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IT'S A WONDERFUL LIFE
A Play In Two Acts
For 12 Men, 10 Women, 2-4 young boys and 2 young girls
CHARACTERS
(In order of appearance)
GEORGE BAILEY ......... the Everyman of Bedford Falls
CLARENCE ODBODY ....... A-S-2 (Angel Second Class)
MR. GOWER .......... propricior of the comer drug store
YOUNG GBORGE o ¢ o2 e a b L s reanieseonasaeeeass age 12
HARRY BAILEY .............. George's younger brother
MOTHER BAILEY . . .a very kind and understanding woman
BTN T RRI T .00 n' s wial 5 0 B0 b e Uncle Billy's wife
VIOLET PETERSON ......... proprietor of a beauty salon
B 442 or ool s0visedsanansnnsoqansnsns a patrolman
BN 5 b va 5 p R arenn seunssninshdbniess a mail carrier
UNCLEBILLY ........ George's uncle and business partner
MARY HATCH (later Mary Bailey) .. .George's loving wife
HENRY F. POTTER ....... owns practically the entire town
MR. POTTER'S GOON ....... ever-present with Mr. Potter
MR. POTTER'S SECRETARY ... ever-faithful to Mr. Potter
SRS HATCH -y vx vuy oin wwnartwamwin iy ansnse Mary's mother
SAM WAINWRIGHT . .. a financially successful young man
L T R L a townsperson
MRS THOMPSON .. . oot oiecrsnsesaassns a townsperson
MR BEARTINI /s o' i e saassvonsaassans proprietor of a bar
MRS MARTING - oovivia e ads oo bn s usos s his wife
MISECARTER o .iciaviaansnandnnneads a bank examiner
NEIEPATER BN v o a1k b €4 inaiin S S s age 10
2oy 3 B e R A T I age 12



TOMMY BAILEY .....oevvvnunnnn, ..

A BAILBY 5o v o s A e 1o

MEWELEH o s oo xos0s0m a0 the schoolteacher's b " |

JANIBBAILEY - iisvvenssves ot Per's hsbung

....... ey

Doubling possible for: Young George and Pete Bailey
Tommy Bailey and Newsboy

Other doubling possible, if necessary.

Note: It is strongly recommended that your production be
staged on a unit set with minimal set pieces and carefully

planned costume changes. It is most imponant that the actors
be able to move from scene 10 scene without blackouts or

pauses of any kind.

SETTING: Christmas Eve, Bedford Falls. 1945

TIME: Early evening.




ACT ONE

SCENE: A dark and cold Christmas Eve, early evening on a
bridge or near the edge of a cliff just outside the city limits
of Bedford Falls, The gray cast of the lights and the sound
of the wind suggest that it is snowing.

AT RISE: GEORGE BAILEY walks into the area. He is obvi-
ously depressed. What should appear as if out of nowhere,
steps an angelic, little old man, CLARENCE. He calls out

Just as GEORGE is about to fling himself off into the
waler.

CLARENCE. | wouldn't do it if | were you.

GEORGE. Wouldn"t do what?

CLARENCE. What you were thinking of doing.

GEORGE. How do you know what I was thinking?

CLARENCE. Oh, we make it our business 10 know lots of
things.

GEORGE. Look, whatever you're selling, I'm not interested.
Please, just leave me alone?

CLARENCE. No, you don’t understand. I've got a job to do
here.

GEORGE. 1 said, leave me alone.

CLARENCE (moving away from GEORGE and glancing up
fo Heaven). This isn’t going very well. (Responding 1o
someone above that we can neither see nor hear.) Well,
you said this was going to be casy. (Pase for the unseen
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and unheard voice from above.) But he won't listen. (An.
other beat) 1 know, I know. If at first you don't syc.
ceed...blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. (Gathers his thoughes
for a moment, then moves back to GEORGE.) Have yoy

ever read Tom Sawyer?

GEORGE. What?

CLARENCE. Now there was an industrious young man, and
when the chips were down, he never gave up. You remem-
ber why?

GEORGE. Who cares?

CLARENCE. He kept thinking about others, George. Not
about himse!f but about all the folks who needed him.

GEORGE. You called me George. How do you know my
name?

CLARENCE. Oh, 1 know all about you. I've watched you
grow up from a little boy.

GEORGE. How could you? I've never seen you before.

CLARENCE. You haven't needed to ‘til now. How's the lip?
Looks like it's stopped bleeding.

GEORGE (sarcastically). That's the answer I got 10 & prayer
a little bit ago.

CLARENCE. Oh, no—~no~—no, George, I'm the answer to
your prayer.

GEORGE. Who are you?

CLARENCE. Clarence Odbody, A-S-2.

GEORGE. Odbody...A-S-2. What's that A-S-2?7

CLARENCE. Angel, Second Class,

GEORGE. Now [ know ["ve lost my mind.

CLARENCE. Not yet. But you were well on your way. That’s
why they sent me down. Besides, it's ridiculous to think of
killing yourself for a measly eight dollars.

GEORGE. How did you know that?
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CLARENCE. I've been trying to tell you. I'm your guardian
angel. I know everything about you.

GEORGE. Well you look like the kind of angel I'd get, 1"l
give you that much. Sort of a...fallen angel. What hap-
pened to your wings?

CLARENCE. I haven't won my wings yet. That's why I'm an
Angel, Second Class. But you're going 1o change all that.

GEORGE. 1 am. How?

CLARENCE. By letting me help you.

GEORGE. Only way you can help me is to get me eight thou-
sand bucks before the clock strikes twelve. After that my
life tums into a pumnpkin.

CLARENCE. Sorry, but we don't use money in Heaven.

GEORGE. That’s right. I keep forgetting. Well, down here
you can’t live without it. And if the truth be known, I'm
worth a lot more dead than alive.

CLARENCE. Now look, I wld you, you mustn't talk like that,
I won't get my wings with that attitude. Besides, you don't
realize how much you are worth. Why, if it hadn't been for

GEORGE. If it hadn't been for me, everybody I know would
be a lot better off. Everybody. My wife, my kids, my
friends.

CLARENCE. You sure have got plenty of friends, I'll say
that for you. Why, do you know they"ve jammed up our air
waves for over an hour now.

GEORGE. What are you talking about?

CLARENCE. Prayers. When they're heantfelt, they're mighty
powerful missiles. And the ones for you...why, they've lit
up our whole celestial system.

GEORGE. Why? How?
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CLARENCE. Because you're such an important influence jp
so many lives, George. Always have been. Just like Tom

Sawyer.
GEORGE. Since when?
CLARENCE. Ever since that day you saved your little brother
from drowning when he fell through the ice.
GEORGE. That was instinct. Besides, I was only twelve.
CLARENCE. There were other boys there that day, some of
them older and better swimmers. They didn’t nod to their

instincts. Only you did.

GEORGE. He was my brother.
CLARENCE. 1 know. But what about Mr. Gower when you

saved him from ruin. That wasn't instinct, That was cour-
age. Decp-scated and wrenched-full-of-guts courage.
GEORGE. But he had just received a telegram telling him his
son had died.
CLARENCE. And he had tumed mean through and through
from drowning his sorrow in a bottle. Remember?

(Lights fade down but not out on GEORGE and CLAR-
ENCE. On the other side of the stage the lights come up on
MR GOWER. He is holding his hand over the mouthpiece
of a candlestick phone and calling out. He is obviously

quite drunk.)

GOWER. George! Are you out there? (/nto phone.) I'm sorry,
Mrs. Blaine, that medicine should have been there an hour
sgo. I promise you, it'll be over in five minutes. (Hangs up
the phone and turns to YOUNG GEORGE.) Where's Mrs.
Blaine's box of capsules? Why didn't you deliver them?

(During the conversation, YOUNG GEORGE has entered
and stards next to MR GOWER.)



pmm——

Actl IT"S A WONDERFUL LIFE Page 11

YOUNG GEORGE. I couldn't. (MR GOWER grabs him by
the shirt and begins hitting him about the head with his
open hands. YOUNG GEORGE tries 10 protect himself as
best he can.)

GOWER. Why couldn’t you deliver them? What kind of
wicks are you playing, young man? Don't you know the
Blaine boy's very sick?

YOUNG GEORGE. You're hurting my sore ear, Mr. Gower,

GOWER (hitting him again). You lazy loafer!

YOUNG GEORGE. Mr. Gower, you don’t know what you're
doing. You put something wrong in those capsules.

GOWER. What are you talking about?

YOUNG GEORGE. I know you're unhappy. You got that
uelegnmtodnymditup«yw.!undema\ddm. But you
put something bad in those capsules. I'm sure you did.

GOWER. How do you mean?

YOUNG GEORGE. Just look and see for yoursell. (He pulls
out @ box of capsules.) 1 tried to tell you when you were
filling the order but you wouldn’t listen. But look at the
bottle you took the powder from. It's not right. T swear o
isn't. (MR. GOWER grabs the box of capsules out of
YOUNG GEORGE's hand, shakes the powder out of one of
the capsules, and cauriously tastes it.)

GOWER. Oh no...no...no...

YOUNG GEORGE. Don't hurt my ear again! (MR GOWER
ﬁlfbfohiskmdinﬁnmo[hbm. holds him fast and begins
sobbing.) 1 won't tell anyone, Mr. Gower, I promise. I
h.'”’ what you're feeling. 1 won't ever tell a soul. Hope to
die, I won't.

GOWER. Oh, George.
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(The lights fade on YOUNG GEORGE and MR GOWgg
and come back up full on CLARENCE and GEORGE on

the bridge.)
CLARENCE. And you never did. Not to this day. That's re.

markable.

GEORGE. He's always cared about young people. Gave lots
of us our first job.

CLARENCE. Well, he never stopped caring about you, that’s
for sure. Remember that handsome suitcase he bought you
when you thought you were finally heading off for college?

GEORGE. That was a thousand years ago.

(Lights fade up on MR. GOWER, MOTHER BAILEY,
HARRY., AUNT TILLY and UNCLE BILLY, BERT and
ERNIE, and VIOLET PETERSON. MR GOWER is holding
a new suitcase and they are all singing “For he's a jolly
good fellow... = GEORGE walks into the picture. CLAR-
ENCE observes the scene until it is established and then

exits offstage.)

GOWER. May you always use it in good health, George.

GEORGE. How can I thank you, Mr. Gower?
GOWER. By graduating with honors. That would make us all

very proud.
HARRY. Fat chance.

GEORGE. Lay you a bet, little brother.
HARRY. Haven't got time. I'm off 1o my dance. How do |

look?
GEORGE. Like a goon in a penguin suil. Where's the fu.

neral?
MOTHER BAILEY. That's enough, you two. You look very

nice, Harry.
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GEORGE. Of course he does. It's my tux.

HARRY. And what's yowr verdict, Aunt Tilly? Do 1 look
good enough to eat?

AUN'rmLY.UywhyuhMonmymgml'um
you with this purse.

HARRY. Aunt Tilly, I'm in love with you and there’s a full
moon out tonight. (She screams and hides behind UNCLE

BILLY.)
MOTHER BAILEY. Harry, that's enough.
HARRY.Hcy.Mom.gollobovmwthear.lhutohke
over a lot of plates and stuff.

MOTHER BAILEY. Whose plates?
HARRY. I'm chairman of the cats committee, Mom, and

we're short a couple of dozen plates. (He starts off)

MOTHER BAILEY (following him out). Now, wait a minute,
Harry, you can’t use my Sunday china, It was your
grandmother's and her mother's before that. Are you lis-
tening to me?

VIOLET. We are all going to miss you, George.

GEORGE. Thank you, Violet.

