Amanda- …question of the value of the residuals of the piece.  You see, the question of retaining copyright—

Kip- You know, I made a mistake tonight.

Amanda- So?

Kip- I should have invited your mind to supper too.

Am- What?

Kip- Your absent mind.

Am- Oh, I’m sorry Kip.  This is in order though.

Kip- Thanks.  Want a drink?

Am- He thinks I’m unreasonable.

Kip- Who?

Am-  Adam.

Kip- Oh, never mind Adam.

Am- Well, just as a friend, Kip—

Kip- Yes, you beautiful barrister, you.

Am- As a friend, do you think that I’m unreasonable?

Kip- I think that you’re reasonable.

Am- Yes, but do I strike you as over-bearing?

Kip- Under-bearing.

Am- I may be wrong about much, about plenty, but not about this.

Kip- Not about what?

Am- Marriage.  What it’s supposed to be.  What makes it work or perfect.

Kip- You’re so right.

Am- Balance, equality, mutual everything.  There’s no room in marriage for what used to be known as “the little woman.”  She’s got to be as big as the man is.

Kip- What if he’s a little man?

(Kip starts playing “Amanda” on the piano)

Am- Sharing.  That’s what it takes to make a marriage.  To keep a marriage from getting sick of all the duties and respon—You’re sure that we can hear my phone in here?

Kip- I’m sure.

Am- All the duties and responsibilities and troubles.  Listen.  No part of marriage is the exclusive province of any one sex.  Why can’t he see that?

Kip- Because he’s unreasonable.

Am- Well…


Kip- And overbearing.

Am- Sore as he was, that was wrong to call me a comtetitor.

Kip- A what?

Am- A competitor.  What a way to put it.

Kip- He’s just miffed because he lost.

Am- Oh, don’t be idiotic.  Be something, won’t it?  Win the case and lose my husband.  Well, maybe it’s a test.  Maybe if we weather this, we’ll be better together, and if we don’t—

Kip- Lawyers should never marry other lawyers.  This is called inbreeding from which comes idiot children.  And more lawyers.

Am- I wish he’d call me up.  You’re sure that we can hear my phone in here?

Kip- Lawyers should marry piano players or songwriters or both.  How would you like to give me a kiss?

Am- What times is it?

Kip- Wouldn’t like too, hmm?

Am-  Why don’t I call him up?

Kip- How would you like me to give you a kiss?

Am- I would, but I don’t know where to call him, that’s why.

Kip- Well you couldn’t with your mouth full anyway.  Amanda.  Amanda.

Am- What?

Kip- Do you mind if I call you Mrs. Bonner?

Am- Equality.  Mutual everything.  Or nothing.

Kip- Mrs. Bonner, I love you.  I love lots of girls and ladies and women as so on, but you’re the only one I know why I love, and you know why?

Am- What?

Kip- Because you live across the hall from me.  You’re mighty attractive in every single way, Mrs. Bonner, but I’d probably love anybody who lived right across the hall from me.  It’s so convenient.  Is there anything worse than that awful taking a girl home and then that long trek back alone?  Wanna trade kisses?  That’s equal.

Am- Now you look here, Kip, I’m fighting my prejudices, but it’s clear that you’re behaving like a, like a—well I have to put it this way, but like a man.

Kip- You watch your language.

Am- Was that my phone?

(Kip tries to dip and kiss her.  Adam enters with gun.)

Adam-  All right, all right.  Break it up.

Am- Adam.  Adam.  Listen to me.

Ad- Don’t you handle me lady.  I’m not nutty.  Not any more than the average.  You said it yourself today.  You said anyone is capable of attack if provoked.  You bet.  Including me.  Yes.  (to Kip) Don’t you move, young man.  You stand as still as you can be.

Am- Now Adam.  Adam.

Ad- You said that before.

Am- Now Adam, you’re sick.  Please.  What do you think you’re doing?

Ad- Teaching a lesson.  Him first.  Then comes yours.  (Amanda blocks Kip) Get away Amanda.

Am- Adam, stop.

Ad- Get away Amanda!

Kip- Don’t you do it Amanda.

Am- Stop it, Adam. Stop it!  You’ve no right.  You can’t do what you’re doing.  You’ve no right.

Ad- What?

Am- No one has a right to—

Ad- That’s all sister.  That’s all I wanted to hear.  Music to my tin ear. 

(Adam puts gun in his mouth.  Amanda and Kip scream.  Adam bites off end of gun.)

Ad- Licorice.  Mmm.  If there’s anything I’m a sucker for, it’s licorice.

Am- I’ll never forget this!  Never!

Ad- Me neither.  I’ll never forget that no matter what you think you think, you think the same as I think.  That I have no right.  That no one has a right to break the law!  That you’re client had no right.  That I’m right and you’re wrong!

Am- --worthless, corrupt, mean, rotten, dirty, contemptible, little, petty, gruesome, contemptible—

Ad- You said all that before.

Am- What?

Ad- Go on back to your wrestling match

Am-  You think you can just hit and run?  Well that’s where you’re wrong.  I have a thing or two to say to you, too.

Ad- No, no. Don’t try me now Pinkie.

Am- Don’t Pinkie me!

Kip- What’s biting you Adam?

Ad- You’re biting me, that’s what’s biting me.

(off screen fighting)

Am- Get out of here!  The manners of a great bit educated ape.  You think you’ve humiliated me.  That’s where you’re wrong.  You haven’t humiliated anyone, with the possible exception of yourself.  You’ve just revealed yourself for what you are.  You couldn’t bear to be bested by a woman.

Ad- All right, all right! That’s enough yelling just to let the people know—If you want to talk to me, go in and we’ll talk things over.

Am- Are you joking?  I’d be afraid to be in the same room with a mad bull.  I’ll never be in the same room with you again!

Ad- That’s fine, that suits me fine.  You will be in the same room with me, don’t forget that, to settle things.

Am- All right.

Ad- That’s tomorrow, and don’t forget it.

