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Barefoot in the Park

ACT I

SCENE: ,4 large one-room apaftmettt on rhe top floor ol
an old brounstone in the East Forties ofl Third. Are-
nue. The room is baten, A ladder, ca )at dro| cloth,
and. a cou,le ol empty Pairrt cans stand. lorlornly in
the centel of the room. There is a huge skylight
which pours the btight February SUNSHINE glar
ingly into the room. Through the shylight we can
see the lools and, windows oJ brownstones acrcss
the street atd the ltamaoork ol a large buildittg
undel consttuction, Crcsts ol clinging snou can be
seen in the tuo windous und.el the skylight. A, Stage
Right, there is the enttance d.oor, o ste? below the
aqar,ment itseu. At Slage LeJt, lour steps lead to a
raised area lrom which tuo doors open, the Upstage
one leading to a batht7om, the LeJt one to the bed-
room. Although ue can't see much oJ the l,atter, ue
will soon learn that it ist't rea.lly o. bedroom. It's a
dressing room, about 6' r 4'. The bathroom has no
tab- Iust a showet and a sink and uhat haae you. On
another raised section Up Right is the kilchett. It's
not rcally a kitchen. It's just an old stoae, an older
relrigerato/ akd a chipped sinb that stands nakedly
between then. Ufstage Lel, ol this area is another
platlorm on which stand a stearner trunk and a lew
suitcases. The roont. has just been lleshly painted.
Not carcJully, rnaybe not prolessionally, but painted.
Therc is a small Frcnklin Stoae Downstage LeJt
beloto the Platlorm, atd at open closetr Dounstage
Right. Completiry the lurnishings oJ the room are
a lail,ing that runs Dounstage ol the entrrance wall,
cnd a radiator that sits high on the Upstage Lelt
uall. Fol oJl the room's drabness atd coldness, ,here
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as g/e6l p/onise here, Someone uith tsste, imagina-
taon and. lelsonality can mahe this that perJect I'ooe
tut we al,l dream oloul,

S,T RrsE: ficr rzls mt is nolo putting the key bt the door.
L ope$ ond CoRrE BRATTER e ers. She is louly,
youtg atzd luJl oJ hope lor the Jutwe. She erterc
the apaltrnent, looks around and sighs os though
the world. were just beginning. For her, it is, She
is wearing leais and. a yellow top under a large,
shaggy white lur coat. She carries a bouquet ol
flotuer. Alter /apturously eramining ,he lootn, she
takes the snall paint can, flls it uith watet ond. puts
in the flowers, throwing the araP,iflg on the floor.
The first bit oJ color in the loorn. As she closses to
P t the "!ase" orr to| ol the Frarklin Stote Down
Lelt, the DOORBELL buzzes. AJter putriflg ,he
flouers down, she crosses to the door, buzzes bach,
and. then o,ent the d.oo/ and. shouts down:

Conra. Hello?

(Flon the depths, possibll lrow the bortom ol the ealrh,
we hear a VOICE shout up.')

VorcE. Bratter?
Contr. (Velling back.) yes. Up here! . . Top floor!

(She crosses to the suitcases, o|ens the mediurn-sized one
ottd ,akes out a large bottle oJ champagne which she puts
into the /elrigerutor,)

(From belou, the VOICE again, this tine a little closer.)

Vorcr. Hello?

(Co*v rushes to thc door again ard shouts dowtt.)

CoRrE. Up here! You have another floor to go,

(Crossing back to the open suitcase she tabes out tbree

small. logs atd canies them to the stotc' As she
drops them in lront of the stol)e, the ooice L/tears
at the d,oo?, A tall, heary-set M^N in h;s ,nid-&k'
ties, ir a plaid wool jacket and baseball cap and
breathing rery, wry hard.)

MAN. Tet..._ (Ee t ies to catch his beath,l Telephone
Company.

Conn. Oh, the phone. Good. Come on in.

(He src?t in, carrying a blach lesther re|air hir.)

MAN. Ilat's quite a- (Bleath,6rearl. ) quite a dimb.
CoRE. Yes, it's frve f,ights. If you don't couDt tbc

front stoop.
M^N. I couted the front stoop. (beath, brcath. Hc

loohs at his notebook,) Paul Bratter, right?
Cown, Mrs. Paul Bratter.
MAN. (SrrZ chechittg book.) Princess phone?
ConE. The little one? That Ughts up? In beige?
MrN. The little one. ,,. (Breath, breath.l Thztlighb

ruip. . . . (Breath, breath.) lnbeige. . . . (Brcath, bleath,
Swallats haxl.\

ConE. Would you like a glass of water?
M-tN, (Sucking lor air, nods.) Pleasf.l
CoR. (C/rJses to sinh,'1 l'd ofer you soda or a beer

but we don't have anyrhing yet.
M.lN. A slass of water's file-
Conrc. (Suddetily emba.nasd.) . . . Expect I dont

have a glass either.
MAN. Ohl
Conn. Nothing's arttnd Ft . . . Yo could put your

head under and just schlurp,
MaN. No, I'm okay. Just a llttle out of sbape. (,4s le

stifiy climbs u? the ste! o* ol the well, he groa* with
pa,n. Altel lookirg about,) Where do you waDt tbe
pbone?

Conn. (Ioa*s aroutd..) The phone . . , IJt me rse
. . . C€, I don't know. Do you have any ldeas?
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CoRrE. Irrd and Taylor? (Shrags ant tahes the nou-
em?t! suitcas-e and puts it into the closet D. R.) probably
another wedding gift . . . From my mottrer, 

- 
She sends

me wedding gifts twice a day . . .
. MlN. I hope it's an electric heater. (Ee bluas oa his
harrds.\

,Coarc.a (\onied, she leels the stearn pi?e nert to thc
closet.) Really? Is it cold in here?
. ry". I cant grip ttre screw driver. Maybe the steam
rs or.

Con:r. Maybe tlat's it. (Sre gets up ott srabs and
tests tne fodtatol, \

MAN. Jllst turn it on. It,ll come right up.
CoRrE. I-t ,t on. It,s just not coming up-
MeN. Oh I . . . Well, that's these oid brownstones for

you. (Zips up his jacket,\

. Conrs. I prefer it this way. It,s a medical fact, you
know, t-hat steam is very bad for vou.

MAN. Yeah? In Februarv?

(Saddenty the Lold and Taylot DnLwxav MAN arbea/s
in the dool, carryitg three packages, Ee is'ii hk
early sirties and Jrom the way hi is breathinp. it
seems the end is wry near. He gasps lor air.)

CoRre. (Crossiflg .,o him.) Oh,bt . . . fust put it dowr
. anlrwhere. (The DELr\rERv Mm tzis the ,ackapes
doun, pantirrg. Ee watts ,o talh bat can't. Hi ettteids
his,h-a.nd to-the'IELEPHoNE MAN for a bit ol compassiorL)

Mer. I know. I know.
CoRrE. I'm awfully sorry about the stai.:,. (The DE-

LrvERy MaN ,ahes ou, a pod atd pencil and hilds them
out lirnplt lowards Coare.,y mat'; this?

MAN. I tl ink he wants you to sign it.
Conrr. Oh, yes. (Sle signs it luichly.\ Wait. iust a

minute., (She -fichs up her bag Jrom whele s*e nia b1t
it in the kitchen area and takis out some chazse-\ Heie
you go . . . (She puts it in his harul. He nods ueaklt
tznd trlr.s ,, go.) WiU you be all right . . . ? (And 6

MlN. Well, it dep€nds wbat you,re gonna do with tie
room. You gonna have furniture in here?

Conrn, Yes, it,s on its wav uD.
YtN. (He looks back ai thZ stairs.) H eary furniture?
CoRIE. I'll tell you what. (She points to teliphone junc-

tion box ott the wall o. L. o'l the'stairs to ,h; bed/;om.\
J!{ put it over ttrere and give me a long extension cord.
lf _I-can't 6nd a place, I,ll iust hang it orit tbe v/indow.

Mrru. Fair enough. (I/e crossei to the jtxction box,
coughtng and in paiz. ) Whool

Conrr. Say, I'm awfully sorry about tle stairs. (IaA-
;ng the lorye suilcase, she stalts to d/ag it irrlo rh; bed-
room.)

NIAN. (Or his knees, opens tool 6o*.) you're really
gonna live up here, heh? . I mean, every day?

LoRrE. Xverv dav.
Mer. You don't 

-mind 
it?

CoRrE. (Stopping on the stairs.\ Mind it . . . ? I love
this apartment (Contitues into bedroom.) Well, it
ao€J dtscourage people.

Mer. What people?
Conrc. (Comes out ol bedroom and sta s lor other

suitcases.) Mothers, friends, relatives, mothers. I mean
no one just "pops" in on you when tbey have to climb
nve nrshts.

Mer.r. You're a newll'wed. risht?
C_onrr. Six days. What give"me away?
MeN. I watcb "What,s My Line,' a lot.

(The DOORBELL buzzes.)

CoRrE. OHI I hope that's the furniture.
MAN. I don't want to see this.

-- Conrn. (Presses buzzer and yells daun the srairs.)
Helloooo! Bloominsdale,s?

(From belou, d VorcE.)

Vorca. Lord and Taylor.
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l'aul so Paul can see ttre apartment with furniture. (Slc
buztes, opens doot and yells downstairs,\ Ycu?

Vorcn Fnot'r BELow. It's me!
CoRrE-. (Unhappily,) Oh, hi, Paul. (Sie tulrrs in o

rcom.) Well, I guess he sees the apartment without the
furniture. (fakis retnaining packige ard flsces it wilh
others on landirg atd,er the windows.)

M;:*. (Gathering up his tooh.\ How long d'ja say you
were married?

Conrr. Six days.
M.cN. He won't notice tle place is empty until Juae.

(He crosses to door.) Well, Eldorado 5-8191 , . . Have
a nice marriage . . . (Turns back into room,) And may
you soon have many extensions. (He tuns and looks at
lhe climb dow he has to make and moans.) Ooohlt (fie
ts gone,l

(Coxtx quickly stafis to prepale the rcont lor P,.vt's
inilial enl/ance. She gathers u? ,he conl)as drop
cloth and thlows it into the closet,\

PAUL'S VorcE. Corie? . . Where are

the frrst thne he gets out some words. They are , . .
"Argh, argh." Ee erirs. Closes door behind, him.\ lts a
shame, isn't it? Giving such hard work to an oid man.
(Tahes two o.l .the 

packages and places them l|pstage
untn tne /ematntng suttcases.)

MAN. He's probably only 25. They age fast oD tlis
route. (A€ d,ials. Into phone.) Hello, Ed? Yeab . . . On
. er . . Eldorado 5-8191 . . Give me a straight
check.

Cotrz,. (Mooing ,o TELEPEoND M,w.) Is that my
number? Eldorado 5-8191? (MAN ,tods.\ lt has a nice
sound, hasn't it?

Mtx. (Why lool with a romantic-\ Yeah. it's a beauti-
ful number. (The PHONE ngs, He atnters it-4is-
gtising his to;ce., Hello? . . . (Chuckles owr his joke.)
Good work, Mr. Bell, you've done it again. (He hangs
up, tu/ns ,o CoRrE.) Well, you've got your phone. As
my mottrer would say, may your first call be from the
Sweeps takes.

CoRtE. (Tahes phoze.) My very own phone . . . Gives
you a sens€ of power, doesn't it Can I make a call yet?

M^N. (Patting cozter back on janction trr.) youi bill
started two minutes ago.

Conrz. Wbo can I call ? . . . I know. (She sta s to
dtal.\

MAN. Oh, by the way. My name is Harry Pepper. And
if you ever have any trouble witb t}is phone, please, do
me a favor, don't ask for Harry Pepper. (CoRrE lu.ngs ap,
s to-oh ol disappoittment on h6r laii.1 What,s the nltter,
trad news?

,Co-aJJ' (Lihe a telephote ope/ator.) It is going to be
doudy tonight with a light snow.

Mnx. (l/e looks up dt skflight,) And just think, you,ll
be tle 6rst one in t}e city to see it fall.

(Tlre DOORBBLL -buzzes. Cor.rr puts d,own ,he phone,
atd tushes to the door,\

CorE. Oh, plea:e, let ttrst be the furniture aDd Dot

PAUL'S VorcE. Corie? . Where are vou?
Conre. (Rrules back to door and yetls doun.) llpCoRrE. (.{{ares bdch to door and ye&s doun.) VF

h e r e ,  h o n . . . T o p  f l o o r . . .  ( T h e  P H O N E  r i n g s , )
Oh, my goodness. The phone. (She rushes to it arut
answers it,) Hello? . . . Yes? . . . Oh, yes, he is . . .
I mean he's on his wav uo. ., Can vou hold on foron forI mean he's on his way up . . , Can you
two more floors? (Sle puts dmon receiler and yells.)
Paul. Hurry up, darling!

PAUL's VorcE. Okay. Okay.
CoRrE. (Inro phone.) Ilello. He'll be with you in one

more flight. Thank you. (She puts phone on fioor and,
continues to get lhe aqarttnent rcady, Rushing up the
slairs she closes lhe bedroom and the barhroorn d,oo/s.
Surveying lhe room, she sees the wrappiftg lrom the
flowers on the floo/ ol the kitchen and the wadd,ed-up
neusfa|ers on top ol the stol)e. Quickly gathehtg them
uP, she stuls lhem into the neares, hiding place, the
relrigentol Then dashing into the halJ and closing rle
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I'tul-. I do like it. (1/e squints around.) l'm jrst

waiting for my eyes to clear first.
Conirn. t expeited you to walk in here ald say, "Wow."

tTakes his hand.\
PAUL. I wrll. iHe takes a dee, brcarh.) OUay, (Ee

looks arourd, thet says uithout enthusiasm.) "Wqw." -
CoRrE. Oh, Paul. (Sle throuts hetselJ onto PAvL'a

hnee.\ It'll b; beautiful, I promise you. You just came
lrome too soon. (Nuzzles PATJL.)

Peul. You know I missed you.
CoRrE. Did you really?
Plur.. Rishi in the' middle of the Monday morni:rg

conference l-beqan to feel sexi/.
Conrr. Thatis marvelous. (They hiss ) Ob, boy. Let's

take a cab back to the Plaza. We still have an hour
before check-out time.

Pnur,. We can't. We took a towel and two asb traF.
We're hot. (IIe hisses het.')

CoRrE, Mv gosh. vou still love me.
P.lur. Afier" six days at ttre Plaza? What's tbe trick?
CoRIE. (G€rJ uP and ,notes au)oy.) Blr\ ihat-was-a

honevmoou. Now we're on a reaular schedule. I thought
vou'i come home tonight, and we'd shake bands and
start the marriage. lShi eitewls hel hand to him')

Peur. (Rres.) "How do you do . . . ?"

(They shahe hands' Then Conts thrmts hercelt into hk
arms and kisses him.\

Conre. My turn to say "Wow" . . ' For a laryer
vou're some qood kisser'' 

Prlu. (W1th hidder imporl.l For a kisser I'm some
sood lawver." 

CoRrE. What does tiat mean? . Something's hap
pened? . Something wonderful? . . . Well, for pete's

sakes. what?
PAirL. It's not positive yet. T'he omce is supposed to

call and let me know in five minutes.
Coas.. (Then she remembers.l Ohl Th€y calledl

door behind he/, she /e-enters to ,nake ofle mofe surae"v
oJ her apartmerrt. Satisfed with what she sees, she tuis
bo.ck to the opet door, and yelh dozz.) Now houey, don,t
expect too much. The furniture didn,t get here yet and
the paint didn't come out exactly rightibut I tf,ink it,s
going to be beautiful . . . Pauli . .-. paul, are you alt
right?

Peur.'s Volcr. I'm coming. I'm comins.
. CoRrE. (Into phone.l He,s coming. Iie,s coming. (Sle
pats doun phone and. loohs at door. 

-ptrn 
lalls in ihlitugh

doorway atd hatgs on the nil at the inbance ol ihe
oPalt nent- Pnw. is 26 bul breathes and dresses liie 56.
He carries a heaay suitcase and an attach| case and, all
the digttity he ean beat. He d/ofs ,he attach, case at the
rcilizg. ) Hi, sweetheaft. (She smothers him with kisses but
all he can do is fght Jor air.) Ob, paul, darling. (Ile
sygks lor orrgen.) Well? (She stejss accb.; Say'soine-
tDrns.

-Pivr-. (Breathing pith great dificulty,looks back doun
the stairs.) It 's six flights... Did you know it,s six
flights?

CoRrE. It isn't. It's five.
Pt'JJt. (Stag-gers up the step into the roorn, dnd

couapses on the suitcose.) What about that big'thing
banging outside the building?

CoRrc. That's not a flight. It's a stoop.
PAUL. It may look like a stoop but it climbs like a

fligbj. (&est h, bleath.\
CoRrE. Is that dll you have to say?

. -P^uL. (Gasping.) I didnt tlink I'd get that much out.
(He bleathes heaaily.\ It didn,t seem like six flishts
when I first saw the apartment. (Breath.) Why is t-Eat?

Coen. You dido't see the aDartment. Dont vou .e-
member, the woman wasn't homi. you saw the thiid floor
apartment.

Pllrr,. Then tiat's whv.
Conrr. (Crossizg abiue Pltvr-.\ you don,t like it. you

really don't like it,
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PASL. mat-?
Conrn. I mean ttrey're calling.
PAUL. WheD-?
Conrr. Now- They're on ttre phone now.
Peur.. (Looking around.l Wbere-?
CoRrE. (Poiflts to phorc,) There-
P/ruL. (Rushes lo Phone.) Wtry didn't you tell mel
Conrr. I forgot. You kissed me and got me all crazy.
P^uL, (Into phone.) Frank? . . . Yeah ! ... Listen,

what did.- Oh, very funny. (Looks to CoRrE.) "For a
lawyer, I'm some good kisser" . Come on, come, tell
me . . . Well ? . . . (A big grin. Cor.tx, leeling leJt out,
sneaks oter and tlies to tickle him.) You're kidding? The
whole thing? Oh, Frank, baby. I love you . . . What do
you mean, nervous? . I passed tlle bar, didu't I? . . .
Yes, I'll go over everything tonight. (CoRrE /€acrs to "to-
night" and. slowl,y rnotes to the ladder.) I'll meet you in
Schraffts at eight o'clock in the morning. We'll go over
the briefs... Hey, what kind of a tie do I wear? I
don't know. I thought maybe somettring flowing like Oliver
Wendell Holmes' . . . Right. (He stands up. He is bub-
bling utith jo1. Conn has now ckmbed up the Ladd.er.)
Did you hear? . . . Did you hearT (Moztes up ladder
to CoRrE. )

Conrs. wlat about tonight?
Peur-. I've got to be in court tomorrow moming .

I'xe got ny f,rs, casel
CoRIE. mat about torlight?
PAUL. I'll have to go over the briefs. Marshall has to

be in Washington tomorrow and he wants me to take over
. . . with Frank . . . but it's really my case. (He hugs
CoRrE,) Oh, Corie, baby, I'm going to be a lawyer.

CoRE. That's wonderful . . . I just thought we were
going to spend tonight together.

PAVL. We'll spend tomorrow night together. (Crorj€r
to railing and gets attocht ccse.) I hope I brougit tlose
affidavits.

CoprE. 1 brougbt a black nightgown. (She aosses up
,o sfiav flikase,\
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Pev.. (Loohing throttgh afidatits Jrom case; his mhd
has ,tou) t rlfled cornlletel! legsl.) Marchall had every-
thing laid out when I was at tle office . . . It tooks
simple enough. A furrier is suing a woman for non-pay-
ment of bills.

Coarz. (Tahing nightgown wt oJ suitccre.) I was going
to cook you spaghetti witl the white clam sauce . . . hr
a bikini.

Plw. We're representing the furrier. IIe made tour
specially tailored coats for this woman on ParL Avenue.
Now she doesn't want tle coats.

CoRt1. (Tches ofr blouse, ancl slipling her ans through
the ,righrgouh straps, she ilrapes it owr hr.) Thet I
found tlis great ttring on Eighth Street. It's a crossword
puzzle with dirty words.

PAuL. But the furrier can't Aet rid of tbe coats, She,s
only four foot eight. He'd baie to sell them to a rich
litde girl.

CoRE. Th€n I was going to put on a record and do
an authentic Cambodian fertitty dance.

PAUL. The only trouble is, he didn't bave a signed
contract . . . (Conrn begins her " tertility dance" and
errds up collabsing on the bottom ste? ol the trailileL)
What are you doing?

ConE. I'm trying to get you all hot ald bottrered ard
you'r€ summing up for the jury. The whole marriage is
over.

Pl.r-. (Moaes ,o CoRrE.) Oh, Corie, honey, I'm sorry.
(Puts his arms arouttd ler.) I guess I,m pretty excited.
You want me to be rich and famous. don't vou?

Conrr. During the day. At nigUi f want you to be
here and sexy.

PAUL. I will. Just as soon as "Birnbaum versus Gump"
is over , . I'll tell you what. Tomorrow night is your
Dight. We'll do wbatever you want.

Conn. Something wild, insane and crazy?
Plur,. I promise.
C-ow,, (Eyes wide open.\ Lil(e vb^t?
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Conrr. Of course there's heat. We have a radiator.
P^uL. (Gets uP on steqs and leels ladiator.) T\e

rudialor's the coldest thing in the room.
CoRrE. It's probably &e boiler. It's probably off in

tbe whole building.
P^uL. (Putting on gloves.) No, it was warn coming up

the stairs. (Goes out door into hall.) See, . . . Itt nice
snd warm out here.

