Sophie’s Choice

Nathan and Sophie dance and play around trying different costumes when Stingo enters the open door.

Nathan: Stingo! (Grabs him and makes him dance as well). I know what you're thinking: “These people are strange”. On Sundays we like to dress up a bit differently and go out.

Stingo: OK.

Nathan: OK? I knew you'd understand!  (Looking out the window). You see, everybody out there dresses the same. Look at those poor, pathetic people out there. Look at them. Drones. All walking down the streets looking alike, wearing the same dread, boring uniform. You’re boring! Good morning! (Turning to Sophie). Look at this God's gift! Give me a kiss. One kiss. 

Sophie: All right, one kiss. That's all you deserve.

Nathan: One more. I need one more.

Sophie: No.

Nathan: I have to have one more.

Sophie: Nathan!

Nathan: I can’t keep my hand off of you. 

Sophie: This is... No, Nathan Landau!

Nathan: What do you think of that, Stingo? Here I am, a nice Jewish boy, pushing thirty. I fall crazy in love with a polish Shiksa. 

Stingo: What is that? What is a Shiksa? 

Nathan: A Shiksa? Is a “goee” girl. A lady of a gentile persuasion.

Stingo: She’s a... All right. I'd just assumed that she was not... that…

Nathan: That she was Jewish? Jewish?

Stingo: Yeah.

Nathan: No, no, no... Sophie is Catholic.

Sophie: That's OK. But I'm not anymore Catholic, so...

Nathan: Catholicish. When I first met this one here she was a rag and bone and hank of hair. That was a year and a half after the Russians liberated the camp she was in.

Sophie: Yeah, it looked like something that scares the birds. You know, what is that? Scare... scarecrow. I had “scurbut”.

Nathan: No, no, no! She means scurvy. And typhus, anemia, fever. It was a miracle she's emerged from that camp alive.

Sophie: Right! I mean, I thought that I had leukemia. I thought I was dying. But it was Nathan that see that it was only anemia.

Stingo: Are you a doctor?

Nathan: No, no. That's my brother's domain. But I'm a biologist.

Sophie: Yeah!

Nathan: I graduated in Science from Harvard.

Sophie: And he made MA in Developmental and Cellular Biology.

Nathan: I do research now.

Sophie: He works at Pfizer. 

Nathan: Pfizer is a big pharmaceutical house here in Brooklyn. Anyway, I took her to this friend of my brother’s, a doctor who teaches at Columbia Presbyterian.

Sophie: Yeah.

Nathan: He confirmed my diagnosis. And we put the little sweetie here on massive doses of ferrous sulphate and she'd bloomed like a rose. A rose. A rose... A beautiful fucking rose. You're something.

Sophie: Thank you for making me “to” bloom like a rose.

Nathan: Not “to” bloom, just “bloom”. She’s so good. It’s about time she was perfect.

Sophie: Ah to bloom, so what? I mean, this is a ridiculous language! There’s too many words! The word for velocity: OK, there’s fast, quick rapid and they all mean the same thing.

Nathan: Swift, Speedy.

Stingo: Hasty.

Nathan: Flit.

Stingo: Brisk.

Nathan: Expeditious.

Stingo: Accelerated.

Nathan: Winged.

Sophie: No, no! Stop it! It's ridiculous! Oh, in French it's so easy. You say: “vit”. Or in polish, “szybko” and in Russian, “bistroy”. It's only in English that it's so complicated!

Stingo: How many languages do you know?

Sophie: Well, my father was a Linguistic, so I mean, I… He teach me German, French,

Russian, Hungarian, the Slavic Languages. So, what language I’m butchering now? English!

Stingo: I bet your father was a very interesting man.

Sophie: Yeah, my father was a civilized man. That's the word, yeah? Civilized?

Nathan: Very good word.
 

Sophie: Yeah? My father was a civilized man living in a non civilized time. The civilized, they was the first to die. 

Stingo: Do you play the piano?

Sophie: No. I used to play, but I… I no longer play. I don’t, anymore... My mother was a beautiful pianist. Nathan surprised me with that piano on my birthday! (Nathan goes to her comforts her and begins to play the piano). I love that piece. When I was a little girl, I... I remember, I’d lay in bed and I’d hear my mother downstairs playing the piano and the sound of my father’s typewriter. I think no child had a more wonderful father and mother. And a more beautiful life. (Nathan changes the song). “Swanee”. You know that song, right? (The two play the piano together and Sophie asks Stingo to join). Stingo, hit it!

