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Siomgy. (T'v I¢13, changing tL2 wmbject.y THd yu. see
the reviews? We ca't kave 1o pul on any more. We }aow
a celebrity,

Davio, Will you cot it out. -

Sioney. Jusl listen-— (He rrads eloud) ™. . . Mr
Ragin has found n rnvice which transcends langege
itsell, In his work all fagade [niles, all panaceas dissalve,

AT 0

.and the nitimate questions are finally asked of existenc?

itsell . . ." (Thn whyivns joke vn ixi{mcﬁ_.) Sce_, Jus!'likf:
1 always said. (S1ev gives Aime his, drink, T:'u:_?- teasi.
SinMEY looks ahowt the room: for sgmefkmg. Fhen i2
Iris, ever so rweitly, afraid of rousing the dead.} O,
Iris, did they leave the mailing piece? We've got all those
envelopes to stulf,

Iimi!j (Shricking, a veritable avenging Fury by mm:.)
Sidney, i you don’t gt that trash out of bere today, l'in
going to dwrn the apariment downd

{SIDNEY fimds the am!osme.ﬁ .rlnm_tr them on the cofive
S .'.u!ale{i sits on conch ond heging stufing envelopes,
whistling as he does—all but ignoring Davin.)

Davio. By your reeent antles I take it you beileve there
Is sume'l.hing to he accomplished by all this? Presumably
for the ’

mSIDnngﬁNot taking the bail, gaily.) C'mon, Dg:{d_;
There Is work 1o bz done. Lerd a hand, (The PH

- vings, He crosses to answer.) Yes? No, it's mot a mis-

take . . . Fourth Street does cross Eleventh Street, (-/e
hangs up, pors back lo work.) '

ng:tf. {Studying him as a :rpuin!en.} Well, T don't
attack you for it. I kaow il is something mnat men, even
thinking men, resist long after they know beiter.

SIONEY, {Betwecn envelopes, not even radving his eyer.)
You mean thal Zarathustra has spoken—and God Is
deart? v

Davmn, Yes,

Stoney. "Progress” is an [Bosion and the enly reaiity
is—annthing?

- ————— — — ——
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Davis. You surprise me. Can one debate ji?
. SIONEY. (Finally sitting back for shis; ke Jeels Rimself
in fing feftle.} One can observe that it is (be tlcbate which
is, for all human purposes, beside the print, The debate
which Is gbsurd. Thae “why™ of why we are here is an ime
trigue for adolescents; the “how” Is what must command

the living. Which is why I have lately Lecome an in-
surgent again, :

ACT 11

(Back to work. The PIIONE rings aggin—and this tima

Ivis comes shiicking out of the bedroom: ome more

call and she will burn the apartment down? She wears |

the dress Mavis bought, carries high-heel pumps.)

Ints, Sid-wee— {Noticing Davip for the jirs time )
David, (Genuinely) My God, those reviews! it's mar-
velous, How do you feel? (She sets shoes down, at R, of
couch.y S .

Stonev. (On the phone) You don't say? Right . . .
right . , . right,

Davio. (To Irts. Embarrassed by her display.) Please.
Well, I've got to go to work. : )

ims, Work? Already? Aren’t you just going to bask
awhile or something?

Daviv. {Sadiv.} Doing what? See you,

(Exils up the stairs, s clases the doer, turns and awaits
SIONEY’s reaclion.)

/_ ©Smney, (Hangs vp.) You know what, the cratlest thing
is happening to Wally , , . that clown actually thinks
we might winl— (.13 the Jact of Mavis' dress downs om
him.) Well, gt youl eme
o I8 (Piroueties. 1 look pretty all right In this—hub,

.SIONEY. Sure, If you 1 the type. I Iike you in other.
things better. &

IR, I know, I'm gofng out lonight, Sidney.




te n
- Establishment voien, (Practicing,) “Hello, M;
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StoNEY. ‘Yenh? Wherep (Not thinking abous that too
muck.} You know not one, not one of the entire collection
I've surrounded mysell with , ,

Ins, [ talked to Lucilie Terry today. She's baving a
cockeail party, \ .

Stoney.. Lucille Terry? Lucilly Terry! Whers in the
name of God fid she Pop up from? I didn't know that
you still saw each nthar,

Ir1s. We haven?t iy years. But, yon know, Just like that
people suddenly call each other up, So' jyst Jike that she
called ‘me up Jast week about this party she way having,

SioNev. (J1is hand on 15, Phone; ke couldw't care less )
How is Leey? Lemme OW, Rolta put on the ol
I. Dafoe,
) ;rd!. how are you, s:‘r-;-" Fix me 3 drink, why dencha,

oney ¢ !

Tms. (Crossing 10 144 PARIrY . in a muygag voice.) Lucy
didn’t cull me, Sk, | colled Jer,
Siwey, (St thinking more apos the cail ke has 1o
make,) Yesh? You know I '
[

of base and superstructure, Twg banks, a restayrapt and
' : canceled ads zinge
we've come out for Waily , , . .