UNCLE BILLY. Say, that's some dress you've got on there.

VIOLET. This old thing! Why, it’s just a hand-me-down, like
Hamy's.

UNCLE BILLY. Well, it sure is pretty, isn't it, George?

GEORGE. What? Oh, the dress. Yes, it’s real nice, Violet.

VIOLET. Well, I guess [ better be going. The dance starts in
another half hour. Why don’t you drop by later on.

GEORGE. Just might do that,

VIOLET. Hope you do. Good-bye, now.

BERT. Want Emie and me to walk you over to the school?

“?ufl,'. That wen't be necessary, Take care, George. (She

GEORGE. Yeah. You too, Violet,

M
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BERT. Well, come on, Emie.

ERNIE. See you around, George. (ERNIE and BERT exit )

GEORGE (turning to UNCLE BILLY). Say, Uncle Bily
where's Pop? ;

UNCLE BILLY. Had to finish up a special report for Potier,
The board meeting’s tomorrow.,

GEORGE. 1 thought when Pop put him on the Board of Di-
rectors, he'd case up on us. What's cating that old money-

grabbing buzzard anyway?
AUNT TILLY. Oh, he’s a sick man, George. Sick in his
mind, sick in his soul, if he has one. Hates everybody who
has anything that he can’t have. Hates us mostly, I'm afraid.
UNCLE BILLY, After you graduate, you wouldn’t consider
coming back to the Building and Loan with us, would you,

George?
GEORGE. Not me, Uncle Billy. I couldn’t face being cooped
up for the rest of my life in a shabby little office. I'm

sorry, but the thought of spending all my life trying to fig-
ure out how to save three cents on a length of pipe...1'd go

crazy. [ want to do something big, something important,
UNCLE BILLY. Well, you know, George, I think your dad
and I feel that in a small way we are doing something im-
t. It's deep in the soul of a man to wanl to own his

portan
own roof and walls and a fireplace to sit beside of an eve-
ning, and we'd like to feel that we're helping him get those

things.
AUNT TILLY. But, Bill, you've got to admit that this town is

no place for any man unless he's willing to crawl to Potter.
Now, you've got talent, George. We've all seen it. So, you
go on and get yourself an education and then get out of

here if you must,
UNCLE BILLY. Have any idea what you want to do,

George?



GEORGE. Sure. I want to build thin
maybe even cities. It's been a dream .ll"ml;k;f:kmnpen,

UNCLE?BILLY. Still after the first million before you're
thirty

GEORGE. No. I'll settle for half that in cash.

UNGJ.:' BILLY. Well, your Aunt Tilly and I are sure going
10 Miss you.

GEORGE. And I'm going to miss all of you, that’s for cer-
tain. (Handing the suitcase 1o UNCLE BILLY.) Do you
mind taking this into the house? I think I'll walk over to
the school and drop in on Harmry's dance.

AUNT TILLY. Have a good time, son.

(Lights cross fade to CLARENCE who has entered unob-

served near the end of the previous scene. He stays alone
in this sequence. GEORGE is off stage changing costume.)

CLARENCE. And you did too. Remember? That was the
night you met Mary Hatch. Of course, you had known
Mary all your life. She grew up three or four years right
behind you and was always there, somewhere in the back-
ground...tagging along until one of you boys noticed and
sent her on her way. But that never discouraged her, not
hctwmyoftbegirls.myollhadthcircyeshookedoo
you—especially Violet and Mary. You just never took the
bait until Harry's graduation party. That’s when you
danced the Charleston all night with Mary Hatch until
Mlﬁppedthelockmdtemmggymﬂootmd
everyone fell—or jumped into the swimming pool.

(Lights fade on CLARENCE and come up on GEORGE
and MARY walking down a residential street. The night is
warm with a bright moon. GEORGE is dressed in jersey
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sweater and oversized football pants that keep Wanting
come down. MARY is in an old white bathrobe., Each i

carrying their wet clothes tied into a bundle. They ¢ns,,
singing.)

GEORGE and MARY. "Buffalo gals, can’t you come out to.
night, can’t you come out tonight, can’t you come out 1o-
night. Buffalo gals, can’t you come out tonight and dance
by the light of the moon.™

GEORGE. Hot dog! Just like the church choir.

MARY. Beautiful.

GEORGE. You should have seen the commotion in that
locker room. I had 10 knock down three people to get this

stuff we're wearing. I bet over half your class jumped in
that pool.

MARY. Half the town said it wasn't a good idea to build the
gym floor over a swimming pool. I wonder who tumed the
key.

GEORGE. Probably someone jealous “cause you chose me to
dance with ya.

MARY. You think, maybe?

GEORGE. Here, let me hold that old wet dress of yours. (He
takes the bundle of clothes from MARY. They stop and look
ar each other.) Hello.

MARY. Hello. You look at me as if you don't know me.

GEORGE. Well, I don't.

MARY. You've passed me on the street almost every day.

GEORGE. Me?

MARY. Uh-huh.

GEORGE. Uh-uh. That was a little girl named Mary Hatch,
That wasn't you,

MARY (laughing). Do 1 look as funny as you do?
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GEORGE. I guess I'm not quite the football type. You.
ook wonderful. You know, if it wasn't me talking 141:;
you were the prettiest girl in town.

MARY. Well, why don’t you say it?

GEORGE. I don’t know. Maybe I will say it. How old are

you, anyway?
MARY. You can't ask that.

GEORGE. Well, I am.

MARY. Eighteen.

GEORGE. Eighteen! Why, it was only last year you were
seventeen.

MARY. Too young or too old?

GEORGE. Oh, no. Just right. Your age fits you. Yes, sir, you
look a little older without your clothes on. (MARY stops.
GEORGE, to cover his embarrassment, talks quickly on.) |
mean, without a dress. You look older...I mean, younger.
You look just...(In his confusion GEORGE steps on the
end of the belt from MARY's robe, which is trailing along
behind her. She gathers the robe around her.) Oh-oh...

sorry.

MARY. Sir, my train, please.

GEORGE. A pox upon me for a clumsy lout. (He picks up the
belr and throws it over her arm.) Your...your caboose, my
lady.

MARY. You may kiss my hand. .

GEORGE. Ummmm...(Holding her hand, GEORGE moves in
closer to her.) Uh...Mary. (Just as he is about to kiss her,
MARY turns away singing.)

MARY. “As I was lumbering down the street...” (GEORGE
looks after her, then pantomimes picking up @ rock from
the street.)

GEORGE. Okay then, I'll throw 2 rock at the old Granville
house.
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MARY. Oh, no, don't. I love that old house.

GEORGE. No. You see, you make a wish, and then try ang
break some glass. You got to be a pretty good shot nowa.
days, 100, with so many windows already broken out.

MARY. Oh, no, George, don't. It’s full of romance, that old
place. I'd like to live in it.

GEORGE. In that old place?

MARY. Uh-huh.

GEORGE. I wouldn't live in it as a ghost. Now watch...right

on the second floor there. (GEORGE hurls the imaginary
rock out over the audience. We hear the sound of a win-

dow breaking.)

MARY. What'd you wish, George?

GEORGE. Well, not just one wish. A whole hat full, Mary. I
know what I'm going to do tomorrow and the next day and
the next year and the year after that. I'm shaking the dust
of this crummy little town off my feet and I'm going to see
the world. Italy, Greece, the Parthenon, the Coliseum. Then
I'm going to go to college and see what they know...and
then I'm going to build things. I'm gonna build air fields,
and I'm going to build skyscrapers a hundred stories high.
I'm goana build bridges a mile long...(As ke talks, MARY
has been listening intently. She finally stoops down and
picks up an imaginary rock, weighing it in her hand ) Are
you gonna throw a rock? (MARY throws her imaginary
rock, and once more we hear the sound of breaking glass.)
Hey, that’s pretty good. What'd you wish, Mary? (MARY
looks at him provocatively, then turns, and shuffles off
down the street, singing as she goes. GEORGE hurries
after her.)

MARY. "Buffalo gals, can’t you come out tonight..."
(GEORGE catches up with her, takes her hand, and joins

in singing.)
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GEORGE and MARY.) “,..can’t you come out tonight, can't
you come out tonight. Buffalo gals, can’t you come owt
tonight and dance by the light of the moon.”

GEORGE. What did you wish when you threw that rock?

MARY (turns and looks up at GEORGE). Oh, no.

GEORGE. Come on, tell me.

MARY. If I told you it might not come true.

GEORGE. What is it you want, Mary? You want the moon?
Just say the word and I'll throw a lasso around it and pull
it down. Hey, that's a pretty good idea. I'll give you the
moon, Mary

MARY. I'll 1ake it. And then what?

GEORGE. Well, then you could swallow it and it'd all dis-
solve, see? And the moonbeams'd shoot out of your fingers

and your toes, and the ends of your hair. (Pause.) Am I
talking too much?

(During the latter part of this conversation, BERT and
ERNIE walk on and watch GEORGE and MARY.)

BERT. Yes, you are!!

GEORGE. Who's that?

ERNIE. Why don’t you kiss her instead of talking her to
death?

GEORGE. What?

BERT (as he walks past them and exits, teasing). Aw, youth.
You know, it"s wasted on the wrong people, Emie.

ERNIE. You're telling me.

BERT. Just wasted! (They exit.)

GEORGE (calling after them). Hey, hey, hold on. Bert, Emie,
come on back here. I'll show you some kissing that will
turn your head around.
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(At the opposite side of the stage, UNCLE BILLY cop,
rushing on stage.)

UNCLE BILLY. George! George! Come on home, quick!
Your father's had a stroke!

GEORGE. Pop? Mary, I'm sorry. I've got to go.

UNCLE BILLY. Come on, George, let’s hurry.

GEORGE (as he crosses to UNCLE BILLY). Did you send for

a doctor?
UNCLE BILLY. Yes, Campbell’s there now.

(GEORGE and UNCLE BILLY exit. MARY stands alone
for a moment. Off stage, a solo wice, or a small ensemble,
begins singing, a cappella, an appropriate kymn. MARY
exits as AUNT TILLY and UNCLE BILLY lead MRS. BAI-
LEY, HARRY, and a group of mourners on stage. HENRY
F. POTTER accompanied by his SECRETARY, is rolled in
in his wheelchair by his GOON, but stays somewhat apart
from the rest of the group. MRS. BAILEY kneels and prays
over an imaginary grave. During this part of the ritual
[and when they have completed a costume change], MARY
and GEORGE enter on oppoasite sides of the stage. MARY
Joins her mother and GEORGE stays in the background
Everyone exits leaving only GEORGE, and MR POTTER
with his GOON and SECRETARY. GEORGE crosses 1o
MR POTTER.)

GEORGE. It was nice of you 1o come, Mr. Potter.

POTTER. Well, I'd say your father was the Building and
Loan here in Bedford Falls, George.

GEORGE. I agree, Mr. Potter.

POTTER. Of course, he wasn't a businessman and that's whar
killed him. Oh, I don’t mean any disrespect, George, God
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rest his soul. He was a man of high ideals...so called, but
jdeals without common sense can ruin this town. So, at our

next Board of Trustees meeting I'm going to make a mo-
tion.

GEORGE. A motion?

POTTER. That's right. A motion 1o dissolve the institution
and tum its assets and liabilitics over to receivership.
GEORGE. But, Mr. Potter...

POTTER (holding up several legal size papers stapled to-
gether). Take this loan application the Board's to act on
this moming...to Emie Bishop. You know, that fellow
walks around all day and delivers our mail.. usually late
because he's always stopping to talk 1o everyone on his

route...well, anyway, I happen to know that the bank
tumed down his loan, but he came to the Building and

Loan and we're willing to build him a house worth five
thousand dollars. Why?

