GEORGE. Wish I had # million dollars. (He triggers the lighter, [gniting a flame.) Hot dog!

(They laugh. A wghk tree bar chime runm, ind GEORGE anyli GOWER jfreeze in place. _.LARENCE enters
Jfrom an unlikely direction.)

CLARENCE. Why did you stop it?
JOSEPH. Take a good look at that facg,

(CLARENCEmoves to GEORGE/ gets close. Teoks/into his eyes.)

CLARENCE~’s a good face. I like George Bailey,
JOSEPH. Not/a souk
CLARENCE/ How about that ¢irl? The one whq
JOSEPH. Clarence. e
RENCE. Yes?

JOSEPH. Waif and see.
CLARENCE (steppiug away from GEORGE. With a sigh). While it’s trug\l died over 200 years ago, Joseph,

my habits didn’t. Old Fpbits die hard.
JpSEP . Clarence ...

Did he ever tgll anyone abqglit the pills?

Nid he ever ...

ARENCE. Joseph peen. very gogd at measuring time, but I have never
bBeey/very good at pytting up with it. Jortwo hundred years I have yaited in the wings ... for my wings.
JOSEPH. Yon \
CLARENCE. Yes. 3 d, I guess they are to the boss. But, I’'m not the boss,
Jogeph; to me twq hundred 2 ' . Somgtimes even more. And I still don’t have

my wings.

{4 bar chimes ryn and GEORGE ¢nd GOWER com¢ back to life.
hut of the way just in time, throwjng a dirty lookhefivenward.)

17 EORGE moves away. CLARENCE moves

GEORGE. Oh! Say, look at the tinje. I’ve gotta go.
GOWER. Packipg for your big adventure, ¢h?
FEORGE. Yessir, and now I got # good suitcase! This ... this is fiy{lying carpet ... for a thousand~and one
nights, with glenty of room to stick on labels fron Italy and Ba shdad 2nd Samarkand ... My life’s aboutto
begin! Thanks again, Mr. Gowgr! (Moves fo exit,
GOWER. You/re more than weltome, George! Oh| hey, what bodt you sailing on?
EORGE. I’ working my way across on a cattle/boat.
OWER. A cattle boat?
EORGE. OK; 1 like cows. (4s they both laugh.) [Thanks, Mr. Gojver!

(GEORGE moves downsigige, arcing DL as tfze Gower Drug ses’moves off UR. A bench rolls in D;L; An
attached sign reads, “Taxi Stand.”” ERNIE the cab driver sits reading a newspaper. BERT the cop is standing

with one foot on the bench, writing in a small notebook.) S ‘I; 0 E é

[/GEORGE. Hey, Emie!
ERNIE. Hiya, George!
GEORGE. Hi, Bert!
BERT. How’s it goin’, George?
GEORGE. Hey, you boys aren’t busy or anything, are ya? I mean ... you’re not givin’ Emie a ticket, are'ya,
Bert ... *cause I could come back later.
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BERT. Naw. Just makin’ up the grocery list.

ERNIE. Just passin’ the time, George.

GEORGE. Ernie, I'm a rich tourist today. Figure to ride in style.

BERT. Gonna ride home in that?

GEORGE. No, that’s my new suitcase.

BERT. Big enough to ride home in.

GEORGE. I figured to ride home in Ernie’s cab instead. How about it, Emie?

ERNIE. Sure, ’'m just parked right over there.

BERT. Illegally parked right over there.

ERNIE. It’s OK. I got connections in the police department.

BERT. Tonight’s your brother’s graduation dance over at the high school, isn’t it?

GEORGE. Yeah. Harry’s chairman of the eats committee.

ERNIE. You goin’?

GEORGE. To a high-school dance? Me?

ERNIE. I just thought ...

VIOLET (all grown up and grown up well, entering from L and crossing). Good afternoon, Mr. Bailey. Are
you going to the graduation dance?

GEORGE. No, I ... Oh. Hello, Violet. Hey, you look good. (VIOLET stops and turns.) That’s some dress you
got on there.

VIOLET. What? This old thing? I only wear it when I don’t care how I look. Well, goodbye, George. See you
at the dance.

(She crosses and exits R. The men stand dumbfounded.)

GEORGE. Only wears it when she ...

BERT. Yeah.

ERNIE. Ready, George?

GEORGE. Yeeeah. Let’s ... let’s go, Ernie, before I forget where it is I'm goin’.
ERNIE. Yeah.

(GEORGE and ERNIE exit L. BERT stays onstage, watching after VIOLET, taking a step or two in her
direction. ERNIE re-enters and calls to him.)

ERNIE (cont’d). Bert! J

(BERT qomes to himself, turns and exits quickly off L. The ltghts come down on the park bench area. The
bench stoots offstgge.

Light, up C on fe fronifporch of fhe BAILEY hofie. GEORGE is leaning on e porch railing, looking out

(More crashing.) U
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