Ints, (D:'.rr’ntcrr.ﬂrd, bringing jiim Ay drink,) Oh,
really— (The PHIONE rings. i .
SIONRY, (Picking ;

{8

C Y
2 ) Aw, I'm satry, honey, [ renlly am,
but I just don't feel like going to Any party tondghi.
Es i uptown scene, Not tonight, (#g s taking
the entive situgtinn fightlyy Tol L we love her hut
no, (He cropses to couch and sits, pack fo toork.)
Irrs. (Starkly, sinring down M} T wasnh asking

You Lo come witis tre, Sidney, (/e drinky, slowly abraris )

T e e

¢ Umes, Bveryboy
.. About it forp
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this last remars and, for the fry time, reacts with some
sense of the Portentousnassy of 14, moment, )

Smwney, Ohp

Inrs. That's sort of the point, I—I gm going alone,

Stoney, Oh, {They are Bory quied; neither looking a¢
the other; the ewkwardness shouts.) Well, bell, sa you'rs -
going to a party, Great. You should do thinga alone some.
y should, What ara We acting so funpy

Ints. Because we know it jsn’t just @ party, 1¢'s the fact
that I want 10 g0, That I called Lyey,

Smwer, ( Very worried.) Well, don't worry about jt,
It's okay, Just have a pige time, that’s ajl,

Tis. (She crosses D R lo get her shoes, hesitates, tyrns
to kim. Sadly.) Wonld you—souly you like me {0 make
¥ou some supper before 1 go?

after or something, S
Inis, Tentatively.) You conld have them here. There's

—there’s a lot of styff in the box and—plenty of beer,
Stongy, (Getting it fuily.y s therep

- Ins. Yes. I'm sorry, Sid,
Sibney, You're ianning on being late, aren't you?
Ints. I think it')] be kind of Iate,

SIDNEY. (Twrns 45 face her finaily.) Who's BOINg to be
, Iris?

at this party ,
‘ iris. How do [ know who's going to be tharep Lucy's
Tientds,

" SmNeY, Lucy's friends. The “would.pen set, as I recall

1808, (Bending 1o Pt on a shoe) Some of her fciends
are pretly successfy;),

SINEY, Like Ben Aseh? (She struigktens and wheets
andf they exchange a viplem Conversution without words.}

T21s, ( Depantly §eting intn lhe opher shoe.) Look,
Sid; tet's muke an agreement bagerl oy (e recognition of.

S S g e nL T —— e,
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teality. The reality being that the big thaw has set [n
with us and that we don't know what that means yet. So
let's make some real civilized kind of agreement that
until—well-—unti) we know just what we feel, T mean
about everything—!st's not ask each other a whole ot
of siimy questions. -

SioNEY. I'll ask all the slimy questions I want! (4
step forward.) ust?m, Iris, have you been seeing this
down or

Ir1s. Only once-—alter the time 1 told you,
StoneY. Once iy all it takes,
Iris. He thinks lie can help me.
S1oNEY. Do what?
“Im1s. Break in, that's what}
¢ Sioney. ‘Then why didn't he see usf
Ims. T don’t know, Sidney. I guess he was under the
impression that T was a big girl now, (Croszing v, g,
picks up long kid plover and cluich bag jrom console
table near apartment door.) :
Sioney. 'l bet! o
Iris. But none of this is the main peint, Sid, (Coming
forward, 1he sets bog on cofer iable and proceeds to pull
on glove, slowly and meticulousiy—making her poinis
with each finger through what Jollows.) The main point

is that T feel I want to do something else with my life,
Other than—- . )

Sionzy. Qtber than what? 3 :

Inis, Other than—this, Other than conversation about
the Reformatlon; other than conversations about Albert
Camus. Other than scraping together enough pancake
money lo study wilth every bas-been actor who's teaching
-tow becausc he can't work any more, There bas to be
ancther way, ' -

Stongy, From the has-beens to the would-bes, I'} admit
there lg a progression thers|

Inis. (Fiustered.) Ben knows some extremely infuentlsl

people. People who have been around—pecple who do
the thinga they mean to da,

-
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SioNEY. Where?

Ims. In the Lheatre and in politics 100l {Angrily start-
ing on other glove.) Especially in politics. Peaple who do
not iake on a newspaper they cannot even afford and sun
it into the ground for 2 hopeless campaign, And for what?
For Wally? 11 even half of what they say about Wally is
true— .

Smney. Oh? Ard just what do “they” say? (He waits,
Anowing as he does, lhere is nothing she can say.)

Inss, (Trapped.) Well, I don't know about any of this,
but Lucy thinks— _

Sionay, (Hlolding up one hand; the itsue it closed.)
Right the first time Jrisl You don’? know.