GEORGE. Well, I handled that, Mr. Potter. You have all the
papers there. His salary, insurance, and I can personally
vouch for his character.

POTTER (sarcastically). Oh, he's a friend of yours?

GEORGE. Yes, sir.

POTTER. So, if you shoot pool with the manager's son, you
can borrow money. And what does it get the Building and
Loan? A discontented, lazy rabble instead of a thrifty,
working class. And all because a few starry-eyed dreamers
like your father stir them up and fill their heads with a lot
of impossible ideas.

GEORGE. Just a minute—just a minute. Now, hold on, Mr.
Pottcr. You're right when you say my father was no busi-
ressman. 1 know that. Why he ever started this cheap,
penny-ante Building and Loan, I'll never know. But neither
you nor anybody else can say anything against his charac-
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ter, because his whole life was...Why, in the twenty-five
years since he and Uncle Billy started the institution, he
never once thought of himself or saved any money. But he
did help a few people get out of your slums, Mr. Poter,
And what's wrong with that? Just remember this, the rab-
ble you're talking about...they do most of the working and
paying and living and dying in this community. Well, is it
too much to have them work and pay and live and die in a
couple of decent rooms and a bath? My father didn’t think
so. People were human beings to him, but to you, a

warped, frustrated old man, they're cattle. Well, in my
book, my father died a much richer man than you'll ever

be!

POTTER. I'm not interested in your book, young man. I'm
talking about the Building and Loan.

GEORGE. 1 know very well what you're talking about.
You're talking about something you can’t get your fingers
on, and it's galling you. That’s what you're talking about.
Well, thank you for stopping by, Mr. Potter. I'll see you at
the meeting.

POTTER. But you're not on the Board.

GEORGE. I hold my father's proxy so I can attend. And cast
a voic. You see, the way | look at it, Mr. Potter, the people
of this town need our family's one-horse institution if only
to have some place where they can go without crawling to
you.

POTTER (to his GOON). Get me out of here. (To GEORGE
as he is being rolled off) Sentimental hogwash! I'm still
going to make my motion, young man, and we'll see who
has the power in this town.

(CLARENCE enters the circle of light where GEORGE is
standing.)
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CLARENCE. But you spoke cloquently at the board meeting
that day and they voted Potter down, remember?

GEORGE. But on one condition 1 hadn't banked on.

CLARENCE. That you take over your father's place. And
you did. And you tumed over all your school moncy to
your brother Harry and sent him to college.

GEORGE (with pride). And Harry became a football star—
made second tcam All-American.

CLARENCE. And you—you got four years older.

(CLARENCE disappears out of the light again as

GEORGE looks out wishfully. Afier a moment, MOTHER

BAILEY enters from behind, crosses down to GEORGE,
and kisses him on the cheek.)

MOTHER BAILEY. That's for nothing.

GEORGE. Hello, Mom.

MOTHER BAILEY. What're you doing? Wishing on the
moon?

GEORGE. No, I've given up on that, Just getting some air.

MOTHER BAILEY. Did you know that Mary Haich is back
from school?

GEORGE. Uh-huh.

MOTHER BAILEY. Came back three days ago.
GEORGE (playing along with her game). Hmmmm...
MOTHER BAILEY, Nice girl, Mary,

GEORGE. Hmmmm...

MOTHER BAILEY. Kind that will help you find the answers,
George.

GEORGE. Hmmmm. .,

MOTHER BAILEY. Can you give me one good reason why
you shouldnt call on Mary?

GEORGE. Sure—Sam Wainwright.
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MOTHER BAILEY (knowingly). Hmmmm...
GEORGE. Yes, Sam’s crazy about Mary.

MOTHER BAILEY, Well, she's not crazy about him.
GEORGE. Well, how do you know? Did she discuss it with

you?

MOTHER BAILEY. No.

GEORGE. Well, how do you know then?

MOTHER BAILEY. Well, I've got eyes, haven't I? Why, she
lights up like a firefly whenever you're around.

GEORGE. Oh...

MOTHER BAILEY. And besides, Sam Wainwright's away in
New York, and you're here in Bedford Falls.

GEORGE. And all’s fair in Jove and war?

MOTHER BAILEY (teasing, still playing the game). Well, I
don't know about war.

GEORGE. Mother, you know, I can see right through you—
right to your back collar button...trying to get rid of me,
huh?

MOTHER BAILEY. Uh-huh. (They kiss MOTHER BAILEY
puts GEORGE's hat on his head.)

GEORGE. Well, here's your hat, what's your hurry? All
right, Mother, old Building and Loan pal, if you insist, I'll
go out and find a girl and do a little passionate necking.

MOTHER BAILEY. George!

GEORGE. Now if you'll just point me in the right direction...
This direction? (As he leaves.) Good night, Mrs. Bailey.

(As GEORGE crosses R, MOTHER BAILEY exits out of the
light, U. When GEORGE gets RC he stops and just stands,

hands in his pockets, obviously undecided as to whar he
wants 10 do. VIOLET enters.)

VIOLET. Hello, Georgie-Porgie.
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GEORGE. Hello, Vi. How's business at Ye Old-fashioned
Permanent Wave Shoppe?

VIOLET. Not a tidal wave yet, but I'm getting some city
mothers in—thanks to you. What gives with you?

GEORGE. Nothing.

VIOLET. Where are you going?

GEORGE. Oh, I'll probably end up down at the library.

VIOLET. Georgie, don't you ever get tired of just reading
about things? (Her eyes are seductive and guileful as she
looks up at him. He is silent for a moment.)

GEORGE (blurts ouwt). Yes...yes, I do. What are you doing
tonight?

VIOLET (feigned surprise). Not a thing,

GEORGE. Are you game, Vi? Let's make a night of it.

VIOLET (just whar she wanted). Oh, I'd love it, Georgie.
What'll we do?

GEORGE. Let’s go out in the field and 1ake off our shoes and
walk through the grass,

VIOLET. Huh?

GEORGE. Then we can climb Mount Bedford, up to the falls
and smell the pines, and watch the sunrise against the
peaks, and...we'll stay up there the whole night, and
everybody'll be talking and there'll be a temific scandal. ..

VIOLET (interrupting). Walk in the grass in my bare feet?
George, have you gone crazy? And Mount Bedford. Who
would want 10 climb all the way to the 1op of Mount Bed-
ford? It"s got to be a ten-mile hike at least.

Oﬁcl’. Okay, forget the whole thing. It was just a crazy

VIOLET. You're telling me. Good night, George.

(VIOLET exits stage R GEORGE continues to stand where
he is for a few more seconds, obviously debating with him-
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Aap |
self. Then he slowly walks stage L M-mnem,,,
MARY steps out into the light from U.) e,

MARY. Well, there you are.

GEORGE. bklb.Mary.ljmlhppcaedwbemb,.
MARY. Yes.aolnodoedﬂawywmdcupmm?
GEORGE. How's that?

MARY. Have you made up your mind?

GEORGE. About what?

MARY. Paying a visit. Your mother phoned and said yoy
Were on your way over.

GEORGE. My mother called you? Well, how did she know?

MARY. Didn't you tell her?

GEORGE. I didn't tell anybody. I just went for a walk and
happened to be passing by...

(At this point @ wagon—the front porch of the Hatch's
home—rolls on. It displays a screened front door and an
open window. On the U side of the window is a small table
holding a candlestick phone.)

MARY. Wcil.doyoumﬂocomeupmthepomhmdsiu
minute?

GEORGE. Well, maybe for a minute, but I didn"t tell any-
body I was coming over here. (They stand there. looking at
cach other for a moment.) When did you get back?

MARY. Tuesday.

GEORGE. Whese'd you get that dress?

MARY. Do you like it?

GEORGE. It's okay. I thought you'd go back 10 New York
like Sam and Ingie, and the rest of them.

MARY. Oh, 1 worked there a couple of vacations, but T don't
know...I guess | was homesick.
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GEORGE (shocked). Homesick? For Bedford Falls?

MARY. Yes, and my family and...oh, everything. Aren’t you
coming up on the porch?

GEORGE. Well, maybe just for a minute. Bat I want you 10
know that I didn't tell anybody that I was coming here.

MARY. Would you rather leave?

GEORGE (jumping on this). No!...(Now trying 1o be casual.)
I mean, I don’t want to be rude.

MARY. Then, come on up. (They move up on the porch.
MARY sits on the top step. GEORGE remains standing. An
awkward moment of silence. Then MARY starts singing qu-
ietly.) “Buffalo gals, won't you come out tonight, come out
tonight, come out tonight...” (GEORGE joins in and to-
gether they finish the chorus.)

GEORGE and MARY. "Buffalo gals, can’t you come out to-
night and dance by the light of the moon.™

MRS. HATCH'S VOICE. Mary! Mary, who's down there
with you?

MARY. It's George Bailey, Mother,

MRS. HATCH'S VOICE. George Bailey! What does he
wam?

MARY. I don't know, (To GEORGE.) What do you want?

GEORGE. Me? Not a thing.

MARY. He's making violent love to me, Mother.

MRS. HATCH'S VOICE. You tell him to go right back
home, and don’t you leave the house, either. Sam Wain-
wright promised to call you from New York tonight.
(Phone rings.) There he is now. Good night, George.

GEORGE. I better be going. (Siarts to leave.)

MARY. No! Wait a minute.

MRS. HATCH'S VOICE. Mary, get the phone.




T

Page 28 IT'S A WONDERFUL LIFE At

MARY (into phone). Hello. Sam, how are you? Guess who's
here. George Bailey. George! It's Sam. He wants to talk 4o

you.
GEORGE. Me?

MARY. Hurry. It's long distance.
GEORGE. Hello, Sam?

(A light comes up on SAM WAINWRIGHT on the opposite
side of the stage.)

SAM. Well, George Baileyoffski! Hey, a fine pal you are.
What are you trying to do? Steal my girl?

GEORGE. What do you mean? Nobody's trying to steal your
girl. Here.. here's Mary.

SAM. No, wait a minute. Wait a2 minute. I want 1o talk to
both of you. Tell Mary to get on the extension.

GEORGE. He wants you to get on the extension.

MARY. Mothet's on the extension. (She steps in closer to
GEORGE, puts her hand below his on the phone.) Now we
can both hear. (On phone). We're listening, Sam.

SAM. I have a big deal coming up that’s going to make us all
rich. George, you remember that night in Martini's bar
when you told me you read someplace about making plas-
tics out of soybeans?

GEORGE. Huh? Yeah-yeah-yeah.. soybeans. Sure.,

SAM. Well, Dad snapped up the idea. He's going to build a
factory outside of Rochester. And here's the point, Mary?
Mary, you're in on this too. Now listen. George, have you
gOt any moncy.

GEORGE. Money? Yeah...well, a little,

SAM. Well, now listen up. I want you to put every cem
ym.nwhommhywmmo“gc,]my
have a job for you, that is, unless you're still married 1o
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that broken-down Building and Loan. This is the biggest
wgsincemﬁa.mdl'mlenimyouhondnmmd

MARY (nervously). I'm here,

SAM. Would you tell that guy I'm giving him the chance of a
lifetime, you hear? The chance of a lifetime. (As MARY
listens, she turns to look at GEORGE, her lips almost on
his lips.)

MARY. He says it's the chance of a lifetime. (GEORGE can
stand it no longer. He drops the phone with a crash, grabs
MARY by the shoulders and shakes her.)