Conrr. Maybe it's because the apartment is empty.
PAUL. The hall is empty too but it's warm out here.
CoRtE. (Mooes to the stoDe.) It'll be all right once I

get a fire going.
Ptut. (Goes to phone.) A fire? You'd bave to keep the

flame going night and day . . . I'll call the landlord.
CoRtE. (Putting log into stol)e.) He's not home.
Peur.. Where is he?
CoRIE. In Floridal . . There's a handy man tlat

comes Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.
PAUL. You mean we freeze on Tuesdays, Thursdays and

Saturdays?
Conn. He'll be here in the mornine.
Peut. (Moaing n.1 And what'll we do tonight? I've

got a case in court in the morning.
Cowr. (Mores to P^uL.) Will you stop saying it like

you always have a case in court in the morning. This is
your first one,

PAUL, Well, what'll we do?
CoRrE. The furniture will be here. In tle meantime I

can light tle stove and you can sit over the fire with your
law books and a shawl like Abraham Lincoln. (Czosses
lo the Franklin Stow and gets rnatches hon the top ol
the stote.)

PAUL. Is that supposed to be funny? (Begins to in-
xes tigote sntall windows.)

CoRrE. No. It was supposed to be nasty, It just came
out funny. (She strikes match and. attemprs to light the
log in stol)e. PAUL tlies the wind.ows.) mat are you
doing? (Gizts up atten?tittg to light log.)

PAUL. I'm checkiug to see if the windows are closed.

Peur.. Well . . . I'll come home early and we'll wall-
paper each otber.

CoRrE. Oh. Paul. how wonderful . . . Can't we do it
tonight?

PAUL. No, we can't do it tonight, because tonight I've
got to work. (Rises, and looks arcund.) Except where do
I sit?

CoRE. The furniture will be here by five. They prom-
ised.

P^IJL, (DroL,ing afr.d.aeits into case, looks at his
watch.) Five? . . . It's five-thirty. (Crosses to bed.room
stdils. ) What do we do, sleep in Bloomingdale's tonight?

Conrr. They'll be here, Paul. They're probably stuck
in traffic.

Pav.. (Crossing uP to bed./oon.\ And what about to-
nigbt? I've got a case in court tomorrow. Maybe we should
check into a hotel? (Loohs into bedroom.)

CoRrB. (-Ris€J and, mot)es rouaftts P^IJL,) We jtrst
checked ozl of a hotel. I don't care if tle furniture drern',
come. I'm sleeping in my apaftme\t tonight.

P.r.w. Wlere? Wlr.ere? (Loobs into bathroom, closes
door, and starrs to come back down the steps.') Tlrerc's
ouly room for one in the bathtub. (He sudd.en\ tuns,
goes back uP sreps and opens door to the bathroom,)
Where's tle bathtub?

Corrl,. (E esitantl!. ) There is no bathtub.
PAUL. No bathtub?
Conm. There's a shower . .
P.lur.. How am I going to take a bath?
Conrr. You won't take a bath. You'll take a shower.
PAUL. I don't like showers. I like baths. Corie. how

am I goiDg to take a bath?
Conn. You'll lie dornn in the shower and hang your

feet over ttre sink. . . I'm sorry there's no bathtub,
Paul.

Pl.t. (Closes door, and crosses d,oul into roon.)
Hmmmm . . . Boy, of all the nighls . . - (He stddenly
shiaers.\ I|'s freezing in here. (Ile rubs hh hanfu.) lsn't
there aay heat?
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Cor:r. They're closed. I looked.
Pew. Tten why is it windy in here?
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C.nnn, (Moaes R. ,, PArrL.) I don't feel a draft.
Ptor.. (Motu away lrcm uindauts.) I didn't say drafl

I said wind . . . There's a brisk, northeasterly wind blow-
ing in rhi< room"

Conre. You don't bave to get sarcastic,
Pevr. (Mooiag ti ;nto the kitchen atea.\ l'm !]ol

getting sarcAtic, I'm getting chapped lips. (Loohing up,
he glirn,set the hole in the shylight.)

CoRE. flow could therd be wind in a dosed room?
Peur. How's this for an aaswer? There's a hole in the

sLylighL (Ee foints u!,)
Conne. (Sle looks ttp, sees it ard is obaiouly ern-

bsrcsse.d b! it,) Gee,I didn't see that before. Did you?
Ptvr., (Motat ,o la(Uc/,) I didn't see the apaltment

before.
- Conn. (Dete*ioely. Crosses to the railing a,nd gets
h6 coa,t,, All right, Paul, don't get upset. I'm sure it'll
be fixed. We could plug it up with something for tonight.

Pev.. (Gets up h lhtder,l How? How? ibafs treity
feet high. You'd have to fly over in a plane 4\d dro?
somettring in.

Cotu;r. (Putting on coat.) ll,s only for one night. And
it's not that cold.

P^uL. In February? Do you know wbat lt's lihe at
tbree o'clocl. in the morning? In February? Ice-cold
freezing,

CoRrE. It's not goiDg to be freezing. I calted the
weather bureau. It's going to be cloudy with a tight s-
(She catches hersel ind toohs up.)

PAUL. What? (Cowt ttrns awat.) Wh^t? . . . A light
what?

Conrs. Snow I
Prut. (Coming dozan ladder) Snou?? . . . Itb going

to snow tonight? . . . In here?
Conrr. They're wrong as often as tbey,re right.
P,luL. I'm goi-og to bi shoveling snow in my 

-owu 
living

noom.

CoPrB. It's a littl€ hole.
PAUL. With that wind it could blow sir-foot drifts in

ttre bathroom. Honestly, Corie, I don,t see how you can
be so cdm about all ttris.

Conrr. Well, what is it you want me to do?
PAUL. Go to pieces, like me. It's only natural.

_- CoRrE. (G?es to him and. puts her arms arouttd, him.)
I've got a better idea. I'll keep you warm . And
tbere's no cbarge for electricity . . . (Kisses him.)
. Pnur. I can see I haven,t got much of a law career

ahead oi me.

. Conrr.. Good.. I hope we stawe. And tbey 6nd us up
nere oeao rn eacn other's arms.
.Jeur.."Frozen skinny lovers found on 48th Street.,,
l t  ne! P$s, )

Conn. Are we in love again ?
Peur-. We're in love again. (The, kiss agait, a loag

oasstorutte emblace.\

(The DOQRBELL buzzes.)

Conll,. (Breaking away.) The bed. I hope it,s the bed.
(She- buzzes back, and lhet opens door aid yetJs dtutt.)
Helllooooo ! Bloominsdale's?

FEMALE ly'orcE. (Frcm belou.) Slurprisel
Contx,. (Turns ro PauL.) Oh, God. 

-

PAUL, What's wrons?
Corre. Please, let ii be a woman delivering the furni-

ture.
PAUL. A .tvoman?
Vorcn. Corie?
CoRrE. But it,s my mother.
PAUL. Your mother? Now?

^, CoRrE.. (IaAizg nightgoun of afld slipping irrro blouse.)
)ne coulon't watt. Just one more day.

P^!L. (Puts afrda\its bach intb case,) Corie, you've
got to get rid of her. I,ve got a case in court tomorrow.
. CoRrE. It's-ugly in here witbout furoitue, istr't it? She,s
jlst going to hate it, woD't she?
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Vutcn, Corie? Where are you?
Conrr. (Crosses ,o d.oot arrd yeAs down stairs.) Up

here, Mon. Top floor.
Ptur.. (Hides case in co/ner t ol windows.\ tlow am

I going to work tonight?
Corrn. Sbe'll thiuk this is tle way we're going to live.

Like grpsies in a! empty storc. (Attern|ting to button
top.)

Ptut-. (Thrmting nightgown and lingerie into sui,tcose.\
Maybe I ought to sleep in the of6ce.

CoRrE. She'll freeze to death. She'll sit ttrere in her fur
coat and freeze to death.

Ptvt-, (Helps he/ button lo1.) I don't get you, Corie.
Five minutes ago this was tbe Garden oI Eden. Now it!
suddenly Cannery Row.

CoRrE. She doesn't understand, Paul, She bas a difrerent
set of values. She's practical. She's not young like us.

PAUL, (Gathe/s ap suitcase with lingerie ard tahes it
into bedroom.) Well, I'm 26 and cold as hell.

Yotce,. (Getting neaffi,) Corjle?
Conrr. (Yels down at doo/.) One more flight, Mother

. . . Paul, promise me one thing. Don't tell her about
tle rent. If she asks, tell her you're not quite sure y€t.

Ptrsr.. (Ctossing to door uith coat collar u! aroutd
hh lace.\ Not sure wbat my rent is? I ha1)e to kr.o-n
wbat my rent is. I'm a college graduate.

CoF.rE. (StoPping PAUL.) Can't you lie a little? For
Me? You don't have to tell her it's a bundred and twenty-
6ve.

P.l,ur,. All rigbt. How much is it?
CoRrE. Sixty?
P,lur,. Wlat?
CoRrE. Sixty-five?
Plw. Corie-
Conrr. Seventy-frve, all right? Seventy-five dollars and

sirty-three cents a month. Including gas and electricity,
She'll believe that, won't she?

PATJL. Arryone would believe ttrat. It's the bundred and
tweuty-five that's bard to swallow. (Combs hair.)
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Coxn.,She's. t*ing a long time. I hope she,s all rieht.PAuL..t cant lie about thi .t"i*. ShrT;il; ;; fi;r;out it's six floors all by herself.
99i1". .S]fr..Sbl,, sbe's here. (S.ta s to opel doo/.)

,-.ytiuL.. (Grabs her.) lust pronire _, oni thing. don,tlet ier stay..too.long because i,ve gor a_
I tcoRrE. 

(With him.) -___case in ciurt in ttre morning . . ,
irXli;;,r 

know . (She opens door ard goes into-halt.i

(?re,lVorr-{ER shoots by her into the room and prabstle ./:it tio keep Jroi lauing. She,s iiii-iiTirtiil.
fc y,. b!t. has rot bothired ,t" ti;{ "Jtii,h"ii;j,::i: 

?!tt Jew leats. She coua use a perrrranerr, arrda unote neu wardrobe.\

Peur,. (Ranles to stp?ort iez. ) Hello, Mom.

(?r€ MorsDR struggtes lor air.)
MorEFl .  oh l  . . .  oh l  .  .  . I  can, t  bratbe.coxrE. Take it €asy, Mom. luoti;a niitfi'ar_.tMorElR. I can,t catch my bieath. 

-
ri{ul,. you sbould have rested.
I\4'orEER. I did But tlere were always more stairs.Conre. Paul. heln her.

,j1y1., CoIg 9n, U.om. Watch the step. (Sta s to teadEe/ rp the ste, inlo the /oom.\
MorEER. More stairs? (Sie sf eps up.)

(Co1.lr11{_PXur kad Mor:atn touards peuL,s tuitccsc,suu stsndtng nea/ the uall.\

CoRrE. You waDt some water?
MorrrER. Later. I can,t swallow vet.fAuL, Here. sit down.

(She sits ott suitcase.\

MorsER. Ob, my.
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CoRrE. It's not trd, high, Mottrer.
MorEER. I k::ow, dear. It's not bad really . . . Wbat

is it, nine flights?
PAUL. Five. We don't count tle stoop.
MorEER. I didn't think I'd make it . . . If I'd known

the people on the third floor I'd have gone to visit
tlem

(Paur, sils on the botrorn step ol the lad.de/.)

Conrr, This is a pleasant surprise, Mother,
MoruER. Well, I really had no intention of coming up,

but I had a luncheon in Westchester and I thought, since
it's on my way home, I might as well drop in for a few
minutes . .

Conrr. On your way home to New Jersey?
MorsER. Yes. I just came over the Whitestone Bridge

and down the Major Deegan Highway and now I'll cut
across tovr and on to the Henry Hudson Parkway and up
to tle George Washington Bridge. It's no extra trouble.

P,cuL. Sounds easy enough.
MorHER. Yes . .
CoRrE. We were going to ask you over on Friday.
Mornrr. Friday. Good. I'll be here Friday . . . I'm

not going to stay now, I know you both must be busy.
Peur,. Well, as a matter of fact-
Cottr- (Stopping him.) No, we're not, are we, Paul?

(He kills her with a glance.)

MorEER. B€sides, Aunt Harriet is ringing the bell for
me in teD minutes . Just one good look around, that's
all. I'm not sure I'm coming back.

CoRrE. I wisb you could have come an hour later. After
the furniture arrived.

MorEDR. (G€rr up, Iooks and stops cold., Don't worry.
I've got a marvelous imagination.

C o n r r .  W e l l  . . .  ?
MorFER. (Srlrrned.) Oh, Corie . . . it's . . . heauti-

tuI.
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CoRrE. You hate it . . .
Moryza. (Moves uP touards windous.\ No, no . . .

It's a charming apartment. (Tlips ore/ Platlorn.) I love
i r .

Oonrn- (Rzsles to her.) You can't really tell like tlis.
Mornrn. I'm crazy about it.
(-'oRrE. It's not your kind of apartment, I knew you

wouldn't l ike it.
Mornrn. (Mouas d.oun to P^uL.) I love it . . . Paul,

rlidn't I say I loved it? (Takes his hantl.)
Peur.. She said she loved it.
MorsER. I knew I said it.
CoRIE. (fo MorEDR.) Do you really, Mother? I mean

irrc you absolutely crazy in love with it?
Morren. Oh, yes. It's very cute . . And ttrere's so

rnucb you can do with it.
CoRrE. I told you she hated it.
MorHER. (Mr?er towards bed.loom landing.) Coie,

you don't give a person a chance. At least let me see ttre
whole apartment.

I'AUL. . This is the whole aDartment.
Moluxn. (Cheerlully.) lt's a nice, large room.
Coqrn. There's a bedroom.
Morsnn. Where?
PAUL. One flight up.
Conre. It's four little steps. (6oer tp sreps to bedloort

door.) See. One-two-three-four.
Mornen. (?o PAUr,. ) Oh. Split level. (Ckmbs steps,l

And where's the bedroom? Throueh there?
Conrr. No. 1z tiere. That's- the bedroom . . . ft's

rcally just a dressing room but I'm goiqg to use it as a
bcdroom.

Morrraq. (lt bedroom d.oor.\ That's a wonderful idea.
And you can just put a bed in there.

CoRrE. That's right.
MorHER. How?

(P^uL mo'nes ,o the steps.l

CoRrE. It'll fit. I measured ttre room.
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Mornan. A double bed?
Conrr. No, an oversized single.
MorEER. Oh, they're nice. And where will Paul sleep?
CoRrE. Witl me.l
Plur. (Mows u! on landing.) In an oversized single?
Mornrn, I 'm sure you'l l be comfortable.
CoRrE. I'm positive.

(PAuL motes bach doun stairs and. glumly suneys the
room.)

MorHER. It's a wonderful idea. Very clever . .
Conrr. Thank you.
MorHER. Exc€pt you can't get to the closet.
Conrr. Yes you can.
I\I0TEER. Without climbing over the bed?
Corrr. No, you haoe to clirnb over the bed.
MorHER, That's a good idea.
CoRrE. (Leares bedroom. crosses to ladder and clitnbs

2y'.) Everything's just temporary. As they say in McCall's,
it won't really take shape until the bride's own personality
becomes more clearly defined.

i\lorHER. I think it's you right now. (Turns lo olher
door.) What's in here . . 7 (Opens door and looks in.)
The bathroom (Closes dooz.) No bathtub You
really have quite a lot here, for one room. (Moaes d.own
steps.) And where's the kitchen? (Sers store and relrig-
erator, stops in horror and then closses towad,s kitchen.)
Whoo, there it is . Very cozy. I suppose you'll eat out
a lot the first year.

Conn. We're never eating out. It's big enough to make
spaghetti and things.

MorEER. What "thines"?
CoRrE. It's a dish I hake, called "Things." Honestly

I{other, we won't starve.
lIorHER. I know, dear. (Under skylight.) It's chilly in

here. Do you feel a draft?
Pnr.. (Looks z?.) Uh, stand over here, Mom. (If oves

her away lrom hole and near staam pipe nert to the
rciling-\
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(bRrE. Wh-at you need is a drink. paul, why doa't you

I ur rlown and get some scotch?
I' lur.. Now?

_ llorEnR._ (Crossing touards lranklitt stare,) Oh, not
f,rr mc. I'm leaving in a few minutes,

l '^rrr.. Oh. She'i leaving in a few minutes.
( (,r{rD. She can stay for one drink.

(P^uL quietl! argues with Corle at ladde/.\

Ilo'rHER. There's so much you can do in here. Lots of
t*:rl l  space. What color are you going to paint it?

(  i )k rE .  l t s  pa ln ted .
lIorIiER. Very attractive.
l'^\iL. (Loohs at watch.) Wow. Nearly sir.
\ lor EER. I,ve got to go.

..,(,, 'r{rF. Not. unti l you have a drink , , . (To p t.)
t l i l l  you get the scotch.

(He continues to argue uith he/,)

l lorHER. A.l l r ight. I ' l l  stay for just one drink.
I ',rur. Good. I ' l l  get the scotcb. (Sralrs lot door.l
l \ lorHER. Button up, dear. It 's cold.
I'AUL. I've noticed that.
('oRrE. And get some cheese.

(paw- is gone.)

Mornrn. Paull (P^uL leappeals st the doo/, MoTE]Ep.
r.tt..tt( ls.her azzs.) I just want to give my fella a kiss.
.\.nrl wish him luck. (Peur comes bick it ind crosses all
th( uay o,uel ro MorIIER. She hisses him.) your oew
homc is absolutely beautiful. It,s a perfect'little apart_
nlon t.

I'AUL. Oh . thanks. Mom.
MorHER. Tben you do i ike it?
P^uL. Like it? (He loohs at C}RLF. and ,tarts tro erit.\

\\'hnrc else can you find anything like this . . . foi.
\cventy-nve slxty-three a month? (Erirs.)
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(Corn crd Mo"Exn cre alote. Cown climbs d.aun the
hdde4 and loohs lo sotne sigtt ol appoual lrom
Mormr.)

Conn. Well?
MorErn. Oh, Corie, I'm so excited for you.

(TLey embron.)

CoRE. It's not eractly what you pictured, is it, Mother?
Morsrn. Well, it is unusual-like you. (Czasses r.)

I remember when you were a little girl you said you
vanted to live on tie moon. (Tutns back to CoRrE.) |
thought you were joling . . . What about Paul? Is he
happy with aU rhis?

ConE. He's happy with me. I tlfnk it's the same thing.
whv?

MorEER. I worry about you two, You're so impulsive.
You jump into life. Paul is like me. He looks frrst. (Sits
doun on suitcase,\

Conrr. He do€snt took. He stares. That,s the trouble
with both of you . . . (Places paint can ,text to Morg.E\.
and sits.) Oh, Mother, you don't know how f dreaded
your coming up here. I was sure you'd ttrink I was com-
pletely out of my mind.

Morsnn. Why should you think that, dear?
CoRE. Well, it's the first tiing I've ever done on my

own, Without your help . . .
MorEER. If you wanted it, f'm sure you would have

asked for it . . . but you didn't. And I understand.
Conry. I hope you do, Motler. It's something I just

had to do all by myself.
MorsE. Corie, you mllst!,t tbiDl f,m burt. I,m not

hurt
Conn. I'm ro glad.
Mormn. You mitstn't rhtnl Ib hrtrt I don,t get hurt

over things lite tbat.
CoEE. I didn't thinl yol wodd-
l[o's- Orlar rhingt hun me, bot Et tbt . . .

11 r BAREFOOT IN TIIE PARK 2l

.( i,uE. Good . . . Hey, let,s open my presents aDd s€e
rrrt |ve gol Ald yqu try to a.t surpris€d. (G.E Fes-..t-t.t rut or,ftgs trterr dorDrt ,O punt cat.)

. lll) l s!:r. You won't let me buy you anyrhi'rg . , . Oh,
tlry're just a few little thi.nes.

(yl.lg.__(Si1ting dout anl shakitg sma est btx vigor-
,ry/t. ) What's in bere. It sounds expeosive,

lll(,rrfiR. Well, zr?, I thr'D_k it's a'broken clock.
(i)RrE. 

,(Opezs box, tbowittg u/appirrgs and tisrue
,ttpt:/ on Foo/.) I ' l l  bet you cleaned out Saks,Gift De_
trrrtmcnt. I think I'm a regular stop on tle deliverv
'.'rlrc nors. -(Zoois at cloch, pats it boih in box and htistt ,Nide and. begins to open lalgest bor,)

l\lorEcn.- Aunt Harriet was witb n'e wben I picled it
n\tt.. (Loughs.)_ She thinks I'm over here euery day ,row.('oRrE. You know you,re welcome, Motber,
. MorsER I said, ,.Why, Harriet? Just because I,m

rlone now," I said. ,,I'm not afraid to live alone. Io some
wiys it's better to live alone,,, I said.

tl oRrE erantines the blanket she finds ir package, cLoses
box, puts it aside and begins to opei fnal'pickage.
Moraen fcAs up liece ol tissue iap; and'smooihs
rt out on hel lar.')

MorEER. But you can,t tell her that. She thinks a
woman living alonr, way out in New Jersey is the worst
{nrng rn t.be world . .,It,s not,, '  I told her. ., l t 's not
thc u,rru, thins . ."

t'onrr. (I!cs pachage open and, tokcs out the dis_
6.nltled porls of a cofiee pot.) Hey, does t}is come with
rl ircctions?

