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This thesis comprises two-character: radJ.o plays on
*the 'theme of partlng.

Pidce de Résistance deals with a reuni'or; between
two women, childhood frlends, who have ot seen each other in
thirty years. To their meetlng they bmng dli‘ferlng expecta—
tions which fail to be met, and contradlctory memories of
their shared experlences. .

r
; r

' 'Owed to Alexander Graham explores the relatiénéhip
between a timid widowed schoolteacher and an obscene caller—-

a relationsifip tk that against all odds«_enahles,each,_to over-

" come'his ch.ple.ng 1nadequac:1es,
1
In The Picassc Affair the mammoth exhibition at the

Musetm of Modern Art in the -sumper of 1980 has a catalytlc
effect on a love affair.-
' * . ) ,o ' "‘ ® . ‘
' The Radio Drama course which I took led me to an
ihte:dst in working for the medium. Owed to Alexander Graham,
which is heavily dependent on a series of telephone calls "
could funetion only as radio drama, The other two plays could
w1th some changes, functlon on the stage.
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as they come? Why d'you always have to go
10obking under the covers? ! ,

- 3'

SOUND: MUSIGAL, BRIDGE

CLARA: . Mind if we have our tea in the kitchen? It'1l
be cos:.er...and less fuss. . e

. KAY: Good J.dea. ,

SOUND: TWO SETS OF FOOTSTEPS ON A TILE FLOOR.

CLARA: Here, Katie. Sit down. '

SQUND: A CHATR BEING PULLED FORWARD.

SOUND: KAY SEATS HERSELF AND HITGHES HER CHAIR IN'_EO
PLACE.

CLARA: ,‘ We can catch up w1th each other whlle I put
the flnlshlng touches to my ba.klng., . that-is,
if you don't mlnd

" KAY: Of course not, Clara.‘ ) .

CLARA: How d'you like the place mats? Ve brought
them back- for Max's mother...the last time we
were in Miami.

* b

KAY: Flamingoes,.. ,

CLARA: Aren't they cute? Don't you just love them?

KAY: They remlnd me of rosy peonles...on long stems.

, " (pauses) I've always wondered why they stand

- on only one leg‘? . )

SQUND CLARA'S LAUGHTER.. ’

CLARA: You haven t changed Katle. - You always had to
-know why. Why...and how...a.nd every‘l:hlng in
between.

" SOUND: - CUPBOARD DOORS BEING OPENED AND SHUT. ) "

CLAtRAf I wonder where Mother keeps her 1c1ng sugar?.

f"”’ Ah...here it is. .Now, let's see...I'11 need

, a set of bowls...and her measuring spoons...
and, oh yes, a spatu,la.

SOUND: IRAWERS BEING OPENED THE CLATTER . OF PREPARA-. .

] RATIONS . . ,
CLARA: Yeah, Katie.,.why can't you Just accept fhlngs

A\]
-
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Ch, I,don't know.
guess,., So,

'
bk

.- '
S 4.

Becauser that's me, I -
in line with your own advice,

Clara, you'll just have to take me as I am,

'
-

A LIC-HT.LAUGH BY KAY.

. SOUND:

.

Those silly flam:.ngoes seem to defy Darwin's

theories.

How come one of their legs doesn't
just atrophy and drop off?

(pauses) And why

on earth are their heads always tucked under

- their wings? You think they're trying to shut

out. the sight of all those tourists in Hawal-

ian shirts?
Oh, shu,t- up,
talk about ig

seem possible, -

- Hag ,it really been thlrty years?

. ~CLARA BEATING UP SOME EGGS.

Katiel!* We haven't seen each other
- in over thj.r‘byfyears...and all you c
amingoes.

d to

It dpesn‘t

[ 4

R 5

KAY:
CLARA:
KAY:

CLARA :
KAY: .

CLARA:

"~ SOUND:

What on earth made you call me’P

time ?

What king of gquestion is
what made me call you...

/

It's a natural question, ‘

fact that I hada't heard
*in all that time..

We lJ.ve in Phlladelphla.

' (muttering)

-

Clara, in view of the
from you even once...

that?

But your family and your hisband's family all

1ive “herea
call this time?

This ‘tlme?
Katie,

Oh, I don't know.
I need a pinch of salt.

I'm sure you visit them regularly
...but you've never called me‘u What made gyou -~

-

-Just a minute,

PANTRY DOOR OPENING AND CLOSING.

SQUND:

) THE CLICK OF MEASURING SPOONS.

. PHE SOUND OF

CILARA:

STIRRLING.

thank for 1t%
to give you a call.

“If you must lcnow, Katle, you have my sister to
Ethel's been nagging me for years
But whenever -we'd come in

after all this”

for a few days there was always so much to do...

80 many people to see...that ~somehow '

(cont.
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(cont.) -I/could never get argund to it.- Do
you see the bitter chocolate "anywhere around?
Never mind I ve got it., (

I've tho,;ught\of you of ten, Clara, tVery often, '

Really? (Gee...and heré I was...afraid you
might not.even remember me. Like I°'said, I
only call vd this time because gf Bthel...,and
her nagging., "Call her, Clara,” she's always
sayln'g. "Call her. ”After all...you knew her
when," . .

Yah,..y-'know.. .when,.. before you became such .

Don't give me that. Don't go all coy on me,
" Katie. Y'lmow darn well what I mean. BEthel's
always sending “me clippings. "Kay Hammer Shows:
" at the Montreal Museum™..,"Kay Hammer Repre—

sents Canada at Sao Paulo"...stuff like that.
Ethel makes sure I'don't lose touch with the

You ever grate orange peel 1n‘to your white

It"s delicious. You should.try it. Looks

nice, too. Anyway, what were we talking about?

KAY: "when"?
CLARA':
- a V.I. P.'
KAY: "What on earth are you talking about?
“cLaRA:
old hometown.
. SOUND: GRATING— .OF ORANGE PEEL .
- somD: _ CRACKING. OF WALINUTS. .
CILARA: -
icing, Katie?
KAY: I'm afraid I'm not very doméstic.
CLARA:
* RAY: Ethel's clipping servicd.
, CLARA: |

Oh yes. Well...like I was saying...every time
any of my friends would get married...or have
children.,.or 4ié,,.Ethel would always send me
the announcement: And with the ones who made
iteselike you. . .0r Lewis Arnott who became a
judge.. -.or Marty Balcer, y'know, the disc .
Jockey. ..well, she always sends along anything
she finds in the papers...Frefich and English,
both., (pauses) I have to chop up these wal-
nu$s:t . for the date squares, Tucky (gont.)

7
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CLARA: (cont ) for me, Mother, has a ‘Cuisinart.. The

, chlldren all chlpped in and bought it for her.

SOUND:. THE\WHIRR OF THE CUISINART.

8 X ] . =
CLARA: ‘ I must.say, when Ethel first wrote me that

you'd become an artist, you could've knocked
me over with a feathéer. I was sure she'd got
e ~ . things wrong. But then she sent me a couple
e e . of articles with your picture in them. Sof
. that's 'when I knew for real it was you. But
. frankly, Katle, I've never understood it, I {
still don't. You were never that interested
o in art when we were kids. And when we were
teen—agers, all you ever thought about...all ,
‘you ever talked about...was boys, boys, boys.

