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NICK. [ didn't say that ... I said she gets sick quite easily,
GEORGE. Oh. I thought thar by sick you meant ...

NICK. Well, it's true ... She ... she does throw up a lot. Once she
starts ... there’s practically no stopping her ... | mean, she'll g0
right on ... for hours. Not all the time, bur ... regularly,
GEORGE. You can tell time by her, hunh?

NICK. Just abour.

GEORGE. Drink?

MNICK. Sure. (With mo emotion, except the faintest distaste, as George
takes bis glass to the bar.) 1 married her because she was pregnant.
GEORGE. (Pause.) Oh? (Pause.) But you said you didn't have any
children ... When I asked you, you said ..,

NICK. Shewasn't... really. Ir was a hysterical pregnancy. She blew
up, and then she went down.

GEORGE. And while she was up, you married her.

NICK. And then she went down. (They both laugh, and are a little
surprised that they do.)

GEORGE. Uh ... Bourbon i right.

NICK. Uh ... yes, Bourbon.

GEORGE. (Ar the bar, still.) When I was sixteen and going to prep
school, during the Punic Wars, a bunch of us used to go into New
York on the first day of vacations, before we fanned out to our
homes, and in the evening this bunch of us used to go to this gin
mill owned by the gangster-father of one of us — for this was dur-
ing the Grear Experiment, or Prohibition, as it is more frequently
called, and it was a bad time for the liquor lobby, but a fine time for
the crooks and the cops — and we would go to this gin mill, and
we would drink with the grown-ups and listen to the jazz. And one
time, in the bunch of us, there was this boy who was fiftcen, and he
had killed his mother with a shotgun some years before — acciden-
tally, completely accidentally, withourt even an unconscious motiva-
tion, [ have no doubt, no doubt ar all — and this one evening this
boy went with us, and we ordered our drinks, and when it came his
turn he said, I'll have bergin ... give me some bergin, please ..
bergin and water. Well, we all laughed ... he was blond and he had
the face of a cherub, and we all laughed, and his cheeks went red
and the color rose in his neck, and the assistant crook who had
taken our order told people at the next table what the boy had said,
and then they laughed, and then more people were told and the
Laugthf grew, and more people and more laughter, and no one ¥
laughing more than us, and none of us laughing more chan the bo}
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who had shot his morher. And soon, everyane in the gin mill knew
what the laughter was abour, and everyone started ordering bergin,
d laughing when they ordered it. And soon, of course, the laugh-
ter became less general, but it did nort subside, entirely, for a very
Jong time, for always at _[his table or thar someone would order
bergin and a new area of laughter would rise, We drank free thar
night. and we were huug,h[ champagne by the management, by the
gangster- father of one of us. And of course, we suffered the next day,
each of us, alone, on his train, away from New York, each of us with
a grown-ups hangover ... but it was the grandest day of my ...
}Tuuth. ( Hiaweds Nick a drink on the word. )

NICK. (Very guietly.) Thank you. What ... what happened to the
boy ... the boy who had shor his mother?

GEORGE. I wont tell you.

NICK. All right.

GEORGE. The following summer, on a country road, with his
learner’s permit in his pocker and his father on the front seat to his
right, he swerved the car, to avoid a porcupine, and drove straight
into a large tree,

NICK. (Faintly pleading.) No.

GEORGE. He was not killed, of course. And in the hospital,
when he was conscious and out of danger, and when they told him
that his facher was dead, he began to laugh, I have been told, and
his laughter grew and he would not stop, and it was not until after
they jammed a needle in his arm, not until after that, until his con-
sciousness slipped away from him, thar his laughter subsided ...
stopped. And when he was recovered from his injuries enough so
that he could be moved without damage should he struggle, he was

put in an asylum. Thar was thirty years ago.
NICK. Is he ... still there?

GEORGE. Oh, yes. And I'm told thar for these thirty years he has
..o not ... uttered ... one ... sound. (A rather long silence: five sec-
| onls, pe’mse.,.i' MARTHA! (Pause.) MARTHA!

- NICK. I told you ... she's making coffee.

GEORGE. For your hysterical wife, who goes up and down.
NICK. Went. Up and down.

GEORGE. Went. No more?

NICK. No more. Nothing. '
GEORGE.  (After a sympathetic pause.) The saddest Shing o
men ... Well, no, one of the saddest things about il bl
ey age ... some of them. Do you know what icis with insane peo-
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ACT THREE
THE EXORCISM

el

Martha enters, talking to berself

MARTHA. Hey, heyv ... Where is evervbody...? (I i evidens she i
not bothered.) Sof Drop me: pluck me like a goddamn ... wharever.
i-is ... creeping vine, and throw me over vour shoulder like 4 old
shoe ... George? (Looks about her.) George? (Silence.) George! Wha
are  vou n{i.‘l!ﬂ'&:: h.ll.ti.l'lé:. or :'5l'ﬂ1‘|L'Ih'i1'lg? I.'-\}.‘}'FII-IF- ] '-:FL\R'.,;H,'
(Silence.) O, fa Chri ... (Goes to the bar. mghes herse

if @ drink and
amuses berself with the following performance,) Deserted” Abandon-ed!
Lett out in the cold like an old pussvear. HA! Can | et vou a drink,
Martha? Why, thank vou, Lreorges that’s very kind of vou, No.
Martha, noswhy Td do anvthing for vou. Would you, George? Why
I'd do anything tor vou, too. Would vou. Marcha? Why, certainly,
George. Marcha, I've misjudged vou, And 've misjudged vou, e,
Lieorge. WHERE 18 EVERYBODYM "Hump the Hostess!”
(Laughs greatly at this, falle into a chair; calms down, looks defeated,
sy, sofel) Far chance, (Foen sofrer.) Fat chance, ( Baby-talk nou:)
Daddy? Daddy? Martha is abandon-ed. Left o her own vices ar ...
{1”1":’.!5 at a clock.) :-il.1'll'lr.‘l]'lil'lj_.!'h l“l.'lli.'-'l.'k in the old AL Daddy
White-Mouse; do vou really have red eves? Do you? Let me see.
Ohhhhh! You do! You do! Daddy, vou have red eves ... because you
cry all the time, don't you, Daddy. Yes; vou do. You cry alllll the
time. I'LL GIVE ALL YOU BASTARDS FIVE TO COME OUT
FROM WHERE YOU'REF HIDINGY (Pause.) | cry all the nme
too, Daddy. 1 ery allll the time: but deep inside, so no one aan s
me. 1 ery all the time. And Georgie cries all the time, wo. We both
cry all the time, and then, what do we do, we cry, and we ["L": e
tears, and we put ‘em in the icebox, in the goddamn ice tays (g "
to- Lawgh.) undil they're frozen (Laughs even more.) and then .. ; 2
put them ... in our ... drinks. (More Laughier, r:'J"H':'..L i SOt '::tr:
elie, too, After sobering silence. Sudly:) U've got windshield mtwtlb: .
my eyes, because | married you ... baby!... Martha, youll be:
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MARTHA. (Sedll braying.) | wasnt talking abour your porengig). |
was talking abour vour goddamn performance,

NICK. (Softle ) Oh,

MARTHA. (S soffern too) Your porentials fine, Its dandy
I“:'-:.,'-Frﬂ ,’r*-,. {:: :1‘1'”',1“ ,," .'“-““ll.]tl;‘]}' tll.llltl?.'_ | h:.l‘l-'l.‘l].[ seen _qu;:h .-J
dandy porential in a long time, Oh, but baby, you sure are a flop.
NICK. (Snapping ir our.) Evervbody's a Hop to you! Your husband's
a tlop, fim a Hop ...

MARTHA. (Dismissing him.) You're all flops. I am the Earth
Mother, and vou've all Qops. (Mare or less to herself]) 1 disgust me, |
pass my life in crummy, totally pointless infidelities ... (Laughs rue-
fully.) would-be infidelities, Hump the Hostess? That’s a laugh, A
bunch of boozed-up ... impotent lunk-heads. Martha makes goo-
goo eves and the lunk-heads grin, and roll cheir beauritul, beauti-
ful eves back, and grin some more, and Martha licks her chops, and
the lunk-heads slap over to the bar ro pick up a little courage, and
they pick up a liule courage, and they bounce back over to old
Martha, who does a litdde dance for them, which heats them all up
... mentally ... and so they slap over to the bar again, and pick up
a little more courage, and their wives and sweethearts stick their
noses up in the air ... right through the ceiling, sometimes ...
which sends the lunk-heads back ro the soda fountain again where
they fuel up some more while Martha-poo sits there with her dress
up over her head ... suffocating — you don't know how seaffy it is
with your dress up over your head — suffocating! waiting for the
lunk-heads; so, finally they get their courage up ... but thac’s all.
baby! Oh my, there is sometimes some very nice potential, but, oh
my! My, my, my. (Brightly.) But thacs how it is in civilized society.
(1o he rself again.) All the gorgeous lunk-heads. Poor babies. (7o
Nick, now; earnestly ) There is only one man in my life who has ever
... made me ]‘l.‘l[_‘lp}f, Do vou |.;|-|._-.-||n,.- thar? One!

NICK. The ... the what-do-you-call-ic? ... uh ... the lawn mower
or Sl}Il'u:lhj]]g? -

MARTHA. No; I'd torgotten him. But when | think about him
and me its almost like being a voyeur, Hunh, No; | didn’t mean

E}Jm; | meam Giearge, of course, (No response from Witk 8
Licorge; my hushand,

NICK, (Disbelieving, ) You're adding
el ,1:,11 !;rg ou're kidding,
NICK. You mus
MARTHA. Him.

be. Him?



WHO’S AFRAID OF
VIRGINIA WOOLF?

Set

ACT ONE

FUN AND GAMES

i darkness. Crash against front doov, Marthas laughrer

beard. Fromt door apes, .ﬂr'gﬁnr are switched on. Martha
enters, followed by Creorge.

MARTHA.
GEORGE.
MARTHA.
GEORGE.
MARTHA.
GEORGE.
MARTHA.
GEORGE,
MARTHA.
dump. Hey,
GEORGE,
MARTHA,
GLEORGE.
MARTHA,
GEORGE,
MARTHA,

Jesus ...

... Shhhhhhh ...

... H. Christ ...

For God's sake, Martha, it's two o'clock in the ...
Oh, George!

Well, I'm serry buc ...

What a cluck! Whar a cluck you are.

It’s late, you know? Lare,

(Looks about the room. Imitates Bette Davis.) Whar a
what’s that from? “Whar a dump!”

How would I know whar ...

Aw, come on! Whar's it from? You know ...

... Martha ...

WHAT'S IT FROM, FOR CHRIST'S SAKE:?
(Wearily. ) What's what from?

[ just vold yous; I just did iv. “What a dump!”™ Hunh?

What's thay trom?

{.IJE JH( ]I',.
MARTHA,

ELre

I haven't the faintest idea whar ... o
Dumbbell! It's from some goddamn Bere Davis pic-

- some goddamn Warner Brodhers epic ...
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GEORGE. [ can't remember all the pictures that ...

MARTHA. Nobody’s asking you to remember every gaddamn
Warner Brothers epic ... just one! One single lictle epic! Bete
Davis gets peritonitis in the end ... she’s got this big black fright
wig she wears all through the picture and she gets peritonitis, and
she’s married to Joseph Cotten or something ...

GEORGE. ... Somebody ...

MARTHA. ... somebody ... and she wants to go to Chicago all
the time, ‘cause she’s in love with that actor with the scar ... But
she gets sick, and she sits down in front of her dressing rable ...
GEORGE. Whar actor? Whart scar?

MARTHA. 7 can't remember his name, for God’s sake. What's the
name of the picture? | want to know what the name of the picrure
i5. She sits down in front of her dressing table ... and she’s gor this
peritonitis ... and she tries to put her lipstick on, bur she can' ...
and she gets it all over her face ... but she decides to go to Chicago
anyway, and ...

GEORGE. Chicago! It’s called Chicago.

MARTHA. Hunh? Whar ... what is?

GEORGE. The picture. It's called Chicago ...

MARTHA. Good grief! Don't you know anpthing! Chicago was a
thirties musical, starring liccle Miss Alice Faye. Don't you know
anything?

GEORGE. Well, that was probably before my time, bur ...
MARTHA. Can it! Just cut that out! This picture ... Bette Davis
comes home from a hard day at the grocery store ...

GEORGE. She works in a grocery store?

MARTHA. She’s a housewife; she buys things ... and she comes
home with the groceries, and she walks into the modest living
room of the modest cortage modest Joseph Corten has set her up
in ...

GEORGE. Are they married?

MARTHA. (Fmpatiently) Yes. They're married. To each other.
Cluck! And she comes in, and she looks around, and she puts her
groceries down, and she says, “What a dump!”

GEORGE. (Pause,)} Oh.

MARTHA. (Pause.) She's discontent.

GEORGE. (Pawuse.) Oh.

MARTHA. (Panse.) Well, what's the name of the picture?
GEORGE. | really don't know, Martha ...

MARTHA. Well, think!



GEORGE. I'm vired, dear ... it’s late ... and besides ..

MARTHA. Idon't know what you're so tired about ... you haven't

done anything all day; you didn’t have any classes or anything ...

GEORGE. Well, I'm tired ... If your father didn't set up these
ddamn Saturday night orgies all the time ...

MARTHA. Well, that’s too bad abour you, George ...

GEORGE. (Grumbling.) Well, that's how it is, anyway.

MARTHA. You didn't 4o anything; you never do anything; you

never mix. You just sit around and sl

GEORGE. Whar do you want me to do? Do you want me to act

like you? Do you want me to go around all night braying at every-

body, the way you do?

MARTHA. (Braying) 1 DON'T BRAY!

GEORGE. (Saftly.) All right ... you don't bray.

MARTHA. (Hurt)1 do not bray.

GEORGE. All right. I said you didn't bnay.

MARTHA. (Pouting.) Make me a drink.

GEORGE. Whar?

MARTHA. (Sulf softly) 1 said, make me a drink.

GEORGE. (Moving to the portable bar.) Well, 1 don't suppose a

nightcapd kill either one of us ...

MARTHA. A nighteap? Are you kidding? We've got guests.

GEORGE. (Disbelieving.) We've got whar?

MARTHA. Guests. GUESTS.

GEORGE. GUESTS!

MARTHA. Yes ... guests ... people ... We've gor guests coming
over,

GEORGE. When?
MARTHA. NOW!
GEORGE. Good Lord, Martha ... do you know what time it ...
Wha coming over?
MARTHA, Whart's-their-name.
GEORGE. Whao?
M:‘f‘hll’!'l 1A, WHAT'S-THEIR-NAME!
GEORGE. Who what's-their-name?
MARTHA. | don’t know whar their name is, George ... You met
them tonighy ... they're new ... he’s in the math department, or
""_“'Illm:thilq_r|
GEC J'rfi_{ih. Wha ... who are these people?
:"_1"'_"‘]“ Ha"‘; You met them tonight, George.
‘H"{{Ill- I don't remember meciing anyonc “""th
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VARTHA. Well you did ... Will you give me my drink, please ...
He's in the math department ... about thirty, blond, and ...