GEORGE (fiercely). Now you listen to me! 1 don't want any
plastics! I don'"t want any ground floors, and 1 don’t want
to get mammied—ever—to anyone! You understand that? |
want to do what T want to do. And you're...(He pulls her
to him in a fierce embrace.) Oh, Mary.. Mary...

MARY. George...George.

(They kiss. We hear the sound of the “Wedding March.”
The Haich's fromt parlor wagon rolls off as the TOWNS-
PEOPLE rush on as if waiting for the bride and groom to
enter out of a church. As GEORGE and MARY come for-
ward everyone applauds and shouts congratulations. MRS.
BAILEY, UNCLE BILLY and AUNT TILLY are on one side
of the couple, MRS. HATCH on the other. ERNIE steps
Jorward and hands GEORGE a boule of champagne done
up in gift wrapping.)

ERNIE. Bert and 1 chipped in on this. We hope you flot

away 10 Happy Land on the bubbles.
GEORGE. Oh, lock at this. Champagne!
MARY. Thank you, Emie.
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ERNIE. By the way, where are you two going on this here.
now honeymoon?

GEORGE. Where are we going? (Takes out a fat roll of bills)
Look at this. There's the kitty, Emie. Here, come on, count

it, Mary.
MARY. I feel like a bootlegger’s wife. (Holding up the

money.) Look!

GEORGE. You know what we're going to do? We're going
1o shoot the works. A whole week in New York. A whole
week in Bermuda. The highest hotels—the oldest cham-
pagne—the richest caviar—the hottest music, and the pret-
tiest wife!

ERNIE. That does it! Then what?

GEORGE (10 MARY). Then what, honey?

MARY. After that, who cares?

GEORGE. That does it—come here.

(They kiss. The TOWNSFOLK applaud. BERT rushes in.)

BERT. I hate 1o break anything up but there's something
funny going on down at the bank. I've never really seen

one, but it has all the earmarks of a run.

MRS. MARTINI. Oh, my God

BERT. If you got any money in the bank, folks, you better
huery. (The TOWNSFOLK all react in panic and run off’)

GEORGE. You wait here, dear. I'll be just a minute. (He
starts to exil.)

MARY. George, let's not stop, Please, let’s g0

GEORGE. I'll be back in a minute, Mary.

(The lights come up on the Building and Loan wagon as it

is rolled in. UNCLE BILLY and AUNT TILLY are present.
UNCLE BILLY is sneaking o drink from his flask,

\\'/"‘_
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GEORGE crosses into the scene, MARY exits. GEORGE
pulls UNCLE BILLY downstage as the TOWNSPEOPLE
rush in and jam up at the deposit cage. The group should
include ERNIE, BERT, MR. MARTINI, MR. WELCH, MRS.
MARTINI, MISS CARTER, MISS ANDREWS and MRS.
THOMPSON. Note: If you want more people in the scene,

you could have MRS. BAILEY, MRS. HATCH, VIOLET and
MR POTTER's SECRETARY enter and observe. The ac-

tors playing HARRY and SAM could also be in the scene,
not as their character but as a townsperson. )

GEORGE. What's the meaning of this, Uncle Billy? A holi-
day?

UNCLE BILLY, This is what you call a pickle, George, a real
pickle.

GEORGE. All right now, what happened? How did it start?

UNCLE BILLY. How does anything like this ever stant? All 1
know is the bank called our loan.

GEORGE. When?

UNCLE BILLY. About an hour ago. [ had to hand over all
our cash.

GEORGE. All of it?

UNCLE BILLY. Every cent of it, and it still was less than we
owe.

GEORGE. Holy mackerel!
UNCLE BILLY. The whole town's gone crazy.

(At this moment POTTER is wheeled in by his GOON.)

GEORGE. Mr. Potter. To what do we owe this unexpected
visit?

POTTER. George, there's a rumor around town that you're
going to close your doors carly. Is that true?



GEORGE (checking his watch). Not for another ten minutes,

That's our regular closing time.
POTTER. Well, I'm glad to hear that...George, are you all

righl?DoyouwaMmloalllbesheﬁm

GEORGE. What for?
MWele&gamwymhna.youmw.
GEORGE. 1 can assure you, all of our customers arc very

polite.
POTTER. I'm sure, George, l‘mgo&ngallwﬂobclpindds
crisis. I've just guaranteed the bank sufficient funds to

mdnhmmy'ucbcdowfaamkmmm

reopen.

GEORGE. You've taken over the bank?

POTTER. I may lose a fortune, but I'm willing to guarantee
your people too. (7o the TOWNSPEOPLE.) Just bring your
shares over to the bank and I will pay fifty cents on the
dollar.

GEORGE. I'm sure that won't be necessary, Mr. Potter. We'll
take care of our customers right here.

POTTER. Well, just make sure you don't close your doors
before six p.m. or you'll never reopen. (He motions to his
GOON who turns and wheels him out.) Ladies. Gentlemen.

Remember, fifty cents on the dollar.

GEORGE (calling after him). You never miss a trick, do you,
Potter? Well, you're going to miss this one. (The TOWNS.-
PEOPLE push to line up at the teller window.) Now don't
p-ni:.. folks. You heard Mr. Potter. The bank will open in a
weeo

MISS ANDREWS. But I've got
I'll take it pow. DS R e, S

GEORGE. No. Miss Andrews, you're thinking of this plac
dlwmg.Ml(lMthemeyMindngfe_n:
money's pot here. Your money's in the Grange's house
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,;‘umuwymmsdinﬂnxauwdybom.mdun,
Macklin's house, and a hundred others. Why, you're lend-
ing them the money to build, and then, they're going 10
pay it back to you as best they can. Now what are you
going to do? Foreclose on them?

MISS ANDREWS. I got two hundred and forty-two dollars in
bere, George Bailey, and two hundred and forty-two dol-
lars isn't going to break anybody.

GEORGE (handing her a slip). All right, Miss Andrews, all
right. Here you are. You sign this. You'll get your money
in sixty days.

MISS ANDREWS. Sixty days?

GEORGE. Well, now that's what you agreed to when you
bought your shares. (MISS ANDREWS starts to leave.)
Now, come on, Miss Andrews, stick to your original agree-
ment. Give us sixty days on this.

MRS. THOMPSON (10 MISS ANDREWS). Are you going to
g0 1o Potter's?

MISS ANDREWS. Better to get half than nothing. (Strong
reaction in agreement from the TOWNSPEOPLE.)

GEORGE. Miss Andrews! Mrs. Thompson! Wait, please...
Now listen.. listen to me. If Potter gets hold of this Build-
ing and Loan there'll never be another decent house built
in this town, He's already got charge of the bank. He's got
the bus line. He's got the department stores. And now he's
after us. Why? Because we're cutting in on his business,
that's why. And because he wants o keep you living in his
slums and paying the kind of rent he decides. Well, we
can't Jet him. We can get through this thing but we've got
10 stick together. We've got 10 have faith in each other.

MRS. THOMPSON. But my husband hasa’t worked in over a
year, and | need money.

MARTINL How am | going to live until the bank opens?




Page 34 IT'S A WONDERFUL LIFE Ad)

MRS. MARTINL We've got doctor bills to pay.

ERNIE. Yes, George, I need cash.
BERT. Can't feed my kids on faith.

(During this scene MARY has come up behind the counter,
Suddenly, asthep!opkommmnmw’ng toward the

door, she holds up a roll of bills.)

MARY (calling out). How much do you need?

GEORGE (takes the money from MARY). Hey, that's right.
I've got two thousand dollars! Here's two thousand dollars.
This'll tide us over until the bank reopens. All right, Miss
Andrews, how much do you need?

MISS ANDREWS. Two hundred and forty-two dollars!

GEORGE. Aw, Miss Andrews, please, just enough to tide you

over "til the bank reopens.
MISS ANDREWS. I'll take two hundred and forty-two dol-

lars. (GEORGE starts rapidly 1o count out the money.
MISS ANDREWS throws her passbook on the counter.)

GEORGE. There you are.

MISS ANDREWS. That"ll close my account.

GEORGE. Your account’s still here. That's a loan. (MI5S AN-
DREWS moves away. So do some others, quietly and as-
sured. ERNIE moves up to the window.) Okay. All right,
Emie?

ERNIE. I got three hundred dollars here, George.

GEORGE. Aw, now, Emie...what"ll it take ‘til the bank re-
opens? What do you need?

ERNIE, Well, 1 suppose twenty dollars.

GEORGE. Twenty dollars. Now you're talkin

2 g. Fine. Thanks,
Emie. (To MRS. THOMPSON who is next in line.) All
right, now, Mrs. Thompson. How much do you want?

MRS. THOMPSON. But it's your own money, George.
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GEORGE. Never mind about that. How much do you want?
MRS. THOMPSON. I can get along with twenty, all right.
GEORGE (counting it out). Twenty dollars.

MRS. THOMPSON. And I'll sign a paper.

GEORGE. You don't have to sign anything. I know you'll
pay it back when you can. That's okay. (To MRS. MAR-
TINI who is next in line.) All right, Mrs. Martini.

MRS. MARTINL Could we have seventeen-fifty?

GEORGE. Seven...(He kisses her.) Bless your heart. Of
course you can have it. You got fifty cents? (Handing the
money over to UNCLE BILLY.) Here you take over.

UNCLE BILLY. I think we're going to make it, George. I
think we're going to make it

GEORGE. So do 1. (GEORGE crosses downstage to MARY.
The lights fade down on the teller window. All the TOWNS-
PEOPLE leave by the end of the following short scene.)
Hello, Mrs. Bailey.

MARY. Hello, Mr. Bailey. How's business?

GEORGE. Booming. (They smile ar each other.)

MARY (holding up a key on a ring). Well, at least you have a
pltcctocambanetamwofduwhdowxarcbmkcn
omudlherooﬂabhaphceonwo.bmdnﬁmdure‘s
mdandﬂmkn'ucmkindwfoun&ﬁm.

GEORGE. What are you talking about?
MARY. Thirty4wo Sycamore.
GEORGE. Thirty-two Sycamore? But that's...(MARY nods.)

MARY. Remember the night we broke the windows? That's
whalwislndfaudl'vebemnvm;cmsmmppy

Anniversary. .
GEORGE. Happy Anniversary? We've only been married an
hour.
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MARY (looking down at her watch). One hour, twenty.nip.
minutes and forty some odd seconds to be exact. Sogy
enough to celebrate I would say. Wouldn't you?

GEORGE. Oh, darling, you're wonderful.

(They kiss. A town clock is heard striking six p.m. Lights
come back up on the Building and Loan wagon. All the
TOWNSPEOPLE are gone.)

UNCLE BILLY (counting out the hours). Four...five.. six.
Bingo! We made it. (AUNT TILLY, GEORGE and MARY

send up a cheer.) Look, George, we're still in business.
We've got two bucks left!

GEORGE. Well, pop the champagne. I'd say we're a couple
of financial wizards.

UNCLE BILLY. Those Rockefellers!

GEORGE. Open the safe for these great big important simole-
ons.

UNCLE BILLY. We'll save them for seed.

GEORGE. Here's to Papa Dollar and to Mama Dollar, and if
you want the old Building and Loan to stay in business,
you better have a family real quick.

AUNT TILLY. I wish they were rabbits.

GEQRGE. That's great, Aunt Tilly. Did you hear that, Uncle
Billy? Rabbits. Here's to the Rabbits. (They all raise their
glasses and cry our “Rabbits.” Everyone laughs and em-
braces as the lights fade.)

END OF ACT ONE



ACT TWO

AT RISE: The lights come up on GEORGE and MARY who
are standing on the front stoop of one of their new homes.
The Martini family and friends are standing below, their
backs to the audience, listening.

