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BMLY. And I suppose you don’t know why you're sittin’

e — like this - alone with me. You wouldn’ of stayed

so qW§ick if you hadna done it before... What gitd you
stay folgnyway?

JULIE. So you Wguldn't be left alone.

BILLY. Alone! Godou’re dumb! I don’t nefl to be alone. I
can have all the gif¥§s I want. Don’t yogfknow that?

JULIE. I know, Mr. Bigeld
BILLY. What do you know?

JULIE. That all the girls are crQg# fer you. But that’s not
why I stayed. I stayed becaugl Ygu been so good to me.

BILLY. Well, then you can gogfome.

JULIE. I don’t want to go#Ome now.

BILLY. And suppose I g away and leave yoRsittin’ here?
JULIE. Even then Igfouldn’t go home.

BILLY. Do you kgw what you remind me of? A g4l I knew
in Coney Iffand. Tell you how I met her. One Njght at
closin’ tige — we had put out the lights in the carsel,
and juglfas I was -

1e breaks off suddenly as, during the
above speech, a POLICEMAN has entered
from down left and comes across stage. BILLY
instinctively takes on an attitude of guilty
stlence. The POLICEMAN frowns down at
them as he walks by. BILLY follows him with
his eyes.)

(At the same time that the POLICEMAN
entered from left, MR. BASCOMBE has come
in from right. He flourishes his cane and
breathes in the night air as if he enjoyed it.)

POLICEMAN. Evenin, Mr. Bascombe.
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BASCOMBE. Good evening, Timony. Nice night.

POLICEMAN. 'Deed it is. (Conspiritorially.) Er... Mr.
Bascombe. That one of your girls?

BASCOMBE. (Taken aback, in a low voice.) One of my
girls?

(The POLICEMAN nods. BASCOMBE crosses in
Jront of the POLICEMAN to the right of JULIE
and peers at her in the darkness.)

Is that you, Miss Jordan?
JULIE. Yes, Mr. Bascombe.

BASCOMBE. What ever are you doing out at this hour?
JULIE. I...I...

BASCOMBE. You know what time we close our doors at the
mill boardinghouse. You couldn’t be home on time now
if you ran all the way.

JULIE. No, sir.
BILLY. (70 JULIE.) Who's old sideburns?

POLICEMAN. Here, now! Don’t you go t'callin’ Mr.

Bascombe names - ’less you're fixin’ t'git yerself into
trouble.

(BILLY shuts up. Policemen have this effect on
him. The POLICEMAN turns to BASCOMBE.)

We got a report on this feller from the police chief at

Bangor. He’s a pretty sly gazaybo. Come up from Coney
Island.

BASCOMBE. (Knowingly.) New York, eh?

POLICEMAN. He works on carousels, makes a specialty
of young things like this’n. Gets ’'em all moony-eyed.
Promises to marry ’em, then takes their money.

JULIE. (Promptly and brightly.) I ain’t got no money.
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POLICEMAN. Speak when you'’re spoken to, miss!

BASCOMBE. Julie, you've heard what kind of blackguard
this man is. You're an inexperienced girl and he’s
imposed on you and deluded you. That’s why I'm
inclined to give you one more chance.

POLICEMAN. (70 JULIE.) Y’hear that?

BASCOMBE. I'm meeting Mrs. Bascombe at the church.
We'll drive you home and I'll explain everything to the
house matron.

(He holds out his hand.)
Come, my child.
(But she doesn’t move.)

POLICEMAN. Well, girl! Don’t be settin’ there like you
didn’t hev good sense!

JULIE. Do I Aev to go with you?
BASCOMBE. No. You don’t have to.
JULIE. Then I'll stay.

POLICEMAN. After I warned you!

BASCOMBE. You see, Timony! There are some of them you
just can’t help. Good night!

(He exits.) D E———

POLICEMAN. Good night, Mr. Bascombe.

(He looks down at BILLY, starts to go, then
turns to BILLY and speaks.)

You! You low-down scalawag! I oughta throw you in
jail.

BILLY. What for?
(After a pause.)
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POLICEMAN. Dunno. Wish I did.

(He exits. BILLY looks after him.)

bout that girl in Coney Islagll. You said you just
put Ot the lights in the carouse}f- that’s as far as you
got.

BILLY. Oh, Res. Yes, well, justffis the lights went out,
someone cByne along. A litg€ girl with a shawl - you
know, she... (N Ell me somethin’ - ain’t you
scared of me?

[MUSIC NO.§ | LOVED YOU”]

I mean, after what th@op said about me takin’ money
from girls.

JULIE. T ain’t skeered.
BILLY. That your nam@? Julie? Ji§ie somethin’?

JULIE.
JULIE JORDAN.

(BILLY wistles reflectively.)

BILLY. (Singingfofily, shaking his head.)
YOU'RE A QWEER ONE, JULIE JORDAN.
AIN'T YOUSSORRY THAT YOU DIDN'T RUN AWAY?
YOU CANWSTILL GO, IF YOU WANTA -

JULIE. (Sifing, looking away so as not to meet hi¥yeye.)
I RECION THAT I KEER T'CHOOSE T’STAY.

YOU COULDN'T TAKE MY MONEY
IF I DIDN'T HEV ANY,
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