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Act One

CALIFORNIA SUITE is composed of four playlets whose SCENE ONE: Visitor from New York 549
action takes place in rooms 203 and 204 in the Beverl -
Hills Hotel. Suite 203-4: a bedroom with an adjoining living room, and o
4 batbroom off the bedroom. The décor is brightly colored and CALITORNIA "
ACT I cheerful. Elegant reproductions of Van Gogh and Renoir SUITE
sceNE ©: Visitor from New York bang on the walls. There are large color TV sets in both rooms,
and a fireplace in the living room. i

About one in the afternoon on a sunny
warm day in late fall
SCENE 2: Visitor from Philadelphia

Eleven in the morning, mid-December

It is about one in the afternoon on a sunny, Warm day in
late fall. HANNAH WARREN is standing at the window, arms
folded, a cigarette in one band, staring pensively out. She s
in ber early forties, an intelligent and sophisticated woman.
She is wearing a tailored woolen suit, too warm for Califor-
nia, just right for New York—uwhere she bas just come from.

Her packed suitcases are on the bed in the other room, ready
for departure. The telephone rings.

ACT II

sCENE I: Visitors from London
About five in the afterno i
SCENE 2: About two o’clock in theortll:):zli-:"lyg i

SCENE 3: Visitors from Chicago
Four in the afternoon, Sunday July Fourth i uaxwan (Into the phone) Yes? . . . Where are you?
| __Come on up. Room 203. (Ske bangs up, takes anotber
drag on her cigarette, then crushes it nervously into the
ashtray. She picks up the phone again) Room service,
please. (She waits tensely. Then, into the phone) Hello?
. This is Mrs. Warren in Suite 203 . . . ] would like
one tea with lemon and one double Scotch on the
rocks . . . (The phone in the bedroom rings) Yes—203.
Thank you. (She bangs up. The other phone rings again.
She goes into the bedroom, sits on the bed and answers the
phone) Yes? . .. Yes, it is . . . Hello? . .. Yes, Bob
_ . Well, I was hoping to leave today. I have tickets
on the three o'clock flight, but I don’t think I'm
going to make it . . . It can’t be too soon for me
" This entire city smells like an overripe canta-
loupe . . . How is New York? . ..Itis?...Snow—
how wonderful! . . . No, no. The sun is shining,

about eighty degrees, on Thanksgiving . . . truly
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disgusting. (There is a knock on the living room door. She 5§ I
yells out) Come in. It’s open. (Back into the phone, sy  Still the only one I knoxjv who can use "non-
little lower-voiced) No, nothing’s settled yet. But 'm 4 Plussed” in regular conversation.

not worried. (The living room door opens. WILLIAM |

uanNaH  Don’t be ridiculous, darling, I talk that way

WARREN enters. Hel is about forty-five, quite attractive, § o preakfast . . . Turn around, let me look at you. 5

well tanned and trim. He wears brush-denim slacks, a

open sport shirt, a cashmere V-neck sweater and tan sneak- §mry Shouldn’t we kiss or shake hands or some-

ers. He closes the door and inspects the room as she continues i} thing? Rk
- 1 3

on the phone) No, he just got here . . . I don’t want @ = = | . s save it for when you leave . . . I love s

to bring a lawyer into it yet. We'll see how this goes °
.. . When have you known me to be intimidated?
(She laughs) Well, that doesn’t count . . . Yes, I re
member it in detail . . . You’re wasting a perfectly .
good erotic conversation with my ex-husband in the
other room and the operator probably listening
... Yes, I will ... As soon as he leaves . . . I do too .
... Bye. (She bangs up and sits there a moment. She take
a pencil and jots down a note on the pad on the table nex
to the bed. She is not in any great burry to greet ber visitor.
She gets up, gives berself another check in the mirror an
goes to the doorway of the living room. He turns and they
look at each other) Sorry. 1 was on the phone. It's
snowing in New York. We're going to have a white
Thanksgiving. Don’t you love it? (She sits. He is stil
standing. He smiles) Is that wonderful, warm smile
for me? :

your California clothes.
sy They're Bloomingdale’s, in New York.

L iannaH  The best place for California clothes. You
. Jook so . . . I don’t know—what’s the word I'm

looking for?

sy  Happy?

| iannal Casual. It’s so hard to tell out here—are you
dressed up now, or is that sporty?

sy 1didn’t think a tie was necessary for a reunion.

uannan  Is that what this is> When I walked in, I
thought we were going to play tefmis.

pLy  Well, you look fit enough for it.

uannag Fit? You think I look fit? What an awful shit

BiLLY You still have trouble saying a simple “Hello.” 'you are. I look gorgeous.

HANNAH Oh, I am sorry. You always did get a big f sy Yes, you do, Hannah. You look lovely.

thrill out of the “little” things in life . . . Hello, Bill. | ooan No, no. You look lovely. 7 look gorgeous.

BILLY (With generous warmth) Hello, Hannah. B R Y ot whont a6 v,

HANNAH My God, look at you. You’ve turned into a

young boy agai uannaH  Listen to what I'm telling you, you're ravish-
1n.

ing. 1 love the way you’re wearing your hair now.
Where do you go, that boy who does Barbra Strei-

BiLLy Have I?
: sand?

HANNAH Haven’t you noticed? You look like the
sweetest young fourteen-year-old boy. You're not
spending your summers at camp, are you?

siry You like it, you can have my Thursday ap-
pointment with him . . . If you're interested, I'm

feeling very well, thank you.
BILLY Just three weeks in July. How are you?

HANNAH  Well, at this moment, nonplussed.
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HANNAH '
i 'Well, 'c:f course you are. Look gt
ell, it’s the life out here, isn’t it> Yoy h that tq,
: ave :
I‘.‘.()]’-HCe o

outdoors somewhere?

a W
JLI;Y INo, just a desk near the window
an i g i o ol
e ?ah: if we're going to banter like this, o Hey'
ittle time. It’s been nine years, I'm ru o,
) St:y‘.

HANNAH  You'll pick it ri in, i
ghtupaga ’s I
You see, that’s whar I v.rou!&fnifs ]i?}lit ;m{e rench
The bantering. NG Sork

BILLY i
. San Francisco’s only an hour away. W
there and banter in emergencies Ry

HANNAH Do you really?
BILLY  Would I lie to you?

HANNAH I never liked San F i
: r
afraid I'd fall out of bed o
hills.

I was alw
_and roll down one of thzs

BILLY Not you, Hannah. You rol] up hills.

HANNAH !
o a(:::; %;Od You're bantering. The flight out
i (math 0ss ... Aren’t you going to sit down
e ey call you Billy out here? Yes, they
- Jenny told me. Everybody calls you Bill}: ¥

BILLY (Shrugs) That's me. Billy.

HANNA 5
Stanljﬁnltshadora.ble. .A forty~ﬁve-year-old Billy
o g there in his cute little sneakers anci

aFer. Please, sit down, Billy, 'm beginni
feel like your math teacher. : PSS

Bni:,y lI promised myself driving over here I would
¢ pleasant. I am now being pleasant.

e :
ANNAH  You drive everywhere, do you?

BILLY Everywhere.

HANNAH  Even to your car?

BiLLy  Would you mind if I called down for some-

thing to drink?

It’s done.
on’t drink double Scotches on the rocks any

g 1T _
more. 1 Bave up hard liquor.
JNNAH Oh? What would you like?

; ;ILLY
i gANN"\H

BIL

HA

A cup of tea with lemon.

It’s done . . . No hard liquor? At alf?

.y Not even wine. I'm big on apple juice.

xnan  Cigarettes?

quy Gave them up.
H.ANNAH Don’t you miss the coughing and the hack-

BILLY
aANNAH  Isn’t divorce wonderful?

pLy (Shrugs)

HANNAH

ing in the morning?
It woke the dogs up. I have dogs now.

.. . What about
candy? Please don’t tell me you've given up Snick-

ers?

Sorry.

That is crushing news. You bave changed,
Billy. You've gone clean on me.

srLy Mind and body. That doesn’t offend you, does

it?

waNNAH May they both liv
mean this to seem facetious,

e to be a thousand. 1 don't
but how do you take

care of yourself?

I watch my diet, I've cut out meat, and you do
ttle

n to be facetious. You're dying to make a li
ur to kill

BILLY

mea
fun of me. I don’t mind. I have an ho

... Would you believe I run five miles every morn-
ing?
nannNaH  After what?

sy The newspaper. 1 have lazy dogs
keep going? I swim twenty laps every night when

.. Shall 1
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I come home from the studio. Eight sets of
every weekend. I sleep well. I haven't had ;; r-
three and a half years. I take vitamins andpl“ -
natural, unprocessed health foods. e

HANNAH Ah, aha! Health foods! At last, somethin, -
common. i

siLLy  Don’t tell me you've given up
7 o Slarke’
chili burgers? ‘ S Ko

HANNAH No, but I have them on whole wheat
1 s - . . ) o8
... I'm enjoying this conversation. Tell me mor
‘ e
about yourself. Jenny tells me you've taken up th
e

banjo.

BiLLy  The guitar. Classical and country,

HANNAH Remarkable. And in New York y
r0u

c ! 1 Fi
ouldn’t tune in Channel Five . . . More, more!

BiLLy [ climb.
HANNAH | beg your pardon?
BiLLY [ climb. I climbed a ten-thousand-foot moun.

tain in the Sierra Nevada last summer

HANN ; 1
NNAH Well, that s no big deal. I climb that three
times a week visiting my analyst.

BILLY And no analyst.

HANNAH Yes, I heard that. I'll accept the mountain
climbing fand, in a stretch, even the guitar. But no
analyst? You ask too much, Billy. Why did you quit?

BILLY I went sane.

HANNAH Sane! How exciting. You mean you go out
into the world every day all by yourself? (He smiles
nods) Don’t you ever get depressed? }

BILLY Yes.
When?
Now.

HANNAH

BILLY

Chingg 7

HA

JNAH I'm so glad the sun hasn’t dried up your
prain completely . . . Tell me more news.

LY [ moved.

' sNNAH Oh, yes. You're not in Hardy Canyon any
more.

quy Laurel. Laurel Canyon.

gnnas  Laurel, Hardy, what the hell? And where

are you now?

qoy Beverly Hills—a block north of Sunset Boule-
vard.

ganNaH  What style house?

gLy Very comfortable.

aannNaH  Well, I'm sure it is. But what style is it?

sy Well, from the outside it looks like a small

French farmhouse.
xnaH A small French farmhouse. Just one block
north of Sunset Boulevard. Sounds rugged . . . I

d something coming in from the airport. 1

passe
t it was a Moroccan villa—turned out to be

though

a Texaco station.

sy We're a colorful community.

uannan I love it from the air.
sy And how is life over the subway?

aannad  Fine. I still live in our old apartment. But

you would hate it now.

piLLy What did you do to it?

uannNAH Not a thing.

sy And I heard you went in for an operation.

uANNAH A hysterectomy. 1 was
~_ And I believe you had prostate trouble.

out the same day.
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BILLY Small world, isn’t it?

HANNAH  Well, our past sins have a way of
_ c
up with us . . . What else can I te]]
me?

atchip
BiLLy - Jenny fills me in with everything

HANNAH Oh, I'm sure.

BILLY I understand you have a new boyfriend

HANNAH A boyfriend? God forbid
: o
years old—I have a lover. ™ forty-two

BILLY Also a writer.
HANNA
H A newspaperman on the Washington P
o5t
BiILLY Really? Not one of those two who—
No.
Right.

HANNAH
BILLY

HANNAH  He’s fifty-four. He has a heart condit
asthma and leans towards alcoholism. He als l}(:n‘
the Sfecond-best mind I've met in this country 0' -
AF“Q] Stevenson . . . And what’s with e
e You, mate-

HANN
AH  Are you? And where are you seeing her to?
BILLY (Annoyed) Oh, come on, Hannah

HANNAH  What did I say? Have I offended you?

BILL i
ILLY Car.l we cut the cute chitchat? I think we’ve got
other things to talk about. :

HANNAH  I'm sorry. I have offended you.

BiLLY My God, it’s i i
y God, it’s been a long time since I've been

anOlVﬁd in smart-ass conversation.

R R T R R B e A e R i M

A e B D M

e .

i

H)\NNAH

§ pILLY

I beg your pardon, but you were the one who

said things like “I hear you have a boyfriend” and
«['m seeing a very nice girl.” I am not the one with

the Bobbsey Twin haircut and the Peter Pan
phraseology.

[ can see you've really come to hunt bear,
haven’t you?
wnaH Hunt bear? Did 1 actually hear you say

«hunt bear”? Is that the kind of nifty conversa-
tion you have around those Sierra Nevada camp-

H

fires?
gLy Forget the tea. Maybe I wil/ have a double

Scotch.

gannaH IU's ordered. You're safe either way.

sLy Can we talk about Jenny?

uannaH  What's your rush? She’s only seventeen.
She’s got her whole life ahead of her. If I'm going
to turn my daughter over to you—which I am
not—at least I'd like to know what you're like.

sy Jenny is our daughter! Ours!

uannaH  Maybe. We'll see. They’ve been very slow
with the blood test. (They glare at each other a moment.
She suddenly smiles) So you live in a French farm-
house off Sunset Boulevard. Do you have a pool?

piLy Christ!

dannaH  Come on, Billy, talk to me. I wrote down
seventy-four questions to ask—don’t make me look
for the list. Do you have a pool? . .. Well, naturally
you’ve got a pool. You’ve got a tan, so you've got a
pool . . . Is it kidney shaped? . .. Liver? . . . Possibly
gall bladder?

sy Pancreas, actually. The head surgeon at Cedars
of Lebanon put it in. You're terrific. You haven’t
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spent fifteen days of your life o
kno:.v exaf:tly how we all live, doﬁft l;:)l::: };ut g
zrvn:u re going back so soon. You're gonng m(_)o bid
w ze;ve sgend our holidays. Wouldn’t it rbr;;s 5
a pink-painted Christmas tree on m -Iyou
wei;rci); a tl'free-ﬂavored Baskin-Robbins Sng i
g alligator shoes . . . with a louds Wman
thj‘3 roof playing Sonny and Cher sin _Pea‘%ce.r i
Night’? sk &

HANNAH * '
When you've seen it once, the thrill is go
‘ ne,
BiLLy Where's that drink?
HANN i
aH What kind of a car do you have?
BILLY You’ i
I ou’re really serious, aren’t you?

HANNAH I am dead seriou

! s. If I'm to lea

% ! ve m 1

ious b:aby with you, I want to know what k)'/ .
a car I'm leaving her in. i o

BiLLY A brown Mercedes—450 SEL

HANNAH
e P‘YOU .have no class. You never had any class
= into in Beverly Hills would be class . Car;
row a few more questions at you?

BILLY 1
uestions? I thought they were spears

HANNAH W
A meahar happened to your cute little wife? I
n me, I mean the cute one after me. Di
vorced her, too, didn’t you? b

BILLY S
- ﬁhﬁ- was on the road a lot; I like to stay home
rst three years weren’t too bad |

H 's ri
A:hr\::HSOOthgats right, she was a singer, wasn't
: mebody sent me one of '
e : of her albums for
ristmas, as a gag. They were right . . . I gagged

BiLLY Really?
y? She was number three on the charts,

won two Grammys |
b ys last year. I thought she was

HANNAH Pity you didn’
id i
y n’'t take up the guitar sooner,

8

B

d have still been with her . .. And tell me

ou coul
What does she do?

sbout the one you're seeing Now.