\ (pauses) I still have to do. the meringue for
the lemon pie, I simply didn't have the time
this morning...what with all the phone calls,
(pauses) Oh, say, this'll interest you. Y'know
whom I was talking to this morning? Ruth Rob-

: bin., I told her you'd be coming over this

g C afternoon, and she said to be sure to give you

her regards.

SOUND: ____ BEAPING OF EG EGG_WHITES.

GLARA * You remember Ruth Robbin, den't you, Katie?
.We used to call her Robin Redbreast when we
were kids...remember?

KAYY I'm sorry, but I don't.

CLARA: v Kétie, how can you say that? What do yoﬁ mean,

you don't remember her? Ruth Robbin., She was
in our class at school...in our home room...in
- Grade ‘Five. How cvan you not remember her? She
J - certainly remembers you. Iike I said...she
sent you her regards.~, : ‘

KAY: | K I'm sorry, Clara, but Grade Flve was a very long
. tlme ~agQ. - . )
CLARA: ‘ Sure...but stllll..éhe was one of our best

friends, Hold on, I have to pop this in the
oven to brown. , &\

SOUND: DPENING AND SHUT'}.‘II\{G»QE; THE OVEN_DOOR.
CLARA: . Want a brownie...while you'te waiting? i
KAY: -~ No, thanks. )
\
. ’ s



* “ @ / ’ e -7-

CLARA: . That how you ve managed to stay‘so skinny, ...
- - ", - Katie? Mg...I'm lucky. Mx.Max doesn't care .
P for skifny women. Says ¢hey're firigid,  Ilve
o never asked him how he knows. You sure you
‘won't have a brownie? Well, suit yourself,
* - but I'm not gonna wait. Mmmm...is it ever
geod Wanna chamge your mind?

" B : KAY: Np, ‘I'11 wait untll WE have our tea.

CLARA: I meant to ask you, Katié...you see much of
. -t Anna? Anna Rozansky? 3 .

' o KAY: ‘ The name's fam;llar. Wasn't ‘she at high school
. . = with us? ‘o
Y - CLARA: Sure. In Mrs, Brennan's class, Grade Elght,,
, ) " Room Nineteen. She sat in the second row... '
, A third seat, She played on the- volleyball team
b BN ' with us, remember? She's a social worker now.
- . . - Never marrled...pOOr girl.

KAY: "How on earth do you remember all that stuff?
’ .~ Which rooim,..which row.,.which seat...God!.
| - N ) s
. CLARA: Maybe it's because I never became so important
o . } that I could forget all my old frlends. Be~
¢ o sides, we've kept in touch.
| - KAY: - A1l these years? w1th,everyone we ever went
\ to- school with? = . 4
| ° ' Y
CLARA: " Hey, have a heart. .Not with everzone. Oh,
R ¢ .my goodness, @y lemon meringue pie! ., - \?7
) SOUND: . QUICK FOOTSTEES. - ,
‘SOUND:_ - OPENING AND CLOSING OF THE OVEN DOOR.
CLARA: It's just perfect! I'1l leave it.on the table
» to cool. off, , Change your mind, Katie? Want a

‘brownie? No? Well, okay. But you're sure
not like Ernest...your cousin. ‘He could never
sresist my brownies. .

v KAY: » Ny ; éuesé“he had a sweet taoth in those days.

) CLARA: Ernest? He was sweet all ovPr. what used to \‘i
LT ) . be celled = dreamboat, in o day. I was crazy
. ‘ ’ : about him, We had something good going for-

‘ - us for a few years. < ’

A
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KAY: Who? ' You and Ernest?
‘CLARA: ' You can say that again,
KAY:. ' You? and my cousiﬁ, Ernest? ,

- CLARA: What's ‘the matter with you? What's the big k
surprise? (pauses) Well, of course, you were
' ‘ always so busy with your little adolescent
‘ crushes, you never did see what was going on -
' ~~-right under your nose. .
KAY: '+ But you and Ernest! ° ’ ‘

{
Y

. CLARA: Yes! Me amd Ernest! For heaven s sakey Kdtie,
.7 fhat's the big deal? You think that no one...
, but no one{..ls ever attracted to fat glrls9
: (pauses) Ingt married, didn't I?

KAY: . . . Gosh, Clara, I didn“t mqu-anyxhlng like that.:
CLARA: Then why d'you keep saying, "You and Ernest...
you and Ernest", After all, he lived right
next door to you., ' And he was in and out' of"
: your house all the tifie.,.at all hours of the
o day and night. _He practically lived at your
(l house, for Pete's sake.

KAY: . It's just that.I never dreamt..{l never for one
moment suspecggd...and I'm stire my mother didn't
either...You 'never let on that you...thattyou

and he,..You never even seemed to like him,vlet

alone be in 10ve with him,

CLARA:" ‘ Well, you and I are different, Katie. You al-

e ways had to confide everythlng in me...every- ¢
thing you did,..everything you said...even
everything you ever thought. o

-

KAY: - : It's a g96d thing my mother never 'knew. Sh d ve
: had a fi After all; she felt respon51ble
you...wh n you stayed w%ﬂh us. '

.CLARA:* Ydﬁr mother was ' super, dKatle. I was always
. - jealous of you...Fecause of your mother.

KAY: o And I was always very- fond of your father, ' To
. this day, I can't put up any potatoes to bake
4 . without thinking of him. ' Remember how he used
}// to bake potatoes every afternoon, in that big
Lo : nickle-glated wood=-stove you had? And how he . .
. : used to"hand them around...as if*they were some-
. thing very special...a delicacy? :

|

—
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gikAY:

_CLARA_SIGHING.

g,

What else did he have to do...besides bake
(potatoes...and read the newspapers? He was
always out of work. lLast one hired...first

one fired. \ T

\

I loved him.

o, .‘ ;‘ .
Did you really? i \\\ ~

Oh yes. -He was wpn&érful. He used td treat
me like a grown-up. And he'd always take
the time to {#k to me. -

That was the one thing he had plenty of...time.

Your mother...if you'll forgive me for saying
So...terrified me. There was no pleasing her.
Or if there-was, I could never find the proper
‘formula, I'remember once...oh, never mind.re

Tell me. ) '

Let's forget it, Clara.  It's not important.

. But I want to hear it. So tell me.

Well once...when I.came by to call for you...
your mother said, "I hear you're very elever

at school, Katie." .I was embarrassed...and
anxious to dismiss. any glaim to brilliance, I
sdid, "Oh, no...I'm just average." Well, she
just exploded. "Just average!™ she said. '
"Then what does that make my Clara? An idiot?"

I guess she thought you were putting on an.act.
After all, she.krew you. won the scholarship

- award every year. 4

I was always/too frightened to talk to her af-
ter that. ‘ '

She had a hard life. Three small children.

Not trained for anything. o way  she could get
work., 1In the depression, wﬁ} would want her?

I remember her always scrounging...and cadging...
and borrowing. Borrowirg money she knew she'd
‘never be,able to pay back., While my father sat °
around ing potatoes. (pauses]) It was a real
blessing to her that I coyld stay at your:house

-for months at a time...and thaf_your mother'd

always-invite me to spend the summers with you
in the. Laurentians. - :

o°
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\ ' I ‘ 100
One leds mouth for my mother to feed...and I
was never a small eater...that's obv1ous.