MorEER, If I knew about this kitchen, it would have
r rrme with hot coffee. (Laughs-\

. Conra. (Prchs up bot wilh clock and takes it with ,alts
ol cofree pot up.into kitchen.) Mother, you,re a" absotute
f,ngel. lJut _you've got to stop buying things for me. It's
ficttfng. embarras-sinE: (Puts cloch on reftigenlm and
r:olJee lot on sitk.) lf you keep it up I,m'gdbg to open
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a discount house (Takes blanket and Places it uith
suitcase near wind,ows.)

MorHER. It's my pleasure, Corie. (Begins to Sathet uP
ulq,Ppings and tissue PaPer afld. place them in bor ltom
cotee pot.) It's a mother's greatest joy to be able to buy
gifts for her daughter when she gets married. You'll see
some day. I just hope your child doesn't deprive 1oz of
ttrat pleasure.

CoRrE. I'm not depriving you, Mother.
MorEER. I didn't say you were.
Conn. (Mones doun to Mo'tHEr'.) Yes, you did.
MorEER. Then why are you?
Conrr. Because I think you should spend the money on

yourself, that's why.
Morann. Myself ? What does a woman like me need?

Living all alone Way out in New Jersey. (Picks ap
bor with wrapqings and places it outs;de Jroxt d.oot.)

Co*rr. (Follatos Morren.) It's only been six days. And
you're five minutes lrom the city.

Morrsn. Who can get through that traffic in five
minut€s ?

Corrt. Then why don't you move into New York?
Morser .Where . .  ?  Where  wou ld  I  l i ve?
CoRrE. Mother, I don't care where you live. The

point is, you've got to start living for yourself now .
(MorrrER mores bach into /oon.) Mother, the whole
world has just opened up to you. Wtry don't you travel?
You've got the time, t}te luggage. All you need are the
shots,

Morsrr. (Sils on suitcase.\ Travel ! . You think
it's so easy for a woman of my age to travel alone?

Conm. You''ll meet people.
MorEER. I read a story in the Times. A middle-aged

woman travelling alone {ell off the deck of a ship. They
never discovered it until they got to France.

Colrz, (Mooes u and turns DacE lo Morurr.) I prom-
ise you, Mottrer, if you lell off a ship, someone wo,tld
Lrow about it.

MorEn. I tlought I might get myself a job.

^, r r BAREFOOT IN THE PARK 29

t irnrt. (Slrarus it the wind,) Hey, that's a great ideo.
t \ t l !  on  parn t  can . )

Ilrrlum. (SZzzgs, d.eJeated.,\ Wlat would I do?
( \)RrE. I don't klrow what you would do. What would

yrrrr l i le to do?
Muranr.. (Consid.ers.) I'd like to be a graadnotler.

I tlrink that would be nice.
(i)Rlf,. A grandmottrer?? . . . Wlat's your rush? You

llow, underneath ttrat Army uniform, you're still a young,
vrtrl woman . . Do you know what I tlink you rec41
nced ?

MorrIER. Yes, and I don't want to hear it. (Gets 4
dnd ,notes auay.)

( loRrE. (GoeJ to heL, B€jc,''uf,e you're afraid to hear tle
lrut-h.

MoTIIER, It's not the truth I'm afraid to hear. It's the
rrord you're going to use.

(lonrn. You're darn right I'm going to use ttrat Ford
. . It's love!

Morrnn. Oh . . . Tbank you.
C'onrr. A week ago I didn't know what it meant. And

then I checked into the Plaza Hotel. For six wonderful
rluys And do you know what happened to me tlere?

MorEER, I promised myself I wouldn't ask.
Conra. I found lore . . spiritual, emotional and phys-

ical love. And I don't think anyon€ on earth should be
rithout it.

MorEER, I'm not. I have you.
Corrr. I don't meal that kind of love. (Moles

ladder and leans agahtst ir.) I'm r,lLiDg about late
nicht iu .

Mols:n. (Quickly.) | knolo wbat yo!'re r.lLing about.
Conrr. Don't you even want to discuss it?
Morrrnn. Not with yor in ttre room.
Conrn. Well, what are you going to do about it?
MorER. I'm going back to New Jersey and give my-

rclf a Toai Home Perma.oent. Corie, sweetleart, I appre-
(liete ysur concern, but I'm very happy the way I an,

,o
at
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CoBE. I'll be tle judge of wbo's happy. (The! an-
bace.\

(The dom flies open and PAuL staggers in uilh the bottlc
ol scotch. He closes the door behind him axd wea Jy
leans his head. against it, utterly exhausted.\

Mornna.. Oh, Paul, you shouldn't have run . . . Just
for me. (The DOORBELL buzzes, AuNr HARRTET's
special buzz.) Ooh, and tiere's Harriet. I've got to go.
(Picbs ap purse Jrcm t. ol suitcase.)

Corur. Some visit.
MorHER. Just a snea.k preview. I'll see you on Friday

for tle World Premiere . . (Zo Paur,. ) Goodbye, Paul
. . I'm so sorry (?o Conrr.) Goodbye, love .
I'll see you on Friday . . . (Pnur, o?ens the door Jor
fter.\ Tbank yol , . , (Glances o t at the stairs.) Ge-
ronimo! (Erils.)

(P^uL shuts d.oor and, breathing hard., puts boltle down
at loot ol the ladder. He mores L., turns, and glares
ct CoRE.)

CoRrE. Wlat is it? . . . The stairs? (Prur. shakes his
head "no.") The hole? (P^uL shokes his head "no-"\
The bathtub? (Prut- shakes his head "no.") Something
new? (Paur, nods his head "yes.") Well, what . . . ?

PATJL. (Leoning against u. L. uall. ) Guess !
Conrr. Paul, I can't guess. Tell me.
PAUL. Oh, come ou, Corie. Take a wild stab at it. Try

somettring like, "All the neighbors dre crary."
Conra. ,4re all tle neighbors crazy?
PAUL. (l p;tchman's revelation.) I just had an in-

t€restitrg talk with tle man down in the liquor store .
Do you know we have some of the greatest weirdos in tire
country right here, ia this house?

Conn. Really? Uke who? (Puts botrle on hitchcn plet-
lan.\

Ptu'., (Gatheitg his sbength, pares r.) Well, like to
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rtrrt with, in Apsrtment 1C are the Bccc . . . Mt,
rrrl Mrs. J. Bosco.

l'twrc. (Mot)ing to lad.der.) Who are tley?
l'tvr". (Paces r,.) Mr. and Mrs. J. Bosco are a lovely

young couple who just bappen to be of tle same sex and
rrr rrrrc knows which one that is . . . (Moaes up to L, ol
rradows.) In Apartment 3C live Mr. and Mrs. Gonzales.

( i)RrE. So?
I'rvt. (Moves x.. abote la&ln.) I'm not through. Mr.

rrrrl Mrs. Gonzales, Mr. and Mrs. Armandariz and Mr.
('alhoun . . . (Tuns back to Cor.tg.\ who must be the
lrrltpire. (Mooes L. to L. ol ltdd.er, wry seoethtely,) No
,xrr knows who lives in Apartment 4D. No one tas come
In or gone out in three years except every morning tlere
.rr nine empty cans of tuna fuh outside the door . . .

('oRrE. No kidding? Who do you think lives ttrere?
l',rur-. Well, it sounds like a big cat with a caD opeuer

. . (Gets attachC case lrom cornet To Conrr.) 'Now
thrre are one or two normal couples in tbe building but
rt this rent, ?a€'le not one of tlem.

t'onre. Well, you've got to pay for all this color and
( hilrm.

l'rrur. Well, if you figure it ttrat way, we're getting a
lrrAain (Sta/ts to go up stairs, tuns bock.\ Oh,
yrri. I forgot. Mr. Velasco. Victor Velasco. He liries ii
Al)ilrtment 6A,

('oRrE. Wlere's 6A? (PAUL ?oints srloight up.) An the
I r r r t  /

I'^uL. Attic . . . ft's an aIt:c. (Crosses ul ottto bed-
nom landixg-) He also skis and ciimbs mountains. He's
\8 years old and he's known as "The Bluebeard of 48tl
s t .  "

Oonn. (Moaes to stairs.\ What does that mean?
l'^uL. (Turns bock to CoRrI,.) Well, it either meaDs

tlrrt he's a practicing girl attacker or else het an old
nl:rrr with a blue beard. (Moles to bedroom.) I'll say tiis,('orie. It's not going to be a dull two years.

('oRrE. Where are you going?
Pllrst-. (Turns back at bed/oorn doar.) I,m going to
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stand in the bedroom and work. I've got to pay for all
tlis color and charm. If anything comes up, like tle
furniture or the heat, let me know. Just let me know.
(Bows ofr into bed.room and. slams d.oor,)

CoRrE. (AJtel a ttoment ol thought, begins to lold uP
lad.der and put it agains, leJt wall.) Can't I come in aud
watchyou?. . .H"y ,Pau l ,  I 'm lonesome .  , .  (There 's
a KNOCK at the d.oor.\ and scared!

(,4s Conrn puts lhe ladd.er agoinst the wall, Ytcton
VELAsco, J8 and not breathittg re4t hard, opens the
door and enters. lt's not that he's in such good
shape. IIe just d.oesn't think abou, getting r;red.,
There are too man! other things to d.o in the uorld.
IIe uearc no lo, coat. Iust a spo/t jacket, an ascot,
and. a Tyrolean har. Cor:E tulns and is sra/rled. to
find him in the nom.)

Vi,rsco. I beg your pardon. (SueePs of his hat.) |
bope I'm not disturbing you. I don't usually do ttris sort
of thing but I find myself in a ratier embarrassing posi-
tion aqd I could use your help. (Discleetl! catches his
beath,) My name is Velasco . . Victor Velasco.

Cou;r. (N eruously. ) Ob, yes . . You live in the attic.
VELAsco. Yes. That's right . . . Have we met?
CoRtE. (Very neroousl!.) No! . . . No, not yet.
VELAsco. Oh. Well, you see, I want to use your bed-

room.
Coxn. My bedroom?
VELAsco. Yes. You see, I can't get into my apartment

and I wanted to use your window. I'll just crawl out
along the ledge.

CoRrE. Oh, did you lose your key?
VELASco. No. I have my key. I lost my money. I'm

four months behind in tle rent.
CoRE. Oh! Gee, thats too bad. I mean it's right

in the middle of winter .
Vrr,e.sco. You'll learn, as time goes by in this middle

iacome prison camp, tlat we have a rat 6uk for a land-
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lotd . . . (Loohs about the rcom.) You don't have any
hot coffee, do you? I'd be glad to pay you for it.

(:oRrE. No. We just moved in.
Vr:r,esco. Really? (Looks about the batren room,)

What are you, a folL singer?
('oRrE. No. A wife . . . They didrt deliver our furai-

l|rrc yet.
V ELAsco. (Moees touords C}r.[I',, You kaow, of course,

ahsl. you're unbearably pretty. mat's your nane?
Conm. Corie . . , Mrs, Corie Brarrer.
Vrr.esco. (?aAes it in stride.) You're still unbearably

prctty. I may fall in love with you by seven o'cloc}.
tt otching ight ol the hole in the skylight.) I see tle
rrt fink left tle hole in t-be skylight.

C'-oRp.,Yes, I just noticed that. (Crorses n.,loohing tp
cl lhe hole.) Bur he'll fix it, won,t hi?

VtrLAsco. I wouldn't count on it. My bathtub's been
running since 1949 . . . (Moaes touards CoRrE.) Does
your husband work during ttre day?

C o R E . Y e s . . . W h y . . . ?
-VELAsco. It's just that I'm home during the day, and

I like to ind out what my odds are . . . (Scrutinizes
( loRE.) Am I ma.king you nervous?

Cows. (Moling awcy.) Very nervous.
VEL^sco. (Highl! pleased.) Good,. Once a montb, I try

to make pretty young girls nervous just to keep my ego
lrom going out. But l ' l l save you a lot of anguish . . .
I'rn 56 years old and a thoroughly nice fellow.

CoRIE. Except I heard you were 58 years old. And if
you're knocking off two years, I'm nervous all over again.

VELAsco. Not only pretty but bright. (Sits dotai on
loint can.) I wish I wer€ ten years older.

Conrr. Older?
]/Er,ASco._Yes. Dirty old men seem to get away wittr

r lot more. I'm stil at the awkward stage . . . IIow long
are you married?

CoRrE. Sir days-
VnLnsco, Ia love-?
Corn. Very nuch-
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V E L A s c o . D a m n . . .
CoRB. Wbat's wrong ?
Vnrasco. Under my present state oI financial duress, I

was hoping to be invited dowa soon for a free meal. But
with newll.weds I could staNe to death.

Coxrr. Ohl Well, we'd love to bave you for dinner, as
soon a.:i we ger ser up,

VEr,Asco. (Getr uP, ard steL?ing oret suircase, mol)es
,o CoxrE.) I hate generalizations. When?

Conn. When . . . ? Well, Friday? Is tlat all right?
VELASCo. Perfect. I'll be famished. I hadn't plaDned on

eating Thusday.
Conn. Oh, no . . . waitl On Friday night my mo-

(Thinks it ow.) Yea}.. Friday night will be fine.
VELAsco. It's a date. I'll bring the wine You can pay

me for it when I get here . , . (Moves ,, Jrails. ) Which
reminds me. You're invited to my cocktril party tonight.
Ten odock . . , You do drink, don't you?

Conrr, Yes, of course.
Vnr,rsco. Good. Bring liquor. (Closses to Copsx, and

takes het hand.) I'll see you tonight at ten.
Corur. (Shiztering.) If I don't freeze to deati first.
VDLAsco. Oh, you don't know about the plumbing,

do you? Everything in this museum works backward.
(Crcsses to raised radiator on the wall.) For instance,
there's a little knob up there that says, "Important-
Turn right" , . . So you turn left. (Tries to teach it
bat can't.\

Conrr. Oh, calr you give me a little boostr
VELASCO. Witl tle greatest of phlsical pleasure. One,

two, three . . up , . . (Puts hh arms oround her, and
Al's hel to lad.iator.) Ot8:ay?

CoRrE. (Attenpting to ,wn knob.) | can't quite
reach-

Pl.or.. (Comes out oJ the bedroom uith afidattit in
hand and his coat uP over his hesd. Crosses to head. oJ
the stairs.\ Hey, Corie, when are they going to get here
with-? (Ee stops es he sees Coup iz Vemsco's cmr.)
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(\'Er.Asco ,oohs ot him stun ted, while CosJa remajns

tuotionless in the ail.)

Vrr.nsco. (Pats Cor.rE douln.) I tlought you said he
rorks during tie day.

(loRrE. Oh, Paul ! This is Mr. Velasco. He was just
rhr)wing me how to work the radiator.

\tr.Llsco. (E*end,ing his hand.) Victor Velasco ! I,m
I orrr upstairs neighbor. I'm 58 years old and a thoroughly
nitr: fellow.

l'^w. (Lowels his coat, and. shakes hands weakly.)
l l c l lo  .  .  .

(loRrx. Mr. Velasco was just telling me that all ttre
l,lumbing works backwards.

Vrr.esco. That's right. An important thing to remember
rr, you have to flush "up." (He dertuonstlates.) With that
,lroice bit of information, I'll make my departure.
t( rosses up onto bedroom landing.) Don't forget. Tonight
rt ten.

l,i]st-. (Looks d, CoRrE.) What'ftonight at ten?
CoRrE. (Mows to bottoft ol stairs.) Oh, thanks, but I

rlon't ttrink so. We're expecting our furniture any minute
. . Maybe some other time.
Peur.. What's tonight at ten?
Vnr.,qsco. I'll arrange it all for you in the morning. I,m

rlso a brilliant decorator. (Porr PAUL on shoulders.) |
Insist you come.

OoRIE. Well, it's really very nice oI you.
VDLAsco. (C/rssing to bed/oom drrl.) I told you. I'm

r very nice person. A ce soi/. (Erits into bedrootn.)
l'euz. (To CoRrE.) What's tonight at ten-? (Suddenly

ralizes.) Where's he going? (Crosses to bedroom.\
C.oytr,. (Velling alter VEL^sco.) Don't forget Friday-
I'aur,. (?o CoRrE.) Wlat's he doing in the bedroom?

. . . What about Friday? (Goes into bedroom.\
(--oRrE. (.RrrreJ to phone and dials.) He's coming to

tlirner. (Irrto phorre.) Hello, Operator?
I'^vL. (Comes olt ol bedroom.) That nrrt went out th€

dndo* (Iaohs back lttto bedroolt.)

35
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Conn. I'm calling West Orange, New Jersey.
Prur.. (Crosses dtton stairs ,o CoRrE.) Corie, did you

hear wbat I said? There's an old nut out oD our ledge.
CoPrE, (Into Phofle,) 201-7 65-3422.
Peur.. Who are you calling?
CoRIE. My mother. On Friday night, she's going to

have dinner with that old nut. (VELAsco ap,earc ot the
shylight, and carclully makes his way acloss, Into Phonc.)-
Hillq Jessie . . : wiU you please tell my mother to call
me just as soon as she gets inl

(PAuL tur6 and seeJ VELAsco. Yu.risco cheerlully ucttcs
atd eontitues on his way)

ACT II

SCENE 1

ScrNs: Seuez o'clock, Friday euening, Four dars later.
The apartrnent is no longer an entpty rcom, It is
now a hotne. It is al,mlst completely Jurnished.. The
room. although a Pol-poulli ol la ous pcriods, slyles
and, ptices is e remely tastelul and comJortable,
No ultra-modern, clinical interior lor Cown. Each
piece was selected uith loaing care. Sizce Conrn's
g/eates, airn it lile is to sperd as much time as
possible alone uith P^uL, she has designed the room
to suit this purqose. A wrought-iron soJa stands in
the middle oJ the rootn, upholstered in a bright
stliped. labric. It is f,anked. by two old.-lashioned,
unmatched. armchairs, one with a romantically caraed
wooden back; the other, a bentwood chair with a
black leather seat. A lou, dark, wooden cofiee table
with carued Legs is in l/ont oJ the soJa, and to the
Right is a small, nund be wood end table, coaered
ia a green lelt. Under the windows, a light-wood,
Spanish-looking table seraes as a desk, and in lront
oJ i, is a bamboo, sttaight-back chair. A large,
woven-wicker basket Junctions as the waste-basket.
A dark, sid.e table with lyre-shaped legs filh the
wall under the radiator and below the bed.roon land-
ing, an o,en, cane-side table seraes as a bar and
telephone stand. To the Right oJ the windows stands
a bleakhont with shelaes above and drawerc below.
The kitchen area is now partially hidden by a lour-
lold. bamboo scteen lhat has been backed by labric,
atd potted plants haae been placed. in Jront oJ the
sc/een. Sbaight backed, bentwood chairs stand Dow
Right and Lelt. The closet has been coaered by a
drape/y, the small windous by cale curtains, and the
shylight b! a large, striped A*strian curtsirr. Boohs

37
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tno rt the bookcase Lelt of ,he hitchen, pictules
and decorations haue been tastelully arranged ox the
walls and latnps placed about the rcon. The bed-
rcom larding has now been graced with a bentwood
washstand conplete uith pitche/ and. basit now filled
uith o Pla . In the bathroorn a shower curtain and
towels haae been hung, and, the bedroom now boasts
a bed.

AT RISE: Thele is no one on Stage. The aportment is
dalk ercept lor a crack ol LIGIIT under the bed,-
roon door, and. laint MOONLIGHT Jrom the sby-
Light. Suddenly the llont door opens and Coprc
rushes in, callying a pastry box and a bag containing
,wo bottles. Alter switching ot the LIGHTS at the
door, she places her packages down on the cofee
table and hangs her clat in the closet. CoRrr. now
uears a cocktail d.ress Jor the lestivities planned Jor
tofli&ht and she sings as she huties to get etely-
thing ready. She is breathing headly but she is
getting accustotned tro the stairs. As she takes a bottle
ol aermouth and a bottle ol gin out oJ the bag, the
DOORBELL buzzes. She buzzes back. obens dool
and. yells down the stabs.

CoRrE. (yells.) Paul? (We hear sotne stlqnge, iflco-
hercnt sound lrom below.) Hi, love. . . (Crosses back
to cofee table, ard dulnps hors d'oeutres Jrom pastlt bor
onto trs.y,) Hey, they sent the wrong lamps . but
they go with the room so I 'm keeping them. (C/orser to
bar, gets marlini pitcher afld btiflgs it bach to coflce
,a,re.) Oh, do you have an Aunt Fern? . Becauseihe
sent us a check ,. . Any'way, you have a cheap Aunt
le rn . . .  How you do ing? (We hear  MUMBLE l rom
belou. She ofens both bottles and pouls then siquliane-
ously into the shaker so that she now has cocktails made
u;th equol pa/ts.) Oh, and your mother called from philly
... _. She and Dad will be up a week from Sunday . . .
And your sister bas a new boy friend. From Rutgeri , . .

ACT II BAREFOOT IN THE PARK 39

llc's got acne and tley all hate him . . . including your
:ister. (Takes the shaker and, miring the cocktails, she
rtosses to the door.) Hey, lover, start puckering your lips
i:ause you're gonna get kissed for five solid minutes and
then . . (Sropr.) Oh, hello, Mr. Munshin. I thought
it was my husband. Sorry. (A d,oor slatns. She shrugs
rhcepishl,! and walks back into the /oon, closing the door
hchitd her, As she goes up into the kitche4 the dom
opens afld PAuL entels, gasping, He d.rops his attacht
.ase at the railing, and collapses on the couch. CoeJE
(ornes out o! hitchel uith shaker and ice bucket.\ Il uas
you. I thougbt I heard your voice. (Pz!s ice bucket on
hookcase and shaker on end table.\

P^vL. (GasP, gasp.) Mr. Munshin and I came ir to-
gcther. (CoRIE jumrs on him and f,ings her arms ercund
his neck. He winces in pairr.) Do you have to carry on-
a whole personal conversation with me-on tie stairs?