She’s an actress. Quite good. She
Has a little boy, eleven years old.

pILLY was married
pefore.

HANNAH And is marriage contemplated? . . - Am 1

peing too NOSy?
gLy Not for a Newsweek editor . . . Yes. Marriage is

contemplatcd. It is being discussed; it is being con-
sidered. Strange as it seems, I like being married.

Right. And will there be room for all of you
house, or will you have to
e Boulevard?

HANNAH

in the little French farm
n Italian palazzo on Wilshir
out? You used
ust snide and

move to a

gLy What the hell are you so bitter ab
to0 be bright and witty. Now you're j
sarcastic.

When you don't have a

HANNAH It comes with age.
hange-ups and sliders.

fast ball any more, you goto ¢
me your sports metaphors.
You never knew a bunt from a double. The only
reason you went to the games is because you
thought youw looked butch . .. Are you through with

your interrogation?

sLy Oh, please. Spare

gannan  I'm still interested in this new girl.

Betsy LaSorda. Her father used to
d director. She can catch a trout
anis. I think she’s peachy.

piLy Her name is
be a damned goo
and she can beat me at te

What else?

uannan  Well, I know you've been bouncing around
a lot, Billy. Do you really care for her, or do you
have someone who gets you a break on marriage

licenses?

piLy God, I canjust hear the quips flying when you
and the second-best mind since Adlai Stevenson get
together. Sitting there freezing under 2 blanket at
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th.e Washington Redskin game playin '
with the names of all the Polish playersg ﬂnagrams
you som_ething, Hannah: For one of th:; .b' ’“] o
women .m America, you bore the hell ou Fighteg
.Your mind clicks off bric-a-bracs so godd i
it never has a chance to let an honest e i
thought ever get through. g

HANNAH z-"\nd you're so filled with honest emot;
izt;,ia]l in love every time someone sings a bzllTn;'
- (; worse th,an a hol?eless romantic, you'r3 :

;:jﬁz one. Y’ou re the kind of a man who i
Z:t the world’s famine problem by having thenﬁmd
out. .. preferably at a good Chinese restaurazg

BILLY
LY (Gets up, starts towards the door, stops)  Wh
you want to do about Jenny? N

HANNAH Who?

HA:hl\IlA‘;-I bOh, stop pouting. You may dress like
1ld, but you don’t have to act like one. ’

BiLLy Would vou mi : : o
and left? g ind terribly if I said “Up yours”

HA:hI\;.:lH edWoh;t have you done to her, Billy? She’s
» ged. She used to come back to New York after

€ summers here taller and anxious to see h
friends . . . Now she meditates and eats alfalfa L

BILLY ]
! She just turned seventeen. Somethin was
ound to happen to her. Ny

HANNAH You have n 4
o legal rights to h :
er, o

You understand that. f course.

BiLLy  Certainly.

HANN
NNAH Then tell her to come home with me

1311.Le\;'t Isﬁi(il. She would like to try it with me for.a
year. She’s not happy in New York, Hannah.

Bl

JANNAH Nobody’s happy in New York. But they’re

alive.
can’t fight you. If you want to take her,

pILLY I
ke her. But I think you'd be making a mis-

then ta
take.
qanNAH - She still has another year of high school left.
guLy Believe it or not, they have good schools here.
I can show you some, if you like.
gannaH  Oh, that should be fun. Something like the
Universal Studio tour?
Ly What a snob you are.

uanNaH  Thank God there’s a few of us left.

| snLy What is there so beautiful about your life that

makes it so important to put down everyone else’s?
Forty square blocks bounded by Lincoln Center on
the west and Cinema II on the east is not the center

of the goddamn universe. 1 grant you it’s an excit-
ing, vibrant, stimulating, fabulous city, but it is not

Mecca . . . It just smells like it.

gannan  The hell with New York! Or Boston or
Washington or Philadelphia. I don’t care where
Jenny lives, but how. She’s an inte
a good mind. Let it grow and prosper. Bu
hell is she going to learn in a communit
valet parking just to pick up four bagel
Hollywood Reporter?

ve been to Martha’s Vineyard in July, Han-

lligent girl with
t what the
y that has
s and the

Ly I
nah. Heaven protect me from another intellectual
Cape Cod summer . . . The political élite queuing up
standing

in old beach sandals to see Bogart pictures,
there eating ice cream cones and reading the New

Republic.

HanNaH Neat, wasn’t it?

No. Your political friends never impressed me

BILLY
frernoon in Hyan-

_. .1 remember one hot Sunday a
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ni:.;port when our ambassador to some '
Middle Easterri country was in a state O;Val"t{)rn
because he couldn’t get the hang of throwi despair
bee. My God, the absurdity . .. I went tozg i
lum.:heor‘l in East Hampton to raise mone ?harity
California grape pickers. There was thiqyt . 'the
mob of women who must have spent ;1 o
twelve thousand dollars on new Gucci pantOL?al G
;d:; to rws two Fhousand dollars for the gra::em‘orr

... Why the hell didn’t they just mail th et
pants? S

HANN i

l.l’:AHh You were terrific when you used to wrj

1ke t idn’ )

i that. ... I didn’t see the last picture you wrotee
ey tell me it grossed very well in backwarcj

areas.

BiLLY Jesus, was | anything like you before?
HANNAH I couldn’t hold a candle to you

BILLY No wonder
no one spoke to me
first two years. here for the

HaNNaH Lucky you.

BILLY i 1
= Look, I don’t want to interrupt your train of
nom, but could we get back to Jenny?

HANNAH Jenny. Yes, what a good idea.

BILLY
If you respect her as a person, respect her right

to make a free choice.

HA;\;N;H ' You get her for the summers, that’s enough
the judge had seen your life-style, you'd be luck ;
to get her Labor Day afternoon. g

piLLy Funny how
we haven’t discussed i
: : sse -
style, isn't it? your life

HaNnNaH I don’t have a life-style. I have a life.

sy T
L he hell you do. The only time you're alive is
Standsay n;rorn,mgs when the magazine hits the
... You're a voyeur in newsprint, snooping

§ pANNAH

s i A A D AT

sxalt

i

e’s life-style and editing out the
f the human condition because, for
who the hell wants to read about

on everyone els
healthy aspects ©
5 dollar a copy,
happiness?

actually miss you. You

Sometimes |
g back East and entering

wouldn’t consider comin
into a ménage A trois?

BILLY Would you like to know what Jenny has to say

about you?
qanNaH - She's told me. She thinks I'm 2 son-of-a-
bitch. She also thinks I'm a funny son-of-a-bitch. She
_ loves me but she doesn’t like me. She’s afraid of me.
She’s intimidated by m
wouldn’t want to become
mother and daughter relationship.

¢ She told me she feels stified—that the only
eathe freely is when she’s out

e. She respects me€ but
like me. We have a normal

BILL
time she can really br

here.
pannAaH 1 have a wonderful nose and throat man on
East Eighty-fourth Street.

ow the hell can you be so flippant when it

sy H
ghter’s well-being?

comes to your own dau

axnaH  And how the hell can you be so pompous not
to recognize a Very healthy rebellious attitude in an
adolescent? If she didn % complain, I would probably
send her to an expensive shrink. Since she’s with me
ten months of the year, it's only natural you re the
one she’s going to miss . . . I think by and large she
and I have managed quite well but it’s obvious, like
all young girls, <he needs a father image. I don't
mind. If it'’s only July and August, it might as well

be you.

H

piLy Thisis Thanksgiving and she came out without

your permission.

HANNAH She never had a very good head for dates.
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iy  What would you do if I just kept her here v h
1t i

me?
HANNAH Don’t be ridiculous.
piLy  But what would you do, Hannah?

HANNAH I. would find the very best lawyer I could
California . . . and have him beat the shit out of ygll?

BILI:Y WOl:lld you drag it through the courts if I sajq
I'm keeping her for six months? ]

HANfNAlI;I {Jwill call my friend, the Attorney Genera|
of the United States, if she i
iy i is not on that three

BILLY (Sits back and smiles at ber) Why didn’t you ever
run for office, Hannah? I always thought you'd
make a helluva Governor.

HaNNAH Because I don’t think a democratic system
Zallzr wo;ks. Offer me a monarchy and we’ll talk
ooks at her watch) It’s one fifteen. Will ‘
Jenny or shall I? et s

BiLLYy No.

HANNAH No what?

BiLLY No, sir!

HANNAH If you'll tell me how to get to your little
French farmhouse, I'll pick her up myself.

iy How much time do you spend with her? Do
you ever have breakfast with her? How many ni hts
does she eat dinner alone? Do you think she’s regall

happ.y with that twenty-dollar bill you give her ev)i
ery time you go off to Washington for the weekend?
;ﬁe glrlhls growing up lonely, Hannah, and if y01.1

me she’s got Y i
oy in Choppgﬂ:t cat and a canary, I'll belt you right

H
ANNAH She has two dogs, a Dominican cook and

{ANNAH

{axnan Wrong. 1

qwelve different girls who slcep over every time 'm
,way. Despite her Gothic reports, she is not living

he life of Jane Eyre.

¢ The truth, Hannah . .. You know if we leave

Ll
tand a chance in hell of

it up to Jenny, you don’t s
getting her on that plane. Right?

Certainly. Why else would the ninny run
away? . . - Who said we don’t have problems? She
is seventeen years old, and when we go at each
other, she needs another shoulder to cry on . . .
But I'll be goddamned if I'm giving up 2 daugh-
ter for a cashmere shoulder three thousand miles
away.

gy My God, you're really afraid . . . This is an
event. I think it’s the first time I've ever actually

seen you Nervous.
was nervous on our wedding night
_ .. Unfortunately, it was after we had sex.

sy Please. No cheap shots. It's not like you. I
mean, we may have had a very narrow chance for

happiness, but sex was never a stumbling block.

uannaH  Neither was it an architectural marvel . . .
Oh, I'm not blaming yo#. Actually you were very
skillful in bed. You could ravage me for hours with-
out ever mussing the sheets. But the moment it was
over, you would heave 2 deep sigh and tell me your
plans for the future ... The sex was stimulating but

the plans were sO freaking boring.
sry Boring? And Ihave made love to women with
the television on before, but never watching Eric
Sevareid.
HANNAH Sometimes W€ need our private fantasies to
help us get to the top of Magic Mountain.

gLy You know something, Hannah? ... I don’t like

you any more.

565

CALIFORNIA

SUITE




566

Collected Plays
Of‘ Nf ff S }‘.mgn

HANNAH

H T ?
ANNAI:MhIt s okay. I'm not always fond of
. atarewegoingtodo,Billy?IWar?t
m

ter back. You're the only one who can K
€lp me

BILLY r re now
gLook.r at ber) You're being since
ou, ..
What a shame. You do it so seld
y om

it , ;
it finally comes I’'m srif/ waiting for the ,; + When
Zin

gers,

Or

BILLY (He looks bebind him) Where did
1

sequitur come from? that nop.

HANNAH You know m )
[ My mlnd IES 31

1] ’ - W 5

;’;:iz- ldld really like to know. YOu‘r:y: on “ey.
0 ]

halfad » you've been married twice, had aorqu).f-ﬁ"e
ozen houses, a promising journaligtjccc]ld' a
{ a

and some q ;
uestionable but :
u
successes . . ndeniably comme

forward to.

reer
- I'd like to know what it is you ;.s;alj

BILLY (Pauses) Saturdays . . . I love Saturd
ays.

HA? AH F r i i i ¥

you sure are sm
art . .. You
ward to? know what I look for-

BiLLY What?

N C ¥ ald or me to Say j A]e ou

going to laugh?

BILLY Only if it’s not funny. What do you look f
or-

ward to?

HANNAH [ look forward to a granddaughter I

think I screwed up the first time

BILLY (Good-
( naturedly) No one can phrase sentiment

like you.

HANN i
AH  Are you going to help me?

BILL i
Y By sending Jenny home? She’d be back in two

weeks.

Not ;
ot if I put heavy weights on her feet . . .

me eitht‘r !
Ydaugh‘

] arenvt

st S ik

§ Y
1 oAl Ionly h

R R s R s

S TR et R e

4 annaH  Don't
i

! mnnan 1 don’

ffer me @ suggestion; goddamn it, for old times’

ake.
Vou know my suggestion.

ave one more year with her. In Sep-
llege. In four years she’ll come
. or even worse, like

ember she’ll go to co
out a revolutionary or a nun . .

you OF me.

{ v A little bit of both wouldn’t be so bad.

JANNAH Do you like your mother?

gLy She’s dead.
quibble. Did you like her?

wy Fora neurotic woman, she wasn't too bad.

¢ like mine much. Can you imagine

being a pain in the ass for seventy-eight years? I felt

something was wrong even when 1 was in the
womb. I never felt comfortable. I think I was hang-
. We shouldn’t have had Jenny. People

ing too low .

like you and me are too selfish . . . I don’t want her

to grow up hating me and I don’t want her growing
. Maybe

up here, because I'm liable to hate her . .

you and I should have stayed toge
have let Jenny go. What do you think?

suiy I changed my mind. I think I like

aannAH He's not going to live very long, you know.

Ly Who isn’t?

uanNan My Washington Post friend. He had open '

heart surgery that was a total waste of time.

siLy  I'm sorry to hear that.

HANNAH Me, too .
laugh.

siLy Sounded like it was pretty good.

ther and we could

you again.

The man could really make me
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' J Ome
( . = !

HANN i
AH For a smart lady in a man’s w
doing too bad. " e i

i,y No ’
e i , you're not . . . Would it comfort y
3 ‘e my actress friend? Just to know h)Ou any
asn’t fallen into wicked hands? that Jenny

HaNnNaH T’ 7 i
. meetl m shaky enough right now—I don't
i someone with smoother skin th e
hanks a lot. e

iLLy  For what?

HANNAH !
You re supposed to say, “She doesn’
smoother skin than you.” i

BILLY Sorry, sh
, she does. It’s only 1
) y in good conv g
ersation

she comes in second place.

HANNAH T 1
he truth . . . Is being in loVe better now:

BILLY Yes.
HANNAH Why?

BiLLY Because it’s now.

H 't li
ANNAH I don't like the way this meeting is going. |

think I'm losin
g l‘ound. W 3
York and finish igt? hy don’t we go to New

BILLY i
You can have it both ways, you know

HANT
NNAH  What does that mean?

BiLLy T
— herzkt;,_\izlc){lljr summer vacation this winter. Come
ou : nd you a nice place at the beach. Thi
y we can both see Jenny T

HA
NNAH T'wo months? Qut here?

constipation of the mind. weon L ORI, 08

B y
i,y You're afraid.

HANNAH Of what?

E T0 ; Rt
1 might like anything. Happiness is sO

That you might like it. You're afraid you
banal, isn't it?
ANNAH No. Just that statement. . . Let’s keep things
" he Way they are, Billy. God only meant us t0 have

pine years together. He knew what He was doing.

Well, then we haven't settled anything, have

LY
we?
a Well, we've settled that I'm not coming out
for two months. It was worth coming out here
t. That only leaves Jenny to deal

j H,\NNA
here
just to settle tha

with.

| gy Shall I get her up her

car with her Dags packed . .
by any decision we both make.

e? She's downstairs in the
. She’s willing to abide

what a cunning bastard you are. If we
say she goes back to New York, she’ll think I co-
erced you. And if we say stay here, she’ll think I
didn’t even put up 2 fight for her.

HANNAH Oh,

A B A

i Ly Do you think she has that devious a mind?