MARY (to MRS. MARTINI, giving her a loaf of bread).
Bread! That this house may never know hunger. (Giving
ker a box of salt.) Salt! That life may always have flavor.

GEORGE (handing a bottle of wine to MARTINI). And wine!
That joy and prosperity may reign forever. Enter the Mar-
tini castle!

(The MARTINIS and all their friends ad-lib with great en-
thusiasm, MRS. MARTINI hugs MARY and MR. MARTINI
shakes GEORGE's hand. Lights cross fade to Potter’s of-
fice. POTTER is seated in his wheelchair at his desk, with
his GOON beside him. He is speaking to his bank exam-
iner, MISS CARTER.)

MISS CARTER. You can't dismiss this Bailey Park anymore,
Mr. Potter. It's cutting deeper and deeper into your rental
profits.

POTl'ER.TbeBaikyfm\ilyhubeeaabodloumynocklau
enough.

(MR. POTTER's SECRETARY enters.)
37

\
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SECRETARY. Mr. Bailey has just arrived, sir.

POTTER. Good. Tell him to wait. (The SECRETARY exits. To
MISS CARTER ) Go on.

MISS CARTER. As you know, he's built up a whole sub-g;.
vision out next to the cemetery. Dozens and dozens of the
prettiest little homes you ever saw. I'm thinking seriously

of purchasing one myself.
POTTER. Don't you dare.
MISS CARTER. The point is, Mr. Potter, nincty per cent of

the residents used to pay rent to you. Now if I were you,

Mzr. Potter...

POTTER (interrupting). Well, you are not me.

MISS CARTER (as she leaves). As 1 say, I'm just a lowly
bank examiner, but if you're not careful, one of these
days...

POTTER. I'm a busy man, Miss Carter. I haven't got time for
idle conjecture. Good day. (MISS CARTER exits.) Cut into
my revenue will you? Well, I'll show you a trick or two,

Mzr. Bailey.

(POTTER pushes the buzzer on his desk. The SECRETARY
rushes into the room.)

SECRETARY. Yes, sir?

POTTER. Send Bailey in.
SECRETARY. Right away, sir. Mr. Bailey, Mr. Potter will

see you now.,
GEORGE. Thank you.

(GEORGE walks into the scene.)

POTTER (with artificial warmth). Good moming, George. So
good 1o see you again. (He extends his hand )
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GEORGE (shaking POTTER's hand). Mr. Potter. This is quite
an unusual request.

pOTTER. What's that?

GEORGE. Your calling 10 ask me to pay you a visit

pOTTER. Don’t know what's so unusual about it. I just
Wthemo(usshouldgabenaaomnimzd- Here,
have a cigar.

GEORGE. Thank you, sir. (Inspecting the large cigar.) This
is quite a cigar.

POTTER. You like it? I'll send you a box.

GEORGE (nervously). Well, I...1 suppose I'll find out sooner
or later, but just what exactly did you want 1o sec me
about?

POTTER (laughs). Now that's just what I like so much about
you. (Pleasantly and smoothly.) George, I'm an old man,
mdmoslpeoplehﬂcme.&nldon’tlikctbandlhet.so
that makes it all even. You know just as well as I do, that I
run practically everything in this town but the Bailey
Building and Loan. You know, also, that for a number of
years I've been trying to get control of it...or kill it. But 1
haven't been able to do it. You have been stopping me, In
fact, you have beaten me, George, and as anyone in this
county can tell you, that takes some doing. Take during the
depression, for instance. You and 1 were the only ones that
tnptomheods.‘(ouuvedtbcwldingmdlmn.md!
saved all the rest.

GEORGE. Yes. Well, most people say you stole all the rest.

POTTER. The envious ones say that, George, the suckers.
Now, I have stated my side very frankly. Let"s look at your
side. Young man, twenty-seven, twenty-eight...married,
making, say...forty a week.

GEORGE (indignantly). Forty-five!
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POTTER. Forty-five. Forty-five, Out of which, after suppoy.
ing your wife and your mother, and paying your bills,
you're able to keep, say ten, if you skimp. A child or two
comes along, and you won't even be able to save the ten,
Nw.umhymumdmny-dﬂnmam
ocdirmyyolnel.l’dnybcwdoingﬁne.Bul.George&j-
leyhnouaxmmotdimyokel. He's an intelligent,
smart, ambitious young man—who hates his job—who
hates the Building and Loan, almost as much as I do. A
young man who's been dying to get out on his own ever
since he was bom. A young man...the smartest one of the
crowd, mind you, a young man who has to sit by and
watch his friends go places, because he's trapped. Yes, sir,
trapped into frittering his life away playing nursemaid to a
lot of garlic-caters. Do [ paint a correct picture, or do I
exaggerate?

GEORGE (mystified). Now what’s your point, Mr. Potter?

POTTER. My point? My point is, I want to hire you.

GEORGE (dumbfounded). Hire me?

POTTER. 1 want you to manage my affairs, run my proper-
ties. George, I'll start you out at twenty thousand dollars a
year,

GEORGE (drops his cigar). Twenty thou...twenty thousand
dollars a year?

POTTER. You wouldnt mind living in the nicest house in
tm.buyhgywwifeoludfmcm.mpkd
business trips to New York a year, maybe once in a while
Europe. You mddn‘lmhddu.mdmw.’

GEORGE. Would I? (Looking around skeptically.) You're not
talking to somebody else around here, are you? You know
this is me, you remember me? George Bailey. s

POTTER. Oh, yes, George Bailey. Whose ship has just come
in—providing he has the brains enough to climb abogrd.

o N
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oﬂ)RGE- well, what about the Building and Loan?

Wmmmmkm.mmaﬁﬁddmw?
r'm offering you a three year contract starting at twenty
thousand dollars a year. Is it a deal or isn’t it? |

GEORGE. Well, Mr, Porter, L..L..I know, I ought 1o jump at
the chance, but L..I just...I wonder if it would be possible
fayww;iwmtwauy-fwlwuntodunkhover?

POTTER. Sure, sure. You go on home and talk it over with
your wife.

GEORGE. I'd like to do that.

POTTER. In the meantime, I'll draw up the papers.

GEORGE. All right, sir.

POTTER (extending his hand 1o GEORGE). Okay, George.

GEORGE (taking his hand). Okay, Mr. Potter. (As they shake
hands, GEORGE feels a physical revulsion. POTTER'S
hand feels like a cold mackerel to him. In that moment of
physical contact he knows he could never be associated
with this man. GEORGE drops his hand with a shudder.
He peers intently into POTTER's face.) No...no...no...no,
now wait a minute, here! 1 don’t have to talk to anybody! 1
know right now, and the answer is no! NO! Doggone it!
(Getting madder all the time.) You sit around here and you
sphymnliﬂkwcbsmdyoodﬁnklhewbolewoﬂdw—
volves around you and your moncy. Well, it doesn’t, Mr.
Potter! In the...in the whole vast configuration of things,
I'd say you were nothing but a scurvy little spider. You...
(He turns and shouts at the GOON, impassive as ever be-
side POTTER's wheelchair.)...and that goes for you too!
(As GEORGE opens the office door to exit, he shouts at the
SECRETARY who is passing him on her way in.) And it
goes for you too!
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(GEORGE walks downstage our of Porter’s office areq
Lights cross fade: up on AMRYassllecrosesdam,,o

GEORGE. down on Potter’s office.)

MARY (upbeat). Hi.

GEORGE (still upset, downbeat). Hi.

MARY. Been a rough day? (GEORGE mumbles something
incoherent. MARY starts singing 1o cheer him up.) “Buffalo
gals, won't you come out tonight, won't you come out to-
night, won"t you come out tonight.”

GEORGE. Mary Hatch, why in the world did you ever marmry
a guy like me?

MARY. To keep from being an old maid.

GEORGE. You could have married Sam Wainwright or any-
body clse in town.

MARY. I dida’t want to marry anybody else in town. I want
my baby to look like you.

GEORGE. You didn't even have a honeymoon. I promise
you...(Does a double take.)...Your what?

MARY. My baby.

GEORGE. You mean...Mary, are you on the nest?
MARY. In a manner of speaking.

GEORGE. What is i, a boy or a girl?
Sty aod B girl? (MARY nods her head

ights
Ll;!:e-) mmvmcmfouueopmm:&dw

CLARENCE. You were on top of the
world
Bailey. Coulda't have been happicr (GEoRar . Ocoree
brace with MARY and moves across Als
ENCE. MARY exits and lights fade in thas m to CLAR.
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GEORGE- But that was ncarly ten yecars ago. We've gone
through & War since then.

aAn,aNCE-ch.mdyourwifchagimb&d\!onotone
wwmuif\dchﬂdmmN\dmbmha.}hny.m
been decorated with the Congressional Medal of Honor,
“president Decorates Harry Bailey.”

GEORGE. That was the headline in this moming's paper.

CLARENCE. That's right. This moming, George, day before
Christmas, about ten a.m. That's when it all started, wasn’t
#1? You were out buying a Christmas wreath (GEORGE
exits at this point.) and Uncle Billy...oh yes, Uncle Billy
was on his way to the bank.

(A YOUNG BOY selling newspapers enters.)

YOUNG BOY (calling out). Extra! Extra! Read all about it
Local boy wins Congressional Medal of Honor. Harry Bai-
ley 10 be decorated by President.

(UNCLE BILLY enters thumbing through the bills in a
thick envelope as he walks across stage. On the opposire
side of the siage POTTER is wheeled in by his GOON.
Lights fade our on CLARENCE.)

POTTER (to the YOUNG BOY). Here, give me one of those.
(POTTER grabs one of the newspapers from the YOUNG
BOY. The GOON gives the BOY the money. POTTER com-
ments on the news with disgust.) One of those Bailey boys,
again.

UNCLE BILLY (meeting up with POTTER and his GOON).
Well, good moming, Mr. Potter. What's the news? (He
grabs the paper from POTTER'’s hand) Well, well, well,
Harry Bailey wins Congressional Medal. That couldn’t be




Page 44 IT'S A WONDERFUL LIFE Kt
oncoftbeBaileyboys,cmddil? You just can’t keep thoge
Bnﬂeysdownw.cmyan.m. Potter?

POTTER. How does slacker George feel about that?

UNCLE BILLY. Very jealous, oh yes, very jealous. He only

ff his vest. Of course, slacker George
of those medals if he had been al.

lowed to go.

POTTER. I know, he has a bad car.

UNCLE BILLY. That's right. (He folds POTTER's paper
over the envelope containing his money and flings his final
taunt at the old man.) After all, Potter, some people like
George had to stay home. Not every heel was in Germany
and Japan!

POTTER. Give me back my paper. Buy your own if you want
to drool over it. (In a cold rage, POTTER grabs his paper,

wbmhd«mmmpkbymaoa’t UNCLE
BILLY laughs as he exits L singing “ *Tis the season to be
jolly... -lwm h;ogm reaches stage R he realizes that
an envelope en folded up in his r. To his
GOON.) Wait a minute. (He examines the :oanpl:nts of the
envelope and realizes that it is full of money. He turns and
starts to call off after UNCLE BILLY.) Hey! (To himself)
No. Wait a minute. (Looking af the money.) Why not. Yes

Why not. (To the GOON.) Hm, lake me ‘"‘Iygh' to l:

bank.

(Lights fade on POTTER as he is whee
on e fot room ofthe By Biling and Lo AT
a chair. She is holding a briefcase. cwkc:,mmdm
ing up @ newspaper and carrying a Christmas "’:‘)ltold

GEORGE (with great pride). Extra! Extral Read all aboyg jp
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AUNT TILLY (on the phone). George! George! It's Harry
sow On long distance from Washington.!