GEORGE. ... and good-looking ...

MARTHA, Yes ... and good-looking ...

GEORGE. It figures.

MARTHA. ... and his wifes a mouscy little type, without any
hips, or anything.

GEORGE. (Vaguely) Oh.

MARTHA. You remember them now?

GEORGE. Yes, I guess so, Martha ... But why in God's name are
they coming over here now?

MARTHA. (I a so-there voice.) Because Daddy said we should be
nice to them, that’s why.

GEORGE. (Defeated.) Oh, Lord.

MARTHA. May I have my drink, please? Daddy said we should
be nice to them. Thank you.

GEORGE. But why now? It's after two o'clock in the morning,
and ...

MARTHA. Because Daddy said we should be nice to them!
GEORGE. Yes. But I'm sure your father didn't mean we were sup-
posed to stay up all night with these people. I mean, we could have
them over some Sunday or something ...

MARTHA. Well, never mind ... Besides, it s Sunday. Very early
Sunday.

GEORGE. I mean ... its ridiculous ...

MARTHA. Well, it's done!

GEORGE. (Resigned and exasperated.) All right. Well ... where are
they? If we've got guests where are they?

MARTHA. Theyll be here soon.

GEORGE. What did they do ... go home and get some sleep first,
ar something?

MARTHA. They'll be¢ here!

GEORGE. I wish youd rell me about something somerime ... 1
wish you'd stop springing things on me all the rime.

MARTHA. I don't spring things on you all the time.

GEORGE. Yes, you do ... you really do ... voure always spring-
tng things on me. }
MARTHA. (Friendly-patronizing.) Oh, George!

GEORGE. Always,

MARTHA. Poor Georgie-Porgie, put-upon-pie, (As he sulks.)
Awwwwww ... what arc you doing? Arc you sulking? Hunh? Let
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[ see ... are you sulking? Is that what you're doing?
GEORGE. (Véry guietly.) Never mind, Martha ...
VARTHA. AWWWWWWWWW
GEORGE. Just don't bother yourself ...
MARTHA. AW RWNWNWWWNW! (No reaction.) Hey! (No
seaction.) HEY! (George looks at ber, put-upon.) Hey, (She sings.)
Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf,
Virginia Woolf,
Virginia Woolt ...
Ha, ha, ha, HA! (No reaction.) What's che marter ... didn't you
think that was funny? Hunh? (Deffantiy) 1 thought it was a scream
... a real seream. You didn't like it, hunh?
GEORGE. It was all nght, Martha ...
MARTHA. You laughed your head off when you heard it at the
arty.
EEDRGE. | smiled. 1 didn't laugh my head off ... I smiled, you
know? ... it was all right.
MARTHA. (Gaszing into her drink.) You laughed your goddamn
head off.
GEORGE. Ir was all right ..,
MARTHA. (Ugly) It was a scream!
GEORGE. (Patiently.) It was very funny; yes.
MARTHA. (Afier a moment’s consideration.) You make me puke!
GEORGE. Whar?
MARTHA. Uh ... you make me puke!
GEORGE. (Thinks about it ... then ... ) That wasn't a very nice
thing to say, Marcha.
MARTHA. Thar wasn't what?
GEORGE. ... a very nice thing to say.
MARTHA. I like your anger. I think thar’s what I like about you
Most ... your anger. You're such a ... such a simp! You don't even
have the ... the whar? ...
GEORGE. ... gurs? ...
MARTHA. PHRASEMAKER! (Pause ... then they both laugh.)
IHE]-_F, Put some more ice in my drink, will you? You never pur any
e in my drink. Why is thar, hunh?
GE{}R{;E. (Takes her drink.) I always put ice in your drink. You
€At i, that's all. Ir's that habit you have ... chewing your ice cubes
f"-'i IJI’:‘*’_E cocker spaniel. You'll crack your big teeth,
CJARTHA. THEY'RE MY BIG TEETH!
1k( IRGE. Some of them ... some of them.
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MARTHA. TI've got more teeth than you've gor.

GEORGE. Two more.

MARTHA. Well, two more's a lot more.

GEORGE. I suppose it is. I suppose it's pretty remarkable ..,
sidering how old you are. "

MARTHA. YOU CUT THAT OUT! (Pause.) You're not so youn
yourself. ?

GEORGE. (With boyish pleasure, a chant.) I'm six years younger

than you are ... I always have been and I always will be.

MARTHA. (Glumly) Well ... you're going bald.

GEORGE. 5o are you. (Pause ... they both laugh,) Hello, heney.

MARTHA. Hello. C'mon over here and give your mommy a big

sloppy kiss.

GEORGE. ... oh, now ...

MARTHA. 1 WANT A BIG SLOPPY KISS!

GEORGE. (Preoccupied.) 1 don't want to kiss you, Martha. Where

are these people? Where are these pegple you invited over?

MARTHA. They stayed on to talk to Daddy ... They'll be here ...
Why don't you want to kiss me?

GEORGE. (To0 matter-of-fact.) Well, dear, if [ kissed you I'd get

all excited ... I'd get beside myself, and I'd take you, by force, right

here on the living room rug, and then our little guests would walk

in, and ... well, just think what your father would say abour shax.

MARTHA. You pig!

GEORGE. (Haughtily,) Oink! Oink!

MARTHA. Ha, ha, ha, HA! Make me another drink ... lover.

GEORGE. (Taking her glass.) My God, you can swill it down, can't
oul

i"L"’".RTI-I..e""|.+ (Imitating a tiny child.) I'm firsty.

GEORGE. ]esus!

MARTHA. (Swinging around.) Look, sweetheart, [ can drink you

under any goddamn table you want ... so don’t worry about me!

GEORGE. Martha, I gave you the prize years ago ... There isnt

an abominartion award going that you ...

MARTHA. I swear ... if you existed I'd divorce you ...

GEORGE. Well, just stay on your feer, that's all ... These people

are your guests, you know, and ...

MARTHA. I can't even see you ... I haven't been able to sec you
for years ..

GEORGE. ... if you pass our, or throw up, or something ...
MARTHA. ... I mean, you're a blank, a cipher ...
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GEORGE. ... and try to keep your clothes on, too. There aren't
many more sickening sights than you with a couple of drinks in
vou and vour skirt up over your head, you know ...
MARTHA. ... azero...
GEOQRGE. ... your heads, | should say ... (The front doorbell chimes.)
MARTHA. Parry! Parcy!
GEORGE.  (Murderonsly) I'm really looking forward o this,
Martha ...
MARTHA., (Same.) Go answer the door.
GEORGE. (Net moving.) You answer it.
MARTHA. Ger two that door, you. (He does not move.) I'll fix you,
you ...
GEORGE. (Fake-ipits) ... wo you ... (Door chime again.)
MARTHA. (Shouring ... to the door) CMON IN! (To George,
between her reeth.) | said, get over there!
GEORGE. (Moves a little toward the door, smiling slightly) All
right, love ... whatever love wants. (Moving toward the door.) Isn't
it nice the way some people have manners, though, even in this day
and age? Isn't it nice that some people won't come breaking into
other people’s houses even if they do hear some subhuman monster
yowling at ‘em from inside...?
MARTHA. FUCK YOU! (Simultaneously with Marthas last remark,
George flings open the front doov. Honey and Nick are framed in the
entrance. There is a brief silence, then ... )
GEQRGE. (Ostensibly a pleased recognition of Honey and Nick, but
really satisfaction at having Marthas explosion overheard.) Ahhhhhh-
hhhhhhh!
MARTHA. (A4 little too loud ... to cover.) HI! Hi, there ... Cmon in!
HONEY and NICK. (Ad lib.) Hello, here we are ... hi ... (Er.)
GEORGE. (Very matter-of-factly.) You must be our lirtle guests.
MARTHA. Ha, ha, ha, HA! Just ignore old sour-puss over there.
C'mon in, kids ... give your coars and stuff to sour-puss.
NICK. (Without expression.) Well, now, perhaps we shouldn't have
Lome |,
HONEY. Yes ... it is late, and ... -
MARTHA. Late! Are you kidding? Throw your stufft down any-
where and c’mon in.
LGEORGE, (Vaguely ... walking away.) Anywhere furniture,
ﬂ:“'r_ .. doesn't make any difference around this place
NICK, (1 Heoney ) 1 1old you we shouldn’t have come

ARTHA. (Stentorian.) | said ¢'mon in! Now ¢'mon!
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MARTHA. Ven good, Leorge.

GEORGE. Thank vou, Martha.

MARTHA. Really good.

CEORGE. I'm glad you liked ic.

MARTHA. I mean ... You did a good job ... vou really fixed i.
GEORGE. Unh-hunh.

MARTHA. Ir's the most ... life you've shown in a long time.
GEORGE. You bring out the best in me, baby.

MARTHA. Yeah ... pigmy hunting]

GEORGE. PIGMY!

MARTHA. You're really a bastard.

GEORGE. I 2

MARTHA. Yeah ... vou,

GEORGE. Baby, if quarterback there is a pigmy, you've certainly
changed vour style. What are vou after now ... gianes?
MARTHA. You make me sick.

GEORGE. It's perfectly all righ for you ... [ mean, you can make
up vour own rules ... you can go around like a hopped-up Arab,
slashing away ar evervthing in sight, scarring up half the world if
you want to. But someone else try it ... no sir!

MARTHA. You miserable ...

GEORGE. (Mocking.) Why baby, I did it all for you. 1 thoughe
youd like it, sweetheart ... it's sort of to your taste ... blood, car-
nage and all. Why, I thought you'd ger all excited ... sort of heave
and pant and come running at me, your melons bobbling.
MARTHA. You've really screwed up, George.

GEORGE. (Spitting it ont.) Oh, for God's sake, Martha!
MARTHA. I mean it ... you really have. _
GEORGE. (Barely contained anger now.) You can sit there in that
chair of yours, you can sit there with the gin running out of your
mouth, and you can humiliate me, you can tear me apart ... ALL
NIGHT ... and that's perfectly all righe ... thats OK ...
MARTHA. YOU CAN STAND IT!

GEORGE. 1 CANNOT STAND IT! _ )
MARTHA. YOU CAN STAND IT! YOU MARRIED ME FOR
IT! (A silence.)

GEORGE. (Chuserly. ) That 1s a dr::-pc'l':ll:.']}' sick lie. _

MARTHA. DON'T YOU KNOW 1T, EVEN YET

GLORGE. (Shaking his bead.) Oh ... Martha.

MARTHA, My arm has QOret tired whipping you.

GRORGE, (Staves at her in disbelief)) You're mad.
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‘HA. For twenty-three years!
IILE?{]:‘TS;EIIEA You're deluded ... M::wthm g.ruu’te deluded.
MARTHA. IT'S NOT WHAT I'VE WANTED!
GEORGE. I thoughr ar least you were ... on to yourself | didn't
know. I ... didn’t know.
MARTHA. (Anger taking over.) I'm on to myself,
GEORGE. (As if she were some sort of bug.)No ... no .. you're sick
MARTHA. (Rises — sereams.) 'LL SHOW YOU WHOQ's SICK!
GEORGE. All right, Martha ... you're going too far. .
MARTHA. (Sereams again.) 'LL SHOW YOU WHO'S SICK.
I'LL SHOW YOU,
GEORGE. (He shakes her.) Stop it! (Pushes her back in her chair )
Now, stop it!
MARTHA. (Calmer.) T'll show you who's sick. (Calmer ) Boy,
voure really having a field day, hunh? Well, I'm going to finish you
... before I'm through with you ... '
GEORGE. ... you and the quarterback ... you both gonna finish
me...? And you'll wish you'd never mentioned our son!
MARTHA. (Dripping contempt.) You ...
GEORGE. Now, I said I warned you.
MARTHA. TI'm impressed.
GEORGE. [ warned you not to go too far.
MARTHA. I'm just beginning,
GEORGE. (Calmly, matter-of-factly.) 'm numbed enough now, 1o
be able to take you when we're alone. 1 don't listen to you ... of
when [ do listen to you, I sift everything, I bring everything down
to reflex response, so [ don't really Aear you, which is the only way
[0 manage it.
MARTHA. Nuts!
GEORGE. Well, you can go on like that as long as you want to.
And, when you're done ... _
MARTHA. Have you ever listened to your sentences, George!
Have you ever listened to the way you talk? You're so frigging ...
convoluted ... thas what you are. You ralk like you were writing
one of your stupid papers.
GEORGE. I've got to find some way to really get at you. .
MARTHA. You've got at me, George ... you don't have to -.ic}ri any-
thing. Twenty-three years of you has been quite fnnug:h. You ;:T“
what's happened, George? You want ro know whats really fap-
pened? (Snaps her fingers.) It's snapped, finally ...
GEORGE. Come off it, Martha.
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MARTHA. Tve tried ... I've really tried,
GEORGE. (With seme awe.) You're a monster you are,
MARTHA. I'm loud, and I'm vulgar, and I wear the pants in this
house because somebody’s gor o, but I am not a monster, [ am ot
GEORGE. You're a spoiled, self-indulgent, willful, dirty-minded,
Equﬂﬁﬁdﬂf“ e
MARTHA. SNAP! It went snap. Look, I'm not £Oing 1o try o get
through to you anymore ... I'm not going to try. There was a sec-
ond back there, maybe, there was a second, just a second, when 1
could have gotten through to you, when maybe we could have cur
through all this crap.
GEORGE. [ don't believe you ... I just don't believe vou. There is
no moment ... there is no moment anymore when we could ...
come together,
MARTHA. (Armed again.) Well, maybe you're right, baby. You can't
come together with nothing, and you're nothing! SNAP! It went snap
tonight at Daddy's party. (Dripping contempt, but there is fiury and loss
under it.) 1 sat there at Daddy’s party, and [ watched you ... T watched
you sitring there, and I watched the younger men around you, the
men who were going to go somewhere. And I sar there and I warched
you, and yor weren't there! And it snapped! It finally snapped! And I'm
going to howl it out, and I'm nor going to give a damn what [ do. and
I'm goin g to make the damned biggest explosion you ever heard.
- GEORGE. (Very pointedly,) You try it and I'll beat you ar your own
| Bame,
MARTHA, (Hopefiully,) Is that a threar, George? Hunh?
GE(J"RGE. Thart’s a threar, Martha,
MARTHA. (Fake-spits at him. ) You're going to ger it, baby.
GEHEGE. Be careful, Martha ... I'll rip vou to pieces.
MARTHA. You aren't man enough ... you haven't gor the gurs.
GEORGE. Total war?
MJ"HRTHH. Total, (Silence. They both seem relieved ... elated. Nick
feenters, ) -
?:&K- _I'r-’_l'nrm:'ug his hands off) Well ... she’s ... resung,
hj'L';l.liln'{ L. (Quietly amused ar Nicks calm, off-hand manner) Oh?
Nic j HA, .Winill? She all righe?
-f%: | think so ... now, I'm ... terribly sorry ...
MAR| HA. Forger about it
GEORGE. 1y f‘ - Il the time | here
NIc - -l[}JLI1HIJ the tme around Rere.
K. She'll be all righ,
ARTH all g | : ,
1A, Shes lying down? Hlnliﬁull:unuuprnrnrl‘llJ bed
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MARTHA. Some men would give their right arm for the chance!
GEORGE. (Quierly.) Alas, Martha, in realicy it works ourt thar the
sacrifice is usually of a somewhar more private portion of the
Anaromy.

