KELLY. Mr. Dowd ———(Goes over to him.)

ELwooD. Yes, my dear—may I hold your hand?

KELLY. Yes—if you want to. (ELwoob does.) Poor Mrs. Chum-
ley is so worried. Something must have happened to the
Doctor. Won't you please try and remember something—
something else that might help her? Please
ELwWooD. For you 1 would do anything. I would almost be
willing to live my life over again. Almost. But I've told
it all.

KELLY. You're sure?

ELwoobp. Quite sure—but ask me again, anyway, won't you?
I liked that warm tone you had in your voice just then.
SANDERSON. (Without realizing he is saying it.) So did I.
(Looks at KELLY.)

WILSON. Oh, nuts!

ELwooD, What?

wiLsON. Nuts!

ELwoob. Oh! I must be going. I have things to do.

KELLY. Mr. Dowd, what is it you do?

ELWOOD. (Sits, as KELLY sits R. of desk.) Harvey and I sit in
the bars and we have a drink or two and play the juke-
box. Soon the faces of the other people turn toward mine
and smile. They are saying: “We don’t know your name,
Mister, but you're a lovely fellow.” Harvey and I warm our-
selves in all these golden moments. We have entered as
strangers—soon we have friends. They come over. They sit
with us, They drink with us. They talk to us. They tell
about the big terrible things they have done. The big won-
derful things they w:ll do. Their hopes, their regrets, their
loves, their hates. All very large because nobody ever brings
anything small into a bar. Then I introduce them to Har-
vey. And he is bigger and grander than anything they offer
me. When they leave, they leave impressed. The same
people seldom come back—but that’s envy, my dear. There's
a little bit of envy in the best of us—too bad, isn’t it?
SANDERSON. (Leaning forward.) How did you happen to call
him Harvey?
ELwoob. Harvey is his name.
SANDERSON. How do you know that?
ELwoop. That was rather an interesting coincidence, Doc-
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