THE WOMEN
" Copyright © Renewed 1964, 1995, Clare Boothe Luce
Copyright © 1966 (Revised), Clare Boothe Luce
Copyright © 1937, Random House, Inc.

All Rights Reserved

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that performance of THE
WOMERN is subject 1o payment of a royalty. It is fully protected under the copyright
laws of the United States of America, and of all countries covered by the Internationat
Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British
Commanwealth), and of ail counwies covered by the Pan-American Copytight
Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright refations. All rights,
indluding without limitation protessional/amateur stage rights, moton picrare,
recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, elevision. vides or sound
recording, all other forms of mechanical, elecrronic and digital reproduction,
cransmission and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Toternet, private and file-sharing
nerworks, information sterage and rerrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of
cranslation into foreign languages are sericdy reserved. Particular emphasis is placed
upon the matter of readings, permission for which must be secured from the Auther's
agent in writing.

The English language amateur stage performance rights in the United States, its
territories, possessions and Canada for THE WOMEN are controlled exclusively by
DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC., 440 Park Avenue South, New York, NY
10016. No nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without obraining in
advance the written permission of DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC., and paying

the requisite fee.

Inquiries concerning all other rights should be addressed o International Crearive
Management, Inc., 825 Eighth Avenue, New York, NY 10019, Aren: Buddy Thomas.

SPECIAL NOTE

Anyone receiving permission to produce THE WOMEN s required to give credit to
the Auchor as sole and exclusive Auchor of the Play on the tide page of all programs
diseributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in which
the tde of the Play appears for purposes of adverdsing, publicizing or otherwise
exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author must appear
on » separate line, in which no ather name appears, immediately beneath the ritle and
in size of rype equal to 30% of the size of the Jargest, most profinent letcer used for the
title of the Play. No person, firm or entity may receive credit larger or more prominent
than that accorded the Author.

[N ALL PERFORMANCES QF THIS PLAY, NO CHANGES MAY BE MADE TO
THE GENDER OF THE CHARACTERS.

THE WOMEN was first produced by Max Gordon at the Ethel
Barrymore Theater, New York, December 26, 1936,

CHARACTERS

Jang

Nanecy (Miss Blake)

Pzeey (Mrs. Jobn Day)
Syivia (Mrs. Howard Fowler)
Eorta {(Mrs. Phelps Potter)
Mary (PMrs. Stephen Haines)
Mprs., WaGSTAFF

First Hampresser

Seconp Hampresser
Pepicurist

Owca

Euruie

A Mup-Mask

Coor (Tngrid)

Miss Foroycs

Lirres Mary

Mzrs, MoreHEsD

FirsT SALESGIRL

SECOND SALESGIRL

Heap Sareswoman (Miss Shapiro)
Frst Mooz {Miss Myrtle)

SECOND SALESWOMAN

A Frrrer

Corsgr MopeL
Privcrss TAMARA
Crysrar. ALLBN
Exgercisg INSTRUCTRESS
Magors

Miss TrimMMERBACK
Miss Warts

A Nurss

Lucy

Countrss pE Lace
Miriam AsroNs
HEeLENE

FPmsr Curin

Seconp CuTie

First Socrery Woman
Szconp SecieTy Woman
Sapig

Czcmé%rﬁ GrIrL

A Dowacer

A Deputants

A Girt, v Distrass




Sceng §:
Scengs 2:
Sceng 3:
Scens 4:
Scens 5:
Sceng 6:

Sceng 7:

Scene 1:
Sceng 2:
Sceng 3:
SceNg 4:

ScenE 5:

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

Act 1

Mary Haines’ living room. A winter afternoon.

A hairdresser’s. An afternoon, a few days later.

Mary’s boudoir, an hour later,

A ficting room. An afternoon, two months Jater.
An exercise room, two weeks later.

Mary’s kitchen, midnight, a few days later.

Mary's living room, a menth later.

Acr 11

A hospital room, 2 month later,

A Reno hotel room, a few weeks later.

Crystal’s bathroom, early evening, two years later.
Mary’s bedroom, eleven-thirty, the same night.

The Powder Room at the Casine Roof, near midnight, the
same night,

THE WOMEN
ACT 1

Scene |

Mary Haines” living room. Today, Park Avenue living
rooms are decorated with a significant indifference to the
fact that ours is still a bi-sexual society. Period peacock
alleys, crystal-bung prima-donna roosts, they reflect the
good {aste of their mistresses in everything but @ consid-
eration of the master's pardonable right to fit in bis own
howe decor. Mary Haines™ living room is not like that.
7t would be thought a comfortable room by a man. This,
without sacrificing its own subtle, feminine charm, Above
the fireplace there is a charming porirait of Mary's chil-
dren—a girl of 11, a boy of 5 or 6. R, a door lo the
living quarters. L., another to the ball. c., a sofa, arm-
chair, tea-table group, and in the good light from the
window, a bridge-table group. :

As curtain rises, Jane, a pretty and quite correct little
Trish-American maid, is arranging the lea-lable. Four
women are playing bridge in a smoking-car cloud of
smoke, They are:

Nancy, who is sharp, but net acid, sleek but not smart,
a worldly and yet virginal 35, And ber pariner—

Peqqy. who is pretty, sweet, 25. Peggy's character has
not, will never quite "jell.” And—

Sylvia, who is glassy, eleqant, feline, 24. And ber part-
ner——

Edith, who is a sloppy, expensively dressed {currently,
by Lane Bryant) matron of 33 or 34. Indifferent to
everything but self, Edith is incapable of either delib-
erate maliciousness or spontaneous denerosity.

SYLVIA. So I said to Howard, “What do you expect me to do?
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Stay home and darn your socks? What do we all have money for?
Why do we keep servants?”

NANCY. You don’t keep them long, God knows— {Placing pack
of cards.) Yours, Peggy.

PEGGY. Isnt it Mrs Potter’s? I opened with four spades, (Sylvia
firmly places pack before Peggy. Peddy, wrong again, deals.)
SYLVIA. Second hand, you did. And went down a thousand. (Pa‘
tronizingly.) Peggy, my pet, you can’t afford it.

PEGGY. | can too, Sylvia. I'm not a pauper.

SYLVIA. If your bridge doesn’t improve, you soon will be.
NANCY. Oh, shut up, Sylvia. She’s only playing tifl Mary comes
down.

SYLVIA. (Querulously.) Jane, what’s Mrs, Haines doing upstairs?
JANE. (Reproachfully.) I¢'s that lingerie woman you sent her,
Mrs. Fowler.

SYLVIA. T didn't expect Mrs, Haines to buy anything. T was just
trying to get rid of the creature. (Jane exits.) Peggy, bid.

PEGGY. Oh, mine? By.

SYLVIA. (Looking at Peggy.) She won't concentrate.

NANCY. She’s in love, bless her. After the child’s been married as
long as you girls, she may be able to concentrate on vital matters
like bridge,

SYLVIA. (Bored.} Ancther lecture on the Modern Woman?
NANCY. At the drep of a hat, By,

SYLVIA. I consider myself a perfectly good wife. Pve sacrificed a
lot for Howard Fowler—two spades. 1 devote as much time to my
children as any of my friends.

NANCY. Except Mary.

SYLVIA, Oh, Mary, of course. Mary is an exception to all of us.
NANCY. the right. {They are waitmg Jor Peggy adain.) Peggy?
PEGCY. {Uncerfain!y.) Two no trumps? (Edith rises suddenly,
Plainly, she feels squeamish.)

SYLVIA. (Wearily.) Edith, not again?

EDITH. Morning sickness! I heave the whole darn day. This is
positively the last time T go through this lousy business for any
man! Four spades. If men had to bear babies, there’d never be—
NANCY, -—more than one child in a family. By. (Edith sinks on
edde of her chair, lays dawn cards.)

PEGGY. I wish 7 were having a baby. We can’t afford one now.

SYLVIA. And youlll never be able to, until you know Coren. -
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{Arranging E£dith's cards.) Honestly, Edith! Why didn’t you show
a slam? .
EDITH. (Rising burriedly.) Oh, I bave got to unswallow. Wait ¢l
you've had four, Peggy. You'd wish you'd never gotten past t!le
bees and ﬂowers (Exits precipitously.y :
NANCY. (Disqusted.) Poor, frightened, bewildered madonnal
SYLVIA. 'm devoted to Edith Potter. But she does get me down.
You'd think she had a hard time. Dr. Briggs says she’s like shelling
peas. She ought to go through what 7 weat through. Nobody
knowsi

NANCY. No clubs, partner?

SYLVIA, I had 3 Casarean. You should see my stomach— It’s a
slam?

NANCY. Are you sure?

SYLVIA. Got the king, Peggy? (Peqgy obligingly plays king.)
Thanks, dear, it's a slam. And the rubber. (Rises, lighis fresh
cigarette, goes to armchair and perches) But Pve kept my figure.
I must say, 1 don’t blame Phelps" Potter for playing around.
PEGGY. Oh, does her husband .

SYLVIA. Oh Phelps has made passes at all us girls. I do think it's
bad taste for a man to try to make his wife’s friends, especially
when he’s bald and fat. I told him once, “Phelps Potter,” 1 said,
“the next time you grab at me, I'm going straight to Edith.”
NANCY. And did you?

SYLVIA, Certainly not. I wouldn’t say anything to hurt Edith for
the world. Besides, it isn’t necessary. VHl say one thing for Edith.
She’s not as dumb as some of my friends. She’s on to her hushand.
PEGGY. (Bravely.) Do you think be is on to her?

SYLVIA. What do you mean?

PEGGY. If ke could only hear her talk about him!

SYLVIA. Listen, Peggy, do we know how men talk about us when
we’re not around?

NANCY. Pve heard rumors.

SYLVIA. Exactly. Peggy, you haven’t been married long enough to
form a realistic opinion of your husband.

PEGGY. Well, if T had one, 1’d keep it to mysélf. Do you think I’d
tell anybedy in the world about the quarrels John and I have over
money? I'd be too proud! (Enter £dith. Goes to tea-table, gathers
bandful of sandwiches.)

SYLVIA. All over, dear? -




DITH. Oh, that was a false alarm, What happened?
LVIA. Only a slam, dear. You do underbid.

EDITH. I'lt bet you had me on the pan.
SYLVIA. I never say behind my friends” backs what T won’t say to
their faces. [ said you cught to diet.
EDITH. There’s no use dieting in my condition, I've got to wait
unti! 1 can begin from scratch. Besides, I've got the most wonderful
cook, She was with Mary. She said Mary let her go because she
wasg too extravagant. [ think this cook Mary has is too, too homey.
{Examines sandwich.) Water cress. I'd just as soon eat my way
across a front lawn. .
SYLVIA. T think Mary’s gone off terribly this winter. Have you no-
ticed those deep lines here? (Draws finger around ber mouth.)
NANCY. Smiling lines. Tragic, aren’t they?
SYLVIA. Perhaps they are. Maybe a woman’s headed for trouble
when she begins to get tog--smug.
NANCY. Smug? Don’t you mean happy?
PEGGY. Mr. Haines adores her sa!
SYLVIA. (Flashing Edith a significant glance.) Yes, doesn’t he,
NANCY. (Coldly.) You just can't bear it, Sylvia, can you?
SYLVIA. Bear what?
NANCY. Mary’s.happiness. It gets you down.
SYLVIA. Nancy Blake, if there's one thing I can say for myself,
I've never been jealous of another woman. Why should 1 be jealous
of Mary?
NANCY. Because she’s contented. Contented to be what she is.
SYLVIA. Which is what?
NANCY. A woman,
EDITH. And what, in the name of my revolting condition, am 17
NANCY. A female.
SYLVIA. Really. And what are you, pet?
INANCY. What nature abhors, 'm—a virgin—a frozen asset.
EDITH. 1 wish I were a virgin again. The only fun [ ever had was
holding out on Phelps. Nancy, you ought to thank God every night
you don't have to make sacrifices for some man,
PEGGY. 1 wish I could make a little money, writing the way you
de, Miss Blake.
NANCY. If you wrote the way I do, that's just what you'd make.
SYLVIA. You're not exactly a popular author, are you, dear?
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NANCY. Not with you. Well, good news, Sylvia. My book is fin-
ished and once again I'm about to leave your midst.
PEGGY. Oh, I wish we could afford to travel. Where do you go
this time, Miss Blake?
NANCY. Africa, shooting,
SYLVIA. Well, darling, I don’t blame you. I'd rather face a tiger
any day than the sort of things the critics said about your last
book. (Enter Mary, A lovely woman in ber middie 30's. She is
what most of us want our happily married daughters to be like. She
is carrying several white boxes.)
MARY. Sorry, girls. (Teasing.} Sylvia, must you always send me
woebegone creatures like that lingerie woman? It’s been a very
expensive half hour for me,
PEGGY. {Locking at Sylvia) For me too, Mrs. Haines.
MARY. {Laughing.) Nonsense, Pegey, you,_ were playing for me.
Here, (Hands Peggy a box.) Don't open it dow. It's a bed-jacket.
Or a tea cozy. Or something padded. I wouldn’t know. T was cry-
ing so hard,
SYLVIA. You didn't believe that woman's sob story?
MARY. Of course | did. (She really didn't)} Anyway, she’s a lot
worse off than you and L. (Putiing down another box.) Edith, wee
garments—
EDITH. Darling, how sweet! (I comes over ber again.) Oh, my
God! I'm sick as a cat. (Sits))
SYLVIA. It’s a girl. Girls always make you sicker.
NANCY. Even before they’re born?
EDITH. I don’t care what it is. Pve lost everything including my
curiosity. Why did God make it take nine months?
NANCY. (Helpfully.y It takes an elephant seven years.
EDITH. I wish I were an elephant. I'll look like one anyway before
Pm finished. And it would be heaven not to warry for seven years.
MARY. {Laughing.) Oh, Edith, it is rather trying. But when it’s all
over, isn't it the grandest thing in the world to have them?
JANE. (Entering with tea-ketile.} Ma’am, Mr. Haines would like
to speak to you on the phone.
MARY. Oh, { can feel what it is in my bones, Jane. (To others.)
Stepher’s going to be kept at the office again tonight. (£xils.)
SYLVIA. Give him my love, pet.
MARY. (Off stage) 1 will
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SYLVIA. (She never lets anything pass.) Nancy, you couldn’t be
more wrong about me and Mary. '

NANCY. Still rankling? :

SYLVIA. Jealous? As a matter of fact, Im sorry fer her
NANCY, Oh-ho? Why? :

SYLVIA, (Mysteriously.) Well, for afl we know she may be l:vmg
in a fool’s paradise with Stephen

NANCY. Let’s check that one for a moment, Sylvia. Jane, are the
children in?

JANE. Yes, Miss. Just back from the Park. (Edith rises—Sylvia,
in pantomime, signals ber not to leave the room. This is not lost on
Nancy. For a moment she hesitates at door.)

PEGGY. Oh, I'd love to see Mrs. Haines’ little girl, Miss Blake—
NANCY. (Following Peggy.) Come along, child. Anyway, it’s our
turn to go on the pan. But we don’t have to worry. You've got a
poor man. I've got no man at all, (They exit)

EDITH. (Goes to tea-table—pours 2 cups. Jane empties ash trays.)
This is positively the last time I play bridge with Nancy. She
never misses a2 chance to get in a dig. What has a creature like her
got but her friends? (Jane exits, closing door, 1, Sylvia stealthily
closes door, R.) The way she kept at you about Mary made me so
nervous, | thought I’d scream. And in my condition—

SYLVIA. Edith, 've got to tell you! I'll burst if I wait!

EDITH. I knew you had something! (She brings her well-laden
plate and tea-cup and settles berself bappily beside Sylvia on sofa.)
SYLVIA. You'll die! Stephen Haines is cheating on Mary!
EDITH. I don’t believe you; is it true?

SYLVIA. Wait ¢ill you hear. (Wow sbe is into it.) You know { go
to Michael’s for my hair. You ought to go, pet. I despise whoever
does yours. Well, there’s the most wonderful new manicurist there.
(Shows ber scarlet nails.) Isn't that divine? Jungle Red—
EDITH. Simply divine. Go on.

SYLVIA. It alt came out in the most extraordinary way, this morn-
ing. I tried to get you on the phone—

EDITH. I was in the tub. Go on.

SYLVIA. This manicurist, she’s marvelous, was doing my nails. |
was looking through Pegue, the one with Mary in the [unior
League Ball costume—

EDITH, —in that white wig that flattered her so much?
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SYLVIA. (Nedding.) Well, this manicurist: “Oh, Mrs. Fowler,”
she says, “is that that Mrs. Haines who's so awfully rich?”
EDITH. Funny how people like that think people like us are aw-
fully rich.

S5YLVIA. I forget what she said next. You know how those crea-
tures are, babble, babble, babble, babble, and never et up for a
minute! When suddenly she says: “I koow the girl who’s being
kept by Mr. Haines!”

EDITH. No!

SYLVIA, | swear!

EDITH. (Tbrilied.} Is she someone we know?

SYLVIA. No! That’s what’s so awful about it. She's a friend of
this manicurist. O, it wouldn’t be so bad if Stephen had picked
someone in his own clase. But a blond floosie!

EDITH. But how did Stephen ever meet a girl like that?

SYLVIA. How do men ever meet girls like that? That's what they
live for, the rats!

EDITH. But—

SYLVIA. I can't go into all ..ie details now. They’re utterly fan-
tastic—

EDITH. You suppose Mary knows?

SYLVIA. No. Mary’s the kind who couldn’t help showing it if she
knew.

EDITH. (Nodding, ber mouth full of ber third cake.) She has no
self-control, Well, she’s bound to find out. If 2 woman’s got any
instincts, she feels when her husband’s off the reservation. I know
7 would. '

SYLVIA. Of course you would, darling. Not Mary-— (Rises, walks
about, wrestling with Mary's sad problem.) If only there were
some way to wars her!

EDITH. (Horrified, following ber.) Sylvia! You're not going to tell
her?

SYLVIA. Certainly not. P’d die before I'd be the one to hurt her
Hike that!

EDITH. Couldn’t someone shut that manicurist up?

SYLVIA. A good story like that? A lot girls like that care whase
life they ruin,

EDITH. Tsa't it a dirty trick?

SYLVIA. Isn’t it foul 7 It's not as though only Mary’s friends knew.
We could keep our mouths shut.
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EDITH. 1 know plenty that T never breatbe about my friends” hus-
bands!

SYLVIA. Se do i! (They exchange a sudden glance of sharp sus-
picion.) Anyway, the whole thing's disgustingly unfair to Mary. }
feel absolutely sick about it, just knowing about jt-—

EDITH. 1 adore Mary-—

SYLVIA. I worship her, She’s my dearest friend in all the world—
(Voices off stage. They sit down at card-table and begin to play
solitaire bastily, Enter Nancy and Pegqy.)

NANCY. Well, Sylvia, feeling better?

SYLVIA. (Tnuocently.) Meaning what?

NANCY. Must've been a choice piece of gossip. You both look so
relaxed. , :

SYLVIA, Nancy, were you listening at that door?

PEGGY. Gh, Mrs. Fowler, we were in the nursery, (Mary enters.)
SYLVIA. (Quickly.) Well, darfing, how is Stephen, the old dear?
And did you give him my love?

MARY, | did. Stephen’s not so well, Sylvia.

SYLVIA. Oh? What's the trouble?

MARY, Nervous indigestion. That’s why I have such a plain cook
now.

EDITH. Phelps has had indigestion for years. You shoutd hear that
man rumble in the night, Like a truck on cobblestones.

SYLVIA. There’s nothing—worrying Stephen?

MARY. Oh, no, he's just been working too hard. He's not coming
home tonight.

SYLVIA, Are you sure it’'s work, darling, and not a beautiful
blonde? _

MARY. Stephen? (Laughing, and perbaps a little smugly, too.)
Oh, Sylvia. -

EDITH. (Afraid Sylvia will go too far.) Sylvia, Iét's play another
rubber,

SYLVIA. Stepher’s a very attractive man.

MARY. Isn’t he? I can’t imagine why he hasn’t deserted me for
some glamorous creature long ago.

NANCY. (Alarmed.) Mary, you do sound smug.

MARY. Oh, let me be, Nancy. How can you be too sure of what
you believe in most? .

SYLVIA. T wouldn’t be sure of the Apostle Paul. T always tell
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Howard, “If you ever manage to make a fool of me, I'll deserve
what T get.”

NANCY. You certainly will. (Faces Sylvia squarely.) Now, Sylvia,
let’s have it.

SYLVIA. Have what?

NANCY. Just what,did you mean when you said Mary was living
in a fool’s paradise?

MARY. What?

SYLVIA. (Angrily.) Nancy, don’t be absurd. (A pause. Then,
wriggling out of it.) Oh, Mary, I was just trying to make a typical
Nancy Blake wisecrack about marriage. I said, “A woman’s para-
dise is always a fool’s paradise!”

MARY. That's not bad, is it, Nancy? Well, Sylvia, whatever I'm
tiving in, I like it. Nancy, cut,

SYLVIA. (Sylvia examines ber nails minutely, suddenly shows
them to Mary.) Mary, how do you like my new polish?
NANCY. (Not looking.y Too, too-—t00!

SYLVIA. You can’t imagine how it stays on. 1 get it at Michael’s—
There’s a terrific new manicurist there—

EDITH. (Protestingly.) Oh, Sylvia--

SYLVIA. Olga’s her name, She’s out of this world,

EDITH. Will you cut, Sylvia? _

SYLVIA. It’s called Jungle Red. ™~

NANCY. Just the thing for tearing your friends apart,

SYLVIA. I'll be damned, Nancy, if Pll let you ride me any more!
MARY. Now, Sylvia, Nancy’s just being clever too.

SYLVIA. She takes a crack at everything about me. Even my nails!
MARY. (Laughing.) Well, I like it. I really do! It's new and chic.
{Pats ber band.} Michael’s, Olga, Jungle Red? Pil remember that.
{Culs cards) You and I, Sylvia. I feel lucky today.

SYLVIA. (With a sweet, pitying smile.) Do you, darling? Well,
you know what they say, “Lucky in cards—"

CURTAIN
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ACT 1
SCENE 2

An afterncon, a few days later. A bairdressing booth in
Michael's. An elegantly functioned cubbybole. ®., a re-
cessed mirror in wall. L., from bigh partition pole, a
curtain to floor. Rear wall is a plain partition. C., swivel
bairdressing chair, Above it from an aluminum tree, the
hanging thicket of a permanent-wave machine. In wall,
gadgets for curling irons, electric outlets which connect
with wires to drying machine, band drier, manicurists’
table-light, stools for pedicurists, and manicurist, Olga.
As curtain rises, the booth is, to put it mildly, full.

The Countess de Lage, an amiable, silly, fat and forty
heiress-type, is in chair, baving ber bair dyed.

Olga, at ber R., is doing ber nails. Her fat bare feet rest
in the lap of the Pedicurist. 1st Hairdresser applies the
dye. 2nd Hairdresser, waich in band, times the operation.
The Countess, apparently inured fo public execution,
smokes, reads magazine on her lap, occasionally nibbles
a sandwich which Olga passes ber from a tray near her
instrutments,

COUNTESS. That stuff is burning my scalp! Mon Dieu! (Pro-
nounced Mon Doo.)

2ND HAIRDRESSER. Be brave! One minute more!
COUNTESS, (In pain.) O-o-co!

{ST HAIRDRESSER, It's going to be so worth it, Countess.
COUNTESS. It’s dribbling down my neck!

2ND HAIRDRESSER. Be brave!

COUNTESS. O-0-0-0! My nerves— Qo—my Cod! (To Pedi-
curist) My sandwich— (Olga bands ber sandwich.)

