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Scene 1

LAUREY: Ali Hakim! That his name?

ADO ANNIE: Yeah, it's Persian.

LAUREY: You shore fer sartin’ you love hlm better'n you love Will?

ADO ANNIE: I was shore. And now that ol’ Will has to come home and

" first thing you know he’ll start talkin’ purty to me and changin’
my mind back!

LAUREY: But Will wants to marry you.

ADO ANNIE: So does Ali Hakim.

LAUREY: Did he ast yer?

ADO ANNIE: Not dlreckly But how I know is he said this mornin’ when
we was ridin’ in his buggy that he wanted fer me to drive like
that with him to the end of the world. Well, ‘f we only drove as
fur as Catoosie that'd take to sundown, wouldn’t it? Nen we’'d
have to go som’eres and be all night together, and bein’ together
all night means he wants a weddin’—don’t it?

LAUREY: Not to a peddler it don’t! :
(Enter ALI HAKIM and AUNT ELLER from UP LEFT. ADO ANNIE
crosses to LEFT)

ALt All right! All right! If the eggbeater don’t work 1 g1ve you

something just as good!

AUNT ELLER: Jist as good! It's got to be a thousand mﬂhon times better!
(LI puts down his bulging suitcase, CENTER, his little beady eyes
sparkling professionally. He rushes over and, to LAUREY'S alarm,
kisses her hand)

AL: My, oh my! Miss Laurey! Jippity crickets, how high you have
growed up! Last time I come through here, you was tiny like a
shrimp, with freckles. Now look at you—a great big beautiful
lady!

LAUREY: Quit it a-bitin’ me! If you ain’t had no breakfast go and eat
yerself a green apple.

ALL Now, Aunt Eller, just lissen—

' AUNTELLER: (Shouting). I ain’t yer Aunt Eller! Don't you call me Aunt

Eller, you little wart. I'm mad at you.

AL Don’t you go and be mad at me. Ain’t I said I'd give you a’
present7 (Getting his suitcase) Something to wear.

AUNT ELLER: Foot! Got things fer to wear. Wouldn’t have it. Whut is 1t7

- ALl (Holding up garter): Real silk. Made in Persia!

AUNT ELLER: Whut'd I want with a ole Persian garter?

ADO ANNIE: Oh! They look awful purty Aunt Eller, with bows onto .
’em and all.

AUNT ELLER: I'll try ‘em on.

aLr: Hold out your foot. (AUNT ELLER obeys mechanically. But when he gets

the garter over her ankle, she kicks him down)






