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Unit #4 - Handout #1 – SAMPLE SCENE

A sample scene from the play: Green Grow the Lilacs

by Lynn Riggs

(The door slides back, and LAUREY comes out.  She is a fair, spoiled, lovely young girl about eighteen in a along white dress with many ruffles.  She sees CURLEY.)

LAUREY

Oh!  Thought you was somebody.

(to AUNT ELLER)

Is that all that’s come a‑callin’ and it a’ready ten o’clock of a Satiddy mornin’?

CURLY

(sullenly)

You knowed it was me ‘fore you opened the door.

LAUREY

No sich of a thing.

CURLY

You did, too!  You heared my voice and knowed it was me.

LAUREY

I did not, I tell you!  Heared a voice a-talkin’ rumbly along with Aunt Eller.  And heared someone a-singin’ like a bullfrog on a pond ‑‑

CURLY

I don’t talk rumbly.  And I don’t sing like no bullfrog ‑‑

LAUREY

Bullfrog in a pond, I told you.  But ho’wd I know it was you, Mr. Curly McClain?  You ain’t so special.  All men sounds alike to me.

CURLY

(doggedly)

You knowed it was me, so you set in there a-thinkin’ up sump’n mean to say.  I’m a good mind not to tell you nuthin’ about the play-party now.  You c’n jist stay at home, for yer tongue.  Don’t you tell her wheer it is, Aunt Eller.  Me’n you’ll go and leave her at home.

LAUREY

If you did ast me, I wouldn’t go with you.  Besides, how’d you take me?  You ain’t bought a new buggy with red wheels onto it, have you?

CURLY

No, I ain’t.

LAUREY

And a spankin’ team with their bridles all jinglin’?

CURLY

No.

LAUREY

‘Spect me to ride on behind ole Dun, I guess.  You better ast that old Cummins girl you’ve tuck sich a shine to, over acrost the river.

CURLY

If I was to ast you, they’d be a way to take you, Miss Laurey Smarty.

LAUREY

Oh, they would?

CURLY

A bran’ new surrey with fringe on the top four inches long ‑‑ and yeller!  And two white horses a‑rarin’ and faunchin’ to go!  You’d shore ride like a queen settin’ up in that carraige!  Feel like you had a gold crown set on yer head, ‘th diamonds in it big as goose eggs.

LAUREY

Look out, you’ll be astin’ me in a minute!

CURLEY

I ain’t astin’ you, I’m tellin’ you.  And this yere rig has got four fine side-curtains, case of a rain.  And isinglass winders to look out of!  And a red and green lamp set on the dashboard, winkin’ like a lightnin’ bug!

LAUREY

Whur’d you git sich a rig at?

(with explosive laughter)

Anh, I bet he’s went and h’ard it over to Claremore, thinkin’ I’d go with him!

CURLY

‘S all you know about it ‑‑

LAUREY

(jeering)

Went and h’ard it!  Spent all his money h’arin’ a rig, and now ain’t got nobody to ride in it.

CURLEY

Have, too!  Did not h’ar it.  Made the whole thing up outa my head ‑‑

LAUREY

What!  Made it up?

CURLY

Dashboard and all!

LAUREY

(flying at him)

Oh!  Git outa the house, you!  Aunt Eller, make him git hisself outa here ‘fore I take a stove arn to him!  Tellin’ me lies‑‑!

CURLY

(dodging her)

Makin’ up a few ‑‑ Look out, now!  Makin’ up a few purties ain’t agin no law ‘at I know of.  Don’t you wish they was sich a rig, though?  Nen you could go to the party and do a hoe-down till mornin’ ‘f you was a mind to.  Nen drive home ‘th the sun a‑peekin’ at you over the ridge, purty and fine.

LAUREY

I ain’t wantin’ to do no hoe-down till mornin’.  And whut would I want to see the sun come up fer, a‑peekin’ purty and fine ‑‑ alongside of you, anyhow?

AUNT ELLER

Whyn’t you just grab her and kiss her when she acts that‑a‑way, Curly?  She’s just achin’ fer you to, I bet.

LAUREY

(with mock fury)

Oh!  I won’t even speak to him, let alone ‘low him to kiss me, the braggin’, saddle-awk’ard, wish-t-he-had-a-sweetheart bum!

(SHE flounces into her room, and bangs the sliding door.)

AUNT ELLER

(turning to CURLY, sagely)

She likes you ‑‑ quite a little.

CURLY

Whew!  ‘F she liked me quite a lot, she’d sic the dogs onto me, or shoot me full of buckshot!