Conn. Well, there's so much I wanted to tell you . . .
and I haven't seen you all day . . . and it tates you so
Iong to get up.

PAUL. Everyone knows the intimate details of our life
. . . I ring the bell and suddenly we're on the air.

Conrr. Tomorrow I'll yell, "Come on up, Harry, my
husband isn't home." (Takes crnptt box atd bag and
throws them it garbage lail it hitchen.) Hey, wouldn't
that be a gas if everyone iu the building thought I was
having an affair witl someone?

PAUL. Mr. Munshin thints it,s him 'j'sht now.
Con-m. (Crossizg bach to coach.) Weld?
PAUL. Well what?
Corrn. What happened itr court today? Gump or Birn-

baum?
PAUL. Birnbaunl
Coeri. (lurnps on his lap agah. fle xlnces again.) Oh,

Paul, you won. You won, darling. Oh, sweetheart, Itm so
proud of you. (Sto?s and looks at him.) Well, aren't you
happy?

P,.t, (Glumly.) Birnbaum won the protection of bis
6pod neme but no .l2m'ges. We were awarded sir centls.
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CoRrE, Six cents?
PAUL. That's tle law. You have to be awarded soms.

t-hing so t-he court made it six cents.
Conru. How much of that do you get?
Peur.. Nothing. Birnbaum geis thi whole six cents .

Ard_I get a going over in tlre office. From now on I get
all ttre cases that come in for a dime or under.
- C-onrc. (Opening his collar and rubbing his neck.) Oh,

darling, you won. Tbat,s all that counts. you're a'eood
lawyer.

Peul, Some lawyer . . So tomorrow I go back to
sharpening pencils.

CgRr!. Ard tonight you're here with me. (Kisses &s
uck.) Did you miss me today?

P.lur.. No.
Conrr. (Gels of his lap and sits on couch.) W\y nol?
Peur.. gqq4s5g you called me eight times , . . i don't

speak to you that much when I'm home.
Conrc,-. (Rearranging canapes.) Oh, you,re grouchy. I

Iganl a dlvorce.
P A U r , .  I ' m  n o t  g r o u c h y . . . I , m  t i r e d . . . I  h a d  a

rotten day today. . . I 'm a l itt le irritable . .. and cold
. . and grouchy.

, Corrr. Okay, grouch. I ' i l  f ix you a drin}. (Crosses fo
oar anct Drtngs back three glasses.\

- Plur,, (Crosses to closet atd takes of o\)ercoat ond
igck91 qrd- hangs them rp.) I just couldn't think today.
Couldn't think . Moving furniture unti l three o'clo&
in the mornins.

Conre. Mr. Velasco moved. you complained. (pozrs
tuink.\

PAUL. Mr. Velasco pointedl / moved! He came
in here, drank my liquor, made three telephone ca[s, and
ordered me around like I was one of the Sintini Brothers,
lTahes drink lrom Coarc, ond crosses to dictionaly on
table under the radiatot. Tokes gulp ol drink ond rZaas
with horror. Looks at CoRtE. ond she shrugs in reply.)

C.o.nro. Temper, temper. We're supposed io be chaiming
tolight.
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Pr,ut.. (Toking tie of .) yeah, well, I've got news for

you. l hts tIIDg tonight has fiasco written all over it,
. CoRrE. (Mo1)6 to ,nir/o/ on wahstsnd on bedroon
landing.) Why should it be a fiasco? It,s just conceivable
nrey may have somethinA iu common,
- P-eut. (Folding tie.) Vour mother? That quiet. daintv
lrtt le woman . and the Count of Monte Crisio? yol
must be kidding. (Puts tie bet?eeen pages ol dictioiiy-.
.\rarns dtcttonaly,\

CoRrE. Why? (Puts on necklace arrd ecrrings.)
PAUL. (Crorrer to closet and gets atother" file.\ you

\:rw his apart ment. He wears Japaiese kimonos and'sleeps
on rugs. your mot-her wears a hair net and sleeps on-a
board-

Conre. What's that got to do with it?
^ leut,. (Crossing barh to mirror undet rodiator and
h.xntg l ie,) Everything. He skis, climbs mountains. and
lhc only way in to his apartment is up a ladder or across
a.ledge. I.don,t realty tliink he's looking f;; g;;J;;;k
with a bad back-

CoRrx. Th€ possibility of anSrthing permanent never
cven occurred to me.

PAUL. Permanent? We're lucky if we-get pa.st seven
o'clock- (lle dooftell BUZZE> anlt rAvL ctosses ,o
aool.)

CoRrE. That,s her. Now you've got me worried
Paul, did I do somethine horiible?

P llvr,. (B_lzzing- downstait s.1 probably.

,.Conre. Well, do something. Don,t answer tle door.
rvrayDe sne' go home.

PAUL. Too late. I buzzed. I could put a few nembutsls
in i is drink. It won'tsto-p him but it c'ould slow him down.
tt tpens do0r afld yelts dounstairs.) Mom?

l{orrrER\.\torcD. (Fr!ry, lal beiow) yes, dear
. Peu.t. (Yelling through hands.\ Taki youitime. ( Tzrar
hoch int.o /oom.\ She,s at Camp Three. She,ll try til il;j
assault ln a lew mtDutes.

. CoRrE. Paul, maybe we could help her. (Coming dmot
st6irs.\
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P^uL. (Gertit g blczer out ol closet.) What do you
mean?

CoRrE. (Aboae couch,) A, woman puts on rouge and
oowder to make her face more attractive. Maybe we can
put some make-up on her personality.

P^uL. (Puts attache case aside on bookcase.) I don't
think I want to hear the rest of this.

CoRrD. All I 'm saying is, we don't have to come right
out and introduce her as "my dull 50-year-old housewife
mother."

P^uL. (C/orrer to bar ard pows a drink ol scotch.)
Well, that u'asn't the wording I had planned. What did
vou l.rave in mind?' 

Cortr, (Moaes arcurd. couch and sits n. ol couch.)
Something a little more glamorous A former actress.

l^L'L. Corie--
CoRrE. Well, she trdr in "'fhe Man Who Came To

Dinner . "
PAUI-. Your mother? In "The Man Wlto Came To

Dinner"? . Whele, in the West Orange P.T.A. show?
(fuIouct to couch.\' 

CoRrD. No! . On Broadway . . And she was in
the original company ol "Strange Interlude" and she had
a small singing part in "Knickerbocker Holiday."

Paul. Are you serious?
Conrn. Honestly. Cross my heart.
PAUL. Your mother? An actress? (SirJ nert to CoRtE.)
Conre. Yes.
Peur-. Why didn't you ever tell me?
CoRrE. I didn't think you'd be interested.
PAUL. That's fascinating. I can't get over it.
Conrn. You see. Nozrr you're interested in ber,
PArtL. It 's a l ie?
CoRrE. The rvhole thing.
Paur I'm going to control mysell. (Gets up ond, crosses

vl abou the couch.\
Colrr. (I lp ond crosses to him R. ol couch.) What do

you say? Is she an actress?
P,c,ur. No. (Motes towards door.)
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CoRE. A fashion desimer. The brains b€hlnd AlD

Fogarty.
Pnvt. (Points to doo/.) Sbe\ ou her vay up.
CoRrE. A mystery writir . . under an issumed name.
loy". frtt lend her my trench coat and say she,s a

pnvare €ye.
Conrr. You're no helo.
P.lur. I didnt book this act.
CoRrE. (Moaes ro PAUL.) paul, who is she going to be?
Peur.. She's going to be your motber . . . aaa r_Ue

evenirg will eventually pass . . It just means . . . that
the Birdman of 48th Street is not going to be your
father. (Opens daoz. ) Hello, Mom.

(Ile Morxan collapses in atd pnv- and Contr, rxsh to
suqport, he/. PA.oL and. Cona quickly lead Morm
to armchair a. ol couch.\

- _CoRrE. Hello, sw€etheart, how are you? (Krtses
\lo"ttiEn,who gasps Jor ah.) Are you all rightl (MorER
rodJ.) you want some water?

(MorrER shakes head,,,No,,' as pllut and Conrx, lotos
hel into chail. She d,rops pocketbook on floor.\

MornBn. Paul
pink pills.

in my pocketbook . are some

. Peu.t. (Picks up bag, closes door and begins to looh
lot pilk.) Pink pills . . .

(CoNn helps Mor'fxr of with her coat,)

. MorEER. I'll be all right . . . Just a litfle out of
breath (CoRrE croJses to coflee ,able snd Oours a
lrinh.\ I-had to park the car six blocks a*ay . . . then
it started to rain so I ran the last two block! . . . tlen
my. b€el got caught iu the subway gating . . . so I
pu- ed my foot out and stepped in a puddle . . then a
cab went by snd splashed my stocking . . . if the hard_
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ware store downstaLs was open . . . I was going to buy
a knife and kill myself.

(P^vL g;les he/ the Pi , and Cott0 gittes her thz drink.)

Conrr. Here, Mom. Drink tlis down.
Prur-. Here's tle pill . . . (Morxrn takes pill, tlrhks

and coughs,)
Morgrn. A martini? To wash down a pill?
CoRrE. It'll make you feel better.
MorEER. I had a marnnt at home. ft made rne sick

. . . That's why I'm taking tie pill . . .

(CoRtr- puts drink d'ozan on table.)

P^vL. (Sitr;ng or end table.) You must be exhausted.
Motsrn. I'd just like to crawl into bed and cry myself

to sleeD.
C&i. (Oie/ing her tray ol hors doeuare.) Here,

Mom, have an hors d'oeuwe.
Morurn. No, thank you, dear.
CoRrE. It's just blue cheese and sour cream.
Mornrr. (llolds stomach.) lwishyou hadn't said that.
Paur. Sbe doesn't feel like it, Corie . . . (Conrr 2lts

,ray doux and sits ott couch. To MorEER.) Maybe you'd
like to lie dom?

CoRrE. (Panicky.) Now? She can't lie down now.
MorEER. Corie's right. I can't lie down without ny

board . . . (Puts glooes into pocket ol cr@r.) Right now
all I want to do is see the apartment.

P^uL. (Siltirrg on couch.l That's right. You haven't
seen it wit! its clothes on, have you?

Mornrx. (Rr'ses ond moles l.) Oh, Corie . . . Corie . . .
Conrr. She doesn't like it.
Moraan. (Edazsted sinks into orwchair t-. ol couch.)

Like it? It's magnificent . . and iu less tian a week.
My goodness, how did you manage? Where did you get
your ideas from?

P,rw. We have a deoorator who comes in throuch tle
rindow onoe a wee&.
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CoRrE. (Crossit g up to bedlotfl.) Come take a loot
al the bedroom.

MorEER. (Crrsriz g up ,o bedloorn.) Yes, ttrat,s wbat
I want to do . . . look at the bedroom. Were vou able
to get the bed in? (lools ilto roorn.) Oh, it lrst fits,
does!'t it?

P^vL. (Moues to sta,/s.) Ju!t. We have to turn in
uruson,

Morsxn. It looks very snug . And did you 6.ud a
way to get to tle closet?

C0RE. Oh, we decided not to use the closet for.a while.
Moru.en. Really? Don't you need the space?
PAUL, Not as much as we need tbe clothes. lt,s flooded.
Mormn. The closet flooded?
ConE. It was an accident. Mr. Velasco left his batltub

ru.uning.
MorEER. (Moting dtwi starrs.) Mr. Velasco? ...

Oh, the man upstairs-
P^rft. (Tahing her arm.) Oh, then you know about

Mr. Velasco?

, Mormn. Oh, yes. Corie had me on the phoue for two
oouni

PauL. Did you k-now he's been married thee times?
Mor R. Ye . , - (Turtts bach to CoeJI'') If I were

you, dear, I'd sleep with a g1tn. (SirJ ir bentuood arm-
chaar -\

PAur-. Well, ttrere's just one tlring I want to say about
t h i s e v e n i n g . . .

Coun. (Quickly as she crosses to cofiee table.) Er . . ,
not before you have a drink. (lJczds Mo'r]iIER nalrinL)
Come on, Motler. To toast our new home.

Mota:zx. (H olding gfoss.) Well, I can,t refuse tlnt.
Conn. (Maki4 toast.\ To the wonderful new life

tbat's a.head of us all.
P^oL. (Holds u? his gloss,) And to tie best sport I've

ever seen. Your mother.
Morw- (Making tr4rt.) And to two very charming

pqle . . . tlat I'm sg grltd to be seeing again toni8hi
. . . ym nother ald fatier.
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(Corrr .rizhs doun on sola.\

P^uL. (About to dlink, stops.) My wbat?
MorEER. Your mother and father.
P,lr.n. What about my mother and father?
Morrnn. Well, we're having dinner with them tonight.

aren't we . . . ? (To Conre.) Corie, isn,t t lat what you
sard /

PAUL. (SirJ nett to Coxlrr' on soJa.) Is that right,
Corie? Is that what you said?

Conrr. (Zools helpl,ess, then pl nges in.\ Well, if I
told you it was a blind date witb Mr. Velasco upstairs. I
couldn't bave blasted you out of the house.

MorHER. A blind date . . lDoesfl ' t quite pet it yct.l
With Mr. Velasco . (Then the dazoz.l Thi one-thal
. .-; ? (-She poittts up, then panics.) Good God! (TcAes
a btg gulp oJ her mallini-\

Peur,. (?o CoRrE.) You didn,t even tell your mother?
CoRrE. I was going to tell her the truth.
P^vL. (Looks at uatch.\ It,s one minute to seven.

That's cutting it pretty thin, isn't it?
Moruan. Corie, how could you do this to me? Of all

the people in the world .
CoRrE. (GerJ up atd. motes ,o MorrrER,) I don,t see

what you're making such a fuss about. He's just a man.
Morrln. My accountanr's just a man. you make bim

sound like Douglas Fairbanks, Junior.
CoRrx. He looks ru thing Eke Douglas Fairbanks, Junior

. . .  d o e s  h e ,  P a u l ? ,
Prur,. No . . . He just jumps like him.
Morsrn, I'm not even dressed.

- _Coen. (Btushitg Morunn's clothes.) \ou loo.k fine,
Mother.

MorEER. For Paul's parents I just \danted to look
dean . He'll ttnk I'm a nurse.

. CoRrE. Look, Mother, I promise you you'll have a good
ti-me tonight. He's a sweet, charming and intelligent mar.
If you'll just .d&x I hrov you'll tave a perfectJy nice
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cvening. (There h a KNOCK ott tk door.) Besider, it's
too late. He's here.

MorEER. Oh, no-
Corre. All right, now don't set excited.

-- Morsrr. (G1k up and pits drink on cofee table.)
You could say I'm the cleaning womao . . . I,ll dust thb
table. Cive me five dollars and l'll lezve. (Sta s ap staks
to bedroom.l

CoRrE. (Srops her on stabs.) you just stay here_
. Ptut. (Going to MorEER.) It's goiug to be fine, Mom.
lLfosses to door,\

-,CoRrr,. (Lead.s MITr.Er- bach r, rrla.) fuid smil€.
Yrute irresistible when you do. And finish.your srartiai.
(Takes it lrom table and, hand,s it t, MorHER.)

Morsrn. Do you have a lot of these?
CoRrE. As many as you need.
Morlen. I'm going to ueed a lot of these. (DaarLs a

Eood belt. l
Peur,. Can I open the door?

, Conre. Paul, wait a minute . . Motber . . your
hair . . in the back _

.,-Mo3ryn. (Stritkea, begins to luss uith hair.) What?
Wbatt the matter with my hair?

- Conre. ( Firizg Mornen,s hair.) lts all right now. I
fixed it.

-Mor 
-ER. (Moaes towards PAUL.) Is something wrong

with my hair?
P^^uL. (l-mpatienr.) There's a man standing out tlere.

. CoRrE. Wait a minute, Paul . . (prru:.- "moaes 
bach

trto toorn and, leans against back ol anrchair. Twns
l\{orHER rr rel.) Now, Mother . . The only thing Id
hke to suggest is . . well . just try and go along
with everytlring.

MorHER..What do you mean? Wbere are we going?
CoRrE. I don't know. But wherever it is . . . jLt ielax

. and be one of tbe fellows.
MorHER. One of what fellows?
Coen. I mean, dou,t worrlr about your stomach.



48 BAREFOOT IN THE PARK Acr rr

(There is another KNOCK on the door.)

MorHER. Oh, my stomach. (Sinks d.own on coach.'1
Peur,. Can I onen the door now?
Co*rn. (Moaiig to R. oJ the couch.) Okay, okay . . .

open ltre door.

(Pl.t nod.s gratelully, then o|ens the door. VELAsco
stand.s there looking quite flatt! in a double-breasted,
blue, pin-st Ped suit. He canies a small, cottered
lrlng pan in a glowd. hand.)

PAUL. Oh, sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Velasco.
Come on in-

Ytr.rsco. (Mozsittg into uelJ, to Pnur-.) Atrt Ho si mah
l i n g . . .

P,lur,. No, no . . . It's Paul.
VELAsco. I know. I was just saying hello in Chi-

n € s e , . .
P A u L , O h , . . h e l l o .
VELASCo. (f, Corrr.) Corie, rava-shing .
CoRrE. ( Entfuo.lled. ) Oh . . . What does that mean ?
Vnlasco. Ravishing. That's English.
C o a r c .  ( T a h e n  a b a c & . )  O h . . .  A h ,  P a u l  . . .  W o u l d

you do the honors?
Plur,. Yes, of course. Mr. Velasco, I'd like you to meet

Corie's mother, Mrs. Banks . . . (Conm steps back un-
wihng Mot]{nn with a gestyle.) Motier, ttris is our new
neighbor, Mr. Velasco . . .

Morunn. How do you do?
VEL^sco, (Sweeps to Mo'r]JEt., lakes her hand and bows

eler so slightly.) Mrs. Banks . . . I've been looking for-
ward so to meetilg you. I invite your daughter to my
cocktail party and she spends t}le entire evening talking
of nottring but you.

(Corn zroras u. r,. ol couch tahitg it alJ in uith g/eat
pledsure.)

MorER. Oh . . . ? It must bave beeo a dull party,
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VELASCo. Not in the least.
MorEnR. I mean if she did nothing but talk about me

. . . That must have been dull. Not the party.

(Psur, moaes abope couch to cofree table ard gets his
d,rink.\

Vnr,esco. I understand.
MorHER, Thalk you , . ,
CoRrx.
Vrr.esco. Yes I couldn't get the wine . . my

credit stopped . so instead . . . (Puts pan down on
rnd table and with a fl,ourish liJts coaer.) Knichil

MorEER. Knichi?
CoRrD. It's an hors d'oeuvre. Mr. Velasco makes tlem

himself. He's a famous gourmet.
MorEER. A gourmet .Imagine!
Vrr,esco. This won second prize last year at ttre Venice

I,'ood Festival.
Mornrn. Second prize
Corm. Mr. Velasco once cooked for the King of Sweden,

Mother.
Morrrrn. Really? Did you work for him?
Vtresco. No . . . We belong to the same club.
MorrtER. (E nbarrasJdd.) The same club Of

course.
VELASCo. It's a Gourmet Society. There's a hundred and

frfty of us.
MorHER. All sourmets
VELAsco. Ihat includes the King, Prince Phil ip and

Darryl Zanuck.
Morrrrn. Darryl Zanuck too.
VELAsco. We meet once every five years for a dinner

that r'ee cook ourselves. In 1987 tiey're supposed to come
to my house. (Looks at his uatch.) We have anotler
thirty seconds

PAUL. Until what?
VELAsco. Until they're edible. (Takes cooer ofr pa4

und puts it on end. table.) Now . . . ttre last fifteen s€€-
ontls we just let tlem sit there and breathe . . .
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Conrr. (Motes n.) Gee, they look marvelous.
Vrrasco. When you eat this, you take a bite into his-

tory. Knichi is over two thousand years old . . . Not this
particular batch, of course.

(He laaghs, but MorraER Laughs too loud and too long.)

CoRtE. (Again to ,he rcscue.) Wow, what a great smell
. . . (To VELASCo.) Mr. Velasco, would you bi a traitor
to ttre Society if you told us what'i in itl
- VELASCo. (Secretiaely.) Well, ii caught, it,s punishable
by a cold salad at the dinner - . . bu1 since i'm amons
friends, it 's bits of salted fish, $ated olives, spices and
onion biscuits (Mornrn reacts uthappil, to the tist
o! ingred.ients. Looks at watch once ftoze.) Ah, ready . . .
Five, {our, three, two, one - . . (Holds pan out to
MorHER,) Mrs. Banks?

MorEER. (Tentatioely.) Oh . . . thank you. (Sie
lakes one and raises it sloul! to het ,nouth.\

CoRrE. What kind of fish?
VELAsco. Eel!
PAUL. Eel?
lMor]JER. (Crurfl?les with distasre.\ Eel?? (She doesn,t
t it.)
VELAsco. Tbat's wby the time element is so essential.

Pel spoils quickly. (Morxan ctumples eten more.) Mrs.
Banks, you're not eating.

M91x^en. My ttrroat's a little dry. Maybe if I finish my
m a r t i n i f i r s t . . .

