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MotHER. It couldn’t have been all your fault.

Corie. No . . . ? No? Because of me you're running
around without your clothes and Paul is out there on the
streets with a cold looking for a place to sleep. Whose

fault is that?
MoteER. Yours! ... But do you want to know
something that may shock you . . . ? I still love you.
Corie. Youdo .. .7 :

MoraER. Yes, and Paul loves you too.

Corie. And I love him. . . . Only I don’t know what
he wants, I don’t know how to make him happy. . . .
Oh, Mom, what am I going to do?

MoTHER. That’s the first time you’ve asked my advice
since you were ten. (Gets up and moves to CORIE,)
It’s very simple. You've just got to give-up a little of
you for him. Don’t make everything a game. Just late
at night in that little room upstairs, But take care of
him. And make him feel important. And if you can do
that, you'll have a happy and wonderful marriage. . . .
Like two out of every ten couples. . . . But you'll be
one of the two, baby. ... (Gently strokes CoRIE’s
hair.) Now get your coat and go on out after him. . . .
T've got a date. (Crosses to coffee table and picks up
“handbag.) Aunt Harriet isn't going to believe a word

of this. . . . (Flourishing her bathrobe, moves to the
door and opens it.) 1 wish I had my Polaroid cam-
era. . . . (Pauses and blows CoriE @ kiss and exits.)

(CoriE thinks a moment, wipes her eyes, and then rushes
to the closet for her coat. Without stopping to put
it on, she rushes to the door and opens it. As the
door opens, PAUL is revealed at the doorway. He
greets CorIE with a loud sneeze. His clothes are
disheveled, his overcoat is gone, and he is obviously
drunk, but he still is carrying his suitcase.)

CoRriE. Paul . . . | Paul, are you all right . . . ?
PauL, (Very carefully crossing to the coffee table.)
Fine. . . Fine, thank you. . . . (He giggles.)
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" H.Ouw%ww. (Moves to kim.) 1 was just going out to look
PAUL. (Puts suitcase on floor and star
ts to take
clothes.) Oh . . ? Where were you going to look a:w
Coriz. I don't know. I was just going to look.
. Pavi, (Confidentially.) Oh! . . . Well, you'll never
nd me. (Throws a kandful of clothes into the closet,
He is apparently amused by some secret joke.)
Corie. Paul, T’'ve got so much to say to you, darling.
H;dm.. (Taking more clothes out of suitcase.) So have
I ooumm. -+« I got all the way downstairs and sud-
denly it hit me. I saw everything clearly for the first
”wuﬂm.. (Moves v. L. to above couck.) 1 said to myself
_.Ew mem_.wwhuw S M%Nu\ v h_u It’s all wrong for me to
: « v v+ (Turns to Corix, )
aum right thing to do, Corie. ) find there’s enly
. %ﬁﬁ.m.. .ﬁwm. oving to kim.) Really, Paul
Pavr. (Jubilantly.) Vo i
WL & ) You get out! (Breaks into kys-
Corte. What . , . ?
Paur. Why should I get out? I'm paying a hundred

v o

M“Mmuﬁ..?m a mnou:u -« + (Looks about apartment,)
Se o e ou et out. i A
tiomary.) get out. (Stuffs clothes into dic-

Corie, But I don’t want to get out!
PauL. (Crossing back to suitcase and getting another

Wna&m.w .& clothes.) I'm afraid youwll have to. . . . The

€ase 15 In my name. . . . (Moves to stairs.) Tl give

uam ten nm%m:mm to pack your goulash.

. Corre, oves to him.) Paul

Beiad ) Paul, your coat! .. . Where
FE“H. (Draws himself up in ¢ndignation.) Coat ... ?

I don’t need a coat. . . . It’s only two degrees. .

(Starts to go up stairs, slips and falls.)
CoRrIE. Aw?&&.“c kim.) Paul, are you all right . , . ?
Paur. (Struggling up.) You're dawdling, Corie.
I want you out of here in exactly ten Bﬁmn@m o 3 .
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Corie. (Holding him.) Paul, you're ice cold. . . .
You're freezing . . . | What have you been doing?

PauL. (Pulls away [rom her, moves to chair.) What
do you think I've been doing? (Puts his foot up on
seat.) I've been walking barefoot in the goddam park.

Cowrig. (Pulls up his pants leg, revealing his stock-
ingless foot.) Where’s your socks . . . ? Are you crazy?

Paur. No. . . . No. . . . But guess what I am.

CoriE. (Looks at kim.) You're drunk|

Paur. (In great triumph, moves R.) Ah .. .| You
finally noticed!!

Corie. Lousy, stinkin’ drunk|

PauL, Ah, gee. . . . Thanks. . ..

Corie. (Moves to him and feels his forehead) You're
burning up with fever. ‘

PauL, How about that?

Corie. You'll get pneumonia!
Paut. If that’s what you want, that’s what I'll get.

Corik. (Leads kim to couch.) 1 want you to get thase

ghoes off. . . . They’re soaking wet. . . . (Pushes him
down onto couch.)
Pavr. I can’t. . . . My feet have swellened. . . .

Corie, (Pulling his shoes off.) 1 never should have
let you out of here. I knew you had a cold. (Puts shoes
on side table.)

Pavl. (Getting up and moving to doorway.) Heyl
Hey, Corie. . . . Let’s do that thing you said before.
" Let’s wake up the police and see if all the rooms
come out of the crazy neighbors. . . . (Opens door and
shouts into hall.) All right, everybody up. . . .

Corie. (Runs to him and pulls him back into room.)
Will you shut up and get into bed? (As she struggles
with him, she tickles him, and PAUL falls to the floor
above couch. CoriE closes the door behind her.) Get into
bed. . . .