T

She’s my daughter ... ] don’t sup-
ths back

| HANNAH Certainly.
pose you i consider spending two mon

East?

e SR e

Only if everyone there leaves . . - You want me
u, Hannah? T'll throw in my

oes. And 'll tell Jenny W€

BILLY
to make it easy for yo
vote. Whatever you say g
poth made the decision.

s, NO wonder there are

out here. How much
d with dead-

(Really perplexed) Jesu

ar salesmen

HANNAH

so many used ¢
trime do I have? I was never very goo

lines.
sy As much time as you want.
HANNAH  (Goes over £0 the window and looks out, trying to

see if she can see pis car) Which is your car? They're

. .
mna.ma..,.ix_-.m-n:_:na‘.m'—-..rsn—m'x‘.x_.man.;_' L,
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all Mercedes. (She turns; be is staring at ber)
you looking at me like that for?

I ‘{n ne
ra.

ble.
HAN!\’}»\H Well, take a picture of it. You wop’
again . . . Keep her. i
BiLLY What?

HA;NZH I.said, keep her—six months, not 5 v
: nd 7 pick the school. And whoever | pick 't?r'
ave to send me three ref i S
e erences . .. Christ, whatan

BILLY Stay the weekend, Hannah. Talk it over wi
Jenny. You don’t have to decide because .

a plane ticket. FORve gk

HA:'NAH I'm a fighter, Billy. If I stay the weekend. |
ot OIb"ll_Y take Jenny with me, but I'll take your ne.
girlfriend back, too. . v

BILLY ' Hannah, don’t let me bully you into this, Why
can’t the three of us talk it out? Let me et | -
here. i

HANNAH  No, goddamn it! If I h )
i . ave to
get her back, then let’s do it. give her up to

BILLY i ?
You mean it? You'll let her stay?

HANNAH Y(:.)u think you're in for a picnic? Wait'll you
try shopping for clothes with her. i

BILLY i
- Can you take a compliment? You're not the
annah [ left nine years ago.

HANNAH And I'm e
missin :
s o g the ovaries to prove

BILLY / :
v Well, guess who's nonplussed now?

HA;\":'IAH {esus, you never thought I would say yes
id you? You know, I don’t think you're pre'pared‘

Whar are for €18

4

1 BILLY

e on your own daughter. Watching her swim
ht weeks at the beach is not the same as being
Don’t look now, Billy, but you just lost

1o tak

a Parent s
“gour sun tan.

§auy If you think I'm scared, you're damned

right.

axvan T love it. Oh, God I love it. Wait'll you see
how she eats in the winter. You'll be dead broke by
Christmas.

gy 1 think you're doing a terrific thing, Hannah.

sNNAH SO do L

gy Andif for any reason, I feel things aren’t work-
ing out, I'll send her back to you.

gannAaH - The hell you will. You're a Father now,
Billy.

I suppose you want to see her before you

leave.

anNaH  Well, you suppose wrong. I've seen her. I'll

H
call her when I get to New York.

{ sy  What should I tell her?

uannan  Tell her I hope she'll be very happy and that
I'm selling her record collection.

sy (He starts towards the door) You know, we
couldn’t have been too bad together. We produced
a hell of a girl. '

HANNAH You got that a little wrong . . . I think the
two of you produced a hell of a mother.

piLy Maybe you're right . .. Can we shake hands

now? I’m about to leave.

HANNAH Sure. Why not? What more can I lose? (They
shake bands. He bolds on to bers) Serve her plenty of
broccoli and lima beans.

7
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BILLY She likes them?

HANN w
AH Hates them. But from now on
care? ! Wik do :

BiLLY Goodbye, Hannah
frebi ... It was good seeing yoy
HANNAH (On the point of tears) | 'suddenly feel lik
ke

an artist selling a painti
. nting he doesn’
e g €SNt want to par

BILLY (Gently) T'll fra i it i
Lk me it and keep it in g good

HANNAH
Do that . . . And take care of Jenny, too

(BiLLY looks at ber ]

: y puts bis bands on ber should

€
fge; ber:b on the cheek. He wants to say something e!.::’ :&M
nges bis mind, opens the door qui Vo i

A quickly and le

jta:d.r there a moment, then moves back to the win{;'{;z f b;
,.00 s down. Then she goes to the phone and picks u :be
eceiver. Into the phone. About to break down) Opelfitor

... Get me ro . y

(The lights dim)
Blackout

sCENE Two: Visitor from Philadelphia

The morning sunlight is streaming in through the opened
3 Jrapes in the living room. By contrast, the bedroom is very
§ jork, barely visible. The curtains and shades are drawn. We
pear 6 long, loud, male yawn from the bed.

warviN  Oh, God . .. (He rubs his face with both bands)
Ohhhhhhhhhhh. (He gets up and goes into the bath-
room, moving almost zombie-like as be feels the awfulness

| of his hangover) MARVIN MICHAELS is about forty-two.

He wears undershorts, T.shirt and one black sock. His
bair is rumpled. We bear bim gargle. He comes out of the
bathroom, goes back to the bed, gets in and sits up) Ugh,
never again . . . Never never never. . . (He sits there
trying to breathe, and suddenly, from under the sheets, an
arm comes out. A female arm. He recoils, frightened to
death) Oh, God . . . (He lifts the band to bis face and looks
at it. He lifts the cover back, and we see a woman, who,
from what we can make out, seems to be attractive. She is
wearing the tops of bis pajamas) What are you doing
here? I thought you left! (There is no response from ber:
she is out like a light) Hey! (He nudges ber) Hey, come
on, you can’t stay here! Hey, wake up! (He turns,
gropes for bis watch on the night table, and looks at it)
Eleven o’clock! Jesus Christ, it’s eleven o’clock! (He jumps
out of bed) Wake up! Come on, get up, it's eleven
o'clock, don’t you understand? (He turns back and
reaches for the phone) Crazy! I must be crazy! (Into the
phone) Operator? . . . What time is it? . . . (Screams)
Fleven o'clock? . . . Why didn’t you call me? . . . I
left a wake-up call for eight o'clock...1did! ... Mr.
Michaels, Room 203, an eight o'clock wake-up call
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... Ldidnt? .. .1 can’t understand that . . Neve,
mind, did I get any calls? . . . Well, take the holg
signal off, 'm taking calls. (He hangs up) How coulg

I forget to leave a wake-up call? (He nudges the g,
then starts getting dressed) Hey, come on. Get up, Wili
ya? You have to get dressed. My wife could wa]y in
any minute. Eleven o’clock—her plane probably got
in already. (He gets his pants and other sock on) Wij you
get up? We got an emergency bere! (He puts bis shirs on.
The girl hasn’t moved) What's wrong with you? Yo
deaf or something? (He crosses to the bed. She is breath.
ing but not moving) Are you all right? (He nudges p,,
again. She moans but doesn’t move. He turns and look at
the floor next to the bed, and picks up a quart-size empty
bottle of vodka) Oh, God, what did you do? An entire
bottle of vodka? You drank a whole bottle of vodka
with my wife coming in? Are you crazy? (He nudge
her) Are you all right? Can you hear me> (Spe moans)
What? What did you say? . . . I couldn’t hear thar,
(She moans again. He puts bis ear to ber mouth) Sick
-+ - You feel sick? . . . Six margaritas and a bottle of
vodka, I wonder why . .. Listen, you can get dressed
and take a cab home and be nice and sick in your
own bed all day . . . Doesn’t that sound nice? Heh?
(No response) Oh, God, what am I going to do?
... Water. You want a little water> (He rusbes to the
table, pours a glass of ice water and rushes back to her)
Here, lady. Sip a little cold water. (He picks ber head
up and tries to pour some water into ber mouth, but ber
lips won’t open and it dribbles down ber Jace) Drink,
sweetheart . . . for my sake . . . Open your lips, you
crazy broad! (7o himself) Don’t panic . . . Panic is the
quickest way to divorce—mustn’t panic! (He sticks
bis fingers in the glass and flicks water at her Jface) Up,
up, up! Here we go! Rise and shine, everybody up!
(He throws more water. She doesn’t budge. He shakes ber
shoulders—sbe flops about like a ragdoll) Move! Please
God, make her move. I'll never be a bad person
again as long as I live. (She doesn’t move; she lies there)
All right, we’re gonna get you dressed and down

:nto a cab. Once you're on your feet, y‘ou’ll be fine
I’m really sorry this happened. I don’t rernem.ber
;r.,;lch, but it must have been a wonderful evening,
whatever your name is . . . Could you help me a
little, honey? Please? . .. You're not gonna he;p n‘;e
All right, Marvin, think. Think, Marvin. (Hes aps{;
own face to belp him think) 1 gotta get outta ger;? (Hf,
picks up phone) Operator, get me the front Fsl. g
looks at the girl, BUNNY) 1 have two wpnder u c{ 1r
dren who need a father—don’t do this to me_:.ki nlo
the phone) Hello? . . . This is an angry Mr. Mic fat‘: s
in Suite 203 and 4 . . . Listen, I am very uncom or;
able in my room . . . The toilet kept drlppmgha
night. No, I don’t want it fixed. 1 wan,t another
room. I could move out immedia_tely s I’m expect(;
ing my wife in from Phi:,ad::lphla any :;::1:;:,5 :;:is
’'s not going to be happy once
f-cf:riﬁ ?l.lelf;bo 5 l?ere?g. .. MY WIFE? MY-WIFE-.IS-
HERE? . . . You sent my wife up W.lth()llt calling
me? . . . How could you do such a thing? What th(:
hell kind of a cheap hotel are you running ’here.
_.. Can’t you send someone to stop her? She s not
going to like this room! (There is a knock on the lwu;g
room door. He slams the phone down and.dasbe.r amum.f the
bedroom in a frenzy) Oh, God! (Whispers to the gg:‘
form) Oh, God! Oh, God! OH, GOD! OH.’ G h.
OH, GOD! Listen to me . . . I have to go into the
other room. When I'm inside, lock the door from ll‘:
here. Don’t open it for anyone, do you understar.ld.
... For anyone! (Another knock on the door. He goes m;o
the living room, closing the bedroom door. Then asks softly
and innocently) Who is it?

MiLLIE [t's me.

Millie?

MARVIN

iLLE  Yes.
N (He picks up a full ashtray and two champagne
glasses and burls them out the sliding door to the

patio. He opens the door)
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MarvIN Hello, sweetie.

miLLiE Hello. What took you so long? Why didn't
you pick me up at the airport?

MARVIN  Why?

MILLIE Yes, why?

MarviN  Why? .. . I've been sick all night. I threw up
in the other room. Don’t go in there. The doctor just
left ten minutes ago. I have acute gastroenteritis
. .. It’s nothing to worry about.

miLLie  Oh, my God. When did this happen?
MARVIN About two o’clock in the morning.
miLLIE  What did you eat?

MARVIN Spaghetti with white clam sauce—and lacos
... It was a Mexican-Italian restaurant.

MILLIE Spaghetti with tacos?

MARVIN  And some tortillas parmegah. Two people
got sick at the next table. I thought it was the flu. I
never had that kind of food before.

miLLie  Where did you get a doctor?

MARVIN [ called my brother. He got me a wonderful
stomach man. Greasiest restaurant I ever saw . .
Even the napkins kept slipping off the table.

MILLIE You look terrible. Why don’t you get into
bed? You'll feel more comrortable.

MARVIN I’'m not supposed to lie down. It makes me
nauseous . . . I feel a lot better in this room. It's
cheerier . . . I need some Compazine spansules.

MiLLIE What's that?
MARVIN It stops nausea. Compazine spansules.
MILLIE

Did you call the drugstore?

MaRVIN  They don’t carry it. It has codeine in it. The

| jearest place that

has it is a drugstore on Santa

levard. But they don’t deliver. I'll have

onica Bou :
e If. I'm just nervous about

(o0 go over there myse
throwing up in the taxi.

gue Al right, I'll go. Where's the prescription?
W

rviN - What prescription?

; e
guue  Didn’t the doctor give you a prescription:
; They're not gonna give you codeine without a pre-

scription.
warviN  Yes, they will. In California they will . ..

Compazine spansules.
(He grabs bis stomach)

yiuir 1f you don’t need a prescription, just send the

cab driver. I'm exhausted. I just flew in from Phila-

delphia.

varviN  They tell me you can’t trust the cab dr'fv.ers
out here. They’re notorious for going for I'I'le.dlC‘lﬂE
and not coming back . .. Oh, God, what I'd give for
a good Compazine spansule.

Lyiuie  What are you going to do about the bar mitz-

' vah?

E'MﬁRVIN Oh, we're going. I didn’t fly all the way from
Philadelphia to miss my nephew’s bar mitzvah
... I'm glad you reminded me. Harry called a few

o. He wants us to get over to the temple

minutes ag
go down for

Ji as soon as possible, so why don’t you
a cab and I'll finish ge'ting dressed.

‘miLie  It's just after elevn. I thought we didn’t have

! to be there until one.

EMA‘RVIN That's for the others. Harry wants us to get
a seat down front. His kid has a very soft voice and

| he doesn’t want us to miss his speech. So why don’t

you go down and get the cab and I’ll finish getting

dressed.

'viie  And what am I going to wear?
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MBRVII.\I; What do you mean? Didn’t
ress? I told you to bring a dress.

MILLIE They lost it. (St
luggage. artstocry) They can’t fing my

MARVIN Who can’t?

MILLIE The airlines. The
: y lost my lugga
ge. My ne
w

suitcase wi
4 W'.lth my new dress and my ne
ave nothing to wear S

(She sobs)

MARVIN (Exaggerated an
ger)  Lost your lu
(g}o;; l;l.lggage that I gave you for Chfigrrie? :YOUI'
» that gets me insane! In this day and e
lose luggage . . . s iainin

MILL i W
LIE Ihey said they’ll call me at the hOtCl h
en

they find it. I j
- 1 just want
hot buthoand s sap, ed to come back here, take 5

MARVIN 1 i
- ] €

Ca“ a cab We,l‘ 5
* e going back t : :
and demand satisfaction. o the airport right now

MILLIE [ don’t w X
ant satisfactio
vah dress. n. I want my bar mitz-

MILLIE This trip i .
P 1s costing us a fi
. - ortune. 2
take a suite? It’s so expensive Why did you

.

them to close off
L the bedr 1 .
this room. This is Cheerfulf)om and we’ll just keep

MILLIE (Looks ar
ound) Ther
e are no beds in thi
this room.

h, I didn’t know you wanted to stay OVEr.

[ thought we were going up to San Francisco right

after the bar mitzvah.

yiue  The same day? Then when will I see Los An-

gclcs?

warviN  There’s not much to see. I mean, there aren’t

that many points of interest.

wiLie  The third largest city in the United States?

vaRvIN  Only in population. There’s plenty of people
to see, but we don’t know any of them.

e Three thousand miles just to see a bar mitz-

vah? DI've seen them before—they’re not worth
that much of a trip. Don’t you ever do this to me

M

again.
MARVIN (Guiltily) Do wha
again?

2 What? Don’t do what

e separate planes—for what?
We're so worried that something is going to happen
to us and our children will be left alone. So look
what happens to us separately. They lose my lug-
gage and you have gastroenteritis. (She gets up) L have
to go to the bathroom.

MARVIN (Screeches) NOW? (He races around t0 block the
door to the bedroom and bathroom )

vaLLie  Make us tak

vmieuie 1 haven’t gone in four hours; now is a good

time.

marviN 1 just told you. I thre
everywhere—the bathtub, the floor,
wouldn’t let you go in there.

viLie  I've seen you get sick before.

varvin  Not on a holiday. Not on a vacation. [ t

on a holiday one should try

of romanticism . . . At bome, 1 wouldn’t mind.

w up in there. I mean,
the mirror. I

hink
to preserve some S€nse

T
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MILLIE I can’t wait till we get home. You're act}
very peculiar. Are you sure you don’t have 5 fei
or something?