VELA:C9. |Ior no . . . That will never do. The temper-
ature of the knichi is very important. It must be now. In
nve mlnutes we throw lt awav.
- Morrrsr. Oh | . . . Well,-I wouldn,t want you to do

t\zt. (Looks at the knichi, the sta/ts to tahe-a nibble.\
VELAsco. PoD it I
MorHER. I beg your pardon.
VELAsco. (PrrJ down pan and, tahes ofl coohinp plo\t.\

If you nibble at knichi, it tastes bitter. you mus-t 
"ooo 

ii
(He tahts a knichi and tosses it lrom hand to heni t'fuee
or loar times ond then pops it into his mouth.\ you see-
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Morurn. Oh, yes.

(She tosses knichi lrom hand to hand, a lew times arul
then tries to pop it into her mouth. Bat she misses
and it flies oter her shoulder. ynrlLsco quicke ofers
her another. ,Although this time she suiceeds- in-get-
ting it into her mouth, she chohes on it.)

CoRlr. (Sitting ,text to het.) Mother, are you all right?
Mornnu. (Coughing. ) I think I popped iiback todfar.
Conre. (fohes dri.nh lrom Pnu:'- and hand.s it to

MolHER.) Here . Drink this.

. Morrrnn. (Drinks, gasps.) Ooh . . . Was that my mar-
un l r

P^uL. (Gets up and /er/ieaes drink.\ No. My scotch.
MorHER, Oh, my stomach.

. Y.xt rsco. -(Mouing t. abote couch.) The trick is to pop
ii riglt to t}le center of the tongue . . . Then it ges-ttri
benefrt of the eltire palate . . Corie? (Oflers het the
ats i .  I

Coxrx. (Takes one.) Well, here goes. (Tosses it back
and Jorth, then pops it perlectly.) How about that?

V[.LAsco. Perfect, You're the pre iest epicurean I,ve
ever seen . . . (Ofers knichi to PAUL.) Paul?

PAUL. Er, no thank you, I have a bad arm.
Conre. You can ,/, it. You should try everything, right,

Mr. VelascoT
VELAsco, As t}te French say, ,,At least once,

(PAUL pulh up his sleeoe, takes a knichi . . then bites
i n t o i t . )  A g b . . .  B i t t e r ,  r i g h t ?

Conre. You know why, don't you?
PAUL. I didn't pop! I nibbledt
Conre. Try another one and pop it.
PAUL. I dont want to pop anoiher one. Besides, I th.ink

lve're over the five-minute linit now anvwav.
Veresco. (Czossizg ,o MoTHER beiind'couch, leans

ote/ to he/-vc/t conf,defltially. ) Taste is sometlLing ttrat
must be cultivated.

- MorBTR. (Almott jumps.) Er, yes, I,ve often said
tbat .
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Conrn, Well, are we ready to go out to dinner?
Mortesx. (Neraously.) You mean we're going out?
ConD. We had a lire in our stove
Mornrn. What happened?
PAUL. Nothing. We just turned it on.
CoRrE. Mother, are you hungrY?
MorEER. Not terribly . . no.
ConIE. Paul, you're the host. Suggest someplace.
PAUL. Well 

..' 
. er - how about Marty's on 47th

st.?
CoRrE. Marty's? That barn? You get a cow and a baked

potato. Wlat kind of a suggestion was tlat?- 
Peur-. I'm sorry. I didn't know it was a trick question.
Conrl. Tonight has to be something special. Mr. Ve-

lasco, you musi know someplace different and unusual . . .

Yiesco. l leanfug ogainsl Prtd lcDle.) Unusual? Yes,

I know a very unusual place, It's the best food in New

York. But I'm somewhat hesitant to suggest .
Conrn. Oh, please, (Io MorHER.) What do you say,

Mother? Do you feel adventurous?
MorEER. You know me, one of the fellows.
Conro. (fo VErAsco.) There you are. We place the

evening in your hands.
Vrr.asco. A delightful proposition . . For dinner, we

eo to the Four Winds." 
PAUL. Ob! The Chinese Restaurant? On Fifty-third

Street?
vELASco. No . . The Albanian restaurant on Staten

Island.
Morrrn. (Ilalds stoftach.\ Staten Island?
CoRrE. Doesn't it sound wild, Mother?
M o r n r n . Y e s . . . w i l d .
CoRrE. I love it already. (As she sweeps past PAUL, o"

hel wa! to bedroom, she punches hitn on the shouldet.)
VELASC0. (Sirrizg next to Mo"tHEF..\ Don't expect any-

ttring lavish in the way oI decor' But Uzu rdll take care

of the atmosphere.
Mormn. Who's Uan?
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Var,asco. It's a Greek liquor . Deceptively power-
ful. I'll only allow you one.

Morser. Oh thank you.
Conrc.. (Coming out ol bedroom uith coat and purse.)

It sounds perfect Let's go,
PAUr,. It'll be murder getting a cab now.
VELAsco. I'll worry about ttte transportation. All you

have to do is pick uo the check,
Coa]}'.. (Abooe couch,l Mother has her car.
Vrr.esco. (Rlses, to P^uL.) You see? My job is done.

Mrs. Banks (IIolds up her coat.)

CART'AIN

(PAUL c/oJJeJ to closet and gets oaercoat,)

MorIlEId. (Putting on coat.) Mr. Velasco, don't you
wear a coat?

Vu-asco, Only in the lyinter.
MorHER. It's thirty-five.
Yzr,Asco. (Taking belet out ol pocket.\ For 25 I wear

a coat For 35 - , (Puts beret on. Crosses to d.oor
taking scarl out ol pochet with & great f,air. PAuL v,qtches
@ith gleat distaste and then crosses into bedroom. Olets
,/ool.) Readyl My group stay close to me. If aoy-
one gets lost, we'll meet at the United States Embassy.
(Flings scatl about his neck and erits.)

(MorI{ER desperatel! clutches Coptr,s q/r,r, but CoRtE
ma.nages to push her out the doo/.)

Conw. (Turning back Jor Pl'ut .\ What are you looking
for ?

Peul-. (Comes out ol bedroom.) My gloves . . .
CoRrr.. (With disdain.) You don't need gloves. It's only

thirty-five. (She sweeps out.)
Peur-. That's right. I forgot. (Mimicking Vnr-asco, ,9e

fiings his scarl around his neck as he closses to the door.)
We're having a heat wave. (He turns of the LIGHTS
and slams the doo/ shut.)
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(In the dark ue hear the splash oJ WAVES and the
tnelancholy toots oJ FOG HORNS in the hatbor
soandi.ng ahruost as sad as Plut and the Morlrir
,tuust be Jeeling at this rtuonenr.)

ACT II

SCENE 2

SCENE: ,4ror, 2 P.M. The a.Paltntent is still dark.
Ar Rrsn: I4le hear LAUGHTER on the stairs. The doot

opens and Coarc:. rushes in. She is breathless, hys-
terical, and, wealing VELAsco's beret and scarJ,

CoRrE.  Whoo.  . .  I  bea t  you  . I  wor '  (Sheturns
on the LICHTS, crosses to the couch and collapses,)

(VELASCo rushes in alter her, breathless and I'aughing.)

Yrr,rsco. (Si.nking to floor in lront o! couch.\ It wasn't
a fair race. You tickled me.

CoRrx. Ooh . . . Ooh, I feel good. Except my tongue
keeps rolling up. And when I talk it rolls back out like
a noisemaker.

VELASCo, That's a good sign. It shows the food was
seasoneo propefly.

Conre, Hey, tell me how to say it again.
VEr,ASco. Say what?
CoRrD. ('Waiter, there's a fly in my soup."
VELAsco. Oh, "Poopla , sirca al mercoori,"
CoRrE. That's right. "Shca . . . pooqla al mercoori."
Vr..r,lsco. No, no, That's "Fly, I have a waiter in my

soup.
CoRrE. Well. I did. He Dut in his hand to take out the

flv. (Rises to hel hnees.) Boy, I l ike that singer
Sways back and. Jorth as she sings.) "Skama . , shama
. . ela m.ai kemamq" , . (Fiings he/ coat on o couch.

Vnr-*co rrser to a siuing Position, c/osset his legs atd

plays an imaginary f,ute.) Hey, what am I singing,
anl,.way /

VEL^sco. (Stretches plone on the fl.oor.) It's an old
,\lbanian folk sons.

Conrc. (Impresied zaith her ozan airtuosity.) " Shama
thama . "?  No k idd ing? What  does  i t  mean?

VILASCo. "Jimmy cracked corn and I don't care."
Conrr. trVell, I don't. (Feels her head.) Oh, boy . . .

l low many ZuZus did I have? Three or four?
\rnlAsco. Uzus! Nine or ten.
ConE. Then it was ten 'cause I thousht I had four .

l low is my head going to feel in rhe moining?
\rrr,asco. Wonderful.
CoRrE. No headaches ?
Ver,asco. No headache But you won't be able to

make a fist for three days. (He rai.ses ltis hand, and dem-
onst/ates bt not being able to mahe a fist,\

Conrc.. (Holds oul both hands ond loohs at them.)
Yeah. Look at that. Stiff as a board. (Climbs ofi couch,
onto floor fle*t to VELAsco.) What do they put in Uzu
anyway?

VntAsco. (Holding up stii hands.) I think it! starch.
Coerr. (Lloks ot her two stifr hand.s.) IIey, how about

a game of ping pong? We can play doubles. (Conrl
swings her two stif hands at att imag;naly ball.)

VnLASco. Not now. (Slls up.) We,re supposed to do
something important. WIat was it?

CoRrE. What was it? (Ponders, then remembers.) Ohl
. We're supposed to make coffee. (Coatn places the
shoes she has taken ofi under the soJa and tnoves towards
the kitchen.)

VEL^sco- (Foll,owing her\ I'll make it. What kind do
you naver

CoRrD. Instant Maxwell House,
Y at;lsco. ( Crus hed..\ I ns tant coffee?

(He holds his brcw with his stif hands. He and Coprr-
disaqpeal behind the screened kitchen continuing
their babbling. Sud.d.enly we hear scufi,ing in the hall-
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uay ofld P^uL struggles in throtgh the door carrying
,ra MoTEDR itt his ams. From Pxn's staggehrk
we'd guess that the MorraEr ?ttust nolo weigi-about
tuo thousand, pourrds. He makes it to the soja,whele
he drops her, and ,hen in utter erhausrion iinks to
the _flo-or below her. They BorE stare unseeing, and
suck desperatel! lor air. Conrc. and yqLa,sco ernerse
lron the hitcher with Ynrxco carying a cof ee pot,)

CoRrE. (C/osreJ t, MorEER.) Forgot the stove doesn,t
work. Upstairs everyone . . . for coffee. (Conrr, putts
MoTHER'S coot but thele is no rcaction from Morsin or
PAUL.) Dotr't you want coffee?

(Ptut and Mortrn shahe their heads,,,No.,,)

,, ll"l."o. 
(Going to rloor.l They,tl drink it if we mak€

CoRrE. (Following him.) Don,t you two go away . . .

(Conrn and VELAsco €rit with Bors. joining in ,,Shama,
Shtna." Ptvt- and Morsant stare silently aheai.
They app9ar to be in shoch, haaing goni througft
some terrible ordeal.)

Moruer. (Finally.) I feel like we,ve died . . . and
gone to heanen_ . . . gnly we bad to climb up .

Pp,vL.. (Gotheling his sbength.\ Struck down in the
Dnme oI lrle' 

Morsrn. I don,t really feel sick . . . Just kind of
numb . and I can,t make a fist - . . (She hotds ,tp
a stit hond.\

PArtL. You want to hear somethiug frightening? . . .
My teeth feel soft , . , It's funny 

-. 
. ."but tfie best

thing we had all night was the knichi:
Morsrn Anyway, Corie had a good time . . . Don,t

you think Corie bad a good time, paul?
Ptvt- (Sttuggling up onto couch r. al Mormn.)

Wonderful . . Poor kid . . . It isn't often we get oui
to Staten Island in February,

MorExR. She seems to get such a terrific kict out of
living. You've got to admire that, do!'t you, Paul ?

Peur.. I admire anyone who has three portions of
poona-poo pre.

MorExR. (Srd/tr.) What,s poofla-poo pie?
Peur. Donrt you iememberf That gooli that came in a

turban.
MorEER. I thought tlat was the waiter . . . I tried,

P-aul. But I just couldn't seem to work up an appetitd
the way they did.

Pt'vt-. (Reassuring lez.) No, no, Mom . . . you
mustn't blame yourself . . . We,re just not used to tlat
kind of food . . . You just don,t pick up your fork and
dig into a brtw salzd,. . . You,ve got to play around
with it for a wbile.

Morarn. Maybe I arz getting old . . . I don't mind
telling y-ou it's very discouraging . . . (With great difi-
cutt!, she fninages lo rouse hersel and get up hom the
couch.) Anyway,I don't think I 6uld ge1 thr;ui]h cofiee
, . , I'n all out of pinl pills . . .

Prrur.. Where are vou goins?
Morrrn. Home . . .i i6nt to die in my own bed,

(Erha*sted, she sinks ilto chair.'1
Prw. Well, what'll I tell t}lem?

. MormR. Oh, ryk9 up some clever little lie. (Rdttres
t9/s!!, Cgts ap.) Tell Corie I'm not really her motler.
She'll probably never want to see me agaii anyway . . .
Good night, dear. (,ta, ar MoTEER gits to the door, it
oPers and, CoRJE and. VELAsco return.\ Ob. coffee readv?
(She turrs back ittto the loorn. Yzt isco'crosses to ihc
ba,r, as Cotrn moaes o,bow the couch,\

CorE. I was whistling tle Armeniin National Anthem
end I blew out the pilot light.

VELAsco. (Pdr lour brauly snilters he lws broush, h
doun-ot bu and, taking dua er Jrom ba4begins to pou
brandy.).lrctadve're going to have fla,rring brandy . , .
Lone, grve everyone a match.
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(Cmu rouas to titk t&k.)
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MorEER. I'm afraid you'll have to ercuse me, dear, It
rs a little late.

Cokrx. (Mooes towa/d,s MoarrB\-) Motler, you're not
going home. It s the shank of ttre evening.

MorEER. I know, but I've got a ten o'clock dentist
appointment at nine o'clock . . and it's been a
very loug evening . . . What I mean is it's late, but I've
bad a wonderful time . . . I don't know what I'm sayiug.

CoRrE. But, Motier-
Morron. Darling, I'll call you in the morniug. Good

night, Paul . . Good night, Mr. Velasco . .
VELAsco. (Putting down brandy, crosses to Conrn.)

Good night, Paul . . . Good night, Corie .
Conrt. Mr. Velasco, you're not going too?
Ynr.xco. (Taking berct and scarJ lrcn CoRrE and tur-

thrg then oz.) Of course. I'm driving Mrs. Banks home.
Moran:n. (Moaes away in shock.\ Oh, no! (Recours

herselJ and, turns back,) I mean, oh, no, it's too late.
VELASCo. (?o MorEER.) Too late for what?
MorEER. The buses. They stop running at two. How

will you get home?
Vrr.esco. Why worry about it uow? I'll meet ttrat prob-

lem in New Jersey.

(Vrusco rzoz'es to the d.oor and Coan. ir great jubilation

f,ings hersel,J oaer the back oJ the couch.\

MorEER. But it's such a long trip . . (C/osses ,o
CoRrE.) Corie, isn't it a long trip?

Conrr. Not really. It's only about thirty minutes.
MorFER. But it's such an inconvenience. Really, Mr.

Velasco, it's very sweet of you but-
VELAsco. Victor!
MorEER. What?
Vrr-esco. If we're going to spend tle rest of ttre evening

together, it must be Victor.
MorHER. Oh!
Vrr,asco, And I insist the arrangement be reciprocal.

Wlat is it?
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Mornnn. Wlat is what?
CoRrE. Your name, Mother. (?o VELAsco.) It's Ethel.
MorEER. Oh, that's right. Ethel. My name is Ethel.
VELASCo. That's better . Now ate we readv

. . .  E t h e l ?
MorHER. Well . . . if you insist, Walter.
VEr.ASCo. Victorl It's Victor.
MorrrER. Yes. Victor!
Vi*.nsco. Good night, Paul . Shana shama, Corie.
Coxte, Shama shama!
Vrlesco. (Mor.res to door.) Il you don,t hear from us

in a week, we'll be at the Nacional Hotel in Mexico City
. Room 703! . . . Let's go, Ethel! (And he goes out
lhe door. The MIT:IrER tulns io Corn and looks J6r helf.)

MorruEr.. (Flightened., grabs CoRrx's a/n.) What does
he mean by that?

CoRrx. I don't know but I'm dying to find out. Will you
lall me in the mornine?

MorHER. Yes . . . about six o'clock! (And in a Oanic.
,hP ex i ts . )

CoRrE. (Zcles a beat, closes the d,oor, sniles and turns
/o PAUL.) Well . . . how about tiol, N{r. "This is going
ro be a fiasco tonight"? He's taking her all the v/ay
,)rt to New Jersey at two o'clock in the morning

. That s what I call "The Complere Gentleman,n
.l ' .tut- loahs at h uith disdoin, risis and stoggets up
lhc stai/s into the bedroom.) He hasn,t even given a
rhought about how he's going to get home . . . Maybe
lrr:'ll sleep over Hey, Paul, do you think . . . ? No,
not ,nt mother . . . (lun ps up o to couch,) Then again
.,rJthing can happen with the Sheik of Budapest
iloy. what a night . Heyl I got a plan. Let's take the
l,ottle of scotch downstairs, ring all the bells and yell''l'olice" , Just to see who comes out of whose apart-
n)cnt , (Therp is tto snsau lrom the bedroom,) Paul?

.. What's the matter, darling . ? Don't you fed
rvcll?

PAUL. (Cones oat ol the bedroom, doun the stoils,
trossing to the closat. He is takitg hh coat of Bnd is
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an{!.) Vlhat a rotteu thing to do . . . To your own
motler.

CoRrE. What?
Peur,. Do you have any idea how she felt just nov?

Do you know kind of a night this was for her?
Coatn. (Imlishly.) It's Dot over yet.
PAUL. You didn't see her sitting here two miButes ago.

You were upstairs with that Hungarian Duncan Hines
. , . Well, she was miserable. Her face was longer than
that trip we took tonight. (Hangs up coat in closet.)

Conre. She never said a ttring to me'
P^uL. (Tahes out horrger and' Puts iacket oz il.) She's

too good a sport. She went the whole cock-eyed way ' . .
Bov. oh bov . . dragging a woman like that all t}te way
ouf io the 

'-iddle 
of 6i iarbor for a bowl of sheep dip.

(Ilangt jocket up and uosses to d.ktionary on side table
inder radiator. Tahes ,ie ofr antl lolds it neatl!.)

Co*rs. (Follouts him to tafie.) lt wes Greek bean soup.
And at least rrle tasted it. She didn't jab at it witi her
knife throwing cute little epigrems like, "Ho, ho, ho . .
I ttrink there's someone in there."

P^vL. (Puts tie behtven pages ol dictionarr.) That's
risht. That's riqht. At least I was honest about it. You
ai-e two bowls because you were sbowing off for Al Capone
at tle next table. (PAr'L searches lor uallet unstccess'
luav.\

CoRE. What are you so angry about, Paul?
Pttvt. (Crossing to crosel) I just told you. I felt terri-

ble for your mother. (Gel.r waAet or.t ol i\cke, Pochet.\
CoRrE. (Fohouiq al,er him to the hont ol colch.)

Why? Where is sbe at this very mioute? Alone with prob-
ably the most attractive man she's ever met. Don't tell
me !tro! doesn't beat hell out of hair curlers and the late
Late Show.

PAuL. (C/ossing up onto bcd/oom land.ing.) Oh,l en
iust hear it uow. What sparkling coDversatioo. He's prob-
;blv tellinE her about a chicken cacciatore be once cooked
for-the lti-gh Lama of Tibet and she's sitting tlae shov-
iog plrl pllls in her mouth.
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CoprE. (Tahhg coat lrcm couch crrd ttt ing it o; aTt t-
chair n.) Yol never can t€ll rebat people talk about wben
t-hey're alone.

PArtL. I don't understand how you can bo so uncon-
ccrned about this. (Goes ir,to bedroom.)

Coytt. (Moaing to stahs.\ Unconcerned I'm
plenty concerned. Do you think I'm going to get one
wink of sleep until tbat phone rings tomorrow? I'm scared
to death for my mother. But I'm grateful tbere's finally
the opportunity for sometling to be scared about . . .
(Moaes x., then tult s back.) V'lhat I'm really concerned
aboul is you!

P^uL. (Bulsts out ol bedlomn, neo.tly
th/ough doot.) Me? Me?

CoRrE. I'm beginning to wonder if you're
hating a good. trme.

slnmming

capable of

PAuL. Why? Because I like to wear my gloves in the
winter ?

CoRE. No. Because there isn't the least bit ol adven-
ture iD you, Do you know what you are? You're a
watcher. There are Watchers in this world and there are
Do-ers. And the Watchers sit around watching tle Do-ers
do. Well, tonight you reatched and I did.

Pnur.. (Mows doun stairs ro CoRrE. ) Yeah . . . Wetl,
it was barder to watch wbat you did ttran it was for you
to do what I was watching. (Crosses back tQ stails to
landing.)