GEORGE- Harry! What do you know about that?

AUNT TILLY. He reversed the charges. It's okay, isn't it?

GmRGE.WJOyocnmls it okay? For a hero? (Takes
the phone.) Harry! Oh, you old seven-kinds of a son-of-a-
gun. Congratulations! How's Mother standing it?...She
did? What do you know...(To AUNT TILLY.) Mother had
lunch with the President’s wife.

AUNT TILLY. Wait "til Bill hears about this, (To GEORGE.)
What did they have to eat?

GEORGE (on phone). What did they have to eat? Harry, you
should see what they're cooking up in the town for
you...Oh, are they? (To AUNT TILLY.) The Navy's going
to fly Mother home this afternoon.

AUNT TILLY. In a plane?

GEORGE (on phone). What? Uncle Billy? (To AUNT TILLY.)
Has Uncle Billy come in ye1?

AUNT TILLY. No, he stopped at the bank first

GEORGE (on phone). He's not here right now, Harry. But
look...

AUNT TILLY (interrupting). George...

GEORGE (on phone). ...now tell me about i

AUNT TILLY (interrupting). ...George, that woman's here
again,

GEORGE. What woman?

AUNT TILLY (nervously). Bank...bank examiner.

GEORGE. Oh...(On phone.) Talk to Aunt Tilly again & min-
ute, will you? I'll be right back.

(GEORGE gives the phone 1o AUNT TILLY, puts down his
wreath, VIOLET enters.)
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GEORGE. Oh, hello, Vi.

VIOLET (looking concerned and agitated). George, can [ gp.
you for a second?

GEORGE. Why, of course you can. Just step into my office.
I'll be right there. (GEORGE opens the door to Ais privare
office. VIOLET enters it. He shuts the door and crosses 1o
MISS CARTER and shakes her hand.) Good morning,

MISS CARTER. Canter—bank examiner,

GEORGE. Miss Carter, Merry Christmas.

MISS CARTER. Merry Christmas,

GEORGE. We're all excited around here. (Shows her paper.)
My brother just got the Congressional Medal of Honor.
The President just decorated him.

MISS CARTER. Well, I guess they do those things. I trust
you had a good year,

GEORGE. Good year? Well, between you and me, Miss Car-
ter, we're broke.

MISS CARTER. Very funny.

GEORGE. Well...(Leading her into office.)...now, come righ
in here, Miss Carter.

MISS CARTER (as they go). Although I shouldn't wonder
W)z\ you okay reverse charges on personal long distance
cal

AUNT TILLY, George, shall I hang up?

GEORGE. No, no. He wants 1o talk to Uncle Billy. You just
hold on.

MISS CARTER (in doorway). Now, if you'll cooperate, I'd
likcloﬁnishwithyoubylaizM.lmto&patdCl\riﬂ-
mas in Elmira with my sister and her family.

GEORGE. I don't blame you at all, Miss Carter. Just step
right in here. Uncle Billy has everything all laid out for
you,
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(MISS CARTER enters the office. GEORGE crosses to his
office door and enters. UNCLE BILLY comes hurrying in.)

AUNT TILLY. Hurry, Uncle Billy, hurry. Long distance,
Washington.

UNa,BBnLY.Nam.lan'lmkwmyooem.

AUNT TILLY. But it's Harry, your nepbew, remembet? (On
phone.) Here's your Uncle Billy, Harry. (UNCLE BILLY
pic.bupdkpmeandspwhdwromdb without know-
ing what he is saying.)

UNCLE BILLY (on phone). Hello...hello...Yes, Harry.
Yes.. everything...everything's fine.

(He hangs up agitatedly, muttering io himself. MISS CAR-
TER sticks her head out of the office door.)

MISS CARTER. Mr. Bailey?

UNCLE BILLY. What? Oh, yes.

MISS CARTER. Oh, another Mr. Bailey. Well, you'll do just
fine. Possibly better. May 1 see you in here for a moment,
please? 1 have some questions.

UNCLE BILLY. Me? (To himself) Oh, dear, dear. (To MISS
CARTER) Why, certain, yes, of course. I'll be right there.
(To AUNT TILLY.) Where's George?

AUNT TILLY. In his office with Violet Peterson.

UNCLE BILLY. Oh, dear. Oh, dear, oh, dear. I neced to sce
him 25 soon as he gets out. (He slowly crosses and enters
kis office, closing the door after him.)

(VIOLET and GEORGE enter from GEORGE's office. She
is reading a lenter GEORGE has just written for her.)

VIOLET. Character? If I had any character, I'd...

\

I —————
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leave your homet

BORGE.Bukaan(ofdmctato e

Gand start all over again. (He pulls some money from his

pocket, and offers it to her.)

VIOLET. No, George, don’t... .

GEORGE. Here, now, you're broke, aren’t you?

VIOLET. I know, but...

GEORGE. What do you want to do, hock your furs, and that
hat? Want to walk to New York? You know, they charge
for meals and rent up there just the same as they do in

Bedford Falls.

VIOLET (taking money). Yeah--sure...

GEORGE. It's a loan. That's my business. Building and
Loan. Besides, you'll get a job. Good luck to you. (She
looks at him and then says a strange thing.)

VIOLET. I'm glad I know you, George Bailey. (She reaches
up and kisses him on the cheek, leaving hpstiek.)

GEORGE. Say hello to New York for me.

VIOLET. Yeah—yeah...sure I will.

GEORGE. And let's hear from you. (VIOLET sees the lipstick
on GEORGE's cheek, and dabs at it with her handker-
chief)) What's the matter? Merry Christmas, Vi.

VIOLET. Merry Christmas, George. (She exits.)

(MISS CARTER and UNCLE BILLY enter from the other
office.)

m&c.«nm. Mr. Bailey, there seems 10 be a problem

GEORGE. A problem? How do you mean.

UNCl.BBn.LY.Geotge.mlueyoufornnmm.m
(He grabs GEORGE and crosses downstage with him jpg,
a pool of light. Lights fade down and out on the 8«:’&!1,.,
and Loan wagon.)
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Uncle Billy, what is it?

UNCLE BILLY. Oh, George. (He whispers in his ear.)

GEORGE (not wanting to believe what he heard). What?

UNCLE BILLY. Oh, dear, is that your bad ear?

GEORGE. No.

UNCLE BILLY. Then you did hear me.

GEORGE. I'm afraid so. How much? (Again, UNCLE BILLY
whispers in GEORGE's ear.) That much? Are you sure?
(UNCLE BILLY nods his head.) Now look, did you buy
anything?

UNCLE BILLY. Nothing. Not even a stick of gum.

GEORGE. Are you sure you had the money with you?

UNCLE BILLY. Yes. I was counting it...] think.

GEORGE. You think? Uncle Billy, we've got to find that
maney!

UNCLE BILLY (piteously). I'm no good to you, George. I..,

GEORGE. Listen to me. Do you have any secret hiding
places in your house? Someplace you could have put i?
Someplace to hide the money?

UNCLE BILLY. No, nothing like that!

GEORGE. Listen 10 me! Listen 1o me! Think! Think!

UNCLE BILLY. I have been thinking, George. 1 have. And 1
¢an’t think anymore. It hurts.

GEORGE. Now, listen to me. Where's that money, you stu-
pid, silly old fool? Where's the money? Do you realize

What this means? It means bankruptcy and scandal, and

UNCLE BILLY. No, 1o, no.

GEORGE. Yes, that's what it means. One of us is going to
Jail! Well, it's not going to be me!

(GEORGE storms away. Lights cross fade: down and out
on UNCLE BILLY; up on the Bailey sitiing room, JANIE,

\
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mgcanbekeardpmahhg'ﬂnrk,tbeﬂmldnnh
Sing™ on the piano in the next room. PETE.agrxqw
TOMMY, age 8 are adding the finishing touches to th,
Christmas tree which stands in the corner near the fire.
place. At a table, MARY is busy putting cellophane bows
and decorations on gift packages. GEORGE walks into the
area. Note: If technically you need more time at this poim
to move on the Bailey's sitting room, you can have CAR.
OLERS cross the stage singing. GEORGE can pass them
and not acknowledge their pleasant greeting. When the set-
ting ts in place, GEORGE enters the scene.)

MARY. Hello, darling.

CHILDREN. Hello, Daddy, hello, Daddy.,

MARY (indicating tree). How do you like it? (GEORGE
sneezes violently.)

MARY and CHILDREN, Bless you!

MARY. Did you bring the wreath?

PETE. Daddy, did you bring the Christmas wreath?

GEORGE. Wreath? What wreath?

MARY. The Christmas wreath for the window.

GEORGE (gruffy). No. I left it at the office.

MARY. Is it snowing?

GEORGE. Yeah, just started.

MARY. Where's your coat and hat?

GEORGE. Left them at the office.

MARY (concerned), What's the matier?

0895“65 (bitterly). Nothing's the matter. Everything's all
right.

MARY. Isn't it wonderful about Harry? We're famous,
George. I'll bet 1 had fifty calls today about the parade, the
banquet. Your mother's so excited, she...
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GEORGE (interrupling sharply, referring to JANIE's piano
playing). Must she keep playing that?

TOMMY. She's practicing for the party tonight, Daddy.

mmyapnmnyup‘ﬁluﬁdnimmdsing
Christmas carols.

TOMMY. You can stay up too, Daddy.

PETE. Daddy, the Browns next door have a new car. You
should see it

GEORGE (turns on him), Well, what's the matter with our
car? Isn't it good enough for you?

PETE. Yes, Daddy.

MARY (t0 GEORGE). Better hurry and shave, George. The
families will be here soon.

GEORGE. Families! I don"t want the families over here!

(At this moment, ZUZU enters, dressed in her nightgown.)

GEORGE. Zuzu! What's the matter with you?

MARY. Oh, she's got a cold. Caught it coming home from
school. They gave her a flower for a prize and she didn™
want 10 crush it so she dida't button up her coal. Go 1o
bed, darling.

ZUZU. 1 want 10 get my flower a drink.

GEORGE. What do you have, Zuzu, a sore throat, or what?

MARY. Just a cold. The doctor says it's nothing serious.

GEORGE. The doctor? Was the doctor here?

MARY. Yes, I called him right away, He says it’s nothing to
worry about.

GEORGE (10 ZUZU as he picks her up). Well, are you run-
ning a temperature, little one?

ZUZU. 1 don't think so.

MARY. Just a teensie one—ninety-nine, six. She'll be all
right




. sharply). Now! .

o up for GEORGE's sharpness). T'll
bring a vase with water Up in a minute. Now go along.
yZU starts upstairs.) .
GE(gRGE. It's this old house. I don't know why we don't all
have pneumonia. This drafty bam! Might as well be
idwchavelolivcheubube

living in a refrigerator! Why d
ﬂm:bcemdsuyuowxhhis measly, crummy old town?

MARY. George, what's wrong?
PETE. How do you spell frankincense?
GEORGE (shouts). I don’t know. Ask your mother. (The

phone rings.)
CHILDREN. Telephone.
MARY. I'll get it. (On phone.) Hello. Yes, this is Mrs. Bai-
'm sure she'll be all

ley. Oh, thank you, Mrs. Welch. .
ﬂm.‘tbedouoraysdmsbemg)ntobcanofbedm

time to have her Christmas dinner.
GEORGE. Is that Zuzu's teacher?

MARY (hand over mouthpiece). Yes.
GEORGE. Let me speak to her. (He snatches the phone from

MARY.) Hello. Hello, Mrs. Welch? This is George Bailey.
I'm Zuzu's father. Say, what kind of a teacher are you,
anyway? What do you mean sending her home like that,
half naked? Do you realize she’ll probably end up with
pacumonia on account of you?

