MOTHER BAILEY (offstage). Are/Sou crawling around in the closet in your good suit?
HARRY (offstage). I'm not that sfupid.
MOTHER BAILEY (offstage).

‘ORGE (cupping his hand over fiis good ear). Hovwf's that?
MOTHER BAJILEY. I said, maybf you were bom olfler.

(HARRY Jomes bursting thriugh the door wearfng tuxedo slacks find shirt and an unbuttoned vest. He is

carrying ‘@ heavy box.) ST O E ?

{:lARRY. Mother ...
GEORGE. Nice tux.
HARRY. Thanks. Mother, can I have the car? I’m going to take over a lot of plates and things.
MOTHER BAILEY (looking into the box). What plates? ‘
HARRY (nervous). Well, see, I'm chairman of the eats committee and we onlyl need a couple dozen because ...
MOTHER BAILEY. Oh no you don’t! Not my best Haviland!
GEOQRGE. Oh, let him have the plates.
HARRY. And the car.
GEORGE. And the car.
MOTHER BAILEY. Ganging up on me?
GEORGE. Probably.
HARRY. This’ll be the last chance we get.
MOTHER BAILEY. Oh ... ali right.

HARRY. Yahoo! Mother ... (He kisses her) you’re a peach! George ... (He moves toward GEORGE, who
backs off, with his hands up for protection against a possible kiss.) Right. Sorry.

17



(He leaves quickly with the box of dishes.)

MOTHER BAILEY. He’s going to miss you.

GEORGE. I’'m going to miss him.

MOTHER BAILEY. Your father will miss you at the Building and Loan.

GEORGE. Yeeeaah. Pop was awful tired tonight.

MOTHER BAILEY. Oh ... another tussle with Mr. Potter. Biggest one yet, I think.

GEORGE. I worry about Pop.

MOTHER BAILEY (with a sigh). Your father thought that putting Mr. Potter on the board of directors would
get him on our side a little bit.

GEORGE. Didn’t happen that way.

MOTHER BAILEY. No. No, it didn’t.

GEORGE. Potter! What do you suppose is eating that old buzzard, anyway?

MOTHER BAILEY. Oh, he’s sick, George ... sick in his mind, sick in his soul.

GEORGE. If he has one.

MOTHER BAILEY. He hates everybody and anything he can’t have.

GEORGE. Hates Pop mostly.-

MOTHER BAILEY. Have you thought about coming back after graduation?

(HARRY enters quickly. Stops to listen.)

GEORGE. I couldn’t, Mother. I’d ... I’d go crazy cooped up for the rest of my life in some shabby little
office! I want to do something big ... something important.

MOTHER BAILEY (guietly). Youknow, George, in his own small way your father’s doing something important,
too. People want a place to call their own ... and he helps them get that in his “shabby little office.”

GEORGE. Aw ... | didn’t mean it that way. I just ... Ive always dreamed about ...

MOTHER BAILEY. Designing buildings. ' i

GEORGE. Yeah ... designing buildings ... big, beautiful buildings ... and ... and planning modern cities ...
and figuring out new ways to build things ...

HARRY. Like that floor you designed over at the school!

GEORGE. Yeah, like that. That’s what I mean, Mother! )

HARRY. Oh, it’s a doozy! Gymnasium floor opens right up the middle. Have you seen it, Mother?

MOTHER BAILEY. I went to the ribbon cutting.

HARRY. Opens right up ... slick as a whistle ... (He demonstrates, moving his hands apart, making heavy
machinery sounds.) moves over ... swimming pool underneath.

MOTHER BAILEY. Saved the school board a lot of money we might have spent on another building.

GEORGE. Y’see, Mother? That’s what I can do! I know how! I’ve read every book the library’s got on
engineering and architecture!

HARRY. You’ve got the talent, George!

GEORGE. But I need the training ... and I need the diploma ... so people will listen to me! Mother, I got so
many ideas I wanna try! So many things | wanna do! [ just gotta get out in the world!

MOTHER BAILEY. I understand, George. I do. Harry, you go get your tie and coat—
GEORGE. My tie and coat.

MOTHER BAILEY. George’s tie and coat, and I'll get you those car keys.