IND HAIRDRESSER. Ten seconds. We must suffer to be beauti-
ful. (Curtain parts, a figure in flowing white half-enters. 1t is, judg-
ing by the voice, a woman, but its face is completely cbliterated
by a mud-mask.)

MUD-MASK. Whoops!—I thought I was in here. Why, hiya,
Countess de Lage. (Coyly.) Guess who I am? (A second face ap-
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pears over this intruder’s shoulder. At first, it looks like another
ud mask. T's not. 's the colored maid, Eupbie. She clutches the
shoulder of the mud-mask.) :

EUPHIE. Mustn’t talk, Miss Aarons. You'll erack your mud-mask.
MIRIAM. T was half-cracked to let you put this glop on me. {(Exit
followed by Eupbie) : S

COUNTESS. Who was that? g

1ST HAIRDRESSER. Miriam Aarons.

COUNTESS. Who? - :

(ST HAIRDRESSER. Mirfam Aarons. She’s playing in “The
Vanities.”

COUNTESS. Does she know me?

OLGA. Oh, everybody knows you, Countess de Lage. (Full of
awe)) You're in the society columns almost every day.
COUNTESS. Miriam Aarons? It’s a funny thing about me. [ have
1o memory for names or faces. Well, I suppose she came to one
of my parties. I never know who the Count’s going to ask. For an
aristocrat, mon dieu, is he democratic!

OLGA. P've seen pictures of the Count. He's awful handsome . . .
COUNTESS. (Thoughtfully.) What does a mud mask do for you?
1ST HAIRDRESSER. Tightens the chin and throat muscles.
NI HAIRDRESSER. Brings on a natural glow—

PEDICURIST. Miriam Aarons has lovely skin.

1ST HAIRDRESSER. Mot lovelier than yours, Countess!

15T, 2ND HAIRDRESSERS, PEDICURIST, OLGA. (In fawning
chorus:) Oh, yours is lovely. Why, not nearly as lovely. You have
lovely skin. : :

COUNTESS. T do think it's rather good for a woman my age!
1ST HAIRDRESSER. You mustn’t talk as if you were an old wo-
man, Countess dear!

COUNTESS. (Lying.) After all, I'm 45.

1ST HAIRDRESSER, Mustn't tell anyone.

IND HAIRDRESSER. You don't look a day over 40.

CHORUS OF HAIRDRESSERS, PEDICURIST, OLGCA. You look
so young! Why not a day . . . ! You certainly don't fook your
age. Not a day over 40!

1ST HAIRDRESSER, Haven't you slimmed down since last year?
COUNTESS. (With satisfaction.) My last divorce took off ten
pounds. (A pause.) 1 think Ill have a mud mask.
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1ST HAIRDRESSER. (Jo 2nd Hairdresser.) Tell the desk Count-
ess de Lage is working in a mud. (Exit 2nd Hairdresser.)
COUNTESS. (Admiring ber nail polish on one band.) Tres gai,
n'est-ce pas?

OLGA. Oh, no, we don’t have “tray gay.” That's Jungle Red.
Everybody’s wild about it. Mrs. Howard Fowler wears it. You
know Mrs. Fowler—the best dressed woman in New York?

IST HAIRDRESSER. (TJo Countess.) There, dear. The agony’s
over] We'll move to the shampoo. (Calling off.) Euphie! Clear
this booth. :
PEDICURIST, (Rising, gathering up her pedicure basket, and the
Countess’ stackings.) We won’t put your stockings on yet, Count-
ess. We don’t want to smear your beautiful big toe. (Pedicurist
and Hairdresser belp Countess to ber feet. Countess, leaning on
their arms, bas to walk on her beels, ber toes still wadded with
cotton.)

COUNTESS. (Singing.) Allons enfants de la patrie! On to the mud
mask! (Eupbie opens curtain. 1st Hairdresser, Pedicurist, Countess
exit. During the ensuing dialogue Euphie cleans the floor of the
booth with a long-bandled sweeper, brush and pan, and Olga buts
manicure things away in her basket.)

OLGA. That old gasoline truck! Fifty-two, if she’s a day. One
more permanent and she won’t have a hair {eft on her head!
EUPHIE. (Viewing dustpan.y She sure does shed.

OLGA. Pl bet this husband sheds ber in a year. A woman is a
fool to marry a man ten years younger. Know what [ heard 2 client
under the dryer tell a friend? The Count’s a pansy! (Olga exils,
pantomiming “pansy.” Eater 2nd Hairdresser)

2ND HAIRDRESSER. Countess de Lage forget her hag. (She re-
trieves the bag from the floor. Tt is open. She is about to close it.
Looks in. Laughs. Pulls out a leather whiskey flask, shows it with-
out comment o Euphie, then drops it back in bag, and exits. Euphie
starts to follow, then bolds back curtain. Enter Mary, followed by
Nancy )

MARY. (Jo Euphie.) Thank you.

EUPHIE. Yes Ma’am. (Exits.)

MARY. (Jo Nancy.) So, as I say, I woke up this morning, and
for no good reason I felt the time has come to change my hair-
do— (Enter 2nd Hairdresser.)
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2ND HAIRDRESSER. Mr. Michael will be ten minutes, madam,
Anyone in particular for your manicure?
MARY. I'd like the girl who does Mrs. Fowler’s nails.
IND HAIRDRESSER, Olga. Pl see, (Exits)
NANCY. God, I'd love to do Mrs. Fowler’s nails, right down to the
wrist, with a nice big buzz saw.
MARY. Sylvia’s all right. She’s a good friend underneath.
NANCY. Underneath what?
MARY. Nancy, you don’t humor your friends enough. '
NANCY. So that’s the big idea coming here? You're humoring
Sylvia? _
MARY. Oh, you did hurt her. I had it all over again at lunch. (She
catches a glimpse &f berself in mirror.) Nancy, am I getting old?
NANCY. Who put that in your head? Sylvia?
MARY. Tell me the truth,
NANCY. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, and twaddle to that
effect. ‘
MARY. But it’s such 2 scary feeling when you see those little
wrinkles creeping in.
NANCY. Time's little mice.
MARY. And that first gleam of white in your hair. It’s the way
yow'd feel about autumn, if you knew there’d never be another
spring—
NANCY, (Abruptly.) There’s only one tragedy for a woman.
MARY. Growing oid?
NANCY. Losing her man.
MARY. That’s why we're 2ll so afraid of growing old.
NANCY. Are you afraid?
MARY. Weli, I was very pretty when [ was young. [ never thought
about it twice then. Now I know it’s why Stephen loved me.
NANCY, Smart girl.
MARY. Now [ think about it all the time.
NANCY. Love is not love which afters when it alteration finds.
Shakespeare.
MARY, Well, he told me, on my birthday, I'd always look the
same to him.
NANCY. Nice present. No jewels? ‘
MARY. It rained that day. He brought me a bottle of perfume
called “Summer Rain.”
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NANCY. How many ounces? o
MARY. Nancy, you've never been in fove.
WANCY. Says who?
MARY. (Surprised.) Have you?
NANCY. Yes.
MARY. You never told -me: o
NANCY. You never asked— (Wistfuily-) Neither did be. (Olga
enters with fresh bowl of water)) Here, innocent. (Gives baok to
Afary.) The book -my readers everywhere have been waiting for
with such marked apathy. '
MARY. “All the Dead Ladies”?
NANCY. Qriginally called, “From the Gilence of the Womb.” My
publisher ¢thought that would make to0 much noise.
MARY. What's it sbout? (Olga begins to file Mary's nails.)
NANCY. Women T dislike: ] adies—"
MARY. Oh, Nancy! .
OLGA. (Patting HMary's hand in water.y Soak it, please.
NANCY. No good? Too bad, It's a parting shot. I'm off.
MARY. Off?
NANCY. Africa.
MARY. But not today?
NANCY. I knew i 1 told you you'd scurry around and do things
A party. Steamer fyaskets of sour fruit. Not nearly as sour 2s the
witty cables your girl friends would cend me— 5o dow't move. No
tears. For my sake—just soak it. Good-bye, Mary—
MARY. Good-bye, Nancy. 7'l miss you-
NANCY. | doubt it. Practically nobody ever misses 2 clever wo-
man. {Exits)
OLGA. Funny, st she?
MARY. She’s 3 darling.
'OLGA. She’s 2 writer? How do those writers think up those plots?
1 guess the plot part’s not 50 Hard to think up 38 the end. 1 guess
anybody’s iife’d make 2 interesting plot # it had a interesting
end—— Mrs. Fowler sent you in? {Mary. absorbed in Nancy's book.
nods.) She’s sent me ¢hree clients this week. Know the Countess
de Lage? Well, she inherited this fortune when her first husband
died and—
MARY. (Shortly.) 1 don’t know her—
OLGA. Soak it, please. Know Mrs. Potter?
MARY. Yes.
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OLGA. She’s pregnant again.

MARY. (She wanls o sead) 1 know.

OLGA. Seak it please. (Puls HMary's pand in water: Begins of
other band) Know Mrs. Stephen Haines?

MARY. 1 certainty do—

OLGA. 1 guess Mrs. Fowler’s told you about her! Mrs. Fowler
feels awfully sorty for her. ~

MARY. (Laughing ) Oh, she does! Weli, 1 dor’t. 1

OLGA. You would if you tnew this Crystal Allen.

MARY. Crystal Allen?

OLGCA. Yes, you know. The girl who's 1iving with Mr. Haines?
(Mary staris violently.) Dor't you like the file? Mrs. Potter says
it sets her unborn child’s teeth on edge.

MARY. (Indignant.) Whoever told ¥0U cuch a thing?

OLGA. Oh, 1 thought you knew. Didn’t Nrs. Fowler—?

MARY. No—

OLGA. Then you will be interested. You seg Crystal Allen i5 2
friend of mine. She's really 2 terrible man-trap. Goak it, please-
(Mary, dazed, puts ber band in the dish.y She’s behind the Per-
frme counter 3t Gaks’. So was 1 before 1 got f—left. That’s how
che met-him.

MARY. Met Stephen Haines?

OLGA. Yeah. T was & couple of months ago. Hs girls weren't
busy. It was ab awful rainy day, 1 remember. Sp this gentleman
walks up to the counter. He was the serious type, nice-looking, but

kind of thin of top. Well, Crystal nabs him. 1 want some per-
fume,” he says “May 1 awsk what type of woman for?” Crystal
says, very rizy- That didn’t mean 2 thing. She was going 0 sell
him our featuré, Qummer Raif, anyway. ‘18 she young?’ Crystal
says. “No,” he s3¥5 sort of embarrassed. «]g she the glamorous
type?” Crystal says. “No, thank God,” he says. “Thank God?”
Crystal says and bats her eyes. She's got those eyes which run up
and down a man tike a searchlight. Well, she puts perfume ont her
palm and in the crook of her am for him to mell. So he got 0
selling around and 1 guess he liked it, Because W peard him
tell her his name, which ope of the girls recognized from lgor
Cassini's column-— Gee; you're nervous— Wwell, it wes after
tat 1 left 1 woulds’t of thought nO more about it But 2
couple of weeks ago | stopped bY where Crystal lives 0 52¥ hello.
And the landlady says che'd moved to the kind of house where
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she could entertain her gentleman friend— “What gentleman
friend?” 1 says. “Why, that Mr. Haines that she’s had up in her
room all hours of the night,” the landlady says— (Mary draws ber
hand away.y Did I hurt?

MARY. No. But I don’t really need a manicure,

OLGA. Just polish? One coat; or two? (Picks up a red botile.)
MARY. None. (Rises, goes to chair, where she left ber purse.)
OLGA. But I thought that’s what you came for? All Mrs. Fowler’s
friends— ' ' '

MARY. I think Pve gotten what all Mrs, Fowler’s friends came tor.
(Puts dollar bill on table.) ' :

OLGA. (Picks up bill) Oh, thanks— Well, good-bye, Il tell
her you were in, Mrs,-?

MARY. Mrs. Stephen Haines.

OLGA, Mre~?2 Oh, gee, geel Gee, Mrs. Haines—I'm sorry! Oh,
isn't there something [ can do?

MARY. Stop telling that story!

OLGA. Oh, sure, sure, I will]

MARY. And please den’t tell anyone— (Her voice breaks.) that
you told it to me—

OLGA. Oh, I won’t, gee, I promise! Gee, that would be kind of
humiliating for you! (Defensively.) But in a way, Mrs. Haines,
I'm kinda glad you know. Crystal’s a terrible girl--I mean, she’s
terribly clever. And she’s terribly pretty, Mrs. Haines—I mean,
if T were you I wouldn’t waste no time getting Mr. Haines away
from her— (Mary turns abruptly away.)

MARY. Thank you. Goodday. (Olga eyes bill in ber band dis-
tastefully, suddenly puts it down on table and exils. Mary, alone,
stares blankly in mirror, then, suddenly focusing on ber image,
leans forward, searching ber face between her trembling bands. A
drier goes on in next booth, A shrill voice rises above its drone.)
VOICE. —Not too hot! My sinus! So she said: “I wouldn’t want
anybody in the world to know,” and 7 said: “My dear, you know
you can trust mel”

CURTAIN

ACT 1
SCENE 3

An bour later. Mary's boudoir. Charming, of course. A
door to bedroom. ®. A door to hall, L. A chaise-longue,
next fo it, a table with books, flowers, a phone. A dress-
ing table. o

As curtain rises, Mary is discovered on chaise-longue,
twisting a damp handkerchief in ber bands. Jane enters
from hall, carrying a tea tray.

JANE. You looked like you needed a cup of tea when you came in,
ma’am.

MARY. I do. I have a sudden headache. And, Jane—my mother
will be here in a few minutes. A cup for her.

JANE. Yes, ma’am. (Enter Miss Fordyce. She is a raw-boned,
capable English spinsier of 32.)

MISS FORDYCE. May [ see you, Mrs. Haines?

MARY. Of coyrse, Miss Fordyce.

MISS FORDYCE. It's about little Mary— Really, Mrs. Haines,

you'll have to talk to your child. She’s just smacked her fittle
brother, hard. Pure temper.

MARY. What did little Stevie do to her, Miss Fordyce?

MISS FORDYCE. Well, you see, it happened while 1 was down
getting my tea, When | came up, she’d had such a tantrum, she’d
made herself ill. She positively refuses to discuss the incident with
me, But I'm quite sure the dear boy hadn’t done a thing.

MARY. You're very apt to take the boy’s side, Miss Fordyce.
MISS FORDYCE. Not at all. But in England, Mrs. Haines, our
girls are not so wretchedly spoiled. After all, this is & man’s world.
The sooner our girls are taught to accept the fact graciously-— -
MARY. (Gently.) Send her in to me, Missi Fordyce. (Exit- Miss
Fordyce.) Oh, Jane, 1 don’t understand it Miss Fordyce really
prefers Mary, but she insists we all make a little god of Stevie.
(Exits to bedroom, leaving door open.)

JANE. Them English ones always stand up for the boys. But they
say since the War, ma’am, there’s six women over there to every
man. Competition is something fierce! Over here, men are’t SO
scarce, You can treat them the way they deserve— (Enter litile
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Mary. She is a broad-browed, thoughiful, bealthy little gir!, phys-

ically well developed for her age.)

LITTLE MARY. Where'’s Mother?

JANE. You're going to catch it. Smacking your little brother.

(Mimicking Miss Fordyce.) Such a dear, sweet little lad—shame.

(Litile Mary does not answer.) Pl bet you wish you were Moth-

er’s girl, instead of Daddy’s girl today, don’t you? (Little HMary

doesn’t answer.) What's the matter, the cat got your tongue?

(Enter Mary, wearing negligee.)

MARY. Hello, darling— Aren’t you going to kiss me? (Litile

Mary doesn't move) What red eyes!

LITTLE MARY. I was mad. | threw up. When you throw up,

doesn’t it make vou cry?

MARY. (Smiling.) Stevie tease you? (Little Mary, embarrassed,

looks at Jane. Jane snickers, lakes bint and does out.) Well, dar-

ling?

LITTLE MARY. Mother, I don’t know how te begin.

MARY. (Sitting on chaise-longue, and pulling out her band.)

Come here. (Little fary doesn’t budge.) Would you rather wait

until tonight and tel} Dad?

LITTLE MARY. (Horrified) Oh, Mother, 1 couldn’ tell him!

{Fiercely.) And I'd be killed to death before I'd tell skinny old

Miss Fordycew

MARY. That’s not the way for my dear little girl to talk, -

LITTLE MARY. (Setting ber jow.) I don’t want to be a dear little

gitl. (She suddenly rushes to Mary's ou!stretched arms in fears.)

Oh, Mother dear, Mother dear!

MARY. Baby, what‘l’

LITTLE MARY. What brother said! -

MARY. What did he say, the wretched boy?

LITTLE MARY. (Disentangling berself.) He said 1 had bumps!

MARY. Bumps? You don’t mean mumps?.

LITTLE MARY. No, bumps He said I was covered with disgust-

ing bumps!

MARY. (Alarmed) Mary, where?

LITTLE MARY. (Jouching her hips and breasis with delicate,

ashamed finger tips.) Here and bere!

MARY. Oh— (Controlling ber relieved laughter, and drawing

litle Mary to ber side.y Of course you have bumps, darling. Very
22

7

presty little bumps. And you have them becaus&——you re a little
girl.

LITTLE MARY. (Wailing.) But, Mother dear. T don’t want to be
a little girl. I hate girls! They re so silly, and they tattle, tattle—
MARY. Not really, Mary, -

LITTLE MARY. Yes, Mother i knaw Ok, Mother what fun is
there to be a lady? What can a fady-do? = &

MARY. (Cheerfully.) These days, darling, ladies do al! the thmgs
men do. They fly aeropEanes across. the ocean;’ they go :nto pohtzcs
and business— : ;
LITTLE MARY. You don’ t, Mother

MARY. Perhaps Pm happier doing just what I do.

LITTLE MARY. What do you do, Mother?

MARY. Take care of vou and Stevie and Dad.

LITTLE MARY. You don’t, Mother, MISS Fordyce and the servants
do.

MARY. (Teasing.) I see. ’'m not n'eeded around here.

LITTLE MARY. {Hugging ber.) Oh, Mother, [ don’t mean that. It

- wouldn’t be any fun at all without you. But, Mother, even when

the ladies do do things, they stop it when they get the lovey-dovies.
MARY. The what?

LITTLE MARY. Like in the movies, Mother. { adies always end up
so silly. (Disgusted.} Lovey-dovey, lovey-dovey all the time!
MARY. Darling, you're too young to understand--

LITTLE MARY. But, Mother—

MARY. “But Mother, but Mother!” There’s one thing a woman
can do, no man can do.

LITTLE MARY. (Eagerly.) What?

MARY, Have a child. (Fenderly.) Like you.

LITTLE MARY. Oh, that! Everybody knows that, But is that any
fun, Mother dear?

MARY Fun? No. But it xs—Joy (Hugging ber.) Of a very special
kind.

LITTLE MARY. (Squirming away.) Well, it’s never sounded spe-
cially exciting to me—1 love yon, Mother But I bet you anything
you like, Daddy has more fun than you! (She slips away from
Mary. Then sces Mary's dispirited face, turns and kisses ber
warmly.) Oh, P'm sorry, Mother. But you just don't understand!
(A pause.) Am | to be punished, Mother?
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MRS, MOREHEAD. And he loves you, baby. (Drawing Mary be-
side her on chaise-longue.) Now listen to me: Go-away somewhere
for a month or two, There’s nothing like a good dose of another
woman to make a man appreciate his wife. Mother knows!
MARY. But there’s never been a lie between us before.

MRS, MOREHEAD. You mean, there’s never been a silence be-
tween you before. Well, it’s about time. Keeping still, when you
ache to talk, is about the only sacrifice spoiled women like us ever
have to make. o

MARY. But I'd forgive him—

MRS. MOREHEAD. Forgive him? (Jmpatiently.) For what? For
being a man? Accuse him, and you'll never get a chance to forgive
him. He’d have to justify himself—

MARY. How can he!

MRS. MOREHEAD, (Sighing.} He can’t and he can. Don’t make
him try. Either way you'd lose him. And remember, dear, it’s being
together at the end that really matters. (Rising.) One more piece of
mothetly advice: Don’t confide in your girl friends!

MARY. 1 think they all know. .

MRS. MOREHEAD. They think you don’t? (Mary nods.) Leave
it that way. If you let them advise you, they’ll see to it, in the name
of friendship, that you lose your husband and your home. I'm an
old woman, dear, and T know my sex. (Moving to door.) 'm go-
ing right down this minute and get our tickets,

MARY. Our~-tickets?

MRS. MOREHEAD. You're taking me to Bermuda, dear. My
throat’s been awfully bad. I haven’t wanted to worry you, but my
doctor says-—

MARY. Oh, Mother darling! Thank you!

MRS, MOREHEAD. Don’t thank me, dear. It’s rather—nice to
have you need Mother again. (Exits. Phone rings. Mary answers
it.) ‘ .
MARY. Yes?—Oh, Stephen— Yes, dear?—(Distressed.) Oh,
Stephen! Oh, no—P'm not angry. I's—it’s just that I wanted to
see the play. Yes, I can get Mother to go with me. . . . Stephen,
will you be very—late? (Jt's a bit of a struggle, but she manages a
cheerful voice.) Oh, it's—all right. Have a good time. Of course,
I know it’s just business— No, dear—I! won’t wait up—Stephen.
[ fove— (A click. The other end bas bung up. Jane enters. Mary
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turns her back. Her face would belie the calmness of her voice.
Jane— The children and I will be having dinner alone—

CURTAIN -

' ACT 1
SCENE 4

Two months later. A dressmaker's shop. We see 2 fitting
bootbs, the same in appointment: Iriplex pier glasses,
dressracks, smoking stands, 2 small chairs. They are di-
vided by a wmirrored partilion. At rear of each bootb, a
curtain and a door, off a corridor, which leads fo "the
floor.”
As curtain rises booth on L. is empty. Gther booth is
cluttered with dresses. 2 salesgirls are loading them over
their arms,
1ST GIRL. (With vivid resentment against a customer who bas just
departed.) Well, now we can put them all back again. Makes you
drag out everything in the damn store, and doesn't even buy a
brassiere! -
OND GIRL. And that's the kind“who always needs one.
1ST GIRL. This isn’t her type. That isn’t her type. 1'd like to tell
her what her type is.
2ND GIRL. I'd like to know.
1ST GIRL. I¥'s the type that nobody gives a damn about! Gee, I’d
like to work in a men’s shop once. What can a man try on?
2ND GIRL. Ever see a man try on hats? What they go through,
you'd think a head was something peculiar. {Both girls exit. tst
Saleswoman enters booth on R., bereafter caller “HMary's booth.”)
1ST SALESWOMAN. Miss Myrtle, step in here 2 moment.
(Model, a bandsome wench, in a dinky negligee, enters.) B
MODEL. Yes, Miss Shapiro. : ' '
1ST SALESWOMAN. If I've told you once, I've told vou a thou-
sand times, when vou're modeling that dress, your stomach must
lead. I you walk like this (Pantomimes.) you take away all the
seduction. This is seduction! (Shows model her rather unconvine-
ing conception of a seductive walk.)
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MODEL. Pl try, Miss Shapiro. {Tearfully,) But if you had my ap-
pendix!

ISTA SALESWOMAN. Well, Miss Myrtle, you can take your
choice: You will either lose your job or lose your appendix! {Exit
model. Tn R. booth, bereafter called “Crystal's booth,” enter 2nd
Saleswoman.)

