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yLIVIN’ IN A COTTAGE BY THE SEA WITH ME
FORYL LOVE THAT MISTER SNOW -
THATSQUNG, SEAFARIN’, BOLD AND DARIN’,
BIG, BE KERED, OVERBEARIN,
DARLIN, MISWgR SNOW!

(She looks Wl ahead of her, and sits
down, in a tra € of her own making.)

JULIE. Carrie! I'm appy ou!

CARRIE. So y’sgf1 ken understan®gow how you feel about

Billy Bigg®w.

BILLY enters down right, carryingNgsuitcase
and with a coat on his arm. He pWg the

suttcase down and the coat on 10na

BILLY. You still here?
(They both rise, looking at BILLY.)

CARRIE. You told us to wait fer you.

BILLY. What you think I want with two of you? I meant
that one of you was to wait. The other can go home.

CARRIE. All right.
JULIE. (Almost simultaneously.) All right.

(They look at each other, then at BILLY,
smiling inanely.)

BILLY. One of you goes home. (7o CARRIE.) Where do you
work?
CARRIE. Bascombe’s Cotton Mill, a little ways up the river.

BILLY. And you?

JULIE. I work there, too.

BILLY. Well, one of you goes home. Which of you wants to
stay?
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(No answer.)
Come on, speak up! Which of you stays?
CARRIE. Whoever stays loses her job.

BILLY. How do you mean?

CARRIE. All Bascombe’s girls hev to be respectable. We all
hev to live in the mill boardinghouse, and if we're late
they lock us out and we can’t go back to work there any

more.

BILLY. Is that true? Will they bounce you if youre not
home on time?

(Both GIRLS nod.)

JULIE. That’s right.

CARRIE. Julie, should I go?

JULIE. I...can’t tell you what to do.

CARRIE. All right - you stay, if y’like.

BILLY. That right, you’ll be discharged if you stay?

(JULIE nods.)

CARRIE. Julie, should I go?
JULIE. (Embarrassed.) Why do you keep askin’ me that?
CARRIE. You know what’s best to do.

JULIE. (Profoundly moved, slowly.) All right, Carrie, you
can go home,

(Pause. Then reluctantly CARRIE starts off
As she gets left center, she turns and says,
uncertainly:)

CARRIE. Well, good night,

(She waits a moment to see if JULIE will follow
her. JULIE doesn’t move. CARRIE exits. )
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(Speaking as he crosses to left center.) Now we're

both out of a job.

(No answer. He whistles softly.)

Have you had your supper?

JULIE.

No.

BILLY. Want to eat out on the pier?

JULIE.

No.

BILLY. Anywheres else?

JULIE.

BILLY.

No.

(He whistles a _few more bars. He sits on the
bench, looking her over, up and down.)

You don’t come to the carousel much. Only see you

three times before today.

JULIE. (Breathless, she crosses to bench and sits beside
him.) I been there much more than that.

BILLY.
JULIE.
BILLY.
JULIE.

BILLY.
JULIE.
BILLY.
JULIE.
BILLY.

That right? Did you see me?
Yes.
Did you know I was Billy Bigelow?
They told me.
(He whistles again, then turns to her.)
Have you got a sweetheart?
No.
Ah, don’t lie to me.
I heven’t anybody.
You stayed here with me the first time I asked you.

You know your way around all right, all right!

JULIE.

No, I don’t Mr. Bigelow.
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BILLY. And I suppose you don’t know why you'’re sittin’
here - like this - alone with me. You wouldn’ of stayed
so quick if you hadna done it before... What did you
stay for anyway?

JULIE. So you wouldn’t be left alone.

BILLY. Alone! God, youre dumb! I don’t need to be alone. I
can have all the girls I want. Don’t you know that?

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

JULIE. That all the girls are crazy fer you. But that’s not
why I stayed. I stayed because you been so good to me.

BILLY. Well, then you can go home.

JULIE. I don’t want to go home now.

BILLY. And suppose I go away and leave you sittin” here?
JULIE. Even then I wouldn’t go home.

). DO YOU RITOW Wi = PrRy ITCW
1M\Coney Island. Tell you how I met her. One night at
closg’ time — we had put out the lights in thog® rousel,
and ju¥%as I was -

(He brdWs off suddenly gg during the
above spec®y a POLICEMAN has entered
Jrom down left @gd coss across stage. BILLY
instinctively takgdg an attitude of guilty
silence. The BELICE Jrowns down at

them as hgfalks by. BILLN&llows him with
his eyeg

(@ the same time that the POL MAN
ntered from left, MR. BASCOMBE AasQame
in from right. He flourishes his cane ¢

breathes in the night air as if he enjoyed it.)

POLICEMAN. Evenin, Mr. Bascombe.
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