HARRY (runs to exit into the house. Turns at the porch). You comin’ to the dance, George?
GEORGE. What? And be bored to death?
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HARRY. Great way to die! Lots of pretty girls! Violet Bick said she’d be there!
GEORGE. Hm. Yeah.

MOTHER BAILEY. No gin tonight, son.

HARRY. Aw, Mother! Just a little!

MOTHER BAILEY. No, not one drop.

HARRY. Aaaaaw!

(He exits into house.)

GEORGE. Did I act jike that when I graduated from high s¢hool?

Now, gg/get your coat. J'll find thos)'»/car keys.
ARRY. Right!

(HARRY hurries into the house. MOTHER BAILLY turns away, takes out her handkerchief and wipes her
eyes. She straightens her shoulders and exits into the house. CLARENCE steps into ?ight on the porch.)

rCLARENCE. I thought you said George Bailey needs my help. 5 $ D

JOSEPH. He does, |

CLARENCE. You said he was going to throw away God’s greatest gift.

JOSEPH. He will. Unless you stop him.

CLARENCE. But why? He has everything to live for!

JOSEPH. You’re too impatient, Clarence.

CLARENCE (coming downstage, his light goes with him. The rest of the stagé is dark). 1 really want my
wings, Joseph.

JOSEPH. I know.

CLARENCE. Are you sure we have the right George Bailey?

JOSEPH. I’'m sure.

CLARENCE. Maybe the boss made a mistake.
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JOSEPH., Remember whom you’re talking about.

CLARENCE. Oh. Yes. But George Bailey has his whole future ahead of him.
JOSEPH. So he does. And so do we. Patience, Clarence, patience.
CLARENCE. All right. (Pause.) Did George have fun at the dance?
JOSEPH. He met Mary there.

CLARENCE. The little girl at the soda fountain?

JOSEPH. All grown up now. They won the Charleston contest.

CLARENCE. They did! She said she loved him.

JOSEPH. Yes.

CLARENCE. His life just keeps getting better and better.

JOSEPH. Yes.

CLARENCE. This doesn’t make any sense, Joseph. We’re wasting time! I want my wings!
JOSEPH. Clarence ...

CLARENCE. I know. Patience.

JOSEPH. Remember that pool?

CLARENCE. The one Harry talked about ... under the gym floor.

JOSEPH. One of the boys at the dance got jealous.

CLARENCE. Of what?

JOSEPH. George.

CLARENCE. George? Oh! You mean because Mary ...

JOSEPH. Yes. He opened up the floor and George and Mary fell in.
CLARENCE. Oh my! But I still don’t understand why ... i
JOSEPH. Here they come. N

(GEQRGE ¢nd Y enter from the backof the house and down an aifle. CLARENCE s light fades down as
thejZ?:ght des u. CLARENCE ¢xits. GEORGE is drefsed in an old|fashioned| ill-fitting\football uniform, -
sas paddging. Y wears an oyersized lerry cloth batfirobe with “BFHS” on the back. They carry their wet
clothes thed in bukdles. Onstage, a pickel fence with bushes is set up R of C.)

[GEORGE & MARY (singing). Buffalo Gal, won’t you come out tonight, S E% O‘
Come out tonight, come out tonight!
Buffalo Gal, won’t you come out tonight ...
(Harmonizing.)
and dance by the light of the moooon!
GEORGE. Hot dog! Perfect! Just like the barber shoppers!
MARY. Beautiful.
GEORGE. And I told Harry I°d be bored to death! Here, let me hold that. (He takes the bundle of clothes from
MARY,) Bet I’m the only boy ever carried your wet clothes home from school.
MARY. You are. Do I look as funny as you look?

GEORGE. Guess I’m not exactly the football player type. Well ... beggars can’t be choosers. These are all T
could find in the locker room, But ... no, 1o ... you ... you don’t look funny at all ... you look wonderful,

(They stop walking. He is enraptured.)

MARY (moving to the stage). You look at me as if you didn’t know me.
GEORGE. Well, I .... knew this little girl named Mary Hatch. Guess she grew up. You know if it wasn’t me
talking, I’d say you were the prettiest girl in town.
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