MARTHA. (A snarl of dismissal and contempt.) NYYYYAAAAH-
HHHH!

HONEY. (Rising quickly.) | wonder if you could show me where
the ... (Her voice trails off)

GEORGE. (1o Martha, indicating Honey.) Martha ...

NICK. (1o Honey) Ave vou all righr?

HONEY. Of course, dear.  want t ... put some powder on my nose.
GEORGE. (As Martha is not geiting up.) Martha, won't you show
her where we keep the ... euphemism?

MARTHA. Hm? What? Oh! Sure! (Rises.) I'm sorry, c'mon. I want
1o show vou the house.

HONEY. T think Id like o ...

MARTHA. ... wash up? Sure ... cmon with me. { Takes Honey by
the arm. To the men:) You two do seme men talk for a while.
HONEY. (7o Nick.) We'll be back, dear.

MARTHA. (Te George ) Honestly, George, you burn me up!
GEORGE. (Happily.) All right.

MARTHA. You n::lﬂ}' do, Gﬂﬂrge,

GEORGE. OK, Marcha ... OK. Just ... rror along,

MARTHA. You really do.

GEORGE. OK. OK, Vanish.

MARTHA. (Practically dragging Honey out with her.) C'mon.,
GEORGE. Vanish. (The women have gone.) So? What'll ir be?
NICK. Oh, I don't know ... I'll stick to bourbon, | guess.
GEQORGE. (Takes Nicks glass, goes to portable bar.) Thar what you
were drinking over at arnassus?

NICK. Ower ar...?

GEORGE. Parnassus.

NICK. I don’t understand.

GEORGE. Skip it. (Hands him his drink.) One bourbon,

NICK. Thanks.

GEORGE, It's just a Flj"i'l,.';lﬂ: joke berween li'l ol Martha and me.
( L hey sir.) So? (Pawse.) So ... you're in the math duparlmcm, ¢h?
NI{:K. M“ R 11"]1 Iieh.

{J.I'_.f_:'li[ll'" Moartha caid you were. | think thats what she said.
(Not tow friendly ) What made you decide 1o be a teacher?

NICK. Oh ... well, the same Il'llmal,!-. that ... uh ... motivated vou,



[ imagine.

CEORGE. Whart were they?

NICK. (Formal) Pardon?

GEORGE. 1 said, what were they? What were the things thy
motivated me? ‘ T

NICK. (Laughing uneasily) Well ... I'm sure [‘dunr know, .
GEORGE. You just finished saying that the things that motivared
vou were the same things that motivated me,

NICK. (With a listle pigue.) 1 said 1 imagined they were.
GEORGE. Oh. (Off-hand.) Did you? (Panse.) Well ... (Pause.)
You like it here? y

NICK. (Looking about the room.) Yes ... irs ... its fine.
GEORGE. T mean the University.

NICK. Oh ... | thought you meant ...

GEORGE. Yes ... | can see you did. (Pause) 1 meant the
University.

NICK. Well, I ... Ilike it ... fine. (As George just stares at him.) Just
fine. (Same.) You ... you've been here quite a long time, haven't you!
GEORGE. (Absently, as if he had not heard,) What? Oh ... yes.
Ever since [ married ... uh, What's-her-name ... uh, Martha, Even
before that. (Pause.) Forever. (To himself.) Dashed hopes, and good
intentions. Good, beteer, best, bested, (Back to Nick.) How do you
like thar for a declension, young man? Eh?

NICK. Sir, I'm sorry if we ...

GEORGE. (With an edge in his voice.) You didn't answer my question.
NICK. Sir?

GEORGE. Don't you condescend to me! (Toying with him.) 1
asked you how you liked thar for a declension: good; better: best:

bested. Hm? Well?

MNICK. (With some distaste.) | really don't know whar to say.
GEORGE. (Feigned incredulonsness.) You really don't know whar
o SAys

NICK. (Swapping it ont.) All right ... what do you want me o say?
Do you want me to say ics funny, so you can contradict me and say
it's sad? Or do you want me to say it’s sad so you can turn around
and say, no, its funny. You can play that damn licde game any way
:p'ﬂ" Wit Lo, }"[]'ll ]{T.IH“"!

GEORGE. !"J"é‘f;:;m'ﬁ" dive. ) 1'."':.'[_1.! BUI;:IL{! 1l|.-"['r:|.' Euud!

NICK. (Even angrier than before.) And when my wife comes back,
I think we'll juse ...

GEORGE.  (Sincere.) Now, now ... calm down, my |:ru]r. _Iu:;.t
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calm ... down, (Panse ) All righe. (Pawse.) You want another drink?
Here, give me your ulass,

SICK, 1 still have one. T g think thar when my wife comes back ...
GEORGE. Here ... I'll freshen it. Give me VoL gl:l:-.a. (Takes it.)
NICK., Whar I mean is ... you two ... you and your wife ... seem
to be having seme sort of & ...

GEORGE. Martha and 1 are having ... nothing. Marcha and [ are
merely ... exercising ... that’s all ... we're merely walking what's
left of our wits. Don't pay any attention to it

NICK. (Undecided.) Sall ...

GEORGE. (An abrupt change of pace,) Well, now ... le’s sit down
and talk, hunh?

NICK. (Cool again.) It's just that 1 don't like ro ... become
involved ... (An afterthought.) uh ... in other people’s affairs.
GEORGE. (Comforting a child.) Well, you'll get over that ... small
college and all. Musical beds is the faculty sport around here.
NICK. Sir?

GEORGE. [ said, musical beds is the faculty ... Never mind. 1
wish you wouldn't go “Sir” like that ... not with the question mark
at the end of it. You know? Sir? I know it's meant to be a sign of
respect for your (Winces.) elders ... but ... uh ... the way you do
it ... uh ... Sir*... Madam?

NICK. (With q small, noncommittal smile.) No disrespect intended.
GEORGE. How old are you?

NICK. Twenty-eight. _

GEORGE. I'm forty-something. (Waits for reaction ... get none.)
Aren't you surprised? [ mean ... don't I look older? Doesn't this ...
gray quality suggest the fifties? Don't I sort of fade into back-
grounds ... get lost in the cigaretre smoke? Hunh? ‘
NICK. (Loaking around for an ashtray.) | think you luu_!-a ... fine.
GEORGE. I've always been lean ... I havent put on five pounds
since ] was your age. I don't have a paunch, cither ... Whar ['ve got
.... 've ot this little distension just below the belt ... butirs hard ...
It's not soft Aesh. I use the handball courts. How much dn_:—uu W -.'Ip,h:‘
NICK. T ...

GFEORGE. Hundred and gighr}--ﬁw. hundred and ninery
'J‘JHIfthillH like thac? Do you |1LI}' handball?

MNICK. Well, yes ... no ... I mean, not very well.

GEORGE. Well. then ... we shall play somenme. Martha 15 a
hundred and owenry-five ... years ol She weighs somewhat more
than that, How old is peur wite?

14



MICK. (A fittle bewildered.) She's twenty-six,
GEORGE. Martha is a remarkable woman. [ woy|
weighs around a hundred :Lr}d ten.

NICK. Your ... wife ... weighs...?

GEORGE. Mo, no, my boy. Yours! Your wife. My wife i Marth
NICK. Yes ... I know. o
GEORGE. If you were married to Martha you would knoy what
it means. (Pawse.) Bur then, if I were married to your wife [ would
know whart that means, too ... wouldn't I?
NICK. (After a panse.) Yes.

GEORGE. Martha says you're in the Math Department,
thing.

HngI{, (As if for the hundredth time.) No ... I'm no.
GEORGE. Martha is seldom mistaken ... maybe you shonld be in
the Math Department, or something,

NICK. I'm a biologist. I'm in the Biology Department.

GEORGE. (Afier a pause.) Oh. (Then, as if remembering something.)
OH!

NICK. Sir?

GEORGE. You're the one! You're the one's going to make all thas
trouble ... making everyone the same, rearranging the chromo-
zones, or whatever it is. Isn't thar right?

NICK. (With that small smile.) Not exactly: chromosomes.
GEORGE. I'm very mistrustful. Do you believe ... (Shifting in bis
chair.) ... do you believe that people learn nothing from history?
Not that there is nothing to learn, mind you, but thar people learn
nothing? [ am in the History Department.

NICK. Well ...

GEORGE. 1 am a Doctor. A.B. ... MA. ... PhD. ..

ABMAPHID! Abmaphid has been variously described as a wasting
disease of the frontal lobes, and as a wonder drug, It is actually
both. I'm really very mistrustful. Biology, hunh? (Nick does nor
answer ... nods ... looks.) | read somewhere that science hepon s
really not fiction acall ... that you people are rearranging my geies
50 that everyone will be like everyone else. Now, 1 wont have that
It would be a ... shame. 1 mean ... look at me! Is it “'4"," such 3
gﬂnd idea . o il-t_"l.l'{“l'}ruul_‘ was lorn }"-.'-iul:'llﬂll!ll‘lg and |.-.11l-;_q:;| fifrv-ive

You didn't answer my question abour history.

NICK. This genetic business you're talking about ...

il B ek bl ; ) _'-||.."'|
Lll'.t]l{(.lli.. (]Ih [I'hll.. r!j-l':l-”-”-.i'.'lt'}' I'..F H-'ffj.l i wNave "Ilf FITT) ._,llp_;_rh]'_ I]:l-j J‘.
very upsetting ... very | is a great ded

d imagine she

Or some-

.. disappointing. But history
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more ... disappointing. I am in the History Department,

NICK. Yes ... vou told me.

GEORGE. I know I told you ... I shall probably tell you several
more tmes. Martha tells me often, that 1 am in the History
Diepartment ... as opposed to .Il'w'ug the History Department ... in
the sense of running the History Department. | do not run the
History Department.

NICK. Well, T don't run the Biology Department.

GEORGE. You're twenty-one!

NICK. Twenry-cight,

GEORGE. Twenty-cight! Perhaps when you're forty-something
and look fifty-five, you will run the History Department ..,
NICK. ... Biology ...

GEORGE. ... the Biology Department. I did run the History
Deparment, for four years, during the war, but that was because
everybody was away. Then ... everybody came back ... because
nobody got killed. That's New England for you. Isn't that amazing?
Not one single man in this whole place gor his head shor off. Thar's
pretty irrational. (Broeds.) Your wife doesn’t have any hips ... has

she ... does she?

NICK., Whar?

GEORGE. I don't mean to suggest that I'm hip-happy ... I'm not

one of those thirty-six, twenty-two, seventy-cight men. Nosiree ...

not me. Everything in proportion. [ was implying thar your wife is

.. slim-hipped.

NICK. Yes ... she is.

GEORGE. (Looking at the cetling.) What are they :i'amg up there?

[ assume thar's where they are.

NICK. (Falie heartiness.) You know women.

GEORGE. (Gives Nick a long stare of feigned incredulity ... then his

attention moves.) Not one son-of-a-birch gor killed. Of course,

Eﬂhﬂd}f bombed Washington. No ... that’s not fair. You have any
ids?

NICK. Uh... no ... not vet. (Pause. ) You?

GEORGE., (A kind of challenge.) That's for me o know and vou
to find our,

NICK. Indeed?

GEORGE. No kids, hunh?
NICK. Not Ver.

GEORGE. i"-.-uplu_- do ... uh ... have kids. That's what | meant
AN TR Y |Ih.ll.ll_1.-'. ‘I’Hl:l [n-uplr Al P:”!"F- (] 111.|1~:r' Ilu'm I rest t1,1|:'u,:_-|,h



more ... disappointing, | am in the History Department.

NICK. Yes ... you told me.

GEORGE. T know I told you ... I shall probably tell you several
more times. Martha tells me often, that I am in the History
Department ... as opposed to being the History Department ... in
the sense of running the History Department. I do not run the
History Department.

NICK. Well, T don run the Biology Department.

GEORGE. You're rwenty-one!

NICK. Twenty-eight.

GEORGE. “Twenty-cight! Perhaps when you're forty-something
and look fifty-five, you will run the History Department ...
NICK. ... Biology ...

GEORGE. ... the Biology Department. I did run the History
Department, for four years, during the war, but that was because
everybody was away. Then ... everybody came back ... because
nobody got killed. Thar's New England for you. Isnt that amazing?
Nort one single man in this whole place got his head shot off. Thar’s
pretty irrational. (Broods.) Your wife doesnt have any hips ... has
she ... does she?

NICK. Whar?

GEORGE. I don't mean to suggest that I'm hip-happy ... I'm not
one of those thirty-six, twenty-two, seventy-eight men. Nosiree ...
not me. Everything in proportion. | was implying that your wife is
.. slim-hipped.

NICK. Yes ... she is.

GEORGE. (Looking at the ceiling.) Whar are they doing up there?

I assume that’s where they are.

NICK. (False heartiness.) You know women.

GEORGE. (Gives Nick a long stare of feigned incredudivy ... then his
attention moves.) Not one son-of-a-bitch got killed. Of course,
nobody bombed Washingron. No ... that’s not fair. You have any
kids?

NICK. Uh ... no ... not yet. (Pause.) You?

GEORGE, (A kind of challenge.) That's for me to know and vou
0 find our, -

HH::K. Indeed?

GEORGE. No kids, hunh?

NICK. Mot yet.

