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MoTHER
PAUL. Oh...thanks, Mom. Cok/IE

MOTHER. Then you do like it?

PAUL. Like it? (He looks at CORIE and starts to exit.)
Where else can you find anything like this...for seventy-
five sixty-three a month? (Exits.)

(CORIE and MOTHER are alone. CORIE
climbs down the ladder, and looks for some
sign of approval from MOTHER.)

CORIE. Well?
MOTHER. Oh, Corie, I'm so excited for you.

(They embrace.)

CORIE. It’s not exactly what you pictured, is it, Mother?

MOTHER. Well, it is unusual—like you. (Crosses right.)
I remember when you were a little girl you said you
wanted to live on the moon. (Turns back to CORIE.)
I thought you were joking... What about Paul? Is he
happy with all this?

CORIE. He’s happy with me. I think it’s the same thing.
Why?

MOTHER. I worry about you two. You're so impulsive. You
jump into life. Paul is like me. He looks first. (Sits down
on suitcase.)

CORIE. He doesn’t look. He stares. That’s the trouble with
both of you... (Places paint can next to MOTHER and
sits.) Oh, Mother, you don’t know how I dreaded your
coming up here. I was sure you'd think I was completely
out of my mind.

MOTHER. Why should you think that, dear?

CORIE. Well, it’s the first thing I've ever done on my own.
Without your help...

MOTHER. If you wanted it, I'm sure you would have asked
for it...but you didn’t. And I understand.

CORIE. I hope you do, Mother. It’s something I just had to
do all by myself.

MOTHER. Corie, you mustn't think I'm hurt. I'm not hurt.
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CORIE. I'm so glad.

MOTHER. You mustn’t think I'm hurt. I don’t get hurt over
things like that.

CORIE. I didn’t think you would.

MOTHER. Other things hurt me, but not that...

CORIE. Good... Hey, let’s open my presents and see what
I've got. And you try to act surprised. (Gets presents
and brings them down to paint can.)

MOTHER. You won't let me buy you anything... Oh, theyre
just a few little things.

CORIE. (Sitting down and shaking smallest box
vigorously.) What'’s in here. It sounds expensive.

MOTHER. Well, now I think it’s a broken clock.

CORIE. (Opens box, throwing wrappings and tissue paper
on floor.) I'll bet you cleaned out Saks’ Gift Department.
I think I'm a regular stop on the delivery route now.
(Looks at clock, puts it back in box and puts it aside
and begins to open largest box.)

MOTHER. Aunt Harriet was with me when I picked it out.
(Laughs.) She thinks I'm over here every day now.

CORIE. You know youre welcome, Mother.
MOTHER. I said, “Why, Harriet? Just because I'm alone

now, I said. “I'm not afraid to live alone. In some ways
it’s better to live alone,” I said.

(CORIE examines the blanket she finds in
package, closes box, puts it aside and begins
to open final package. MOTHER picks up
piece of tissue paper and smooths it out on
her lap.)

But you can’t tell her that. She thinks a woman living
alone, way out in New Jersey is the worst thing in the
world... “It’s not,” I told her. “It’s not the worst thing...”

CORIE. (Has package open and takes out the dismantled
parts of a coffee pot.) Hey, does this come with
directions?



