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angry.) What a rotten thing to.do . . . To your own .
mother. )

PAUL. Do you have any idea how she felt just now?
Do you know kind of a night this was for her?

CoRIE. ‘}Impi:hly.) It'snot over yet. . .

PauL. You didn't see her sitting here two minutes ago.
You were upstairs with that Hungarian Duncan. Hines

- .-Weﬂ,slmmmisetable.‘ﬂuiacewaslonger:thm‘

that trip we took tonight. (Hangs up coat in closet.)
CoORIE, She never said a thing to me.

. PAUL. (Takes out hanger and puts jacket on it.) She’s .

a She went the whole cock-eyed way .- .
tl?:y?&dboyw dragging a woman like that all the way
out .to the middle of the harbor far a bowl of sheep dip.
(Hangs jacket up and crosses éo dictionary on side table
under radiator. Tekes tie off end folds it neatly.)

" Comt. (Follows kim to teble.) It was Greek bean soup.
Aid at least she tasted it. She didn’t jab at it with her
knife throwing cute little epigrams like, “Ho, ho, bo . . .
1 think there’s someane in there.” - ‘

PAUL. (Puis tic between peges of dictionary.) .'Hmt’s
right. That's right. At Ieastlwas]!onestabout it: You
ate two bowls because you were showing off for Al Capone
at the next table. (PAUL searches for wallet unsuccess-
M&zmmmymsomgryabout,hul?

PAUL. (Erossimpeieveloses:) 1 just told you. I felt terri- -

ble for your mother, (Gets wallet ot of jacket pbclm.;

Conrtz. (F _ . .
Wby?Whgmissheatthisverynﬁmte?AlonemthPmb-
ablythemmtattractivemanshe’sevetmgt.Dontteﬂ
me that doesn’t beat hell out of hair curlers and the Late

PauL. (M.) 013, I-can
just hear it now, What sparkling conversation. He’s prob-

ablytdﬁnghuabputnchickmmcﬁatorehemwok_zd

for the Lama of Tibet and she’s sitting there shov-
b piok pls i ber ot .
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CoRrte. (Taking coat from couch and putting it om arm-
chair ».) You never can tell what people talk about when
they’re alone.

PauL. I don’t understand how you ¢an be so uncon-
cerned about this. (Goes into bedroom.)

Corte." (MfesingElmmaners.) Unconcerned . . . I'm
plenty concerned. Do you think 'm going to get one
wink of sleep until that phone rings tomorrow? I'm scared
to death for my mother. But I'm grateful there’s finally
the opportunity for something to be scared about . ...
(Moves »., thes turns back.) What I'm really concerned
abeut is you/ -

Pauvr. (
¢ .) Me? Me? ,

; I’m beginning to wonder if you’re capahle of

having a good time. : .
’ PAU;..Why?BeanseIliketommyglwesinthe
. Come. No, Because there isn’t the least bit of adven-
ture in you. Do you know what you are? You're a
watcher. There are Watchers in-this world and there are
Do-ers. And the Watchers sit around watching the Do-ers
do. Well, tonight you watched and I did.

PAUL. (Movssndeinne?2rTo-Comee) Yeah . . . Well,
it was harder to watch what you did than it was for you
to do what I was watching. (Cresser=bachatp-siainsio—
landing.)

Conr'.x.Youwoﬁ’tletyourimirdowpforanﬁnute.You
couldn’t even relax for one night. Boy, Paul, sometimes
you act liké a ... a... (Gelemshves frommsmder

oeER.) -

" PAUL. (Siuppinguamlonding.) What . . . ? A stuffed .
Corie. (Drops skoes on couch.) 1 didn’t say that, -
PAuL. That's what you're implying. -

- CoriE. (Mopes-to-Sesmmchair A ;

jewp®%) That's what you're anficipating. I didn't say

you're a stuffed shirt. But you are extremely proper and
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PauL. I'm proper and dignified? (Moves to Comre.)
When . . . ? When was I proper and ed?

dignifi
Comre. (Turns to Paur.) All right. The other night.

At Delfino’s . . . You were drunk, right?
PauUL. Rxght. 1 was stoned.
Conm.Thereyouare.Idldn’tknothunﬁlywto!d

me in the morning, (Un-sips and takes off dress.) You're.

a funny kind of drunk. You just sat there looking un-

happy and watching your coat.-
Paor, Iwaswatchngmymatbecamelsawsomeone

else watching my coat . . . Look, if you want, I'll get -

dnmkforyousomehme.l’llshowyouaslob make your
hair stand on end. (Unbuttons skirt.)

Corix, (Puts dress on chair.) It isn’t necessary..

PauLr. (Sterts to go, turns back.) Do you know . . .
Do you know, in P. J. ClatkeslastNewasEve,I
punched an old woman? . . . Don’t tell me about drunks,
(Starts to go.)