MARVIN  It’s possible . . . The doctor said I mighy .
getting periods of fever and periods of not knowj,,
how certain inexplicable events may have hap.
pened.

micLie  What inexplicable events?

MARVIN (Shrugs) 1don’tknow...Imean, in case some ]
{LLIE Open the doo

trivial thing comes up that I can’t explain. The do,.
tor said that’s very possible.

miLLIE [ don’t understand a word you’re saying.
MARVIN Exactly my point.
MiLLIE [ have to go to the bathroom.

MARVIN  Please . .. Give me the opportunity of making
it presentable first. It means a lot to me.

& -
miLLIE We’ve been married fifteen years, and you've
never cleaned up a bathroom for me before.

MaRVIN  Well, I think it’s high time I started. (He kisses
ber cheek) I'll be right out . . . Why don’t you thumb
through the brochure and find us a nice restaurant
for tomorrow? Anything but Mexican-Italian. (mic-
LIE goes over to the desk and thumbs through the brochure.
He goes into the bedroom, locks the door bebind him, and
rushes to the bed. The girl is still out like a light. He starts
to pick ber up) I'm sorry. I don’t like doing this, but
I'm going to have to leave you out in the hall. (He
drags ber towards the door) You’ll be all right, they’ll
take care of you. They have wonderful service here.
(He gets to the door and opens it with one band, propping
ber up bebind bis back. He sticks bis bhead out, sees some-
body) OH! Jesus, you scared me. Hello, how are you?

(He keeps nodding, then pulls the girl away so as not
to be seen and closes the door. He starts back for the
bed and dumps ber on it. Meanwbile in the living

LIE Marvin? .

room, MILLIE is pacing around in ber discomfort at
needing to use the jobn. Finally she knocks on the
i bedroom door)

. _ . Marvin, the door is locked.

v 1 CAN'T HEAR you! I'M IN THE

BATHROOM.
& (He drags the “body” back to the bed and starts to

cover it with blankets. He wrestles with ber legs to get
them to lie flat, and frantically smootbhes the bedcov-
ers)

r. Why is this door locked?

avin I’s not locked. Maybe it’s stuck.
.4 (Once the girl is completely covered, be bides ber shoes

and other female articles under the bed)

witie  Well, open it, for God’s sakes.

varviN I'm not through in the bathroom yet.

yiue 1 want to come in the bedroom! Will you open
this door?

varvin OPEN THE WHAT?

wiLLie  The door, the door. ‘ .
(This kind of exchange continues until MARVIN 15
ready to open the door)

- L]
varvIN You see? It was open. Don’t you know how

to work a door?

viLie  What took you so long? What's the matter,
you got a girl in here?

MARVIN (Playing along with ber joke) That's right. I got
a cute redhead in the bed! . . . I cleaned up the
bathroom. You can go in there now.

i i idn’ to
viLLie  It's a nice bedroom. I wish we didn’t have

move.

MarvIN I know. Isn’t thata shame? (She closes the bath-
room door bebind ber. MARVIN rushes around the room
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trying to think of bow be can dispose of the gir] He ;o'
at the closet, opens it and gets in to see if the body wil] ;
then be rushes to the bed, hurls the covers off and Picks

the belpless girl. He gets her balfway out of peg Whey .

hears the jobn flush) T'll never make it.
(He puts the body back into the bed, covers pe, with
sheets and blankets, presses down and Satteng p,,
then arranges himself elaborately on the edge of w;
bed to conceal the girl, as the bathroom door 0pens ang
MILLIE comes out)

MILLIE I love the telephone in the john.

MARVIN It’s fun, isn’t it Would
in there and call the kids?

you like to go by

MILLIE - Why? T just left the kids and I
john . . : How you feeling?

just used the

MARVIN Not as good as I would like . . . I was think.
ing, maybe you could take a shower and I could take
a nap for about an hour. We have plenty of time,
And maybe by then they’ll find your fuggage.

MILLIE My God, I hope so. Let’s soth take a nap.
MARVIN (Stunned) You mean together?
MILLIE  Don’t we always?

MARVIN No, no. We sleep together. Naps I usually
take alone.

MILLIE (Starts toward the bed)
crazy . .

I never heard you talk so
. Move over. I'm going to lie down.

MARVIN (Sits up quickly) NQO! No, please. I—I want
you to sit down a minute. I have something to tell
you, Millie.

MILLIE  You can’t tell me lying down?

MARVIN
up.

It’s the kind of thing you should hear sitting

MILLIE (Shrugs) You want me to sit up, I'll sit up.
(She sits in the armchair, takes off her shoes)

3

7 i

MARY

Millie, you mean more to me than you
) ; but sometimes we

sibly know . ’ _ _
comggrgsss l90);neatirm=:$ we do foolish little things
tran =

that unwittingly may cause hurt and injury to
the other.
pe Idon’t think you've ever consciously hurt me.
. i~ Consciously, no. But a careless word here, a
thoughtless gesture there . . .
wuE Nothing major, Marvin. We've had our dis-

“ - -
agreements, but nothing major.

| 4evin I'm glad you brought that up, Millie . . .
M

What would you consider major?

{ yuue Major? ... Idon’tknow ... I couldn’t picture
M Vi

you doing anything “major.” A couple of minors
maybe, but no major. f

i i I were not my normal sel

vin' Butif I did...If :
Mitemporarily—if illness had caused me to act 13
some foolish manner, what hurt could I cause yo

that was major?

i 1
viruie  It's so hard to say . . . I guess if you were crue
to the children, I think that would be major.

MARVIN (Jumping on it) I would put th;t. N\;n;::;
One! I think that would be tht.’: worst t bmg o
could do to his wife in a marriage. TO; e cruld -
their children is unpardonable . . . A/ else cou

forgiven.
(He looks at the bed)

smiLie And if I caught you with another woman.
That would be major.

M a1 f the ch i |
R no ildren thing so fast!
MARVI et’s not get off the c

Children are the reflection of the love that two peo-

ple share . . . Children are the emanations of the

spirit of love that—
J t
miLLie My back is killing me from the plane. I've go

to lie down for a few minutes.
(She gets up, going towards the bed)
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¢ suddenly sobs and falls onto the bed, crying into
¢ to the bidden body

MARVIN (He . k
i Jumps up in fi
1n et ont o, -
| the living room. f ber) Let's make - | (sh
MiLLIE  What? : the pillow. She lies right nex
584 MARVIN L underneath. He watches in terror)
et’s mak
we did on our h;:;;e on the living room sof: (JARVIN (Screams) NO!
moon i ; a— .
Collected Plays MILLIE That was a | Sy 1 JILLIE (She sits up, then gets off bed and looks at bim queerly) 58
s ove seat. i ) 3 )
of Neil Simon (She starts for the bedra Well, you c,ion.t have to be that upset It’s m‘ot my
i _ oom) fault. 1 didn’t fime out your lousy nephew’s bar R
Thi_-Nl'ﬂ?ymg to distract her) H mitzvah . . - I'm sorry! I'm sorry, Marvin. 1 didn’t
sien ""‘“_,8' room rug. I could 0‘;’ about on the rug? ¢ mean to say that. I'm just sO cranky and irritable. gos
rug e. It’s been so long sinc:lr er up some cham- 1 you know I always get that way when 1 get my
' we made love og g i period.
MILL 3
m:ie IThat s not a rug. It’s carpeti MARVIN 1 know.
ove on - ing. I don’t lj
MAR N o't like to | o (She sits back on the bed and lies down) Come
ho‘i{z Oh, come on. (He /i here, Marvin. Just lie down with me and hold me.
iday. We're going to be ‘;;.{Zﬂt on the floor) 1t’s 5 : We don't have to make love. Just hold me and tell
iddle-aged soon. me you’'re not upset that I'm so irritable. (He lies
down on the floor near the bed).
) Marvin, why don’t you get

MILLIE What'
at’s the mat
ter wi
ith the bed> We've alwa
¥s i ;
MILLIE ( Looks down at him

don
e very well with a bed. %
into the bed?
I Can’t keep

MARVIN I'm
just trying to thi
s £Q ink of :
(Sbt;r:::; A monotony of 4 by ¢ sl (H ks away) Milli
ses into the bed ed. varvIN (He gets up, e s away illie,
o) this up any more. I'm going to get 2 heart attack
.. .Tve gotto tell you something.

MiLLIE What, Marvin? What is it, darling?

ention to hurt you,

Mil-

MILLIE (Hurt i
rt) Ididn’t think our love-makji
-making was so

monotonous.
(He foll, '
follows ber)
MARVIN 1t was never my int
lie, but it's very possible in the next few minutes
ribly hurt.

you may be terribly, ter

MARVIN It isn#/ Our |
d ur love- . s
making is wonderful! Ir's

Is it major or minor?

beds that
get repetiti
r : petitious. ’
m getting another attm:k(‘}r{ﬂur bis stomach) 1 think
MILLIE

MARVIN 1o me it was minor, to you I think it’s going

B MILLIE (An
gry) W
, Italian food? YO::”‘ who tells you to eat Mexi
I i . ! re not th €Xxi1can-
pcfi s:jck -« . I'm sick, too :T,Only one who's feel to be extremely major.
od on th ! : arts to c 3
had togethcrei plane . . . The first ‘,a? )t.l set my st Tell me, Mastin .« - It couldn’t be that bad,
n two years and I hav: i A as long as you're not trying to cover up something.
to get my | (BUNNY unconsciously pushes the covers down and
i reveals berself—but at that moment MILLIE is facing

i ‘] | goddamn .
peri 3
. are! od, so don’t tell me how sick
Ick you ._
: the other way)
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MARVIN
i :fbﬁ?njd, be looks up at the cetling becauge
i v :;‘:e ta_ look; MILLIE looks up also) ;"dw
— g I'd like to show you, Millje B Aol
ing to ask you to do something for mq:_- ﬁut
rst

mind
for ténpfease‘ for the sake of both of us, say
S * n i
econds . . . You may turn amundothm
nOw

Millie.

(She turns ber bead around to the right and '
€ES the

body in the bed. Sh
: / -
alsti) e looks at it, and suddenly laugh

MILLIE One. .. two
++.three.. . I’ '
- : . .. I'm praying, Mary;
e n]:rpraymg the maid came in here to gle:lamn
- yto Em overwork and fainted in your bedn‘ .
y od the maids in this hotel wear paja. “.
mag,

MA i
RVIN It’s not the maid, Millje.

MiLLie T i
e li'n/[en I hope it’s the doctor Is thi
o s is
- » Marvin? If it’s not your doctor., th Ao
going to need your lawyer ik

MARVI :
N It’s not a doctor, Millie It
... It’'s a woman,

MILLIE That was m ;
) y third guess. You ,
fj;‘nj?';hnes and tell them to forgetczlycilll i
tion M:rn?edmg it ... Let me ask you a sillgg-{age. :

) vin. Why doesn’t she moves ¥ ques-

MARVIN [ can explain that.

MILLIE  If you tell me
you have bee ' 1
;Ej\lpless paralytic, I won’t buy i:l Iizgzmg - WI’th
Y ON MY SYMPATHY! , A Gy

MARVIN 1
She had six margaritas and a bottle of vodka

M LLIE o b ca l‘f

THING! (She si
! e sits on the chair and
L2 . nd starts to
> f:)‘:s :hta hooker, Marvin? Isit someone \}:t ]f:“ o
- llfa. ’ooker? Ifit’s a hooker, I'm going ;0 ; “_OW
- LE1t’s someone you know, I'm going to ki;:;:;ce
u.

I’m
-‘:f mLLI

Say nothi
ing for ten s
econds. What .
. ever co -
II]GS( -
0 k.

': MARVIN

I don’t know her. I never met her. She’s

ly a hooker, I didn't ask.
. The humiliation of lying
hooker and telling you I've

_,\RVIN
prObab
¢ The humiliation.
in bed nexttoa sleeping
got my period!

Millie, will you please give me a chance to

admit my guilt? I know you're going to take every-
thing else away from me, at least leave me my guilt.
yiuie  You tell chat hooker to give you back your
pajamas, Marvin, because that’s all I’'m leaving you

with.

(She starts towards the phone. He blocks the way)

ut? Retribution? What

varviN s thatall you care abo
about fifteen years of marriage? Weren’t they good
years?
e They were terrific . . . but I never bothered

looking on the other side of the bed.
(She tries for the phone again )
__If I can’t win you back in

marviN Five minutes .
five minutes, then I'm not worth holding on to.
e Thank God you told me. Can you imagine if
e up with ber in my arms?

sed. I have

MIL
I fell asleep and wok

MarvIN I have sinned. I have transgres

committed adultery.
miLLIE In her condition, it's necrophilia! . . . Get out

of my way.

MARVIN She was awake—drunk, but awake. We were

both drunk. Do you think I would do something like

this stone sober?

MILLIE Statements like that are not in the direction of
o the phone) Operator, get

winning me back . .. (Int
me the bell captain, please. (To maRVIN) And let me

tell you something else: Being cruel to the children

is Number Two. This. is Number One!

CALIF
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this is im
portant to you. To me, it was mean;j ]
Ngles
s.

miLLiE  That’s a shame, Marvin. I alwavs
;:;2;;1 {21:) lr(io;: t have a good time. (LaZkfgaitrZE fl: s
o ow she doesn’t move. No -::.:.;;;;»;dfﬂef'r
e n&gch fun. Hello, I would like 5 "
P ”.l - Michaels, Room 203. Thank you i
73 probably get the same cab she cam;_- (iHang;
n.

MARVIN Does it hel
p you to kn idn’
her? I never asked her to com:iI DAk iy o

MILLIE Really? W
y? Who sent her up, room service> '

(MILLIE goes ’
s into the livin
lows) g room and MARVIN fy].

MARVIN  She was a gi .
gift! A surprise gi
sent her over. I didn’t even I]))ayeff:-f:t' . . Someone

miLie. Who did?

MARVIN ! i
What’s the difference?

MILLIE Who did?

MARVIN i i
It’s not important.

MiLLIE  Your brother, H !
. : er, Harry! He’s the onl
mi{::}‘,.;g C;hforp:g. My God, I heard of)ty'a?lr::e }E)O‘-‘
s, but this is outrageous. I bet he sent 0};113 ‘:1'
0

all the men Wh
S t
perfume? at do the women get, a bottle of

MARVIN I'm the only one Harry's
TE fou
:oll:ir:fs;:han me. Whe1.1 he was sixte);n, I garvey::::
oo tz present—his first woman. He’s been
fralk fearsr?a,y me for years ... He knows in the
S Won:: ve been marr_ied [ never even looked
s anf. . ._I had dinner at his house, had
oy :gOta;aSEhtr;grE;etty goc;]d. Harry said to
room he w i

?;;egaﬁ;;(t:iix?t there for me. I never ex;zc%:clinagn;f
- = is—I thought maybe a basket of fruit
rtainly I could have said no, but I didn’t Shle

n d w here-_._

she was attractive, she was a little
d besides, I didn’t
.

was in the room,
and she was paid for. An
sult Harry. He did it out of love . .
will never happen again
't even

tights
_want to 10
ot much of an excuse. It
ly did I not enjoy it, I don
That’s the story. If you want to
. And when I kill

pecause not on
remember | T
leave me, 1 would understand . .

myself, I hope you understand.

wiLLie (Gets up) I'min shock ...lamin total shock.
[ haven’teven reacted to this yet. A tornado of anger
will be unleashed when the full weight of lying
down next to your husband’s hooker really hits me.
(She goes back into the bedroom) 1 mean, I'm standing
here watching the woman you fornicated, sleeping

in the bed I can't get into!

ck in) Would you like a drink,

MARVIN (. Follows ber ba
It’ll calm you

honey? I could call down for a drink.

down.
o be calmed down. 1 want to

miLLIE don’t want t
he camera?

remember this moment. Did you bring t
I would like to have a picture of our first trip to

California . . . Just the three of us.

gvix  That's okay, Millie. Get it out. The

MA
the quicker you'll be rid of it.

you get it out,
MiLLIE INoO camera, Marvin? How about calling
Harry and getting the official bar mitzvah photogra-
pher. The nerve of that man to send you 2 gift like
this. What would you say she cost, Marvin? Fifty?
Does she look like a fifty-dollar hooker to you?