GEORGE, People do ... ub ... have kids, Thar's what | meant
abou histor v. You people are going o make them in test tubes,
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arent vou? You biologists, B Babies. Whar will become
deduction? Has anyone figured that our ver? (Nick, :
hnb
-l'?f HrJI-‘I'WE better to rfﬂ f.rm'q'}'u‘ J'm.l"ﬂ'ri'rl,J But vou ane BOINg to have kid
anyway. In spite of history.
NIle EHH{fnrg. ) Yes ... cerrainly. We ... wanr to wair . il
. until we're sertled.
G I:L'I[{Lr And this ... (Wizh a f:.mrfm'rrp taking in not only ¢
hanse. bur the whole ;';umn_'m.rﬂ. . this 15 your heart’s conteny —
Illyria ... Penguin Island ... {.:-.mmrmh . You think you're going
to be happy here in New Carthage, ch?
NICK. (A little defensively) 1 hope we'll stay here,
GEORGE. And every definition has its boundaries, ch? Well,
isn't a bad college, 1 guess. 1 mean ... o'll do. leisne MULT
isn't U.C.L.A ... it isn't the Sorbonne ... or Moscow U, either, tor
that martter.
NICK. 1don't mean ... forever
GEORGE., Well, don't you ler that get bandied abour. The old
man wouldn't like . Marcha’s father eXpects lovalty and devotion
out of his ... staff. | was going to use another word. Martha's father
expects his ... staff ... w cling to the walls of this place, like the
. o come here and grow old ... w fall in the line of service. Une
man, i pmﬂ:::::nr of Latin and Elocution, actually fell in the catere-
ria line, one lunch. He was buried. as many of us have been, and
as many more of us will be, under the shrubbery around the
chapel. Ir is said ... and I have no reason o doube 1t ... thar we
make excellent fertilizer. But the old man is not going o be buned
under the shrubbery ... the old man is not going w die. Marthas
father has the staving power of one of those Micronesian tortoises
There are rumors ... which you must not breathe in front ol
Martha. for she foams ar the mouth ... that the old man, her
father, is over two hundred yvears old. There is probably an wony
involved in chis, but | am not drunk enough o hgure our whar u
is. How many kids vou going to have?
NICK, 1... 1 dont know ... My wite 1s ...
GEORGE, Slim-hipped. (Kies ) Have a dnink.
NICK. Yes.
GEORGE. MARTHA! (Ne ansiwer.) DAMN 11 (10 Nick.) You
asked me il 1 knew women ... Well, one of the things | do wer
know abou them s wha lhn talk abour while the men are talk

g ( Vaguely ) 1 mmst lind o some time,
MARTHAS VOICE., WHADIDYYA WANT?

of th

|_I|:J i “'
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NICK. Have vou been trving for years?
GEORGE. (After a long pause ... looking a "I"'-""J':"'I-Emmm s
malleability, adjustment ... those do seem to he in the Ur&lunn.
things, don't they! er of
NICK. Dont try to put me in the same class wig, vou!
GEORGE. (Pause.) Oh. (Pause.) No, of COourse o, Thin
simpler with you ... you marry a woman because she's 4| hjnf,ﬁ ire
... while I, in my elumsy, old-fashioned way .., M up
NICK. There was more to it than that!

GEORGE. Sure! I'll bet she has money, too!

NICK. (Looks hurt. Then, determined, after a pause.) Yes,
GEORGE. Yes? (Joyfully.) YES! You mean [ wag right? [ hig jp
NICK. Well, vou see ... '
GEORGE. My God, whar archery! First try, t00. How aboyt ghy
NICK. You see ... -
GEORGE. There were other things?

NICK. Yes.

GEORGE. To compensate,

NICK. Yes.

GEORGE. There always are. (Sees thar Nick is reacting badly.) No,
I'm sure chere are. [ didn't mean two be . flip. There are af;

compensating factors ... as in the case of Martha and rn].'s.-:li?m:{'.wfr

Now, on the surface of it ...

NICK. We sort of grew up together, you know ...

GEORGE. ... it looks to be a kind of knock-about, drag-our
affair, on the swrface of it ...

NICK. We knew each other from, oh God, I don't know, when we
were six, or something ...

GEORGE. ... bur somewhere back there, at the beginning of it,
right when I first came to New Carthage, back then ...

NICK. (With some irritation.) I'm SO,

GEORGE. Hm? Oh. No, no ... Iin SOITY,

NICK. No ... its ... it's all right,

GEORGE. No ... you go ahead.

NICK. No ... please.

GEORGE. Iinsist ... You're 2 guest. You go first.

NICK. Well, it seems a little silly ... now.

GEORGE. Nonsense! (Pause.) But if you were six, she must have
been four, or something, lay
NICK. Maybe I was eight ... she was six. We ... we used 0 P13

... doctor,
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EORGE. Thar's a good healthy heterosexual beginning,

CK. (Laughing ) Yup.

ORGE. The scientist even then, eh?

ICK. (Laughs.) Yeah. And it was ... always taken for granted ...

s know ... by our families, and by us, wo, 1 guess. And ... so,

(s

EORGE. (Pause.) Did wha?

JICK. We got married.

EORGE. When you were eight?

ICK. No. No. of course not. Much later,

GEORGE. 1 wondered,

ICK. wouldnt say there was any ... particular passion berween
» even ar the beginning ... of our marriage, | mean,

EORGE. Well, certainly no surprise, no earth-shaking discover-
» atter Doctor, and all,

NICK. | Uncertainly) No ...

GEORGE. Everything’s all pretty much the same, anyway ... in
spite of what they say abour Chinese women.

NICK. What is that?

GEORGE. Let me freshen you up. (Takes Nicks glass.)

NICK. Oh, thanks. After a while you don't get any drunker, do you?
GEORGE, “Well, you do ... but it's different ... evervthing slows
d‘?“‘“ ~+» vou get sodden ... unless you can upchuck ... like your
wife ... then you can sort of start all over again.

HlCK. Everybody drinks a lot here in the East. (Thinks abour i)
E"":’.‘-'hiﬂi}' drinks a lot in the Middle-west, oo,

GEORGE. We drink a great deal in this country, and 1 suspect
we'll be drinking a great deal more, wo ... if we survive. We should
be Arabs or Italians ... the Arabs don't drink, and the lwalians don't
E‘::t drunk much, CXCepL on n:ligiuu:-‘. hu|id‘.l:.'5. We should live on
Crete, or somerhing,

NICK. (Sarcastically ... as if killing a joke.) And that, of course,
‘-“_ﬂll!d mike us cretins,

GEORGE.  (Mild surprise.) So it would. (Hands Nick bis drink
lell me abou your wite’s money.

NICK, (Suddenty swipicions, ) Why!

LGEORGE, Well ... don't then.

NICK, Wha do you want o know abour my wites money for?
”'{EjﬂrH Hunh?

[JIJ.'.{ IRGE, Well, | tl|r|u!1h|, i would be nie
NICK. Na, you didn’



GEORGE. (Still deceptively bland.) All righe .. I Want to kngy,
hout vour wife's money because ... well, because I'm fascinareq by

nll; ;n; sethodology ... by the pragmatic accommodation by whict

:-uu wave-of-the-future boys are going to take over,

] : 're starting in again.

gE%IEGYEUEn I? N::% I'maﬁf]r. ]..ﬂ*::]k Ma{rha has money, to, |

mean, her father’s been robbing this place blind for years, and

NICK. No, he hasn't. He has not.

GEORGE. He hasnt?

NICK. No.

GEORGE. (Shruge.) Very well ... Martha’s father has not been

robbing this place blind for years, and Martha does not haye any
money. OK.? _
NICK. We were talking about my wife's money ... not yours,

GEORGE. OK ... walk.
NICK. Mo. (Pruse.) My father-in-law ... was a man of the Lord,

and he was very rich.

GEORGE. Whar faith?

NICK. He ... my father-in-law ... was called by God when he was
six, or something, and he starred preaching, and he baptized people,
and he saved them, and he traveled around a lot, and he became
pretrty famous ... not like some of them, but he became pretty

famous ... and when he died he had a lot of money.
GEORGE. God’s money,

NICK. Mo ... his own.

GEORGE. What happened to God’s money?

NICK. He spent God’s money ... and he saved his own. He buil
hospitals, and he sent off Mercy ships, and he broughe the our-
houses indoors, and he brought the people outdoors, into the sun.
and he buile three churches, or whatever they were, and wo of
them burned down . __ and he ended up pretty rich.

GEORGE. (After considering ir.) Well, 1 think thar's very mice.
NICK. Yes. (Pause. Gigeles a little.) And so. my wife's got some

money,
(;EE]I{GE. Bur nor God's money,
NICK. No, Her own. '

GEORGE, Well, I think that's very nice. (Nick giggles # 42 :

Mam‘ﬂf EOt oney because Martha’s father's second wife old

Mnrth‘fﬁ mother, bur afper Martha's mother died ... was a very @
Y with warts whe was very rich,

She was a wirch.
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wORGE.  She was a good witch, and she married the white
GELIRY (Nick begins to giggle.) ... with the tiny red eyes ... and
| bbled her warts, or something like that, because she
ff of smoke almost immediately. POUF!

mouse «- !
he muuist 1}-“"-‘ Ll
went up i 3 pu
NICK. POUF! .
GEORGE. POUF! And all that was left, aside from some wart
medicine, was a big fac will ... A peach pie, with some for the
wownship of New Carthage, some for the college, some for Martha's
daddy, and just this much for Martha.

NICK. (Quite beside himself]) Maybe ... maybe my father-in-law
and the witch with the warts should have gotten rogether, because
he was a mouse, too.

GEORGE. (Ukging Nick on.) He was?

NICK. (Breaking down.) Sure ... he was a church mouse! (They
both laugh a great deal, but it is sad laughter ... eventually they sub-
side, fall silent.) Your wife never mentioned a stepmother.
GEORGE. (Considers it.) Well, maybe it isn' crue.

NICK. (Narrowing his eyes.) And maybe it is.

GEORGE. Might be ... might not. Well, I think your story’s a loc
nicer ... abour your pumped-up little wife, and your father-in-law
who was a priest ...

NICK. He was not a priest ... he was a man of God.

GEORGE. Yes.

NICK. And my wife wasn't pumped up ... she blew up.
GEORGE. Yes, Ves,

NICK. (Giggling.) Get things straight.

GEORGE. T'm sorry ... I will. I'm sorry.

NICK, OK,

GEORGE. You realize, of course, that I've been drawing you out
on this stuff, not because I'm interested in vour terrible litehood,
1?ur un.]:.-r because YOU FEpresent a direct and p::rrim'm threar to my
l’EI‘*']‘”“i and | want 1o get the goods on you.

NICK. (Stiff amused.) Sure ... sure.

t'] { -!H{-li'.. ] Tean ... I've “--Llj'n.;_-d_ Vol ... YOUu stand ‘-"-.Illlu'd
NICK. 1 stand warned. {Lawehs.) It's you sneaky types worry me the
mast, you know, You ineffectual sons ol birches ... youre the wornst
GREORGE. Yes we are. Sneaky. An elbow in your steelv-blue eve
v it knee in vaur solid ]...[.{ grom ... Were the worst

MK Tup..

GEORGE. Well, I'm glad vou don't believe me ... 1 know youve
#0t history on vour side, and all
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NICK. Unh-unh. Yauwe got history on your side .
on mine. History, biuh:g}t.

{;E"-.-}RGE. ] I'ﬂ'lnw [hf dlﬁrﬁrtncc_

NICK. You don't act i. ’ _ |
GEORGE. No? I thought we'd decided that youd take over the

History Department first, before you took over the whole worls
You know ... a step at a time.

NICK. (Stretching ... luxuriating ., pa‘is{;r:'ﬂg the game.) Nyaah .
what I thought I'd do is ... T'd sort of insinuate myself generally,
play around for a while, find all the weak spots, shore 'em up, but

with my own name plate on them ... become 1 sort of a fact, and
then turn into a ... a what.. 3

GEORGE. An inevitabiliry,

NICK. Exactly ... An inevitability, You know ... Take over a few

courses from the older men, start some s pecial groups for myself ..,
plow a few pertinent wives . _

GEORGE. Now that’s it! Yo

- I've gor hiulng}.r

u can take over all the courses you
want to, and get as much of the young elite together in the gym-
nasium as you like, but unl you start plowing pertinent wives, you
really aren’t working. The wa

Y to a man's heart is through his wifes
belly, and don't you forger it.

NICK. (Playing along.) Yeah ... 1 know.

GEORGE. And the women around here are no better than putas
— you know, the South American ladies of the night. You know
what they do in South America ... in Rio? The putas? Do you
know? They hiss ... like geese ... They stand around in the street
and they hiss at you . . |ike 4 bunch of geese.

NICK, Grangle,

GEORGE. Hm?

NICK. Gangle ... gangle of geese ... not bunch ... gangle.
GEDlFGE. Well, if you're going to get all cure about ir, all
ornithological, it’s gagole ... not gangle, papele.

NICK, [E:Eagglc? N%tgfg]langle? N

GEORGE. Yes, gagple,

NICK, (Crestfallen. ) Oh.

GEORGE, Oh. Yes ... Well they stand around on the streer and
they hiss ar you, like a bunch of geese. All the faculry wives, "h.‘wn-
town in New Carthage, in front of the A&P, hissing away like 2
bunch of geese. Thar's the way to power — plow 'em all!

NICK. (Sl

playing along.) I'll bet you're right.
GEORGE, Wel, am.
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GICK. And 1 bet your wife’s T.]'I.E.hit_‘:gfﬂ goose in the gangle ...
E oclc, isn't she...? Her father p‘rusld_cnt.‘ ;m-.# 1;111. N

:5:.. You bet vour historical II1E1‘Jti]bl.%lt}’ she is! o

NICK. Yessirree. (Rubs his hands together.) Well, now, I'd just |:-:3|:;
er get her off in 4 corner and mount her like a goddamn dog, eh:
GEORGE. Why, voud certainly better. -

WICK. (Look: ar George a minute, his expression a little sick.) You
know, [ almost think you're serious. | :
GEORGLE. (Jousting him.) No, baby ... you almost think you're
serious, and i scares the hell out of you.

INICK. (Exploding in disbelief.) ME!

GEORGE. Yes ... vou,

INICK. You're kadding!

BGEORGE. (Like a father,) 1 wish [ were ... T'll give you some good
fadvice if yvou want me to ...

NICK. Good advice! From vou? Oh boy! (Seares 1o langh.)

WGEORGE. You haven't learned yet ... Take it wherever you can

f:gc[ it ... Listen 1o me, now,

NICK. Come off jg!

GEORGE, I'm giving you good advice, now.
NICK. Good God. . .!

FEDR{.}E. There’s quicksand here, and youll be dragged down,
Just as .,

NICK. Ok bay.. !

GEORGE, . before you know it ... sucked down, (Nick lanughs

| f.‘.l'i_-:'u:-.'_’;.-_ JYou cl'u;gust me on principit.'. and vouTe a SmMug son of a
irch Personally, bur I'm trying o give you a survival kit. DO YOU

HEAR ME:

NICK. (Stilllaughing) 1 hear you, You come in loud.

