PILLETTI HOME, KITCHEN. NIGHT

               Marty and Clara come into the dark house. Nobody is home. 

               Marty and Clara's silhouettes block the doorway momentarily.

                                     MARTY

                         Wait a minute. Lemme find the light.

               He finds the lights. The kitchen is suddenly brightly lit. 

               The two of them stand squinting to adjust to the sudden glare.

                                     MARTY

                         I guess my mother ain't home yet. I 

                         figure my cousin Thomas and Virginia 

                         musta gone to the movies, so they 

                         won't get back till one o'clock at 

                         least.

               Clara advances into the kitchen, a little ill at ease, and 

               looks around. Marty closes the porch door.

                                     MARTY

                         This is the kitchen.

                                     CLARA

                         Yes, I know.

                                     MARTY

                         Come on inna dining room.

               He turns the light on as he enters. Clara follows him into 

               the...

               DINING ROOM.

                                     MARTY

                         Siddown, take off your coat. You 

                         want something to eat? We gotta whole 

                         half-chicken in the icebox.

                                     CLARA

                              (alighting tentatively 

                              on the edge of a 

                              chair)

                         No, thank you. I don't think I should 

                         stay very long.

                                     MARTY

                         Sure. Just take off your coat a 

                         minute.

               He helps her off with her coat. He remains behind her, looking 

               down at her. Conscious of his scrutiny, she sits 

               uncomfortably, breathing unevenly. Marty takes her coat into 

               the dark living room. Clara is patient but nervous. Marty 

               comes back, sits on another chair, and there is an awkward 

               silence.

                                     MARTY

                         So I was telling you, my kid brother 

                         Nickie got married last Sunday. That 

                         was a very nice affair. And they had 

                         this statue of some woman, and they 

                         had whiskey spouting outta her mouth. 

                         I never saw anything so grand in my 

                         life.

                              (the silence again 

                              falls between them.)

                         And watta meal. I'm a butcher, so I 

                         know a good hunka steak when I see 

                         one. That was choice filet, right 

                         off the toppa the chuck. A buck eighty 

                         a pound. Of course, if you wanna 

                         cheaper cut, get rib steak. That 

                         gotta lotta waste on it, but it comes 

                         to about a buck and a quarter a pound, 

                         if it's trimmed. Listen, Clara, make 

                         yourself comfortable. You're all 

                         tense.

                                     CLARA

                         Oh, I'm fine.

                                     MARTY

                         You want me to take you home, I'll 

                         take you home.

                                     CLARA

                         Maybe that would be a good idea.

               She stands. He stands. He's a little angry. He turns and 

               sullenly goes back to the living room for her coat. 

               Wordlessly, he begins to help her into the coat.

               Standing behind her, he puts his hands on her shoulders, 

               then suddenly seizes her, and begins kissing her on the neck. 

               As Marty holds Clara, kissing the back of her neck, the 

               dialogue drops to quick, hushed whispers.

                                     CLARA

                         No, Marty, please...

                                     MARTY

                         I like you. I like you. I been telling 

                         you all night, I like you...

                                     CLARA

                         Marty...

                                     MARTY

                         I just wanna kiss, that's all.

               He attempts to turn her face toward him. She resists.

                                     CLARA

                         No...

                                     MARTY

                         Please...

                                     CLARA

                         No...

                                     MARTY

                         Please...

                                     CLARA

                         Marty...

               He releases her and turns away violently.

                                     MARTY

                         All right! I'll take you home! All 

                         right!

               He marches a few paces away, deeply disturbed. He turns back 

               to her.

                                     MARTY

                         All I wanted was a lousy kiss! What 

                         do you think, I was gonna try 

                         something serious with my mother 

                         coming home any minute!? What am I, 

                         a leper or something?!

               He turns and goes into the living room to hide the flush of 

               hot tears threatening to fill his eyes. Clara is also on the 

               verge of tears.

                                     CLARA

                              (more to herself than 

                              to him)

                         I just didn't feel like it, that's 

                         all.

               Slowly, she moves to the archway leading to the living room. 

               CAMERA ANGLES to include the living room where Marty sits on 

               the couch with his hands in his lap, staring straight ahead. 

               The room is dark except for the slanted light coming from 

               the dining room.

               Clara goes to the couch and sits on the edge beside him. He 

               doesn't look at her.

               LIVING ROOM.

                                     MARTY

                         I'm old enough to know better. Comes 

                         New Year's Eve, everybody starts 

                         arranging parties, I'm the guy they 

                         gotta dig up a date for. Let me getta 

                         packa cigarettes, and I'll take you 

                         home.

               He starts to rise but instead sinks back onto the couch, 

               looking straight ahead. Clara looks at him, her face 

               peculiarly soft and compassionate.

                                     CLARA

                         I'd like to see you again. Very much. 

                         The reason I didn't let you kiss me 

                         was because I just didn't know how 

                         to handle the situation. You're the 

                         kindest man I ever met. The reason I 

                         tell you this is because I want to 

                         see you again very much. I know that 

                         when you take me home, I'm going to 

                         just lie on my bed and think about 

                         you. I want very much to see you 

                         again.

               Marty stares down at his hands.

                                     MARTY

                              (without looking over 

                              at her)

                         Waddaya doing tomorrow night?

                                     CLARA

                         Nothing.