Ints. (Starting roward him, Pleading,) Skiney, this is
not the Silver Dagger you're getting lato. These people
are sharks,

Swney, (IVith finglily, father knows best.) Look, liis,
I'l make a deal with you: You let me fight City Hall and
I'll stay out of Shubert Altey,

IRis, (Quintly; she has had it.) All right, Sidney.

Shke reaches for her bap and steris B, guickly for the
( door, He {lria‘u swiftly v, behind couck and blocks
her exit.)

SioNey. And stop ducking the main point: What is this _
gloricus doer Ben Asch going 10 do for you?

Duis. As a matter of fact he's already go! me some
waork. i

SioNEY, Ob-—why baven't you mentioned it? What
show? -

Jris. {Defensively.) It isn't exactly a show—but it is
acting. Sort of. (l/e stares at hAer) It's 3 TV com-
T Gtower. (Langh ) Ob, Trls, Tris, |
- Stoner. {Langhing. , Trls, .

Inis. [Turm'n: and flinging dag down on couch, Hotiy.).
Oh, aren't we better than everybodyl Aten't we abqw itl
Well, 1 have news; Il he gets me that jobs, I am going to

. A
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take it. And when I'm dolng it—I'l know that #t beats
hell out of slinging hash while I wait for “pure art” to
came along, ' o

Stoney, (Foﬂnwlng.‘} Iris, it's not just what you're
getling Into—it's hoto, You've got no business hanging out
with Lucy and that crowd. How can it be that alter five
years of life with me you dan't know better than this?

i (He has taken hald of her.)

Intd. (Ewploding und whiriing to Jace kim, near leary,)
I have learned a fot after five years .ol lile with yoeo,
Shdirey! When T met yon I thougli Kant was a stilted

- way' af saging cannot; 1 thought P'uceinf was a kind of

spaghetti; 1 (ought the londer an actor yelled and fell
out on the fivor the greater ke was, Qut you taught me
to louk deeper and harder, At evervthing: fram Japunese
painting lo acting, ncluding, Sidney, my oten aciing.
Tharks lo yon, I now know someihing 1 wouldn't have
learned if it hadn't been for you. The fact . ., . the jact
that I am probably the world's {angiess actress . . . (/fe
releases ker.) Sa, there §L ia, the trouble with leoking at
ourselves honesily, Sidney, Is that we come up with the
truth, And, baby, the trulh is a bitch, (IRia goes past him
Mg out the door,)
ONEY. (Gaing aftar her.) Toa, Irls, Just tisten—

Inls_. (Facing hime nt the jo.t of the :!m'rs. Resotutely;
she will not be stopped.) All T know is that, from now
on, 1 just want something to happen in my life. I don't
much care what. Tust semething,
mg;_n:ln. ’I jt::m want yc;u |l=u know that—whatever hap-

you've ong of the few thin

Toade e b gs in my life that

Ints, (An anguished voice—for both of them. -Oh
Sid, “happy.” (She reuches up, 1o towek ﬁ'{'! face l mo-
ment.) Whoever starteit that anyliow? What Jittle baatard
was (t? Teaching litle kids thers way such g thing?

(She exits 0. R. SIBNEY standy looking after her, then gocs
dack inside, tits, goes to the drawing board, then

W
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leaves that ond plcks wp kis Banjo. Davin, in trench
coat, appears on landing and starts down, SipNEY,
as an iden strikes him, steps ta the door with resolu.
tion and throws it open.)

SIbNEY, Héy-ﬁavid .+ . Davidl Can you come down
a gec— ' .

{ But me there, on his way out—rather
sheepisin, more Doyith, genuine then in his prior
sCEnes.)

Davin. (A grin.y Oh, you caught me. Wanaal, ¥ de-
cided lo go out after all. Maybe T owe myscll, under the
circomstances, al least one night off. (e continues, halts,
comes back. Siwney hardly heors him; he is. thinking of
someshing intentiy.) 1 tell you the truth | . . f1—it
seemed emptier than usual up there, I swore [ woulin’,
you know— {Emburrassed at the humanity of his presest
Jeelings.) sort of go out and steut around . . . But by
God, it's aluost like | #ave to. Do you know what {
tnean? [ mean— (/e laughs Jreely and drops his kamds.)
1 mean 1 Jeel pretty good.

Sumiey. (Molf sscering, half pushing him inside.} Well,
why notl Who wouldn't? . . . C'mon In a sec . .,

(They are Botit juss inside the door,)

Davrv. (Suddenly, not aware that he is mainly taiking
to himsel] nnder the circumstances.) Don't make (un ol
me, Sidneyl The truth is, loday js not yesterday, Nothing
could have made me believe this yesterday— Bt I an
somebiody else today, Inside, It's in my rooms upstales,
ft's in my ccat . . . it's in my skin. Christ, Sid— (Pure
unailuiternied wonder.) P'm famous. (A grin.} T have
to go oulsitle aml find out what it's like to wear it in the
streets, (Solering, he steps forward into the room.) As
il I can't guess. Everybody will just be more sell-con-




