PAUL. (Moving to her.) Maybe we haven't got to our time yet?
8 'u ' E m BILLIE. We did, too. And you dropped the ball.
pAUL. Don't be so sure.

BILLIE. | £now. I've had lots of fellas and 1 Aaven’t had lots of
fellas. If you know what I mean.

PAUL. Yes.

BILLIE. (Rising, crossing L.c.) But I sure never thought I'd go
through a thing like this for anybody!

PAUL. Like what?

piLLiE. Like gettin’ all mixed up in my head. Wondering and
worrying and thinking—stuff like that. You know last night I
went to bed and I started in thinking and I couldn’t get to sleep
for ten minutes! . . . and I don't know if it's good to find out so
much so quick! (Crosses L. to sofa and sits.)

PAUL. (Crossing L. to ber.) What the hell, Billie! Nobody's born
smart. You know what's the stupidest thing on earth? An infant.
BILLIE. What've you got against babies all of a sudden?

PAUL. Nothing. I've got nothing against a brain three weeks old
and empty. But when it hangs around for thirty years without ab-
sorbing anything, I began to think something’s the matter with it
BILLIE. (Rising, deeply offended.) What makes you think I'm
thirty ?

PAUL. (Retreating.) 1 didn't mean you, especially.

BILLIE. (Crossing L. and around back of sofa, angrily.) Oh yes,
you did.

PAUL. I swear.

BILLIE. You certainly know how to get me sore.

PAUL. (Crossing up 40 U.R. corner of sofa.) I'm sorry.

BILLIE. (Crossing to him, boiling.) Thicty! Do 1 look thirty to you?
PAUL. No.

BILLIE. (Face to face.) Then what'd you say it for?

pauL. | don’t know. (A short pause.) How old are you?
BiLLIE. Twenty-nine! (They look at each other. PAUL smiles. SHE
responds, reluctantly. HE bends down, kisses her cheek.)

PAUL. Don't stop. (SHE moves into an embrace.) 1 meant, don’t
stop studying.

BILLIE. Oh. (Crosses L. back of sofato D.L.}

paUL. Will you?

BILLIE. (Crossing D.L. around fromt of sofa.) 1 don’t know why
it's so important to you.

I PAUL. . . . sort of a cause. I want everybody to be smart. As smart
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as they can be. A world full of ignorant people is too dangerous to
live in. '

pILLIE. (Sitting.) 1 know, that's why I wish I was doin’ better.
PAUL. You're doing wonderfully.

srLLIE. Yeah, but it’s just no use. I bet most people would laugh at
me if they knew what I was tryin' to.

PAUL. I'm not laughing.

siLLE. 1 am. I'm sort of laughin’ at myself. (Her throat clenches.)
Who do I think I a7 anyway?

PAUL, What's the matter?

BILLIE. (In tears.) All them books!

PAUL. (Crossing L. 1o sofa, sitting beside HER.) 1t isn't only books,
Billie. I've told you a hundred times.

BILLIE. It's mostly.

pauL. Not at all. Listen, who said this? “The proper study of
mankind is man .”

BILLIE. (Gaining control.) 1 don’t know.

PAUL. You should.

BILLIE. Why?

PAUL. I've told you.

BILLIE. I forgot.

paUL. Pope.

BiLLIE. The Pope? ,

pAUL. No, not the Pope. Alexander Pope.

BILLIE. ""The proper study of "

PAUL. mankind is man.”

BILLIE. "—rmankind is man.” Of course, that means womenkind,
too?

PAUL. Yes. )

BILLIE., (Impatiently.) Yes, I know.

pauL. Don’t worry about books so much. (sHE blows her nose.
The tears end.)

BiLLie, 1 been studying different mankind lately. The ones you
told me? Jane Addams last week, and this week Tom Paine. And
then all by myself I got to thinkin" about Harry. Like he works so
hard to get what he wants. For instance. But he doesn’t know what
he wants.

PAUL. More of what he’s got, probably.

BILLIE. Money.

PAUL. Money, more people to push around, money.
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BiLLIE. Well, he's not so bad as you think he is.

PAUL. I know. He's got a brain of gold. (Sound of key in door.
BROCK comes in.)

BROCK. Hello.

pauL. Hello, Harry. We were just talking about you.

BROCK. (Removing bat and coat and putting them on chair L. of
door.) Yeah? Well, that ain't what I pay ya for. (Goes to chair R.
of door, looks through mail, selects large envelope.) She knows
enough about me. Too much, in fact. (Crossing to chair L. of
desk.) Ed here?

BILLIE. No.

BROCK. God damn it! He's supposed to meet me. (PAUL and
BILLIE watch a5 HE sits and takes off bis shoes.)

PAUL, (T BILLIE.) What did you find out about Tom Paine?
BILLIE. Well, he was quite a fella.

PAUL. Where was he born, do you remember?

BILLIE. London? No. Or England. Some place like that.

BROCK. What d'you mean London or England? It's the same thing.
BILLIE. It is?

BrROCK. London is i# England. It's a city, London. England's a
whole country.

BILLIE. [ forgot.

BROCK. (To pAUL.) Honest to God, boy! You got some patience!
PAUL. Take it easy.

BROCK. How can anybody get so dumb?

PAUL., We can't all know everything, Harry,

BILLIE. (To BROCK.) Who's Tom Paine, for instance?

BROCK. What?

BILLIE. You heard me. Tom Paine?

BROCK. What the hell do I care who he is?

BILLIE. ] know.

BROCK. So what? If T wanted to know who he is so I'd know
who he is. I just don't care. (To PAUL.) Go ahead. Don't let me
butt in.

pAUL. (To BILLIE.) Which of his books did you like best?
BILLIE. Well, I didn't read by him, yet—only abost him.

PAUL. Oh.

BILLIE. But I made a list of
1able.) : .
BROCK. (Interrupting suddenly.) Who's Rabbit Maranville?
BILLIE, (Turning quickly.) Who?
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