IND SALESWOMAN, (To ist and 2nd girls who have returned
for another load of dresses.) Quickly, please, I have a client wait-
ing. (2nd Girl exits with last of clothes as enter Crystal, followed
by Saleswoman. 3rd Saleswoman is seen crossing corridor from ®.
fo 1.}

1ST SALESWOMAN, (Mary's Booth. Giving little white slip to
Saleswoman who passes.) Bring down Mrs. Haines” fittings. (Exits,
leaving booib empty.)

IND SALESWOMAN, (Crystal's Beoth) Will you open a
charge?

CRYSTAL, (Taking off gloves and hat.) Please.

IND SALESWOMAN., May I have the name?

CRYSTAL. (Quite sclf-assured.) Allen. Miss Crystal Allen. The
Hotel Waverly.

IND SALESWOMAN. May I have your other charges? Saks,
Bergdorf, Cartier—?

CRYSTAL. {Putting it on.) Oh, I'll be opening those in the next
few days—

IND SALESWOMAN. Then may | have your bank?

CRYSTAL. I've no checking account either, at the moment. (Enter
Mary in ber booth, with fitter and 15t Saleswoman, who carries ber
try-on gown. During following scene Mary undresses, geis into
gay evening gown, fils)

i1ST S’ALESWOMAN. {To Mary, as they enter.) Shall we show
the things that came in while you were away?

MARY. Please. But I'd like to see some younger things than I usu-
ally wear. . '

IND SALESWOMAN. (In Crystal’s Booth.) Pm sorry, Miss Allen,
but we must have one business reference— :

CRYSTAL. I—er—am a friend of Miss Miriam Aarons. You
kaow, the musical comedy star?

IND SALESWOMARN. (Coolly) Oh, yes, Miss Aarons, One of
our new accounts, (.4 pause, then decides to level, in a dramatic
way.) Miss Aarons had an excellent business reference.
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CRYSTAL. (Making the same decision.) Such as Heward Fowler,
the broker? .
OND SALESWOMAN. (Brighly.) Why, yes, T believe he is her
broker!
CRYSTAL. {Lightly, she was prepared for this.y Well, if a brok-
er’s reference will do, it’s Mr. Stephen Haines, 40 Wall Street.
AND SALESWOMAN. (Writing.) That will do (A pause.) Mrs.
Haines is a very old client of ours. Coe
CRYSTAL. (Unprepared for that.) Oh? . :
IND SALESWOMAN, Will you try on now, or finish seeing the
collection?
CRYSTAL. Have the modeis show in here. By the way, I've never
met Mrs. Haines.
IND SALESWOMAN. Ste’s lovely:
CRYSTAL. So—TPd rather you didn’t mention to her that | gave
ter husband as a reference. (Beguiling.) Do you mind?
aIND SALESWOMAN. (With a faint smile.) Oh, of course not,
Miss Allen. (Indulgently.) We understand.
CRYSTAL. (Angrily.) Do you! What do you understand?
aND SALESWOMAN. (Flustered.) I mean—
CRYSTAL. (Very injured.) Never mind,
AND SALESWOMAN. Please, | hope you don’t think I meant—
CRYSTAL. (Laughing and very charming again.) Of course pot.
Oh, it's dreadful, living in a strange city zlone, You have to be so
careful not to do anything people can misconstrue. You see, }
don’t know Mrs. Haines yet. So I'd hate to get off on the wrong
foot before I've met her socially.
IND SALESWOMAN. {(Sounds convinced.) Naturally. Women
are funny about little things like that. We never discuss one client
with another. (Mary's Booth—enter Sylvia.)
SYLVIA. Yoo-hoo! May 1 come in? -
MARY. (Not at all pleased to see ber.) Hello, Sylvia.
AND SALESWOMAN. (Jn Crysial's Booth.) What are you most
interested in, Miss Allen, evening gowns? .- -
CRYSTAL. Unsil 1—I organize my social tife—I won’t have much
use for evening gowns.
aND SALESWOMAN. I'll show you some smart daytime things.
(Deliberately toneless) And we have very exciting negligees—-
(They exit. HMary's Booth: Sylvia circles around HMory, appraising
ber fitting wilh a critical eye.)
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MARY. Oh, sit down, Sylvia.

SYLVIA., (To the Fitter) 1 don’t like that underslung line. (Dem-
onstrating on Mary.) Tt cuts her across the fanny. Makes her look
positively duck-bottomed.

MARY. (Puiling away.) 1¢’s so tight, Mrs. Fowler can’t sit down.
15T SALESWOMAN. Mrs. Fowler, shall I see if your fittings are
ready?

SYLVIA, Theyll call me. _
MARY. (Pointing to dress 15t Saleswoman has gver ber arm.)
Have you seen that?

1ST SALESWOMAN. (Holding up dress) It's a lovely shape on,
It doesn’t look like a thing in the hand, (Hands dress to someone
outside and ¢alls.) Tell Princess Tamara to show this model.
SYLVIA. (Settling in chair and smoking tigarette) So you had a
marvelous time in Bermuda.

MARY. I had a good rest.

SYLVIA. (With unconscious bumor.) Howard wants me to take a
world cruise. By the way, dear, how. is Stephen?

MARY. Splendid. (Smiling, and very glad to be able 1o tell Sylvia
this.) He's not nearly so busy. He hasn’t spent an evening—in the
office, since I've come home. (Enfer 1st model in an elaborate
negligee, Mary shakes ber bead, very practical.) Pretty, but |
never need a thing like that— _
SYLVIA. Of course you don’t. A hot little number, for intimate
afternoons. (Exit 1st medel.) Howard says nobody’s seen Stephen
in the Club, in the afternoon, for months—

MARY. (Thought flashes across ber mind that Stephen could, of
course, have revised bis extra-marital schedule, from an evening
to an afterncon one, but she duickly dismisses it, Stepben has
never let anything interfere with bis bours downtown.) Don’t
worry so much about Stephen, Sylvia. He’s my concern, {Enler
2nd Model in a corset, She is prettily fashioned from bead to toe.
She does a great deal for the wisp of lace she wears, Tt does noth-
ing that nature didn't do belier for ber)

AIND MODEL. This is our new one-piece lace foundation garment.
(Pirouettes.) Zips up the back, and no bones, (She exits.)
SYLVIA. Just that uplift, Mary, you need. | always said you'd re-
gret nursing. Look at me. [ don’t think there’s another girl our age
who can boast of bazooms like mine. I've taken care of them. fee
water every morning, camphor at nigh.
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MARY. Doesn’t it smell rather like an old fur coat? (Priircess
Tamara passes in corridor.). ’
SYLVIA. Who cares?
MARY. Well, doesn’t Howard? o )
SYLVIA. (Laughing harshly.) Howard! With his prost.ate. ;ondz-
tion? : o - : e
1ST SALESWOMAN. (Calling out door.} Princess Tam?ru, show
in here. (Enter Princess Tamara in a very extreme evening go.um.
She is Russian, regal, scignée.)

MARY. Oh, Tamara, how lovely! o

TAMARA. You must have it. Stephen would be amazed.

MARY. He certainly would. It's too extreme for me.

SYLVIA. (Rises.) And you really haven’t the figure. (Yanks at
gown.) Tamara, you wear it wrong. I saw it in Vegue, (Jerks)
Up here, and down there. ‘ ]
TAMARA. (Slapping Sylvia's band down.) Stop mauling me!
1ST SALESWOMAN. Princess!

TAMARA. What do you know how to wear clothes?

SYLVIA. 7 am not a model, Tamara, but no one disputes how J
wear clothes! ‘
'E\“AMARA. No one has mistaken you for the Druchess of Windsor
yet? )

1ST SALESWOMARN, Princess Tamara, please apo!ogzze.

MARY. (To Saleswoman) [t's just professiona? jealousy. They
both wear clothes so beautifully. They're really friends!

SYLVIA. (Maliciously.) You mean Tamara and ?{oward are
friends. )
TAMARA. (Disgusted at the thought.) Do you accuse me of flirt-
ing with your husband?

SYLVIA. {Pleasantly.} Go as far as you can, Tamara! H | know
Howard, you're wasting valuable tinte, _
TAMARA. (Very angry.) Perhaps I am. But perhaps some‘FJC:dy
else is not! (Saleswoman gives ber an angry shove.} You are riding
for a fall-off, Sylvia dear! (Exit Tamara angrily, followed by Sales-
woman. ) .

SYLVIA. Did you get that inyouendo? Fd like to see Howalrd
Fowler put anything over on me. Oh, I've always hated that girl,
exploiting her title the way she does! (Crystal and 2nd Saleswoman
enter Crystal's Booth.) '

9OND SALESWOMAN. (Calling down corridor.) Princess Tamara,
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show in here, to Miss Allen. (Mary's Saleswoman enters Mary's
Booth, picking up the call.)

15T SALESWOMAN. Girls, show in Number 3 to Miss Allen,
SYLVIA. (Alert.y Did you say Miss Allen?

1ST SALESWOMAN. Yes.

SYEVIA. Not—Crystal Allen?

IST SALESWOMAN. Why, yes—I just saw her on the floor.
She’s so attractive I asked her name.

SYLVIA. {Watching Mary closely.) Oh, so Crystal Allen gets her
things here now? (Mary sits down suddenly )}

IST SALESWOMAN. She's a new client— Why, Mrs. Haines,
are you ill? (Mary bas caught Sylvia's eye in the mirror. Sylvia
knows now that Mary knows.) )
MARY. No, no. I'm just tired. (Tamara enters Crystal's Booth.)
FITTER. We've kept you standing too long—

IST SALESWOMAN. Pl get you a glass of sherry, (Exit Mary's
fitter and Saleswoman. Sylvia closes deor.) '
CRYSTAL. (Crystal's Booth, Admiring Tamara's extreme evening
down.) 'm going to have that, if I have to wear it for breakiast,
2ND SALESWOMAN. Send it in here, Princess. (Famara exits.)
SYLVIA. (Mary’s Booth.) Mary, you do know! (Deeply sympa-
thetic) Why didn’t you confide in me?

MARY. Sylvia, go away.

SYLVIA. (Fiercely.) Stephen is a louse. Spending your money on a
girl like ‘that. '

MARY. Sylvia, please mind vour own affairs,

SYLVIA. She’s already made a fool of vou before all vour friends.
And don’t you think the salesgirls know who gets the bills?
M{XRY. (Distraught.) 1 don’t care, 1 tell vou. [ don’t care!
SYLVIA. Oh, yes, you do. (Pointing to Mary's stricken face in
mirror} Don’t be an ostrich, Mary. (4 pause.) Go in there and
face her down.

MARY. I'm going home. {She rises and begins to dress.)

IST SALESWOMAN. (Half enters.) Mrs. Haines’ sherry—
S-YLVIA. (Taking it from her, and closing door in ber foce) All
right. Youw've caught her cold. It's your chance to humiliate her.
Just say a few duiet words, Tell her yowll make Stephen’s life
hell until he gives her up,

MARY. Stephen will give her up when he’s tired of her.

SYLVIA. When he’s tired of her? Look where she was six months
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ago. Look where she is now. She probably has an apartment to go
with those kinds of clothes,

MARY. Stephen’s not in love with that girl.

SYLVIA. Maybe not. But you dor’t know women like that when
they get hold of 2 man.

MARY. Sylvia, please let me decide what is best for me, and my
home. (Crystal, in ber booth, bas been undressing, admiring ber-
self at she does so in mirror. Now she slips inio a "really excit-
ing” negligee. During the scene going on in Mary's Booth she
tries to get out of the negligee easily. She can’t.)

SYLVIA. Well, she may be a perfectly ‘marvelous influence for
Stephen, but she’s not going to do your children any good.
MARY. (Furning to ber) What do you mean?

SYLVIA. {Mysteriously.) Never mind.

MARY. (Going te ber} Tell me!

SYLVIA. Far be it from me to tell you things you don’t care to
thear. I've known this all along. (Nobly.) Have I uttered?
"MARY. {Violently.) What have my children to do with this?
SYLVIA. (After all, Mary's asking for it.) It was while you were
away. Edith saw them. Stephen, and that tramp, and your chil-
rdren—together, lunching in the Park.

‘MARY. It's not true!

*SYLVIA. Why would Edith lie? She said they were having a hilari-
‘ous time. Little Stevie was eating his lunch sitting on that woman’s
‘lap. She was kissing him between every bite. When 1 heard that,
i1 was positively beart-sick, dear! {Sees she bas scored, Celebrates
Lby tossing down Mary's sherry.)

"CRYSTAL. (Crystal's Booth.) Oh, go get that evening gown. This
“thing is too complicated to get out of,

E’QND SALESWOMAN. Right away, Miss Allen. (Exits.)
[SYLVIA. (Mary's Booth) But, as you say, dear, it’s your affair,

inot mine. (Goes to door, looking very burt that Mary has refused
“her good advice.y No doubt that girl will make a perfectly good
: stepmamma for your children! (Exits. Mary, now dressed, is alone.
“She stares at partition which separates ber from that still unmeas-
“ured enemy to her well-ordered domesticity, “the other woman.”
i Her common sense dictates she sheuld go home, but now she wvio-
_lently experiences the ache to talk. She struggles against it, then
¢ goes, bitterly determined, to door. Exits. A second later, a knock
“on Crystal's door. Crystal is alone.)
a3
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CRYSTAL. Come in! (Enter Mary. She closes door.) 1 beg youwsRYSTAL: He's doing the best he can in the circumstances.

pardon? : :
: VARY. He couldn’t love a girl like you.

MARY. — ; ) - He g y

CRYST }SLam(ﬂivlrs. .Step he;a Hames. L “RYSTAL. What do you think we’ve been doing for the past six
you! ) T poise is admirable.) Sorry—1 dov’t think 1 knononths? Crossword puzzles? What have you got to kick about?
MA.RY. Please don’t pretend. ic::]’ev; got everything that matters. The name, the position, the
CRYSTAL. So Stephen finally told you? CADY (Lo ; ;

f(\:&lg{{sg:Ai‘io. I found out. {(2nd Saleswoman balf enters.} &é%ﬁpéiﬁiﬁg conFroI of herself again.) Nothing matters to me
MARY. l:‘,‘es}t;iszta%izfreéu(?f;:nsfieszomm_‘) CRYSTAL. Oh, can the sob-stuff, Mrs, Haines. You don’t think
CRYSTAL. Well, that is nﬁws © bepmnng: this is the first time Stephen’s ever cheated? Listen, I'd break up
MARY. Pve kept! still up to n oW your smug little roost if 1 could. I have just as much right as you

' have to sit in a tub of butter. But I don’t stand a chance!

CRYSTAL. Very smart of you. (2nd Saleswoman pantomi
down corridor to another girl to join ber. Enters %ary's;;aootb. g::MARY' I'm glad you know it . e
by one, during rest of this scene, Fitter, Saleswoman, and mo de!jCRYSTAL. Well, don’t think it’s just because he’s fond of you—
tiptoe into Mary's booth and plaster their ears against partition.) MARY' Fond? .

MARY. But yowve gone a little too far— You've been seeing my'CRYSTAL. You're not what's stopping him— Youw're just an old
chifdren, I won’t have you touching my children! babit with him. It’s just those brats he’s afraid of losing, I he

CRYSTAL. Fod God’s sake, don’t get hysterical. What do 1 Careﬁwe_ren’t such a sentimental fool about those kids, he’d have walked
about your children? Pm sick of hearing about them. o

ut on you months ago. :
MARY. You wor’t have to hear about them any more. When MARY. (?""?TCEI)’-} That's not true!

Stephen realizes how humiliating all this has been to me, he'll give.-CRYSTAL' Oh, yes, it is. I'm telling you a few plain truths you

you up instantly, “won’t get from Stephen.
CRYSTAL. Says who? The dog in the manger? IMARY. Stephen’s always told me the truth—!
MARY. That's all | have to say. (Jurns to go.) {CRYSTAL. (Maliciously.) Well, look at the record. (A pause.)

CRYSTAL. That’s plenty. Maybe youll find you've said too much, Listet; Stephen’s satisfied with this arrangement. So don’t force

Stephen’s not tired of me yet, Mrs. Haines. ‘any issue, unless you want plenty of trouble. _

MARY. (Contemptuous)} Stephen is just amusing himself wit!{zMARY_. You've made it impossible for me to do anything elsew!
you, 'CRYSTAL. (Rather pleased.) Have I?

CRYSTAL. And he’s amusing himself plenty. :MARY. You haven’t played fair—!

MARY. You're very hard. “CRYSTAL. Where would any of us get if we played fair?

CRYSTAL. I can be so-ft—-on the right occasions, What do ygu?;.i_MARYi Where do you hope to get? :
expect me to do? Burst into tears and beg you to forgive me? CRYSTAL. Right where you are, Mrs. Haines!

MARY. I found exactly what I expected! I{MARY. You're very confident.
CRYSTAL. Th'at goes double! :CRYSTAL. The longer you stay in here, the more confident 1 get.
MARY. (Turning fo door.) You'll have to make other plans, Miss Saint or no saint, Mrs. Haines, you are a hell of 2 stupid womani
ég?s',r AL , b . , ) MARY (Mary stares at her wide-eyed at the horrid thought that
from Ste h.e(gomg to ber.) Listen; P'm taking my marching orders this may be the truth. 5 be refuses to megt the challenge. She eduiv-
MARY IS) r;; s “ocates.) 1 probably am. I— (Suddenty ashamed that she has al-
. Stephen doesn’t love you. lowed herself to be put so patbetically on the defensive.) Oh, why
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am | standing here talking to you? This is something for Stephen
and me to settle! (Exiis.)

CRYSTAL. (Slamming door after ber.) Oh, what the hell
AND SALESWOMAN. (Mary's Booth.) So that's what she calls
meeting Mrs. Haines socially.

1ST SALESWOMAN. Cee, 1 feel sorry for Mrs. Haines. She’s
5o nice.

NEGLIGEE MODEL. She should have kept her mouth shut. Now
she’s in the soup. :

1ST SALESWOMAN, It’s a terrible mistake to force a decision on
a man wheo's hot for another woman.

{ST MODEL. Allen’s smart. She knows that.

15T SALESWOMAN. Ske’ll get him sure.

{ST EITTER. Look at that body. She’s got him now.

aND SALESWOMAN, You can’t trust any man. That's all they
want,

CORSET MODEL. (Plaintively, ber bands on ber lovely bips.)
What else have we got to give? '

f

CURTAIN

ACT 1
SCENE 3

2 weeks later. Small exercise room in Elizabeth Arden's
beauty-salon. R., @ mirrored wall. Rear, a door. L., cabi-
net pictrola beneath open window. On floor, a wadded
pink satin mat, As curtain rises, Sylgia, in a pair of
shorts, is prone on maf, describing lackadaisical arcs
with ber legs, to the sensuous rhythm of a tango record,
nstructress, a bright, pretiy girl in a pink silk bathing
suif, stands above her, drilling ber in a carefully cultured
voice. Until the cue “stretch,” Tnstructress’ lines are
spoken through Sylow's prattle, which she is determined,
for the bonor of the salon, to ignore, and, if possible, to
discourage. From word “wp,” this is a hopeless task.

[NSTRUCTRESS. Up—over—-up—down, Up——stretch—-up—to-

gether, Up—stretch—op—
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SYLVIA. Of course, my sympathies are for Mrs. Haines. They
always are for a woman against a man—
INSTRUCTRESS. (Louder.) Up—-over—up-—down. Up—stretch
~—tp—together. Up-—
SYLVVIA. But she did behave like an awful idiot—
INSTRUCTRESS. Stretch—up—together. Please don't try to talk
Mrs. Fowler. r
ngéVIA_ But you know how some women are when they lose their
eads—
INSTRUCTRESS. (Grimly) Stretch—up—tegether—up—-
SYLVIA. They do things they regret all their Hves—
INSTRUCTRESS. (Grabs Sylvia's languid limb and gives it a cor-
rective yank.} Ster-retch!
SYLVIA, Ouch, my scars! :
EL[;ESTRUCTRESS. {Callously.) This is very good for: adhesions.
p—
SYLVIA. (Resolutely inert.) Tt's got me down.
INSTRUCTRESS. Rest. (Sylvia groans her telief) And relax
your diaphragm muscles, Mrs, Fowler, (Bitierly.} if you can
(Goes to vicirola, changes record for a fox-trot.) .
S‘IIFLVIA. Of course, T do wish Mrs, Haines would make up her
mind if she’s going to get a divorce, It’s terrible on all her friends
not k‘nowing. Naturally, you can’t ask them anywhere— ’
INSTRUCTRESS. Of course not. Now, en your side. (Sylvia roils
;o ber sfd;, reclining on bher elbow.) Ready? Up—down—up—
own— ({Snaps her fi ] i
Lo bgrsc} thi knee_f;ﬂgers. Sylvia flaps a limp leg up, down.)
SYLVIA. (Thoughtfully) OF course, for the children’s sake, I
think Mrs. Haines ought to stay, (Piously.} I know I would (3'"19!'
knees look bent, not to say broken.) ‘
INSTRUCTRESS. (Jmploring.) Don’t crook it, please.
.SYLVIA. And she ought not to have faced f\«ir. Haines with the
issue. When a man’s got himself in that deep he has to have time
to taper it off—
INSTRUCTRESS. (Straighlening out Sylvia's offending member
with considerable force.) Thigh in, not out.
SYLVIA, (Pained, but undaunted)) Bur Mrs. Haines never listens
o any “0_§ her friends. She is a very peculiar 'woman'. )
gjigiUCF REBS. She must be, New, please—up—down—igp—
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SYLVIA. (Redoubling ber efforts, and her errors) Oh, 1 tell
everybody whatever she wants to do is the right thing. I've got to
be loyal to Mrs. Haines, you kmow. . . . Oh, I'm simply ex-
hausted. (Flops over, flat on ber stomach, panting.)
INSTRUCTRESS. Then suppose you try something simple—Iike
crawling up the wall? (Sylvia lifis a martyred face. Instructress
changes record for a waliz))

SYLVIA, (Scrambling fo ber feet.) What I go through to keep my
figure! Lord, it infuriates me at dinner parties when some fat lazy
man asks, “What do you do with yourself all day, Mrs. Fowler?”
(Sits alongside the rear wall)

INSTRUCTRESS. Yeu rotate on your buttocks, (Sylvia rotates,
then lies back, her knees drawn up to her chin, the soles of ber feet
against wall) Arms flat. Now you crawl slowly up the wall.
SYLVIA. {Crawfing.) 1 wish you wouldn’t say that. !t makes me
feel tike vermin-—

INSTRUCTRESS. (Kneeling beside her.) Don't tatk.

SYLVIA, There’s a couple of people I’d like to exterminate, too—
INSTRUCTRESS. Let’s reverse the action. (Sylvia crawls down,
as Peddy enters in exercise suit, Tustructress brightens.) How do
you do, Mrs. Day? (To Sylvia.} Down slowly—

PEGGY. (Gaily.) How do you do? Hello, Sylvia.

SYLVIA. You're late again, Peggy.

PEGGY. (Crestfallen) I'm sorry.

SYLVIA. {Sitting up.) After all, dear, I am paying for this course.
PEGGY. You know I'm grateful, Sylvia—

SYLVIA. Well, don’t cry about it. It's ealy fifty dollars.

PECGY. That’s a lot to me--

SYLVIA. (Sweetly.) To you, or just to your husband, dear?
INSTRUCTRESS, Please, Tadies. Let us begin with posture. (Sylvia
rises.} A lady always enters a room erect.

SYLVIA. Lots of my friends exit horizontally. (Peggy and Sylvia
do to mirrored wall, stand with backs to it.)