                                     MARTY

                         I'll call you up tomorrow morning. 

                         Maybe, we'll go see a movie.

                                     CLARA

                         I'd like that very much.

                                     MARTY

                         The reason I can't be definite about 

                         it now is my Aunt Catherine is 

                         probably coming over tomorrow, and I 

                         may have to help out.

                                     CLARA

                         I'll wait for your call.

                                     MARTY

                         We better get started to your house, 

                         because the buses only run about one 

                         an hour now.

                                     CLARA

                         All right.

               She stands.

                                     MARTY

                         I'll just get a packa cigarettes.

               He rises and goes into his bedroom. CAMERA ANGLES to include 

               door to bedroom. Marty opens his bureau drawer and extracts 

               a pack of cigarettes. He comes back out and looks at Clara 

               for the first time. They start to walk to the dining room. 

               In the archway, Marty pauses and turns to her.

                                     MARTY

                         Waddaya doing New Year's Eve?

                                     CLARA

                         Nothing.

               They quietly slip into each other's arms and kiss. Slowly 

               their faces part, and Marty's head sinks down upon her 

               shoulder. He is crying, detectable from the slight shake of 

               his shoulders. The girl presses her cheek against the back 

               of his head. They stand. The SOUND of the kitchen door opening 

               splits them out of their embrace. A moment later Mrs. 

               Pilletti's voice is heard.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI'S VOICE

                              (off-screen)

                         Hallo! Hallo! Marty?!

               She comes into the dining room, stops at the sight of Marty 

               and Clara.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Hello, Marty, when you come home?

                                     MARTY

                         We just got here about fifteen minutes 

                         ago. Ma, I want you to meet Miss 

                         Clara Snyder. She's graduate of New 

                         York University. She teaches chemistry 

                         in Benjamin Franklin High School.

               This seems to impress Mrs. Pilletti.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Siddown, siddown. You want some 

                         chicken? We got some chicken in the 

                         ice box.

                                     CLARA

                         No, Mrs. Pilletti. We were just going 

                         home. Thank you very much anyway.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Well, siddown a minute. I just come 

                         inna house. I'll take off my coat. 

                         Siddown a minute.

               Mrs. Pilletti pulls her coat off.

                                     MARTY

                         How'd you come home, Ma? Thomas give 

                         you a ride?

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                              (nodding)

                         Oh, it's a sad business.

                              (turning to Clara)

                         My sister, Catherine, she don't get 

                         along with her daughter-in-law, so 

                         she's gonna come live with us.

                                     MARTY

                         Oh, she's coming, eh, Ma?

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Oh, sure.

                              (to Clara)

                         Siddown, siddown. Marty, tell her 

                         siddown.

                                     MARTY

                         Might as well siddown a minute, Clara.

               Clara smiles and sits. Mrs. Pilletti likewise seats herself, 

               holding her coat in her lap.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                              (to Marty)

                         Did you offer the young lady some 

                         fruit?

                                     MARTY

                         I offered her, Ma, she don't want 

                         nothing.

                                     CLARA

                         No, thank you, really, Mrs. Pilletti.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                              (to Clara with a sigh)

                         It's a very sad business, I tell 

                         you. A woman, fifty-six years old, 

                         all her life, she had her own home. 

                         Now she's just an old lady, sleeping 

                         on her daughter-in-law's couch. It's 

                         a curse to be a mother, I tell you. 

                         Your children grow up and then what 

                         is left for you to do? What is a 

                         mother's life but her children? It 

                         is a very cruel thing when your son 

                         has no place for you in his home.

                                     CLARA

                         Couldn't she find some sort of hobby 

                         to fill out her time?

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Hobby! What can she do? She cooks 

                         and she cleans. You gotta have a 

                         house to clean. You gotta have 

                         children to cook for. These are the 

                         terrible years for a woman, the 

                         terrible years.

                                     CLARA

                         You mustn't feel too harshly against 

                         her daughter-in-law. She also wants 

                         to have a house to clean and a family 

                         to cook for.

               Mrs. Pilletti darts a quick, sharp look at Clara. Then she 

               looks back to her own hands, which are beginning to twist 

               nervously.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         You don't think my sister Catherine 

                         should live in her daughter-in-law's 

                         house?

                                     CLARA

                         Well, I don't know the people, of 

                         course, but as a rule, I don't think 

                         a mother-in-law should live with a 

                         young couple.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Where do you think a mother-in-law 

                         should go?

                                     CLARA

                         I don't think a mother should depend 

                         so much upon her children for her 

                         rewards in life.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Well, maybe that's what they teach 

                         you in New York University. In real 

                         life, it don't work out that way. 

                         You wait till you are a mother.

                                     CLARA

                         It's silly of me to argue about it. 

                         I don't know the people involved.

                                     MARTY

                         Ma, I'm gonna take her home now. 

                         It's getting late, and the buses 

                         only run about one an hour.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                              (standing)

                         Sure.

                                     CLARA

                              (standing)

                         It was very nice meeting you, Mrs. 

                         Pilletti. I hope I'll see you again.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Sure.

               Marty and Clara move toward the kitchen.

                                     MARTY

                         All right, Ma. I'll be back in about 

                         an hour, an hour anna half.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Sure.

                                     CLARA

                         Goodnight, Mrs. Pilletti.

                                     MRS. PILLETTI

                         Goodnight.