KAY: Are you telling me that's why you used to stay
. -with us‘7 !
) ‘ o
CLARA: I suppose. ‘
KAY: N And that's why your mother never ob;jected9
CLARA: Obgected? Christ, she must've been relieved...
delighted, even. (pauses) Bésides, I'm sure
she never missed me, I was never her favourite.
I looked too much like my father...and acted ’
like him, too, I suppose. My mother favoured
my brother and my sister. They were go-getters.
She 1iked that,... i
© KAY: But.I glways\thought...
SOUND: ' STLENCE. - , - o .
‘CLARA: You thought what?
. KAY: Néver mind. .
'CLARA?j Oh, come ON... . .
"KAY: Well, I alwa&s*ﬁhdught yoy used to stay at my
‘ ~ house because we were So- close. I loved you,
o ‘like a sister...more even. .
, CLARA: f was your mlrrcr...that‘s all.
"KAY: My mlrror.. .
CLARA: More like your echo, actually. You used to
tell me about all your little triumphs...your
f little flirtations...and I'd make admlrlng
- noises, (pauses) Not that it wasn't fun... -
in a way. You were always so pbpular. And
- you'd manage to get me anluded in parties
and on dates.,.that I'd never ve been invited
to on'my owna. : ‘
" KAY: What are y8u trying to tell me, Clara‘P I'm &
- not sure I understand, \ - -
. ‘V i ~
.CLARA: Oh,’ grow up, Katie. You're.not a Chlld any-
: more . You re flftg-four years old. :
ZKAY; Are you telllng me that you always con51dered

'our frlendshlp in terms. of’ convenlence...(cont )

0



| 1.
(cont.) nothing more5 ‘

Listen, Katle/ when you don't have much, there's

" nothing to cushion you. You grow up fast

You have to.
But Clara...

It was a laugh, let me tell you...some of those
double-dates you used to fix me up with, A1l
those wet-behind-the-ears college boys. "And
all -of you show1ng off,..reading Freud,..and
that crazy Gertrude Stein, with her a rose is
.a rose is a rose. I never knew what the hell
you were talking about...and neither did any
of you, probably. But I, at least, was honest,
T read what I liked. And what I liked were
those movie magazines...and pulp-paper love
stories. T still like to read that kinda stuff
«+.but nowadays it's more fashionable. . Love
stories-are a million-dollar business.

~

I guess jou were ahead of your time.

But I don't want you to get the wrong 1mpres51on
of me, I wasn't just a taker. I tried to pay
you all back...to pay my way. Remember how

I'd always shampoo your hair for you?

- I used to offer to shampoo your hair, too.’

Oh but I never let you. ;

I used %o think lt was because you 11ked to
wash your own halr. -,

And I used to help your mother in different
ways...like when she was baking. (pauses).
That's your mother's recipe I use for my ) .
blueberry muffins. DPutting in. -orange juice,
and grating orange peel for the icing was
her idea. Funny...baking makes me think of

. that expression...crumbs from the rlch man s

‘table. ,

\We were never rlch Clara, ¥

But 'you were. never poor glther...llke.us..

I always Temember how hard my father worked.
,I\always‘remember how little my fathgr worked.

)



KAY: |

-

I loved your

A

12.

K

CLARA:

.

: I dldn't.

sleep over
scholarshlp
¥y year I'd

es, Clara° Re-.

father,
CLARA: _ You could afford to love him...to have him
as a-pet. We couldn't.,, Don't you know that
, peasants only keep dogs that can ork?
KAY: What I remember best from my c¢hi dhood was
our fights...none of which ever made any sense
to me. And how you'd get mad and\leave...and
«not come back for months at a time),
SOUND: "CLARA'S LAUGHTER. -
CLARA: ’ T Pemember} Especially the one we had over | -
the Max Baer-Joe Louis bout.
- SOUND: " KAY'S LAUGHTER.
RAY: Right! For some reason...l can'™t think why
' ...you had yeur heart set on Max Baer w1nn1ng.
,And when he lost, you got up, without saying
"a word, and flounced out of the house, Slam-
mlng the door behlnd you.
CLARA:, We didn't speak to each other for months after
. : that (pauses) I'd better put up the kettle. .
KAY: Oh,, Clara, §it down. It can wait. Let's
talk a bit longer. T
CLARA: M1 right.. What-else do you want to talk
about? \
SOUND: A CHAIR BEING SCRAPED ACROSS THE FLOOR
SOUND: CLARA SITTING DOWN HEAVILY,
KAY? Remember how I'd always 1n81st yo
‘ at my house...the night before th
awards were to be announced? - Eve
be in,deathly fear that if you brioke the pat-
tern, I wouldn't win the scholar hip. .
CLARA: Funny, “eh? You'd be worrylng ‘abput your damn
‘ scholarship..,and I'd be worryl g about whether
or not I d be promoted. . .
KAY: Remember the old radio progr L
n member how we used to shiver with fright over -
o The Hound of the Baskervilles?
oy You shlvered.

I thought Sherlock (cont.) *



' Lots of ~yoney in divorces. Especiélly‘nowar
_days. \fz

. No, thanks.

re

& " . .0
13. ]

{(cont.) Holmes was a big'boref..a pain in the
ass., I remember your mother used to come'-ih ,
and sit with us...because you used to get s0
scared. .I never could understand why you'd
insist on listening to murder mysteries when .
they scared you half to death.

-

Oh, I'm still the same. Only nowadays my
husband has to sit with me.

-

Come +to think of 1t...¥ow is that husband of

yours? Still a hot-shot lawyer° . K
IWell He's still a Tawyer, but It d hardly des-

rlbe him as a hot-shot.

3 o w- .
:‘/ ¢ N
s v

\

J

He doesn't do that type of thing. -

No? Then what does he do?

Teaches, mostly. Constitutional law. And :
once in a while hé gets dragged into doing some
consulting work...usually for the government.

I seej?uWéll..I'd better put this left-over -

icing in the fridge.Unless you want to flnlsh
it off?

Want to‘lick the spoon? _ ' . '

Tt's a‘long,time since I've dpné‘that.

Well, if you won't, I will, i haven't got youxr
_w1ll-power. See that poster of the hippo? On

the fridge doar? I always bring it with me when
we come to visit.

CLARA'S SIGH.
Téouble is, it never seems to do much good.
Am I going to.get‘td meet. your husband, Clara?

Depends on when he gets back. I sent him off
to the movies, Heé just loves movies.

Ind you say hlS name was Max°

-’
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.. CLARA: fThat S rlght. Max. AR a’ h&
. KAY: © Max Waxx. His parents mustQVe had a sense of
humour., .

CLARA: '+ Oh, his name is really Boris. He changed it »
‘ . to Max -himseélf, He thought Max Waxx .was a °
catchier name than Boris Waxx. And he's rlght

No one ever forgets his name, . . #
Bl N o ’
KAY: - What does he do, Clara? : .
_ - ) . , ‘o
CLARA: ‘ Oh, he's an accountant. Didn't you ‘know that?

"Hegs always saying that's why he married me...
. becduse acgountants like rounded figures.