INSTRUCTRESS. Now—knees apart. Sit on the wall. (They sit on
imaginary seats.) Relax. (They bend forward from waist, finger
tips brushing floor.} Now, roll slowly up the wall . . . pressing
each little vertebra against the walil as hard as you can . . . shoul-
ders back, and where they belong. Heads back. Mrs. Fowler, lift
yourself behind the ears, Pretend yow're just a silly little puppet
dangling on a string. Chin up. (She places her band at level of
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Peqgy’s straining chin.) No, Mrs. Day, your chin is resting com-
fortably on a little table, Elbows bent—up on your toes—arms out
—shove with the small of your back—you're off! {Sylvia and
Pegay, side by side, mince across room.)

PEGGY. (Whispering.) Oh, Sylvia, why do you always insinuate
that John is practically a~-~miser?

INSTRUCTRESS. (Sbe refers to Peggy's swaying bips.) Tuck un-
der!

SYLVIA. You have your own little income, Peggy. And what do
you do with it? You give i to John—

INSTRUCTRESS. Now, back, please! (They mince backwards
across room.) .

PEGGY. (Staunchly.) John makes so little—

INSTRUCTRESS. (She refers to Sylvid's refaxed tummiy) Steady
center control!

SYLVIA. Peggy, you're robbing John of his manly sense of re-
sponsibility. You're turning him into a gigolo. A little money of her
own she lets no man touch is the onfy protection a woman has.
(They are against mirror again.) ,

INSTRUCTRESS. Now, are you both the way you were when you
left the wall?

SYLVIA. (Brightly.) Well, I am.

INSTRUCTRESS. No, Mrs. Fowler, you're not. (She imilates Syl-
via's posture, showing how Sylvia's posterior protrudes, against
the dictates of fashion, if not of nature.) Not this, Mrs, Fowler—
("Bumps.”) Thati (She leads Sylvia forward) Try it, please.
(Facing one another, they do an elegant pair of “bumps.”) Now,
relax on the mat. (This piece of business defies description, but to
do the best one can: Girls stand side by side, arms straight above
their heads. At Instructress’ count of “one,” each drops a hand,
limp, from wrist. At “two,” the cther band drops, ihen their beads
fall upon their breasts, their arms flap o their sides, their waists
cave in, their knees buckle under, and they swoon, or crumble
like boneless things, to the mat. Instruciress has changed rec-
ord.) Now, ready? Bend—stretch, you know. Begin— (They
do another leg exercise on mat) Bend—stretch—bend—dowrnm-
plenty of pull on the hamstrings, please! Bend-—stretch—bend—
down— (Enter Edith. She is draped in a white sheet. Her head
is bound in a white towel. Her face is undergoing a “lie-up,” that
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is, she wears broad white straps under ber chin and across ber
forebead. She appears very distressed.)

EDITH. Oh, Sylvia! Hello, Peggy—

SYLVIA. (Sitting up.) Why, Edith, what are you doing up here?
EDITH. Having a facial, downstairs. Oh, Sylvia, I'm so glad you're
here. I've done the most awful thing. I—

INSTRUCTRESS. We're right in the middle of cur exercise, Mrs,
Porter—

SYLVIA. (To Instructressy Will you tell them outside—] want
my parafine bath now? There’s 4 dear.

INSTRUCTRESS, But, Mrs. Fowler—

SYLVIA. (Cajeling.) I'm simply exhausted.

INSTRUCTRESS. You've hardly moved a muscle,

SYLVIA, (With elaborate patience.} Look, whose carcass is this?
Yours or mine?

INSTRUCTRESS. 1t's yours, Mrs. Fowler, but Pm paid to exercise
it.

SYLVIA. You talk like o horse-trainer.

INSTRUCTRESS. Well, Mrs. Fowler, youre getting warm.
(Exits.)

EDITH. Pve done the most ghastly thing. Move over. (Peqgy and
Sylvia move over, Edith plumps between them ort mat) But it
wasn’t until 1 got here, in the middle of my facial, that | realized
it—1I conld bite my tongue off when I think of jt—

SYLVIA. Well, what is it, Edith?

EDITH. 1 was lunching with Frances Jones, and—

SYLVIA. Edith Potter, I know exactly what you're going to say!
EDITH. 1 forgot she—

SYLVIA. You forgot she’s Dolly de Peyster.

ENITH. But | never read her awful column—

SYLVIA. (Fiercely.) You told her something zbout me? What did
you tell her? }

EDITH. Oh, darling, you know I never give you away. {Remorse-
fully.) I—I—told her all about Stephen and Mary—

SYLVIA. (Relieved.) Ohb! That!

EDITH. It wasn’t until the middle of my facial—

PEGGY. Oh, Edith! It will be in all those dreadful tabloids!
EDITH. 1 know—1I've been racking my brains to recall what [
said— 1 think I told her that when Mary walked into the fitting
room, she yanked the ermine coat off the Allen girl—
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SYLVIA. You didn't!

EDITH. Well, T dop’t know whether I said ermine or sable—but |
know | told her that Mary smacked the Allen girl!

PEGGY. Edith!

EDITH. Well, that's what Sylvia told me!

SYLVIA. T didn’t!

EDITH. You did, toe!

SYLVIA. (Hurt) Anyway, I didn’t expect you to telf it te a cheap
reportere—

EDITH. Weli, it doesn't really make much difference. The divorce
is practically settled—

SYLVIA. (Eagerly.) Who says so?

EMTH. You did!

ST{I;.VIF‘\. (Patiently.y 1 said, Mary couldn’t broadcast her domestic
da{ﬁ?ukles, and not expect them to wind up in a scandal.

PEGGY. Mary didn’t broadcast them!

SYLVIA, Who did?

PEGGY. You did. You—you're all making it impossible for her to
do anything now but get a divorce!

SYLVIA. You flatter us. We didn’t realize how much influence we
had on our friends’ lives!

PEGCY. Everybody calling her up, telling her how badly she’s
been treated—

SYLVIA. As a matter of fact, I told her she’d make a great mis-
take, What has any woman got to gain by a divorce? No matter
how much he gives her, she won’t have what they have together,
And you know zs well as 1 do, he’d marry that girl. What he’s
spent on her, he’d have to, to protect his investment. (Sorrowfully.)
But I have as much influence on Mary as I have on you, Peggy.
(Instructress re-enters.)

INSTRUCTRESS. The paraffine bath is ready, Mrs. Fowler.
SYLVIA. (Rises)) Well, don’t worry, Edith, il give de Peyster a
ring. I can fix it.

EDITH. How?

SYLVIA. (Graciously.} Oh, Pll tell her you were lying.

EDITH. Yor'll do no such thing!

SYLVIA. (Shrugging.) Then let the story ride. It will be forgotten
tomorrow. You know the awful things they printed about—what’s
her name?—before she jumped out the window? Why, I cant
even remember her name, so who cares, Edith? (Exils.;
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INSTRUCTRESS. Mrs. Potter, you come right back where you
belong.

EDITH. Why, you'd think this was a boarding school!
INSTRUCTRESS. Bat, Mrs. Potter, it’s such a foolish waste of
money-—

EDITH. Listen, relaxing is part of my facial.

INSTRUCTRESS. (Coolly.) Then you should relax completely,
Mrs. Potter, from the chin up. (Exits)

EDITH. Honestly, the class feeling you run into these days!
(Struggles to ber feet.) I'm so tired of paying creatures like that to
insuft me-—

PEGGY. {Going to ber.) Edith! Let’s call Mary up and warn her!
EDITH. About what?

PEGGY. The newspapers! _
EDITH. My dear, how could we do that, without involving
Sylvia—

PEGGY. But it's her fault— Oh, she’s such a dreadful woman!
EDITH. Oh, she can’t help it, Peggy. It's just her tough luck she
wasn’t born deaf and dumb. But what can we do about it? Shejs
always gotten away with murder. Why, she’s been having an affair
for a year with that young customers’ man in Howard’s office.
PEGGY. (Shocked) Edieh! i

EDITH. Right under Howard’s nose! But Howard doesn’t care! So
what business is it of yours or mine? (Earnestly.) Peggy, take a
tip from me—keep out of other women’s troubles. Pve never had
a fight with a girl friend in all my life. Why? 1 hear no evil, I see
no evil, T speak no evilt

CURTAIN

ACT 1
SCENE 6

A few days laler,

Mary's pantry, midnight. L., a swinging door 1o kitchen.
Rear, a sink under curtained window. A smail, built-in
refrigerator. €., a lable, 2 chairs.

As curtain rises, Jane, the maid, and Maggie, the new
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cock, are having a midnight snack. Maggie, a buxom,
middle-aged woman, wears wrapper and fell bedroom
slippers.

JANE. (Folding tabloid newspaper ske bas been reading to HMag-
die.} So he says, “All you can do with a story like that is live it
down, Mary.”

MAGUGIE. 1 told you they’d begin all over. Once a thing like that
is out between a married couple, they've got to fight it out. De-
pends which they get sick of first, each other, or the argument.
JANE. it's enough to make you lose your faith in marriage.
MAGCIE. Whose faith in marriage?

JANE., You don’t believe in marriage?

MAGGIE. Sure ! do. For women. (Sighs.) But it's the sons of
Adam they got to marry. Go on.

JANE. Well, finally he said to the madam, “I gave her up, didn’t
1?2 And [ was a swine, about the way 1 did it.”” How do you sup-
pose he did it, Maggie?

MACGIE. Maybe he just said, “Scram, the wife is onto us.”
JANE. Well, the madam didn’t believe him, She says, “Stephen,
you really ain’t seen her?”

MAGGIE. He lied in his teeth—

JANE. Oh, the way he said it, [ kind of believed him. But the
madam says, “Oh, but can [ ever trust you again?”

MACGGIE. You can’t trust none of ’em no farther than | can kick
this lemon pie.

JANE. Oh, it was terrible sad. He said, “Mary, dear Mary, Mary,
dear Mary, Mary—"

MAGCGIE. Dear Mary. But it ain't exactly convincing.

JANE. Then, I guess he tried to kiss her. Because she says, “Please
don’t. I'll never be able to kiss you again without thinking of her
in your arms.”

MACGIE. (Appreciatively.} Just like in the movies— Imagine
him taking up with & girl like that.

JANE. He was telling the madam: She’s a virgin,

MAGGIE. She is? Then what's ali the rumpus about?

JANE. Oh, she ain’t a virgin now. She was,

MAGGIE. So was Mae West—omnce,

JANE. He told the madam he’d been faithful for twelve years.
MAGGIE. Well, that's something these days; that beats Lind-
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bergh’s flight. Did the madam believe him?
JANE. She said, “How do I know you've been faithful 2
MAGGIE. She don't,
JANE. But the way he said it—
MAGGIE. Listen, if they lay off six months, they feel themselves
busting out all over with haloes.

JANE. Anyway, he says this girl was really a nice gitl. So sweet
and interested in him and all. And how it happened one night, un-
expected, in her room—

MAGGIE. Did he think it was going to happen in Roxy’s?

JANE. He said she wouldn’t take nothing from him for months—
MAGGIE. Only her education. Oh, that one knew her onions. She
certainly played him for a sucker.

JANE. That’s what the madam said. She said, “Stephen, can’t you
see that girl’s only interested in you for your money?”

MAGGIE. Tch, tch, tch. Pll bet that made him sore. A man don’t
like to be told no woman but his wife is fool enough to love him.
It drives ‘em nutty.

JANE, Did it! “Mary, T told you what kind of girl she is,” he
says. You know-—I just told you—

MAGGIE. I had her number. You didn’t convey no information.
JANE. Well then they both got sore.

MAGGIE. {Rises, goes out for coffee.) T knew it.

JANE. So he began to tell her all over what a good busband he’d
been. And how hard he’d worked for her and the kids. And she
kept interrupting with what a good wife she’d been and how proud
she was of him. Then they began to exaggerate themselves—
MAGGIE. (Enters with coffeepot.) Listen, anybody that’s ever
been married knows that line backwards and forwards. What hap-
pened?

JANE, Well, somewhere in there the madam says, “Stephen, you
do want a divorce. Only you ain't got the courage to ask it.” And
he says, “Oh, my God, no, I don’t, Mary. Haven't 1 told you?”
And she says, “But you don’t love me!” And he says, “But ch,
my God, Mary, Pm awful fond of you” And she says, very icy,
“Fopd, fond? Is fhat all?” and he says, “No, Mary, there’s the
children.” Maggie, that's the thing | don’t understand. Why does
she get 5o mad evefy time he says they've got to consider the chil-
dren? If children ain’t the point of being married, what is?
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MAGGIE. A woman don’t want to be told she’s being kept on just

to run a kindergarten. (Goes to icebox for boitle of cream.)

JANE. Well, the madam says, “Stephen, I want to keep the chil-

dren out of this. I haven't used the children, T ain’t asked you to

sacrifice yourself for the children.” Maggie, that’s where he got

so terrible mad, He says, “But why, in God’s name, Mary? You

knew about us all along, Why did you wait until now to make

fool of me?”

MAGGIE. As if he needed her help.

JANE. So then, suddenly she says, in a awful low voice, “Stephen

oh, Stephen, we can’t go on like this. It ain’t worthy of what we!

been to each other And he says, “Oh, no, i’s not, Mary!”

MAGGIE. Quite a actress, ain’t you? r

JANE. My boy friend says I got eyes like Joan Crawford.

MACGIE. Did he ever say anything about your fegs? Have a cup

of coffee. (Pours coffee.)

JANE. That's when the madam says what you could have knocked

me down with a feather! The madam says, “Stephen, I want a

divorce. Yes, Stephen, 7 want a divorce!” r

MAGGIE. Tch. Tch. Abdicating!

JANE., Well, Maggie, you could have knocked him down with a

feather!

i:}/}l_ACGIE. (Waving coffeepot.y I'd like to knock him down with
is.

jANE_. “My God! Mary,” he says, “you don’t mean it" So she

says, in a funny voice, “Yes, I do. You've killed my love for you

Stephen.” r

MAGGIE. He’s just simple-minded enough to believe that.

JAE\L}::;. So ke says, “I don’t blame you. My God, how can [ blame

you?

MAGGIE. My God, he can’t!

JANE, So then she said it was all over, because it was only the

chi'dren he minded losing. She said that made their marriage 2
mockery.

MAGCGIE. A mockery?

JANE. Something funny.

MAGGIE. I ain’t going to die laughing.

JANE. He said she was talking nonsense. He said she was just
upset on account of this story in the papers. He said what else
could she expect if she was going to spill her troubles to a lot of
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gabby women? He said she should go to hed until she couid think
things over. He was going out for a breath of fresh air,

MAGGIE. The old hat trick.

JANE. So the madam says, “You're going to see that girl.” And he
says, “Oh, for God’s sake, Mary, one minute you never want to
see me again, the next I can’t even go out for a airing!”
MAGGIE, You oughtr’t to let none of 'em out except on 2 leash.
JANE. And she says, “Are you going to see her, or ain’t you?”’
And he says, “Well, what difference does it make, if you're going
to divorce me?” And she says, “It dont make no difference to
you, 1 guess. Please go, Stephen, And don’t come back ever.”
{Begins 1o cry)

MAGGIE, (Tmpatiently.) Yes?

JANE. I didn’t hear his last words, Because naturafly, when he said
he was going, I scooted down the hall. But 1 heard her call,
“Stephen?” and he stops on the landing and says, “Yes, Mary?”
and she says, “Nothing. Just don’t slam the front door—the
servants will hear you!” So I came down here. Oh, Maggie, what’s
going to happen?

MAGGIE. She’s going to get a divoree.

JANE. Oh, dear. I'm so sad for her.

MAGGIE, T ain’t.

JANE. What? .
MAGGIE, She’s indulging 2 pride she ain't entitled to. Marriage is
a business of taking care of a man and rearing his children. [t ain’t
meant to be no perpetual honeymoon. How fong would any hus-
band last if he was supposed to go on acting forever like & red-hot
Clark Gable? What's the difference if he don’t fove her?

JANE. How can you say that, Maggie!

MAGGIE. That don’t let her off her obligation to keep him from
making a fool of himself, does it?

JANE. Do you think he’ll marry that girl?

MAGGIE. When a man’s got the habit of supporting some womarn,
he just don’t feel natural unless he’s doing it.

JANE. But he told the madam marrying her was the furthest thing
from his mind.

MAGGIE. It don’t matter what he’s got in his mind. 1t's what thuse
two women got in theirs will settle the matter.

JANE. But the madam says it's up to bim. She said, “You fove her,
or you love me, Stephen.”
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MAGGIE, So what did he say to that?

JANE. Nothing for a long time. Just walked up and down—up and
down—up and—

M'AGGIE. He was thinking, Tch—tch. The first man who can
think up a good explanation how he can be in love with his wife

and another woman is going to win that prize they’re always giving
out in Sweden!

CURTAIN

ACT 1
SCENE 7

A wmonth later. Mary's living room. Fhe room is now
denuded of pictures, books, vases, etc. Rug is rolled up.
Curtains and chairs covered with slips.

As curtain rises, Mary, dressed for iraveling, is pacing
up and down. Mrs. Morelbead, dressed for the street,
watches ber from sofa.

MRS, MOREHEAD. What time does your train go?

MARY. (Looking at her wrist watch.) An hour. His secretary
o.ught to be here. I never knew there could be so many papers to
sign,

MRS, MOREHEAD. You showed everything to your lawyers—

f(;/lAlRY. They always say the same thing! I'm getting a “raw
ea ’).,.......

MRS. MOREHEAD. (Alarmed.y But, Mary—

MARY, Oh, I know it’s not true, Stephen’s been very generous.
MRS, MOREHEAD. Ob, | wouldn’t say that. If Stephen is a rich
man now, he owes it largely to you.

MARY. Stephen would have gotten where he is with or without
me.

i/}RS‘ MOREMEAD. He didn't have a perny when you married

im.

MARY. Maother, are you trying to make me bitter, too?

MRS, MOREHEAD, (Helplessly.) Pm sure | don’t know what to

say. If I sympathize with Stephen, you accuse me of taking his
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side. And when I sympathize with you, ’'m making you bitter. The
thing for me to do is keep still. (Pause. Then, emphatically.)
You're both making a terrible mistake!

MARY. Mother, please!

MRS, MOREHEAD. But the children, Mary. The children—
MARY. What good will it do them to be brought up in a home full
of quarrelling and suspicion? They’ll be better off just with me.
MRS, MOREHEAD. No, they won't. A child peeds both its par-
ents in one home,

MARY. A home without love?

MRS, MOREHEAD. He’s terribly fond of you—

MARY. Mother, don't use that word! Oh, Mother, please. Every
argument goes round in circles. And it’s too jate now—

MRS, MOREHEAD, 1t never too late when you love. Mary, why
don't you cal this thing off? P'm sure that's what Stephen’s waiting
for.

MARY. (Bitterly.y Is it? He hasn't made any sign of it to me. Isn’t
he the one to come to me?

MRS, MOREHEAD. You're the one, Mary, who insisted on the
divorce.

MARY. But don’t you see, if he hadn’t wanted jt, he’d have fought
me—

MRS. MOREHEAD. Stephen’s not the fighting kind.

MARY, Neither am L

MRS. MOREHEAD. Damn these modern laws!

MARY. Mother!

MRS. MOREHEAD. Damn them, ! say! Fifty years ago, when wo-
men couldn’t get divorces, they made the best of situations like this.
And sometimes, out of situations like this, they made very good
things indeed! (Enter Jane, 1.)

JANE. Mr. Haines’ secretary, ma’am.

MRS. MOREHEAD. Telt her to come in. {Exit Jane) Now, go
bathe your eyes. Don’t let that_adding-machine see you like this.
And don’t be long. Remember, you have one more unpleasant task.
MARY. Mary?

MRS. MOREHEAD. The child must be told.

MARY. (Miserably, a little guiltily.) T have been putting it off,
Because—

MRS. MOREHEAD. Because you hope at the last minute a miracle
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wiil keep you from making 2 mess of your life. Have you thought:
Stephen might marey that girl?

MARY. (Very confident) He won't do that,

MRS. MOREHEAD. What makes vou so sure?

MARY. Because, deep down, Stephen does love nie— But he won't
find it out untl Pve—really gone away— (At door) You'll take
good care of the children, Mother? And make them write to me to
Reno once a week? And please, Mother, don’t spoil them so. (Exits
L)

MRS, MOREHEAD. Gracious! You'd think P’d never raised chil-
dren of my own! (Enter Miss Walts and Miss Frimmerback, n.
They are very tailored, plain girls. Miss Watts, the older and
plainer, carries brief-case.) How do you do, Miss Watis?

MISS WATTS. Hew do you do, Mrs, Morehead? This is Miss
Trimmerback from our office,

MISS TRIMMERBACK. How do you do?

MISS WATTS. She’s a notary. We have some papers for Mrs.
Haines to sign.

MRS. MOREHEAD. Anything { can do?

MISS WATTS. The children will be with you? (Mrs. Morehead
nods.) Any incidental bills, Mrs. Morehead, send to the office, But
you understand, bills arriving after the divorce will be assumed by
Mrs. Haines under the terms of the settlement.

MRS, MOREHEAD. Mrs. Haines will be with you in 2 minute.
Please don’t bother her with unnecessary details. She's—she’s
pressed for time. (Exifs r.)

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Gee, don’t vou feel sarry for Mrs.
Haines?

MISS WATTS. (Bifterly.} I don't feel sorry for any woman who
thinks the world owes her breakfast in bed.

MISS TRIMMERBACK. You don’t like her.

MISS WATTS. Oh, she never interfered at the office.

- MISS TRIMMERBACK. Maybe that's why he’s been a success,

MISS WATTS. He'd have gotten further witheut her. Everything
big that came up, he was too cautions, because of her and the kids.
(Opens brief-case, takes out papers and pen, arrandes papers, for
signing, on table) Well, thank heavens it’s almost over. He and 1
can go back to work. (Sits.)

MISS TRIMMERBACK. What about Allen?

MISS WATTS. {Guardedly.) What about her?
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MISS TRIMMERBACK. s he going to marry her?

MISS WATTS. 1 don't butt into his private affairs. Oh, I hold no

brief for Alfen. But I must say knowing ber gave him a new interest

in his work. Before her, he was certainly going stale. That had me

worried.

MISS TRIMMERBACK. (Sinking on sofa.) Weli, she’s lucky, I'll

say.

MISS WATTS. Oh?

MISS TRIMMERBACK, 1 wish T could get a man to foot my biils.
¥'m sick and tired cooking my own breakfast, sloshing through the
rain at 8 A. M., working like a dog. For what? Independence? A
tot of mdepeudence you have on a woman's wages. I'd chuck it like
that for a decent, or an indecent, home.

MISS WATTS. I'm sure you woulé.

MISS TRIMMERBACK, Wouldn’t you?

MISS WATTS. | have a home.

MISS TRIMMERBACK. You mean Plattsburg, where you were
born?

MISS WATTS. The office. That's my home.

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Some home! I see. The office-wife?
MISS WATTS. (Defiantly.) He could get along better without
Mrs. Haines or Allen than ke could without me.

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Oh, yot're very efficient, dear. But what
makes you think you're md1spensab§e7

MISS WATTS. I relieve him of a thousand foolish details. 1 re-
mtind him of things he forgets, including, very often these days, his
good opinion of himself, I never cry and I don’t nag. I guess I am
the office-wife. And a lot better off than Mrs. Haines. He'll never
diverce me!

MISS TRIMMERBACK. (Astonisbed.) Why, you're in love with
him! (Beth rise, face each other angrily.)

MISS WATTS. What i T am? I'd rather work for him than marry
the kind of a dumb cluck I could get— (Almost tearful.) just be-
canse he's a man— (Enter Mary, L)

MARY. Yes, Miss Watts.