Conn. You won't let your hair down for a minute. You
couldn't even relax for one night. Boy, Paul, sometimes
you ac t  l i ke  a . . .  a  . . .  (Gets  shoes  t tom tader
cotch.\

P^vL. (Sto!?ing o; landing.) Wlat . . . ? A stufied
shrrt/

CoRrE. (Drr?s shoes ot couch.) I did-o't say tbat.
PAw. That's what you're implying.
Corirq. (Mooes to n. armchab atd begins ro take ofl

jateby.l T\zt's wbat you're anticipating. I didn't say
you're a stufred shirt. But you are extremely proper and
digDnod"
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*Jl:". I ." p-r_oper and dignified? (Mo1)es to CoarE.lwien . . .J Wlen was I priper and digniniai 
-**',

^ifffi e[":'.1{t"I;::;t*'lr:'f,:lilruo-thonignt.rAUL. Rigbt. I was stoned.
_ 

CorE.- There. you. are. I didn,t .know it until you told
Te..ll-b", To,.dlg: (Un_zips and takes of dras.\ you,re
a runny kind of drunk. you just sat t[..u foofurfi_lnappy anlt watching your coat.
^,^:og; +.** watching my coat, because I saw someone
:::-,Yi1thi"c mv co3t . . ' Look, if you want, rlt qet

til.:"T:.'"jH:ii}T;;,1)1,:o;i,i'^'r"u,.i,r"'v""*

"iiii,i{4fl a::;"ii{,)di';i\T.ffi?;"*
ll_ -y,ou, hoyl in p. J. Ctarke's last Ne; y."*'i:r;. i
?H:i:t;?,:'f 

woman? ' ' ' Don't t"tt '"'l*iaiu"i'
Conrc.. (Taking 

-dotan hait.) All right, paul.
- PAUL, (Tur$ bach and motte.else? when, efse w_as I. proper ^nat dl!1,'{"fro"'4 

vn 
"

r^ ̂ L-oRJE..Atways.. 
you,re always dresied rigbt, you alwavs

li3lk*ilJ"T:l;?s say thi right thinls. VJ;;;;;

*lltil .!f."t 
to the qttich ) rhat's ' ' . that's a rouen

_.CoRrE. 
(.l[r?,ej_ up- to pAuL.) J have never seen vou

f 
,.l^o.lt 

-" 
jacket. I atways feet tit<e sucl a-Jo-b 

";;il#;:otiye:u. Before we were married Las su.e you 
"lept'wiii

Iiyl T*.t_I*t ror very.lotnat st*ps.
9g::. .Pl.*li. "y"n 

*"tr."iriro u .undy store and ask
*,llo1 

t:' a roorsie rori lFrolaij';:t i;;; ;;;,ijj.,
T:::,,";##,:ff l/""to"iJ,i.ill,,t"yl*,,i'**have tlat-thing in
countet and point- at it and say,
the brown and whitec Drown and whtte wraDDer.,,

';y:: 
Y:!,:!'," b.eb)::o1 eorS rhat's ridicurous.

,,931i";*ll".ii'",Tf :k::',j--*.',i'qfri,pd'i'#;:H".y:lE. jrng yoq.re_!_ot. That,s jusr the trouble. fCiasrarloo, ol sta./s.,) Like Thursday 
"fuha 

i;;';;irffii
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walk barefoot with ne in Washingtot Square part. Why

- 
Pryt (T, head ol sta;rs.) Very simple answer. It wasseventeen degrees.

* CoRE. (BarA to chair at d corrtirntcs tahinp douttr ftab-lExacrly. Thafs very sensibte and id;. Elcd'l;'f,;iany lun.

. P^uL. (Dman -s.tai/s to coxch.) you Lnow, mzybe I amtoo proper.and dignified for Vou. t,t"VU" voi, ..i,Jj iiu"Deen. bappier witb someone a little- moie colo.tui anJllamboyant . . . like the Geek! (Sralrr b";i,;- ;;;room.)

,Conn. Well, hed be a lot more laugbs than a stufred

Ptur.. (Ttrns bach on landitg.) Oh, oh . . . I thoughtyou said I wasn't.
Conrr. Well, you are now.
Prrrr- (Refec.rit elr.) I'm not going to listen to this

;,:.^._1p_ 
oor gorng to tist€n . . , .(Starts lor be&oom.)Ive got a cas_e in court in the morning.

CoRtE. (rforer L.) Wb€re are yori goiag?
PAuL. To sleeD.
Corn. rV-ora? Aow can you sleep now?

, rAU-L. (Steps u! on bed and tarns bach, leaning on
|"-y,ii!!.).I'm going to close my eyes and count kni'chi.uood gnt!

S:.:*. ,-Yo::-t qo to steep_n_ow. We're baving a fighr
-.8!y: lM have the 6ght. When you're tlrou-Sh, ir;otr the ligb^ts. (Turns bacE into bedtoom.)

"rllll";,*1 

that gets me insane' You'can even control

.._P^uL. (Sto/ms out to. head ol staiTs.) Look, I,m just asupset as_you arc . . . (Controls himsAJ.) Bui vhe;I setoungry I eat. And when I get tired I slep. you eat aidsleep too. Don,t deny it,IVJseen you . . .
.Cowr... (Mows e. ztith a graid gesture.) Not in themiddle of a crisis.
Peur-. Wbat crisis? We're just yeling 8 little.
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ConE. You don't consider this a crisis? Our whole
marriage hangs in the balance.

PAw. (Sitr ofl steps.) It does? ffien did tlat happen?
CoRIE. Just now. It s suddeirly very clear that you and

I have absolutely r othing in commorl
Peul. Why. Because I wotr't walk barefoot in the park

in winter? You haven't got a case, Corie. Adultery, yes.
Cold feet, Do.

Coxrn. (Seething.) Don't oversimplify this. I'm angry.
Ca.n't you see that?

Pevt. (Brings his hands to his eles ard pee/s at her
through imaginary binocularc. Then looks at his watch.)
Corie, it's twG-fifteen. If I can iall asleep in about half-
an-hour, I can get about five hours' sleep. I'll call you
from cout tomorrow and we can fight over ttre phone.
(Gets t4 dnd. mot)es to bedrootn.)

CoRrE. You will not go to sleep. You will stay here and
fight to save our marriage.

P^uL. (In doo/way.) If our marriage hinges on breatl-
ing fuh balls and poofla-poo pie, it's not worth saving
. . . I am now going to cr-wl into our tiny, little, single
bed. If you care to joiu me, we will be sleeping from left
to right tonighL (Ittto bedroom and slans door.)

CoB. You won't discuss it . . - Youte ahsid to dis-
cussit . . . Imaniedacoward . . . | (Takes shoe lrom
corch and throtas it at bedloom door.\

P^vL. (Opens door.) CoiLe, would you brlng in a pail?
The clo6et's dripping.

CoRE. Ob!, I hate you ! I hate you! I really, really
hate you I

P^vL. (Stoms to head ol rroils.) Corie, there is one
rhing I leamed in court. Be careful when you're tired and
aagry. You might say somettring you will soon regret. I-
am-now-tired-a.nd-angry.

Copm. Ard a coward.
P^rJL. (Cones doun stahs to he/ at R. ol couch.\ And

I will now say something I will soon regret . , . Okay,
Corig maybe you're rigbt. Maybe we have notbing in
oooo- Maybe we nubcd into this marriage a Uttle too
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fast. Mayb€ Love isn't enough- Maybe two people shordd
have to take more tlan 8 blood tesl Maybe tley should
be checked for conmon sensg understanding and emo-
tiooal maturity,

CoprE. (That hurt.) N) right . . . Why don't you get
it passed iD t}le Supreme Court? Only tlose couples bear-
ing a letter from ttreir psychiatrists proving tiey're well
adjusted will be permitted to be married.

Plur-. You're impossible.
Conrn, You're unbearable.
Pern. You belong in a nursery sc.hool.
CoRrE. It's a lot more fun tlan tle Home for tle

Fuddy Duddies.
Pnut. (Reaches out his hand to heL) Nl right, Corie,

let's not get-
CoRrE. Don't you touch me . Don't you touch me

. . . (P,rur, wt d,eLibe/ateb reaches out and touches her.
CoRrE screams hysteically and runs anoss the room away
lron him. ElstericaJly.) I don't waDt you uear me. Ever
again.

PAUL. (Mooes touard her.) Now wait a minute, Corie--
CoRIE. No. (Turus away lrom him.\ I can't look at

you. I can't even be in tle same room wittr you now.
PAUL. Why?
CoRrE. I just car't, tiat's all. Not wben you feel this

way
PAUL. When I feel wbat way?
ConB. Tbe way you feel about me.
Peur,. Corie, you're hysterical.
CopjE. (Eoen morc hysteritally.) I am not hysterical. I

know exactly what I'm saying. It's qo good betwee! us,
I'aul. It never will be asaio.

Prul-. (Throwing ip his hands and inhing to the
couch.) Holy cow.

CoRrE. I'm sorry, I- (She fghk bach tca/s.) l dorr't
want to cry.

Plw. Oh, for pete's sakes, cry. Go ahead and cry.
Cotj;r. (Eeight ol Iuty.) DoD,t you tell rre when to
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cry. I' crf' when I want to cry. And I'm not going to
have my cry until you're out of this apartmeul

PAUL. What do you mean, out of this apartment?
CoRrE. Well, you certainly don't think we're going to

live bere together, do you? After toDight?
Peur,. Are you serious?
CoRrE. Of course I'm serious. 1 want a dh)orcel
Prur-. (Shocked, he jumps. uP.) A ditorce? What?
Conn. (Pzls he/seq ,ogelhe/, and uith great colm,

begins to go uP stairs,) I'm sorry, Paul, I can't discuss it
any more. Good night.

Paul. ffiere are you going?
CoRrE. To bed. (Turts bach to Pt'ut,\
PAUL. You can't. Not Dow.
Conrr. You did before.
PAUL. That was in the middle of a fight. This is in

the middle of a divorce.
CoRG. I can't talk to you when you're bysterical, Good

ntght. (Goes into bedrgom.)
PAUL. Will you come here . . ? (Coarl' cones olrt on

Iatding,) | want to know why you lrant a divorce.
CoRrE. I told you why. Because you and I have abso-

lutely nothing,in common.
PAUL. What about tbose six days at the Plaza?
CoRIE. (Sag?r1,. ) Six days does not a week make.
PAUL. (Takefl abach.) What does ,ra, mean?
Conn. I don't Lnow what it means. I iust want a

divorce.
PAUL. YoF know, I tlink you really mean it
Conrr,- I do !
PAUL. You mean, every time we have a little fight,

you're going to want a divorce?
Courn. (Reassuring.) There isn't going to be any more

little fights. This is it, Paul! This is the end. Good night.
(Goes into bedroom and closes doot behind her.)

PAUL. Corie, do you mean to say-? (He yelk.) Will
you come down heret

Coxtx,. (Yelk Jrom betlroom,) Why?
Pl.ur.. (Srmms Dccl.) Because I don't waDt to yef,.
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(The d,oor opens and Contn comes oat. She stand.s at the
toP ol the stai/s. He points to his le€t.) All the way.

Coarc, (Seething, cones all the way d.own and stands
where he pointed,) Afraid the crazy neighbors will hear
us?

PAUL. You're serious.
Conrn. Dead serious.
PAUr,. You mean the whole thing? With signing papers

and going to court, shaking hands, goodbye, finish-d, fore-
ever, divorced?

Conrc. (Nod.ding in agreement.) That,s what I
mean

Peur .  I  see . . .Wel l  .  .  I  guess  there ,s  no th ing
left to be said.

CoRrE. I guess not.
PAUL. Right... Well, er Good night, Corie.

(And he goes uP stai.rs.\
CoRrE. Where are vou soing?
Prut - (Tarns bactr onTatdns.l Tobed.
Conrr. Don't you want to ta i ;bout it?
PAUL. At two-thirty in the morning?
CoRrE. I can't sleep until this thing is settled. (.it{r!res

,o coach.\
Prur.. Well, it may take three monttrs. Why don,t you

at least take a nap?
Conre. You don't have to get snippy.

. P,lur. Well, dammit, I,m s6rry, brif when I plan vaca-
tions I'm happy and when I plan divorces Itn snippy.
(Crosses to boohcate and grabi ottachi case.) All rigtrt,
yo_u- want to plan this thing, let's plan it. (Storns to c;free
table- end swpeps evprything there onto fool with-his
hand,) Yo.u want a quick divorce or a slow painful one?

CoRrE. (IIoffi[!ed..) I 'm goine to bed. (Goer up srqirc.)
. Pevt, (Shouts.) You stiy here or you get no divorce
trom me.

CoRr. (Stops on landing.) You can try acting civilized.
PAUL. (Putting down attacht rdse.) Okav. J,l l  be

civilized. But charm you're not going to ge[. (pushes
chair towards rer.) Now sit downi . . . Beiause there's
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a lot of ligal and technical details to go through. (Oraz-
ing attacha case.t
_ CoRry. Can't you do all that? I don't know anything

about legal things.
P;rur.. (Wheek oa her and in a great gestule points art

accusing fitger at her.) Ah, haa . . Now /,ar the Do-er
?\4 yo!'r9 ttre Watcher I (Relentlessly.\ Right, Corie?
Heh? Right? Right? Isn't ttrat right, Corie?

CoRt. (With utmost disdaif.) So this is what you,re
reolly bkel

Ptut, (Gtimacing lihe the nonster le is.) yes , , .
Y e s . . .

Con:n., (Determined she's d.oing the light thing, She
cones dmtn stairs, cnd sits, first carclu[ly mouiig the
chair away lrom P,*n.) All rigbt, what'do'I have t6 do?

PAl.lr-. FiJ+ oI all, what grounds? (Si#izg on couch.)
CoRrE. (1[r, looking at Peur. ) Grounds?
Prur-. (Taking legol, pad and perrcil out ol case,) That s

right. Grounds. What i,s your reason for divorcing me. And
remember, m;r failure to appreciate knichis wi only
nolo uD ln a Kusstan court.

,Conie. You're a scream, Paul. Why weren't you funny
wnen we were happy/

P.Lw. Okay . . How about incompatible?
Conn. Fine. Are you through wittr me?
PArrL. Not yet. What about the financial settlement?
CoRrE. I don't want a thiDg.
PAUL. Oh, but you're entitled to it. Alimony, property?

Supposing I just pay your rent. Seventy-five, sixty-three a
moDth, isn't it?

Conn. Ha ha-
Peur,. And you can have the fumiture and the weddine

gifts. I'd just like to keep my clothes
- -Conrx. (Shocked., she tufls to Paur.) I hardly exprected
bitterness from you.

Peur-. I'm not bitter. That,s a statement ol fact. you're
always wearing my pajamas ald slippers.

CoRIE. ODly after you go to work"
P^u!. Why?
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Conrr. Because I like tbe way they sm-never mind,
it's stupid, (She begins to sob, gets up and oosses up
steps to bed/oom.) I'll sign over your pajamas and
sllppers.

P.lur,. If you'd like, you can visit them once a month.
Conn. (Turts back on landing.) That's bitterl
PAUL. You're damned risht it is.
Cowx.. (Beginning to le:allt c/y.) You have no right to

be bitter.
PAUL. Don't tell me when to be bitter.
CoRrD. Things just didn't work out.
Plur,. Tbey sure as hell didn't.
Conrn. You can't say we didn't try.
PAUL. Almost two whole weeks.
Conre. It's better than finding out in t:wo leors,
PAUL. Or twenty.
CoRrE. Or fifty.
Plur.. Lucky, aren't we?
CoRrE. We'!e the luckiest people in the whole world.
PAUL. I thought you weren't going to cry.
Conrn. Woll, I am! I'm going to have the biggest cry

I ever had in my life. And I'm going to enjoy it. (Peur,
drops pencil and pad ixto case, and buries his head, in
lillato lrom the couch.) Because I'm going to cry so loud,
I'm going to keep you awake all Eight long. Good night,
Paul! . . . I mea4 goodbye I (She goes into bedtoom and
slams lhe d.oor. We hear het crying in there. Plrvt angrily
slams his altachd case shut, gbts-up ond moues toiards
stails. Al this monenr, the bedlonn door opens and CoPJz
,hlows oul a blanket, sheet and. pillow uhich land at
P^vL's leet. Then she slams the d.oor shut again. Again
ue hear crying Jrcm the bedroom. P^vL phks thei up
and, glares at d,oor,'y

Prut-. (Mimicking CoRrE. ) All night long. (Seething
Peut throus the beAdiflE on'the endlable, ind begins io
tlt to mo.ke tp the sola with the sheet aid blanhet, sA
the uhile mrmblittg through the uhole aryument they
hazte jzst had. As he pars ,he blanket otu the sofa, ln
m&ady barsk 6d.) Si! days dcs not s s€€& toale.
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(Tho. PEONE.rbgs. .Fo/ a ,run4nt, pav:- atterrrprs to

,gnore it, blt as it keeps or, lirrging, he firu y itorms
oxe/ to it o,nd, lips the cod, Jrom the wall. Then, slill
mumbling to himselJ, he ciosses to the lisht switch
,rear the door and shurs ofr the LIGHTS. MOON-
tLCIlf Jr.qn the skylight lalk onto the sola. p^uL
gets into his makeshilt bed and. fnally settlis down.\
You work and work for a lousy six cents . . . (,42i
then it begins to snow. Through the hole in the' sky_
light.it- lalls and doum onto-ptvr-,s erposed heid.
Ee leels it, and alter a quich moment,'he lises lp
on his hnees.atd loohs ui at the hole.' Soundlessly,
re crt nptes tnro g heap.)

ACT III

SctNn: The lollmirrg d.ay. About 5 P.M.

Ar RrsB: Coxr.r is at rhe couth pickirg up the towels she
hat p doun on the floor and the crm ol the couch
to soo,k trp the wate/ lelt by the preuious night's
snota. She ficks up the towels uith grect d.istoste
and uses one to rub of the arm. She looks rp at ,he
hole in the skylight, rolls the couch Doarrstage so
that i, loiv rrot be xnder the skylight, and takes the
tt|oek u? into the borhrootn. As she disappeats iflto
the batboom, the Jro door opens and PAIL colnes
in, colJapsing oler the railing. He looks haggard and
d.rawn, not jast lrom the stairs, but lrom a lach oJ
sleep and pean ol mhd- Also he has a cold, snd as
he leans there, he wearily blows his nose, Ile caries
his attacht case atd a neaspaper. The DOORBELL
buzzes, and as he fTesses the downstairs buzzer,
Coarn comes oat ol the bathroom. They silently looh
at one ar.othel and, then they Bora moae, wordkssly
crossing each olhel; PAuL going up the steps to the
bed,room ard Contt crossing up to the kitchen- lus,
belore he gets to the bedroom door, Pevr steezes.

CDRJJ.. (About to go behind the sc/een, coldly, without
looking at hin.) God bless him! (PAUI Srer into the bed-
room atd slams the dool, CoRtE goes into the kitchcn. She
cottes oul with two plates, two kniaes and lorks and a
napkin, Crossing to the table under the ladiator, she pats
down a plate with a hnile and lorh. Thefl p tting the
other setting d.owr on the e\d table, she notes it all ,he
way to the othet side oJ the room,o. n. She gou back brto
lhe kitchen and emerges @ith tuo glasset. One she places
on the side table and as she crosses toualds the othe/
table, H.aluu Pztzrx, our old lrietd, ,rr TILEIEoND

7l

CURT'AIN
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MAN, 'ppeals at the d.oor. IIe is breathing as hard as
eter. She sees him.) Oh,bil

TErEpHoNr MAN. (Nrt too thli l led.) Hellc, again.
Coru. How have you been?
TELTpEoND X{aN. Fine. Fine, thanks.
Conc. Good . The telephone's out of order.
TELEPE0NE MeN. I know, I wouldn't be here for a

social call.
Corn. Come on in

(He steps up into apartment Conrl c/oses the door bc-
hind him, afld goes up into kitchen to fill her glass
lt)ith wcte/.)

TETEPEoNE MrN. (Lookiflg around-) Heyl . Not
bad . . . Not bad at all You did a very nice job.

Coxrr.. (Speahing llotl hitchen.) Thanks. You know
anyone who might want to rent it?

TELEPEoNE MaN. You movin' already?
CoRfi.. (Picking up salt and pepper shalez.) I'm looking

for a smaller place.
TEIEIHoNE MrN. (ZooAs around with dkbelieJ.)

Smaller than this? . 1'hey're not easy to find.
Cow:.. (Coming out oJ kitchen.) I'll find one. (Plares

glass olwater and shakers on end table.)' l ' i ir,rpHoNI 
I,1ax. (.4Iozcs to phone,) lfeii, let 's see

whai t],c i iouble is. (Tlr-rPrrorr: l{en plc,&s up leccite/,
jiggles the butlons atud lijlcz.r. CoRrlr mo1)es st/a;ght-back
bentaood chair Jron t. p.. to aboue thc .nd table. Putting
down receiaer.J Ir 's 'fead.

Conrr. I know. l{y husband kjl led it. (Closset to side
table undar radiatol, and tahes candlestick and candle,
and. a smqll asse uith a yellow rcse.)

TrrrprroNr M^N. (l 'uzzlcd.) Oh.l (Loohs doun end
nolices the wire hqs been pulled ltom the wall. Kncels
down, opens tool case, and cheerlully begins to replace
the wi/e.) So how do you like marriecl l i fe?