Cortx. (T'aking down keir.) All right, Paul.

" Pavr. (Tsoms back and moves above couck.) When
dse?WhenelsemIproperanddngniﬁed?

_Corie. Always. You're always dressed right, you always
look right, you always say the right things. You’re very
close to being perfect.

_Paor. (M That’s . that’s a rotten

thmgtosay
Corre, ( T have never seen you
without a jacket. I always feel like such 2 slob compared

to you. Before we were married I was sure you slept with -

a tie.
" Paur. No, no. Just for very formal sleeps.
Corre. You can’t even walk into a candy store and ask
the lady for a Tootsie Roll.
qu—--d-n-dr)

. counter andpmntatxtandsay,“l’nhavethatthmgm
the brown and white wrapper.”

PAUL. (Meoving=it=degicesmmioors) That's ndiculons.'

" Corme. And you're not. That’s just the trouble. (Crwrmey
M Like Thmsday night. You wouldn’t

(Riagingniderrens-onipely—
You've got to walk up to the
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wall?: barefoot with me in Washmgton Square Park. Why
not

PAUL. (PeEmdsagaFeirs.) Very simple answer. It was
seventeen degrees.

Coriz, (me
Exactly. That's very sensible and logical. Except it isn’t
any fun.

PAUL. (BummImmiszsoameh) You lmow, maybe I am
too properiand dignified for you. Maybe you would have
been happier with someone a little more colorful and
flamboyant . . . like. the Geek! (SzzEEbwek—fr=ird--

“roemwy o
Corte. Well, he’d be a lot more laughs than-a stuffed

" PAUL. (Tamn backonlaadmg) Oh,oh Itlmuéht
you said I wasn’t.
Corre. Well, you are now.

PauL. (M) I'm not going to % to this
.-I'm not going to listen . . . ( y
I’vegotacasemoomtmthemormng

Corre, (M) Where are you gmng?

PauL. To sleep. -

Conm.Now?Hawcanyonsleepnow?

o) T pine o Bty eyes and et e
) I'm gomgtoclose andcountkmdns.
Good night!  eyes

Conm.Youcan’tgotosleepnow We're having a fight.

PauL. You have the fight. When you'’re through, turn
off the lights. (Tusmadankwinicbupisovrs.)

Com.Ooh,thatgetsmemne.Youmnevenwnu'ol
your emotions.

PAUL. (Stermammtetysiowbukstuiow) Look, I'm Justas
upset as you are . . . But when I get
hungryleat.AndwhenIgeturedIsleq) Yonatand
sleep too. Don’t deny it, I've seen you .

Corre, (M) Not in the
nnddleofacnsns.

PauL. What crisis? We're justye]]mgahttle.
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Corte. You don’t consider this a crisis? Our whole
marriage hangs in the balance.

PAUL. (Sitvowuings.) It does? When did that happen?

Corz. Just now. It's snddenly very dear that you and
1 have absolutely notking in common.

Paur. Why. Because I won’t walk barefoot in the park
in winter? You haven’t got a case, Corie. Adultery, yes.
Cold feet, no. :

Conrie, (Swetimgy) Don’t oversimplify this. I'm angry.
Can’t you see that?

PauL. (W—M
thsanglsiamngincry-binsowicrs Eiiioohettuiiovwetch:)

Corie, it's two-fifteen. If I can fall asleep in about half-
an-hour, I can get about five hours’ sleep. I'll call you
ﬁmnwurtmamandwemnﬁghtmthephone.
(Gets up and moves to bedroom.)

Corze. You will not go to sleep. You will stay here and
ﬁghttosavemmnnge.

"PAUL. (In doorway.) If our marriage hinges on breath-
ing fish balls and poofla-poo pie, it's not worth saving

. . I am now going to crawl into our tiny, little, single
bedlfyoucaremjmnme,wewmbesleepmgfmmleft

to right tonight. (

Inigdeironsmuininesvers)—
Corze. You won’t discuss it . . . You're afraid to dis-
Tele=sizprom

cuss it . Imamedaeowml... I(
M
Pavr. (Opens door.) Corie, would)yon bring in a pail?

The closet’s

ComOhh,Ihateyml I hate you! Ireally really
hate youl

Paur. (Sieemesiebosduapusteirs.) Corie, there is one
thmgIlmedmcourt.Bemrefulwhenyonretiredand

angry. Youmghtsaysomeﬂnngyouwﬂlsoonregret.l-
am-now-tired-and-angry. -
Ooxm.Andaeoward.