MARVIN (He looks at the girl in the bed)
guess fifty.

g Whata c.heap brother you've got. We s

MILLI
five on his lousy kid.

bundred and seventy

smarviN  Millie, I've learned my
over and done with.

quicker

I don’t know. I

pent a

lesson. I promise it’s
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MiLLIE I see. And in the meantime you ex
go to yt:)ur nephew’s bar mitzvah and E:Ct:ne "
gratulations” to the man who paid for thi o
to fiddle with my husband? You WOU]‘;S i g
through that humiliation? P

MARVIN He doesn’t know that you know

MILLIE | see. Then the joke’ ]
joke’s on him.
I know that I know. L oL

MARVIN I'll do whatever you want. Forget the
ar

mitzvah. If you want to leave
; o
Philadelphia, I'll go with you. L s e

MILLIE (.Sbe ponders this a long, long time) No I wi
no.t give you or your family that satisfactior.l - IW]ll
gimg to behave wiFh more dignity than YIO;.I. e::l
he:zr;eeiidolf.' I;m going to that bar mitzvah with m;
s igh. Iam not going to leave you, Marvip
. going to divorce you . . . I am going tb
Io;sgr:ve you. I am going to forget this ever happen.&:d0

going to understand the reason why it h :
penctd, and I will never bring it up again as lon 8
tve live ... I am now going into Beverly Hills ; aj
spend every cent you've got. ¥

MarviN - Wait, Millie. Let me go with you. I'll get

d ? i

v;ﬁssed,dwe 11 8o shopping, we’ll go to the bar mitz-
, and tonight we’ll move into another hotel

... Can we do that, Millie?

MILLIE Yes, Marvin, I would like that. I would like to

ma 1

: ke a fr.esh start. I would like to try and rebuild
ur marriage on trust and faith . . . I don’t want

sc.)rnethmg like this ever to happen to us again, M

oy gain, Mar-

MARVIN It won’t, Millie, I promise you that. (He goes

orvelr to ber) I‘!I never do anything to hurt you again

illieong Ia; L}we. You’re the most special woman in
world, Millie, and I lov

i love you. (He grabs her) 1 love

.

k. '-NﬁLLIE
mg\-’ IN

§ MILLIE Shoul

, MILLIE (Into the ph

(Turns away) Please! Not in front of the

hooker.

(Nods) 11l take me two minutes to shave. I'll
be right out. Then we'll go.

d we leave her a note or something?
't think so. She’s probably used to these

ou're such a thoughtful woman, Millie.
e this minute than I've ever loved you

yarvin  Ido
things ... Y

I love you mor
in my life. God, I'm lucky.
(He is about to burst into tears—be runs into the

batbroom, closing the door bebind bim so be can sob
in privacy. The phone rings. MILLIE picks it up)

one) Hello? ... Who? . .. Oh, yes.
Good. Put them on. (Calls inside) Marvin, the kids
Hello? . . . Hello, darling. How are
ed) You miss me? Well, I miss
you, too . . . (MiLLIE lies back on the bed) Daddy?
Daddy’s all right. He didn’t sleep too well last night

On the plane? Oh, some movie with Charles Bron-

son. (The booker’s arm flops over MILLIE. She looks at it
.. Well, to tell

with revulsion) ... 1do sound funny? .

you the truth, I am a little upset, darling . . . The

airline lost my luggage . . . (The curtain begins to fall)

The new dress I bought for the bar mitzvah, my

new shoes, everything . .. I am so upset, darling . . .
(Her tears and the curtain fall)

are calling . .
you? (MILLIE sits on the b
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Act Two

SCENE ONE: Fisitors from London

The living room is filled with flowers. It is abous s AL
in early April. The shades are open in both rooms, and g,
light pours through. In the living room sits soNEy NICHoLg
—British, in bis early forties. He is in a tuxedo, ang j
drinking a large gin and tonic. He is reading Daily Vari.
ety. He glances at bis watch, then looks up at the ceiling ang
drums on the arm of bis chair with bis fingers.

DIANA NICHOLS comes out of the bathroom, fastening pey
earrings. DIANA 15 English as well. She is wearing a Soor-
length chiffon gown, obviously very expensive. She looks g4
berself in the Sull-length mirror. There is a rather odd bunch
of fabric on her left shoulder.

-

piaNa  Finished, Sidney. I'm dressed. I'm going to
have a look. (She examines berself in the mirror) Sidney?
Disaster! Total disaster . . . The Titanic in chiffon!
Oh, Christ, what has the dressmaker wrought?

SIDNEY (Looks at his watch again) Where the hell is the
car?

DIANA  There’s either not enough chiffon or too much
of me ... I'm listing to the left, Sidney. God, I hope

it’s the floor. Sidney, come in and look—and try to
be gentle.

SIDNEY (Gets up, crossing toward the bedroom) It's after
five—we should have left ten minutes ago.

(He stops at the doorway and looks in at ber)
Well?

DIANA

sIDNEY How much was it?

gONE

4 sIDNE

¢ Then I love it.

i i ish you didn't have
hate it. Damn it, I wis ‘ ]

DIANAh :0(;:1 taste. (Keeps examining berself in the m;rr?:)
i:’;at have they done to me, Sidney? I havea civ::t mbt;

1 mean, it's got to

on my left shoulder. _
huvr:r? hundred dollars if it's a penny, .amd I lon;k like
sl':ichard the Third . . . Do you notice the hump,

Sidney?
v Isn’t that your regular hump?

. . 3

vision. i
at this

s
gpxey There are no humps. I see no hump

particular time.

(He takes a sip of bis drink)
ana  1Usall bulky on the left side. Don’t you see how
D

it bunches up?

i ?
| NEY Have you taken out all the tissue paperr
SID

hing simple . . . My
I should have worn something st
Dh::l::ck pants suit. Why the hell didn’t I wear my

black pants suit?
sDNEY Because I'm wearing 1t.

piana We shouldn’t have come. 1 never know how‘f tz
dress in this bloody country. It’s so eajsy to\;?;;edelid
England. You just put on warm clothing. y
we come, Sidney?

i ling.
sioney Because it's all free, darling

piana Glenda Jacks i
nated every goddamned year.
:n London and waited for a p :
. e could have accepted for me.
gfilgtft and witty—and no one would have seen my

hump.

on never comes, and she’s nomi-
e could have stayed
hone call. Michael
e would be
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sioNey  Use it, sweetheart. People will pity yq
your deformity and you're sure to win e

DIAN i
NA  Maybe if you put your arm on my shoulg,,
J er

... (She places bis arm around ber) Keep your ar
my shoulder at all times. If I win, we'll go u‘;; o
fo-
still mad for each other after twelve years.
sioNey  Oh, I thought we were. I keep forgetting

DIANA (Looks at him)
you had?

How many gin and tonics haye

sioNEy  Three gins, one tonic.

DIANA Well, clatch up on your tonics. We don’t want

‘t‘:’ be fhsgustmg tonight, do we? (She fluffs up ber bair)
hat’s wrong with my hair? It looks like I’

combed it with a rowel. X

sipNEY When you played Elizabeth you looked like a
wart hog and you never complained once.

- A : 2L 0 g
;:)Nab That’s acting, this is living. Living, I want to
L g ¥ i
= ;afl_ltlful . .. My hair is the strangest color. I
ed for a simple rinse and :
that queen ga
crayons. I Y

SsIDNEY  Shall i
A all I walk with my arm on your head as

DI i i
.:]NA That’s not funny, Sidney. That’s bizarre. You
ave the most bizarre sense of humor

sIDNEY Bizarre people often do.

piaNa  Oh, Christ, I hate getting dressed like this
Why am I always so much more comfortable aS;
someone else? I would have been perfectly ha
going as Hedda Gabbler. Bl

sipNEYy T'ry Quasimodo.

piaNA  Try shutting up. What time is it?

{ onev  Jingle it—I can’t tell

ether :
g 5 youl” arm around me, Rlld they “ tllillk We‘r : R
€. 4

{ joney  Youlook lovely. And if thatdo

GONEY Late. We are definitely late.
..gIﬁN‘“ Just check me out. Do I have too much jewelry
on?

if I don’t hear it.

na  Will you please be nice to me and pay me one
I've been ‘getting dressed for

ploody compliment?
ck this morn-

‘this horseshit affair since six oclo
ing.
esn’t do, please

accept radiant.

piANA  Why don’t we watch it on television? We
could stay in bed, have champagne, make love and
switch the dial if Faye Dunaway wins.
(The phone rings. He goes toward it)

GIDNEY You can do what you want, love, but I
wouldn’t miss this circus for the world. (Picks up the

phone) Hello? . .. Yes, it is . . . Right. We'll be down
in two minutes. Thank you.
(He bangs up)
piaNAe  Why do they have these things so early? No
woman can look good at five o’clock in the after-
noon, except possibly Tatum O'Neal.

sioNEYy We are being reminded that nominees must

be there at five thirty for the press.
piana The press! I can’t wait to see how they explain
my hump in the newspapers.

sipney  Oh, Diana . . .

prana  What?
sioney 1 was about to say you're making a mountain
out of a molehill, but I didn’t think it would amuse

you.

biana Let me have a cigarette. (She feels ber stomach)
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Oh, Christ, I'm goi
SN ’ going to b = .
and bring a roll of Tums. e Sure

sipNEY And sit there i A w
n front of i i
: And merica
chalky-white mouth? Have a double gin insteacl]t%l a
J1t'])

596 drown all those butterflies
(He gives ber a ci, JY
: garette, lights i
Collected Plays ber a drink) e L
o e DIA} 1 i
of Neil Simon 1ana  This whole thing is so bizarre. Eight
. years

With the a ional a
e, tw i
: Nat . I'heatre, o Pinter play
wo BCCket[S, nine Shakespeare three ShaWS 13 .
1 1 l'ld

I finally .
get nom
sy inated for a nauseating litt]e

SID ’ .
NEy That’s why they call it Hollywood

(The phone rin
5. He b .
the phone) ¢ bands her the gin. He picks 1p

IAN ]’]Il 1
DIANA not h i

Mother, I'm not here.
-

sioNey  Hello? . . . Oh

e : , yes, how are you? . .

5hee- i:;llt;]t ner‘;;ous, I think . .. Do yzu reallylY ::;‘:}(v

i f.k.,‘.vér ell, Iet’ls hope so . .. And thank you

e s, the wine, the suite and everythin

oS e up by the hour ... One moment, | Y

i and over tbep&ane‘ To p1ana) Joe Levi . He
s to wish you luck. o

pIANA Tell him I’'m in the can

SIDNEY i
s ;l:;ehman paid for this trip, he paid for thi
J e gave you the best part you've had illj

g y

piaNa Th - i
s tlantolklil Snlell him. (She takes the receiver) Joe
- d,id ; idney to tell you I was in the \
e Inf;e;vant to speak to you, that's why LS
so responsible I don’ o 16t
-y : ... I don’t want
y own tonight. .. I know how much thenpi(t:{:ui:(:

{ goney That was very sweet.

| ,ana Did you like it? That’s

i SIDN

1 want so much to win this for
picture without you
After four studios

means to you, and
you, Joe . . - There was no

.. Well, goddamn it, it’s true.
rurned it down, you deserve some special perserver-

ance award . . - You're a chubby little man and I
adore you . .- 1f I win tonight, darling, it's not going
to be an Oscar—it’s going to be a Joe Levine . - -

You're an angel.
(She hangs up)
suUl’
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going to be my speech.

gy Your acceptance speech?

part that I was in the can. Natu-
Idon’t havea chance in hell, but
bing. 1 can’tjust stand up
. Can 1 have
g. I won't

oiana  All except the
rally we both know
you've got to prepare somet
there sobbing with 2 humped back . -
another drink, darling? And stop worryin
et pissed until after I lose.

(She takes bis drink out of

pimself anotber one)

;pNEY You have as good a €

bis band. He starts making

s hance as anyone.
~Aa 1don't have the sentiment on My side. You've

got to havea sentimental reason for them to vote for
you. Any decent actress can give a good perform-
ance, but a dying pusband would have insured every-
thing . . - You wouldn'’t like to get something fatal

for me, would you, angel?

DIA

gy You should have told me sooner. 1 could have

n the Hindenburg.

rrible, Sidney, aren’'t W

SIDN

come OVer 0
piaNa We are 1€ &> God will

punish us.

pney 1 think He already ha
(He drinks)

Do you know what I mig

SI. s. Drink up-

DIANA (Drinks) ht do next

year, Sidney?
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SIDNEY | pray: anything but Ibsen.

DIANA I might quit. I might get out. Give up acting :

I’'m not having any more fun. It used to be such fy,
... Do you know what Larry Olivier once said ¢,
me?

sipNEY  Can you tell me in the car?

DIANA Larry said, “Acting is the finest and most ng.
ble thing you can do with your life, unless, of
course, you're lucky enough to be happy.” . . . Isny
that incredible, Sid?

SIDNEY  It’s absolutely awe-inspiring . . . unless of

course, you're unlucky enough to be married to an
actress.

(He starts for the door)

DIANA  I'm sorry, Sid. Was that an insensitive thing
for me to say? It has nothing to do with us. I've
always been unhappy. I think that’s why I’'m such

-

a damned good actress . . . But that's about a// |
am.

SIDNEY  Will you finish your drink? I don’t want to
miss the sound-editing awards.

piaNA  Ienvy you, Sidney. You have nothing but tal-
ent. You cook better than I do, you write better than
I do, God knows, you dress better than I do . . .

SIDNEY  Better than 7 “Do” s superfluous.

DIANA  And you speak better than I do. Jesus, I'm glad

you came. I would hate to go through this alone
tonight.

SIDNEY I don’t think they allow nominees to come
alone. They give you Burt Reynolds or someone.

PIANA  You've never liked any of this, have you? The

openings, the parties, any of it.

SIDNEY I Jove the openings. I adore the parties. I lead
a very gay life. I mean, let’s be honest, angel, how

4

&

ny antiques dealers in London get to go to the

ma

Academy Awards? | \
And I think you hate that dusty little shop.

NA

3 ere when I call . . . Where do you

2 er th
You're nev . :
spend your afternoons, Sidney:

! . (L
In London? We don’t have 3fternoon§n(frt2)nt
SIDNEY;}J.‘: window) 1 should have waited fc?r you i
mf“thf: hotel. I could have gotten a nice tan.
0

oks

«a You shouldn’t have given it up, Sidney.
DIA

gpNEY Acting?

piana  Christ, you were g
than any of us. ,
y? I can’t think what it was [ promised.

ood. You had more promise

gpNEY  Reall

ge g S 1
DIA

uality.
so giving. You had a sweet, gentle q y

ney Yes. I would have madea wonderful Ophelia.
SID .