MARY (shocked). George! (She puls a restraining hand on
his arm. He shakes it off. She cannot know that GEORGE s

tirade against Mrs. Welch is really a tirade against the
world, against life itself, against God. Over the phone we
hear Mrs. Welch's voice sputtering with protest.)

N
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GEORGE. Is this the sort of thing we pay taxes for—to have
seachers like you? Silly, stupid, carcless people who send
our kids home without any clothes on? You know, maybe
my kids aren’t the best dressed kids, maybe they don't
have any decent clothes...(MARY succeeds in wresting the
phone form GEORGE's hand) Aw, that stupid...(MARY
speaks quickly into phone.)

MARY. Hello, Mrs. Welch. 1 want to apologize...hello...
hello...(To GEORGE.) She's hung up.

GEORGE (savagely). 1'll hang her up! (The phone rings
again) I'll get it. (Answers phone.) Hello? Who is this?
Oh, Mr. Welch! I'm so glad you called. Gives me a chance
10 tell you what 1 really think of your wife. (MARY once
more Iries to take the phone from him.)

MARY. George...

GEORGE. What? Oh, you will, huh? Okay, Mr. Welch, any
time you think you're man enough.. Hello? He hung up.
(He hangs up the receiver.)

PETE. Daddy, how do you spell “Hallelujah™?

GEORGE (shouts). How should I know? What do you think 1
am, 2 dictionary? (Calling off stage to JANIE who has
never stopped playing the piano.) Janie, haven't you
learned that silly tune, yet? You've played it over and over
again. Now stop it! Stop it!

(GEORGE runs out of the house area. Lights fade on
MARY and the CHILDREN all huddled together. The two
BOYS are crying and MARY is looking afier GEORGE,
quite worried. GEORGE crosses DL to MR POTTER who
& wheeled in by his GOON.)

GEORGE. I'm in trouble, Mr. Potter. I need help. Through
some sont of an accidest my company's short in their ac-
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Aaq
counts. The bank examiner’s up there today, Iy,
raise eight thousand dollars immediately. el

POTTER (casually). Oh, so that's whnld\enmw
to talk to you about?

GEORGE (incredulous). The reporters?

POTTER. Yes. They called me up from your Building ang
Loan. Oh, there’s a man over there from the D.A.'s office,
too, He's looking for you,

GEORGE (desperate). Please help me, Mr. Potter. Help me,
won't you, please? Can’t you see what it means to my
family? I'll pay you any sort of a bonus on the loan...any
interest. If you still want the Building and Loan, why I...

POTTER (interrupting). George, could it possibly be there's a
slight discrepancy in the books?

GEORGE. No, sir. There's nothing wrong with the books.
I've just misplaced eight thousand dollars. I can’t find it
anywhere,

POTTER (looking up). You misplaced cight thousand dollars?

GEORGE. Yes, sir.

POTTER. Have you notified the police?

GEORGE. No, sir. I didn"t want the publicity, Harry’s home-
Coming tomorrow., ..

POTTER (snoris). They're going to belicve that one. What've
you been doing, George? Playing the market with the
company’s money?

GEORGE. No, sir. No, sir. I haven'r

POTTER. What is it—a woman then? You know, it’s all over
town that you've been giving money to Violet Peterson.

GEORGE (incredulous), What?

POTTER. Not that it makes any difference to me, but why did
you come 10 me? Why don't you go to Sam Wainwright
and ask him for the money?

GEORGE. I can't get hold of him. He's in Europe.
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POTTER Well, what about all your other fricnds?

GEORGE. They don’t have that kind of money, Mr. Potier.
You know that. You're the ocaly one in town that can help
me.

POTTER. 1 see. I've suddenly become quite important. What
kind of security would 1 have, George? Have you any
stocks?

GEORGE (shaking his head). No, sir.

POTTER. Bonds? Real estate? Collateral of any kind?

GEORGE (pulls our policy). 1 have some life insurance, a fif-
teen thousand dollar policy.

POTTER. Yes...how much is your equity in it?

GEORGE. Five hundred dollars.

POTTER (sarcastically). Look at you. You used to be so
cocky! You were going to go out and conquer the world!
You once called me a warped, frustrated old man. What
are you but & warped, frustrated young man. A miserable
lirtle clerk crawling in here on your hands and knees and
begging for help. No securities—no stocks— no bonds—
nothing but 2 miserable little five hundred dollar equity in
a life insurance policy. You're worth more dead than alive.
Why doa't you go to the riff-raff you Jove s0 much and
ask them 10 let you have eight thousand dollars? You know
why? Because they'd run you out of town on a rail...But
T'll tell you what I'm going 1o do for you, George. Since
the state examiner is still here, as a stockholder of Building
-"lm.l'mgoimlomouavmfmmm

ion of funds—manipulation—malfeasance...
(GEORGE starts backing away. )
CEORGE (incredulously). No! No! No!

POTTER. All right, George, go ahesd. You can't hide in a
litthe town like this. (His GOON turns and wheels POTTER

\
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ouwgeRGEORGEMndfCaqgemwmb

way o turn.)
GEORGE. Oh.God.you‘vegottolnlpmmlhm.

(He is joined by a group of TOWNSPEOPLE, entering
stage R, singing “God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen.”™ MR
and MRS. MARTINI, ERNIE and MR WELCH are among

them.)

MARTINL George? George Bailey, is that you? Come on and
join us.
GEORGE. Not tonight, Mr. Martini.
WELCH (stepping out from the gathering). Wait a minute?
Did he call you George Bailey?
brother of

dwymmmwbohasjubocngimdnmrw'
Medal of Honor. (Without any ]

throws a vicious punch at GEORGE who goes down

The singing stops and all the TOWNSPEOPLE gather

around.)
WELCH. And the next time you talk to my wife like that
you'll get worse. She cried for an hour and wouldn’t even
come out with us tonight.
ERNIE. That's enough, Mr. Welch, that’s enough-
WELCH. It isn't enough she slaves teaching your stupid kids
how to read and write, you have to bawl her out...

MARTINI. Mr. Welch!

WELCH. Aw, to hell with it. I'm going home. (He exits,
stage L.)

MRS. MARTINL Come on, everybody. This is Christmas
Eve. We're supposed to be spreading good chee:

ERNIE. Yes, aren't we going 1o sing anymore?
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Of course we are. Come on, everybody. (MAR-
7INI starts singing again. Everyone else joirs in. They all
move away except ERNIE who stays with GEORGE and
helps him up.)

ERNIE. Are you all right, George?

GEORGE (sarcastically). Sure.

ERNIE. You want me to take you home?

GEORGE. No! Please, I'll be fine. I'm waiting for someone.
Go on with your friends.

ERNIE. You sure?

GEORGE (10 himself). Where's my insurance policy?

ERNIE. What?

GEORGE. Just leave me alone, Emic. Please. Leave me
alone.

(MARTINI enters.)

MARTINL Emie, are you coming?

ERNIE. I'll be right there. (To GEORGE.) You're sure you'll
be all right, George?

GEORGE. I'm sure, Emie, Thank you.

BLNOJIB. Well then.. Merry Christmas. (He follows MARTINI

)

GEORGE. Merry Christmas. (GEORGE is left alone. He
takes out his insurance policy, looks ar it, breaks down,
and falls to his knees. He raises his head to Heaven and
desperately sends up a prayer.) God...God...Dear Father
in Heaven, I'm not a praying man, but if you're up there
and you can bear me, show me the way. I'm at the end of
my rope. Show me the way, God.

(CLARENCE appears as if out of nowhere.)
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CLARENCE. And that's where I came in.

GEORGE. You mean, you actually heard my prayer up there?

CLARENCE. Yours and over a dozen others. You'd be s

prised how many people are concerned about you.

ind out that I've ruined their lives.

CLARENCE. You haven't ruined their lives, George. Besides,
jt wasn't your fault.

GEORGE. I'm the president of the company. I'm the one 1o
be held accountable. Ask Mr. Potter. He'll tell you.

C[ARENCF.Andyouthinkldmnsyounclfmldmheev-
eryone feel happier?

GEORGE. Oh, I don"t know. I suppose it would have been
better if I'd never been bomn at all.

CLARENCE. What'd you say?

GEORGE. I said 1 wish I'd never been bom.

CLARENCE. Oh, you mustn't say things like that. You...
(Gets an idea.)...wait a minute. Wait a minuie. That's an
idea. (Glances up toward Heaven.) What do you think?
Yeah, that'll do it. All right. (7o GEORGE.) You've gt
your wish. You've never been born. (As CLARENCE
speaks this line, there is a strong wind and a bright light
that comes up for a moment and then returns {0 no
CLARENCE looks upward) You don’t have 10 make all
that fuss about it. (As CLARENCE speaks, GEORGE cocks
his head curiously, favoring his deaf ear, more interested
hwmmmmmcumswsaw

GEORGE. What did you say?

don't exist. You

CLARENCE. You've never been bom. You .
haven't s cars In the world. (GEORGE feels A5 ear &0
CLARENCE talks.) No worries—no obligations—no €igh!
thoasand dollars to get—no Potter looking for ¥ with the
sheriff.

GEORGE. Say something else in that car.
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(bending down). Sure. You can hear out of it.
GEORGE. Well, that's the doggonedest thing...1 haven't

heard anything out of that ear since | was a kid. What's
going cn here?

(The MEN from townspeople grouping enter. They are
singing again but it’s obvious that rhis rime they are not
caroling—they're drunk. MARTINI and WELCH are two of
the singers. Both are carrying bottles. )

MARTINL Hey, look over there. There're two more suckers.

Let's sing 10 them. (The MEN all laugh and cross down to
CLARENCE and GEORGE.)

MEN (singing off key). “We wish you a Merry Christmas, We
wish you a Merry Christinas ™

GEORGE. Dominic?

MARTINL That's my name and this is my poison. Want
some?

GEORGE. Mr. Mantini, don't you recognize me?

WELCH. Dominic, he knows your name. Now we've got 10
sing.

GEORGE. Where's your wife? Where's Mrs. Mastini?

MARTINL Shhdh. She's home. They're all home. And that
makes it a Memry Christmas, doesn't it, gents? (He laughs
loudly and the other MEN join in.)

GEORGE. But I saw her just a minute ago...her and lots of
women and children 100.

WELCH. Whese? What are you talking about? (Threalening
CEORGE, as if he was going to hit him again.) You're not
about 10 snitch on us, are you?

GEORGE. Wait a minwte. 1 know you. You hit me just a
minute ago.

oo o
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i | ? 1 already hit him.
WELCH. 1 did? Did you hear that y (To
GEORGE.) Did it hurt? (He laughs Ofumgeom’_ The
other MEN join him.) Here, let me try again.

MARTINI (stopping WELCH, as he had tried before). Aw,
come on. Leave the sucker alone. He's worse off than we

(GOWER enters, also drunk, but unlike the others, a real
panhandler.)

ERNIE (seeing GOWER). Look out. Here comes that panhan-
dler. He's caught up with us again.

MARTINL Come on, let’s get out of here.

WELCH (still holding onto GEORGE). Aw, let me hit him
first. (To GEORGE.) | promise, I'll remember it this time.
GOWER (calling out as he lumbers down). Hey, one of ya
got a dime or two you could spare? (Seeing the bottles.) Or

a drink? I'll settle for a drink.

GEORGE (pulling away from WELCH and crossing to
GOWER). Mr. Gower! This is George Bailey! Don't you
remember me?

