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mother allows too much time for rest.
MAMA: Women's work is never done.
FRANK. The Chief seems to think we have a lot in common.
MAMA: Virginia can be a handful for me, let me tell you.
FRANK: I really don't know how parents do it.

MAMA: But we just go on day to day.
FRANK: We don't have any children of our own, me and the

missus.
MAMA: Not for the weak-hearted, raising children.
FRANK: Though writing for the paper is no easy task, either,

coming up with all those witty thoughts of mine every day. But
you just go on, day to day. Back when I was starting out, there
was e much to write about. The Civil War was still raging, so
much emotion ... so much grief. Many's the night I could
hardly sleep, worrying. Worrying what I was doing, what I was
writing, was it enough, was it right? After that, well ... lt's
different these days. I try, you see, to put a lot of myself into it.
Talk to my readers without preaching.

MAMA: You want to show them what you think is the right way
to act, to behave ...

FRANK: To be responsible in their actions.
MAMA: Sometimes it's just a word here or there, sometimes just

a nudge.
FRANK: And sornetimes you have to hold them by the hand and

lead them step by step.
MAMA and FRANK: And you're never quite sure if you're right.
FRANK: We are the voices of today.
MAMA: The molders of tomorrow.
FRANK: We do only what we can.
MAMA: But you sometimes wonder.
FRANK: You wonder.
MAMA: ls it right, is it enough?
FRANK: We can only set an example and hope it's the right one.

It must be awfully hard raising children. Must be a lot of
pressure. Especially in these times.
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MAMA. "These times." People for hundreds of years have
worried about "these times." And here we are, about to go into
the twentieth century.

FRANK: lt's sort of frightening, I suppose.
MAMA: Like having your child grow up and pass a milestone in

their lives, it can make you a little frightened and apprehensive
about what is to come.

FRANK: (Smiles.) Sometimes the pressure of this job and
changing times get to me.

MAMA: The questions you ask yourself.-.
FRANK: You have trouble sleeping at night. It nags at you

constantly. ls it all worth it? Are we making any sort of
difference? lndividually, I mean?

MAMA: We can only do with what's given us and how we deal
with it.

FRANK: Sometimes I just want to give it all up; just stop and let
someone else take it on.

MAMA: But there are some burdens you can't have other people
shoulder for you.

FRANK: There's so much I want to do!
MAMA: Day to day. That's all the Good Lord gives each of us.
FRANK: Just want to get up and quit.
MAMA: Can't quit. lf we did, we would be leaving it to others.

And what would we have contributed. What would we have
earned? And then, what about tomorrow?

(FRANK thinks on this a bit and sm/es. L/GHIS fade out on the
dining room. Frank busies himself at hls desk. MRS. MARBURY
enters, carrying a batch of opened letters.)

MARBURY: The post is in.
FRANK: Well, let's have it.

(HE sits behind his desk.)