A Well, as a matter of fact, you would.
DIA? !

ixteen forever.
I couldn’t have stayed s

e nne—there were no

What a future I had. Juliet, Roxa
end to the roles . . .

o <
~xa  You could go back, Sidney. You could if yo
DIA

wanted, you know.

i 'd be problems. It
d to you? Oh, there .
. ks ldht/)ljz:fful for both of us to be up for th.e sarr::c
WO‘E No. no. I'm perfectly happy selling my
parts . . . , no.

r knockers.
eighteenth-century doo

i ter-
1aNA (A pause) What do you do with your afte
D
noons, Sidney?
darling. 1 look for knockers

b b L, get this bloody thing over

.. Now can we go and
with?

i i luck.
piana First kiss me and wish me
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SIDNEY (Kisses her) There’s your kiss. Now

around so I can rub your hump for luck W

piaNna  Don’t be a shit, Sidney. I'm scared to d
€ath,

SIDNEY (Smiles at her; then warmly and affectionately)
V) 1

600 .
l\:fh I}’ou' everything. I wish you luck, I wish
e, I wish you happiness. You're a gifted $h yoy
Collected Plays markable woman. You've put up with Wi
sh 1 ; me a
of Neil Simon enanigans for twelve harrowing years, and ;lgomy
T n't

lli?l-:s);;l:;hy.dBut I’'m grateful . . . You’ve had half
. Elan three quarters of a career. You deser .
Ao Tno;nst c_-f everything ... May the Acader:e.
g ciences Board of Electees see th)
5 : alent a.nd ‘the courage that I have s X
quarter of a lifetime . . . I hope you win et;n

[

bloody Oscar Fi
.+ Fift :
1o sell 4t Bor-a fortune),( years from now I'll be able

(He kisses ber again)

piaNA [ love you, Sidney.

. . -
IDNEY (HThen mention me in your speech. Come
e pulls ber out as she grabs her purse) o

piaNa  Ladiesand
gentlemen of the Academ
. ,1th
yo:il for this award . . . I have a lump in n)i harlk
and a hump on my dress. Nig
(They exit, closing the door bebind them. Gradually

day turns i :
into night, until b .
ness) ! oth rooms are in dark-

i piana (Pee

3 DL

SCENE TWO

two in the morning. The door 601

pens and SIDNEY HUTHS on the light. His black tie is undone.
He looks a bit under the weather. He leaves the door open and
its in @ chait. About ten seconds later, DIANA appears. She
pas bad quite a bit to drink and is not in a wonderful mood,
0 say the least. She stands in the doorway, weaving uncer-

It is bours later—about

CALIFORNIA

SUITE

1 jainly.

ring at the number on the door) What the hell

are you doing in here?

| sipNEY (Looks at ber) It's our room.

ana  No, itisn’t. We're across the hall. Come out of
there, you twit.

gpNEY You're blotto, darling. Go to bed.
(He kicks off bis patent leather loafers)

piana Give me the key.

soney 1 just told you, this is our room: 203 and 204.

DIANA (She turns and looks across the hall) We are in 201

and 202.

sipNey  If it makes you happy, go sleep in 201 and 202
—you've always made friends easily.

piana Ha! You should talk! (She comes in and closes the

door) What time is it?
sipNEY (Looks at his watch) Two thirty-five . .
haps three thirty-five.

DIANA (She kicks off ber shoes) Don’tgivem
rior than thou™ crap.

. per-
e that “supe-

sipney  You are stinking, aren’t you?
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v

DIANA  You've been gloating all evening . . . (Ske fy, ;

out on the sofa) all “pardon the expression” ey
ning.

sioNEy Pardon what expression?
pIANA  “‘Fucking” evening.
sipNey Then why didn’t you say it?

pIANA Because I'm a lady. A loser and a lady. I'm 4

great loser and a greater lady.
sioNey  Who was that girl you threw up on?
piaNA | beg your pardon?

sIDNEY I was asking who that attractive young girl in
the Pucci muu-muu that you threw up on was/

piaNA  How would I know? If I were to start counting
all the women in Pucci muu-muus that I throw up

on, I would never have time to go shopping.

sioNey  Well, I think her husband was one of the
heads of Universal Pictures. It is my guess that it
will snow in Tahiti before you work again at Uni-
versal Pictures.

piaNa  Unless of course, there’s a part that calls for
throwing up on Pucci muu-muus . . . In that event,
I think it’s very likely I'll be considered.

sipNEY | hate to be clinical about this, but since you
had neither lunch nor dinner, nor even a single
canapé at the ball, how could you possibly find any-

thing to throw up?

piaNa  When you have class, you can do anything.
(She rises and weaves)

SIDNEY You're not going to get “classy” all over me,
are you?

piaNA  How long do you intend going on like this?

sioNey  Going on like what?

e
{ siDN

xa Going on here in the wrong suite. I am tired.
1A

i [ would like to take off my hump and go to bed.

2 - ’
ey I must say it was a dreary affair. Didn’t you

find it a dreary affair? Aside from losing and throw-

ing up on that girl, it was a completely unmemora-

ble evening.

ana Did I tell you I saw what's-her-name in the
D
ladies’ room?

goNEY  Who?

DIANA What’s-her-name? The one I saw in the ladies’
room.

gpnEYy  How would I possibly know?

piana  Oh, Christ, you know her . . . She was in the
ladies’ room.

. : p
soNey Can you narrow it down a bit more:

piaNa Barbra.

soNEY  Streisand?

piaNA  Was in the ladies’ room.

SIDNEY  Singing?

piana I don't think so. There were no requests.

sioNEY What was she like?

piana  Well, in the ladies’ room, we're all pretty

much the same . . .
sioney | would imagine.
bianA  She thought I should have won.
sipNey  Did she say that?
oiana  No. 1 did. But she agreed with me.
sipNey Wasn't that sweet of her.

piaNA  You never told me what award I missed when
1 went to the can.
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SIDNEY  The best documentary short subject.

DIANA (Furious) Damn it! My favorite category, Who
won?

SIDNEY  The Midgets of Leipzig! . . . a Czech-Polish Pro.
duction . . . Sigmund Wednetzki, Producer, Di.
rected by Litweil Zumbredowicz and Stefan Vlech.

DIANA (Looks at bim) 1 thought they would . . . And
what was the best picture?

SIDNEY The best picture? You were there when they
announced it. It came right after the best actress.

DIANA I wasin a deep depression at the time . . . What
was the best bloody picture?

SIDNEY You mean what was the best picture of the
year or what did they pick as the best picture of the
year?

pIANA  What won the award, you asshole?
SIDNEY I am 70¢ an asshole. Don’t you call me that,

piaNa  Sidney, I have just thrown up on some of the
best people in Hollywood. This is no time to get
sensitive. What was the best picture?

SIDNEY  I'm not telling you.

DIANA (She sits up regally) I'm not asking you, Sidney.
I'm threatening you. What was the best picture?

SIDNEY  And I said I'm not telling you.

piaNa  You're not going to tell me what the best pic-
ture was?

SIDNEY I won'’t even tell you who the nominees were.

DIANA You crud.

sioNEY  Now I'm definitely not going to tell you:

DIANA  You mean you were going to tell me before |
called you a crud?

4 GoNEY Very possibly.

ana 1 take it back. You are not a crud.
p

qoney  Am I still an asshole?

E ]}IJ\NA YCS.
" goneY  Then it’s back to definitely not telling.

i ive me the key.
saNA I'm going to our room. Giv: y

goNEY  You behaved abominably tonight.

DIANA I dld not.

| gpNEY Abominably.

piaNA  Not!
spNEY  A-bom!
piaNA  Asshole Crud!

spney  You are behaving better now than you did at
the ball . . . That will give you an idea of how badly

you behaved tonight.
(He gets up)
piaNa  Where are you going, you twit?

soney I am going to bed. I am going to get some
sleep. We have a ten a.M. plane to catch in the morn-

ing.
siana  Ten a.m. is the morning. That is redundant.
You've been redundant all evening.
?
sioney When? When? When was I redundant:
B g ] "
piana Turning to me and saying “I'm sorry after
they announced that other twit had won is redun-
dant!
soney  First you called me a twit and now you call

ber a twit. Two twits in one night is redundant.

biana Not when the twits are twits. That is being

specific . . . you A.H.!

CALIFOI
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SIDNEY Do you think I don’t know what —
e say.

ing? I can spell.

SIDNEY You drank everythi i i i
el ything in California. Try
( He crosses to the bedroom, turning out the light iy
lrving room and on in the bedroom) 5

DI;}\;\}A _WGU‘ I had a wonderful time. (Ske Solloy
t-;m zn)(‘g[;:d you hear me? I said, 7 had a Womilf.n-f%[I
ime. e look i j i :
e ooks around) This looks just like oy,

SIDI:EY (Sits on the bed, takes off bis cuff links and studs)
ave you ever seen a greater assemblage of h
crites under one roof in all your life? £

Dn;;,:l ‘v\.z’er? the hypocrites there? I missed them
y didn’t you point them out to mes ’
(She crosses and looks in mirror)

sioNey  Hypocritical hypocrites. They all love
and fawn over you on the way in. And if you ¢ e
out a loser, it’s “Too bad, darling. Give us aomlfl:
when you’re back in town” . . . You should hza
thrown up on the whole bloody lot of them -

DIANA (Looking into the mirror) Sidney?
SIDNEY Yes?

DL}I’\TA bWas :lhit by a bus? I look very much as though
ve bee i i
S n hit by a heavy, fast-moving Greyhound

SIDNEY What really infuriated me is how quickly th
winners got their cars . . . How could the winﬁersﬁ
Ears be lined up so quickly outside if they didn’t

now _beforehand who the winners were> B
cause it’s rigged. We come six thousand milés f(i:

: SIDNEY

this bloody affair, and they park our car in Van-
couver.

oiaNA (Still looking 1
.. I'm getting lines in my face ..
new steel-belted radial tire.

n the mirror) T've aged, Sidney
.1 look like a brand

That little Polish twerp who won Best For-
eign Documentary got his car before us—splashed
water on my trousers as he drove by ... They must
have snapped fifty photos of us going in. Coming
out, a little Mexican boy with a Brownie asked me

where Liza Minelli was.

I'm hungry.
(She heads for the phone)

gpNEY What are you doing?

DIANA

{ piana  D'm calling room service. I want eggs Bene-

dict.
(She picks up the phone)

soney (Taking off bis jacket) You'll just chuck it up
again. Please have the decency to find a proper re-

ceptacle this time.

piana I must drop Barbra a note for agreeing with
me . . . (Into the phone) Hello? Eggs Benedict, please.

sipNEY You have to ask for room service first. .. twit.

A Room service, please. (7o sipNey) Twit and a

DIAN
half.

sioNEY Touché.

pIANA (Into the phone) No room service? . . . Are you

.. Isn’t there anyone there? I just want some

sure? .

eggs Benedict . . . 1 could come down and make it
myself . . . I see ... Well, it’s just not my night, is
it?

(She bangs up)

sipNEY (Unbuttoning bis shirt) Lost again, did you?
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piaNna Bitchy bitchy, darlin '
31t , g. (She reaches back :
to unzip baff dress) 1 found the people there sinagﬂ:l s
En‘attractwle this year. I noticed a general declh::,r-ly
air transplants and face lifts. Must b =
don’t you think? o R

SIDNEY They’re not civilized out here, it’s as plaj
that.‘Dnd you notice Jack Nicholson sitting ther'n "y
tf:nms shoes? Black patent leather tennis shoewl
I’ve never seen anything like it. =

piaNa  Really? You must have be

. en the only one

looking at Jack Nicholson’s feet . . . By tht):(way tt\f}:e

w:_ashthat 'adorable young actor you were cha,ttin0

with all night? Gorgeous, wasn’t he? Where did yog
u

find him?

SIDN
ey He was at our table. We shared a butter plate
(He has started to get undressed) .

DIANA

How spreadably cozy.

" i
IDINE\:' Careful, darling. You're tired and smashed
.et’s not get into shallow waters. .

DIANA Qh, I am sorry. Let’s just talk show biz. .. And
who did you vote for, Sidney? :

SID i

I NEY' | dclm t vote, dear. I am not a member of the
motn(c;n picture industry. I am an antiques dealer
...On i
: e day when you are an antique, I shall vote
or you—that’s a promise.

DIANA 1
- Idmean’, who did you vote for privately? In the
ep, deep inner twit recesses of your redundant
mind, who were you hoping would win?

sipNEY In what category?

DIANA The strangest thing happened when I 1
Siflney..l actually felt your body relax . Wl?::;
E/IISS l?’ng Boobs ran up there, all teary-eyed and
ouncing flesh, 1 felt all the tension release from
every part of you. What could have caused such joy

I wondered to myself. H i
or just happy? LB

4

pIA

{ gpney Diana,

1 DIANA

| spney We are taking a turm

hat a nasty streak you have when you drink

IDNEY w
d sit and walk.

_. also when you eat an

a Oh, that’s perverse, Sidney. Why are you SO

pIAN
perverse tonight? Picky, picky, picky . - - Are you
unhappy because you didn’t get to wear my dress?
goney  If 1 had worn your dress, darling, it would

have hung properly. Nothing personal.

~a There never is anything personal with us. Or

is that getting too personal?

I am sincerely sorry you lost tonight.

But look at it this way. It’s just a little bald, naked

statue.

Just like you’ll be one day. (Still struggling with

per zipper) Would you please get this chiffon tent off

me. If you help me, I'll let you sleep in it tonight.
(He unzips ber gown) '

for the worse, Diana

. Let’s try and stay as sweet as we were.

. Did he happen to carve his phone

piana Tell me ..
butter patty for you?

number in the

gpney Oh, go to hell.

piana To hell? What's this? A direct assault® A fron-

4

tal attack? That's not like you, Sidney. Wit and
parry, wit and parry, that's your style.

SIDNEY You make me sick sometimes.

piana  When, Sidney? Anmytime at your conve-

nience.

you want, you

you can't have what
nd you will be

sionEY  When
make certain everyone else arou

equally as miserable.

en’t noticed any equals around me... And

piana [hav
artist. I'm creatively un-

I’'m not miserable. I'm an

happy.
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SIDNEY  It's amazing how you can throw u
as well as you can nutritionally.

(He bangs up bis shirt in the closet)

p VEI"ba“y

DIANA  Adam—wasn’t that his name? Adam th
?;r} . .k. not very appropriate for you, is i;ﬂ d
1d look very Californian, I though b
o ught. Sort of 3 balls

first
e
y

; ; :
IDfNEY th, Christ, Diana, come off it. We keep y
ront for everyone else, wh ! i pa
, why can’t we
selves? e e

DIA 1
Na“ You mean lie to each other that we’re perfect
we -mated? A closet couple—is that what w -
Sidney? .

SIDNEY | have never hi i
S r hidden behind doors, but [ g5,

DIANA Discreet? Y 1 i i i
o ou did everything but lick his art;.

SIDNEY  Let’s please not have a discretion contest |
have heard about your lunch breaks on the set Ti}
only thing you don’t do in your dressing roc;m s
dress. . : I’'m going to take some Librium. If I'm m;:
up by nine, I've overdosed. (He crosses into the bath-
room. She gets ber gown off)

piaNA I wouldn’t like that, Sid
) . W
without you? ney. What would I do

SIDNEY (From the bathroom) Everything, darling

D : i
TANA I’'m serious. Don’t ever say that to me again. |
will not have you dying. ‘

S "
IDNEY I'll never be far from you. I've left instruc-
tions to be cremated and left in a pewter mug

near your b
. y ed ... Ash was always a good color for

piaNA  Why is he coming to England?