Pavur. (mm »

1 will now say something I will soon regret . . . Okay,

Corie, maybe you're right. Maybewehavenothmgm
common. Maybe we rusbed into this marriage a little too
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fast. Maybe Love isn’t enough. Mnybe two people should
have to take miofe than a blood test Maybe they should
be checked for eommon sense, nndemanmng and emo-
tional maturity. -

Comrte. (TRuwSw:)All right . . . Why don’t you get.
ltpasledmtheSupremeCourt?Onlythoseeouplsbw
ing a ettufromthmpsychxamstspmwngth well
ad)nstedwﬂlbepermltted‘tobemamed. .ey’re

' Paur. You're impassible. -

- Comz, You're unbearable. - ,

PauL. You belong in a nursery school.

Conm.It’salotmorefunthantheHomefor&e
Fuddy Duddies.

PavoL. (Rmkeswb:kmdtohu)mﬁght,cane,
let’snotget——

CorIE. Don’t you touch me . Don’tyoutouchm

. (PAUL very ddzbacutyrmhammzmhulm
Conm:cream hysterically and runs across the room away
fromlnmEystHy)Idon’twantymnearme Ever

PAUL. im-)Nowwmtammute,Omew
CoriE. No. (Fersessssgecfroummiin) I can’t look at
you. I can 't even be in the same room with you now.
PauL. Why?
Ooijmtan’t,that’saﬂ.Notwhmyoufedtbis

PAm..WhmIfeelwhatway?

Corte. The way you feel about me.

Paur. Cone, you're hysterical, - .
(.m)lamnmhywmcd.l'

know exactly what I'm saying. It’s no good between us,

- Paul. It never will be again.

Paut. (wmﬂa—
or) Holy cow. :
- CortE. T'm sorry, I— (SW) I dont

want to oy
PauL. Oh., for pete’s sakes, cry. Goahead and
" Comiz. (Npiphiuninieny:) Don'tyw teﬂmewath to
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cry I'ncrywhenlmttocry Andl’mnotgomgto
have my cry until you're out.of this

PAULWhatdoyoumun,outlonsaparunent?
Conre.. Well, you certainly don’t think ‘we’re going to
livehaetogetherdoyou?mmdlt? .
PAuL. Are you serious? .
ComOfcme’mmIMlMl
PAUL. (SMESSHEAxjumpcmp:) A divorce? What?.

- Cortz. (.

MM'
}m) I’maon'y Panl,[can’tdlscnslt

- any more. Good
- PAUL. Where are gning?
-Comte. To bed. (
PAm..Youcm’t.Notmw

Comae. You did before.

Pmr..mtminthemiddko{aﬁg!n.m&in'
the middle-of & divorce,’ : .
= leun’th!ktoyvt)rwhmym‘rekymGood. ,

you

.) T want to know want & divorce. -~ .
mCom) I told you why. 'hyhmemym tndl“havehbao-
lately notliing in common. -
PAmWhatabontthosemdaysutthePlam?
Com1e: (Sagely.) Six days does not & week make. -
PAUL(TdaM)Whatdoesthatmun? =
Comxe. 1 don’tknowmtitmns.lmstwmtt
divorce. .
'PAuL. c;:oknow Iﬂdnkmmllynmif-

PAmYmmn,evu'yﬁmewehaveahtﬂeﬁght, -
.yuu’regoingmmtadwome? ‘
Conm.(Reanwbzg)Thmm’tgmngtobeanyme..'
little fights. This is it, Paul! This is the end. Good night. -
‘-(Gmantobedmommddoscsdaorbebndkm)
PAULCme,doymmntoaay~? (Heydls)wm-

mcom (Ycﬂxfrmbedman.)Why
- PAUL. (Screems back.) Bewmldcn’tmtto!d-

~+ o 1 (CoRrE cogees ont on-
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(Tkedooropmdeoxmcmc:m She:mdsatthe

. top of the stasys. He points-to kis feet.).All the way.

CoRiE. (Seething, comes all the way down and: stands

wlc?ackcpomted.) Afraxdthemzyne;ghborswmhm
us

PAUL.You’resenous. S L ARt
Corte. Dead serious.
PAUL. You mean the whole thing? Wiﬁx s:gmng papers

andgoingtocourt,shahnghands goodbye,ﬁmshed,fore-
ever, divorcéd? - oo

_ Comte.. (Nddding n cgreement) That what I

PAUL.Isae Well...lguesstherenoﬂnng
left to be said. -

Coriz. I guess not. '

" PAUL. R:ght . Well, er . Gooﬂ mght, Corie.
(And he goes up. stairs. ) :

- Comiz, are you going?

Paut. (Turns back on. la:dmg ’I‘obed,

‘Comtz. Don’t you want to talk about it?

PAUL. At two-thirty in the morning?