MISS WATTS. (Collecting herself quickly.) Here are the inven-
tories of the furniture, Mrs. Haines. 1 had the golf cups, the books,
etchings, and the ash stands sent to Mr. Haines’ club. {Pauses.) Mr.
Faines asked if he could also have the portrait of the two chikiren.

MARY. (Looking at blank space over mantel.) Oh, but—
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MISS WATTS, He said it wouldn't matter, if you really didn't
care for him to have it.

MARY. It's in storage.

MISS WATTS. (Laying paper on table.) This will get it out. Sign
t]_1ere. The cook’s letter of reference. Sign here. (Mary sits, signs.)
The insurance papers. You siga here. (Miss Trimmerback signs
each paper after Mary.} The transfer papers on the car. What do
you want done with it?

MARY. Well, |

MISS WATTS. I[I find a garage. Sign here. What do you want
done if someone meets your price on this ap'%rtment‘

MARY. Well, I thought—

MISS WATTS This gives us power of attorney until you get back
Sign here,

MARY. But—I-— o
MISS WATTS. Oh, it's quite in order, Mrs. Haines. Now, Mr
Hzines took the fiberty of drawing vou a new will. (Places blue,
legal-looking document before Mary.)

MARY. {Tndignanty.) But—really—

MISS WATTS. If anything were to happen to you in Reno, half
vour property would revert to him. A detail your Eéwyers over-
tooked. Mr. Haines drew up a codicil cutting himself ott—
MARY, But I don’t understand legal language, Miss Watts | B
must have my lawyer-—

MISS WATTS. As you please, (Stiffly.) Mr. Haines suggested this
for your sake, not his, 'm sure you realize he has nothing but your
interests at heart. (A pause.) Sign here. (Mary signs, Miss Watts
signs.y We need three witnesses. (Enter Jane, ., with box of
flowers.) Your maid will do.

MARY. Jane, please witness this. It's my will.

JANE. (n tears.)) Oh, Mrs. Haines! (Signs.)

MISS WATTS. (Gathering all ihe papers) You can always make
changes, in the event of your remarriage. (Mary rises.) And don't
hesitate to let me know at the office if there is anything 7 can ever
do for you,

MARY. (Coldly.) There will be nothing, Miss Watts. .

MISS WATTS. (Cheerfully.y Oh, there are always tag ends to .a
divorce, Mrs. Haines. And you know how Mr. Haines hates to be
bothered with inconsequential details. Good day, Mrs. Haines, and
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pleasant journey to you! {Exit Miss Walls, R, followed by Miss
Trimmerback.) _ . ‘
JANE. (Sniveling as she places box on table) Mr. Haines said 1
was to give you these to wear on the train. (Exils abruptiy. Mary
slowly opens box, takes oul corsage of orchids and card.‘ Reads
dloud: “What can T say? Stepben.” Then throws them violently
in the corner. Enter Mrs. Morebead, little Mary, dressed for
street.)
MRS. MOREHEAD. All set, dear?
MARY. {Grimiy.) All set— Mary, Mother wants to talk to you
before she goes away. : ‘
MRS, MOREHEAD. Brother and 1 will wait for you downstairs.
(Exits Mrs. Morehead.) ‘
MARY. Mary, sit down, dear. (Litile Mary skips to sofa,' sils
down. A pause. Mary discovers it's going to be even more painful
and difficult then she imagined.) Mary—
LITTLE MARY. Yes, Mother?
MARY. Mary—
LITTLE MARY. (Perplexed by Mary's tone, which she feels bodes
no good to ber.) Have I done something wrong, Mother?
MARY. Oh, no, darling, no. {She sits beside little Mary, and takes
ber bands.) Mary, you know Daddy’s been gone for some time.
LITTLE MARY. (Sadly.) A whole month.
MARY. Shall T tell you why?
LITTLE. MARY. (Eagerly) Why?
MARY. (Plunging in.) You know, darling, when a man and wo-
man fall in fove what they do, don’t you?
LITTLE MARY. They kiss a lot—
MARY. They get married—
LITTLE MARY. Oh, yes. And then they have those children.
MARY. Well, sometimes married people don’t stay in love.
LITTLE MARY. What, Mother?
MARY. The husband and the wife-fall out of love.
LITTLE MARY. Why do they de that?
MARY. Well, they do, that’s all. And when they do, they get un-
married. You see?
LITTLE. MARY. No.
MARY. Well, they do. They—they get what is called a divorce.
LITTLE MARY. (Very matler of fact) Oh, do they?
MARY. You don’t know what a divorce I, but—
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LITTLE MARY. Yes, [ do.lgo tothe movies, don't 12 And lots of my

friends have mummies and daddies who are divorced.

MARY. [Relieved, kisses her.} You know ] ove you very much, don'tyou,
Mary?

LITTLE MARY. (A pawse) Of course, Mother.

MARY. Your father and [ are going o get a divorce, That's why Fm
going away. That'swhy— Oh, darling, Tcan'texplain toyou quite. But
I promise you, when you are older you will understand. And You'll
forgive me. You reaily will! Look at me, baby, please!

LITTLE MARY. (Her lips begin to tremble. ) 'm looking atyou, Mother
- Doesn’t Daddy love you any more?

MARY., Nao, he doesn’t

LITTLE MARY. Don’tyoulove him?

MARY. 1-—T>—no, Mary.

LITTLE MARY. Oh, Mother, why?

MARY. I— 1 don't know -— Butis jsn't either Daddy's or Mother's
fault.

LITTLE MARY. But, Mother, when youlove somebody Tthoughtyou
loved them untl the day you diel

MARY. Wiih children, ves. Butgrown-ups are different. They can fail
out ol love, ]

LITTLE MARY. Twon't fall out of jove with you and Daddy when |
grow up. Will you fall out of love with me?

MARY. Oh, no, darling, that's different, too.

LITTLE MARY. (Miserable) I don’t see how.

MARY. You'li have to take my word for it, baby it 5. This divorce has
nothing to do with cur love lor yow

LITTLE MARY. Butif you and Daddy —

MARY. (Rising and drawing little Mary up to her,) Darling, T'1l expiain
it better to you in the taxi, We'll go alone in the taxi, shall we?
LITTLE MARY. But, Mother,ifyouand Daddyare getting a divorce,
which one won't I see again? Daddy or you?
MARY. Youand Brotherwill live with me. That's what happenswhen
— when people get divorced. Children must go with their mothers.
But you'll see Daddy — sometimes. Now, darling, come along.
LITTLE MARY. Please, Mother, wait for me dovmstairs.
MARY. Why?
LITTLE MARY. 1 have to go to the bathroom.
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MARY. Then hurry along, dear— (Sees orchids on floor, and as
<he moves to door, stoops, picks them up, goes out. Little Mary
stands looking after her, siricken. Suddenly she goes to back of
chair, bugs it, as if for comfort. Then she begins to cry and beal
. back of chair with ber fists.) ‘

LITTLE MARY. Oh, please, please, Mother dear— Oht Daddy,
Daddy darting! Oh, why don’t you do something—do something—
Mether dear!

CURTAIN
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ACT I
Scene 1

A month later.

A roow in a lying-in bospital. L., a door to corridor. R.,
a window banked to sill with expensive flowers. C., 4
hospital bed, in which Edith, propped up in a sea of lace
pillows, lies with a small bundle at ber breast. A while-
uniformed nurse sits by window. The droop of her shoul-
ders is eloguent: Edith is a trying patient. As curlain
rises. £dith reaches across bundle to bedside table for a
cigarette, She can't make it.

EDITH. (Whining.) Nurse!

NURSE. (Rising wearily.) Yes, Mrs. Potter.

EDITH. Throw me a cigarette.

NURSE. Can’t you wait, at least until you're through nursing?
EDITH, How many children have you nursed? I've nursed four.
{Nurse lights ber cigarelte, Edith shifts bundle slightly.) Ouch!
Damn it! It's got jaws like a dinosaur. (Enter Peggy with box of
flowers.}

PEGGY. Hello, Edith.

EDITH. (Jn a faint voice.) Hello, Peggy.

PEGGY. (Putting flowers on bed) Here—

EDITH. How thoughtful! Nurse, will you ask this damn hospital
if they're equipped with a decent vase? (Nurse takes box, opens
flowers and arranges them, with olbers, in window.)

PEGGY. (Leans over baby.) Oh, let me see. Oh, Edith, isn’t he di-
vine!

EDITH. I hate that milky smeil

PEGGY. (Alarmed.) What's that on his nose?

EDITH. What nose? Oh, that's an ash. (Blows away ash. Hands
Pegqy a letter from bedside table.)

PEGGY. It's from Mary?

EDITH. (Nodding.) Al about how healthy Reno is. Not a word
about how she feels. 1 thought she cared more about Stephen than
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that. She sends her love to you and John. (Pedqy reads. The wail
of a new-born is beard outside.) Nurse, close that door. (Nurse
closes door.) 1 can’t tell you what that new-born yede! does to my
nerves. (To Peggy.) What're you so down in the mouth abeut? |
feel as badly about it as you do, but it was the thing Mary wanted
to do, or she wouldn’t have done it. hudging by that, she’s recon-
ciled to the whole idea. :

PEGGY. She’s just being brave!

EDITH. Brave? Why should she bother to be brave with her
friends? Here, Nurse, he’s through. (Nurse takes bundle from
her.) 1 told Phelps to be sure to tell Stephen that Mary’s perfectly
fappy. 1t will cheer Stephen up. He’s been going around like a
whipped dog.

PEGGY. Oh, Edith, please let me hold him! (Nurse gives Pedgy
the baby.) '

NURSE. (Smiling.) Careful of his back, Mrs. Day.

PEGGY. (Goes to window, bugging bundle) Oh, I like the feeling
sl

EDITH. You wouldn’t like it so much if you'd just had it. (Whim-
pering.) 1 had a terrible time, didn’t 1, Nurse? )
NURSE. Oh, no, Mrs. Potter. You had a very easy time. {She is
suddenly angry.) Why, woemen fike you don’t know what a ter-
rible time is, Try bearing a baby and scrubbing floors. Try hav-
ing one in a cold filthy kitchen, without ether, without a change
of linen, without decent food, without a cent to bring it up—and
try getting up the next day with your insides failing out, to cook
your husband’s—! (Controls berself.y No, Mrs. Potter, you didn’t
have a terrible time at all —T'll take the baby, please. (Sees reluc-
tant expression on Pegdy's face.) 1 hope some day yow’il have ane
of your own, Mrs. Day. (Nurse exits with baby. Peggy breaks into
tears.

EDIT)H. Well, for God's sake, Peggy, that ofd battle-axe didn’t
hurt my feelings a bit! They're il the same. If you don’t get
peritonitis or have quintuplets, they think yor've had a picnic—
(Pedqy sits beside bed, crying.) What's the matter?

PEGGY. Oh, Edith-—John and 1 are getting a divorce!

EDITH. (Patting ber band.) Well, darling, that’s what I heard.
PEGGY. (Surprised.) But—but we didn’t decide to until last night.
EDITH. (Cheerfully.) Oh, darling, everybody could see it was in
the cards. Money, I suppose?
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PEGGY. (Nodding) Oh, dear! I wish Mary were here—
EDITH. Well, she’ll be there. (Laughs.) Ob, forgive me, dear. T do
feel sorry for you. But it is funny.

PEGGY. What's funny?

EDITH. It's gonna be quite a gathering of the clan, (Silting up
in bed, full of energy to break the news.) Howard Fowler’s
bounced Sylvia out right on her ear! He's threatened to divorce
her right here in New York if she doesn’t go to Reno. And name
her voung customer’s mar—— '

PEGGY. But—Howard’s always known—

EDITH. Certainly. Howard hired him, so he'd have plenty of time
for his own affairs. Howard’s got some girl he wants to marry. But
nobody, not even Winchell, knows who she is! Howard’s a coony
cuss. (Laughing.) 1 do think it's screaming. When you remember
how Sylvia always thought she was putting something over on us
girls! (She laughs so hard, sbe gives herself a stitch. She falls back
atmeng ber pilfows, Timp and martyred.)

PEGGY. (Bitterly.) Life’s awfully unattractive, isn’t it?

EDITH, (Yawning.) Oh, I wouldn’t complain if that damned stork
would take the Indian sign off me.

CURTAIN

ACT H
SCENE 2

A few weeks later. Mary’s living room in a Reno botel.
In vear wall, a bay window showing a view of Renc's
squat roof-tops and distant Nevada ranges. L., doors to
kitchenetle, bedroom. R., a door to corridor. A plush
armchair, a sofa. Tn corner, Mary's half-packed trunks
and bags. Tt is all very drab and ugly. As curlain rises,
Lucy, a slatternly middle-aged, busky woman in a house-
dress, is packing clothes that are strewn on armchair and
table, She is singing in a nasal falsetto.

LUCY.
Down on ole Smokey, all covered with snow,
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I lost my true lov-ver, from courtin’ too slow.

Courtin’ is pul-leasure, partin’ is grief,

Anna false-hearted lov-ver is worse thanna thief— ‘
(Peqgy enters, R. She wears a polo-coat and a wool tam. She is
on ihe verge of tears.)

PEGGY. Lucy, where’s Mrs. Haines?

LUCY. Down waiting for the mail. You'll miss her a lot when she
goes tomorrow? (Peggy nods, sinks, dejected, on .sofa) Mrs.
Haines is about the nicest ever came here.

PEGCY. 1 hate Reno. -

LUCY. You didn’t come for fun. (Goees on with her packing and
singding.) _

The grave’ll de-cay you, an’ change you tuh dust,

Air’t one boy outta twenty, a poor gal kin trust—
PEGGY. You've seen lots of divorcees, haven’t you, Lucy?
LUCY. Been cookin’ for ’em for ten years,

PEGGY. You feel sorry for us? _

LUCY. Well, ma’am, I don’t, You feel plenty sorry enough for
yourselves. {Kindly.) Lord, you ain’t got much else to do.
PEGGY. (Resentfully.) You've mever been married, Lucy.
LUCY. (Indignant) P've had three—

PEGGY. Husbands?

LUCY. Kids!

PEGCGY. Oh, then you're probably very happy—-

LUCY, Lord, ma’am, I stopped thinking about being happy years
ago.

PgEGCY. You don’t think about being happy?

LUCY. Ain’t had the time, With the kids and all. And the old man
such a demon when he’s drinking— Them big, strong, red-headed
men. They're ferce.

PEGGY. Oh, Lucy, he beats you? How terrible!

LUCY. Ain’t it? When vyou think what a lot of women in this hotel
need a beating worse than me.

PEGGY. But you live in Reno. You could get a divorce overnight.
LUCY. Lord, a woman can’t get herself worked up to a thing like
that o§ernigbt. I had a mind to do it once. | had the money, too.
But | had to call it off.

PEGCY. Why?

LUCY. I found out I was in a family way. (A rap on door.)
PEGGY. (Going to ber.) Lucy, tell Mrs. Haines I must talk to her
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—alone-—before supper— (Enter Countess de Lade, 1. She wedrs
a gaudily checked riding habit, carries an enormous new sombrero
and a jug of corn liquer.)

COLINTESS. Ah, Peggy, how are vau, dear child?

PEGGY. All right, Countess de Lage,

COUNTESS. P've been galloping madly over the desert all day.
Lucy, here’s a wee juggie. We must celebrate Mrs. Haines’ divorce.
PEGGY. Oh, Countess de Lage, I don’t think a divorce is any-
thing to celebrate.

COUNTESS, Wait ll you've lost as many husbands as I have,
Peggy. (Wistfully) Married, divorced, married;, divorced! But
where Love feads [ always follow. So here I am, i Reno.
PEGGY. Oh, | wish I were anywhere else on earth. -
COUNTESS. My dear, you've got the Reno jumpy-wumpies, Did
vou go to the doctor? What did he say?

PEGGY. He said it was——the altitude,

COUNTESS. Well, la, la, yourll get used to that. My third hus-
band, Gustav, was a ski instructor. [f one lives in Switzerland,
Peggy, one has simply got te accept the Alps. As I used to say to
myself, Flora, there those damn Alps are, and there’s very little
even you can do about it

PEGGY. Yes, Countess de Lage. (Exits, burriedly, L)
COUNTESS. Ch, | wish she hadn’t brought up the Alps, Lucy. It
always reminds me of that nasty moment 1 had the day Gustav
made me climb to the top of one of them. (Sits in armchair.)
Lucy, pull off my boots. (Lucy kneels, tugs at her boots) Any-
how, there we were. And suddenly it struck me that Gustav had
pushed me. (Tragically.) 1 slid halfway down the mountain before
I realized that Gustav didn’t love me any more. (Gaily.) But Love
takes care of its own, Lucy. 1 slid right into the arms of my fourth
husband, the Count.

LUCY. (Rises, with boots.) Ain’t that the one you're divorcing
now? '
COUNTESS. But of course, Lucy. (Plaintively.) What could I do
when 1 found out he was putting arsenic in my Bromo Séftzer?
Ah! L'amour! E’amour! Lucy, were you ever in love?

LUCY. Yes, ma'am.

COUNTESS. Tell me about it, Lucy. _

LUCY. Well, ma’am, 2in’t much te tell. T was kinda enjoyin’ the
courtin’ time. It was as purty a sight as you ever saw, to see him
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come lopin’ across them hills. The sky so big and blue ,and.that
hast of his blazing like the be-jesuss in the sun. Then we d sit on
my back fence and spark. But, ma'am, you know how the‘m big,
strong, red-headed men are. They just got to get to the point. S0
we got married, ma’am. And patcherly, 1 ain’t had no chanct to
think about love since— .
COUNTESS. (She has not been listening.} The trouble. W;t!"l me,
Lucy, is U've been marrying too many {oreigners. I think I'll go
back to marrying Americans, (Enter Airiam. R. wzthouft a mud-
mask. She is a breezy, flashy red-bead, about 28, wearing a the-
atrical pair of Tounging pajdmads.}
MIRIAM. Hya, Lucy?
LUCY. "Bvening, Mrs. Aarons, (Exils R} '
MIRIAM,. Hya, Countess, how’s rhythm on the range? {Sees jug
on table, pours Countess and herself drinks.) :
COUNTESS. Callop, gallop, gallop, madly over the sagebrush! B?t
sow. Miriam, I'm having an emotional relapse. In two week's I'tt
be f';ee, free as a bird from that little French bastard. But whither,
oh, whither shalt T fly?
MIRIAM. To the arms of that comboy up at the dude ranch?
COUNTESS. (Modestly) Miriam Aarons!
MIRIAM, Why, he’s nuts for you, Countess. He Hkes yvou better
than his horse, and it’s such a damn big horse.
COUNTESS. (Rises, and pads in her stocking-feet to sefa) Well,
Buck Winston is nice. So young. So strong. Have you noticed the
play of his muscles? (Reclining.) Musical. Musical.
MIRIAM. He could crack a cocoanat with those knees. if he ccu'xld
get them together. Say, Countess, that guy hasn’t been arousing
your honorable intentions in you, has he?
COUNTESS. Yes, Miriam, but I'm different from the rest _of vou.
Pve always put my faith in love. Still, I've had three divorces.
Dare 1 risk a fourth? ' ,
MITTAM. What are you risking, Coontess, or maybe [ shouldn’t
2
zfgijhiTESS. ! mean, Miriam, 1 could never make 2 success of
Buck Winston at Newport,
MIRIAM, Bven Mrs. Astor would have to admit Buck’s handsome.
if 1 had your dough, U'd take him to Flollvweod frst, then Mew-
et
%%}iiN?ESS. Hollywood? Why #ot? | might turs him into a pic-
&0

ture star. After all, my second husband was a gondofier, and a
month after 1 married him, a Duchess eleped with him. Ah!
L'amour! (Enter Sylvia, r., wearing smart dinner dress. Her trip
to Reno bas embittered bui not subdued ber.)

MIRIAM. Hya, Sylvia? Going to a hall?

SYLVIA. (Pours drink.) Doing the town with 2 boy friend.
MIRIAM. Where'd you pick him up?

SYLVIA. The Silver State Bar. 'm not going to sit around moping,
tike Mary. _

COUNTESS. Poor Mary. If her husband gave her the flimsiest ex-
cuse, she’d take him back.

SYLVIA. She has no pride. I'd roast in hell before I'd take Howard
Fowler back. Kicking me out like that! After all T sacrificed!
MIRIAM. Such as what?

SYLVIA. I gave him my youib! :

COUNTESS. (Dreamily.) Hélas, what else can 2 woman do with
her youth but give it to a man?

MIRIAM. Hélas, she can’t preserve it in alcohol.

COUINTESS. (Practical.) But, Sylvia, how could your husband
kick you out, if you were a femme fidele?

SYLVIA. Of course, [ was a faithful wife, (HMiriam snorts) What
are you Jaughing at?

MIRIAM. Two kinds of women, Sylvia, owls and ostriches. (Raises
ber glass.) To the feathered sisterhood! To the girls ‘who get paid
and paid. (Parentbeticaily.}) And you got paid plenty!

SYLVIA. You bet | got plenty! The skunk! And I'd have got
plenty more, if only I could have pinned something on him.
MIRTAM. Didn't you try?

SYLVIA. Certainly not. To put it mildly, Howard has been im-
potent for years! '
COUNTESS. T pever got a sou from any of my husbands except
my first husband, Mr. Strass. He said the most touching thing in-
his will, I remember every word of it. “To my beloved wife, Hora,
I feave all my estate in trust to be administered by executors, be-
cause she is an A No. 1 schlemiel.” (Touched anew.) Wasn't that
sweet? (Enter Mary, r. She is subdued. She is carrying some
letters.)

MIRTAM. Hya, queen?

MARY. Fine.

MIRIAM. Y2 le
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COUNTESS. Mary, I'm starved. {Lucy enlers, L., lakes Tary's
hat)

MARY. Supper’s nearly ready. As my last official act in Rene, i
cooked the whole thing with my hands, didn't 1, Lucy?

LUCY. All but the steak and tomatoes and dessert, Mrs. Haines.
(Exits, L)

MARY. (Gives letter to Sylvie, glancing, as she does so, at inscrip-
tion.) For you, Sylvia. From Edith?

SYLVIA. You couldn’t miss that infantile scrawl. (Pointedly.) You
didn’t hear from anyone?

MARY. No. ' : e

SYLVIA. Well, darting, Stephen’s hardly worth a broken heart.
MARY. The less you have to say about me and Stephen the better
1 like it! : : :

SYLVIA. P'm only trying to cheer you up. That’s more than you do
for me. o ' :

MARY. P'm doing enough, just being pleasant to yot.

SYLVIA. My, you have got the jitters, dear.

MIRIAM. Hey, Sylvia, we're all out here in the same boat, Mary’s
laid off you. Why don’t you lay off her?

SYLVIA. Oh, Pm just trying to make her see life isn’t over just be-
cause Stephen let her down. (Opens her letter. A batch of press-
clippings falls out. Countess picks them up, reads them idiy, as
Sylvia goes on with letter.)

COUNTESS. You see, Miriam? What else is there for a woman
but Pamour? : '

MIRIAM. There’s a little com whiskey left. (She potrs another
drink.) '
COUNTESS, Cynic, you don’t believe in Cupid.

MIRIAM. That double-crossing little squirt! Give me Donald
Duck. (To Mary.) Have a drink? (Mary shakes bead.) Listen,
Babe, why not—relax? You'd feel better—

MARY. (Laughing.) Miriam, you're not very chatty about your
own affairs. '

COUNTESS. (Suddenly engrossed by clippings from Sylvia's Tet-
ter.) Miriam, you sly puss, you never even breathed that you knew
Sylvia’s husband. :

SYLVIA. (Looking up from letter.) What?

