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GEORGE . | betrey PO getready for Harry's prom, Goodbye,
Unele iy,
CLARISSA Fettirny,

CLARISSA. O) HOw, il he'y £20ing travelling, | might need
SOme maore clothes mysell, I,

Dance mugie.

Ol oh, thars catehy, Sq, George s £0ing 10 spend his last
night in Bedford Falls at his brother's high school prom,
SAM. You made i, George, Hee-haw! Eyes pecled for Violet

Bick. ..
GEORGL. Violer, . oh well... I don'y know, Sam. .
SAM, Harry's the guy I wani (o see,
GEORGL, | thought it was Mary Hatch you were here to see.
SAM. Mary. ., yeah... Mary's g swel) girl. Hey, . Mary.., Hee-
haw!

MARY mahes her way tovwards them quite slowhy, gy i

through a crond while SAM ralks and GLORGT watchey
her,

Coach has heard all aboug Harry, He's followed every high-
school game and his mouth’s watering. He wanis me lo find
out if he's £oing to come along 1o college with you,

GEORGE, Hes £oLio make some dough first,

SAM. He'd better make it fast, We need greatquarierbacks Jike
Harry, nog broken-down old guys like you,

GEORGE (70 MARY), You... you look wonderful, I'd gek you
todance bup 1y, BOLIwo [elt feet,

MARY. Strange, 'y £OLIWo right ones, Shall w 7
GEORGE, Leps,
They dance.

SAM. Hey, carefy] with that giy| ol mine, Bailey

ing, I'd say y cre the pretticst
B bt wasn 't me talking, 1'd say you were the p
pilin town,

ALY Well, why don't you say it?

il say i cold are you
CUEORGE T don't know. Maybe | will say it, How old are y

myway'?
MARY Vighteen, "
GG Fighteen! Why it was only last vear vou were
seventeen.
He treads on her feet,

MARY. Ow!

ol
CEORGE There now. . T told you!

i e L will the
NMARY. Two left feer, 1 you point them at the door, will they

fake you outside?
GEORGE, We could try it |
Fhev miake their way through the crowd, acknenvledging
unseen revellers as they go. s
Thanks for the Toan of vour sister, Marty... no, no, sh
e tting a breath of fresh air. .,
MARY. Go away, Marty... I'm getting a bre: ‘
They are outside.
GEORGE. Breath of fresh air.,
They stand looking ar cach other,
MARY. What shall we do?
GEORGE, Cross-country run?
They walk,
MARY. Hunt the slipper?

GEORGLE, Look! The old Granville
a rock...

House... T eould go throw
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MARY. Oh no, don't ! 3
Mt Ilove that old house, ®  GLORGE. Well, then you could swallow it and the
moonbeams’d shoot out of your fingers and toes and the ends

of your hair, and...

GEORGE, No. You S¢€ vo i
_ . Se¢ you make a wish and then trv
...___”_:.,. glass. You have to be a pretty good shot MMW m&%“@w
fight on the second § . . ' _
ond Soor thens 4§ B RT. George! George! You gotta get home quick. Your father’s

hrows a rock... no not really... towards the audience Sound i 3 ol

of breaking ‘s
y” Pl  (iFORGE. What? Did you get a doctor?
“ﬁwm”,\_”_ a.w.og wish, George? §  BERT Campbell's with him now.
S+ 25, E ]
what ['m wn””m.“._mm”% MMWGF A whole hatful, Mary. I know #  GPORGE. Mary, I'm sorry... (But she has already gone.)
omorrow and the next day and the | ) s
Next year and the year after that, I'm shaking the dust of ] I31RT. George gave up his trip to Europe to straighten out his
this crummy little town off my feet and I'm going to see th , father’s affairs and take his father’s place at the Building and
W_Mzon. :.m? chmono, the Parthenon, the no_ommmcﬂ .:uMn : 1 [.oan. Until the time came for him to go to college.
om s . ] I
o ﬂwmw _M.Mammﬁmm mmwum i an_._am@ and see what they BERT exits. UNCLE BILLY enters, shakes GEORGE s hand
airfields. I'm gonna build sk ,...o_.pm: e b goring buiki ] and, if possible, shows him to a seat in the audience or as
Bridges a mile long, .. yscrapers a hundred storeys high. w, near as possible. UNCLE BILLY addresses the audience as
BERT Bovins i , i : the board of the Building and Loan. )
there’s bad :M«Mm :Mﬂ? you're the one gets called when | BILLY. Now then... éu. Yes... Now...
: to be me to tell him. He was having ] gentlemen of the board of Bailey Brothers Building and

such a good time, too.

GEORGE. Are you gonna throw a rock?

Loan. I sure hope this is the last meeting that I'll have to
chair. Guess I'm not cut out to be a chairwoman, e¢h, George?

(iEORGE. You're doing just fine, Uncle Billy.

BILLY. Thanks, George. Anvhow our main purpose here today
is to appoint a successor to my brother, Peter... to Peter
Bailey. But first I guess we should offer our vote of thanks to

George. Good luck to you at college, George.

MARY throws a rock. Sound of breaking glass.
That's pretty good! What'd you wish, Mary?

K>w< ,qw:.mmm and starts whistling whatever une ir was that
was plaving when they danced .

CLARISSA re-appears.
CLARISSA. Good luck! He sure deserves it!

GEORGE. What is
say the word mwwa:_ w_,w:rw ant, Mary? You want the moon? Just T POTTER (emerging from audience). Mr Chairman, I'd like to
throw a lasso around it and pull it down, get to my real purpose.

MARY. Well, thar’ :
TR sk R et ! BILLY. Mr Potter! Wait just a minute now.

Hey, I told you what wished for... now you...

MARY. If I told you, it might not come trye.

GEORGE, It sure ; ST E
5 Many, I'll give you the moon... §  CLARISSA. So, this is Jethro Potter, eh? The richest man in
ARY. I'll take it. And then what? 1 town.