GEORGE, ALL RIGHT!

NIF-]{. Hey, Honey,

GEORGE (Siliwce: Thim quierly.) All night ... OK. You want o

P",'r' it h'n-‘ i, I'II1_’,|'IlE ['-_l;;'l'_‘.'lli'l.in!_’,.‘i going (o '.'n!fL. QU anyway

s the t]llll.'[..lllll.' ] ]1i5lul"-.. righr?
b, ¥ .
i“\.i{ J-'L

- Right ... right. You just tend to your knitting, grandma
ke O
t :
bt WRGE. (After a sifence.) I've tried o tried to reach you
iy

B F i i B Ilfll.lrJ:“”‘I"IfL ] make LCOMMEac
GEOe Vs

|t | "":r.'ﬂlfl LRI e e



. Yes. Exactly. , |
g;ﬁgKRﬂfw ... that #s touching ... thatis ... downright m

chat's what it is. (With sudden vehemence.) UP YOURS!

GEORGE. (Brief pause.) Hm? |

NICK. (Threatening.) You hffﬂrd me:

GEORGE. (At Nick, not to him. JYt:[u take the trouble t0 construy

a civilization ... to ... to build a society, based on t,he principles of
... of principle ... you endeavor to make communicable sense oy

of natural order, morality out of the unnatural I%Eﬂtdf:r of man's
mind ... you make government and art, and realize that they are,
must be, both the same ... you bring d‘ung_s to the saddest of all
points ... to the point where there is something to l?se ... then all
at once, through all the music, through a}l the sensible sounds of
men building, attempting, comes the Dies frae. And WI}M is it?
What does the trumpet sound? Up yours. I suppose there’s justice
o it, after all the years ... Up yours.

;JICK. (Brief pa;: ﬁ;—mp.cg;ﬁme:’ing.J Ha, hal Bravo! Ha, ha!
(Laughs on. And Martha reenters, leading Honey, who is wan but
smiling bravely,)

HONEY. (Grandly,) Thank you ... thank you.

MARTHA. Here we are, a little shaky, but on our feet.
GEORGE. Goedie,

NICK. Whatt Oh ... OH! Hj, Honey ... you better?

HONEY. A little bit, dear ... I'd better sit down, though.
NICK. Sure ... ¢mon ... you sit by me.
HONEY. Thank you, dear,

GEORGE. (Beneath his breath.) Touching ... rouching. .
MARTHA. (To George,) Well? Aren't you going to apologize’
GEORGE. (Squinting.) For what, Martha?

MARTHA. For making the litdle lady throw up, what else?
GEORGE. 1 did not make her throw up.

MARTHA. You most certainly did!

GEORGE. | did not!

HONEY. (Papal gesture,) No, now ... no.

MARTHA. 7o George. ) Well, who do you think did ... Sexy over
there? You think he made his own licde wife sick?

GEORGE, (Helpfully.) Well, you make me sick.
MARTHA. THAT'S DIFFERENT

HONEY. No, now, | .. Ithrow up ... I mean, I get sick ... 0cc”
sionally, all by myself .

zipin .. without ANy reason.
GEORGE. s chy, a4 face?

Oving . |
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song-writer vet. (figgles the ice in ber glass.) CLINK! (Does it dgaiin, )

CLINK! (Grggles, repeats it several times,) CLINKD CLINK!...

CLINKL... CLINK! (Nick enters while Martha is clinking; he stands

in the hall entrance and watches her; finally he comes in,)

NICK. My God, you've gone crazy oo,

MARTHA. Clink?

NICK. [ said. vou've gone crazy too.

MARTHA. (Considers it.) Probably ... probably.

NICK. You've all gone crazy: 1 come back downstairs, and what

happens ...

MARTHA. What happens?

NICK. ... mv wife's gone into the can with a liquor bottle, and

she winks ar me ... winks ar me!...

MARTHA. (Saetly. ) She's never wunk ar you; what a shame ...

NICK. Sheis Iving down on the floor again, the tiles, all curled up

;r::l she starts pecling the label off the liquor bottle, the brandy
tle ...

MARTHA, ..., well never get the deposit back that way ...

NICK. ... and I ask her what she’s doing, and she goes: shhhhhh!

nobody knows I'm here; and I come back in here, and you're sit-

ting there going Clink!, for God’s sake. Clink!

MARTHA. CLINK

NICK., You've all gONne crazy.

MARTHA. Yes, Sad bur true.

ENICK. Where is vour husband?

MARTHA. He s vanish-ed. Pouf!

NICK. You're all crazy: nuts,

M"El{'l'Hﬁ. (Affects a r.f:mgwr.) Awww, 'tis the refuge we _|:.11-.:- when
¢ unreality of the world weighs too heavy on our tiny heads.

orimal voice again.) Relax: sink into it; you're no berter than any-

; Y clse,
NICK, (Wearify ) I think | am. _

 MARTHA, (Her glass to her mouth.) You're certainly a flop in some
CParmmenys,

NICK, (Wincing.) | beg your pardon. . .}

MALT | 1A, r’h'uuur-u.;r.r;"r loud.) 1 said, vou're certainly a tlop in

0me |

NIC | (He, toa, too lond, ) 'm SOFTY Vou Fe "-h-""["]m'm".'j .

MALT A { Braying.) | didn't say | was disappointed! Stupid

: comt's ety 2
“I: | I'I'IJ|| '-ll“llil.t (Y Me sOme Hime .".lt“ 1 Wi I'l..'.-"- ni been di ik
ng lor e hours, and |||,._-,I|-- -



MARTHA. (Still braying.) 1 wasn't talking about your potengig, |
was ralking ;11-out}j.l'1nur goddamn performance.
K. (Sefily) Oh.

r&ls:l"l-{iﬁ L]{SB:' softer, roo.) Your potential’s fil:n-:. It’s dand}s_
(Wiggles her eyebrows.) ﬂb_s.ulutc*l}-' dandy. I haven't seen sych a
dandy potential in a long time. Dh.rbur baby, you sure are 3 Hop,
NICK. (Snapping it ont.) Everybody's a flop to you! Your hushands
a flop, fima flop ... ‘

MARTHA. (Dismissing him.) You're all flops. I am the Eargh
Mother, and vou're all flops. (Mere or less to herself) 1 disgust me, |
pass my life in crummy, totally pointless infidelities ... (Langhs riye-
fuelly.) would-be infideliries. Hump the Hostess? Thar's a la'ugh. A
bunch of boozed-up ... impotent lunk-heads. Martha makes goo-
goo eves and the lunk-heads grin, and roll their beautiful, beausi-
bul eyes back, and grin some more, and Martha licks her chops, and
the lunk-heads slap over to the bar to pick up a little courage, and
they pick up a little courage, and they bounce back over to old
Martha, who does a little dance for them, which heats them all up
... mentally ... and so they slap over to the bar again, and pick up
a little more courage, and their wives and sweethearrs stick their

noses up in the air ... right through the ceiling, sometimes ...
which sends the lunk-heads back to the soda fountain again where

they fuel up some more while Martha-poo sits there with her dress
up over her head ... suffocating — you don't know how stuffy it is
with your dress up over your head — suffocating! waiting for the
lunk-heads; so, finally they get their courage up ... bur thar’s all,
baby! Oh my, there is sometimes some very nice potential, but, oh
my! My, my, my. (Brightly.) But that's how it is in civilized society.
(fo herself again.) All the gorgeous lunk-heads. Poor babies. (1o
Nick, now; earnestly.) There is only one man in my life who has ever
- made me happy. Do you know thar? One!

NICK. The ... the what-do-you-call-ie? ... uh ... the lawn mower.
or something?

MARTHA, Nao: I'd forgotten him. But when 1 think about him
and me its almost like being a voyeur. Hunh. No; 1 dida’t mean
]11111‘. I mean “unrgu. ol COLIrse, 1‘,-"1,-'" response ﬁ';.lm Nick.) Uh ..

Licorge; my hushand, -
Nl[ I‘: f.’j."'d'r.l'r'ﬂrf:‘ﬂa'lh'{_‘.
MARTHA, Am 17

NICK. You mus be, Him?
MARTHA. Him.

) You're kidding,
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NICK. (As if in on .r::,r'mf:‘r'.} SLII_‘!:: sure,

MARTHA. You don't believe it.

NICK. (Mocking.) Why, of course | do.

MARTHA. You always deal in appearances?

NICK. (Derisively.) Oh, for God's sake . .

MARTHA. ... George who is out somewhere there in the dark
George who is good to me, and whom | revile; who understands
me. and whom | push off; who can make me laugh, and I choke it
back in my throat; who can hold me, art night, so thar it's warm,
and whom | will bite so there’s blood: who keeps learning the
games we play as quickly as [ can change the rules; who can make
me happy and 1 do not wish to be happy, and yes I do wish to be
happy. George and Martha: sad, sad, sad,

NICK. (Echoing, still not believing.) Sad.

MARTHA. ... whom 1 will not forgive for having come to res;
for having seen me and having said: Yes, this will do; who has made
the hideous, the hurting, the insulting mistake of loving me and
must be punished for it. George and Martha: sad, sad, sad.

NICK. (Puzzled ) Sad.

MARTHA, ... who tolerates, which is intolerable: who is kind,
which is cruel: wha understands, which is bevond comprehension ...
NICK. George and Martha: sad, sad, sad.

MARTHA, Some day ... hah! some night ... some stupid, liquor-
ridden nighe ... T will go too far ... and I'll either break the man’s
back ... or push him off for good ... which is what I deserve.
NICK, | don't think he's got a vertebra intact. _
MARTHA. (Laughing at him.) You don't, huh? You don't think so.

Oh, lirtle boy, you got yourself hunched over that microphone of
yours |

NICEK, Micrascope ...

MARTHA .-« ves ... and you don't see anything, do vou? You sec
everything bur the goddamn mind; you see all the liede specks and
Crap, but you don't see what goes on, do you?

NICK, know when a man’s had his back broken; | can see that
MARTHA, Can vou!

NICK. You're damn right.

MJ""LHII I':I-l'."i Oh vou know so licde. And vou're gOINg o rake
Over the world, hunh?
NH-K- All |iE:|||l, o .

Ik.E a ﬁll}'ﬁ'."]']_ ,L"]l._! "ﬁ-.‘llh\."'\- |.“..|-|-|-. 1111“1” I'\ ihuiL Falily ..|.|| Yokl I‘l..rl_-l'ﬂ
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K. 1 said, all right!
EIEJRI}FH;&. Ohhhh! The stallion’s mad, hunh. The gelding’s 4y
upset. Ha, ha, ha, HA! .
NICK. (Softly wounded.) You ... you swing wild, don’t you.
MARTHA. (Trinmphant.) HAH!
NICK. Just ... anywhere,
MARTHA. HAH! I'm a Gatling gun. Hahahahahahahahaha!
NICK. (In wonder.) Aimless ... butchery. Pointless.
MARTHA. Aw! You poor little bastard.
NICK. Hicout at everything. (The door chimes chime. )
MARTHA. Go answer the door.
NICK. (Amazed.) What did you say?
MARTHA. T said, go answer the door. Whar are you, deaf?
NICK. (Tiying to get it straight.) You ... want me ... to g0 answer
the door?
MARTHA. That’s right, lunk-head; answer the door. There must
be something vou can do well; or, are you too drunk to do that,
too? Can't get the latch up, either?
NICK. Look, there's no need ... (Door chimes again.)
MARTHA. Answer it! (Soffer.) You can be houseboy around here
for a while. You can start off being houseboy right now.
NICK. Lock, lady, I'm no flunky to you.
MARTHA. (Cheerfilly) Sure you are! You're ambitious, aren't you,
boy? You didn't chase me around the kitchen and up the goddamn
stairs out of mad, driven passion, did you now? You were thinking
a lirtle bit about your career, werent you? Well, you can just house-
boy your way up the ladder for a while.
MNICK. There’s no limit to you, is there?
MARTHA. (Calmby, surely) No, baby; none. Go answer the door.
WICK. (Considers, gives in, moves toward the door. Chimes again.)
I'm coming, for Christ’s sake!
MARTHA.  (Claps her hands.) Ha HA! Wonderful; marvelous.
(Sings.) “Just a gigolo, everywhere I go, people always say ...
NICK. STOP THAT!
MARTHA. (Giggles.) Sorry, baby; go on now; open the lirdle door
NICK. (With great rue.) Christ. (He flings open the door, and
hand thrusts into the opening a great bunch of snapdragons: they 740
there for a moment. Nick strains his eyes to see who is behind them
MARTHA. Oh, how lovely! ' "
GE(JR{]]* r"qPPf'fi'ﬂ.H__:;l" in the !'!'I-r.ulr.-l.l"l'tiu'].', the !.'!.!JTH'I-"E{E,"'-”'"" covering !.u,.
face; speaks in a Hideously cracked falserro.) Flores; flores pard o]
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HONEY. (Giggling a little as she and Nick advance,) Q). dear
GEORGE. (Imitating Honeys giggle.) Hee, hee, hee, hee,
MARTHA. (Sunging on Geoarge.) ... you cut thar gyl
GEORGE. (lunocence and hurt.) Martha! (76 Honey ang Nick,)
Martha's a devil with language: she really is, ‘ '
MARTHA. Hey, bids ... sit down.

HOMEY. (As she sies) Oh, isn't this lovely.

NICK. (Perfinctorily.) Yes indeed ... very handsome,
MARTHA. Well, thanks.

NICK. (Indicating the abstract painting.) Who ... who did the, 3
MARTHA. Thae? Oh, that’s by ... '
GEORGE. ... some Greek with a mustache Martha actacked ope
night in ...

HONEY. (1o save the situation.) Oh, ho, ho, ho, HO.

NICK. Itsgota...a...

GEORGE. A quier intensity?

NICK. Well, no ... a ...

GEORGE. Oh, (FPause.) Well, then, a certain noisy relaxed quality,
mayhbe?

WICK. (Kunous whar George is doing, but stays grimily, coolly, polite)
No. Whar | meant was . ..

GEORGE. How about ... uh ... a quietly noisy relaxed intensity.
HONEY. Dear! You're being joshed.

NICK. (Cold.) I'm aware of that. (4 brief awkward silence.)
GEORGE. (Truly) I am sorry. (Nick nods condescending forgiveness.)
What it is, actually, is it's a pictorial representation of the order of
Martha’s mind.

MARTHA. Ha, ha, ha, HA! Make the kids a drink, George. What
do you want, kids? Whar do you want to drink, hunh?

NICK. Honey? What would you like?

HF}NEY. I don't know, dear ... A litle brandy, maybe, “Never
mix — never worry.” (She giggles.)

