18 Ack Ope~—Scenie 3

Whaen you're a skinny child of fourteen

Wired with braces from ear fo eat,

You doubt that you could ever be appealing.

Then hallelujah! You arg fifteen

And the braces disappear

d you skin is smouoth and clear

AN you have that happy, growrn-up, female feefing!

How Nsyely fo be a woman!

¥ou're what they’re whi

lt's wonderful to feel
The way & woman fesls,
It gives You such-a glow
Just to know

You're wearing lipstick ang

And have one job todo:
To pick out & boydnd train him,

Insimple beautiful clothes!

How lovely 1o be a woman

And change from boys 1o men!

And go fo a fancy night club,

And stay out after ten!

How lovaly to be so grown-Up and freal

Lite's lovely when you're & woman like me.
Lights come up on the downstairs portion of the hoyse a5 MRS, MACAFGE goes fo

" Hie foot of the stalvs. Mg, MACAVER Is reading His paper, stage vight, ona stool,

Mrs. MACAYES. .. Kim, there's a call for you. The operator said
she's been trying to get through for nearly three-quarters of an houst

KiM. {(Gets up and puls on slippers behind bed so audierice the does ot see Hhomy
Thank you Doris. Tl take it down there,
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MRS, MACAFEE. She said it was long-distance and I can’timagine who ...
(Stops) ... What did you say?

Kiv.  (Staris downstairs} | said, thank yéu Doris. (Wesee Kint r:l‘eariy inowe sind Hiotice
that she s wapring Hiose eworisous, shaggy pink fur scaffe}.... There’s no need to
Iook so upset. It's modern to tall your mother by her first pame.
1t makes the mother and daughter miore like pals.

MRs.- MACAFEE, And your father?

Kia, P eall him Hlarry, nafurally, (MR, MACAYEE fooks up from hispaper, mutters
“Yeah”, then fuughs mirthlessly) .. By the way, I think Herry took the news
about Hugo and Tawfully well, don’t you, Doris? (Mrs. MaCAFE ks o
sit dotar. Meawiohile Kist as gone'to the phone) ... This isshe. Yes, Il wait.

MRS, MacArEs. Tdon't know. Yesterday D'was a mother. Today I'ra a pal.

{CGets up and loads for thisstairs) ... Are you sure you wouldn't ilke to
call me Mom? That's modert,

K. T sorry, but times are changing and you've got to go along with them
or be: Teft behind with the: Old felks (Tixen cusyally) <. By-themrr o,

Mis, MACAFER hum::s ypstairs, trytag to hold buck asniffle.
ME. MACAPEE hus ¥isen front his stool in the kitchen siage vight,
puk down s newspaper and erossed fa King.

MR. MACAFREE. Frvnotareold mant (Sudly) ... T was eighteen in World War IL

MR, MACAFRER gxits, KIM fas beent Histening on Hie phone thraugh this.
As Mz, MACAFEE exifs we spe RIM™S expression change from that of a
poised woman b g dazed child. Slowly Kind puts dowon the phone.

“Then it o gery stnall toire ...
Kmd, Conrad Birdie ... is coming hete ... fo kiss me? (Weakly) Doris. \
A bit louder) Mother ... (Asheut) Mopamy!l R

T MES. MACATEE. (Running downsiolrs) Baby! (Grabbing Kin iy her avins)
... Baby, what is it?t What's wrongl?

. T's Conrad Birdie, Mommy! He's going to kiss mel

CAREE. That'snice, dear.
v just put your head on Mommv s shoulder.

house s moving upstage, the Tighsefadle, and No.  brown: border comes out.

Penn Station Transition
{Circhestra)
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