7

KaY: - ‘f&Sﬁands o0 reason.

‘CLARA: Did you know that your mother was responsible‘

‘ for my meeting Max? -

' g

EAY: I never kmew that. ) )

‘CLARA: .+ . Well, lndlrectly. After all, if it hadn't ‘

been for her, I'd never have gone on to busi- .
ness school...after I dropped out of high school. .
On top of which, she got me my flrst office Jjob.

KAY:' I always thought you got it on your own.

CLARA; Not me. I needed a_push. Anyway, I met Max
in the last office I worked in, He was the-
firm's. accountant. Oh, and I have the world's
: most wonderful mother-in-law, .She has four
\ - daughters~1i n-law, but I'm her favourlte. Every-
one says so. :

v, Where is your mother-in-law? At the movies,
' w1th Max?

CLARA:" : She s taking her afternoon nap. Ninety-one...
: + . and sharp as a tack. Always says .exactly what

\" she thinks. Says ‘that's the advantage of be-

ing old...and she likes to take advantage of
\ her advantage. .You'll meet her when she wakes

up.
KAY: r | That! ll be nice,

. CLARA: ',S0 now you know about everyone...except for

oy children. o -
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KAY: How many do you have?
CLARA:  Two. A boy and a girl, Both graduates of
o .Penn Btate. Harold's an accountant...in his
- father's firm. And Debbie's a phys1otheraplst
. And your ch11dren°
KAY: They're busy...worklng...studylng. Oh, Clara,
let's not talk about our families. Let's be -
selfish, and gossip about old times.
CLARA: ‘They're not.drop-outs, or anything?
KAY: Who? i ) . »
.CLARA:’ Your children. )
KAY: " Ok, no, MTwo of them are still at university.
: The other two are busy with their professions. v
- (pauses) Where's ‘that tea you promised me?
CLARA: I'11 put the water on to boil. . .
SOUND; CLARA GETTING UP. '
SOUND CLARA WALKING ACROSS THE TILE FLOOR.
SOUND: RUNNING WATER*“ ‘ .
CLARA I must say, Katie, you surprise me.,
KAY: Why do you sa& that? . -
CLARA:: }Cause you're.just like anyone else,
KAY: What on earth dld you expect° I'm not a movie
/  star.
CLARA: But still...I thought you'd be different. ILook
. different. Dress different. You know, ,.more
exotically. .And I thought you'd be talking
about all the places you've been...the prizes TN
you've won...the famous people you've met.
Instead of whith,..
KAY: But thqse things aren't important, Clara,
CLARA: Aren't important! = Are you crazy? If they

aren't 1mportant then how come you 'go on work-
ing? Why don t you just stop and take things
easy? ;

+
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1le.

» KAY: . I didn't say that art isn't important 'to me. - -

Of course it is., But it's in the process

v that the importance lies...in the act of cre-
ation...in the special moments when you find-
that you've managed to pull off something
that you thought was beyond you...something
‘worthwhlle...even special. It's .the search
t eeps me going...the unending search.
(pauses) I also like the fact that my work
can be public...while I remain private.

" CLARA:. What's the use of being famoﬁs; if...

) KAY: But I'm not famous, Clara.

’ CLARA: ** All right...well-known,..rgcognized. Don't
o e be so plcky, Katie. 'You know damn-well what

I mean. - And what's the use in all that...if
you don't capitalize on it? Makes no sense

, to me.

kAY: V 'Sgrry if I've been a disappointment to you.

CLARA: . - Well, hey...iisten..:;t doesn't matter to me,
. It's your life...not mine. I was just asking.

SOUN-D: . -CLARA'S FbOTS?EEg. ‘

SOUND: ' WATER BEINQHPOUHEI)INTO THE . TEAPGT.

’CLARA: Tea at last! I'1l1l trot out the goodles.

SOUND: \ 'CLARA BUSTLING ARQUND,

CLARA: ' : I'd better take stock...make sure I don't for-

get anything. Let's see: .Dbrownies:...blueberry
cupcakes...lemon merlngue pie...date squares...
and...oh yes...a surprise! -

SOUND: OPENING AND CLOSING OF THE REFRIGERATOR DOCR.

CLARA: ' TA-DA! The piéce de résistance!:

KAY: ghaf a beautiful cheese-gake! and so huge! -
i ou expecting anyone els ? .

CLARA: .Just us.

KAY: ‘ I feel guilty that you ve gone to 80 much

trouble on my account

CLARA: "Don't worry, about it. Everyone enjoys showing 1
off. So, Kate, wouldn't you say that (cont.)



CTARA:

-cake,

‘ v ' 17.
(cont.) this cheesecake is a work of art?

<

A masterpiece.

See.that° There are 3till a few things I cah
do a darn sight better than...than other people.

Jndeed.

Y'know, Katie, cheese cake is my very favour-

ite food. I go all gloppy at the sight of it.
Even had to have it for my wedding-cake. " Re-
member the little bride and groom...on top of

the cake...standing in a field of fresh, ripe .~*
strawberries?

No.

Oh, don't be crazy! You can't have forgotten
it. Everyone remarked on it. It was so spec-
tacular.,

I never saw it.

How can that be? It was the centrepiece of
the buffet., For Pete's sake, can't you remem-
ber anything? '

I wasn't there, Clara. I wasn't-at your wed-
ding. ' CoL

Oh, that's rlght. You weren't. You couldn't
come...for some reason or other. What was it
now? ‘

I wasn‘t‘inVited

Oh, come off it, Katie. I don't remember any-
thing like that. (pauses) Well, anyway, what
does it matter? It was ‘so long ago. Here,

let me cut you a nice big g;ece of the cheese-

. A
Perhaps later, thank you.

Well, someone's. gotta taste 1t..,make sure it's

_as good.as it looks. .I'1l just cut myself a

tiny sliver. There!

CLARA'S FORK ON HER PLATE.

- SOUND:
| CTARA:

ggggl Is that ever good! Delicious!: That re-
Cip¥'s never failed me. It's my mother-in-law’s,
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KAY: ‘It hurt me. It Hart me very mu‘éh...at' the
time. ..

CLARA: | What did? What hurt you?

KAY: | Your not inviti‘rlg me %o your wedding.

CLARA: } It wasn't a very big wedding‘,-\\'K‘atie..'

KAY : | Was Ruth Robbin there? |

CLARA: Ruth? Oh, sure. ’

KAY: And Anna Rozansky? .

- SOUND: ' CLARA'S LAUGH.

CLARA: She had to come. She was.my. bridesmaide And

" . Ethel, of course, was my maid of honour.

KAY: . At my wed@ing, you were the maid of honour.

CLARA: Yo'u. had a largé, wedding. .

RAY: Who else was there? Coa - -

CLARA': Where? Oh, at my wedding. Iet's see. Oh,

Frances was there. You remember Frances Port-
ner? She was in our class in seventh grade.
ind Louise. Louise Farmer. ©She's married to
a dentist.,..an oral surgeon. Shé's very ,rich
"eesgoes without saying. Have you ever gone to
one of them...for root canal work? They charge
an arm and a leg. .