MARTINL I tell you, come on. I don't like messing around
that guy.

GEORGE. You own the comer drugstore and I used to work
for you when I was a kid. Don't you remember?

WELCH. Now I know I don't like you. That rumhead spent
twenty years in jail for poisoning a kid.

MARTINL That's right. And if you know him, you must be a
Jail-bird yourself. Come on, men, let's get out of here.

GOWER (following them). Wait a minute, Wait for me.

CE.Yousoe.Geotge,youmnotcherewuop
Gower from putting that poison into the...
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GEORGE. What do you mean, 1 wasn't there? I remember
distinctly. . .Look, who are you?

CLARENCE. 1 10ld you, George, I'm your guardian angel.

GEORGE. But I don't get it,

CLARENCE. It's what you asked for,..what you wanted.
Don’t you understand? It's all because you were not borm.

GEORGE. Not born?

CLARENCE. That's right.

GEORGE.Bmiflwm‘tbom.wboaml?

CLARENCE. You're nobody. You have no identity,
GEORGE. What do You mean, no identity? My name's
Geovge&iky.lmbomhly 12, 1907 right here in Bed-
ford Falls.
CIAR.ENCE_waon'tﬁndmybicmdoﬁLBcsids.
this isn't Bedford Falls anymore. It's Pottersville.
GEORGE. Pottersville? No! No!
CLARENCE. 1

George. Just what you asked for, a
worldwouldbelikewldmm

(CLARENCE turns and where he looks off. VIOLET walks
into the scene. Her profession is obvious by the clothes she
wears. CLARENCE fades out of the scene and exits. )

GEORGE. Violet?

VIOLET. That's what they call me.

GEORGE. Oh, am 1 glad 1o see you.

VIOLET (flattered by the come on). Well, I'm glad to see you
100. New in town? Who gave you my name?

GEORGE (anxious and insistens). I'm George!

VIOLET. Of course you are. And if anyone asks me, I've
never seen or even heard of you before.
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GEORGE. But you have, I'm George Bailey, We Brew up
together.

VIOLET.Idon'ld\inkso.goodlooldn;. Bmlsutewhhwe
had.

GEORGE. Violet, you've 8% 10 remember.

VIOLET. Well, I've got all night. You want to tell me about
i?

GEORGE. Your name is Violet Peterson. You were bom
in...in 1910, no, wait a minute, 1911, And You graduated,
right here, from the local high school. ..

VIOLET. Wait a minute, What

are you, some sort of private
cyt?ldmﬁdhavcbombon’!ymguyscmpvenu
rest? It's Eve, for God's sake.

md"wopmsandcmmappmrs. It is MRS. BAILEY,

tired. In her eyes, once kindly and understanding, there is
Row cold Sispicion, She gives mo sign that she knows
CEORGE.)
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mW- well? (She waits for a response but GEORGE
doesa'T arswer. He can't believe what he sees.) What do
wm?uyw‘xclookimfuammdwu'smvmy.
mmwwwm.MGwRGEmpskr.)

WMW!:WMI'uMMIMw
sort things out. Please let me in.

mm.lloldywl'vegumvaancy.ﬂalda.ldon't
uhinmcnmlesdny'ntdmedbym‘l'q
over on Maple Street. One sixty-three Maple. (Again, she
starts to shut the door.)

GEORGE. 1 know your brother-in-law, Uncle Billy.

MA BAILEY (suspiciously). How do you know him?

GEORGE. I've seen him around.

MA BAILEY, When? When did you see him around?

GEORGE. Today, over at his house,

MA BAILEY. That's a lie. He's been in the state asylum for
over five years, ever since he lost his business.

GEORGE. Harry. Your son, Harry.

MA BAILEY (really angry now). My only son broke through
the ice and was drowned at the age of nine.

GEORGE. No! He's alive! He went to war and got the Con-
gressional Medal of Honor! He's a hero, and be's coming
home tomorrow.

MA BAILEY. I'm going 10 call the police.

(She slams the door. GEORGE turns, looking totally dumb-
Jounded and disoriented. He crosses off the porch. CLAR-
ENCE walks into his light.)

CLARENCE. Strange, isn't it? Each man's life touches s0
many other lives, and when he isn't around he leaves an
awful hole, doesn't he?
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GEORGE (still talking about HARRY). He saved the

lives
mqmmmuwmllmkadumh.nu:
newspapers.

GEORGE. Clarence...

CLARENCE. Yes, George?

GEORGE. Where's Mary?

CLARENCE. Oh, well, I don't think. ..

GEORGE. If you know where she is, tell me.

CLARENCE. You're not going to like it, George. (GEORGE
grabs CLARENCE by the coat collar and shakes him.)

GEORGE. Tell me where she is. Is she alive?

CLARENCE. Yes, she's alive...and she never mamied. But
she’s not the Mary you know, Something happened. ..

(MARY enters, carrying a book She is very different—no
in her walk, none of MARY's abandon and love
of life. Glasses, no make-up, lips compressed, elbows close

to her body. She looks dried up and tired. GEORGE sees
her over CLARENCE's shoulder. )

GEORGE. Mary? (He moves slowly toward her.)
CLARENCE (10 himself, as he fades out of the scene and
€xits). There must be some easier way for me o get my
wings. cmnrsmmwmmmﬁwﬁﬁ
who is standing in her path, until she is nearly up to him.)
GEORGE.Muy

MARY (Wna.“’ at him, scared to death). Whe are you?
W“Mwm?
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ammh'smoeapbw‘tmhwmr
my.caamyﬁomml'nm

aaomamq.mwwm

MARY. I don't know what you're talking about.

GwRGEM.bokume.l‘mGeage.l'mmhw.
George.

MARY. No! No, Jeave me alone. Don't touch me! (She calls
out.) Somebody, help! (To GEORGE.) Please! | can't stand
anyone to touch me! I'll scream. (She turns and runs off)
Help! Somebody, please! Help!

GEORGE (calling after her). Mary! Mary! (He runs until he
realizes that he is back on the bridge. He stops and looks
out ) Clarence! Clarence! Help me, Clarence. Get me back.
Get me back. 1 don't care what happens to me. Only get
me back 10 my wife and my kids. Help me, Clarence,
please. Please! I want to live again!

(As before, the light on GEORGE gets very bright, there's
a strange sound as the wind builds and then, all returns 1o
normal. BERT, the policeman, comes running in.)

BERT. Hey, George! George! You all right? (GEORGE backs
away.) Hey, what's the matter?

GEORGE. 1 didn't do anything to her, honest.

BERT, What are you talking about? What in the Sam Hill are
you yelling for, George?

GEORGE. Don't...George? Bent, do you know me?

m*r.xm,wmmmﬂ'nmmumm
mmuyi\;wﬁtﬂyou.}hlfd\eim'swlookim
for you.

GEORGE. Mary! Mary!
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BERT. Yeah, Mary called. And so did Martinj, and your
Uncle Billy, and even your mother called. So, what's going
on George?

GEORGE. What's going on? Why, lock around you, Bert. It's
breathing, it's moving, it's alive. Oh, Merry Christmas,
Bert. (He throws his arms around BERT and gives him a
big hug.)

BERT. I think I better take you home.

GEORGE. No, Bert, I'm fine, honestly, I'm fine.

(Lights come up on the Bailey's home and Jade on BERT.
GEORGE walks into the area. Waiting for him is MISS
CARTER)

GEORGE (excitedly). Mary...Well, hello, Miss Bank Exam-
iner!

MISS CARTER. Mr. Bailey, you have a deficit we must talk
about.

GEORGE. Yes. Isn't it wonderful? Merry Christmas! (He
kisses her on the forehead.) Where's Mary? (Calling.)
Mary! Oh, look at this wonderful drafty house! Mary!
Mary! (To MISS CARTER ) Have you seen my wife?

(GEORGE’s CHILDREN come running into the room.)

CHILDREN. Merry Christmas, Daddy!

GEORGE. Oh, you wonderful kids! T could eat you up! (They
all hug each other.) But where's your mother?

JANTE. She went looking for you with Uncle Billy.

(At this momens, MARY enters the scene.)

MARY. George! Dasling! (Secing MISS CARTER ) Oh. hello.
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GEORGE. Hallelujah!

MARY. George, darling! Where have you been? (GEORGE
and MARY embrace tearfully.) Oh, George, George,
George-

GEORGE. Mary! Let me touch you! Oh, you're real!

MARY. Oh, George, George!

GEORGE. You have no idea what happened 1o me.

MARY. You have no idea what happened...(He stops her
with a kiss.) Come on now. You stand right over here, by
the tree. Right here and don't move. They're coming now,
George. I hear them. It's a miracle! A miracle.

(Adlibso«ndso{exciudcmdcmbcbwrd. UNCLE
BILLY, face flushed, carrying a clothes basket filled with

money, bursts in. He is followed by BERT and the rest of
the TOWNSPEOPLE.)

MARY. Come in, Uncle Billy, Bert. Everybody! In here.
(UNCLE BILLY dumps the basketful of money out onto the
table that stands by the tree. The money overflows and falls
all over.)

UNCLE BILLY. Isa't it wonderful? Mary did it, George! She
wldafcwmkywmhmlbkuddnymww
over town collecting money. They didn’t ask any ques-
tions—just said: “If George is in trouble—count on me.”
You never saw anything like it. (Each individual comes up
with his or her gift.)

ERNIE. What is this, George? Another run on the bank?
(ERNIE adds his money 1o the pile.)

MARTINL 1 wouldn't have a roof over my head if it wasn’t
for you, George. Merry Christmas.

MISS ANDREWS. Glad to do it, George.

MRS. THOMPSON., Anytime for you, Mr. Bailey.
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GOWER (looking prosperous and clean shaven again), |
made the rounds of all my charge accounts, George.

(VIOLET arrives, and takes out the money GEORGE had
given her for her trip 1o New York.)

VIOLET. I'm not going to go, George. I changed my mind.

ERNIE. Just a minute. Quiet, everybody. Quict—quiet. Now,
this is from London. (Reading a telegram.) “Mr. Gower
cables you need cash. Stop. My office instructed to ad-
vance you up to twenty-five thousand dollars. Stop. Merry
Christmas, Sam Wainwright.” (The CROWD breaks into a
cheer as ERNIE drops the telegram on top of the pile of
money on the table. Someone starts singing “Hark the Her-
ald Angels Sing,” and the entire CROWD joins in the sing-

ing.)

(HARRY, in Naval uniform, and carrying CLARENCE'S
copy of Tom Sawyer, enters and rushes into the space.)

HARRY. George!

HARRY. Well, it looks like I got here just in time. Anyone
Nmm...WTIwmwMaMTOMY
big brother, George. The richest man in town! (Once more
the CROWD breaks into cheering and applause. HARRY
silences them.) Wait a minute. Wait a minute. I forgot.
Some crazy little ol' man handed me this at the airport.
Made me promise 1 would hand it to you personally.
(Hands GEORGE the book he has been holding.)
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MARY (reading from the cover). Tom Sawyer? Who would

give you a beat-up copy of Tom Sawyer? (GEORGE opens
the cover and reads the inscription. )

GEORGE. "Dear George, remember no man is a failure who
has friends. Thanks for the wings, Love, Clarence.”
(GEORGE looks up. Everyone is looking ar him quizzi-

GEORGE. What, darling?

m.ﬁwthebcll?Tmlmnygemythneahcllm an
angel gess his wings, v

singing “Auld Lang Syne.~ MIss Canrpr 0T Slans
uld Lang Syne.™ MISS CARTER cro
cwRGEM hil he rosses 1o

sheet she has brought with her and drops if o b <