GEORGE. Brandy? Just brandy? Simple; simple. (Moves ro the
pertable bar. ) Whar abour you ... uh ...

NICK. Bourbon on the rocks, if you don’t mind.

GEORGE. (As he makes drinks,) Mind? No, I don't mind. I don'
think I mind. Martha? Rubbing alcohol for you?

MARTHA. Sure. “Never mix — never worry.”

GEORGE. Martha’s tastes in liquor have come down ... simpli-
fied over the years ... crystallized. Back when I was courting
Martha — well, I dont know if that's exactly the right word for it
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— but back when I was courting Martha ...
MARTHA. (Cheerfrlly) Screw, sweerie!
G[‘UR{T].- I'H:'.F.’H'Hfffg with f‘fﬂjh‘:]f and 1"'9'1'.:‘1{'} rfr;lj;lﬂ'j_,l At any rate,
hack when [ was courting Martha, shed order the damnedest
things! You wouldnt believe it! We'd go into a bar ... you know, a
bar ... 4w |‘|i~hﬂ}', beer, and bourbon far ... and whar she'd do
would be, shed screw up her face, think real hard, and come up
with ... brandy Alexanders, créme de cacao frappés, gimlets, flam-
ing punch bowls ... seven-layer liqueur things.
MARTHA. They were good ... 1 liked them.
GEORGE. Real lady-like litde drinkies.
MARTHA. Hev, where’s my rubbing alcohol?
GEORGE.  (Retwrning to the portable bar) Bur the years have
brought to Martha a sense of essentials ... the knowledge that
cream is for coffee, lime juice for pies, and aleohol (Brings Martha
her drink.) pure and simple ... here you are, angel ... for the pure
and simple. (Riaises bis glass,) For the mind’s blind eye, the hearr’s
ease, and the liver’s craw. Down the hatch, all.
MARTHA. (7o them all ) Cheers, dears. (They all drink.) You have
a poetic nature, George ... a Dylan Thomas-y quality that gets me
right where I live,
GEORGE. Vulgar girl! With guests here! 1
MARTHA, Ha, ha, ha, HA! (7o Honey and Nick.) Hey; hey! (Sings,
conducts with her dvink in her hand, Honey joins in toward the end,)

Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf,

Virginia Woolf,

Virginia Wooll,

Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf ...
(Martha and Honey langh; Nick smiles.) )
HOMEY, Oh, wasn't thar funny? Thar was so funny ...
NICK. (Suappin ro.) Yes ... ves, It Was,
MJI!'LH].H‘H":_ {ﬂ]ﬂigh[ ]'._1 l'.“g.;[ 1 gu[; I TL:EIJ!"; dld ]. !'l.'.l]!_'r‘ '[Fll.lul_!-:'_l'll.:
I'd bust g gut LI.IIHJ'].JI.I}g, {;Lﬂﬂrﬂt didn't like it ... George didn’t chink
I was funny ar all, '
GEORGE. ord. Martha, do we have to go through this again: |
MARTHA, I'm trying to shame you into i@ sense of humor, angel,
thar'’s 4. E
GEORGE, ferJf':',J":FIr}'HHr}- to Hoe
i | laughed loud enough. Martha chinks l_II'-“
1""““”"? puts it ... thar unless you “bust a gut 3
o know? Unless you carry on like a hyena you aret

p and Nu b ) Martha didnt
. l.ll1i|.'-- R 0. she

i arent amused
' having any tun
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HONEY. Well, I cerrainly had fun ... i[. was a wonderful pary,
NICK. (Astempting enthusiasm.) Yes ... it certainly was,
HONEY. (To Martha.) And your father! Oh! He is so marveloys!
NICK. (As above.) Yes ... yes, he is.

HONEY. Oh, I rell you. - _
MARTHA. (Genuinely proud.) He's quite a guy, isn't he? Quite a guy.
GEORGE. (At Nick.) And youd better believe it!

HONEY. (Admonishing George.) Ohhhhhhhhhh! Hes a wonder-
ful man! ;

GEORGE. I'm nor trying to tear him down. He's a god, we all
know that.

MARTHA. You lay off my father! T
GEORGE. Yes, love. (To Nick.) All | mean is ... when you've had
as many of these faculty parties as I have ... | |
NICK. (Killing the attempted rapport.) 1 rather appreciated it. 1
mean, aside from enjoying it, | appreciated it. You know; when
you're new at a place ... (George eyes him suspiciously,) Mecting
everyone, getting introduced around ... getting to know some of
the men ... When I was teaching in Kansas ...

HONEY. You won't believe it, but we had to make our way all by
ourselves ... isn't that right, dear?

NICK. Yes, itis... We ...

HOMEY. ... We had to make our own way ... I had ro go up to
wives ... in the library, or at the supermarket ... and say, “Hello,
I'm new here ... you must be Mrs. So-and-so, Doctor So-and-so's
wife.” It really wasn't very nice ar all.

MARTHA. Well, Daddy knows how to run things.

NICK. (Not enough enthusiasm.) He's a remarkable man,
MARTHA. You bet your sweet life.

GEORGE. (7o Nick ... a confidence, but not whispered. ) Ler me tell
you a secret, baby. There are easier things in the world, it you hap-
pen to be teaching ac a university, there are easier things than being
married 1o the daughrer of the president of thar university. There
are easier things in this world,

MARTHA.  (Loud ... 1o no one in particular) It should be an
extraordinary opportunity ... for seme men it would be the chance
of a liferime!
GEORGE. (1o Nick ...
ier things in this world.
NICK. Well, I can understand how it might make for some ...
awkwardness, perhaps ... conceivably, bur ...

a solemn wink.) There are, believe me, eas-
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MARTHA. Some men would give their right arm for the chance!
GEORGE. (Quierhy) Alas, Martha, in reality it works our char the
sacrifice is usually of a somewhat more private portion of the
anatomy.

MARTHA. (A swarl of dismissal and contempr.) NYYYYAAAAH-
HHHH!

HONEY. (Rising quickly.) | wonder if you could show me where
the ... (Her vosce mails off)

GEORGE. (1o Martha, indicating Honey) Martha ...

NICK. (Te Houner) Arc you all right?

HONEY. Of course, dear. | want to ... put some powder on my nose.
GEORGE. (As Martha is not gerting up.) Martha, won't you show
I]E‘l' “.']'l_i:]'l..' W ]".L"CP Ei]li.' e L‘L[pht.'l“j.ﬁl“?

MARTHA. Hm? Whar? Oh! Sure! (Rises.) I'm sorry, cmon, I want
to show you the house.

HONEY. I think Id like 1o ...

MARTHA. ... wash up? Sure ... c'mon with me. (Takes Honey fy
the arm. To the men:) You two do some men talk for a while.
HONEY. (7o Nick.) We'll be back, dear.

MARTHA. (T George.) Honestly, George, you burn me up:!
GEORGE. (Happily) All right.

MARTHA. You really do, George.

GEORGE. OK, Martha ... OK. Just ... tror along.

MARTHA. You really do.

GEORGE. OK. OK. Vanish.

MARTHA. (Practically drageing Honey out with her.) Cmon,
GEORGE. Vanish. (The women have gone.) So What'll ic bet?
NICK. Oh, I don't know ... I'll stick ro bourbon, | guess.
GEQRGE. (Takes Nicks glais, goes to J.Dﬂr.!‘r?&fe‘ bar.) That what you
were drinking over at Parnassus?

NICK. Ower at...?

fil’a'{.”“}ﬁ. Parnassus.

NICK. I don't understand.

GEORGE, Skip it. (Hanes him his drink.) One bourbon.

NICK. Thanks.

GEORGE, 1t's just a private joke between 1i'l o' Martha and me.
r‘:;J:'rj]-' iit.) So* (Pawse.) Sa ... you're in the math department, eh?
NICK. No ... uh, no.

GEORGE. Martha said vou were. 1 think thacs what she said.
(Not tao friendly ) What made you decide to be a teacher?

NICK. Oh ... well, the same things that ... ub ... motivated vou,
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GEORGE. Yes. Exacdy. |
NICK. Aw ... that is touching ... thatis ... downright moving ...
that’s what it is. (With sudden vehemence.) UP YOURS!

GEORGE. (Brief pause.) Hm?
NICK. (Threatening.) You heard me!
GEORGE. (At Nick, not to him. ) You rake che trouble to conseryer
a civilization ... to ... to build a society, based on the principh:s of
... ot principle ... you endeavor to make communicable sense out
of narural order, morality our of the unnatural disorder of man’s
mind ... you make government and art, and realize that they are,
must be, both the same ... you bring things to the saddest of all
points ... to the point where there /s something to lose ... then all
at once, through all the music, through all the sensible sounds of
men building, attempting, comes the Dies Jrae. And what is ie?
What does the trumpet sound? Up yours. I suppose there's justice
to it, after all the years ... Up yours.

NICK. (Brief pause ... then applauding,) Ha, ha! Bravo! Ha, ha!
(Laughs on. And Martha reenters, leading Honey, who is wan but
smiling bravely )

HONEY. (Grandly) Thank you ... thank you.

MARTHA. Here we are, a little shaky, but on our feet.
GEORGE. Goodie.

NICK. Whae? Oh ... OH! Hi, Honey ... you better?

HONEY. A lictle bit, dear ... I'd better sit down, though.

NICK. Sure ... ¢‘mon ... you sit by me.

HONEY. Thank you, dear.

GEORGE. (Beneath bis breath, J) Touching ... touching.
M‘ARTHA~ (1a Gfmgr-,.} Well? Aren't you gﬂing (o apuiﬂgi-*-f?
GEORGE. (Squinting.) For whar, Martha?

MARTHA. For making the lictle lady throw up, what else?
GEORGE. 1did not make her throw up.

MARTHA. You most certainly did!

GEORGE. 1 did no! ‘

H”H!':K (Lapal gesture.) No, now ... no.

MAH: ' HA. (1o Creorge. ) Well, who do you think did ... Sexy ovel
[|_I1:I'L'r You think he made his oten lirtle wife sick?

Calid ‘l',m b "r”"""."ff-f'fffi'.) Well, vou make e sick.
MARTHA. THAT'S DIFFERENT!

Hi INEY, Ma, now, | .., | throw up ... I mean, [ get sick ..

stonally, all by myself ... withour any reason.
GEORGE. |, that a face?

, olc-



NICK. You're ... youTe dv::] icate, Honey.
E.]gf{ﬂ'. Proudly.) I've aways done it
GEORGE. Like Big Ben.

NICK. (4 warning.) Warch ic!

HONEY. And the doctors sav there's nothing wrong with me ...
arganicallv, You know?

NICK. OF course there isn'.

HOXEY. Why, just before we got married. [ developed ..
dicitts ... or evervbody ¢/ ought it was appendicitis .
outtobe .. itwasa ..

Nick exchange glances.)

. appen-
.. but it rurned
- (Laughs briefly.) ... false alarm. (George and

MARTHA. (T; George.) Get me a drink. (George moves ro the bar.)
George makes everybody sick ... When our son was just a lirdle
bov, he used 1o .. .

GEORGE, Don't, Martha

?ti.*;RTH.i. . he used 1o throw up all the rme, because of
George

GEORGE, T said, dopt
:"-L{RTI-II.-L It gor so bad thar whenev
room hed stare right in retching, and ...

GEORGE. ... the req] reason (Spits our the words.) our son . .. used
o throw up all the time, wife and lover, was nothing more compli-
Cated than thag he couldn’t stand you fiddling at him all the time,
fEdlimg into his bedroom with vour kimonao flving, fiddling ar
ith your liquor breath on him, and vour hands

im all the lme, w
MARTHA. YEAR

er Ll-:urgt came into the

all over hig .

i * And | suppose thar's why he ran away from

0Me twvice in one month, too. (Now ro the guests.) Twice in one

month! Six times in one vear!

L,f_[_?[{[; E. (Al ro the Ig'm'.irj.} Our son ran away from home all

the time W Maidkia here used 1o corner him. :

MAR] HA (Braying,) | NEVER CORNERED THE SON OF A

STCH IN My 115

GEOR¢ E {H;m-r.r'uﬂ: Martha her drink.) He used 1o run up w me

?‘;'{“'” B e Yo and he'd sav. “Mama's always coming at me.
lar's Whu[ |Il:1d SdY. |

3'&_’1:"';!{'1']1;1- I.i.-u!d}

GEORG B fj.,';”-“mjug.! Well, that's the way it was ... yvou were

: w{}.!: F..'IJITIIII'IF, at him. | |_huug|lt 1T Wis very ;rmh.u'r.mm[l.

< : . » you talk-
o 1 you thought it was so embarrassing, what are ye
'8 abou it for
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HONEY. (Admonishing.) Dear...!

MARTHA. Yeah! (7o Nick.) Thanks, sweetheart.

GEORGE. (T them all.) 1 didn't want to talk about him 4 all |
I would have been perfectly happy not to discuss the whole subj -
... | never want to talk about it.

MARTHA. Yes you do.

GEORGE. When we're alone, maybe.

MARTHA. We're alone!

GEORGE. Uh ... no, Love ... we've got guests,

MARTHA. (With a covetous look at Nick.) We sure have.
HONEY. Could I have a little brandy? [ think I'd like a lictle brandy.
NICK. Do you think vou should?

HONEY. Oh yes ... yes, dear.

GEORGE. (Moving to the bar again.) Sure! Fill "er up!

NICK. Honey, | don' think you ...

HONEY. (Petulance creeping in.) It will steady me, dear. | feel a
lictle unsteady.

GEORGE. Hell, you can’t walk steady on half a bode ... got o
do it right.

HONEY. Yes. (To Martha.) 1 love brandy ... | really do.
MARTHA. (Somewhar abstracted.) Good for you.

NICK. (Giving up.) Well, if you think it's a good idea ...
HONEY. (Really testy.) 1 know what's best for me, dear.

NICK. (Not even pleasant.) Yes ... I'm sure you do.

HONEY. (George hands her a brandy.) Oh, goodie! Thank you. (1o
Nick.) OF course 1 do, dear.

MARTHA. You two men have it our while we were gone? George
tell you his side of things? He bring you to tears, hunh?

NICK. Well ... no ..,

GEORGE. No, whar we did, actually, was ... we sort of danced
around. ‘

MARTHA. Oh, veah? Cute!

HONEY. Oh, [ love dancing,
NICK. He didn't mean that, Honey.