" SOUND: sizEnce.” ’
CLARA: It was 2 small wedding, Katie.
KAY: Are ‘you trying to tell me that if I'd been ‘in-

, vited, it would've gone from being a-Small wed-
ding to. a Hollywood spectacular? (

CLARA: . * I'm not trying to tell you anything. You're
e ' the one who keeps harping on my wedding., I
don't understand you. It was thirty years
~ago...for heaven's sake! Why're you going on
and on ahout 1t? -

'KAY: , " Because all these years I've wondered dbout- 1t )
: ‘ ...aggravated myself about 1t

CLARA:. - Really? I find that hard to believe.



KAY:

KAY:

CLARA:

o

16,

"I've often asked myself what I'd done wrong.

How I could have hurt your feelings. Whether .

. I'd neglected to do something I should have
. done...to say something I should have said.
"Or whether I'd been so lost in my own world

after I got, married that I'd neglected our

"friendship. After all, you'd been like a

member of the family. And if you didn't
want me at your wedding, I must've done some-
thing awful...something terribly unkind. ‘

Oh, comé on, Katie...

I mean it, Clara. I'd really like to know,
So'please tell me., What did I do?

- You? What on earth did you have to do with it?

(pauses) Y'know something, Katie? The trouble
with you is that you not only think you're the
centre of your own universe, but you think
you're the centre of everyone else's as well.
(pauses) If I didn't choose to invite you to
my-wedding, that was my business. Mine. Not
yours. ‘

Didn't you think back...if only for a moment...
to my wedding? TPo the fact that it was you
who'd arranged my wedding veil...that it was
you who had preceded me down the aisle...that
you'd been a part of everything...everything?

Frankly, -no. I was too busy...toco busy with
my own affairs. Too busy playing the leading
role...for once...to think of you, or anyone
else. Tooking back; I think I plain forgot
about you. - :

In spite of the fact that I'd sent you a wed- '
ding present...as soon as I heard you were go-
ing to be married?

. Big deal. That didn't mean I had to invite

you to the wedding. I sent you a thank-you-
note, didn't I?

Oh,  sure. Sure you did. Standard Model 5B.
"Thank you for the lovely gift. My. husband
and I look forward to using it." I still have
it. You didn't even go to the trouble of men-~
tioning.what the gift was.

\ -

Oh, I knew what it was. A hand-made (cont.)

2
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CLARA: (cont. ) covered silver dish...from Peterson's
...and very expensive, I've no doubt. (Qauses)
I often point it out to visitors...as a pre-
sent sent to us by my very dear friénd, the
famous Canadian artlst Kay Hammer, who has
represented Canada in lots of 1nternatlona1
shows...and has won tons of prlzes...and ‘had
one-man shows all'overrtheﬁgamn place.‘

KAY: I wrote you a long letter...when you lost your
father. . .You never even answered it, s

CLARA: There was nothing to say.

KAY: I.understand.

SQUND: SILENCE.

KAY: Well, I musf sa&, I'm giad we've had this talk.

SOUND: KAY'S CHATIR BEING PUSHED BACK. |

SOUND: KAY GETTING UP.

KAY: It's getting 1afe, Clara. I have to be going.

CLARA: You can t go yet! We haven't had our tea.

SOUND: STLENCE. . L

CLARA: 'Katie, you're not.mdd, are you?

SOUND: SILENCE. '

CTARA: Try to understand. I was the bride. The star

' of the show. I didn't want you there...out-

shining me...upstaging me. It was my wedding.

KAY: I understand. And I'm glad we were able to
talk about it. I'm grateful, in fact.

LI ’ . : . :
CLARA: . Good. Then it's all worked out for the best.
KAY: Yes. It has. Well, thanks for asking me over,
CLARA: , -Oh, don't run off yet, Sit down., We haven't

had our tea. '
KAY: Sorry, Clara, but I'm going.
" CLARA:

But you can't! You can't just get up and 1eavef

, Do you reallze how much trouble I've (cont.)
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CLARA:

[

* (cont.) goné to ‘or your.account?
. baking for two days. Who d'you -think is gomnna
eat d1l this stuff? : -

"CLARA",, .

? SOUND:
CLARA:
KAY:

© CLARA:

SOUND:

" (AWAY FROM THE MIKE)

dh dear...it's Mbthgrﬁ She's up.

You'd better go to her, Clara.

I'l1l see you to the door first, Katie.
is, if you still 1n51st on runn;ng off,

CLARA:
CKAY:

CLARA:
KAY:-
CLARA:

(AWAY FROM w MIKE). "C ses

(1 oudlx) Comlng, Mother.

Don't worry about me, Clara.’
self out. \

You sure? I wanted té say good-bye properly.

’

\

21,

I've been

That

\

L can see my-

I think our good-byes were said long ago.

-

" You could be rlght. -We probably should have
left things as they Were,
KAY: | Maybe. But then agaln, I'm glad we didn't.,.
SOUND: - TWO SETS OF FOOTSTEPS WHICH SE@ARA;%\TO GO
R IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS.
SOUND: (AWAY FROM MIKE} "CLARA".
CLARA: (away from mike) Coming! Gomlné,_Mother!
SOUNQ: DOOR OPENING AND CLOSING '
\ SOUND: .|MUSICAL BRIIGE. -

“

w- The End.
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FAY:
ROY:
FAY:

"ROY: .

FAY:,

ROY: -
FAY:
ROY:

F;Y:

ROY(\\_
FAY:

ROY:

FAY:
ROY:

FAY:
ROY:
FAY:

.. ROY:

FAY:

o . 24,
';‘SOUND: RINGING OF _THE TELEPHONE - |
I%Yi 'Hello9 S RN S 3 ; ?V"x
~Hov: Is that F. Tambek?. . -~ - . .

Speaking.
I want to get, into your pantiesv

~ Whaaat? -

I said I...

Never mind! I heard you! You should be
ashamed of 'yourself, Adam. I've a good mind
to report you to the Principal,

It's not Adam, It's Réy. ’

Roy? I don't know anyone named Roy.

You n't have.to know anyone named Roy. This
is an?obscene phone call,

. Oh, my goodness!

Is that all you can say?. "Oh, my goodness"°
What dld you expect me to say?

-

Some thihg more exciting than "Oh, my .goodness".

" What are you? A nun or something?

\ o
I'm sorry. 1

.Is that all you can say, "I'm sorry"? D'you

' realize what you've done? TYou've spoiled

everything for me.
Iisten, you've got your ne;we!

Me?

‘Yes, you! You call me up...you make an° obscene
remark...and then you...

i

It wasn't that obscene.

All right, I! ll grant you that. It wasn't
very obscene. But still...it was hardly (cont.)