Paut. You get in first.

Corik. You're sick.
PauL. Not that sick. . . . (He lunges for her and she

backs away against the door.)
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Wowrﬁ WS@ it, Paul. . . .
AUL, i
(Grob \aﬁwgm on, Corie. Let’s break my fever. . . .
Corir. I said stop it! (Struggli
g ggling to get away.
_%%Hwa “.”nr thEM u\oc.\«. . . Stop itl Amn.e.mw him Mﬂvmm
Hitohan omach and dodges away through the

Paur. G ! '
" €€, you're pretty when you're mean and rot-

Corie. Keep away f
y from me, Paul. . . .
Mas.nw% ker.) I'm warning u8=,. o I mn%%.?ﬁﬂm“mamh
mmw? couch between her and PAuUL.) . e
AUL. (Stops.) Shh . .. | There’s snow on the roof.

ém: have an avalanche!

ORIE. (Dodging behind chai

Smwﬁwm mnmwua. like this. You’ve Mﬁwn M. Mmém..w.s.: Sl
" - (Moving to chair.) Stand stilll The both of
HummHoEm. Amaaﬁ.a.m up stairs to bathroom.) No
e . 1 I don’t like you when you're like this.
(Barricading herself in bathroom.) .

Pavi. (Chasi .
b goe._ﬁ asing her and pounding om door.) Open

Corie. (From bath
Paur, Of me . . | MQSS.V I can’t. . . . I'm scared.
CoRrIE. Yes. . . .
M»qw. Why ... ?
ORIE. Because it’
old Paul back, € 1t's not you any more. . . . I want the

M»ch. HMHH& fuddy duddy?

\orik, He's not a fuddy duddy. He’
he’s strong and he takes care oW me Ma%mﬂmﬁ ﬂmwmh%«m
much I can spend and protects me from people like
W%MM « « « (PAUL suddenly arrives at a brainstorm and
with great glee smeaks of into the bedroom.) And I
FEH want EE to know how much I love him. .. And
wmm”a Hum going to nwm_s everything here exactly the way
e ants it. . . . I'm going to fix the hole in the sky-
ght . . . and the leak in the closet. . . . And I'm go-
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ing to put in a bathtub and if he wants I'll even carry
him up the stairs every night . . . Because I want him
to know how much I love him. . . . (Slowly and cau-
tiously opening door.) Can you hear me, darling . . . ?
Paul? . . . (PAUL appears on the skylight, He is crawl-
ing, drunkenly, along the ledge. CoRIE, having gotten
no answer, comes out of the bathroom and goes into the
bedroom searching for PauL.) Paul, are you all right?
(Comes out of bedroom and crosses towards fromt door.
When she is beneath him, PAUL taps on the skylight and
stands wp. CORIE, looking up, sees him and screams.)
Paull . .. You idiot. ... Come down. . . . You'l
kill yourself.

PauL. (Teetering on ledge, yelling through skylight.)
I want to be a nut like everyone else in this building.

Corie. (Up on her knees on couckh, yelling back.) Nol
No, Paul . . . | I don’t want you to be a nut. I want
you to come down.

PauL. Ull come down when you've said it again. . . .
‘Loud and clear.

Corie. What . . . ? Anything, Paul. . . . Anythingl

PauL. “My husband . . .”

CoriE. ‘My husband . ./

PaUL. “Paul Bratter . . .”

CoriE. ‘Paul Bratter . . .

Paut. ¢ . . rising young attorney . . J' (Nearly falls
off ledge.)

CortE. (Screaming in fright.) ‘. . . rising young at-
torney . .

PavL, % . . is a lousy stinkin’ drunk . . .”

CoORIE. . . . is a lousy stinkin’ drunk.’ ... And I
love him.

PauL. And I love you, Corie. Even when I didn’t like
you, I loved you.

CoriE. (Crossing to Paur.) Then please, darling. . . .

Please, come down.
pauL. 1. .. lcan't ... Not now.

Corie. Why not?
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_ PauL, I'm going to be sick. . . . Looki
if to find a place to be sick.) ek
CoriE, Oh, nol
M..Er Oh, yesl|
oRIE. (Pgces back and forth.) Paul. .
Don’t movel I'll come out and mmﬁuuaz. o Padle

Paur. (Holding on desperately.) Would
Caie? Bocatme L'p it panichy you do that,

Corie. Yes, ., . Yes, darli ! i
off into bedroom.)  GREUR, RO COlag < i Jreelie
Paur. Corie. . . . Corlie.

Corie. (Dashing out bed: .
What, Paul . . . mwgmh%\ edroom and down stairs.)

Paur. Don’t leave me. . . .

Corie. You'll be all right, darli i
PR el e .m , darling. Just hold on tight.
Pavl. How . . . ? What should I do?

Corie. (Ponders.) What sh
PAUL.) Sing, Peul! ) What should he do ... ? (To

Pavr. Sing . . . ?

Corie. Sing Keep singi
) .y p singing as loud as you can
" :

Wmﬁ.w. mo.Em out there. Promise me you’ll keep singing,
Paur. i ! i
mum.b.ﬁ.‘ .ﬂmm_ ves. . . . I promise, . . . I'll keep sing-

Corie. (Moving to steirs.) But don’t i
. stop until I come
out. Hh - I love you, darling. . . . Keep singing, Paul.
i eep singing! (Runs of into bedroom.) '
i AUL, (Calling after her in desperation.) Corie, Corie
what song should I sing? ... Oh, God. .Quna_
himself togetker.) ‘“Shama shama . K s )
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