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Starbuck arrives out of the blue, claiming he can bring rain for a fee. 
Lizzie, a strong yet incomplete woman, is reluctant to trust him. 

STARBUCK. What are you scared of? 

LIZZIE. You! I don’t trust you! 

STARBUCK. Why? What don't you trust about me?  

LIZZIE. Everything! The way you talk, the way you brag — why, 
even your name. 

STARBUCK. What’s wrong with my name? 

LIZZIE. It sounds fake! It sounds like you made it up! 

STARBUCK. You’re darn right! I did make it up. 

LIZZIE. There! Of course!  

STARBUCK. Why not? You know what name I was born with? 
Smith! Smith, for the love of Mike, Smith! Now what kind of label is 
that for a fella like me? I needed a name that had the whole sky in it! 
And the power of a man! Star-buck! Now there’s a name — and it’s 
mine. 

LIZZIE. No, it’s not. You were born Smith — that’s your name.  

STARBUCK. You’re wrong, Lizzie. The name you choose for 
yourself is more your name than the name you were born with. And if 
I was you I’d choose another name than Lizzie. 

LIZZIE. Thank you — I’m very pleased with it. 

STARBUCK. Oh, no you ain’t. You ain’t pleased with anything about 
yourself. And I’m sure you ain’t pleased with “Lizzie.”  

LIZZIE. I don’t ask you to be pleased with it, Starbuck. I am. 

STARBUCK. Lizzie? Why, it don’t stand for anything. 

LIZZIE. It stands for me! Me! I’m not the Queen of Sheba — I’m not 
Lady Godiva — I’m not Cinderella at the ball. 

STARBUCK. Would you like to be? 

LIZZIE. Starbuck, you’re ridiculous. 

STARBUCK. What’s ridiculous about it? Dream you’re somebody — 
be somebody! But Lizzie? That’s nobody! So many millions of 
wonderful women with wonderful names. Leonora, Desdemona, 
Carolina, Paulina! Annabella, Florinda, Natasha, Diane! (Then, with 
a pathetic little lift of his shoulders) Lizzie.