HOMNEY. Well, I didn't think he di:.]! Two grown men dancing -+

hea vers!

h - " 3 . o
1]";“-] Hﬂg ‘l’u” mean h': 'J“-II“: srart i“ an E]U'I-'I-' ]'“_- 1.'0,,'|_1|,.l|d- h..nL

mounted 1o something if it hadn’t been for Daddy? How his high
moral sense :

wouldn't even let him gy | o Fi I MNo?
g iy ¥ o berrer nmscils &
NICK. (Cuealified ) No .. )

MARTHA. And he didn’ run on about how he tried F"‘I""!i”'h'1
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ddamn book, and Daddy wouldn't let him.
NICK. A book? No.
GEORGE. Please, Martha ...
NICK. (Egging her on.) A book? What book?
GEORGE. (Pleading.) Please. Just a book.

MARTHA. (Mock mcredudiry.) Just a book!
GEORGE.  Please, Martha!

MARTHA. (Almost disappointed.) Well, | guess you didn’t ger the
whole sad story. What's the marter with you, George? You given up?
GEORGE. (Calwr . serions,) No ... no. It's just I've got to figure
ot some new way to fight you, Martha, Guerrilla tacrics, maybe
- nternal subversion ... 1 don't know. Something.

!\T.J:.FI'I'[--I.-L Well, vou figure it out, and you let me know when
Yo do,
GEORGE, (Cheery.) All right, Love.

|'!ﬂ;{r}-',‘1'_ Why don't we dance? I'd love some dancing.
NICK, Honey ..

HONEY. I would!

Ll Id love some dancing.
NICK. Honey ...

! I want some dancing!

: ght...! For heaven’s sake ... welll have some
anging,

HONEY

(AN sweetness again. To Martha:) Oh, I'm so glad ... |
Just love dq

V¢ dancing. Don't you?
::h““ HA. (With 4 glance at Nick.) Yeah ... veah, that's nor a bad
19,

\'II{K -!T:'f‘u
GEORGE

;ﬂ NEY, 1 dance like the wind.
‘\:[IT;IIHH?- ( Wl’frf;fam comment.) Yeah? o _

SOk (Picking a record.) Martha had her daguerreorype in
the Paper once ... oh "hayt rwenty-five years ago ... Seems she
ok second prize in one o' them seven-day dancin’ contest things
-+ ey g bulging, holding up her partner.

:MH ITHA, Will vou put a record on and shur ups "
1k MGE. criainly, Love. (1o ol ) How are we going o wol
:lll'..‘.' ."1.'1_;:.:‘_.11 d“u] s .
'."1.;"'}”'“";. Well, you certainly don't think I'm going o dance

'-'.H|| Vo, .j“ vou? )
Calid RGE (L onsteders i1.) Noooooo not with hum around
hans for syre And not with twinkle-toes here, eithel

winely nervous. ) Gee.
Gice,
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HONEY. T'll dance with anyone ... I'll dance by mysel§

NICK. Honey ... ‘

HONEY. I dance like the wind.

GEORGE. All right, kiddies ... choose up and hir the o) M
starts ... Second movement, Beethoven' Seventh Symphany
HONEY. (Up, dancing by herself.) De, de de da da, d;. 4, de, ds
da-da de da ... wonderful,..! '
NICK. Honey ...

MARTHA. All right, George ... cur that our!

HONEY. Dum, de de da da, da-da de, dum, de 4z ds 4.
Wheeeee...!

MARTHA. Cut it our, George!

GEORGE. (Pretending not to hear.) Whar, Martha? Whars
NICK. Honey ...

MARTHA. (As Gearge turns up the volume) CUT IT ouUT
GEORGE!

GEORGE. WHAT?

MARTHA.  (Gets up, moves quickly, threateningly, 1 George.) All
right, you son of a biech ...

GEORGE. (Record off ar once. Quietly,) What did you say, Love:
MARTHA. Youson ofa ...

HONEY. (In an arrested posture.) You stopped! Why did you stop?
NICK. Honey ...

HONEY. (7o Nick, snapping.) Stop that!

GEORGE. [ thoughr it was firting, Martha.

MARTHA. Oh you did, hunh?

HONEY. You're always ar me when I'm having a good time.
NICK. (Tiying to vemain civil) I'm sorry, Honey.

HONEY. Just ... leave me alone!

GEORGE. Well, why don't you choose, Martha? (Mores auwy from
the phonagraply ... leaves it to Martha,) Martha's going to run things
... the lirdle lady's going to lead the band.

HONEY. I like to dance and you don't want me 0.
NICK. [ like you to dance.

HONEY. Just ... leave me alone. (She sits ... takesadrnk)
GEORGE. Martha's going to put on some rhythm she understns
coo Scre dy Printemps, maybe. (Moves ... sits by Honey) Hi, %0
HONEY. (A linle giggle-scream. ) Oooooohhhhh! 3 .
GEORGE. (Laughs mackingly) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha Choese ®
Martha ... do vour scuff! : -
MARTHA. (Concentrating on the machine.) You're damn #g™
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GEORGE. (To Honey.) You want to dance with me, angel-tits?
NICK. What did you call my wife?

GEORGE. (Derisively.) Oh boy! | |

HONEY. (Petulantly.) No! If I can't do my interpretive dance, |
dont want to dance with anyone, 'll just sit here and .., (Shrugs
... drinks.) .
MARTHA. (Recond on . a jazzy slow pap tune.) OK stuff, let's £o.
(Grabs Nigk,)

NICK. Hm? Oh ... hi

MARTHA. Hi. ¢ They dance, close together, slowly.)

HONEY, ¢ Fm;rfug.} We'll just sit here and warch,
GEORGE. Thars right!

MARTHA, (% N
NICK. Unh-hyn .
MARTHA, I like thar,
NICK, Unh-hunh,

HONEY, They're dancing like they've danced before.

GEORGE. [y a familiar danee _ . they both know it ...
MARTHA, Don't be shy.
NICK. Py . not ., .

GEDRGE- (1o Honey) It's a very old ritual, monkey-nipples ...
old 5 they come,

HONEY | .+« | don't know what you mean. (Nick and Martha
TIove apart poy and dance on cither side of where George and H:.wqr
e sitting; they Jace each other, and while their feet move bur lisdle,
Iéﬁ]"vL":R’ bodlses tndulare congruently ... It is as if they weve presed together.)

THA, | |ike the way you move.
NIEK. 11 el

GE{}RGE
HDNEYF
M.-"Lli'!'l—m
Eifljt of thi
illl".-'f-r.}]{':ui'.. (fo Houwey, ) Aren't they cute?

NICK, Well, he didn'. :

-J"-'MH'l'I{fL Tha surprises me, (Perbaps Martha

r . .
hi‘“’l" H "r'-“ N e 1o .rJ"!.-' s,
'\'“ I“ ]]III."'. i

MART A Yeah
NICK, iy what do you know

AARTHA:. [¢% veally & viry aadd siist
kg ]H':.lt'.

ck.) Hey, you are strong, aren’t you?

tke the Way you move, [oo,
+ (1o Honey.) They like the way they move.
of entirely wirh ir.) Thar's nice. _ B
: {]'E.I Nf{'.{e.,] i'm :-.I.Il‘r-ll’ll"':d (_},;-;:rgu didn't gIve You his
ngs.

h il ||i. Wi
he usually does when he g

!
IlI.I:JI| ||-|.-.1.. I.I.E_t'- talents, Martha
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NICK. Is u?

MARTHA. It would make you weep,

GEORGE. Hideous gifts.

NICK. Is rhat so?

GEORGE. Don't encourage her.

MARTHA. Encourage me.

NICK. Go on. (They may wndulate toward pae), other and e,
mave back,)

GEORGE. 1 warn you ... don't encourage her,
MARTHA. He warns you ... don't ENCourage me,
NICK. I heard him ... tell me more,

MARTHA. ¢ Consciously making rhymed speech, )
Well, Georgie-boy had lots of big ambitions
In spite of something funny in hijs past ..,
GEORGE. {Qm'rr{}r warning. ) Martha
MARTHA,

Which Georgie-boy here turned into a novel ,
His first Attempt and also his lase ..

Hey! I thymed! I rhymed!

GEORGE. I warp you, Martha,

NICK. Yeah ... you thymed. Go on, go on,
MARTHA. Bur Daddy took a look ar

Georgie's novel ..

GEORGE. You're looking for a punch in the mouth ... You know
that, Martha.

MARTHA. Do tell. .. and he was very shocked by what he read.
NICK. He was?

MARTHA. Yes ... he was ... A novel all abour g naughry boy-
child ...

GEORGE. {Rin'n_gr_) I will not tolerate this!

NICK. (Offhand, to George.) Oh, can ir. .
MARTHA, ha, ha! Naught}f boychild who ... uh ... who killed
his mother and his father dead. :
NICK. (Remﬁn&eringmw:&fﬂg related.) Hey ... wait a minute ...
GEORGE. STOP [T, MARTHA!

MARTHA. And Daddy said ... Look here, [ will not let you pub-
lish such a thing . ) Thats it!
GEORGE. (Rushes 10 phonograph .., rips the record off.) Thats i
The dancing’s over. Thar’s it. Go on, now!

NICK. Whar do you think you're doing, hunh?

HONEY, (Happily) Violence! Violencel : Loak here
MARTHA. (Lowd: 4 Provouncement,) And Daddy said ... Look!
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kid, vou don't think for a second I'm going w let you pul‘llish this
,;ml;.‘ do you? Not on vour life, baby ... not “:hllt youre teaching here
... You publish thar goddamn book and youre out ... on your ass!
GEORGE. DESIST! DESIST!
MARTHA. Ha, ha, ha, HA!

NICK. fl.:rfrg;}:'?rg.? De ... sist!
HOMNEY, Oh, violence ... violence!
MARTHA. Why, the idea! A teacher
istitution like this, in a town like N
book like thar? If YOU respect

at a respected, conservative
ew Carthage, publishing a
your position here, young man,

voung ... whippersnapper, you'll just withdraw that manuscript ...,
GEORGE. 1 will not be made mock of!

NICK. He will not be made mock of, for Christs sake. (Laughs.
Honey joins in the laughter, not knowing exactly why.)

GEORGE, (nfieriated.) T will not! (All thyee are laughing at him.)
‘II"'F‘"'"RTHA- (Her oum poice now.) And you want to know the
clincher? You wan; to know whart big brave Georgie did?

GEORGE. (Advancing on her.) You will not say this!
NICK. (Sensing the danger.) Hey.

mﬂ}thhe hell T won'. Keep away from me, you bastard!

ittle.) He caved in is what he did. He came home and

e threw the book in the fireplace and burned it!
‘iﬁ;ﬁ& (On her.) PLLKILL YOU! (Grabs her by the throat. They
i n

N]C[{.. HEY1 ¢ Comes between them.)

HDNE‘{, ( ll;.'i'}fd'{’}-, J VIOLENCE! VIOLENCE! ¢ Gf‘mgf. Martha,
and Nich Sriggle ... yells, ot )

]"-:'IJ‘I.R'['HH. CE}WARD!

Eﬁi}é{uﬁ. YOU SATANIC BITCH!

-5 STOP THAT! ST AT!
HONEY 1AT! STOP TH

- VIOLENCE! VIOLENCE! (The other three iruggle.
"OTLes hands are on Martha threat. Nick grabs him, tears him from

arth, throw bim on the ﬂﬂrir. Greorge, on the _."J't‘f”'s Nick over him
llru'.ﬂ'n; 19 one side, hey

It fi.r.fmf an her throat.)
I]}f B Thars enough now!
| § »
INE ”-i'.f-'rqlpf.i:m'mr'm i her porce.) Oh ol ... oh

;rﬂ'f,f.r. -I"‘rﬁj'g':, f‘u-"l"-ll-l-!'.l'llr.j.l.l‘ff.l i I:J'I“,.“ -I’Jrr i f_-”_lj' _|".-“:r 1 17 meire of o fovkionradl
';.lmm‘.':.':.-a.au than 4 physical injury.) PR
EORGE ( Ly wwaarch b ... @ panse Ml nghe &

" YETY quiet now we will all be VETY quict

| . i | Al
Iﬂﬁ"“'llﬂl I""!u-',llli'lfl. |'|'I.I'.I|I' T} :.l'lu:; .l-l!.n'-';'J'H. i Il i : :
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Fucking ... coward! _ .

NICK. (Softly to Mariha.) OK now ... thars enough, (4 briey

silence. They all move avound a little, m_,'f:.:‘uﬂﬂ'fnm{); Like wrestlers
exing after a fall.) o

{EQEG%{GE. (Astede.) That wasn't fair, vou know.

MARTHA. Tough. (Compasicre seemingly

grear nervons intensiy, )

GEORGE. Well!' That's one game. Whart shall we dg now, hunh?
(Martha and Nick laugh nervously.) Oh come on ... leg's think of
something else. We've plaved Humiliate the Host ... we've gonge
through that one ... whar shall we do now?

NICK. Aw ... look ...
GEQRGE. AW LOOK! (Whines ir.) Awww .
mean, come on! We must know other games
like us ... that can't be the .
NICK. 1 think maybe ...

GEORGE. Let's see now .

games. How abour ..
How abour tha

wanna play char

HUNH?

NICK. (A lirele frightened.) Calm down, now. (Martha giggles quietly)
GEORGE. Or is that for later ... mount her like a goddamn dog?

HONEY. (Wildly toasting everybody,) Hump the Hostess!

NICK. (To Honey ... sharply) Just shue up ... will you? (Honey
does, her glass in mid-air J

GEORGE. You don't wanna play that now, hunh? You wanna save

thar game till Jacer? Well, what'll we play now? We gorta play a game.
MARTHA. (i

(ueietly.) Portrait of a man drownin _
GEORGE, Hﬁrﬂmn’uﬂj; but to none af them.) | am not r.{rmn.-mnlg,.
HONEY. (73 Nick, tearfully ineignant.) You rold me ro shur up!
NICK, . fm‘.'mn'mr{]x J I'm sorry.

HONEY, (Betiveen ber teeh,

recovered, but there js a

- loooook, (Aler.) 1
» college-type types

-+ limit of our vocabulary, can i

.. what else can we do? There are other
. how about ... Hump the Hastess? HUNH?
! How abour Hump the Hostess? (T3 Nick, J You
one: You wanna play Hump the Hostess? HUNH?

J'FN:J you're not.

