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te
: doctors, the hospital, cost me
I had . .. And everything I didn't have . . . And finally
it cost me cverything | was gommg to have . . . I was
broke and I went into debt . . . Into hock . . . Only |

hamrpr’ueyou...“l"hpuiﬁdl
M'%:owlhopedl'dmhvem you in my

didn't have anything left to hock . .. So I went to s me
-« + A Shylock, they call him . . . A logn shark . , . 2
moneylender . . . [ couldn’t go to & bunk becsuse they
don’t let you put up hesrtbreak and pain as collate

...Yuhowwhwwh.hny?...l!ym nt
w0 borrow ten dollars, you have to give them something
t0 hold that's worth deven dollars . . . That's for theis
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f§‘ud&ﬂpktnen hug

... When my brother and sister died, | cried . . . And
1 still haven't stopped crying since Evelyn died . .. But
you're about one thing. She aever turned me

against
ing

you. She rurned me towards ber . .. To loving,
manhFuﬂnﬂhyuuuunvhndnyuuhdh&&

$e uuu}:tmnuuhﬁqh'danncuhut
more. Maybe the resson | dida't was because T was
afraid they'd learn something here that | tried to forget
.. . Maybe chey just lesrned it today . . . I'm sorry |
bothered you on your Sundsy. I'm sorry 1 imposed on
your rest. I'm sorry sbout what they did to you as 3
child in Berlin. I'm sure it was ternible. But dhs s
Yonkers, Momoa. I'm not angry &t you for turning me
and the boys down. I'm sngry st myself for not know-
hgbuuln.Tﬂucu!dhmundﬁhhuuu.“}hmu
ound the ice eream cones, Bella. | used up all my abli-
gatians for this year. (He cromses 1o the door} Come on,

LOST IN YONKERS

boys. We're going. (jav and anvy
bunu;n‘nnhuﬁudn-ﬁuh o e
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ACT ONE

v Pop—

. Eopie  Let me finish . . . There is no way | can pay this
- man back . . . So what'll he do? Kill me? . . .
. - . lf he kills me, he not only loses his oy
.+ . Don't look worried. I'm not going to die . . . |
wwlduncllyoudldulﬁbmm'ub-ppywding
lnadcdumndc . And the miracle
mvow . A war between us

unddn and the Germans . Andnfmy
S

come to this
ago,leouldhavebm amzfm
. Except | don't think  putting mthe
hnbofkwsovcrthat dky ldidnt‘w
mandhnmch%mmwl'dkg
ing for this side . . . I'm to0 old. So neither side needs
, mudnuh:rudemm . Except the man with
- the ticking clock . . Iamewllyoamxbmgllon
~ this country. Bmtheymohhzbe]m'l’heytno&
- in the Irish, the Italians, and everyone else . . Remem-
bch'l"baeulothermumth-comy
Ambmtbutmm.\mm
! - I hate this war, and God
- h‘.wemcfwaymgchu.bmx’s mmmyhﬁe
before . . . And I got l'm'od:hgfora
conpmydmnlhmm thnv
acupmnmyNow ubcﬂd?
. Without even the whu
. m‘lmmketbmumewddhsmhh
. ayer,

pr That's great, Pop.