Corre. I can’t sleep until this- thing is settled. (M’ovas
tocouch.) -

PAUL. Well, it may uke three months. Why don’t you
at least take a sap? -

Corre. You don’thavetogetsmppy

Paur. Well, dammit, I'm sorry, but. when I pla.n vaca-
noml’mhappyandwhmlplandwmml’msmppy

(Crosses to bookcase and grabs attaché case.) All right,

you want to plan this thing, let’s plan it. (Storms to.coffee
table and sweeps everything there onto flooy with his
kand.) You want -a quick dxvorce or a slow painful one?
- Corik. (Horrified.) I'm going to bed. (Goes up stairs.)
Paut. (Slumt:) You stay here or you get no dxvorce

from me. -

Corie. (Stops on landmg ) You can try actmg uvﬂwed

PavuL.. (Putting down aitaché case.) -Okay, I'll be
cxvilmed. But charm you're not gomg to get. (Puskes
chkair towardslm) Now sit down' . . . 'Because there’s
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a lot of legal and technical details to go through. (Open-
ing attacké case:)

CoRtE.. Can’tyoudoalltlm?ldon’tknowanytlnng
about legal things. -

PauoL. (Wheekonkamdmagrwgmwepmtsm
accusing finger at her.) Ah, haa . . ..Now I’m the Do-er
and yow're the Watcher! (Rdmtlcs:ly) Right, Corie?
Heh? Right? Right? Isn’t that right, Corie?:

Comk. (With utmost dssdam.) So. thm is what you're »

reaEy likel

PAUL. (Wk&c the mmtalnss)Ys
Yes. ..

‘Comre. (Dctamad she's domg the nght tlnng Ske

comes down stairs, and sits, first carefully moving the

dwvmyfroumL)Allnght,whatdoIhavetodo? A

PauL. First of all, what grounds? (Sitting onm. couch.)

Comir. (Not looking at PauL.) Grounds? -

PavL. (Taking legal pad and pencil out of case.). That's
right. Grounds. What is your reason for divorcing me. And

rananbamyfailmtoappmdatekmdnswmonly,

hold up in a Russian court.
~CORIE. Yonreascrmm,Panl. Whywerm’tyoufunny
whmwewmhappy? ~
‘PAUL. Okay . . . How about incompa tible?.
Conm.Fme.Areyouthroughmthme? o
- . PAUL. Not yet. What about. the financial settlement?
Cozxe. I don’t want a thing.
- PauL. Oh, but you're enmled to it. Alnnony, propetty?

Supposmglmstpayymmt. Sevmty—ﬁve sxxtythreea .

month, isn’t it? .
Corre. Haha— .
PA'UI..Andyouanhavetheiumitmeandthemddmg
gifts. Id just like to keep my clothes.

CoRe. (Skocked, :kemtoPAm.)Ihatdlycxpected :

bitterness from you.

- PAUL. I'm not bitter. That’s a statement of fact. You're
always wearing my pajamas and slippers. ‘
. Comix. Only after you go to work.’

Pavt. Why?
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Oom Beauselhketbewaytheysm—nevermmd
s stupid. (Ske begins to sob, gets up and crosses up
steps to bcdroom) Il sign over.your pajamas and

 slippers.

PauL. If you'd like, you can visit them once a month.

Comxe. (Twrns back on landing.) That’s bitter!

PauL. You're damned rightitis. ..

Cogre, (Bcgmung to really cry.) You have no right to
be bitter,

_ PAUL. Don’t tell me when to be bitter.

"Cqm. Things just didn’t work out.”

" PAUL. They sure as hell didn’t.

Corik You can’t say we didn't try,

Paur. Almost two whole weeks.

Corre. It’s better than finding out in two years.

Paur. Or twenty.

Coztr, Or fifty.

PAUL. Lucky, aren’t we?

Corre. We're the luckiest people in the whole world.

PauL. I thought you weren’t going to cry.

Corte. Well, I am! I'm gomgtohavetheblggatcry
I ever had in my life. And I'm going to enmjoy it. (PAauL
drops pencil and pad into case, and buries kis head in
pillow from the couch.) Because I'm going to cry so loud,
I'mgmngtokeepyouawakeallmghtlong.Goodmght,

Paull . . . I mean, goodbye! (She goes into bedroom and

slams the door. We hear ker crying in there. PAUL gngrily
slams. kis aitaché case shut, gets up and moves towards

_stairs. At this moment, tlubedromdooropm and Coriz

tkrmautablaaket shectandp:'llmwlacklandat
Pavr’s feet. Then she slams the door skut again, Again

we hear crying from the bedroom. PauL pu:k: them up

ud glares at door)

- PAUL. (Mimicking Comiz.) All night long. (Seething
PAUL throws the bedding on the end table, and begins to
iry to make up the sofa with the sheet and blanket, all

 the while mumbling through the whole argument tlccy

have just had. As ke puts the blanket over the sofa, ke
suddenly bursts out.) Six days does not & week make.
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