NICK. (T Honey, even more tmpatiently) I'm sorry. (11 el
GEORGE, (Claps his hands together, once, loud.) I've got it
you what

} . i g " . i I8 oee
game we'll play. We're done with Humiliace the He
this round, anyway |

-« we're done with thar ... and we dont “J-TI
o play | lump the Hostess, yet ... not yer ... so | know what |Tlllt.:
play ... Wel Play a round of Get the Guests. How about th
How abauy

a lintle game of Get the Guests? ) N
f]fﬂ'”!h’g atedy, a lieele disgusted. ) Jesus, Lcorg

MARTHA,

62



GEORGE. You'll have a ball. |

MARTHA. (Tenderly; moves to touch him.) Please, George, ng
more games; 1 ... _

GEORGE. (Slapping her hand with vebemence.) Don't You touch
me! You keep your paws clean for the undergraduates! (Martha
mkes a ery of alarm, but faint. George grabs her hair, pulling her head
back.) Now, you listen to me, Martha; you have had quite an
evening ... quite a night for yourself, and you can’t just cut it off
whenever you've got enough blood in your mouth, We are going on,
and I'm going to have at you, and it’s going to make your perform.-
ance tonight look like an Easter pageant. Now I want you to get
yourself a liccle alert. (Skaps her lightly with his free hand.) 1 want a
lictle life in you, baby. (Again.)

MARTHA. (Struggling.) Stop it!

GEORGE. (Again.) Pull yourself together! (Again.) I want you on
your feer and slugging, sweethearr, because I'm going ro knock you
around, and [ want you up for it (Again; he paells awoay, releases her;
she rises,)

MARTHA. All right, George. What do you want, George?
GEORGE. An equal battle, baby; that's all
MARTHA. You'll ger it!

GEORGE. I want you mad.

MARTHA. I'M MAD!

GEORGE. Ger madder!

MARTHA. DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT!

GEORGE. Good for you, girl; now, we're going to play this one
to the death.

MARTHA. Yours!

GEORGE. Youd be surprised. Now, here come the tots; you be
ready for this,

MARTHA. (She paces, actually looks a bit like a fighter.) I'm ready
for you. (Nick and Honey reenter: Nick supporting Honey, who seill
retains her brandy bottle and glass.)

NICK. fff?iﬁﬂpp:'{}!.) Here we are.

HONEY. 1 Cheerfully.) Hip, hop. Hip, hop.

NIC K. You're a bunny, Honey? (She laughs greatly, sits.)
HONEY. I'm 4 bunny, Honey.

GEORGE. (7 Honey,) Well, now: how’s the bunny?

HONEY, Bunny funny! (She langhs again,)
NICK. (Under his breath. ) Jesus,

GEORGE, Bunny funny? Good for bunny!
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ARTHA. Come on, (':i'lTth:!
GEORGE. (7o Martha.) Honey funny bunny!
ughter.)

JICK. Jesus God ..,

sEORGE. r-."q-;'.lp_-. ."'J;-_..- .IrJrJ'.H'Hf'. Fﬂg.r,*,l_’;,:,-l ‘-'J‘H.‘.'E._,] Jﬂl]f
ame! All sit. (Nick sits.) Sic down, Martha, T

(Honey screams wiz)

right! Here we eo! Last

his 15 d mwhzﬁd game.

AARTHA. (Cocks her fist, doesn swing. Sits,) Juse get on with g

HONEY. (1o Nick.) Hello, dear,

MARTHA. It's almost dawn, for God's sake ..,

HONEY. (lbid.) Hello, dear.

GEORGE. (7o Nick,) Well, speak to your wifeler, your lirele

bunny, for God's sake.

NICK. (Sofily embarrassed.) Hello, Honey.

GEORGE. Awww, thar was nice, | think we've been having a ...

a real good evening ... all things considered ... We've sat around,

and got to know each other, and had fun and games ... curl-up-

on-the-floor, for example ..,

HONEY. ... the dles ..

GEORGE. ... the tiles ... Snap the Dragon.

HONEY, .., peel the label ...

GEORGE, | . peel the ... what?

MARTHA. Label Peel the label. abel

HONEY, rﬂﬁﬂ.ﬂrﬂgfﬂli‘ﬂﬁj{ holding up her branedy bortle. ) | pur:al a LI‘;.

GEORGE. We 41 peel labels, sweetie; and when you ':r"::l"_ ”“,”::1

the skin, all three layers, through the muscle, slosh .n.sd"":_‘[: 3 ;;'?l

(An aside 14 Nick. ) them which is still sloshable — Tﬂ. et

and gct down 1o bone ... you know what you do then:

HONEY (Tervibly interested.) No! ou haven't go!

GE{IHH}I-_, When vou gt down to bone, you -II. € %
) - : the mart

¥ay, vet. There's something inside the h'wT.'-.- Marth

thats whay yo gotta get at, (A srange smie at

Hi '.ir\ll'l'r !

!::']'.'[ JRG

| o}
l the

| see.
I'he marrow. But bones aie

preie resilient. espak

}'H the Houng, Mow, take our son ...

!1 INEY, Ir."l-"'-"r-l'l'-",i‘f‘""fll'-’l Who! _ | my licee jo)
Gl WG| Our son .. Marthas and 0 y mind 1t |
L]

h:“ ] Irr.”'”l“w HH-I"J-'“II il frar.) [ do vioi

{JJ:J. et E. Mo, no: you 2o {j!_',hl .I|I4..|Ll

MARTHA. Gy, ac ... |

GE( JH(.;]:'_ { foe E:'JH-I'I-I:II'- ) Yes, N Lmh,d,.
H-“‘L'Jﬁ. Just whar are you doing’

el
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GEORGE. Why, Love, I was talking about our son,
MARTHA. Don'.

GEORGE. Isn't Marcha something? Here we are, on th
boy’s homecoming, the eve of his twenty-first birfday,
majority ... and Martha says don't talk about him,
MARTHA. Just ... don'.

GEORGE. But I want to, Martha! Ic's VEry important we tall
abour him. Now bunny and the ... well, whichever he j;

ik
don't know much abour Junior, and I think they should, =
MARTHA. Just ... dont,

GEORGE. (Snapping his fingers at Nick.) You. Hey,
to play bringing up baby, don’t you!
NICK. (Hardly civil ) Were you snapping at me?

GEORGE. That’s right. (Tnstructing him.) You want to hear
our bouncy boy,

NICK. (Pause, then, shortly,) Yeah; sure.
GEORGE, (To Hon

€).) And you, my dear? You want to hear about
him, too, don’t you,
HONEY. Whom?
GEORGE. Martha’s and my son.,
Martha, or shall I? Hunh?
MARTHA. (A4 smile thar ic a sneer.) Don't, Geo rge.
GEORGE. All rightie. Well, now, let’s see. He's a nice kid, really,
in spite of his home life; I mean, most kidsd grow up neuroric,
what with Martha here carrying on the way she does; sleeping 'til
four in the £M., climbing all over the poor bastard, trying to break
the bathroom door down to wash him in the tub when he’s sixteen.
dragging strangers into the house ar all hours ...
MARTHA. (Rising. ) OK. YOU!
GEORGE. (Mock concern.) Martha!
MARTHA. That's enough!
GEORGE. Well, do you wanr o take over?
HOMNEY. (o Nick.) Why would anybody want to wash some body
wha's sixteen years old? . _ o |
NICK. (Slamming his drink down.) Oh, for Christ's sake, Honey!
HOMNEY.  (Stage whisper. ) Well, why?!
GEORGE. Because ics her baby-poo, .
MARTHA. ALL RIGHTY (By rote; a kind of almose-tearful recita-
fra ) Char son. You want our son? You'll have it
GEORGE. You wane a drink, Martha?
MARTHA. rft'.!'.i'ul‘!.r'.f'l"l'ﬂf.lf}':.ll Yes,

e eve of oyr
the eve of hjs

you! You wan;

abour

Do you want to talk abour him.

HE



NICK. (1o Martha kindly.) We don't have to hear abour it . if
you don't want to.

GEORGE. Who says s0? You in a position to set the rules
here?

NICK. (Pause; tight-lipped.) No,

GEORGE. Good bov: you'll go far. All right, Martha:
rion, please,

MARTHA. (From far away.) Whar, Creorge?

GEORGE. (Prompting.) "Our son ... "

MARTHA. All right. Our son. Our son was born in a Seprember
night, 4 night not unlike tonight, though tomarrow, and twenty ...
Onc ... years ago.

GEORGE. (Beginning of quict asides.) You see? 1 rold you,
MARTHA, It was an easy birth ...
GEORGE. Oh, Martha; no. You labored ... how you labored.

MARTHA. It was an easy birth ... once it had been ... accepred,
relaxed into.

GEORGE. Ah ... ves, Berter,

MARTHA. It was an easy birth, once it had been accepred, and |
Was voune,

GEORGE. And I was younger ... (Laughs quietly to himself
MARTHA. And I was young, and he was a healthy child, a red,
bawling child, with slippery, firm limbs ...

GEORGE, Martha thinks she saw him at delivery ... :
MARTHA. ... with slippery, firm limbs, and a full head of black,
hne, fine hajr which, oh, later, Jater, became blond as the sun, our son
GEORGE, He was a healthy child. ld
*"'_"iﬂR'l'Hﬂ. Anicd T had waniad wochild: . ob, I_h::..:l wanted a child
GEORGE, Prodeing her,) A son? A daughrer? |
HAHI'HA, A ._-hi,ld!L{'Qm';"ﬁ’-’lJ A child. Andl had m} child.
GEORG E. Our child. d ki
M""ll“'l‘lﬂ.. I'PU.':’?.I‘."J great “.'fjrm‘:.'f.,-l Our ;:llﬂLL _-"u':d we [dlsed i
(Laugly, briefly, bitterly.) yes, we did: we raised him Austri
Gl G| 1"-".:-"ill'|. lt‘{ln:i}' |-‘.|1:.1[!'- arid ag Jllliql“-' bassinet from Austria
i g e o onldfish
VAR HA. ... with teddy bears and transparent rlm“;I”-".le.:.lll.;.
ind 4 Pale blue bed with cane at the headboard when he we

around

your recita-

: . little hands
1€ which he wore through ... tinally ... with s 1t
i iIJ'-. L ,,!L.!,I}
GEORe |
2 1B L nighomares ..
f'ﬂ"’k]:{l BIA-. .. :-'ulrr.r‘p  He was a restless child
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GEORGE. (Saft chuckle, head-shaking of disbelief) ... Oh Lord

MARTHA. - szlftp amli a croup tent ... a pale green cmﬁ;;..

tent, and the shining kettle hissing in the one light of the ro0, thar

time he was sick ... those four days ... and animal erackers, and

the bow and arrow he kepr under his bed ...

GEORGE. ... the arrows with rubber cups ar their tp ...

MARTHA. ... at their tip, which he kept beneath his bed

GEORGE. Why? Why, Martha?

MARTHA. ... for fear ... for fear of ...

GEORGE. For fear. Just that: for fear.

MARTHA. (Vaguely waving him off goingon.) ... and ... and sand.

wiches on Sunday night, and Saturdays ... (Pleased recollecrion. )

and Saturdays the banana boar, the whole peeled banana, scooped

out on top, with green grapes for the crew. a double line of green

grapes, and along the sides, stuck to the boar with toothpicks,

orange slices ... SHIELDS,

GEORGE. And for the oar?

MARTHA. (Uncertainly.) A ... carror?

GEORGE. Or a swizzle stick, whatever was easier.

MARTHA. No. A carrot. And his eves were green ... green with
-« if you peered so deep inro them ... so deep ... bronze ... bronze
parentheses around the irises ... such green eyes!

GEORGE. ... blue, green, brown .

MARTHA. ... and he loved the sun!... He was ran before and
after everyone ... and in the sun his hair ... became ... flecce.

GEORGE. (Echaing ber) ... Heece ...

MARTHA. ... beautiful, beautiful bov.

GEORGE. Absofve. Domine, aninas ammizom Bdelivem 4 e P T e

al omnti vinenlo delictorum.

MARTHA. ... and school ... and summer camp ... and sledding
.and swimming ...

GEORGE, /o OTELES fha (UES stccwrmenite, mereantur evadere tudscium
ailtsoniis,

MARTHA, (Lawghing, to herself) ... and how he broke his arm
hiswe funny it was ... oh, ne, ic boee himl, ., bue, oh, it was funm
cee i a field, his very hiest cow, the fist hed ever seen ... and he
went o the hield, 1o the cow, where the cow was EFAEINEg, head
down, busy ... and he mood ar it/ (Laughs, iud.) He l|1-.-|.fl.i at it
and the beast, oh, surprised, swung s head up and mood ar him,
all three years of him, and he van, sarded, and he scumbled .. fell
e and broke his poor arm, (Laughs, dbad ) Poon fambs.
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-FORGE. Er lucis aeternae beatitudine perfrui,

TmRTHﬁ. George cried! Helplm_ ... George ... cried. | carried
;hi: poor lamb. George snuffling beside me, | carried the child, hav-
o fashioned a sling ... and across the grear fields.

GEORGE. In Paradisum deducant te Angell,

WARTHA. And as he grew ... and as he grew ... oh! so wise he
walked evenly between us ... (She spreads ber bands) ... 2 hand out
o each of us for what we could offer by way of support, affection,
eaching, even love ... and these hands, still, to hold us off a bit, for
murual protection, o protect us all from George’s ... weakness ...
and my ... necessary greater strength ... to protect himself ... and us.

GEORGE. In memoria aeterna erit Justus: ab auditione mala non
timebit,

MARTHA., So wise: so wise.

NICK. (1o George.) What is this? What are you doing?
GEORGE. Shhhhh.

HONEY. Shhhhh

NICK, t’S.l":rmggmg:) OK.

MARTHA. So beautiful; so wise.

GEORGE. (Laughs quietly,) All truth being relarive,
MARTHA. It is trye! Beauriful; wise; perfect.
GEORGE, There’s a real mother ralking.

HONEY. (Suddenly; almost tearfully.) 1 want a child.
NICK. Honey

HONEY, (More forcefully.) | want a child!

GEORGE. Op E:iin&?;{é}';

HDNEY (fn f-f‘ﬂﬁ,} | wWiant a s:h].l[l [ want a lDélb"r . .
MARTHA. (Waiting out the interruption, not really paying 1t i
Mind.) Of course, this state, this perfection ... couldnt last. Not
with Lacorge ... not with George around.

GEORGE. (] > | knew shed shift.

{0 the others.) There; you sce:

HON EY, Re seil]!

GEORGE :
o (Mo . ' ... mother.
NIk, o, Mock awe.) Sorr)

ANt you be sell?

f.‘lf_tm.;”_- : : . S
Sabls (Making a sign at Nick.) Dominis 1 ’
MAR] | A, Not xfi:h f;f:nrpﬁ: around. A drowning ”IJ-I1111;|;::|
FJWI] lhn“_- nearest, {.;L‘l.:ll'g:.' 1I'i£‘l:|. buit, oh. L..,...L how | foug |
{'.{Ii'iaﬂ“w I fought him. "
o NGE (A s ted faugh.) Ahhhhhhh. ke
MMHIH""‘- l-um'r{r.m'a can't stand those above them. Weakne

IMperfec,: . ; : ess and INNoOCEn
Perfection ¢ries UL agdinse strength, goodn
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