
Whit & George  
Side #1 
 
WHIT. Examining cards.) Seen the new kid yet? 
 
GEORGE. New kid? 
 
WHIT. Why, Curley’s new wife. 
 
GEORGE. (Cautiously.) Yeah, I seen her. 
 
WHIT. Well, ain’t she a lulu? 
 
GEORGE. I ain’t seen that much of her. 
 
WHIT. Well, you stick around and keep your eyes open. You’ll see plenty of her. I never seen 
nobody like her. She’s just workin’ on everybody all the time. Seems like she’s even workin’ on 
the stable buck. I don’t know what the hell she wants/ 
 
GEORGE. (Cautiously.) Been any trouble since she got here? (Obviously neither is interested in 
game. Whit lays down his hand, GEORGE gathers cards in, lays out solitaire hand.) 
 
WHIT. I see what you mean. No, they ain’t been any trouble yet. She’s only been here a couple 
of weeks. Curley’s got yellow jackets in his drawers, but that’s all so far. Every time the guys is 
around she shows up. She’s lookin’ for Curley. Or she thought the left somethin’ layin’ around 
and she’s lookin’ for that. Seems like she can’t keep away from the guys. And Curley’s runnin’ 
round like a cat lookin’ for a dirt road. But they ain’t been no trouble. 
 
GEORGE. Ranch with a bunch of guys on it ain’t no place for a girl. Specially like her. 
 
WHIT. If she’s give you any ideas you ought to come into town with us tomorrow night. 
 
GEORGE. Why, what’s doin’? 
 
WHIT. Just the usual thing. We go in to old Susy’s place. Hell of a nice place. Old Susy is a 
laugh. Always cracking jokes. Like she says when we come up on the front porch last Saturday 
night: Susy opens the door and she yells over her shoulder: “Get your coats on, girls, here comes 
the sheriff.” She never talks dirty neither. Got five girls there. 
 
GEORGE. What does it set you back? 
 
WHIT. Two and a half. You can get a shot of whiskey for fifteen cents. Susy got nice chairs to 
set in too. If a guy don’t want to flop, why he can just set in them chairs and have a couple or 
three shots and just pass the time of day. Susy don’t give a damn. She ain’t rushin’ guys through, 
or kicking the mout if they don’t want to flop. 
 



GEORGE. Might go in and look the joint over. 
 
WHIT. Sure. Come along. It’s a hell of a lot of fun—her crackin’ jokes all the time. Like she 
says one time, she says. “I’ve knew people that if they got a rag run on the floor and a kewpie 
doll lamp on the phonograph they think they’re runnin’ a parlor house.” That’s Gladys’s house 
she’s talkin’ about. And Susy says: “I know what you boys want,” she says: “My girls is clean,” 
she says. “And there ain’t no water in my whiskey/” she says. “If any you guyswant to looks at a 
kewpie doll lamp and take your chance of getting’ burned, why, you know where to go.” She 
sais: “They’s guys round here walkin’ bowlegged because they liked to look at a kewpie doll 
lamp.” 
 
GEORGE. Gladys runs the other house, huh? 
 
WHIT. Yeah. (Enter CARLSON. CANDY looks at him.) 
 
CARLSON. God, it’s a dark night. (Goes to his bunk, starts cleaning his revolver.) 
 
WHIT. We don’t never go to Gladys’s. Gladys gits three bucks, and two bits a shot and she don’t 
crack no jokes. But Susy’s place is clean and she got nice chairs. A guy can set in there like he 
lived there. Don’t let no Manila Goo Goo’s in, neither. 
 
GEORGE. Aw, I don’t’ know. Me and Lennie’s rollin’ up a stake. I might go in and set and have 
a shot, but I ain’t puttin’ out no two and a half. 
 
WHIT. Well, a guy got to have some fun sometimes. (Enter LENNIE, who creeps to his bunk, 
sits down.) 
 