COUNTESS. (Rises.) Sylvia, listen to this from Winchell: “Mir-
tam Vanities Aarons is being Renovated. Three guesses, Mrs. Fow-
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ler, for whose Ostermoor?” (Sylvia snatches clippings from ber.)
MIRIAM. Why can’t those lousy columnists leave a successful
divorce alone? ’

COUNTESS. (Reading anotber clipping.) “Prominent stockbroker
and ex-chorine to marry.” :

SYLVIA. (To Miriam.) Why, you dirty little hypocrite! (During
this, Pegqy bas entered and goes back of sofa. She listens but does
not join group.)

MARY. (Going to her.} Now, Sylvia—

SYLVIA, Did you know this?

M:RY. No. But, Sylvia, why do you care? You den’t love How-
ard-——

SYLVIA. (Brushing ber aside.) Love has nothing to do with it. She
just wants Floward for his money! '

MIRIAM. And what did you want him for? I made Howard pay
for what he wants; you made him pay for what he doesn’t want.
COUNTESS. Why Sylvia, I thought you said Howard was im-
potent? What a lovely surprise! Besides I'll stay bought. That's
more than you did, Sylvia.

MIRIAM. If Howard’s impotent, so is Ali Kahn.

SYLVIA. Why, you dirty little troliop!

MIRIAM. Don’t start calling names, you Park Avenue push-over!
(Sylvia gives Miriam a terrific smack. Tn the twinkling of an eye,
they are pulling bair. Mary seizes Sylvia's arm, Sylvia breaks loose.
Countess tugs at Miriam's belt, as Lucy comes in, looks at fight
with a rather professional eye, and exits for smelling-salis.)
COUNTESS. Girls, girls, calmez-vous! (Her interference enables
Sylvia to slap Miriam unimpeded.)

MIRIAM. (Shoving the Countess on sefa.) Out of the way, you fat
old—1 (Sylvia grabs Miriam's bair.) Ouch, let go! (Sylvia is
about to use her nails. Mary takes a band.)

MARY. I won’t have this, you hear! (Mary's interference allows
Miriam to give Sylvia a terrific kick in the shins.)

SYLVIA, (Routed, in sobs.) Ouch! You bitch, you! (As she turns
away, Miriam gives her another well-placed kick, which straightens
Sylvia ub.}

MIRIAM. Take that! (Sylvia, shrieking with rage and bumiliation,
grabs Miriam again, sinks ber white teeth info Miriam’s arm. Af
this mayhem, Mary seizes her, shakes her violently, pushes ber
sobbing into armchair.)
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MARY. (To Miriam.) That's enough,

MIRIAM. She’s drawn bleod!

MARY. There’s iodine in the bathroom.

MIRIAM. Todine? I need a rahies shot. (Exits R}

SYLVIA. (Biubbering, nursing ber wounds.) Oh, Mary, how could
vou tet her do that to me!

MARY. (Coldly.) P'm terribly sorry, Sylvia.

SYLVIA. The humiliation! You're on her side. After all I've done
for you!

MARY. What have you done for me?

SYLVIA. | warned youl

MARY. (Bitterly.} I'm not exactly gratefet for that.

SYLVIA. (Hysterical) Oh, aren’t you? Lisien to me, you ball of
conceit. Yow're not the object of pity you suppose. Plenty of the
girls are tickled to death you got what was coming to vou. You
deserved to lose Stephen, the stupid way you acted. But 1 always
stood up for you, Jike a toyal friend. What thanks do T get? You
knew about that woman, and you stood by gloating, while she—
MARY. Get out of here! (Lucy enters from bedroom, with spirits
of ammonia, as Sylvia gives wdy completely to bysteria, and,
screaming with rage, picks up ash trays, dlasses, and cigarette
boxes, and burls them violently against wall, while Lucy tries {o
get bottle under ber nose.)

SYLVIA. (At top of ber lungs.) I hate you! I hate you! { hate
everybody-

LUCY. (Takes Sylvia firmly by shoulders, forces botile under ber
nose.} Listen, Mrs, Fowler! You got the hy-strikes! (Rushes ber
dasping, sobbing, to door.)

SYLVIA. You wait, Some day your'll need a woman friend. Then
youll think of me— (Exit Lucy and Sylvia, struggling helplessly,

R.} _

COUNTESS. (Rising from sofa} Poor creatures. They've lost
their equilibrium because they’ve lost their faith in love. (Philo-
sophically.) L'amour. Rememisher the song Buck made up, just for
me? (Pours berself a drink, sings a cowboy song:) “Oh, a man can
ride a horse to the range above, But a woman’s got to ride on the
wings of love, Coma 2 ti-yi-yippi a yippi yi-yay.” (Throws jug
over her shoulder, and exits r., still singing, as Miriam enlers, the
ravages of ber fight repaired with a handkerchief.)

MIRIAM. The coast clear?

&4

PECGY. Oh, that was the most disgusting thing I ever saw.
MIRIAM. Right, kid, we’re a pair of alley cats—

MARY. You should not be here, Peggy, to see it at all. (She picks
up ash trays, etc.)

MIRIAM. What the hell are you doing here?

MARY. John wanted to buy a car.

PEGGY. With my money! John couldn’t afford a car.

MARY, But vou could. What was his—is yours. What is yours—
is your own. Very fair.

PEGGY. A woman’s best protection is to keep a little money of her
own.

MARY. A woman’s best protection is—the right man, (With gentle
sarcasin.) Obviously, John isn't the right man and Peggy will for-
get all about him in another month.

PEGGY. No, 1 won't. [ can't Because——because— (Bursls inlo
tears.) Oh, Mary, 'm going to have a baby. Oh, Mary, what shall
I da?

MARY. Peggy, what’s his telephone namber?

PEGGY. (Quickly.) Eldorado 5-2075. (Miriam goes at once fo
phone. Gels operator, gives number.) But oh, Mary, I can’t tefl
him!

MIRIAM. Why? Isn't it his?

PEGGY. Oh, of course!

MIRIAM. And make it snappy, operator.

PECGY. 1 always wanted it. But what can I do with it now?
MIRIAM. Land it with the Marines—

MARY. Peggy, vou've shared your Jove with him. Your baby will
share vour blood, your eyes, your hair, your virtues—and your
faults— But your little pin-money, that, of course, you could not
share.

PEGGY. Oh, Mary, I know I'm wrong. But it’s no use—you den't
know the things he said to me. I have my pride.

MARY. (Bitterly.) Rena’s full of women who all have their pride.
PEGGY. You think P'm like them.

MIRIAM. You've got the makings, dear.
MARY. Love has pride in nothing—but its own humility.
MIRTAM. (At phone.) Mr. Day, please. Reno calling—Mr. Day?
My God, he must live by the phone. Just hofd the— (Peggy leaps
to phone.)
PEGGY. Hello, John. (Clears her throat of a sob.) No, 'm not

63



sick. That is, T am sick! That is, Pm sick to my stomach. Oh, John!
I'm guing to have a baby-— Oh, darling, are you?—Oh, darling,
do you?—Oh, darling, so am 11 So do 1t *Course, | forgive you=——
Yes, precious. Yes, lamb. On the very next train! John? (A kiss
into phone. 1t s returned.) Oh, Johnny, when I get back, things are
poing to be so different—! John, do you mind if 1 reverse the
charges? (Hangs up.) { can’t stay for supper. I've got to pack.
MARY. When you get back—don’t see 100 much of your gitl
friends for a while. :

PEGGY. Oh, I wor’t, Mary. It's alt their fault we're here.

MARY. Not—entirely.

PEGGY. Good-bye! Oh, Fm so happy, [ could cry. (Exits R
MIRIAM, Cetting wise, aren’t you?

MARY, Know all the answers.

MIRIAM. Then, why’re you here?

MARY. I had plenty of advice, Miriam. (Phone rings. Miriam goes

o 1t)

MIRIAM. Hello. No, we completed that call, operator. (Hangs
up.) :

MARY. Cigarette?

MIRIAM. (Suddenly.) Listen.

MARY. There’s nothing you can say I haven't heard.

MIRIAM. Sure? T come from a world where a woman’s got t0
come out on top—or it’s just too damned bad. Maybe [ got a new
slant.

MARY. (Wearily.) All right, Miriam. Talk to me about my—
legal rights. Talk to me bout security— What does it all come
to? Compromise.

MIRIAM. What the hell? A woman’s compromised the day she’s

born.
MARY. You can’t compromise with utter defeat. Fle doesn’t want

me.

MIRIAM. How do you know?

MARY. How do | know—why else am I here?

MIRIAM. (A pause. Then, mock-tragically.) Because you've got
no guts, Mary Haines. It happened to me—I [ost my man, too.
MARY. (Smiling.) You?

MIRIAM. Oh, it only happened once. Cot wise to myself after
that. Look, how did T lose him? We didn't have enough dough to
get married. I wouldn’t sleep with him until we did. 1 had ideafs—
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God knows where T got ’em. I held out on him-— (Sighs.} Can
you beat it? 1 tiked him a lot better than Pve ever liked anybody
since. What'd my Romeo do? Got himself another girl. T made 2
terrible stink, Why shouldn’t 17 1 should. But what 1 ought not to
have done was say—sgood-bye. | was fike you.
MARY. I don’t understand.
MIRIAM. Then get a foad of this. T should of licked that girl where
she licked me—in the hay.
MARY. Miriam!
MIRIAM. That's where you win the first round. And if T know
men, that's still Custer’s Last Stand. (Mary walks away from ber.)
Shocked you? You're too modest. You're ashamed. O. K., sister.
But my idea of love is that love isn’t ashamed of anything.
MARY. (Turning to ber) A good argument, Miriam, So modern.
So simple. Sex the cause, sex the cure. It’s too simple, Miriam.
Your love battles are for—lovers—or professionals. (Genily.) Mot
for a man and woman who've been married twelve quiet years!
Ok, [ don’t mean I wouldn’t love Stephen’s arms around me again.
But T wouldn’t recapture, if | could, our-—young passion. That was
the wonderful young thing we had. That was part of our youth,
like the—babies. But not the thing that made him my husband,
that made me his wife—Stephen needed me. He needed me for
twelve years. Stephen doesn’t need me any more.
MIRIAM. T get it, (Phone rings.) That's why P'm marrying this
guy Fowler. He sure needs me. I T don’t marry him he'il drink
himseif to death in a month, the poor dope.
MARY. (At phone) Yes? No, operator, we completed-- You say
New York is cailing Mrs, Haines? She'll take that cail— (7o
AMiriam.) Stephen!
MIRIAM. Listen, make him that speech you just made me!
MARY. (Radiant} | knew he’d call. I knew when the last moment
came, he'd realize he needed me.
MIRIAM. Tor God’s sake, tell him that you need him!
MARY. Hello—hello? Stephen? Mary, Yes. I'm very cheerful. It’s
so good to hear your voice, Stephen. I-— Why, yes, the final de-
cree is pranted tomorrow at 12—but, Stephen, 1 can— (Fright:
ened.) But, Stephen! No-—of eourse—} haven't seen the papers.
How could 1, out here? (Long pause.) Yes, 1'd rather you told me.
Of course 1 understand the position you're both in. No, 'm not
hitter, not bitter at alt— I--T hope you'll both be very happy. No,
a7




I have no plans, no plans at all—- Stephen, do you mind if T hang
up? Good-bye, Stephen.—Good-bye—

MIRIAM. He’s marrying her?

MARY. Tomorrow! Oh, God, why &id 1 fet this happen? We were
married. We were one person. We had a good life. Oh, God, I've
heen a fool!

MIRIAM. Sure you have. Haven't we all, sister?

CURTAIN

ACT 1T
SCENE 3

Early evening, two Years later. Crystal's batbroom. L.,
a black marbleized tub with frilled shower-curtains. Tn
a nicke, back of tub, d gilded French phone. R., @ satin-
skirted dressing table, covered with glittering toilet bat-
tles and cosmelic jars. Towel-racks piled with embroi-
dered bath-towels, €., a door to Crystal's bedroom. As
curtain rises, Crystal is lolling in the bath, reading a
madazine, simoking, as Helene, a chic French maid enters.

HELENE. Madame has been soaking an hour.

CRYSTAL. (Rudely.) So what?

HELENE. But monsieus—

CRYSTAL. Monsieur is going out with me and my friends, whether
he likes it or not, Has that kid gone home yet?

HELENE. Madémoiselle Mary has just finished the supper with her
daddy. Madame, monsieur is s0 anxious that you say good night
to her.

CRYSTAL. Listen, that Lid doesn’t want to bid me beddy-bye any
more than I do. He’s tried for two years to cram Us down each
other’s throats. Let her go home to her mommer. (Passes Helene
a brush) Here—scrub— Some day I'm going to slap that kid
down. She’s too— (s Helene scrubs too hard) Ow! You're tak-
ing my skin off— Oh, I'm so bored 1 could— (Hurls the soap
across the room.) Helene, never marry a man who’s deserted a
“good woman.” He's as cheerful as a man who's murdered his poor
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old mother. (Telephone rings.) Get out! And, Helene, when Mrs.
Fowler comes, keep her downstairs, if you have to sit on her. (Exit
Helene, Crystal picks up the telepbone. Her voice melts.) Hello,
darling, Y'm in the tub. I'm shrivelled to a peanut waiting for this
call. No, Pm not afraid of a shock. You ought to know— Oh, Buck,
I'm going to miss you like nobody’s business. I can’t tell you what
it did to me, locking the door on our tittle apartment— I'll say we
had fun! Coma ti-yi-yippy, what? Oh, no, say anything you like.
"This is the one place where I have some privacy. (Crystal’s back is
to door. She does not bear a brief rap.) Listen, baby, must you
really go to the coast? Oh, the hell with Mr. Goldwyn, (Enter
little Mary. She stands besitantly against the door.) Listen, vou
don’t have to tell me what you sacrificed to have a movie career.
've seen that cartoon you married. If Flora was ever a Countess,
Pm the Duchess of Windsor. Well, Buck, maybe she’s not such a
half-wit, but— (Sees litile Tary.) Oh-—call me back in two min-
ates. VPve had a small interruption. (Hangs up.) Whe told you to
come in here?

LITTLE MARY. (Politely.) Daddy. Good night. { Turns to go.)
CRYSTAL. (Sweetly.) Oh, don’t go, darling. Hand me that brush.
LITTLE MARY, (Genily.) Please?

CRYSTAL. Please. (Litile Mary gives her brush.)

LITTLE MARY. Good night. (Goes fo door.}

CRYSTAL. My, yow're in a hurry to tell Daddy about it.
LITTLE MARY. About what?

CRYSTAL. My talk on the telephone.

LYTTLE MARY. I don’t understand grown-ups on the telephone.
They all sound sifly. Good night.

CRYSTAL. Good night, who? (A pause.) You've been told to call
me Aunty Crystal. (A pause.) Why don’t you do it?

LITTLE MARY. (SHll edging to door.) Yes.

CRYSTAL. Yes, what?

LITTLE MARY. (Lamely.) Yes, good night.

CRYSTAL. (Angry.) You sit down!

LITTLE MARY. Oh, it's awfully het in here. Fve got my coat on.
CRYSTAL. You heard me! (Little HMary sits on stool before dress-
ing table, squirms.) We're going to have this out, -FPve done my

damn—my level best to be friends with you, but you refuse to co-
operate.

LITTLE MARY. What?
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CRYSTAL. Co-operate.
LITTLE MARY. (Nodding mechanically.) Co-operate. -
CRYSTAL., (Exasperated.) Answer my question. You don't like
me. Why?

LITTLE MARY. (Rising.) Well, good night, Crystal—
CRYSTAL. I said, why?

LITTLE MARY. (Very patienily.) Listen, Crystal, my mother tald
me | wasn’t to be rude to you. .

CRYSTAL. For the last time, young lady, you give me cne good
reasan why you don't like me.

LITTLE MARY. 1 never said 1 didn’t like you, Crystal.
CRYSTAL. But you don’t like me, do you? S
LITTLE MARY. No, but I never said so. I've been very polite,
Crystal, considering you're something awful!

CRYSTAL. Wait till your father hears this! o
LITTLE MARY. (Suddenly deflant.) Listen— Daddy doesn’t think
vou're so wonderful any more!

CRYSTAL. Did he tell you that? ‘
LITTLE MARY. No. Daddy always pretends you're all r{ght, b‘nt
he’s just ashamed to have Mother know what‘ a mean, sifly w’lfe
he’s got. And I don’t tell Mother what we think, because you've
made her cry enough, Crystal. So I'm not going to co-operate ever!
CRYSTAL. Get out! '

LITTLE MARY. (Goes to door, then turns, rather superior) And
another thing, | think this bathroom is perfectly r'idimfulf)usi Good
night, Crystal! (Exits. Phone rings. Crystal grabs it, irritable.}
CRYSTAL. Yes, darling— That Haines brat. God, she gets u.nde:r
my skin!—No, she didn’t hear anything. What good would it ,do
her, anyhow? You're off in the morning, and Lord kr}ows we've
been discreet— What? You are? (Giggling.) Dining with the first
Mrs, Haines?-Well, darling, lay off the gin. It makers you talk
too much.—Well, just be careful, darfing. {(Enter Sﬂma, wstbogt
knocking. She wears elaborate evening dotm, and carries a cock!ar.!‘
These two years have bad no appreciable effect on Sylvia. She is
ber old Act 1 self again.)

SYLVIA. Yoohoo! May | come in? ’
CRYSTAL. (Jn phone.) No, this is not the Aquarium. It's Grand
Central Station. (Hangs up.)

SYLVIA, Who was that?

CRYSTAL. A wrong number.
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SYLVIA. You were talking to a man.

CRYSTAL. Pass me that sponge.—FPlease,

SYLVIA. (Waiting on Crystal.} Oh, Crystal, you know you can
frust me.

CRYSTAL. And that eye cup.

SYLVIA. There must be someone. After all, Pve known Stephen
for years, He’s really not your type. I often wonder how you two
got together. | was wlling my psychoanalyst zbout it. You know,
I've got to tell him everything.

CRYSTAL. That must be an awful effort.

SYLVIA. 1 don't mind discussing myself, But talking about my
friends does make me feel disloyal. He says Stephen has a Guilt
Complex.

CRYSTAL. What?

SYLVIA. (Cheerfully.) He savs men of Stephen’s generation wers
brought up to believe that infidelity is a sin. That’s why he al
lowed Mary to divorce him, and that’s why he married you, Crys-
tal. He had to marry you just to convince himself he was not 2
sexual monster,

CRYSTAL. Yes? Well, if Stephen is a sexual monster, psycho-
analysis is through,

SYLVIA. And he says you've got a Cinderella Complex. He says
most American women have. They’re alf brought up to believe that
marriage to a rich man should be their aim in life. He says we
neither please the men nor function as child-bearing animals—
CRYSTAL. (Bored and angry.) Will vou function yourself into
the bedroom? '
SYLVIA. (Hurt) [ don't think that's the way to talk to me, after
all Pve done for you. When you married Stephen you didn’t know
a soul. It wasn’t easy to put you over. Evervbody was on Mary’s
side.

CRYSTAL. They still are. They never miss a chance to remind me
what a noble, useful woman Mary has become since she left
Stephen.

SYLVIA. (Comforting.) My dear, she’s miserablet Why, she never
sees a soul,

CRYSTAL. She’s having a dinner party tonight,

SYLVIA. Edith told me. She’s going. And Fora,
CRYSTAL. Flora?
SYLVIA. The Countess de Lage. Mrs. Buck Winston? My God, |
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have to laugh when [ think of Flora actually turning that cowbay
into a movie star. Of course he’s not my type, but he’s positively
the Chambermaid’s Delight—
CRYSTAL. (Fiercely.) Will you shut up?
SYLVIA. But, Crystal—
CRYSTAL. 1 said shut up— (Calling.} Helene!
SYLVIA. Well, T think you're very ungrateful.
CRYSTAL. Well, take it up with your psychoanalyst. {Helene en-
ters.) Helene, draw the curtains. I want to take a shower.. (Sylu:fi
goes to door as Helene draws curldins.) That's right, Sylvia—wait
in the bedroon. ’
SYLVIA. (Sees scales, decides to weigh berself.) Oh, dear, T've
lost another pound. I must remember to teil my analyst. You Emm?',
everything means something. (Shower goes ot Helene exits. Sylvia
geis off scales. During the following monclogue, she goes to Crys~
tal's dressing table, where she examines all the bottles and fars.)
But even my analyst says no woman should try to do as much as I
do. He says | attach too much value to my feminine friendships.
He says | have a Damon and Pythias Complex. 1 guess [ have
given too much of myself to other women. He says women are
natural enemies— (Picks up bottle.) Why, Crystal, | thought yeu
didn't touch up your haie— (Sniffing perfume) My dear, I
would't use this. You smell it on every tart in New York. That
reminds me— (Going to shower-curtains) If you do have an
affair, Crystal, for heaven’s sake, be discreet, Remember what
Howard did to me, the skank. {Peeking in.) My, you're putting on
weight. (gomg' back to dressing table, she sits down, and begins to
pry in all the drawers)) But men are so mercenary. They think t}{ey
own you body and soul, just because they pay the bills— T tried
this cream. It brought oot pimples— Of course, Crystal, if you
were smart, yowd have a baby. It's the only real hoid a woman
has— (Helene enters.)
HELENE. Monsicur says will madame be long?
SYLVIA. Can’t you see she’s rushing?— (Helene exils. Shower
goes off.} Men are so selfish! When you're only making yourself
beautiful for them. (Opens anoiher drawer.) 1 wish I could find a
man who would understand my need for a companion— (Finds a
key, examines it.) Why, Crystal, what are you doing with a key
to the Gothic Apartments? (Crystal's bead paps from bebind cur-
tain.) ' _
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CRYSTAL., What?—Oh- {(Nerpously.} Oh, that! (Playing for
timne.) Throw me a towel, Sylvia!

SYLLVIA. (Bringing ber towel.) That's where Howard had me fol-
fowed. The doorman there is a professional blackmailer! {Crystal
has wrapped berself in a big towel, now steps from behind shower-
curtain and sits on rim of tub to dry her legs.) 1 asked my psycho-
analyst about him, and he said blackmailers are really perverts who
can’t think of a good perversion. So they blackmail people instead.
CRYSTAL. (Going to dressing table} Really? Well, he can’t black-
mail me now. (As she passes Sylvia, she lightly snatches key from
ber.) The Gothic Apartments are where Stephen and 1 had to go,
before the divorce. | keep it for sentimental reasons. {Smiling, she
drops key back in drawer, locks it.)

SYLVIA. Poor Stepheni My dear, T thought tonight how tired he
looked, and old. Crystal, Pve told you everything., Tell me: how
long do you think you can be faithful to Stephen?

CRYSTAL. (Making up ber face) Well, life plays funny tricks.
The urge might hit me tomorrow.

SYLVIA. 1 doubt it, pet. You’re a typical blonde.

CRYSTAL. So what?

SYLVIA. (Leftiy.) Most blondes are frigid.

CRYSTAL. Really? Well, maybe that's just a dirty piece of bru-

neite propagandal

CURTAIN

ACT I
SCENE 4

i1 o'clock the same night. Mary's bedroom. A charming,
simple room. L., a door to dressing-rcom. ., a door to
bail, As curtain rises, Jane is arranging a number of eve-
ning wraps on the bed. Miriam, Mary and Nancy are en-
tering.

MIRIAM. Thanks, baby, a lot! I never was at a wetter dinner.
MARY. It was a success. I left Reno two years ago today. This was
a memorial dinner for you old Renoites, and your new husbands.
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MIRIAM. T get it. Listen, there's no soap eating out your heart,
sister!