CoRrE, (Prrs candlestick and vase down on het table;
blandlf.) Very interesting. (Goes up into kitcherr.)
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TELEpHoNn Mew. Well, after a couple of weeks, what,s
,ro1 interesting? Yeah, it 's always nice to sec two young
rii. ls getting started, \Vith all the trouble todav, you see
,r couple of ncwlyrveds, you figure tlrere's sti l l  hope for the
,rorld. (,y's Covty: cones out ol the kitchcn with a pot ol
Jood, a ladle and a pot hold.el, P,\uL, still in his otitcoat
t;.td with his cosc and, nrus.papel) cames out oJ tht bed-
room and slams the door behind him. Both CoRrE and the
Tl-.LnPHoNn MAN .rtop. PAUr. g.oeJ into the bath/oom and
sldffis that door hard.. Coara grimaces and the T\LEer.IND
l',[rN is shocked. Puzzled.l Who's that?

C0RIn. (Ririf lg abore it.) Hirn!
Trir,EPEoNr IIAN. Your husband?
CoRrE. (Crossing up to bathloon. doal.) I suppose so.

I wasn't looking. (Pounds on the doo/ with the ladle, and
yclls.) Dinnah-is servedl (Crasses to side table and be-
gifls to lad,le lood ontLt plat.,.)

(The bathroom dool open:. Pllur comes oul.)

Peur,. (ly'ods d, TELxpHoNr Mr''x and then moues
down stairs to the couch.) t have my orvn clinner. thank
you. (Slls on couch, puts attachA case orr table ahd opens
i t . \

CoFr]'. (lgflofing Peul, crosses ,o TtrLtrpEoNE N{AN
ond oflers him flate.) Would you like some goulash?

TELnpEoNn Nl! 'u. (.Embarassct!, loohs at PAUr,.) Er,
ro, tlrank-s. We're not allowed to accept tips. (He laughs
at his small joke. Cortr tahes the flate to hitchen a d
rirops go*lash, plate and all, into the garbagc can. She
then mores to he/ table antl lodlcs goulash onto het plate.
PAUL, in the meantime, has taken a small bag out oJ his
attach' case. It contains a small bunch ol glapes wh;ch
he carclully places on top ol his cd.re. CoRrE places the
pot on the f"oor and, taking a book oJ matches Jrom her
ap/on pocket, lights the candlc. llhile she does this she
sings to helsell . "Shama Shama . ." Peur buries
AimselJ in his papel aad. begins to eat his grapes. Tdbiag
oJl this in.l I'll be out of here as fast as I can. (Diaes
bach to his uo/k,)
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e-n'!rL (Sirting do.n to eat.) TzhE y@t time' No oe'r
rushing yorl

(frs TILEPaoNE l:[.4ltt beghs a neraous, turreless hxrn as' 
he uorhs. Plttst- continues to eat afld read uotd-
b,ssly. There is a long Pause.)

P^uL. (Witholt loobing uP,) Is tlere any beer in the
house? (Conra does not arrsael. ?re TELEPEoNE MAN
sto|s himnhg and loobs at her, hoPing she uiJl, There
,s a ,ause, P^sL is still loohirrg at his ,teuspa?e/.) | said'
is there any beer in the house?

(No ansuer.)

TxLEpEor{E Mlx. (IIe cafl't srand it any lotger
Would you like me to look?

CoRrE. There is tto beer in the house,

(PAuL th/ows dourl laber dnd stolms touald TELEPE.C.NI.' 
MAN, who drais'back in lright, P^vL srops at ba/
and Pours himsell a d'rink.)

Tlrr'proNe Mlli-. (With great relief, and trying to
mahe cotaersation because no one else w l.) T\at's my
trouble . . . beer . . . I can drink ten cans in a nigbt
. . .  o f  b e e r .

(P^IJL goes back to the couch and. his neusta,eT' Not
havbtg eased the tensi.on crr, ,re TELEPHoNI MAN
goes back to his uork and again begins his nentots
humming.)

PAuL. (Alter anorhe/ Pause, still lookittg at As ,EIt s-

PaIeL.t Did my laundry come back today ?
Co E. (With lood in her mouth, takes her oun suezl

tirne ifl anfloeriflg.) Ilmph.
P^IJL. (Looks at he/.\ What does that mean?
CoR13. It meant your laundry came back today . . .

They stufred your shirts beautifully.
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(Earing watched this euhange, ,ts TELEIEoNE MAN
desperatel! bcgins to uhistk a pointless otd ho-
nocuous ,ufle,)

Pl'r. (Sttng, takes a drhh, then becoming awarc oJ
,re TELEPHoNE MAN.) Woilld you like a dljr-&,? (There
is no ansuer. ?ie lErrpnoNe ML:"i. continues to uo/h,\
I said, would you like a drink?

TELEPoNE M^N. (Sta/tled, looks up Jrom worh.)
Wbo?

PAUL. You I
TELEPHoNE MAN. Me?
PAUL. Yes!
TELEPEoNE MAN. OHI . . . NO!
P.rur.. Right. (Goes back to his neuspaper.)

-- TELDIEoNE !41r. (Dioe.r back to worh.l One more
little screw should do it . . . Thercl (Turns'sqeu. Thm
says loud, qnd elaygd@ I,m finished!'I,m finished! (IIe
tbaus tools quichly bacb into his kir.\ That wasn't too
loug, was it?

Conra. No, Thank you very much.
TtsLEpEoNE M^N. (Gettitg up atd crossing to door.\

It's A. T. & T.'s pleasure. (Nearly drops kit, and. in panic
rushes to d.oor. Ee is anriius to ieale'this icene.\

CoRrE. (Pic&J up pot lrom floor ard noaes to him at
door,) l'm sorry to keep bottrering you like tlis.

Trr,rpsor,re MeN. Oh, listen. A.nytime.
Cons,. (Very confidiigb.) I dont thinl. we,ll be need-

ing you again.
TELEpEoNE MaN. Well, I wouldn't be too sure . . .

!!9np leep breaking down now and t-hen but, er . .
(He looks 4, CoRrE aJ il t/ying to get some seclet and
Pelsonal message ocross to chee/ her tp,) somehow, they
have a way of getting f_xed. You know what I meaa . . 

-.

(He winks al her ,o indkate, "Chins ap."As he's winhing,
PAUL tcuerc his pa?er, tulns a/oatd and sees him, The
TbLEpsoNE M,tx is terribly embanassed. So he uhhs at
\\uL: .f hen. pulhg Limseu togetha.) Well . . . bye.
(Ad b rutha ur ol the doG.i
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(Conre clores the d.oor behirul him and goes up into the' 

kitchen with the Pot and ladle' As soon as she is
salely behind' the screen, P^uL puts dow his pap.et-
and'runs to her table, where he suipes a mouthlnl
ol goulash. Dashing to the couch, he is once more
hidden behind. his fleus|apel and Coxrc comes out
ol the kitchen. She is tau cattying a plate on which
/ests a srnall, iced cake. She sits down, and pushing
her plate aside, begins to eat het cake.)

CoRrE. Are you going to stsy here agaiu tonight?
Paur,. I haven't iound a room yet.
Conrr. You've had all day to look.
Ptur,. (IJ sing the nasal sfa! he had lLken out ol

aftache case uilh the bag oJ grcpes.) I've been very busy.
I work during the day, you know.

hon, P^uL.) Tbursday night? . . . Well, I don't see why
not

Pe,vt, (Doesn'tr like the sound rl ,rir.) Who is ttrat?
Coa.rc.. (l gnores him, laughs into phone.l What,s ttrat?

. . . Eigbt o'clock? . It sounds perfect.
Plur. Wbo are you talking to?
CoRrE. (Sri/ l ignoring him.\ I see But how did

you get my number? . . . Oh, isn,t that clever-
. Peu.r,. (Czosses angrily and grabs rcceiaer.) Give me

tnat Dhone.
C6ntt. (Struggling with hin Jor it.) | will not. Get

away from here, Paul. It's for me.
Peur. I said give me that phone. (laler receiaet and

hase ol phone liom her. Conri storzrs dcloss to hel table
uith g/eat indi&nation, blows cand.le out and besins to
tahe her sptting into kitchpn. Or phone.) Hello? . . .
Who is this? . . . Whot . . . (Looks at Conrc. inffed-
ulously.) No, Madam, we're zot interested in Bossa Nova
lessons. (Peur hangs up and stales d, CoRrx as she comes
out ol kitchen. Conrr does not look ot him as she frnishes
cLeoring the table ond tahes the plates itto hitchen. paut
moaes back to the couch and sits.) I,m glad we didn,t
lrave children because you're a crazy lady.

CoRIE. (Mo?er chait boci D. R., and cirries'table bsck
to R. oJ couch.) I ' l l  go where I want and do what I want.
r\nd I'm not going to stay in this house at nights as long
a-s you'te nere.

,P^uL. 
(Putting doun paper.) I see Okay, Corie,

wnen qo you want me out/
CoRrE. I want you out now. Tonight.
P^uL. (Clossing to closct.) Okayl Fine! (He sets

iuit(dsc ond puts it on top ol cnd table-\ l'll be oui of
here in five minutes. Is that soon enough for you?

CoRrE. Not if you can make it in two.
_P^uL- (Opening sttitcose.) Yoru can't wait, can you?

You just can't wait till I'm gone and out of your lifi.
CoRrE. Right. Wlen do I get it?
PAUr.. Get what?
Conm. My divorce. When do I get my divorce?

Conn, You could look during your lunch hour.
PauL. I eat durins mv luuch hour. I'll look dur

looking hour. (Pzls
PauL. I eat during my luuch hour. I'll look during my
rkine hour. (Plts d.oun sllsv and lakes atother d'rinh.\rking hour. (Pttts d.oun stlsy and lshes anolher
Conrn. You could look tonight.
PAUL. I intended to. (Goes boch to teading ?a?e/.)

But I'm coming down with a cold. I thought I'd just take
a couple of aspirins and get right into the sofa.

CoRrE. I'm sure you can lnd some place , . . Why
don't you sleep at your club?

PAUL. It's not ilcl kind of a club. It's a locker room
and a handball court and to sleep there I'd have to
keep winning the serve. (Loobs at CoRrE.) Look, does it
botber you if I stay here anotier couple of days?

CoRrE. It's your apartment too. Get out whenever you
want to get ollt. (The PHONE rings. lVhen P tut- makes
no nove to answer il, CoRrE, with glea, lesignation,
crosses to the phorc and picks it up.J llelloT . . . Who?
. Yes, it is. (Conrr suddenly acts tery teminine, itt
a somewhat lower, more Prclocatiue and confidential
loice, elen Laughing at limes as though she were shating
sonte plitate little joke. She seems to be doing this all Jor
PwL's benef.t. On Phone.) Oh, isn't that nice . . Yes,
I'm r'ery interested . , , (Tahes phone ard m(mes anay
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P,rur-. llow sltould I know? They didn't erren st:nri trs
ortr marriage licrrse yeL

Conri.. I ' l l  g.t I r)LLr jockey sborts. (Czor.res vp ;nto btd
foolr t . )

Prlr. (, lfolls to cofree table carl tohes drinh ) You
can kave the  s r r i l s .  I1 l  p ick  them up in  the  spr ing  when
tiey re dry.

Corur,i. (1n bulrcom1 Youll better ring the bcil. 'Cauv:

I 'm buying a irig (l0g tomor()w.
Ptvt.. (Finishit! dri h.) .\ dog Fine. l ine

Norv yrru 1l havc someone to lvalk ltarefoot in the park
\qiih. (fre PIlo,\'Il, rings. ('.ontr. eomc.s out oJ the bed
room uti lh a pilr oJ jochcy shorts which shc throus on thc
couch. \ lu crossts to dnsu.r lhone.) If that's Arthur
Ilurral . sa1' helrlo. (Gathrrs P io.h.y shclts and ?uts
th(ti i t slt itcasc.)

(loRrl,r. (f i . l .r t! phott..) I lello . Yes, Aunt Har-
riet . What i No, l\{other's not &iti mc
I'm positive . She left about t\to in the morning
\\tat $ronB? . IIt hat?

I'eut,. (Crossr,g to clos.t a d lctl,;ng Pai/ ol p@ttts.)
What  i s  i t?

CoR\l.. (.T€ ihl^,t t 'r ightened.) l lother? M1
l lo ther?  - \ re  ]  ou  J t l . :

I '^\tr.. (Puttif l ! f|nts in suilcose.) What is it?
Corrr.. ( lnt.o pho a, noul Nt:lt n.rt(rts.) No, nry phone's

been oLrt of order all dav . . . (Gittes ' l ' t ' t ' t- a dirty look.)
No, I don t know zr'.&al could have happened.

l ' tr r.. (Blotrirtg rose.) \\ 'hat's thc nlattcr?
Corrrr. All r ight, Aunt IJarriet, don't get excited .

Yes Yes. I ' l l  call as sr-ron as I hear. (.She hangs up.)
?,rur-. (. lfoucs to CoRUi.) \!-hat happened to tour

mother ?
CrrrrD. Sbe didn't come home last night. Her bed wasn't

slept in. \'faybe I should call the police. (,Stalts to pich
up Phane. )

I 'q' r All r ight. Ia}'e it casy, Corie
CotLrr.. (Twns bock to ?^vL.) Don't you uad6'taad?
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lessie looked. She was not iu her bcdroom this morning.
| ! ' ichs up phone.)

P^uL. (Groping.) Wetl . . . well, maybe her back was
lrothering hcr and sbe went to slcep on the ironing board.

(loRrE. You stupid idiot, didn't you hear what I said?
)Iy motier's been missing all night | ,'lIy mothcr !

I ' tut-. (The Chief ol Police.) r\ l l  r jght, let's not crack
UJ),

CoRtE. (Seething.) Will you go'way? Get out of my
life and go awayl (Slcrzs reccilcr dowt and crosses to
'/oor.) I don't want to see you here when I get back.

IAUL. Where are you going?
Conni. Upstairs to find out what happcned to my

rrrother, (Slre opets door.) And don't be hcre when I get
l,ach! (She goes out ard slams thc door. P ttut goes to
t t o o / . )

P^uL. Oh, yeah? Well, I 'vc got a big surprise for
vot (Opers d,oor and yells oJt(:r he/.) I 'm not going
lo be here when you gct back (Crossittg to diction-
rry on side table.) I.r-t 's see horv you like l iving alone

. . (Pulh ties out ol d.ictionary and throws then in
. r r i t c a s e . )  A  d o g .  .  H a l  T h a t ' s  a t a u g h . . .  W a i t  t i l l
\hc tries to take him out for a walk lIe'll eet one' " ,k  

a l  Lbuse s ta i rs  and he l )  eo  r igh t  fo r  her  rh roe t .
\(: lossing into bedroon.) You mjght as well get a para,
l icct, too So you can talk to him all night. (Mimick-
irg CoRrE.) "How much can I spend for bird seeds, Polly?
lr a nickel too much?" (Comes ort ol bcdroom uith
'hirts and psjarnas.) Well, fortunately. I don't need any-
,)nc to protect me. (Putting clothcs in Jlir6o.rc.) Because
I am a man, sweetheart An independcnt, mature,
.,r ' l f sufficient man. (Szeezes as hc closes suitcase.) God
lrlr:rs mel (Feelirg sony lor hinscll, he Jccls his hcad.)
I probably got t] le f lu. (Crossing to ba/, latus a bofi le
mtl glass.) Yeah, I 'm hot, cold, sweating. freezing. It 's
1'robably a Z+hour virus. I'll be all right . (Looks
,tt his uatch.) tomorrow at a quarter to F,\.,c. (.Po!/s arr-
,,ther drinh, prts dow bottle aad drinhs..ls he dritbs,
h. notke,t tfu hole h thz skylight. Steppilg up orto
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bluch leath'.r armchair.\ Oh! . . . Oh, thanks a lot, pal.
(He holrls glass up in toast lashion,l "And tlus it was
written, some shall die by pestilence, some by tle plague
, and one poor schnook is gonna get it from a hole in
the ceiling." (Getting d.own, puts drink on side table,)
Well, I guess that's it, (Curr bottle oJ scotch lrom bar.
Glances at bedtoom.) Goodbye, leaky closet.,, (To
bathroom.) Goodbye, no bathtub , , . (Taking attachl
case Jrom coflee lable, loohs up at hole.) Goodbye,
hole . . (Gertiflg suitcase.) Goodbye, six flights . . .
(Stalts lor door, As PeuI- moaes to door, CoRrf. comes
in. She holds he/ apron to her mouth, and is aery dis-
t*rbed.) Goodbye, Corie . (PAUL rratr in the door-
u'ay as CoRrE wordlessly goes right by him and starts
,o to u? stai/s to the bedroom.) Don't I get a goodbye?

. . According to law, I'm entitled to a goodbye I
CoRrE. (Srrrr on stahs and slowly tan s bsch ,o

Ptut-, itt a heott-lending zcl.) Goodbye . , . (Goet
into bedloom and collapses on the bed.)

PAUL. Corie . . Now wbat is it? (Alarmed, he drops
the suitcase, cttschd case and puts the bottle on the crd-
table.\ ts it your mother? . . . Was it an accident? . . .
(Closses to bedtoom.) Corie, for pete sakes, uhat hap-
pened to your mother? (Suddnly Morszn ntshes in
through the open door. She is nout dressed. in a man's
bathrobe mary sizes too big lor her. Oter-sized man's
stippeTs flap on he7 barc Jeet. But she clutches ha
?ocketbooh. Despelately clrrtchirrg the bathrobe, she
closses to the bedtoom,\

Morrrn. Corie, plerse, listeu . . . I It's not the vay
it looks at all !

Prut-. (Loohs a, he/ in amazenteflt.) M othe/?
tr{orHER. (Sroy'r ,?tomenrc/iJ!.\ Ob, good morning,

?aul. (Gaes up stails,) Corie, you've Bot to talk to me.
(Conrr slcrzs the dool to ,he bedroom slzt.) There's
a perfectly good explanation. (Hyste cal, ir'' llorrl ol the
closed door.) Corie, please You're not being
lafu , , , (Tuns to PAUL.) Paul, make her believe me.

Pi"w. (Goes up stairs and potnds on bedroom door.'1
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Now, you see , Now are you satisfid? , . . lTurnt
t, MorHER, being oery Jorgizting.) It's all right, Mother,
I understaDd. (Starts lor his suitcase.)

Morazn. (Shoched.) No . . . I yoa don't undelsttndl
(Goes to P^uL.) You don't understand at all!

P^uL. (Pickixg up suitcase, attach, case, and bottle')
As long as you're all right, Motlrer. (Looks at het, sadly
shakes his head and erits.\

I/:otann. (Tryitg to sto? hin.\ No, Paul....
You've got to believe me. . . . (Bvt P^uL is |one.)
Oh, tbis is awful. . . . Somebody beleve me.

(The bedroom door opens atd Cox'x corrres otrt.)

CoRrE. Paul ! ffiere's Paul . ?
MorlaEr.. (Putting bag doun on end table.) Corie, I'm

going to explain everything. The bathrobe, t.he slip-
oers. . It's all iust a biq mistake.' 

Conrn. (.Rnsiiz! to ltoit door.) Did be go? Did Paul
leave?

Morrrn. (Goizg ,o CoRrE,) It bappened last nigbt
. . when I left with Mr. Velasco. . .

Conrt. (Closing d.oor,) He was right. . . . Paul was
right. (Moves to couch and sits.)

]Mo'r]JER. (F ollouir.g he/ ,) It must have been the
drinks. I had a great deal to drink last night. . . .
(Sits ,tert ,, CoRE,) I had scotch, martinis, coffee, black
bean soup and Uzus. . .

CoRIE. You don't bave to explain a tling to me,
Mother.

:MorsER. (Eo.t,fied,) But I want to explain.. . .
When I got outside I suddenly felt dizzy . , . and I
faint€d. . . . Well, I passed out. In tle slush.

ConE. I should have listened to him. . . . It's all my
fault.

MorBDr- (Despetutely tlrlng to mahe ha see.) Then
Victor picked me up and carried me inside, I couldn't
walk because my shoes fell down the sewer.

Coslir.. (Deep in her aatn misety.l Yorl bear about
tbese things every day.
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MorsEB. He started to carry Ee up here but his beret
fell over his eyes 8!d he fell down the stairs. . . . He
fell iDto Apartment 3C, I fell on his foot.... They
hid to carry us up.

Cor.E. I thought we'd have a nice sociable evening,
thafs all.

Morml Mr. Gonzales, Mr. Armandariz and Mr. Cal-
houn" . . . (Sags in deleat.) Tley canied ns up. . . .
CoBrE. Just soEe drinks, dinner and cotrea
T h a t ' s d l . . . .

Mormn Aad then they put us dorm. On tle rugs.
. . O\ he doesn't have beds . . . just tlick rugs, aDd

then I fell asleep. . . .
CoRE. Paul was right. Ee was rigbt about so many

rhin$. . . .
MorsER. And thea when I woke up, Victor wa'|, gone.

But I was ttrere . . in his batbrobe. (Pounds the
cotch uith hct fst.) | swear that's the truih, Corie.

Conn. (?zzns ,o MorEER.) You don't have to swear,
Mottrer.

MormR. But I want you to beliwe me. I've told you
ev€rything.

Conn. lten where are your clotles?
MorER. ?ra, I can't tell you.
CoBrE. Why rot?
MorExn. Betause you won't believe me,
CorE. I'll believe you
MorEn" You won't.
Corn. I will. Where are your dottres?
Mmm. I don't know-
CoR.E. I don't believe you. (Gers up and moztes lo-

wds h*.)
Mormr, Didn't I say you rouldn't believe ne? I

iust don't tnor wbere they are. , . , (Gers up and
t@ct a.) O\ Corie, IVe never been so hnmllinred in
dl my life. . . .