/

-



o PAY:

(cont ) a polite remark. And when I try to

* ROY:

. treat.you like a human being, you start cri-
‘ticizing me, . How would you like it if I cri-
. ticized you,’ for heaven's sake?
ROY: Lady! Lady! Stop it! Just stop it. ‘This’
o isn't going at all the way it's supposed tO0ees
the way 1 expected.,. '
‘FAY: What did you expect? |
ROY: -I . thought I' d.get you all stet...nervous...
and -that would sort of ge% me...y'know what
I mean... . .
FAY: No, I don't know what you mean. What do you
,mean? C
ROY: 1 mean...Wéil, y'know...sort of turned on.
FAY: Tarned on? S
ROY: Hell! What's the matter with you, anyway?
-Don't you understand anything? You're making
me feel like a kid who sits down to dinner
without washing Kis hands.’ (pauses) And that's
\ hardly what I had in mind, Goddamn ‘youl!l
. SOUND: RECEIVER BEING REPLACED WITH'A BANG, FOLLOWED
. BY THE GENTLER SOUND OF FAY REPLACING HER RE~
., CELVER. T : , ~
SOUND: A GENTLE SIGH.
SOUND: _A MUSICAL BRIIGE. .
SOUND: RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE.
FAY: Hello? : : o
* SOUND: \.HEAVY BREATHING. - - - -° !
FAY: Hello‘? Hello? | ]
ROY: CI%d like 10 get into your pantles.
FAY: Oh, it's you again. .
Yeah., I fhought I'd try again. I thought

.maybe this time thlngs would go the way they're
. supposed to. ‘.
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FAY: : I see. ‘ -
" SOUND: SILENCE. R ,
ROY: . ' . Hell! it's fio better. ' It's as if I were
- ' talklng to my Grade Five teacher.-

FAY: Grade Seven, o
ROY: . What? ' ‘ ' o
FAY: o Didn't you hear me? I said Gré.de Seven,

o That's what I teach. Grade .Seven,
ROY: © . ,‘—Omlgawd...a schoolteacher! (pauses) Looks - .

_ like I'm a natural-born loser: - . o
FAY: . Me too, ‘ '
ROY: " You too what? What're you talking about?
FAY: . I was just saying that I'm a natural-born
loser myself. ‘ . S

ROY: , 7 This is ridiculous. Iook, I'm gonna hang up. ‘

I can't take much more of this. I'm.gonna’
try someone else. s ’

FAY: .~ Good luck. @ _ ‘

ROY: ’ Bey, wait a minutel .Don't hang up yet!

FAY: Why not? | R |

ROY: Because I like _V}our voi'cé. You I;a:e a very = -
: nice voice, o oo

FAY: Thank you. So have youA. Your voice is 'very"

musical, "And it sounds as if you have a sense
of humour...although frankly, I haven't seen
much evidence of that, as yet. - '

. L
ROY: It's been a long time between laughs,.
FAY: Oh now, Roy, you mistn't let yourself get de=-

pressed, It's hard to get out of...depression.
Roy? You did say your ndame was' Roy?

. R,OY':' \\ That's right. - Roy. And what's your first name?
FAY: I'd rather not say. ‘
ROY: ~ That's okay, I 11 call you Princess...if that's

all right with you? Sort of romantic, eh,: (cont.)

4



ROY:.

- SOUND: = .

\

\\.\\\ ‘ 270

(¢ont.) my not knowing your name? It's: like-

" going to a masked ball., - 0

FAY!'S GENTLE LAUGH.

ROY:
FAY:
ROY:
AT
© Rov{
'FAY:
' ROT:
" FAY:
ROY:
FAY:

ROTY:

FAT:
ROY:

e

SOUND:

N NQ‘

* Me? Ch'I'm m'arried‘-\ v o .

You married, Princess?
, L
I was.

Divorced?

" Then you "must, be a widow, right?

That's right.
Sorry about that.

" And you?

4

Then why on earth are you ma.king obscene phone
calls? . . .

‘Hey, c! mon...you re making it sound like it's
‘my ‘profession, Actually, you were my first one
eeelly very first obscene phone call.

I guess you Jjust need more practice.,

. Well, 'thanics a lot‘.. .teacher.

Oh, I'm not much of a teacher., T doubt whether

.1 could: teach an Australla.n how to- crawl

A GUFFAW. L

ROY:

. FAY:
ROY:
FAY:
ROT:

- didn't you?

Hey, wait a minute. You really meant that,

I'm afraid sp. o
Whyldon't you try doing something else? ' ,
What? -

How . should I xnow? I'm not a guldance coun-
selor. Anyway, work's work. ]'m not parti—
cula.rly happy in my Job gither. -

j

i



FAY: '

28.

o 4

As' what? .
ROY: s an assistant bank manager. .
.SOUND: ' PAY'S’ LAUGH'I.‘ER. o | I
FAY: : T A ba.n.k ma.nager. - o
ﬁox:; . What's so funny?. - o
ﬂFAY:I ) ' Oh, I don't know, It's such a Tvery proper -
kind of job...and here you are...making obscene
' phone calls.
ROY: I see what you meao.
FAY; You happily married, Roy" ,
ROY: Y!think J;'d be making obscene phone calls if I
| were happily mar'rine‘d" \ x
FAY: I guess not. ’ '
SOUND: DOOR _CHIMES. *
FAY: Itve gof to go, Roy. There's someone at my
door. :
RO‘(: fou trying to get rid 'of me?
FAY: Of course)not.
ﬁOYé ) Okay, I believe you. Call you tomorrow.
SOUND: RECELVER BEING REPLACED |
- SOUND:. FAY'S FOOTSTEPS.
' SOUND: DOOR BEING OPENED.
;souiw:‘ _MUSICAL BRITGE.
‘SOUND:_ RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE, A
PAY: Hello? | '
ROY: It's me. .
FAY: . Roy! How. are you?
- ROY: Had a really dismal day. -* ‘.' )

& ' I T~
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PAY:

ROY:

FAY:

ROY:
/

FAY:

ROY:

. FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

" ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

. FAY:

—
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You want to talk about it? y

Sure. It's that job of mine. I don't .know
how much longer I can hack it.

_ Which bank do you wotk at, Roy? I don't think

you've ever mentioned it.

. —You don't expect me to tell you that?

I didn't mean the branch. . I only meanta.s, ]

" Yeah, I know, An% I wish I could tell you.

But somehow, I don't think I'd better.

It's all Tight. I understand. I don't intend
to tell you what school I teach at either,

Afraid I'd turn up and you'd have some fancy
explaining to do, eh?

Something- like that. Anjyway, what's wrong at
the bank?

The manager, for one 'thlng. What a prune!

You should see his private office., Plastic
flowers all over the place.,- And on his. desk...
you won't believe this,.,.but he has photo-.
graphs of his hatchet-faced wife and’'all his
seven children.,

Lots of people have photographs of their fa-
milies on theéir desks.

Yeah,...but not placed so that fhey face ‘fhe’,
visitor, eh? Everybody who comes in for a
loan or whatever first has to comment on his

‘wife and kids. I know it for a fact. I've

heard them.

If you want a loan, you'd better admire his

family,

That's about it. Anyway, let's talk aboﬁt

'something else.

Like what? ' i

- Iike books, for instance. I like to discuss

books, , !

Egpecially with schoolteachers.
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ROY: I Don't get so up-tlght Princess. It's not
- as if you were a librama.n.