NANCY, Mary, if I had a heroine in one of my books who be-
haved the way you do, my two readers would never believe it. No
one man is worth it.

MIRIAM. Say, the whole Racquet Club’s not worth it— Speaking
of my dear husband Howard—the skunk—-can I have a whiskey
and soda? :

NANCY. Make it two. (Jane exils ®.)

MIRIAM. 1 lay off when Howard’s around. I'm weaning him from
the bottle by easy stages. He’s in the secendary stage now.
NANCY. What stage is that?

MIRIAM. He puts ice in.

MARY. Mow’s matrimony, Miriam? Making a go of it?
MIRIAM. I'm doing a reconstruction job that makes Boulder Dam
iook like an egg-cup. (Enter Peddy, R.)

PEGGY. Oh, Mary, can’t we get off to the party? I have to get
home early. Little john always wakes up. Little John said the
cutest thing the other day. (A dramatic pause.) He said da-da—!
NANCY. When does he enter Columbia? (Enter Jane with [ray
and bighbalis.)

MARY. Jane, tell Mrs. Winston the ladies are ready to go.
JANE. Mrs. Winston, ma’am, is drinking with the gentlemen.
MARY. Well, telf her to come up. (Exit Jane.)

MIRIAM. What's the hurry? Two more snootfuls, and Flora will
float up on her own breath. (Enter £dith, R.) '

EDITH. (Petulantly.) Mary, 1 wish you had an elevator in this
house. It's so difficult to walk upstairs in my condition.

MARY. Edith, are you Catholic or just carefess?

EDITH. Mary, isa't this your old furniture?

MARY. Yes. : _
EDITH. T think vou should get rid of it. There’s nothing that keeps
a woman so in the dumps as sleeping in 2 bed with old associations.
Mary, you're carrying this nunnery business too far. How do you
expect to find anyone else, if you don’t make an effort?

MARY. I don’t want anyone, Edith. (Mock cynical.} 1 hate men!
Men are awful—

EDITH. Oh, they're not all like Stephen, dear,

MARY. I saw plenty of men when I came back from Reno. They're
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all alike. They never leave you at your own front door without 2

wrestling-match.

MIRIAM. It beats me how, in a taxi, the nicest guy turms into

Harpo Marx.,

EDITH. You know 1 asked Phelps about that once. 1 said, “Why

does a man always act like 2 Don Juan in a taxi?” And he said

it was a hang-over from their bachelor days when a man’s sex life

was conditioned by the dlick of the meter. Mary, want to hear

something about Sylvia? (Mary, Miriam, Nancy and Peqdy:

chorus, "Nol™) Well, Sylvia's going to a psychoanalyst. She says

you destroyed all her faith in friendship.

MARY. As if any woman needed to go to a psychoanalyst to find

out she car’t trust women.

EDITH. Mary, you've grown awfully cynical.

MARY. Isn't “wise” the word? 'm beginning to understand wo-

men.

NANCY. Too bad! That's the beginning of woman’s inhumanity to

WwOoTan.

EDITH. {Moving to doer, 1.) Oh, they're going to talk philosophy,

Peggy. Come on in here while I powder my nose.

PEGGY. Edith, did I tell you how little John said (A breathless

pause.) da-da?

EDITH. Listen, 1 wouldn’t care if this one was born reading

Shakespeare! {They exit, as enter Mrs. Morebead, in sireet clothes,

R)

MRS, MOREHEAD. Oh, hello, girls! Hello, dear. Party over?

MARY. Enioy the movies, Mother?

MRS. MOREHEAD. I wish 1 could make up my mind whether or

not [ like the Beatles. {Euter Cousniess de Lage, r. She is a tangle

of tulle and jewels. She bas a slight “'edge” on.}

COUNTESS. Such a lavely dinner! It's so wonderful to see all our

lives temporarily settled!

MARY. My mother, Mrs. Morehead, Mrs., Winston, Mrs. Buck

Winston.

MRS. MOREHEAD. (Trying to place the name.) Buck Winston?

MARY. The movie star,

MRS, MOREHEAD. Ah, yes! (Pleasanily.) My granddaughter

adores your son on the screen.

COUNTESS. {(Good-naturedly.) 1 daresay the public does see

Buck as just a boy. And it is a trifle absurd me being married to a
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movie star. But, Mrs. Morehead, you wouldn’t believe how many
of my Newport friends who ridiculed Buck when 1 married him
positively claw for invitations to Hollywood. Mais 13, East is East
and West is West, but I always say Le Cinema is the Great Level-

ler!

MRS. MOREHEAD. You don't say! (Edges to hall doar.)
COUNTESS. Mrs. Morehead, do whip into something and come
along with Mary to my party. The Casino Reof. Everyone’s clam-
ored to come. 1 have no idea who's going to be there.

MRS, MOREHEAD. Well, you're sure 1o know somebody. {To
Mary) Later, deas? (Mary nods, Mrs. Morehead escapes, R.)
COUNTESS. (Gatbering ber wrap.) Mary, you're not coming?
MARY. I'm very tired, Flora.

COUNTESS. Oh, you're €ross because Buck’s had a wee droppie.
MIRIAM. Don't be modest, Flora, Your groom is stinko.
COUNTESS. 1 do wish he wouldn’t drink straight gin. You know,
he’s not allowed to. Mr. Zanuck put that in the new cantract,
MIRIAM. Countess, you should have all your marriage contracts
drawn up by Mr. Zanuck,

COUNTESS. Mary, do come. This is really our farewell party. I'm
never coming back to New York.

MARY. What's wrong with New York, Flora?

COUNTESS. (Whispering.) Mary, can 1 trust you?

MARY. Of course, Flora!

COUNTESS. (Jo otbers.) You will keep this just between the four
of us?

MIRIAM. Sheot, Flora, it's 2 nationwide hookup!

COUNTESS. {Settling herself beside Mary on foot of bed.) Well,
you know how Buck was? (Wistjully.) So—-s0 jmpassioné?
MIRIAM. That boy fiad something.

COUNTESS. (Jartly.) Well, he hasn’t got it any more, Miriam!
First, | thought it was just gin, intesfering with his lihido— {Tear-
fully.)y But now I think Buck is deceiving me—-

NANCY. How incrediblie!’

COUNTESS. Wetl, have no proof. Except he comes home every
afternoon smefling of a strange perfume.

MARY. Where does he say he's been?

COUNTESS. Visiting his horse. But Trixie was shipped to Holly-
wood last week. You remember, 1 was photographed with her in
the baggage-car? Now he says he’s been going to the Grand Cen-
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¢ral Gymnasium, But I telephoned today. Some great oaf answered.
[ said: “Is Buck Winston there?” He said: “Who? No.” S0 1
said: “My dear good man, he comes every day.” So he said:
“My mistake, lady, he’s inside now boxing with James Bond.”
MARY. Peor Flora!

COUNTESS. (Practical.) That's why 1 think it’s safer just to keep
floating around.

MARY. 1 understand—T'amour,

COUNTESS. L’amour, yes, but jamais, (She has ber Tucid mo-
ments.) jamais lopsided amour!

MARY. (Laughing.) Lopsided amour is better than no amour at
all, Flora, let him make a fool of you. Let him do anything he
wants, as [ong as he stays. He’s taking the trouble to deceive you.
{?'Ia,ljf to berself.) And if he took the trouble, he really must have
cared—

NANCY. The Voice of Experience.

MIRIAM. (To Countess.) Come on, chin up.

NANCY. That's right. Both of them! (Enter Peggy and Edith.)
COUNTESS. (Rising.) Oh, cheries, you missed it! T was just say-
ing—now you will keep this just among the six of us?—I suspect
Buck of being unfaithful. OFf course, i's my own fault, 1 should
have had him watched. The way I did all the others. T wish I'd
found out where he’s had that apartment!

PECCY. An apartment—?

COUNTESS. Where would you expect him to go? Central Park?
Why, it's winter.

PEGGY. Oh, I've always heard people went to hotels.
COUNTESS. But, cherie, Buck couldn’t go to 2 hotel. You know
what would happen. At the most inopportune moment someone
would say: “Mr. Winston, may 1 have your autograph?” It hap-
pened to us on our wedding night. I would have sent for the man-
ager, but it was the manager asking for the auwtograph, (Exits ®)
EDITH. (Getting ber wrap.) Darling, you really worn’t come to
Flora’s party?

MARY. No, Edith!

EDITH. Then 1 can tell you. Of course, I know how you feel
about your Ex—and his New Deal—though 1 think you'd be glad
he's so happy.

MARY. 1 am. |
EDITH. Sylvia telephoned tonight. She and Crystal and Stephen
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are going on to the Roof with a theatre party. Well, darling, i
dor’t feel much like going myselt. I loathe this dress. My husband
says 1 look as though 1 were going to sing Wagner in it. (Exits R.)
NANCY. Think I'll go, too, Mary! It’s a good chance to study
Park Avenue’s flora and fauna. And I'm writing a new book. It's
called “Gone with the Ice-man,” or “Sex Has No Place in the
Home.” (&xils with Peggy.)

MIRIAM. (To Hary.) Listen, Queen, change your mind! Let’s go
on to the party!

MARY. No, Miriam.

MIRIAM. Well, Pm going. Wish you could see the cooing-fest
Howard and ! put on for Sylvia— Shall I spit in Crystal’s eye for
you? (Mary shakes ber bead.) Yow're passing up a swell chance,
sister! Where | spit no grass grows ever! (&xils. Jane enters, R.
Mary begins to unfasten her dress, takes off ber jewels, lays them
on dresser.}

MARY. Jane, turn down my bed.

JANE. Yes, ma’am. (Mary goes into boudoir, L.)

MARY. (Off stage.) Did Mary have a nice time with her father?.
JANE. {Jurning down bed.) Well, ma’am, you know how she is
when she comes home. '
MARY. (Off stage.) I'm afraid she’s never going to get used to it.
JANE. She takes after you, ma’am, if you'll pardon me. Always
brooding. Sometimes, ma'am, 1 think it would be better if she
didn’t see her father. Or maybe, ma’am——though it's none of my
business—if you could find some nice man— (Enter Plrs, More-
head, Rr., in wrapper and slippers.)

MRS. MOREHEAD. Going to bed, darling?

MARY. (Off stage) Yes, Mother. _

MRS, MOREHEAD. Shall we chat for a'r_:iji_{}ment? Jane; Ul have
a cigarette.

JANE. (Surprised.) Mrs. Morehead!

MRS. MOREHEAD. Those dreadful women made me nervous.
Why Mrs. Flaines tolerates them even once a year is beyond me!
MARY. {Entering, in a nightgown.) An object lesson. Smoking,
Mother?

MRS. MOREHEAD. Oh, you, too?

MARY. Metoo?

MRS. MOREHEAD. I just fele your father give me a spooky pinch.
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You'd think after ten years his ghost might have grown more
tolerant.

JANE. Good night, ma’am. (Switches off side-lights.)

MARY and MRS, MOREHEAD. Good night, Jane. {(&xit Jane,
Mary gets into bed, opens book, flips through it}

MRS, MOREHEAD. (Sitting on bed.) Good beok?

MARY. Don’t know. Nancy just gave it to me. It's about—love.
Poetry. All about love. (Reads.} “When love beckons to you, fol-
low him, though his ways are hard and steep. And when his wings
enfold you, yield to him— Though his voice may shatter your
dreams as the North Wind lays waste the garden.”

MRS. MOREHEAD, Well, all I can say is, that’s very tactless of
Nancy. (Suddenly.) Oh, Mary, I wish you could find—

MARY. (Slams book shut) Seme nice man. We've been all over
that before, Mother. T had the only one I ever wanted, I lost him—
MRS. MOREHEAD. It wasn’t entirely your fault,

MARY. If T hadn’c listened to everyone, everything but my own
heart!

MRS. MOREHEAD. He loved her.

MARY. He still dees, Though you know, Mother, Pm just begin-
ning to doubt it.

MRS, MOREHEAD. Why?

MARY. Because so many people, like Edith, make a point of telling
me how much he foves her. Oh, Mother, Pm terribly tired.

MRS. MOREHEAD. Well, do cheer up, darling. Living alone has
its compensations, You can go where you please, wear what yeu
please and eat what you please. I had to wait twenty years to order
the kind of meal I liked! Your father called it bird-food— And,
heaven knows, it’s marvelous to be able to sprawl out in bed, like
a swastika, Good night, darling.

MARY. Good night, Mother,

MRS, MOREHEAD. Don't read by that light. Youw'll hurt your
eyes. (Exits. Mary props berself against pillows, begins to read,
Enter little Mary, in nightgown, barefooted, very sleepy.)

LITTLE MARY. Mother?

MARY. Darling, what's the matter?

LITTLE MARY. (Goes to bed.) I had a bad dream!

MARY. Darling, what was it?

LITTLE MARY. 1 forget. Let me craw! in with you, Mother.
MARY. (Helping ber in.) Pm so restless,
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LITTLE MARY. I don’t mind if you kick me. You know, that's
the only pood thing about divorce; you get to sleep with your
mother. (She kisses ber. A pause.) I taste lipstick.
MARY. I haven’t washed yet. Good night, darling.
LITTLE MARY. You know, you're a very sympathetic mother.
MARY, Am 1?
LITTLE MARY. Ok, ves. So would you just tickle my back?
MARY. Al right. But go to sleep— (A pause.)
LITTLE MARY. She’s so silly!
MARY. Who?
LITTLE MARY. Crystal.
MARY. Ssh— .
LITTLE MARY. I told Daddy so tonighe.
MARY. Oh, you mustn’t hurt Daddy’s feelings.
LITTLE MARY. Mother?
MARY. Sssh!
LITTLE MARY. I think Daddy doesn’t love her as much as you
any more.
MARY. What makes you think so, Mary?
LITTLE MARY. He told me so after [ saw Crystal.
MARY. What?
LITTLE MARY. But he said T mustn’t tell you because, naturally,
why do you care how he feels. (A pause.) Oh, don’t stop tickling,
Mother. (A pause.) Mather?
MARY. Yes?
LITTLE MARY. What's anyone want with a telephone in the bath-
room?
MARY. I don’t know, Sssh!
LITTLE MARY. Crystal has one. She was awful mad when I
walked in on her while she was talking.
MARY. Sleep, Mary!
LITTLE MARY. Mother, who's the Duchess of Windsor?
MARY. What a guestion!
LITTLE MARY. Well, Crystal said on the telephone if somebody
else was a Countess, she was the Duchess of Windsor!
MARY. Realiy!
LITTLE MARY. Good night, Mother.
MARY. Good night, baby. (A pause.)
LITTLE MARY. | wonder if it was the same man you had for
dinner.
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MARY. Maybe, ssh!

LITTLE MARY. I thought so.

gﬁzg (ﬁuriously.) If who was the same man?

. ARY., Crystal was talking to, so lovey-d

MARY. (Protestingly.} Oh, Mary! e
LITTLE MARY. Well, the front part was the same, Mother
MARY. (A pause) The front part of what? r ‘
LITTLE MARY. His name, Mother!

MARY. (Taking ber by shoulders.)) What are you talking about?
LITTLE MARY. That man Crystal was talking to in the bathtub.
MAR}’_ (Half shaking ber) Mary, what do you mean?

LITT LE. MARY. I mean his front name was Buck, Mother! (Mary
dets duickly oul of bed, rings bell on table) Oh, Mother, what are
you doing? f
ﬁ?%\"g ic; At; ;Ieg), darling. (Begins to pull on her stockings.)

3 . Grown-ups are so sudden. A ing?
MARY. Yoo Mo, P sudden. Are you dressing?
LITTLE MARY. You forgot you were invited t ty 2
MARY. Almost, Mary. e A b
LITTLE MARY. What are you going to do when you get there
Mother? I
MARY. | dan’t.know yet. But Pm going to do something.
LITTLE MARY. Well, have a good time! (Rolls over. Then sud-
denly sits up.) Mother!

MARY. Yes?

LITTLE MARY. I remember now I had something to tell !
MARY. (Eagerly) Yes? orene o ey
LITTLE MARY. (Dolefully.) 1 was awfully rude te Crystal.
MARY. T'll forgive you this time. (Enter Jane.)

JANE. You ring, ma’am?

MARY. Yes. My evening dress, Jane, and a taxi—and don’t stand
there gaping! Hurry! Hurry!

CURTAIN
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ACT I}
SCENE 3

Later, the same night. Powder Room at the Casino Roof.
The decoration is rich, tawdry and modernistic. R, @
swinging door from lobby. L., anotber lo the washrooms.
The rest of the wall-space, L. and R is taken up by
counter-like dressing tables and mirrors. Rear wall is a
great window overlooking the glitfer of midnight Man-
battan. An overstuffed sofa and an armchair upholstered
in modernistic fabric. Near the door, R., a screen bides
the coat-rack. By this, a chair for Sadie, a little old wo-
man in a black maid's uniform and apron. As curlain rises,
Sadie is reading a tabloid, which she puls down when two
flashily dressed girls enter from lobby. They check their
wraps.

1ST GIRL. Its jammed.

IND GIRL. Ok, my boy-friend’ll get a table. (Enter two society
women. They move directly across stage to washroom.)

1ST WOMAN. My dear, won’t he let you?

IND WOMAN. No, he won't.

1ST WOMAN. How incredibly foul!

AND WOMAN. P'm heartbroken, But I have to be philosophicaf;
after all, missing one winter in Palm Beach really won’t kill me.
(Enter " Cigarettes, a pretty girl in white satin blouse and short
black skirt. Carries tray of cigareties.)

1ST GIRL. {Mowving L.) Thought you and the boy friend had 2
row?

aND GIRL. We did.

1ST CIRL. What about?

aND GIRL. His wife.

1ST GIRL. His wife? What right has she got to butt in?

9ND GIRL. He’s got some cockeyed idea that after twenty years
he can't kick her out. (They exit L)

CIGARETTES. Jeepers, why don’t they get sick of this joint night
after pight! Same music, sarme act, same faces,

SADIE. They like familiarity. It gives them confidence.
CIGARETTES. Il say they like familiarity. Most of them shoving

a2

Zr(:iund that floor would be more comfortable with each other in

ed.

SADIE. In bed? If they was to get that over, what would they use

for conversation? (Enter a Dowager and a Debutante, r. They

move direclly across stage.}

DOWAGER. ~—dancing like that! What can those boys think of

you?

DEBUTANTE. (Wearily.) Ch, Mother.

DOWAGER. Guzzling champagne like that! After all I spent on

your education!

DEBUTANTE. Oh, Mother.

DOWAGER. It's one thing to come out. [t's quite another fo go -

under the mble! {They exit, L)

SADIE, —Getting married, dearie?

CIGARETTES, (Sinking, very tired, on arm of a chair.} As soon

as Mike gets a job. It ain’t fair! Why, we could get married and

have a family on that coat— Sadie, wh'd’va say if | was to tell

yvou I'm a Commyanist?

SADIE. I'd say ya was bats. | was a Norman Thomas fan. Where’d

it get me? {Enter Countess, piloted by Nancy and Miriam. She is

tight and tearful. Miriam and Nancy get her, with some difficulty,

to the sofa.)

COUNTESS. (Tacking.) How could Buck do such a thing to me!

Oh, the Dr. Jekyll{ The Mr, Hyde! Which was which?

QI/HRIAM. Pipe down or you'll put an awful dent in his career,
ora.

COUNTESS. What of my career? 've had five husbands. Buck’s

thz ﬁm one who ever told me what he really thought of me—in

public.

NANCY, It takes all kinds of husbands to reund out a career like

yours, Flora.

COUNTESS. He told me he’d been deceiving me for months.

Right in the middle of “Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.” (XKicks off

shoes.y Oh, I feel so—superfluous!

MIRIAM. (Jo Sadie.) A broma-seltzer,

COUNTESS. Bromo-seltzer? Qu'-est-que c’est que ca?

NANCY. It will settle your—superfluity. Flora, did he tell you the

fady’s name?

;ZOLEI(NTESS. (Tndignant.) Unfortunately, Nancy, he’s not that
runk.
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MIRIAM. (As Sadie exits, =) And another drink for Mr. Win-
ston!

COUNTESS. No, Miriam. He wouldn’t tell me her name, because
she’s a married woman. Buck js very proletarian. He just said she
was a natural blonde.

NANCY. That ought to narrow down the field.

COUNTESS. He said she was pretty as a painted wagon.
MIRIAM. Oh, you're a pretty damned colorful Calliope yourself.
Snap out of it, Flora. You know, you're going to forgive him. .
COUNTESS. (Firmly.) P'd forgive unfaithfulness, but not bast? in-
gratitude. ] rescued him from those prairies, I married him. \Vha.t
thanks do | get? (Wailing.) He says ne'll be a cockeyed coyote if
he'll herd an old beef like me back to the coast!

NANCY. Let this be your lesson. Don’t let your next husband be-
come financially independent of you.

COUNTESS. Now, don’t lecture me, Nancy. Every time I marey
I learn something. This has taught me once and for all—you can’t
expect noblesse oblige from a cowboy— (Sitting up.) Ohbh, my
eyes! They're full of mascara.

NANCY. (Helping ber off couch. To Miriam.) We've got to g_e‘f
her home. Il get Buck and meet us in the lobby. We're headin
for the last reund-up! {Nancy exi's r.) _
COUNTESS. No. There’s a telephone in there. And Pm going to
call up Mr. Zapuck.

MIRIAM, Now, Flora, what can he do?

COUNTESS. 1 just want to remind him he can’t make a picture
with Buck until T say se. -

MIRITAM, Why not?

COUNTESS. T own Buck’s hosse! {Miriam gives a cowboy yell,
staps Countess an back. They exit lo Ladies' Room as Sadie, with
a bromo-seltzer, enters &, followed by Cigareites.)

CIGARETTES. What's it all about? 7

SADIE. (Picks up Countess’ shoes, as she crosses L.) One gets you
ten—some man, _

CIGARETTES. Bet he isn’t worth it.

SADIE. You can always collect on that one. {Exits L., as re-enfer,
L., Dowager and Debutanie.) ‘
DOWAGER. —Laughing and joking with those boys like that!
DEBUTANTE. Yes, Mother.

DOWAGER. What can they think of you?
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DEBUTANTE. Yes, Mother.

DOWAGER. And don't think T didn’t overhear that Princeton boy
call me an old drizzle-puss, cither! {Exits R.)

SADIE, (Enters, L., to Cigarelles) She wants gin in her bromo-
seltzer. (Enler Mary R and Miriam 1)

MIRIAM. (Frotesting.) Crystal’s not in there. I don’t think she’s
in the joint.

MARY. She’s coming. 1 know it.

MIRIAM. So what are you going to do when you find her? (Sadie
takes Mary's wrap.)

MARY. I don’t know. But I've got to find her tonight. Buck’s going
to Hellywood in the morning.

MIRIAM. Say, why don’t you settle this matter with Stephen?
MARY. I have no proof, I tell you! But if Buck is as drunk as you
say, he'll give away something,

MIRTIAM. Listen, he’s been trying ail night to give Flora away to
the doorman. Get a twenty-dollar bill?

MARY. Yes.

MIRIAM. That'l} get Buck locked in the men's room till we need
him. (Exils, R, with Mary, as enter, 1., the twe sociely wemen,
They cross the stage.)

1ST WOMAN. Not three pounds?

2ND WOMARN. Three pounds!

1ST WOMAN. How divine! Aren’t you ecstatic?

IND WOMAN. Yes, but it’s the moral satisfaction. Just bananas
and milk for one whole week! That called for enormous character!
(They exit, R}

CIGARETTES. (TJo Sadie.) Comes the Revolution, she’ll diet
plenty. (Enter Peggy and Edith, r. They powder, at mirror, R.)
PEGGY. T wish T hadn't come.

