICE: Goodbye. (Exits) 
PATTY: (With finality) Goodbye. Gee, I’m sorry I said what I did. I 

wouldn’t want to make you feel bad for anything. 
STEVE: (Sitting up) You’ve made me feel fine, Pat, just fine. 
PATTY: (Looking out front door) Gee, here come Mom and Clara. 

(Rising, crossing to kitchen) You’re in for it now. I’m going 
swimming. I’ll bet you wish you were. 

STEVE: You’re not kiddin’. 
MOTHER: (Entering front door) Well, here he is at last. We’ve been 

all over the place looking for you. (Calling out of door) Here he is, 
Clara. (Steve rises, looking very ill at ease) 

CLARA: (Entering front door, very aggressively) Well, for heaven’s 
sakes, it’s about time I found you. (Rushes to him, grasping his 
arm) Well, aren’t you glad to see me? 

MOTHER: (Tittering) Of course, he is. He could hardly wait. (Starting 
left) Well, I guess I’d better leave you two alone. 

STEVE: (Desperately) Mom! Mom! You better stay. We don’t mind, 
do we, Clara? 
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CLARA: (Shrugging) Well, of course, I’m not bashful if you’re not. 
Come on, Steve, sit down here beside me. (Possessively pulling 
him down onto divan) There. Isn’t this just the way you always 
dreamed we’d be? Only, of course, in a little home of our own. 
(Sighs) 

MOTHER: (Running over with sentiment; crossing and sitting on other 
side of Steve) Won’t it be wonderful, though? I can’t think of 
anything I’d love more than just to see the two of you finally 
married and settled. (Steve begins tugging at collar) 

CLARA: And don’t think we’ve just been sitting around while you’ve 
been gone, either. Why, we’ve all been working night and day to 
get things ready. You’ll be surprised when you see what we’ve 
already got towards our home. 

MOTHER: You won’t have to buy much of anything. 
CLARA: And Father’s giving us that lot on the corner right next to our 

place. 
MOTHER: (Patting Steve on knee) And what’s more, he says you can 

move right in with them until you can build. Isn’t that wonderful, 
Stevie? 

STEVE: (Beginning to sweat) Huh? – Oh, yeh. 
CLARA: Lots of girls have just gone crazy chasing all over the 

country working in factories and hospitals, but I knew you’d just 
rather I’d keep sweet and womanly and wait for you. 

MOTHER: (Happily) We thought about a week from Friday wouldn’t 
be too soon for the wedding. That’ll be a good date, don’t you 
think, Stevie? 

20 

DO
 N

OT
 C

OP
Y



BY RUTH AND NATHAN HALE 

STEVE: (Realizing if he doesn’t stall them off now he’ll be married to 
the wrong woman before he knows it. A wild look comes into his 
eyes; he springs up, rushes down right and crouches on 
downstage side of easy chair, looking upward with great fear) 
Listen! They’re coming! Get down, you two. You fools, get down or 
they’ll blow you to bits! Get your guns up there. Now, let them 
have it! (Maneuvering arm and making a noise like a machine gun) 
Hey! What’s the matter with you? You’re yellow! That’s what, 
you’re yellow! You’re afraid! Get down! Down! Do you hear? 
(Mother and Clara fearfully get to their knees in front of divan) 
Now, get your guns up! Do you hear? Get them up or I’ll turn this 
one on you. (Does so, threateningly) They’re coming back! Now, 
let ‘em have it! Blast the buzzards! Let ‘em go, fellers! Let’ em 
have it! (All three raise arms and make noise like machine gun. 
Mother and Clara are not enjoying this in the least) They’ve got 
me! (Very dramatically, as one actually shot, he falls on floor. 
Sprawling position. Weakly.) They’ve got me. (Fakes a nice pass 
out) 

MOTHER: (Kneeling beside him) Oh Steve, Steve dear! Quick, Clara, 
get Dr. White on the phone. Oh dear! (Clara starts for phone, then 
stops as Steve starts up) 

STEVE: (Acting very dazed and bewildered) What happened? Where 
am I? What did I do, pull a faint on you? (Getting up and weakly 
sinking into easy chair) 

MOTHER: (On verge of tears) Oh, Steve, you – you – Oh, tell him, 
Clara. Oh, but maybe you shouldn’t. I don’t know if he ought to 
know. 

CLARA: (Her strong old self again) Well, I certainly will tell him. Then 
he can get hold of himself. I surely don’t want to go through that 
again. (To Steve, angrily) You had us all down on the floor 
shooting machine guns. 

STEVE: (With a great sigh) Oh, so I’ve started that again, have I? 
(Shaking head) That’s bad. They told me I was all over that. Yeh, 
that’s bad. 

MOTHER: (Leaning over him on left, and whimpering) Oh, poor 
Stevie. 
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CLARA: (Right of divan, quizzically) You mean you don’t even know 
when these spells are coming on? They – they just come anytime? 

STEVE: (Faking great depression) Yeh. Yeh, it’s bad, I guess, the 
way I act. 

CLARA: (Strongly) It certainly is. You practically scared us to death. 
STEVE: (Melodramatically) Well, I guess there’s only one thing to do, 

and that’s to go on back to the hospital. Those nurses there seem 
to know just what to do when the fellows start in these spells. They 
can usually ward them off. 

MOTHER: (Sniffling) Oh Stevie! I just can’t let you go back! 
CLARA: (Positively; folding her arms like a general going to battle) 

Well, I should say not! We’ll take care of you here. Just tell me 
what they do, and I’ll take car of you. I’ll move right in with your 
family and never leave you for a minute night or day. 

STEVE: (Realizes he’s got to work fast) But I can’t tell you. How do I 
know what they did? 

MOTHER: Well, we’ll call in Dr. White. He’ll know. 
STEVE: (Fighting desperately) Oh, for the love of Pete. He wouldn’t 

know any more than you would. He’s no psychiatrist. (Acting 
depressed again) Naw, I’ll have to go back. 

MOTHER: Say, do you think it would be possible to get one of those 
nurses who took care of you to come and stay for a awhile until we 
learn how to handle you ourselves? 

STEVE: (Trying to be casual) Ummm, might be. Kind of irregular, but 
the one in our ward who used to know the most about it is having 
a leave before long. Maybe she could jump it up a week or two 
and come on out here. Just might be. 

MOTHER: (Hoping desperately) Oh, if she only could. 
STEVE: Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll send her a wire. Her name’s 

Anderson. Lt. Shirley Anderson. I’ll get Dad to drive me down town 
and I’ll get it off right away. (Rises, crossing to door) 

MOTHER: (Sinking into divan; clenching hands in relief) Oh Stevie, if 
she can only come. It will be such a relief. 

STEVE: (With double meaning) Yeh, it sure will! 
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CLARA: And we’ll have her stay just a day. That’s all we’ll need her. 
(Steve’s face begins to drop) Just long enough for me to get the 
hang of the thing, and then (Crossing to Steve and possessively 
holding his hand) I’ll take the best care of my little Stevie the rest 
of his life.  

 
Steve sinks back into the easy chair overcome by this turn of events 
as Clara continues holding and patting his hand, and there is a quick 
curtain. 
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