FAY: - - What have you been readlng‘? ' ’ i -
'ROY: " Nelville. I've just finished Bartlebx the “
' ,Scm.vener. Powerful - stuff. Have you read it?
FAY: ' . .Oh, Roy...that character's too close to the
5 bone. .
I-ZOY‘:I o I know, It was 1ike- loocking into a mirrore.
FAY: . ‘ ,‘ ‘ ) 'How'Veryﬁ strange. 7 | '
ROY: '\ Why? “Why do you say that? .
FAY: - Because you think Bartley's. like you....and

I think he's 1like me...a curse on the con- .
‘science of the man who hired me.,.Do you know -
.ssCan you even imagine,..what it's like fo
know that you hold a job on sufferance? With-

- out Mr. Nathanson's protection I'd've been
"fired within & week. And who could blame them"
I can't teach., I can't maintain discipline.
It's just awful., The children make fun of
me...behﬁ.nd my bgck..,to my face..s

ROYs, ' Poor Princess! Why don't you' just leave...
< find something else to do? oo
FAY: «  I'mnot qual:x.'fied for anything else. I went |

straight from Teachers' College into marriage:

and motherhood. (pauseg) That poor Mr. Nathan-

son...l can't ‘tell you how kind he is...how - -

' "~ hard he tries. He's forever giving me articles

B on teaching methods, which he clips out of the .
Christian Science Monitor...always hoping that
some day...somehow,..something will rub off on
‘me., But-it never does.

-~

bl

ROY: Sounds like a real.nice guy.

FAY: ; That's the trouble. Too'nice. It makes me
. . feel so guilty. Well, they're stuck with me
until he retires., After that, it'lI be the

knacker's for me. . . :

ROY: . . Oh come 6n, Princess...you can't be that bad
a teacher...nobody can.

FAY: Well, thanks a lot, Roy. That's very comfort-
ing. '

- Id

D)



 SOUND: _ - siimwem. .-
ROY T Princéss?
PAY: . Yés, Roy? - S
ROY: _ "I 4idn't mean to hurt your feelings.
FAY: - I xmow. - ° B
ROY: Guess what? .I joined another library. Near
the bank. - ‘ " -
FAY: ©  Oh? Which one? The Westmount Iibrary? The |
Fraser-Hickson? The Atwater? The C8te Saint
Lue? . '
“ROY: . " You're wasting your time, Princess. ,: It's none
' of your business, » -
SOUND: . FAY LAUGHING. .
FAY: : You certainly do a lot of reading. |
ﬁOY: o .That's about all I do. )
FAY: And your wife doesn"lt mind? ‘ )
ROY: . - My wife? Oh, we don't seem to have much in’
common any more since I...(voice fades away)
FAY:» Sorr.y..;I can't" hear you, ' |
ROY: /(il:.l a_rush of words) Since I becane impotent.
' PAY: - . _ Ohhh... | ‘
SOUND:; A CIICK AS ROY HANGS UP. }‘ S
. SOUND: ____ THE RECEIVER BEING REPLACED o
SOUND: _MUSICAL BRIIGE. '
SOUND: RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE..
| PAY:  Hello? ;
‘ROY: r Hel'lo, Priln.cess. ,
'FAY: ‘ | Oh, Roy, I'm so glad you called. I was af;'aid

I might never hear from you again,

ROY: Would you have missed me? - ., -
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» .

. .
‘

FAY | Yes. S L ) IS
ROY: . I'm glad, - ’ ‘ S S
‘FAY;: P How are things? R | ' =
ROY: S " -The same. | .
EAY: ' You want. to ‘talk about 1t? | "
ROY: - HYes. : «‘ = "“
FAY: o Well...talk. - DR
ROY: . Just like that? - ‘
FAY: - - éometimes itts the best way. .,Jyst start, It'll
T oo - get e@sier as you go. along. :
ROY: , Ican't, I can't do it. (pauses) How would
s 1t be if you aslged me questions and ] answered?
FAY:* . .. A1l right, Roy...if you think you'll find it
.o ‘easier that way. (pauses) Do you love your
_ . wife; Roy? - . N
ROT: No.
FAY(: ~ L a 'No?: Haw iong have you'been mmied?
CROY: . Two years.
FAY: T.see, - ’
. ROT: | - What do you s—ee? .
FAT:©  °  Nothing, really, It's just an expression.
ROY: - . Well,..go on. 4sk me some more questions.
Fay: - o . Were lyou in love when you got married?
ot SR
FAY: - S Then w};y on éa.rth did yt;ﬁ get marri'ed?
 SOUND: . SIIENCE. | o .
‘ ’FAY:\ c ‘D you have to? |
ROY: - L She told me she was pregnant. "

FAY: - ' N kShe told you she was préghan‘t...but she_ V{asn't? '

!



ROY:
FAY:
ROY:
CFAL:
ROY:

FAY:
ROY:

' éj FAY:

* RbY:

FAY:

ROY:

SOUND:

SILENCE.
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You got it.
You feel that she tricked you into marriage?

1

I guess you could say that.
Is that so terridle...if she loves you?

I don't know how she feels about me. I don't

.belleve anything she says. Any feeling I had

for her vanished when I realized what she had
done.

C .

"But maybe she really thdught she was pregnant.

No., She knew exactly what she was doing.

I see.

“And, 80...after that...after T found out...I

just couldn't...l guess I didn't want to...
with her, I méan. And after a while...with
anyone.

Why don't you go and see someone? a psychi-
atrist, maybe? ‘

Tha.nks....but no thanks. Anyway, now that you

know, . .if you don't mind,..I don't want to
talk about ’Jit any more.

'

FAY:
" ROY:
FaL:
ROY:

ROY: -

I've been ha;\ring gsome problems at school.

You Haven't been fired, or ahything? Have you?

No, But it may fot be long now. g, -

What happened?

One of my boys handed in the very same essay

on Sir John A. that his older brother had handed
in to me last year...and that their mother had
probably written in the first place. So I
failed him., .I had to. VWhat else could I do?

I feel sick about it...on account of poor Mr,
Nathanson., The boy's*father is on the School
Board, N

You did the right thing, Princess, Thérg's
comfort in that.
- ] )

4
4
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FAY: I imow.
SOUND: -_FAY SIGHING. _
ROY: I had a weird experience in the llbrafy today.
- - I ran into one of those vandals.who wrlte in )

« the margins of books.
FAY: | . He was QOing that? right in the library?

ROY: ' Yeah, My first instinct was to punch him out.
But then I decided to talk to him...to try to

understand why he’'was doing it. .Turned out*he -

.* : wag chopping Henry James' sentences and para-
graphs into more manageable chunks,
FAY.:’V . The very idea! , N
" ROY: - Spoken like a true schoolteacﬁer! .
FAY: Well, what did you expect?
ROY: From ydu, Princess?‘ A 1i.t1:le more opennesa’...n

sympathy, even. After all, aren't you working
at rehabilitating an obscene caller?

FAY: . Oh, Roy, you'll only encourage him to deface
more and more books.

ROI: He was a pathetlc little man, Princess. Lonely.
,And in his own way, dedicated. Sitting there,
poring over Henry James...looklné for all the
world like some ancwnt Talmudlc scholar,

FAY: : You Jewish, Roy" ' : | e
" ROY: | ' No. You?r .
FAY: Yes, I am. ‘
" ROY: ; Must be nice. You havé such close family ties.
)FAYE So do other people,
"ROY: I sup;;ose. Anyway, does it matter to yuou? My
© not being Jew.lsh'?
FAY: Why should it? _We're hardly 1J.kely to get mar-

ried...have children,..and quarrel about what
religion to bring them up in.

