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VOICE. What is your name, dear?

MYRA. Lassic. What's yours?

VOICE, What are we here for, Myrtle dear?

MYRA. (Leering.) We just may open a house of ill-repute. Pve
always wanted to be 2 madam.

VOICE. Not “we,” dear. You. (Behind ber, two village women
enler and stand watching ber. They are neighbors, Mrs. Cora
Gump and Mrs. Reba Harper, both carrying baskets, They look
at each other, puzzled, as they listen to Myra.). What kind of
book are you writing, dear?

MYRA. (Leering.) Pornographic.

VOICE. Are you going to let anything distract you?

MYRA. (Flippantly.) Oh, just the usual everyday preoccupations.
Sex—dope—liquor—incest. You name it, Il try it. (Mrs. Harper
lurns and raps on the door. Myra whirls and stares at them.)
REBA. We rang but no one answered.

CORA. But we heard voices.

VOICE. Sorry about that—dear.

MYRA. Oh. Oh, I was practicing my Spanish lesson. (Shuts off
sel.) Buenos dias.

REBA. We’re the Hospitality Ladies.

CORA. I'm Cora Gump. I live catty-cornered from you on Pussy-
willow,

REBA. And I'm Reba Harper. Pm behind you. On Coolidge.
CORA. Clara Thrupp was coming, too, but she ate a bad oyster.
MYRA. Well, won’t you come in? (Tbhey shake bands.) I'm Mrs.
—wait a minute—Mrs. Durdle. Myrtle,

REBA. (Stares at Myra. Then to Cora) Cora—who does her
voice remind you of?

CORA. Not only that—they look alike.

REBA. They could be sistets.

CORA. It’s uncanny.

REBA. Mrs. Durdle, do you know who you look like?

MYRA. Everybody.

REBA. My daughter’s music teacher.

MYRA. A woman, I hope.

CORA. Oh, a lovely person. Tone deaf.

REBA. We've brought you a Hospitality basket.

CORA. Just some basic things.
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REBA. Sugar, salt, eggs, bread and butter, and a copy of The
Reader's Digest.

CORA. (Takes jar from basket.) And a jar of tomatoes 1 put-up
last summer.

MYRA, Oh, I adore tomatoes. (Repeats “tub-may-loes” as they
pronounced it.) 1 can’t wait to grow my own,

CORA. It was a bad year for tomatoes. You know—cut worms—
mealy bugs—aphids—white fly—black spot and blossom rot. 1 cut
out the rotten parts. (Sits.)

MYRA. I know Pl enjoy them.

CORA. Just something to welcome you and your husband to
Beaver Haven.

MYRA. (Indicates door.) Oh, that isn’t my husband. He's an old
friend from California helping me to get settled.

REBA. But you’re married, aren’t you?

MYRA. Divorced. 5
REBA. Any children? '
MYRA. No. (Proudly.) Though I almost adopted one once.

REBA. Well, we certainly hope you like Beaver Haven. It’s 2

lovely place. No crime. No scandal. (Sits.)

CORA. Except for the Becker boy.

REBA. Cora—we don’t talk about that.

MYRA. Who's the Becker boy? (Sits.)

REBA. Oh, a farmer’s son. (Jo Cora.) Cora, why did you mention

that? Mrs. Durdle will get the wrong impression of our morals,

MYRA. What did the Becker boy do?

REBA. Oh, you know how little boys are.

MYRA. No. I don’t. How are they?

REBA. Well, being raised on a farm—you can guess.

CORA. (Whispers.) With an animal.

REBA. Cora!

CORA. Well, he tried to!

MYRA. You mean? . . .

REBA. The whole family are atheists. What could you cxpect?

MYRA. (Beams.) What kind of an animal?

CORA. A turkey.

REBA. Cora! It was not a turkey. [ went to the trial.

CORA. Willa Mae Wilcox said it was a turkey.

REBA. They didn’t even raise turkeys.

CORA. Well, if it wasn’t a turkey, what was it then?
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REBA. I am not going to say. The Beckers have suffered enough. 570f
. (Apprebensively.) Does the Becker boy live close to me?

ot anymore. He grew up and joined the navy.

nd a good thing.

decent community. You don’t even have to lock your

CORA., Lovely woman.
REBA. Mad as a hatter. Did you notice the first house on the left
as you turned off Coolidge?\With the purple shutters? And gera-
niums in milkcans?

MYRA. With a plaster dwarf in the front yard on a toadstool?
CORA. That’s Willa Mae,

REBA. I wouldn’t be too friendly with her, if I were you.
CORA. You can say that again.

MYRA. Why not? \

REBA. Well, I don’t like to gossip. LY

CORA. She’ll find out anyhow. N\

REBA. Oh, well. Are you Pisces?

MYRA. Why? Oh. No, 'm Gemini, Why? N

REBA. She hates anyone who’s Pisces. I¥’s an obsession with her.
MYRA. Why-? \'\

CORA. Her husband was Pisces. \
MYRA. What'd he do to her? N\

REBA, Well, I don’t like to gossip. AN

CORA. It's what she did to him!

MYRA. What'd she do?

REBA. Do you believe in such things as witches?

MYRA. 'm one myself,

REBA. | mean real witches. The kind that cast evil spells.

CORA. And stick pins in their enemies to make them die.

REBA. They don’t stick pins in their enemies, Cora! They stick

pins in their enemies’ picture or dolls that look like them. \
CORA. Doesn’t make any difference. They die anyhow.

MYRA. Is she that kind of witch?
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