Who?

SIDNEY

i p1

i pIA

7 SIDNEY

i DIANA

i ST

ana  That boy. He said, “See you in London next
week.” What is he doing in London?

GDNEY Acting, of course. He's making a film there. ..

NA  What film?
I don’t follow other people’s films. I barely

follow yours.
(He comes out of the bathroom in bis pajamas)

IANA (Furious, throws ber dress on the floor) Goddamn
him and goddamn you! (She kicks the dress across the
room) Goddamn the Oscars, goddamn California,
goddamn everything! (sIDNEY looks at ber)

gpNEY What is there about this climate that brings
out the religion in you?

(Abruptly, almost with violence) Why don’t you

love me?

. soNey What is that line from?

piaNA  You son-of-a-bitch, answer the question. Why
don’t you love me?

soney It didn’t sound like a question.

piana  Iam tired of paying for everything and getting
nothing back in return.

soNey I thought Joe Levine paid for everything.

piana  If it wasn’t for me you wouldn’t have been

here tonight to meet him in the first place so
you could arrange to meet him next week in

London . . . Why don’t you love me any more,
Sidney?
sioney I've never stopped loving you . .. in my way.

piana Your way doesn’t do me any good. I want you
to love me in my way.

sioney  It's nearly three o’clock in the morning and
we're both crocked. I don’t think this is a good time
to discuss biological discrepancies.
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DIANA

Faggot!

SIDNEY (This stops him) Oh, good. I thought you'q
never ask.
(He starts back into the bathroom )

DIANA (She is sitting. Pleading) Don't you walk away
from me ... I'm so miserable tonight, Sidney, don',
do this to me.

SIDNEY (Sincere) I'm sorry. It hasn’t been a winn;

ng
evening, has it?

DIANA Screw the Oscars! Screw the Academy
Awards! Screw me, Sidney . . . please.

SIDNEY (Looks down) Diana . . .

DIANA I'm sorry. I didn’t mean that . . . I don’t want
to put you off your game.

SIDNEY Funny how some nights go completely

downhill. <

piaNA  Hell of a night to feel sexy . . . You didn’t

happen to notice anything in my line down at the
Polo Lounge?

sioNEy I didn’t take that Librium yet . . |

pIANA  Don’t force yourself . . . I wouldn’t want you
to cheat on my account.

SIDNEY I am al/ways here for you, Diana.

DIANA My friendly filling station. Why don’t you
stick to your own kind, Sidney? If it’s anything [
hate, it’s a bisexual homosexual. Or is it the other
way around?

SIDNEY It works either way.

(He starts back towards the bathroom)

DIANA  Sidney! (He stops) Jesus God, Sidney, I love you

so much.

SIDNEY I know that . . .

SR 35

o A sl

xaA  Why do you stay with me? What do you get
Dl;rom me that could possibly satisfy you?

A wider circle of prospects . . . Aftera while,

NEY . s
. h other antiques dealers seem

relationships wit
cestuous.
ana  Sorry I didn’t win that award tonight. Your
’ dance card would have been filled for a year.

i t
goNey The answer is yes. I love you more
woman I've ever met.

piaNa  Ahh, Christ, I can’t get a break.

! soney I do the best I can.

Thank you. =
e (She reaches out ber band towards bim. He goes to her

and bolds ber band)

: fun together.
spney You can’t say we don’t have g

piana Hell, the dinner conversations alor;e, ?;e
worth the trouble. (He puts bis arm.around ber) 1-t s my
fault for being a hopeless romantic. I keep b_ekle\;:r‘ﬁ
all those movies I've made ... And you do make lo
so sweetly.

sioNey Wouldithelpany if I made some empty prom-
ises? |

piana It never has . .. What's wrong with me,\i;:l—
ney?> We've been fighting thl.s. for yearf;. y
haven't I ever left you for a hairier person:

i we are
sioNey Because we like each other . .. And

each a refuge for our disappointments out there.
piana You do have a way of putting your finger right

the trouble spot.
o (She lies back on the bed. He looks down at her)
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sipDNEY Tired?

piaNA  Losing Oscars a/ways does that to me.

sioNey D'l get up first thing and order you eggs Bene

dict. (He turns the overbead lights off)

DIANA  You do take care of me, Sidney, I'll say tha
And good help is so hard to find today. ;

SIDNEY (Getting into bed) You scratch my back, I|
scratch yours. ’

. :
DL-?I\;A It’s been an evening of ups and downs, hasn't
1tr

SIDNEY Mmm.
pIANA Care to continue the motion?
siDNEY  Tacky. You're getting tacky, angel.

& ;
IAbNA .I love you, Sidney. (siDNEY leans over and kisses
er with warmth and tenderness) Don’t close your eyes
Sidney. . ,

sipNEY I always close my eyes.

piaNA  Not -tonight ... Look at me tonight . . . Let it
be me tonight.

(The lights dim)
Blackout

SCENE THREE: Visitors from Chicago

It is a Sunday afternoon, about four o clock—the Fourth
of July, as a matter of fact. Both rooms are bright and sunny.

The front door opens, and MORT and BETH HOLLENDER
enter. They are in tennis clothes, a bit sweaty. MORT carries
two tennis rackets and a can of balls—but mostly be carries
gETH. She has ber arm around bis shoulder; be bas bis arm
around ber waist. She is bobbling on one foot and in enormous
pain—she bas obviously injured ber ankle or foot.

morT Easy ... Easy, now ...

setH  Slowly . . . Go slowly . . . Please go slowly.

MmorT I'm going as slow as I can.

ser  Then go slower . . . Mort, I'm slipping!

morT | got you.

petH  I'm slipping, I'm telling you! Put down the
tennis balls—who needs used tennis balls? I got a

broken foot.

vort  (He drops the balls from bis left band, which was
around ber waist) It’s not broken. If it was broken,

you couldn’t step down on it.

seth I can’t step down on it. I'm telling you, it feels
broken. It’s my foot, isn’t it> Put me down in here.

morT Which chair would you like?

sETH (Sarcastic) The one in my bedroom at home.
You want to get it for me?
vorT What are you getting upset for?

peTH Because you ask me such stupid questions.
The sofa, all right? (He beads her for the nearest chair)

Easy . . .
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e Yellow Pages under orthopedic.

MORT (Tries to ease her into the chair) ['m Look in th
tryj 00
BETH Put the godd. yin
goddamn rackets down! ; On Sunday? July Fourth? You expect a doctor
MQRY i‘;’”y! I'm sorry. ﬁi;make a house call on Sunday July Fourth? E
(He drops th - , '
616 I_ng_ba;m;}:acker{, f‘”” holding her in 4 halfepis : Mort, it’s getting excruciating. If you can’t get
g position) ar ‘T Joctor call a druggist . - - I'll take a laundry man, 617
B o BETI:I (She lowers herself into the chair) Oh, sh :deli\’cf}’ boy, just get somebody, please!
s shit shit shit shit! » Shit ||
5355 s shit! . | oRT (Thumbs through the phone book with irritation) CALIFORNIA
MorT (Nods sympatheticall It : b lob, dirt sons-of-bitches . . . (He stops at @
y) really hurts. Lob lo ' ¥ X : SUITE
R TSN el : , heh? o runs bis finger down it) All right, here’s the or- :
you heard me say shit five il thopediCS .. Abel, Abernathy, Abromowitz, Bar- |
on, Berkowitz . . . Pick one. i

nard, Bens
None of them sound good.

qort  What do you mean, they don’t sound good?
- They're just names. . . You want them to come over

and audition for you?

MorT Let me try to get a doctor.

" s
eTH First get me some aspirins. petH

morT How many do you want?

BeTH Forty!

(MORT starts for the bathroom)
.. Keep reading.

g Nothing strikes me .

BET
rewster, Brunckhorst . . .

VORT Block, B
o. I don’t want Brunckhorst.

morT [he thing that kills me is that they saw youp
shoelaces were untied. That’s why r..he;r keu;tyl(::;}l:

bing over your head.
gt N

yorr What's wrong
wa He sounds like a horse doctor.

body with a soft name.
y. I'll call the hotel. They must

with Brunckhorst?

peTH Look at that ankle puff up. It's the size f.
j of g
Get me some-

ra it. I’
grapefruit. I'll have to wear your shoes on th
tOmMorrow. P

MObR'Il' (In the bathroom) And they just kept lobbing the
all over your head—Ilob lob lob, the sons-of:

bitches.

vort This is craz

know a doctor.
pet When I fell, I heard something go snap. I said (He picks up ibe -
hone, here comes another

to myself, :
yself, “Please God, let it be my brassiere.” gere Quick, cover the p

obscenity!

sort (Into the phone) Can I hav
please?

ser Oh, shitty shit!

MORT ... INo, operator. That was m
. This is Mr. Hollender in 203 .
had an accident on the tennis cO

(C EY Out wf.tb wate aﬂd a.‘]ﬂl‘ I?If) I‘hat \k"asn’l t es

te 1 T S5 f"' I e t
n h sun as 1n ou eyes, and they nl

hit it to me when my shorts were slipping down.
y wife . .. Hello?

.. My wife just
urt. She thinks

setH  Will you get the doctor?

MORT (Angry and frustrated) Who? [ don't know any
doctors in Los Angeles. '




T

e ey

her foot might be broken. Can you possibly Rt

us a doctor? . . . Would you? . . . Oh, thap) you
very much. (He hangs up) He'll have someone
call.

618 BETH You should have told them what kind of 5 Ao
tor. This Beverly Hills. They’ll probably seng .
psychiatrist.

Collected Plays

MORT (Picks up the phone again) Room service, please.
(To BeTH) He’s not gonna get away with this, I'm
gonna play him singles someday. I don’t know how,
but somewhere I'm gonna find a solid steel ball. And
on the first serve, I'll break his back, the bastarq.
(Into the phone) Hello? . . . Yes. This is Mr. Hollender
in 203 . .. I would like three buckets of ice cubes,
please . . . No, no glasses, just the ice cubes.

of Neil Simon

BETH And a Monte Cristo sandwich.

MORT Are you serious?

BETH I didn’t break my stomach, just my foot. I'm
hungry. I want a Monte Cristo sandwich.

MORT (Into the phone) Hello? . .. Three buckets of ice
cubes and a Monte Cristo sandwich. (He hangs up)
Do you know what the odds must be in Las Vegas
for an order like that? (The phone rings) Hello? (Sud-
denly bis tone turns icy) Yes . . . Yes . .. How is she?
... How do you think she is?

BETH Who is it?

MORT (With bis band over the mouthpiece) 1t's them—the
“Lobbers” (Into the phone) . . . Her foot may be bro-
ken, that’s how she is . . . It’s the size of a coconut
... What can you do? (He turns to Beth) They want
to know what they can do . . . (Back into the ‘phone)
I’ll tell you what you can do—

BETH Morty, don’t—

MORT I want you to go to the pro shop and buy two

cans of Wilson yellow tennis balls, charge them to

me and shove them up your respective asses.
k]
(He slams the recerver down)

geTH  Are you crazy? Those are our best friends.
worT [ said I'd pay for the balls, didn’t I?

ru The four of us never should have taken a vaca-
tion together . . . There was tm‘uble from tl.le ﬁr‘s;
day. When he showed up at the airport and §ald he_

forgotten his credit cards, I knew we were in for it.

BE

morT I will never travel with them again. Eight pieces
of luggage for two skinny people? What have they

got in there?
serH  Where?

morT In the luggage.

perH  Her make-up. Every new pcrfu'mf t}:nat come,s:
out, she’s got it—"“Babe,” “Charlie,” “Harold,

“Milton,” whatever . . . (There is a knock on the door)

No wonder I slipped and fell—the court was cov-
ered with all her goddamn skin cream and lotion.

(He opens the door. sTu and GERT FRANKLYN stand

there. She is in a white tennis dress; ke is in a yellow

warm-up suit. Each carries a racket. GERT also ba‘s

a bottle of skin lotion. sTu bhas a can of tennis

balls)
cert My God, what happened? We thought .it was
just a sprain. Is it very painful? (Goes to touch it) Oh,
my poor baby.

ser Don’t do that! I yell shit when you do that!

stu (Holds up a can of balls; to MORT) Here! This is the
can you told me to buy . .. You want me to Fakc the
balls out first? (MORT turns away from him in anger.
To mort) Have you called a doctor? (No response; to
seTH) Has he called a doctor?

BETH Yes.
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stu Is he a good man?
et The hotel is sending somebody.

GerT (70 morT) Shouldn’t she have ice on tha
Mort? (He won’t answer) Mort? . . . Should ¢ leg,
some ice? e

stu (7o morT) Gert’s talkin
to you. W
wrong with you? Frder e

MORT (Turns, hands on bips, takes a deep breath) T
sorry, Stu. I'm very upset. Beth’s foot may be br?_

ken—my temper
got the best
ice, okay? est of me. I ordered some

sTu I understand.

M *
orT It’s been a rough three weeks. After a while
you start to get on each other’s nerves, you know;

sTU Sure.

morT I mean, four people taking a vacation togethe
can get very testy. You can only do it with your bes:
fner.lds ... And you and Gert are our best friends
Christ, we don’t have better friends than you ;
(sTU nods) . . . because if we did—/ would have tafd' ”
to shove a steel RACKET up your ass! T

Gert Oh, my God!

STU
tu  What are you, crazy? What are you blaming us
for? It wasn't our fault.

morT Lob lob lob wasn’t your fault? The woman
stood there defenseless with her laces open, and
woulld you hit the ball to me? Oh, no. You hit it' over
a crippled woman’s head.

sTu She wasn’t crippled until she fell.

BETI-I;I. ((E’:'o.res ber eyes in pain) Could you all please do
this in the bedroom. I need this room to yell in
. Ob . .. defecation!

sTU (Starts towards Beta) Can I look at it?

e A

morT ( To stu) You touch her foot, and they ship you
pack to Chicago on Air Freight.

(Backs away) Don’t threaten me. I've taken

§TU
hese last few weeks—don’t

enough crap from you t
you threaten me.

wort Ohh, it's coming out NOW. Now we're all
gonna hear about it, right? It started the night we
got the room with the view in Honolulu, and you

got the toilet that kept backing up . . - Only I didn’t
book the rooms, smart ass—
sru  Watch it, Morty, I don’t like being called smart

ass.

cerT  Stop it, both of you! Somebody go get 2 cold
towel until the ice gets here. (Neither man mowves)

Look at them. Look how they just stand there.
serH (T0 GERT) You smell wonderful. What are you
wearing?
certT Its called “After Tennis.” 1 just bought it

.. T'll get you the towel myself.
(She goes into the bathroom)

stu That woman should be lying flat on her back
with her foot up in the air. Let’s get her into bed.

vorT 1don’t need your goddamn advice. Don’t start
telling me what to do for her. (To geri1) Come on,
honey. Let’s get you flat on your back with your foot

up in the air.

geru  Let him help you, Morty, you can’t do it alone.
(sTuU rushes over and throws ber other arm around bis

neck)

stu  All right, honey, just put all your weight on us.

