





Scenes for One Man and One Woman

STEPHEN: You know, right? Cause you’re here all night
I’'m home sacked out on my rear, so you know how many trug
drivers still stop in here, now ain’t that right?
ANGEL: In the three weeks since the by-pass opened, Steph
you know exactly how many customers you had in the nigh
You wanna know exactly how many, Stephen?

STEPHEN: No Christ, I don’t wanna know how many.
wanna have two minutes of peace to read my damn newsp
per—if that’s not askin too much! Is that askin too much? If’
is, just say the word and I'll get the hell outta here and go to t
goddamn cemetery or somewhere.

27 WAGONS FULL OF COTTON

by Tennessee Williams

SCENE 2

The play takes place on the front porch of the residence of Jaki
and Flora Meighan, situated in a Mississippi cotton-farm
gion. Jake owns a cotton gin. During the night before this scent
takes place, he set fire to the cotton gin of Silva Vicarro (“of tk
dark Latin looks and nature"). Vicarro had just received an of
der to process twenty-seven wagons full of cotton. Jake, needir
money, set the fire anticipating that Vicarro would be forced
bring the cotton to his mill. Flora, described as “a woman ng
(just) large but tremendous,” knows that Jake started the fi
and has been drilled by Jake the previous night on what to say i
questioned about his whereabouts at the time of the fire. i

The scene takes place at midday, the day after the fire. Vis
carro has just signed a contract with Jake; but, before he goe
off to do the ginning, Jake instructs Flora to “keep Mr. Vicarro
comfo’table,” and refers to “Th’ good-neighbor policy . . . you
do me a good turn an’ I'll do you a good one!” Vicarro bitterly
repeats Jake's phrase as the scene begins. ’
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VICARRO: The good-neighbor policy! He sits on the porch

JLRA, sitting on the swing: 1zzen he out-ray-juss! She laughs
shly and puts the purse in her lap. Vicarro stares gloomily

wrus the dancing brilliance of the fields. His lip sticks out like a

ting child’s. A rooster crows in the distance.
RA: I would’n’ dare to expose myself like that.
RRO: Expose? To what?
RA: The sun. I take a terrible burn. I'll never forget the
I took one time. It was on Moon Lake one Sunday before I

wa married. I never did like t’ go fishin’ but this young fellow,
e of the Peterson boys, insisted that we go fishin’. Well, he

't catch nothin’ but jus’ kep’ fishin’ an’ fishin' an’ I set there
th' boat with all that hot sun on me. I said, Stay under the

willows. But he would'n’ lissen to me, an’ sure enough I took
sueh an awful burn I had t’ sleep on m’ stummick th’ nex’ three

his.
CARRO, absently: What did you say? You got sunburned?
RA: Yes. One time on Moon Lake.
CARRO: That’s too bad. You got over it all right?
RA: Oh, yes. Finally. Yes.
CARRO: That must’ve been pretty bad.
FLORA: I fell in the lake once, too. Also with one of the Peter-
son boys. On another fishing trip. That was a wild bunch of
hoys, those Peterson boys. I never went out with 'em but some-
thing happened which made me wish I hadn’t. One time, sun-
med. One time, nearly drowned. One time—poison ivy! Well,
in’ back on it, now, we had a good deal of fun in spite of it,

though.
VlCiRRO: The good-neighbor policy, huh? He slaps his boot
with the riding crop. Then he rises from steps.
FLORA: You might as well come up on th’ po’ch an' make
'self as comfo’table as you can.

ICARRO: Uh-huh.
FLORA: I'm not much good at—makin’ conversation.
VICARRO, finally noticing her: Now don’t you bother to make
ponversation for my benefit, Mrs. Meighan. I'm the type that
prefers a quiet understanding. Flora laughs uncertainly. Ome
thing I always notice about you ladies . . .
FLORA: What’s that, Mr. Vicarro?




