ALL SUMMER LONG

ACT TWO, SCENE III

DON:

I don’t understand you Ruthie.  

RUTH:
Any sign of Willie? 

DON:

No.

RUTH:
(Pours coffee.) Harry and Dad are looking for him. He’ll come back.

DON:

Maybe.

RUTH:
(Crosses to down Left stool with coffee cup, sits.) Don’t look at me.

DON:
Why did you talk like that? Why do you act like that? The sexiest girl in the neighborhood, and you’re ashamed of sex.

RUTH:
What do you know about it? You never heard boys snickering in school, on street corners, looking at you - finding any excuse to handle you -dancing with you not to dance but to - What do you know abut it?

DON:

Maybe not much. But I do know the way you talked to Willie was -

RUTH:
Look, he’ll come back.

DON:

Maybe. But how?

RUTH:
They’ll find him in the movie or someplace. Or he’ll just walk in.

DON:

I meant how - how?  What kind of Willie’s gonna come back?

RUTH:
Jesus, you take on so-You’d think it was the end of the world.

DON:
No, it’s nothing as big as that, Ruth. But it is the end of something- the end of Willie as a boy- the end of innocence-the beginning of shame.

RUTH:
Well, he should be ashamed.

DON:
This was such an important summer for him, and I wanted it to be so good and so right. I wanted  to protect him from all this cheapness. All summer, I tried- all summer long-

RUTH:
Oh- Hey watch out.

DON:

I want to talk to you, Ruth.

RUTH:
I’m tired. I want to go to bed.

DON:

It won’t take long.

RUTH:
It’s been a rough day.

DON:
I know. But I’ve got to talk to you about Willie, and what you said to him this evening.

RUTH:
Look, Mother’s already talked to me. You can forget it.

DON:
Maybe I can, but Willie’s still going to ask me about it. He’s going to ask me if what he did was wrong, and I’m going to tell him “No.”

RUTH:
All right. All right.

DON:
(Follows her.)And then he’s going to ask me why you acted the way you did. And that’s what I want to talk to you about, about what I’m going to tell him, when he asks me this.

RUTH:
I don’t 
care what you tell him.

DON:

But, the only thing is, that now he’s not going to believe what I tell him.

RUTH:
And that kills you, doesn’t it? To have him doubt what you say. To have him find out you can be wrong.

DON:
But I’m not wrong, Ruthie, and you know it. And it’ll have to be you that tells him, since you’re the one that did it.

RUTH:
You can tell him anything you want.

DON:
Look, Ruth, I don’t like to talk like this, but this is important to me, and if you don’t-I can tell Willie everything I know about you.

RUTH:
Such as?

DON:

I can tell him there’s a child in your body and you hate it.

RUTH:
You wouldn’t!

DON:

Why not?

RUTH:
Let go!

DON:
I can tell him how it was that night on the porch, and that it wasn’t an accident that you hurt yourself on the fence. I can tell him what an ugly barren bitch you really are, and that he is never to be hurt by you, ever, and that he is only to pity you, as I pity you.  (RUTH slaps DON. After a moment, goes on.) I can make it so that nothing you ever say or do to him after that could hurt him. I can tell him just once and get it over with.

RUTH:
You wouldn’t dare.

DON:
The Hell I wouldn’t. I’d do anything to keep that kid from being hurt by you, from getting your warped ideas on what’s right and wrong, what’s beautiful and what’s ugly.

RUTH:
You mean you’d do anything to get him back to believing that you’re God Almighty on a throne.

DON:

That isn’t it, Ruth , and you know it.

RUTH:
I’ll tell Mother. I’ll tell her what you said.

DON:
You tell Mother. And I’ll tell Willie. And pretty soon there won’t be anyone left for us to tell it to.

RUTH: 
You! You’re the one that’s going to tell them I’m ugly. Look at you. You’re going to tell everybody. You!

DON:

That’s right. I’m the one.

RUTH:
Yes, you’re the one. And I know why. Because you hate me. Because I’m a woman, and no woman will look at you any more. No woman would have you, and you hate me.

DON:

I don’t.

RUTH:
You sit around all day doing nothing-nothing but reading books and telling Willie bad things. Damn you-damn you! Damn you!

DON:

Ruthie, whatever happened to you? You were such a nice kid.

RUTH:
Nothing happened to me.

DON:
I know you wanted to get away from here -that that’s partly why you married Harry.

RUTH:
We’ll get away.

DON:
I wanted to get away too-as badly as you did. And I was thrown back too-but that’s all the more reason we should have made it so Willie wouldn’t feel the same way we did.

RUTH:
I don’t want to talk about it.

DON:
Sometimes I see you sitting on the porch, looking out into space, as though you were looking for the little girl who used to live here. (RUTH says nothing. She is miserable. When DON sees that he is getting nowhere, he goes on quietly.) One way or the other, I would like to feel that what happened today won’t happen again. The best way would be if you would tell Willie yourself that you were wrong, worried about work, or something. Anything. Just that it was a mistake and that you’re sorry. And after that you could just leave him alone.

RUTH:
(After a while she lifts her head.) All right - I’ll tell him.

DON:

Good.

RUTH:
When I see him, I’ll tell him. But I don’t believe it. 