Here we go. One-two-three . . .
(stu and MORT pull in opposite directions)

setn  Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus, that hurts.

stu Don’t step down on it.
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BETH Not my leg. My arms. You’ i
i u're pulling my armg

MORT (Yells) Let go of her arm, you shmuck!

stu (To morT) It's
your fault. You’ i
wrong way. Yo g b o

MORT ivi i i

You giving me directions again? Last ¢
y_ou gave me directions, we missed Sa F 1
cisco. g |

BE i
TH Can I make a suggestion? Can we talk aboy
this after the amputation? "

MORT (As they make beadway towards the door) 1 g
t

you, honey, don’t worry. (Vells out) W
1 ; here’
towel, for chrissakes? ) N

stu  Don't yell at my wif ile I’ i
My y wife while I'm carrying your

GERT (From the bathroom) Oh, God, no!
stu Whart? -
MORT What is it? What happened?

GERT (Coming out)
awfully sorry.
(They all bump into the door frame)

I broke a bottle of perfume. I'm

BE;H Nl‘_?f “Bal de Yersailles"? My duty-free ninety-
olla: “Bal de Versailles”? (The men get in ber way as

all three try to get throu ]
gh the connecting door) L
through! I'm the important one. i e

MorT  Of all th id- i
= e stupid-ass—breaking perfume bot-

STU ~1 i
. It was an accident, for chrissakes! She didn’t do
1t on purpose.

(In bi.
ot § anger be lets BETH go. She grapples with the

MorT That’s ri .
s right. So far we got two accidents and

ol

I B R e S R R I Y

AT,

VI T AR e b A

R e Lt A B b TS VP T LS SR

SE TR

U Ao L A s

R A

s

two not-on-purposes. And my wife's got a broken
foot and a beautiful-smelling bathroom.

v We'll pay for the perfume. I owe you ninety
dollars, all right?

geri Can we do the accounting from the bed? Just

get me on the bed, please.
(They resume carrying ber to the bed)

sT

cerT Beth, be careful when you walk in the bath-
room. There’s broken glass on the floor.
peri  I'm glad you told me. I was going to walk in

there a lot today.
(GERT goes back into the batbroom for the cold rowel.

They are near the bed with BETH)
morT All right, let’s get her down gently.

geTH  Yes. Please do it gently.

GerT (From inside the bathroom) Dammit to hell!
(Ske comes out holding ber finger in a face towel)
Have you got a Band-Aid? I cut my finger on the

glass.

stu (Concerned) How did you do that?

cerT Mort, I'm sorry, I know you're busy now. Do
you have some Band-Aids and iodine?

vort In a minute, Gert. Let’s take one casualty ata

time.
(GERT goes back into the bathroom)

sTU (At the bed; to morT)  All right, which way are we

going to go?
morT North by northeast. What do you mean, which

way are we gonna go?
stu Frontwards or backwards?

sera Whichever one you do, don’t surprise me. Tell

me first.

CALIFC
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M
ort Backwards. Let’s put her down backw
(MORT and STU turn around with BETH so zl‘ds_
all bave their backs to the bed) i

stu All right, when I say three, we sit on the },
6, e

.two ...

Ready, now: One . .
BeTH Me too?

stu Certainly
' you too! ;
ing it for? o! Who do you think we’re d,.

MORT (70 stu) That’s ri :
B ight, yell at her. Why don

stu Can we get this o .
i g ver with? . . . Ready, now: One
(We suddenly hear a
thud
GERT Yyells out) ud from the bathroom and

cert OH, SHIT!
(They all freeze)

stu  What? What is it? What bappened?

(GERT comes out of th
e bath : !
the back of ber head) o Sagemingolding

GErT M
cabinety.h.ea(: .t.h.iill:all»]ng my head on the medicine
i : m gonna pass out . . . Yes, |

(And so she does, falling to the floor)
stu  Gert! GERT!

BET i
H First me, then Gert! I was first!

stu  One
AR
it Omowt(;e. b d t‘hrez! (The three of them fall
ed in their attem ]
b nto ¢ pt to sit. BETH
* GER:}M ?f;m. Then stu gets up and rushes around
on the floor as MORT
! attem '
e i) pts to straighten BETH

sTU (Picking up GerT s head
) She’ i i
me a cold wet towel—hurry!e R s
(GERT moans, opens ber eyes)

GerTt Ohhhh ... Stu ... Did I pass out?

i

GERT

w Just for a second, h

sTU (

MORT You're gon

GERT (Fe

sru  No, that's your fin

on. Where is 1t? Where did

you hit it?

I had my head down in th
to rush with the towel, and 1 stood up too
N | think it's 2 concussion.

¢ what you did! You got
got 2 concussion.

e sink. 1 was trying
quickly

Turns on MORT) You s€

her so crazy, the woman’s

na blame me because your wife

doesn’t know how to get up from 2 sink?

els the back of ber bead with ber band, then looks at
g. My head is bleeding.

nger is bleeding
ou get me a wet

it) It’s bleedin
ger. Your fi
onto your head. (To mort) Will y
towel, for chrissakes!
(MORT rushes into t

ing flat on the bed) She sho
doctor . . -

he bathroom)

uld have a doctor.

peTH (LY
Get her Brunck-

Mort, give her our
horst.

cerT (Still flat on the floor) 1 fe
I'm going to throw up- He

room.
stu 1 don’t think so, honey. I don’t think

el nauseated. I think
lp me to the bath-

you should

be moved.
(MORT comes out of the batbroo

els. He is limping)

m with two wet t0wW-

MORT (Hands sTU & towel) Herel A piece of glass went
through my goddamn sneakers—I hope you're sat-
isfied. (He crosses to BETH and puts the wet towel on her
ankle) Does that hurt?

rong ankle.
kle. She winces in pain)

hilly.

serH No, because it's on the W
(He changes it to the other an

gerr Help me up- The floor is cold. 1 feel ¢

s (Temont) Givemea hand. Let’s put her on the

bed.
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GERT I bled on th
pe. n the carpet. I got blood on the

ca rpet'

stu  I'm paying for it, don’t worry about it
comes around to GERT s feet) All right, grab he;-
and don’t lift until I tell you.

(‘\ﬁ}RT
feet—

MORT (Bending down to .
get ber feet i,
dalcanal in here. feet)  Jesus, it’s like Gua-

stu  All right, one two th }
. ; . . . three, /ift! (Th
lift ber up and start to carry ber towards the bed )f.)li:f?orb
easy! All right, put her down gently b
(They put her down b aedlh '
e on the bed, jostling BETH in 1,

T (8] o vacation e 00 n mv

o ; >
r;.r (,Angrdy to MORT, taking out bis wallet) All right
et’s settle our accounts, I want to get outta here"

MC;RT Forget it. I don’t want your money.*Keep your
ousy r?oney. (He limps towards the chair) 1 think it
went right into the bone. ;

stTu I'm ;?ayin.g for everything, you understand; |
want an itemized list: the perfume, the blood on the
carpet, the tennis balls I'm shoving up my ass—
;ﬁryrimg! And then I want a receipt for my taxes

e tares out a check and starts 1 : ! '
. o write). What’s today’s

N .
orT Hey, hey. Calm down. Take it easy. Let’s not
get our noses out of joint.

STU  You call this a vacation? I had a better vacation
;vhen ‘I haf:l my hernia operation . . . I'm sick of your
ace. I'm sick of your twelve-cent cigars. After three
weeks: my.clothes smell like they’ve been in a humi-
?.01-' I'm sick of your breakfasts. I'm sick of your
ightly buttered rye toast and eggs over lightly ev-
ery %f;ddamned morning. Would it kill you to);lave
::n\;asal:;nce in a while? One stinkin’ little waffle for

T mp—
- i e N R e e R

ZMEEE

P e e 5

s R e

sT

‘& ,ort What are you, crazy? We got two invalids in

bed and you're talking about waffles?

v Wedid everything you wanted. You made all the
decisions. You took all the pictures. I didn’t get to
take one picture with my own camera. You picked
all the restaurants—nine Japanese restaurants in
three weeks. [ am nauseated at the sight of watching
you eat tempura with your shoes off. I am bored
following your wife into every chatska store on the
West Coast looking for Mexican bracelets—

wort Hey, hey, wait a minute. Your wife bought
t0o. What about a pair of African earrings that hang

down to her navel?

stu A year I planned for this vacation. You know
what 1 got to show for it? Two purple Hawaiian
shirts for my kids that you picked out. Even Hawaii-
ans wouldn’t wear them. One entire morning
wasted in Honolulu while five Chinese tailors mea-
sured you for a thirty-nine-dollar Hong Kong suit
that fell apart in the box. I spent half an afternoon
on Fisherman’s Wharf watching a near-sighted
eighty-four-year-old artist sketching a charcoal por-
trait of you that looks like Charles Laughton. I've
had enough! I want to go home! I'm a nervous wreck

... I need a vacation.

vorT Come on, Buddy, I'll get you a drink. How
about a nice Planter’s Punch?

stu  Please! Don’t order another Planter’s Punch. I
go crazy if I have to watch you trying to get the
cherry out with your straw. Don’t do that to me,

Mort.

mort 1 won’t. | won't play with my cherry again, I
promise. Why don’t we just shake hands and forget

everything?
GerT Shake his hand, Stu. Please

(Leans over on BETH)

BETH You're on my leg—
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Gert Sorry. I'm sorry.

mort (Yells at gerT) Wat ;
e atch what you're doing, you

stu (Gets up, slightly crazed) Take thatback!I
:;polog}lf. Elther you apologize to my wife ‘fo:"ﬂnt.an
e‘r an ldl.Ot ... (Picks up tennis racket) . . . or ]":la“m
this tennis racket and backhand you to d;:atbf e

MOR i e
T (B{;"Ck.f away) All rlght, don’t threaten m
gOt a ittle bit more meat on me. Never threa Inl
S b y W ;
ome od ho’s gOt more meat on them ¥

gert He's right, S
, Stu. Look how m
iy uch meat he’s got

stu (Through crazed, gritted teeth) Apologize! I want
: a

nice a i
pology and I want a smile on your face. Y
got five seconds . . . LN

MORT (Backing away around chairs) Don’t do this, Stu

... Don’t get physical wi
t -
counterattack. - L

sro One .. .
perH Don’t fight! Please don’t fight!

stu Two ...

BeTH Someone'll get hurt and fall on me.

stu Three. ..

MORT (Still backing away)

) I'll punch you with my fist,

stu Four. ..

mort I'm talki
I ing about a closed hard fist, no open

stu  Are you going to apologize before I say five?

MORT Say it! Say it! You afrai
; - aid to say it? I'll say i
you. Five! FIVE! I said it, all right? FIVE! .

TR ST

et AT R R R

i e R A B R S SRR S

T Il R AR SN A

gu 1

| sru (4 squeaky, airless voice) Nem

11 say it myself, goddamn you! FIVE!
(And stu lunges out at MORT, Wwho is £00 quick and
strong for bim. MORT grabs sTU around the bead and
neck and bas him in a pammerlock hold)

MORT (Squeezing bis neck) Drop it! Drop the racket!

mer.. .nemmer. . .

r I'll turn you blue! Tell me what shade of blue

MOR
you like, light or dark?

sru (Flailing bis arms belplessly) - - - kill you! I'll kill
you!

GERT (Starting to get out of bed) Leave him alone!
Please . - -

seTH ( Grabs her to restrain ber) Let them kill each
other, we have to take care of ourselves . . -
(The two women tussle on the bed as MORT heads
towards the living room with stu’s bead clamped
under bis arm)
MORT You want to play? All right, let’s play in the
bathroom. I'll show you a nice little game in the

bathroom called “Kill your friend.”
(And the rwo of them scuffle into the bathroom; now
they are both out of view. GERT and BETH stop SETug-

gling)
GerT (Crying) He'll kill him! I'll be on the plane with
a dead husband, God help me!

seTH 1 have to goto the john. Ge

I have to go in! _
(Suddenly we bear & tremendous crash, the breaking

of glass and an awful moan. GERT whimpers appre-
pensively . . . The bathroom door opens and MORT
comes out Staggering bolding bis groin)

_Oh, God, what 2

t them out of there,

mort (Hoarsely) He kicked me . .
place he kicked me . - .
(He doubles over and st
bolding bis groin. STU COMES ou
over bis mouth)

ss on the edge of the bed, still
¢ with a wet towel
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stu (Mumbles) Get a dentist! Look up a dentist,
gonna lose some teeth. R

BETH Are you two through in there? I have tq g
: o]
in.

GerT (7o stu) Let me see. What did he do to yoy:

stu It’s swelling up. Jesus, my lip is blowi i
: ’ n
a balloon. o

seTH Ice is coming. I got enough for all of us.

MORT (Still holding, still doubled up) 1 haven’t beep
kicked there since I played football . . . and then |
was wearing protection.

BETH Is anyone going to help me into the bath.
room?
GerT [don't believe what'’s going on here . . . It's like

a John Wayne movie.

sTU (Starts to cry) Jesus . . .

morT What are you crying about? If I could lift my
leg, I'd kick you in the same place. '

STU (Stands up, fists poised) You want more? Come on.
Come on, all of youse. I'll take you @/ on!

GERT Are you crazy? Stop it! it!

Ther ST}(;P o y? Stop it! Stop it! Everybody—
(GERT falls back on the chair, and moRT falls on top
of her. stu falls on the bed, right on BETH s bad leg.
BETH pounds ber fist on the bed. There is a long silence
. @ very long silence as all four lie there quietly
in pain. Then the sobbing subsides, and we just hear
them sigh and breatbe)

MorT What was that doctor’s name? I think maybe
we should all see him.

BETH Did he kick you hard, Mort?

MORT

S Listen, where he kicked me, even easy would
urt. i

4
4
%
3
B
1

sru (On the floor) 1 still have a few good teeth left. I'll
bite your goddamn leg off unless you apologize to
Gert for calling her a moron.

VORT (On the floor, facing away from bim) 1didn’t call
her a moron. I called her an idiot. (Suddenly stu lets
out a war cry and lunges for MORT S leg. He grabs it and
pites into his calf. MORT screams in pain) Oh, Jesus! Oh,
God, get him off me.

(stuU holds on tenaciously)

GERT (Screams) Stu, you'll hurt yourself. He’s as hard

as a rock.
(MORT Starts to pull sTU off bim)

. MmorT You crazy bastard!

(He throws sTU to the ground and jumps on top of
him, straddling bim)

. sTu (Struggling) Let me go! Let me up, you ele-

=

S e e S Tl s

phant.

mort All right, I had enough of you, you skinny
little pipsqueak. Don’t you ever bite me again. You
could give me a blood disease.

sru  Gert, hit him! Get a lamp and hit him!

GERT (She tries to swat MORT away with the towel) Don’t
sit on him, please! Get off him, you fat water tank

... Oh, I'm sorry, Beth.
seTH Listen, the truth is the truth.

morT (To stu) All right. Now, nobody is leaving this
room until we all make up with each other. We
came here friends and we're leaving friends. Now,
tell me we're friends, you bastard!
(He chokes bim)
cert Make up with him, Stu. It's the only chance we

have.

stu I make up . .. I surrender and make up.

mortT Not like that. Like you mean it.
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stu I mean it ... I can’t breathe. You're cutting off
my air.

peTH (Lying down flat on the bed—she can’t see them) |
don’t understand. Why is he cutting off his hair:

morT And tell me you had a good time on our vac,.
tion . .. Tell me!

stu I had a good time.
mMorT Especially the Japanese restaurants.

stu Especially the goddamned Japanese restaurants,
Let me up! My ribs are cracking.

morT And you want to take another vacation with us
next year!

stu Crack my ribs! Crush me! I won’t say that!
(The curtain starts to fall)

morT, BETH and GerT Say it! Say it! Say it!
Curtain .