CorE. Don't blame yourself. , . . It's all my fault.
t dd it. I did rhi. to trou. (Iza* on bu, holdhg hetd.)

lddsrr. ADd I brd hdrible nightnsr€s. I dreant my
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fu8ers w€re faling ofi because I couldn,t male a 6cL
!P-a4s g1d catches ight ol huseJt it mkror.) Oh, Hl
I look like someone they woke up in the middte of tbe
night oD tbe Aadrea Doriat (kqfu ]*o bystakzl
lnrghb.l

(Thae k a POUNDING on tLc dau.\

VELAsco's Vorcs. Flello. Aayone home?
Morsrr' (Teror strirhan.) It's him. . . . (Snslcs

,o CoRE.) Corie, don't let him iu. I can,t face him
now. . Not i:r his bathrobe.

(Another POUNDING at door.)

VELAsco's VorcE. Somebody, please !
Cotsz. (Mouing y'dr, MorEER.) All right, Mother.

I'll handle this. Go in the bedroom.
IMoIEEP.. (Moritg to stsils.) Tell him I'm not bere.

Tell him anything.

(The door o,ens atd VELASCo Jrepr in. He is toto sup-
porting hinseu with a cane and. his loot is coztereil
by a thick, white stocbing- As VELAsco e e^,
CoRrE JizPJ into the armchair, e.. ol the cotch,)

VEL^sco. (Hobbling u? ste? and tnoling to couch.)
I'm sorry but I need some aspirins desperately. (Vr-
L{sco catches sight oJ \LorHER who is Jurtil)eb tlying to
escaPe up the stoirs to the bedroon.\ Hello. Ethel.

Mor';IER. (Caught, stops and ,/ies to coner he/ errr-
banassment.) Oh, hello, Victor. . Mr. Victor.
Mr. Velasco,

Vrrnsco. (Io CoRrD.) Did you hear what happened to
us last night? (f, MorHER.) Did you tell her what
irappened to us last night?

Mor'rxv. (Horrified.) lvhy . . . ? What happened to
us last night? (Com|oses hersell.\ Oh, you mean what
happe"ed to us last night. (With g/eat norchql4ruc,
movittg down the stabs.) Yes . . . Yes . . . I told ber.
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VELAsco. (At cou.h.) Did you know my big toe is
broken ?

Morgrn. (Srniles.) Y€5- . , . (Catches herselt,) |
mean no. . , Isn't that terrible?

VELAsco. I'll have to wear a slipper for the next
month. . . .  Only  I  can ' t  f ind my s l ippers. .  .  .  (Sees
them on Mo'rJcEF.'s leet.) Oh, there ttrey are. . . .

MorrER. (Looks dcun at he/ teet, as il swprised.)
Oh, yes. . . There's your slippers.

VELAsco. (Sirrirg on sola and putting loot up on
cofee tahle.) It took me forty minutes to walk up the
stairs. . . I'll have to hire someone to pull me up the
Iadder. (la ConD.) Corie, could I please have about
three hundred aspirins? (CoRrE crosses to slai/s.')

Morsnn- (Aqpealing ro CoRrE.) A broken toe. . . .
Isn't that awful! (CoRrE igtores her and goes irr,to
bathroom.\

VEr"Asco. That's not the worst of it. I just had a
complete examination. Guess what else I have?

MorIIER. What?
VELAsco. An ulcer ! From all the rich food. . . . I

have to take little pink pills like you.
Morxer. Ob, dear.
Vnr-,csco. You know something, Ethel. . . . I don't

think I'm as young as I think I am.
Mornrn. Wby do you say that?
VELASCo. fsn't it obvious? Last night I couldn't carqr

you up the stairs. I can't eat rich foods any mor€ . . .
(Very confidertially.) and I dye my bair.

Morrren. (Mooes to couch.) Oh. . . . Well, it looks
very mce.

Vrrrsco. Thank you. . . So are you. . . .
Mormr. (Sitting ,rcrt ,, VELAsco.) Oh. . . . Thank

you.
VELAsco. I mean it, Ethel, You're a very unusual

roman.
MorEER. Unusual .,. ? In what way?
VELAsco. (Reflectfuely.) It's funny, but I can hardly

fec.l my big toc at all nm.
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Mo'r]rER. (lnsistenl.) Unusual in what way?
VELAsco. Well, I took a look at you last uight. . . .

I took a long, close look at you. , Do you kaow
what you are, Ethel?

Mornrn. (Read1 lor the cotnpl;rflent.) V!'bat?
VELASCo. A good sport.
MorEDR. Oh. . A good sport.
Vu.asco. To have gone through all you did last

night. The trip to Staten Island, the strange food, the
drinks, being carried up to my apartment like that. And
you didn't say one word about it.

Morrrn. Well, I didn't have much chance to . . . I
did a lot of fainting.

VELASco. Yes. . . . As a matter of fact, we both did.
. . . If you remember. . . . (Remembering, he begins
to laugh.\

Morrren. Yes. ... (She joi.ns in. It is a uarm,
hearty laugh shared by two lriends, Altel the laugh
gradually dies out, the/e is a n orr.eflt ol awkward silence
and. then uith ofl attem|, al refleloed gaiety, Morznn
scls: ) Mr. Velasco. . mere are my clothes?

VxLAsco. Your clothes . .? Oh, yes. . . . (Takes
?iece ol papel out ol pocket.) Herc. (Gfues it to her.)

MorHER. I'm sure I wore more than that.
VELAsco. It's a cleaning ticket. They're sending them

up at six o'clock.
Mor]trR. (Tahing tichet-) Oh, tley're at the clean-

ers. . . , (AJter a ntomeltt's hesitarion.) When did I
take tlem off?

Vrr-esco. You didn't. . . . You were drencbed and
out cold. Gonzales took them off.

MorER. (Shocked.) Mr. Gonzales??
VELAsco. Not Misterl . . . Doctor Gonzalesl
Mo"rrrar. (Relieued. ) Doctor. , Oh, Doctor Gon-

zales.... Well, I suppose that's all r ight. How con-
venient to have an M.D. in the building,

Yrt rsco. (Laughittg.) He's not an M.D. Ee's a Doc-
tor of Philosopby.
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Morsan. (loins in laughter with glea, abandon,) Oh,
n o , . . .

(Conn cones out ol bathroom with aspirin and a glass
oJ water. Watches them laughing with beutilder'
ment.)

Conn. (Crossizg to abolte ctuch,) Here's the aspirins.
VELAsco. Tha::k you, but I'm feeling better now.
Mormn. lll take them. (Takes aspirin afld i? ol

uatel.')
Vurrsco. (Gers ap and hobbles to door.) I have to

go. I'm supposed to soak my foot every hour. .
MorEER. Oh, dear. . Is tlere anytling I can do?
Yrt rsco. (Turns bach,'1 Yes. . . . Yes, there is. . . .

Wor:Id you like to have dinner with me tonigbt?
MorEER. (SurPrhed,'1 Me?
VELASCo. (lfods.) If you don't mind eating plain

food.
Morgpn. I love Plain Iood.
Vrr-esco. Good. . . . I'11 call the New York Hospital

for a reservation. . . . (O|ens door,) Pick me up in a
few minutes. . . . We'll have a glass of buttermilk be
fore ree go. (E irs.)

Morgrn. (Altet a nornent, tutns to Coj.IE on staits
and giggles. Tahes grapes lrom cofee laile.) You know
what . . . ? I'll bet I'm tle first woman ever asked to
dinner wearing a size 48 bathrobe.

CoRrE. (ror, in her own problem.) Mother, can I
talk to you for a minute?

MorEER. (Puts down bunch ol glaqes, gets uP and
mores R.) I just realized. I slept without a board.
For tle first time in years I slept wittrout a board.

Conn. Motler, will you listen-?
Morspn. (Tulns to Conn.) You don't suppose Uzu

is a Greek miracle drug, do you? (Flips gtape back and
lolth and Pops it into her monuth lihe knichi.)

Conra Mother, before you go, there's something we've
got to talL 8boul
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MorEFi' (Modng tr CoFJE.) Oh, Corie, how swect.
. . . You're worried about me.

CoRrE. I am ro, worried about you.
MorEER, (Looks in mirror.) Ob, dear. My hair. What

am I going to do witl my hair?
CoRE. I don't eare whal you do with your hair.
MorEER. lt he can dye it, why can't I? Do you think

black would make me look too Mexican?
CoRrE. Mother, why won't you talk to me?
Morsnn. (Molhg n, abole couch.) Now . . . ? But

Victor's waiting. . . . (Tams back to CoRrE.) Why
dou't you and Paul come with us?

CoRrr. That's what I've been trying to tell you. . . .
Paul isn't coming back.

Mornrn. Wbat do you mean? ffiere'd he go?
CoRrr. I don't know. Reno. Texas. Wherever it is that

men go to get divorced,
Morsnx., Dilorced?
CoRrE. That's right. Divorced. Paul and I have split

up. For good.
MorsER. I don't believe iL
CoRrE. Why don't you believe it?
Mormn. You? And Paul?
CoRE. Well, you just saw him leave bere wittr bis suit-

c8se. Wlat did you think be bad in tlere?
MoTEER- I don't know. I know how neat be is. I

thought maybe the garbage.
CoRrE. Mother, I believe ytu. Wtry woD't you believe

ne?
MoruER, (Moting r-, to bentuood armchair, sits lac-

irg CoRrE.) Because in my entire life I've never seen
two people more in love than you and Paul.

Cotn. (TearJulll,) Well, it's not true. It may have
been yesterday but it sure isn't today. It's all over,
Mother. IIe's goue.

MortER. You mean he just walked out? For no resson
a t  a l l  . . .  ?

Conrp. He had a perfectly good rcason. I told brm lo
get out. f did it. Me and Ey big stupid mouth.
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Mormn. It couldn,t have been all your fault.
Conre. No . . . ? No? Becausc of he you're runnins

around willout your clothes aud Paul is out there on thi
streets with a cold looking for a place to sleep. Whose
fault is that?

MorER. Yours ! . . . But do you want to krow
somethiDg that may shock you . . . ? I still love you.

CoRrE. You do . . . ?
MorEEn, Yes, and Paul loves you too.
Conc. Ald I love him. . . . Only I don,t know what

he wants. I don't know bow to mike him happy. . . .
Oh, Mom, what am I going to do?

MorEEn. Tbat's the fust time you've asked my advice
since you rere ten. (Gers lp ind mows lo 

-Conn. 
)

It's very_ simple. You've just got to give up a little oi
you for him. Don't make everything a game. Just late
at nigbt iD that little room upstairi. Brit take care of
!im. And make him feel impoitant. And if you can do
th3t, youll have a happy and wonderful mairiage. . . .
Uke two out of every ten couples. . . . But you,ll be
one of the two, baby. , . . (Ge fu stzoles Cour,s
lai.) Now get your coat and go on out after bim.
I've got a date. (Crosses tro cofiee table and licks ut
handbag.) Aunt Harriet isn't going to believe a wori
oJ this. . . . (Flourhhing her bathrobe, moaes ,o the
door and opens it.\ I wish I had my polaroid cam_
era. . . . (Pauses atd. blows Conrn a liss au) erits,)

(CoRrE ,hinhs a ,nornent, uipes he/ eyes, and thefl /ushes
to the closet lor het coat. Withoat stopping to prlt
it on, she rushet to the dom and, oreni it. As lhc
door opens, P;ut is relealed atr the doorway. He
g/eets CoRrE uith a loud sneeze. Eis clothes are
dishewled., his oselcodt is gone, atd he is oboiously
tbtnk, bat he still is canyhg hh st ircase.)

Qor.ra. Paul . . . ! Paul, are you all rigbt . . . ?
Pxn. (Very cateldly crossiig to ,he-cofree table.\

I Ine. .  ,  F ine,  rhqnk you. . . .  (He g iggtes. )

acr trr BARXFOOT IN THE PARK 89

. Conn. (Moles to him.) | $as just going out to loolror you,

,P^uL. (Puts saitcase on fioor anl sta/ts lo ,ake or.,uornes.) lJh 
., .. . - ? Wbere were you going to look . . . ?LoRrE. I don,t know. I was just going to look.

- P^uL. (Confidentiatty.) Obi . . I Win, vou;li n"nu.
\na -me. (r h/a!)s a handlul ol clothes irrto the closer.ne:s ap?a:elltLlmused by son e secret iohe,)

!10RrE. lault I,ve got so much to say to you, darline.
- EAUL, (t aking more clothes o ol suitcise.) So bs;e
{, 9-i" ... . . I got all tbe ray downstai; 

'";j 
;;:q€Dly rr hrt me. I saw elerything clearly for the first

rJme. \M ooes u. L. to abose couch.) | said to mvselfthisis_craA. . . . Crlq. . . I Ittfu ;;"si;r;;;
} f|" Ht ..' .. (lurys r, coRrE. ) And tberet ontyoDe nght tbing to do, Corie.
___CoRrE. (M oting to hirn.) Realy, paul ?W h a t . . . ?

.!-!y:., 
gib.it4itrlr.) you ge. outt (B/eahs into hys_

steltcat aaughtef.')
CoRrE. mat . . . ?

. Pl.ur,, WhV should I get out? I,m paying a bundred
[seDry-nve a month ... (Looks about araltfrent.\
f9. thi:. . . . you get out. (Srzrr aotnei'iti-'ii_
t.outft.)

CoRE. But I don't want to get outl
,-P_atul., 

(Crusing.back to siitcase and getring orrothq
ydl! q dothes.) I,m afraid you'll hav; to. : . . Therease t,s in- my name. . . . (Moues to stabs.l l\ give
you teD minutes to pack your goulasb"
. uoRrE. (r4on€s to him.) paul, your coa . . . Wherels your coat?

- P^rrL. (D/mns himsel up itt indigrction.) Coat . . . ?r -ooD't D€ed a coat. . . It's only two decrefs. . . -
(starts to go up sroi/s, slips axl lalls.,l

CoNrE. (Rt shes_-ro him-.) paul-, are you all right . . . ?
- P^trL. (Srruggting- t?.)' you,;e diwdtint, 

.Eo;;. '. '. '.

r we[t you out of here in e*actly ten Eitirtcs. , . .



Coprt. (Hodit g him.\ Paul, you're ice cold- . . .
You're freezing . . . I What have you been doing?

Pavt-, (Pulls away lrcm her, motses to chair.) Wha't
do you think I've been doing? (Pzls his loot u? ot
seat.) l've been walLing barefoot in the goddam parl.

Conrr. (Palls uP his Porrts leg, rctealing his stoch-
hgless loot.) Where's your socks . . . ? Are you craryl

PAUL. No. . . . No. . . . But suess rf,bat I am.
CopJE, (Loohs at liz.; You're diunk !
P^vL. (In gea, tlfurnPh, ntores B.) Ah . . . t You

fi"ally noticedl I
ConrE. Lousy, stinkin' &,'nt !
PAUL.Ah,gee. . . . Thanks. . . .
Coera. (Mottes to lim and leeJs his lorchmd) You'te

burning up with fever.
PAUL. flow about that?
CoRrE. You'll get pneumonial
P.lur,. If ttrat's what you want, that's what IU get.
C-nw. (Lead.s him to couch.) I want you to get those

shoes off. . . They're soaking wet. . , . (Pushes him
dolon onto corch.)

PAUL. I can't. . . . My feet bave swellened, .
Cowz. (Pttlling his shoes ofr,, I never should bave

let you out of here. I knew you had a cold. (Pnts shoa
on side table.)

P^uL. (Gett ng uP and moting to doorua!.) Heyl
Hey, Corie. , . , Let's do that thing you said before,
. . . Irt's wake up tle police and see if all tle rooms
come out of tle crazy neighbors. . . . (OPens door atd
shouts into hall.) All right, everybody up. . . ,

Conrn, (Rzzs to him and ?ulls hirn back into rcom,)
Will you shut up and get into bed? (As she strugglas
uith him, she tickles him, and Plrut" lalls to the flool
abote cotch. Conn closer the door behind rdr.) Get into
b d .  .  . .

Paur. You get in firsL
Corn. You're sick.
PAUL. Not ,hot si&. , . . (He lurges lor her and sk

bachs azuy agaitl.lst ,hc doo/.,
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CoRrE. Stop it, Paul. . . .
PAUL, Come on, Corie. kt's break oy fever. . . .

(Grabs her.\
Conre. I'said stop it! (Sfnrggling ,o ge, aua1t.) |

mean it, damn you. . Stop itl (6A"eJ him an eL
boto in the slomach and. dodges auay tkough the
hitchen.\

P,lur. Gee, you're pretty when you're mean and rot-
ten.

Conrr. Keep away from me, Paul. . . . (PAuL rrroltes
ttloalds he/.| I'm warning you. . . I'll screarr" (Conn
keeps rouch between her and Pl.vt,\

PAUL. (Sroy's.) Shh . . . ! There's snow on the roof.
We'll have an avalanche I

Conrc.. (Dodging behind chah.'1 You shouldn't be
walkiug around like &is. You've got a fever. . .

Ptur.. (Moting to chair.) Stand still! The both of
youl

Cottx' (Runnhg t, stairs to barboom.) No,
Paul . . . ! I don't like you when you're like this.
(Barricading hersel in bathroom.)

P;ol (Chasing her and pounding on door,'1 Open
this door !

Conn. (From bathroom.) I can,t. . . . I,m scared.
Peur.. Of me . . . ?
CoRrE. Yes. . .
P l u r , . f f i y . . .  ?
CoRrE, Because it's not you any more, . . . I yant the

old Paul back,
PAUL. That fuddy duddy?
Conrr. He's not a fuddy duddy. He's dependable and

he's strong and he takes care of me and tells me how
much I can spend and protects me from preople like
you. - (P/{Ut suddenly ar/h)es at a brabtstorm and
with grcat glee sneahs of into tie bedroom,) And I
just want him to know how much I love him. . . . And
that I'm going to make everything here eractly tbe way
he wants it. . . . I'm going to fi: the hole in tle sty-
light . . . ad the leak in th€ d6eL . . . Ad I,a 9o-
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ing to put in a bathtub and if he wants I,ll even carry
him up the stairs every night . , . Because I want him
to know how much I love him. . . . (Slouly and cab
tioasly openitg doo/.) Can you hear me, darling . . . ?
Paul? . . (P^uL appears on the sktlight. HeTs crauL
ing, drunkenly, along the ledge. Cor:rE, having gotten
,7o ans?oel, contes out ol the balhloom and goes into the
bedroom searching lo/ P^uL.) paul, are you all right?
(Comes out ol bedroom ard crosses towaids Jront i'oor.
When she is beneoth him, P^uL taps ott the shylight and
sjan!.s up. Conrc, loohing ap, seis hin and'sc'reams.)
P a u l i  . . . Y o u  i d i o t . . . .  C o m e  d o w n . . . .  y o u ' l i
kill yourself.

P^uL. (Teetelittg on ledge, yelling through skylight.)
I want to bc a nut like everyone else in this building.
-- CoRrE. (U, on het knees on couch, yelling back.) Nol
No, Paul . ! I don't want you to be Jnut. I 'want
you to come down.

PAUL. I'll come down when you've said it again. . . .
Loud and clear.

C o R I E .  W h a t . . .  ?  A n y t h i n g ,  P a u l . . . .  A n y t h i n g l
Peur,. "My husband . ."
CoRrE. 'My husband . .'
PAU!. "Paul Bratter . ."
Conrr. 'Paul Bratter .'

_loyt. ". . . rising young attorney . . .,' (Nearly lolJs
olJ redge.l

CoRrE. (Screanirrg in ftight.\ ,. . . rising young at_
to rney  .  - , '

PAUL. ". . is a lousy stinkin, drunk .,'
CoRrE. '. . is a lousy stinkin, drunk., . . . And I

love bim.
PAUL. And I love you, Corie. Even when I didn,t like

you, I loved you.

-CoRrE. (Clossing to PAUL.) Then please, darling. . . .
Please, come down,

P A U L .  I . . . I c a n ' t .  . .  N o t  n q w .
Coern. Why not?
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PAUL. I'm going to be sick.

il to fifld a place to be sitk.\
(Lookirg arcud as

Conrn. Oh, no!
PAUL. Oh, yes!
CoRrD. (PdceJ back and. Jorth.\ Paul. . paul.

Don't move! I ' l l  come out and get you.
-Ptut. (Holding on desperaialy.l Would you do that,

Corie? Because I'm getting panicky!
{onre. Yes. . .. ies, O?itiug, im coming. . .. ( Runs

on tnto oealoom,\
Peur,. Corie. . ' . Corie.
Conn. (Dashing out ol bedroom afld doun stsirs.\

w la t ,  Pau l  . . .  ?  What?
PAUL. Don't leave me.

^ Corrr. You'l l-be all r ight, darling. Just hold o! t ight.
lino lry to De calm.

P A U L . H o w .  .  .  ? W h a t s h o u l d l d o ?

_ Conrr'- _ (Plnders.\ What should he do. . . ? (?o
PAUL. ) Sing, Paul!

P e u r . . S i n g . . . ?
CoRIE.  S ing . . . .Keep s ing ing  as  loud as  you can

until I come out t-bere. Promise me you,ll keep singing,
Paul. . . .

. Peur,. Yes, yes. . . . I promise. . . I,ll keep sing-
ln8.

Coarn. (M oging to stai/s.) But don't stop until I come
out. . I love you, darling. Keep sinsing. paul.
. ._. Keep singing'. (Runs of into bedroom.l 

- '

P/Aut. (Calling alter her in desperction.) Corie. Corie.
w h a t  - s o n g  s h o u l d  I  s i n g ? . . .  O h ,  G o d .  . . .  ( p u l l i
htrnseq ,ogelhe/.\ "Shama shama . . ' ,
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