EDITH. Well, your husband didn’t want you to.

PECGY. {Goes for ber wrap.} Flora was disgusting!

EDITH. But it was funny. Even the kettle drummer was laughing.
(Sadie gives £dith and Peggy their wraps.)

EDITH, My dear, whe conld stand the fife we lead without a sense
of humor? But Flora is a fool. Always remember, Peggy, it's matri-
monial suicide to be jealous when you have a really good reason.
PEGGY. Edith, don’t you ever get tired of giving advice?
EDITH. Listen, Peggy, I'm the only happy weman you know.
Why? 1 don’t ask Phelps or any man to understand me. How could
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he? Pm a woman. {Pulls down her corset.) And I don’t try to un-
derstand them. They're just animals. Who am [ to quarrel with the
way God made them? I've got security. And I say: “What the
hell?” And let nature take its course—it’s going to, anyway. (They
exil, R., as enler the 2 girls, L.)

AND GIRL. (Powdering at mirror, L) —So there we were on Sat-
tiday night and it’s Atlantic City. And he says: “I potta go home
tomorrow, baby?’ And 1 says: (Pulls up ber stockings.) “Why
dia got t0?” And he says: “My wife always expects me home on
Easter Sunday.” So I says: “What's she expect ya to do? Lay an
egg?”’

1g§gT GIRL. They got no sentiment. {Enter, R, a girl, in distress.
The shoulder strap of ber very low décolletage has broken.)

GIRL IN DISTRESS. (To Sadie)) Have you got a safety pin? 1
was never so embarrassed! (Sadie dets pin.)

AN} GIRL. (Crossing, r) So 1 told him, “I had a great career
until you made me give up the stage, you lunkhead. For what? A
couple of cheesy diamond bracelets? A lousy car, which every
time it breaks down you got to have the parts shipped over from
Traly.” (Girls exit)

GIRL IN DISTRESS. (Clutching right breast) It practically
popped out into the soup. So my escort says, “Don’t look now,
you've just dropped something!” 1f only it had been the left one.
It's so much better. (Enter Crystal and Sylvia, R They move to
check their wraps with Sadie.)

SADIE. just a minute, please. (They go to mirror, L)

SYLVIA. Stephen is in 2 meod. ’

CRYSTAL. He can take it and like it,

GIRL IN DISTRESS. (Jo Sadie.) Does it show now?

SADIE. Not what it did before, miss.

GIRL IN DISTRESS. Thank you. (She exits, ®. Sadie takes Crys
~ tal's and Sylvia's wraps.) '

CRYSTAL. Is my mouth on straight?

SYLVIA. Crystal, vou didn’t come here to see somebody, did you?
CRYSTAL. Oh, Sylvia, can’t you lay off that for a minute? (Enter
Mary and Miriam, 1.}

MARY. (Moving forward resolutely.) Mrs. Haines, this is a great
pleasure!

CRYSTAL. (Jurning.) [ beg your pardon?

MARY, Such a lovely party! | was afraid you weren’t coming.
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{Introducing Crystal and Miriam and Sylvia) Mrs. Fowler, Mrs.
Haines, Mrs, Fowler, Mrs. Fowler,

MIRIAM. (Graciously.) Chawmed. Chawmed.

SYLVIA. {(Bridling.) This is absurd.

MARY. Modern life is complicated. When you came in | was just
telling Miriam-—

CRYSTAL. ©Oh, come along, Sylvia, The lady is tight.

SYLVIA. Mary, when did you begin drinking?

MARY. (Jo Crystal) Early in the evening, with Mr, Winston.
You know Mr. Winston, don’t you?

CRYSTAL. (At door.) I'm afraid [ don’t.

SYLVIA. Of course you do, Crystal, I introduced you to him.
Don’t you remember?

CRYSTAL. Oh, yes, at a cockeail party.

MARY. Well, he’s in the lobby now, waiting for someone, Mrs.
Haines, and drunker than you can possibly imagine, You'd find
him very difficult to handle, in front of Stephen. (Crystal sud-
denly changes ber mind about going info lobby, meves toward
washroom.)

SYLVIA. Crystal, where are you going?

CRYSTAL. I wor't stand here and listen to drivel!

MARY. 1 wouldn’t go in there, either, Mrs. Haines. Buck’s wife’s in
there now, having hysterics. She’s found out that Buck has been
deceiving her.

CRYSTAL. Really! What has that to do with me?

MARY. A good deal, P'm afraid. You seem to be the woman.
SYLVIA, (Delighted.) Why, Crystall—Are you?

CRYSTAL. H he used my name, it's a le! He'’s just the cheap
SOrt— :

MARY. Tomorrow it will be common gossip. [ den’t think Ste.
phen’s going to like it.

SYLVIA. Oh, Crystal, he’s going to Joathe it! But my psycho-
analyst is going {0 adore it.

CRYSTAL. {Going to ber.) What are you trying to do? Pin some-
thing on me, in front of witnesses?

SYLVIA. Whatever she’s driving at, Crystal-— (Pointing fo Mir-
iam.} that little tramp put her up to it!
CRYSTAL. ({To Sylvia)) Keep out of this!
MIRIAM. Yeah, check it, Sylvia, we're minor league this evening.
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CRYSTAL. All right, Mrs. Haines, you've been listening to the
ravings of a conceited fool. What did he tell you?
MARY. (Playing for time, or inspiration.) Really, Mrs. Haines,
this is very embarrassing.
CRYSTAL. (Brazening it oul) Yes, Mrs. Haines, isn’t it? Exactly
what do you think you know about me?
MARY. Everything! (A pause. Crystal laughs.)
CRYSTAL. Then why are you standing here talking to me? You
ought to be outside spilling it to Stephen. Youw're bluffing. Come
along, Sylviat :
MARY. {Also moving to door. Crystal stops) That’s very good
advice. T will tell Stephen, '
CRYSTAL. Oh, he wouldn’t believe vou.
SYLVIA. Oh, you can’t tell, Crystal! He’s terribly fond of Mary.
CRYSTAL. Now get this straight, Mrs. Haines. You handed me
your husband on a silver platter. (Enter Nancy, 1.} But I'm not
returning the compliment. 1 like what P've got and I'm going to
keep it. I can’t be stampeded by gossip. What you believe and what
Stephen believes will cut no ice in a divorce court. You need proof
and you haven’t got it. When Mr. Winston comes to his senses,
he'lf apologize. And Stephen will have no choice but to accept my
explanations. Now that's that! Good night!
MARY. (Desperately.) 1 hope Mrs. Winston will accept your ex-
planations.
CRYSTAL. What have | got to explain to her?
MARY. (With a conviction she does not feel.) What about the
apartment?
CRYSTAL. What apartment?
MARY. You know as well as I do.
CRYSTAL. Oh, stop trying to put two and two together--
MARY. Oh, Mrs. Winston did that. She had you watched-—she’s
seen you both. '
CRYSTAL. (Defiantly.) Seen us both? Doing what?
MARY. Going in, and coming out!
CRYSTAL. Going in and coming out of where? (A pause.) You're
lying!
SYLVIA. (Warningly.) 1 wouldn’t be so sure, Crystal!
MIRIAM. Sounds like the McCoy to me, Crystal,
CRYSTAL. Shut up!
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SYLVIA. Oh, Crystal, why didn’t you confide in me? (Crystal
turns to door again, triutmnphant.)

MARY. (Dismayed) Sylvia, didn't she?

SYLVIA. Certainly not! (Crystal smiles, very pleased with her-
self.) She’s the cat that walks alope. (Goes to Crystal) Why,
Crystal, T could have told you some place much safer than the
Gothic Apartments.

CRYSTAL. (Exploding) Why, you big, loud-mouthed idiot!
SYLVIA. How dare you!

CRYSTAL. I'd like to slap your stupid face.

SYLVIA. (Backing up.) How dare you! Oh, Mary, how dare she?
MIRIAM. Oh, T've got a job to do on Flora. (She pats Sylvia af-
fectionately.) Kiss you when I get back, Sylvia. (£xifs 1.)
NANCY. And I'll explain the facts of life to Stephen. (Nancy
exils R.)

CRYSTAL. (To Mary, flercely.) You're trying to break up my
marrjage!

SYLVIA. The way vou did hers, you floosie!

CRYSTAL. (Nasty) Well, maybe yorw're welcome to my—left-
overs.

MARY. (Calmly) T'll take them, thank you.

SYLVIA. Why, Mary, haven’t you any pride?

MARY. That's right. No, no pride; that’s a luxury & woman in
love can’t afford. (Enler Countess and Miriam, 1. Miriam goes to
Sadie, gets Countess' and ber own wraps.)

COUNTESS. {(Rusking for Crystal.} Oh, vou—you horse thief!
MARY. (Stopping ber.) Flora, it’s really too bad—
COUNTESS. (Jo Crystaly You—vou painted wagon!
CRYSTAL. So you're determined to have a scandal, Mrs, Haines.
COUNTESS. 'm the one who's going to have the scandal. Why,
Mary, she’s no more a blonde naturelle than I am. What's the
creature’s name? Miriam {orgot to tell me.

MARY. Mrs. Stephen Haines, currently.

COUNTESS. Is that the thing Stephen left you for? Well, cherie,
all T can say is, you're an idiot! I hope I never live to see the day
when an cobvious piece like that cenquers me on the champs
d’amour! {She exits, r., followed by Miriam.)

CRYSTAL. {Jo Bary.) You were lying. That old fool didn’t know
about us. (Sadie gives Mary ber wrap.)

MARY, I'm afraid she dido’t. (Enter Nancy, R}
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NANCY. There’s a gentleman called Mr. Haines. He says he's
been waiting a long time for his wife— (Crystal moves to get ber
wrap.) .
MARY. (Stepping between her and Sadie) 7 am coming. (&xit
Nancy quickly.)
SYLVIA. Mary, what a dirty female trick you played!
CRYSTAL, Yes! From the great, noble little woman! You're just a
cat, like all the rest of us!
MARY. Well, I've had two years to sharpen my claws. (Waves ber
band gaily to Sylvia) Jungle Red, Sylvia! Good night, ladies!
(Exits, Teaving Crystal and Sylvia alone. As curtain falls, Crystal
raises ber bag to belt Sylvia, and Sylvia backs fearfully away.)

OR
CURTAIN FALLS—Then rises to find Crystal and Sylvia pulling
bair,
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PROPERTY LIST

Act I-Scrng |

magazine

silver tea set (tray, creamer,
sugar, teapot, hot water pitcher)
face scarf for tray

napkins

tea set

snuffalite ash trays

score pad and pencil

decks cards

table pad

cloisonné cigaretie box
cloisonné ash bowl
glass cigarette box
cups

saucers

cake plate

sandwich plate

padded jacket in box
glass ash tray

e T S R -G

Acr 1—Sceng 2

hand mirrer

blue cotton jar

podiatrist case

manicure basket (files, ete)
manicure bowl, brush

glass ash tray

sandwich plate

! hrass ash tray

1 long-handled dust pan
t long-handled brush

1 special book

2 dozen towels

{ pitlow

Acr [—Scewne 3

‘toilet set (brush comb, mirror)

bottle astringent

box Kleenex

small blue bottles
glass bowl (glass ice)

1 doily, 1 guest towel
1 blue atomizer

2 blue jars

1 special book

Act i—5cEnE 4

sherry glass
blue hand mirrors
salesladies’ books

2 brass ash trays
Blue plush coat hangers

Acr 1—ScenE 6

carving knife
white plates
cups and saucers
coffeepot and pad

Spoons and forks
1 pie knife

f sugar bowl

i vacuum cleaner

Acr 1—ScEng 7

box orchids



4 baskets flowers
1 box flowers

1 baby doll

2 baby blankets
3 gift books

letters

postcard

gallon jug (glass)
small suitcase
large suitcase

[ X1

4 bath sheets

4 bath towels

1 hotel key
Hairpins, boxes, etc.
1 toilet bottle set

1 large vanity

1 bottle toilet water
1 lipstick

1 hottle hair bleach
1 bottle Colyrium
2 jars cold cream

1 bottle bath salts
1 toilet set

1 cui glass set

small book

W — —

silver tray

—

filled cigarette tray
water glass, spoon
1 bottle bromo-seltzer

ey

12 velour hangers (red)

covered box matches

Act —Scens 1

1 glass ash tray
1 white French phone
1 letter

2 glass bowls flowers '

Act IJ—Sceng 2

1 tight steamer trunk
t Bakelite tray

1 thermos pitcher

5 glasses

3 brass ash trays

Acr 1I—Scene 3

1 square glass powder
1 large powder puff
soap howl ’
gold telephone
complexion brush
cake soap

bath cloths

glass ash tray
magazine

pink sponge
glass bowl

sherry glass

wine glass

bath bubble effect
Act Tl--Scene 4

2 cigarette boxes
3 cigarette trays
2 highball glasses

b w ek b BT b ke ek

Act Hl—Scene 3

{1 sewing kit
Hat checks
7 brass ash trays
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NEW PLAYS

* GUARDIANS by Peter Moeris. In this unflinching look ar was, a disgraced
American soldier discloses the truth about Abu Ghraib prison, and a clever
English journalist reveals how he faked a similar stery for the London tabloids.
“Compelling, sympathetic and powerful.” —VY Times, “Sends you into a state
of moral trbulence.” —Sunday Times (UK). "Nothing short of remarkable.”
—~Village Voice. [1M, 1W] ISBIN: 978-0-8222-2177-7

4 BLUE DOOR by Tanya Barfield. Three generations of men (all played by
one actor), from slavery through Black Power, challenge Lewis, a renured pro-
fessor of mathematics, to embark on 2 journey combining past and presens. "A
teasing fare for words.” —Village Voice. “Unfailingly thoughe-provoking.” LA
Times. “The play moves with the speed and logic of a dream.” ~Seanle Weekly
[2M] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2209-5

% THE INTELLIGENT DESIGN OF JENNY CHOW by Rolin Jones. This
irreverent “techno-comedy” chronicles one brilliant woman’s quest to determine
her heritage and face her fears with the help of her astounding creation called
Jenny Chow. “Boldly imagined.” NV Times. "Fantastical and funny.” —Variesy
“Harvests many laughs and finally a few tears.” —LA4 Times. [3M, 3W)] ISBN:
978-0-8222-2071-8

# SOUVENIR by Stephen Temperley. Florence Foseer Jenkins, a wealthy
seciety eccentric, suffers under the delusion thart she is 2 grear colorarura sopra-
no—when in fact the opposite is true. “Hilarious and deeply touching,
Incredibly moving and breathraking.” -NY Daily News, “A sweet love letter of a
play.” —NY Times. “Wildly funny, Complerely charming.” —Swr-Ledger {IM,
1NV} ISBN: 978-0-8222-2157-9

4 YCE GLEM by Joan Ackermann. In this touching period comedy, a beauti-
ful poetess dwells in idyliic obscurity on a Berkshire estate with a band of unlikely
cohores. “A beaurifully wricten story of nasure and change.”™ ~Talkin' Broadway.
“A lovely play which will leave you with a fot to think about.” ~Ciurtain Up. “Funny,
moving and wity.” ~Metreland (Boston). [4M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2175-3

# THE LAST DAYS OF JUDAS ISCARIOT by Stephen Adly Guirgis, Ser
in a time-bending, darkly comic world berween heaven and hell, this play reex-
amines the plight and fase of the New Testament’s most infamous sinner. “An
unforced eloquence that finds the poetry in lowdown sereet talk.” —VY Times.
“A real jaw-dropper.” ~Variery. “An exwraordinary play.” ~Guardian (UK. [LOM,
W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2082-4
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postmaster@dramatists.com www.dramatists.com



NEW PLAYS

# THE GREAT AMERICAN TRAILER PARK MUSICAL music and fyrics
by David Nehls, book by Betsy Kelso. Pippi, a stripper on the run, has just
moved into Armadilio Acres, wieaking havoc among the tenants of Florida's
most exclusive trailer park. “Adultery, strippers, murderous ex-boyfriends,
Costco and the lee Capades. Undeniable fun” —NY Posz. “Joyful and un-
ashamedly vulgar.” —7%he New Yorker, “Sparkles with treasure.” —New York Sun.
[2M, 5W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2137-1

¥ MATCH by Stephen Belber. When a young Seattle couple meert a promi-
nent New York choreographer, they are led on a fraught journey that will change
their lives forever. “Uproariously funny, deeply moving, enthralling theatre.”
~NY Daily News. “Prolific laughs and ear-to-ear smiles.” ~NY Magazine. [2M,
1W7 ISBN: 978-0-8222-2020-6

* MR MARMALADE by Noah Haidle. Four-year-old Lucy’s imaginary
friend, M. Marmalade, doesn't have much time for her—not ro mention he has
a cocaine addiction and a penchant for pornography. “Alrernarely hilarious and
heartbreaking.” —The New Yorker “A mature and accomplished play.” —LA4
Times. “Scathingly observant comedy.” ~Miami Herald. [4M, 2W] ISBN: 978-
0-8222-2142-5

¥ MOONLIGHT AND MAGNOLIAS by Ron Hutchinson., Three men
cloister themselves as they work tirelessly to reshape 2 screenplay thar’s just not
working—Gone with the Wind, “Consumers of vintage Hollywood msider stories
wilt eat up Hutchinson’s diverting conjecrure.” ~Varfery. "A lot of fun” —VY
Post. “A Hollywood dream-factory farce.” —Chicago Sun-Times. [3M, 1W]
ISBN: 978-0-8222-2084-8

* THE LEARNED LADIES OF PARK AVENUE by David Grimm, trans-
lated and freely adapted from Molidre's Les Femmes Savantes. Dicky wants
to marry Betey, but her mother’s plan is for Betty to wed a most pompous man.
“A brave, brainy and barmy revision.” —Hartford Courant. “A rare but welcome
bird in contemporary theatre.” ~New Haven Register. “Roll over Cole Porter.”
—Bastar Globe. [5M, 5W1 ISBN: 978-0-8222-2135-7

¥ REGRETS ONLY by Paul Rudnick. A sparlding comedy of Manharman
manners that explores the latest topics in marriage, friendships and squandered
riches. “One of the funniest guip-meisters on the planet.” ~NY Times. “Precious
moments of hilarity. Devastatingly accurate political and social satige.” ~BackStage.
“Great fun.” ~Currainlp. [3M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2223-1
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NEW PLAYS

# AFTER ASHLEY by Gina Gionfriddo. A teenager is unwillingly thrust into
she national spotight when a family tragedy becomes talk-show fodder. “A work
thar vireually any audience would find accessible.” ~NY Times, “Deft character-
ization and caustic humor.” —NY Sun. “A smart satirical drama.” —Variety. 14M,
2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2099-2

¢ THE RUBY SUNRISE by Rinne Groff. Twenty-five years after Ruby
struggles to realize her dream of inventing the first television, her daughter
faces stmilar battles of faith as she works to get Ruby's story told on nerwork
TV, “Measured and intelligent, optimistic yer dear-eyed” -NY Magazine.
“Maintains an cxciting sense of ingenuity.” ~Village Voice. "Sinuous theatrical
flait.” —Broadway.com. [3M, 4W)] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2140-1

% MY NAME IS RACHEL CORRIE taken from the writings of Rachel
Corrie, edited by Alan Rickman and Kachavine Viner. This solo picce rells the
story of Rachel Corrie who was killed in Gaza by an Israeli bulldozer set to demol-
ish a Palestinian home. “Heartbreaking urgency. An invigortngly detailed por-
trait of a passionate idealist.” —NV Times. “Deeply auchentically hunan.” - US4
Today. “A stunning dramatization.” —CarteinUp. [1W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2222-4

% ALMOST, MAINE by John Cariani. This charming midwinter night’s dream
of a play turns romantic clichés on their ear as it chronicles the painfully hilarious
amorous adventures (and misadventures) of residents of a remote northemn town
that doesn’t quite exist. “A whimsical approach to the joys and perils of romance.”
~NY Times. “Sweet, poignant and witty.” —NY Dasly News. “Aimns for the heart
by way of the funny bone.” —Star-Ledger. [2M, 2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2156-2

* Mitch Albow’s TUESDAYS WITH MORRIE by Jeffrey Hatcher and
Mitch Albom, based on the book by Mitch Albom. The true story of
Brandeis Univessity professor Morrie Schwartz and his reladonship with his stu-
dent Mitch Albom. “A touching, life-affirming, deeply emotional drama.” —VY
Daily News. “You'll laugh. You'll cry.” —Variety “Moving and powerful.” N Post.
[2M} ISBN: 978-0-8222-2188-3 :

# DOG SEES GOD: CONFESSIONS OF ATEENAGE BLOCKHEAD by
Bert V. Royal, An abused pianist and a pyromaniac ex-girlfriend contribure to
the reen-angst of Ameticas most hapless kid. "A welcome antidote to the
notion thar the Peanuts gang provides merely American cuteness.” —VY Times.
“Hysterically funny.” ~NY Posz. “The Peanuts kids have finally come out of
their shells.” —Time Our. {4M, 4W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2152-4
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NEW PLAYS

# RABBIT HOLE by David Lindsay-Abaire. Winner of the 2007 Pulitzer
Prize. Becca and Howie Corbert have everything a couple could want until a
life-shattering, accident tuens their world upside down. “An intensely emotional
examination of grief, laced with wit.” —Variesp. “A transcendent and deeply
affecting new play.” —Entersainment Weekly “Painstakingly beautiful.” —BackSiage.
[2M, 3W7 ISBN: 978-0-8222-2154-8

& DOUBT, A Parable by John Patrick Shanley. Winner of the 2005 Pulitzer
Prize and Tony Award. Sister Aloysius, a Bronx school principal, takes mazers
into her own hands when she suspects the young Father Fiynn of improper rela-
tions with one of the male students. “All the elements come invigoratingly
together like clockwork” —~Variery, “Passionare, exquisite, important, eagrossing.”
VY Newsday. [1M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2219-4

# THE PILLOWMAN by Martin McDonagh. In an unnamed toalitarian
stare, an author of horrific children’s stories discovers that someone has been
making his stories come true. “A blindingly bright black comedy.” —VY Times.
“McDonagh's least forgiving, bravest play.” ~Variery. “Thoroughly starding and
genuinely intimidating.” ~Chicage Tribune. [4M, 5 bit parts (ZM, 1W, 1 boy,
1 gul)] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2100-5

¥ GREY GARDENS book by Doug Wright, music by Scott Frankel, fyrics
by Michael Korie. The hilarious and heartbreaking story of Big Edie and
Litde Edie Bouvier Beale, the eccentric aunt and cousin of Jacqueline Kennedy
Onassis, once bright names on the social register who became East Hampron's
most notoricus recluses. “An experience no passionate theatergoer should
miss.” NV Times. “A unique and unmissable musical.” —Rolling Srone. {4M,
3W, 2 girls] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2181-4

+ THE LITTLE DOG LAUGHED by Douglas Carter Beane. Mirchell
Green could make it big as the hot new leading man in Hollywood if Diane, his
agenx, could just keep him in the closer. “Devastatingly funny.” ~NY¥ Times. “An
out-and-out delight.” ~NY Daily News. “Full of wit and wisdom.” —V¥ Pasz. [2M,
2ZW11SBN: 978-0-8222-2226-2

+# SHINING CITY by Conor McPherson. A guilt-ridden man reaches out 1o
a therapist afier seeing the ghost of his_recently deceased wife. “Haunting,
inspired and gloripus.” —VY Zimes. “Simply breathtaking and astonishing.”
wTime Ouz. “A thoughtful, ardul, abserbing new drama.” ~Star-Ledger. [3M,
1W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2187-6
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