ROY: ’ I guess not,

.
& or

1
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. AN 4 . '
Well..,.l1'd vetter say good-night. I brought

FAY:
home two sets of exams to correct, and I.
should get started. Otherwise I! 11 be up

o half the night. ' ’ \

'ROY: Just a minute, Princess. Do you realize we've

. been talking to each other every night for the
’ 'past three months. : .
{ T e - i

FAY: So? ‘ «

ROY: So, isn't it time we metfy“

FAY: I'm afrald thafc's out of the quas”cion, Roy.

ROY: But why‘? S - .

FAY: Because thére's no p'oin‘b in it,

ROY: Will you at least think“ about 1t? That's all
I'm asking, Don't say no until you'wve turneg
it over in your mind., You can let me know
tomorrow nigh‘b.l Okay? ) '

FAY: Okay. Good-night, Roy.

ROY: _ Good-night, Princess. <

SOUND: .RECEIVER BEING REPIACED. ,

YSOUND: MUSICAL BRIDGR.® &; e

+SOUND: RINGING OF _THE TELEPHONE. '

L% .
FAY: Hello?
© ROY: | Well? \
PAY: Well, what? . Lo . ¢
'ROY: Well...when and where are we meeting‘? 'Have
. you decided'> )
" FAY: Oh, Roy...let's Just leave things as they are,
. . ROY: - You're not afraid of me, are you? 1 know I
. didn't make a very good flrst impression.
I%t's nothing, like that, Roy. It's. just...lt's :

just that there's no po:Ln't to it. We're not
teenagers, arranging a blind date. .

~

r



ROY:
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ROY:.
" FAY:
ROY:
FAY:

ROY:
FAY:

ROY:

FAY:
" ROY:

. FAY:
ROY:

FAY} N
4 ’ * \

ROY:
FAY:

. magical time of day.
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s -
.

But it would mean so mﬁch to me.

I'm sorry. Really I am, But it's not pos-
gible.. ~ ’ ,

-

Fine, ?Hep I'11 stop phoning.

You wouldn't!’ (uncertain) Would you?

Try me.

Roy! Oh, Roy, it's a &illy idea...plain silly.
You don't even know what I look like, I don'#
know what you look like, '

4 t

.1 could wear a rose in my lapel. . ““

But what if the Prime Minister happened o
turn up at the same time?

Well, you know what he looks like., Oh, -c'mon
on, Princess, don't be so difficult. It'll
be fun...you'll see. Look, we could meet at
the Musée,...down at Le Havre? It's always
quiet there...and there are lots of cormers
where we can sit and talk.

‘It's too out of %he;way. I don't drive.qx
Neither do I. Can't .afford it...on my salary.
Say, what about a hotel lobby=--the traditional
rendezvous for lovers?

We hardly fit into that category. -

' Well anyway...we're at least good friends.

What about the Windsor? Or the Queen E? Or
maybe the good old Mount Royal? We could look

for each other behind the potted palms., &
I really don't like hotels. I find them phony.

Everyone pretending to be what he's not...even
the belldboy.

Well, where then?

Maybe outdoors? What do you think? In a park.
At dusk. I love the twilight...It's such a

Oh, and I know Just the
park. Not far from the school where I teach. '
Beaubien Park...on.

a. bls stg;,at th

orner of Mbanhran.

\ | L

e. Catherine Road. Theré's\
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ROY:

37
Sounds good to me., Béaubien Park at twilight.
Let's set the day. - How about this Friday?

Not too soon for mé., So? Is it agreed?

STREET NOISES, CAR HORNS.

Oh, this is crazy...absolutely crazy! I
must'¥e been out’ of my mind., Why on earth
did I ever let myself be talked into this?
(pauses) What would my children say, if they
knew? What would Mr., Nathanson think? What
if on€ of my students passed by and saw us?
Dear God, why am I standing here,..in the
autumn of my life...waiting for an obscene

\

-caller? I can't believe I'm doing this...

(pauses) There's not a soul around. If I
had to scream, who would hear me?

A CITY BUS BRAKING TO A STOP,

)

The bus. People are getting off,..an 0ld
lady...children...a man. He's looking around.
Oh, but that can't be him. BHe's only a young-
ster. -Can't be more than twenty-six or geven,
He's certainly thin...seems to be lost in his
coat. (pauses) Oh, my goodness,..he's head-
ing this way. If that's Roy, I'll just pre-
tend to be someone else. ‘I'll simply tell

~him I'm waiting for my husband, Oh, what'll

I do? He's' quickening his pace. He's running.

(out_of breath) Princess?

You wereg't expecting anyone else, were you?

Oh, Printess, ¥ love you.

EAY: So soon?’
ROY:

- (Hig voice fades out.)
SOUND: - MUSICAL BRIIGE. °
SOUND:

FAY:
SOUND::
FAY:
ROY:
’ PAY: (tenﬁé}lyélv) Roy?
ROY: ‘
 mav: oh, Roy.|.
. ROY:
. . SOUND: FAY'S TAUGHTER.
. FAYY

N

'Are you ever silly! C'mon, let's walk., It's

too cold to stand in one place.

1.
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<

FAY: ‘
. a

RQOY:

FAY:

ROY:
SOUND:

R

ROY: You co0ld? Gosh! I'm sorry. I've kept you
waiting. 'I did come early, but'I should've
made sure I'd he here flrst I feel terrible

. about it, /
" SOUND: TWO SETS OF FOOISTEPS ON THE PATH.
FAY: It doesn' t matter. Really, it “doesn't.
ROY: ' Of course it matters. I'1]l make sure it never
‘ =\happens again.‘ Co

FAY: © v+ Again?

ROY: Yeah. Next time. When we meet again next
Friday.“ !

PAY: * You want to do this again?

ROY: Sure, every weéek.

SOUND: THEIR FOOTSTEPS SLOW IOWN AND STOP.

FAY: Be frank with me, Roy. Are you disappointed?

ROY: Why should I be? “You came, didn't you? I
could hardly sleep all night...I was so sure
you wouldn't turn up.

FAY: What I meant was...aren't you disappointed...
in me? In what I loock like? I'm almost old
enough to be your mother.

ROY: You're -exactly as I pictured you. Beaﬁtiful.

FAY: Oh, Roy, I'm forty-nine years old...and mousy.

ROY: Princess, the radiance of your smile lights

up this gloomy park.,

I'd be foolish not to leave it at: that., Shall
we go to the right or to the left?

To the right. But wait 4 minute. You haven't
told me what you think of me., Were you dis-
appointed? . (
Well, you're Qery young.

That's no problem. That'll change...with time,

THETR FOOTSTEPS START UP AGAIN.

- ey
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You like this park, Roy? It's a favourite

It's got a lovely old-fashioned feeling %o it.
All it needs is a lamplighter,

\

"Ch, p mon, Roy...I m not that old.

You? TYou're ageless, Princess, Like a cha-
racter in a fairy-tale., And the park is the
perfect setting for you. Reminds me a bit of
the blackish-green park in Antonioni's Blow=-up.

You're right, you know, .It is a bit like
that., Did your mother take you to see the

- film..when you were small?

Ch, come on, Princess...stop it...(Roy's voice

RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE.

Well, good-evening to you, Fay. (pauses)
That's a neat name...Fay. -

It used to be Fanny, But I didn't like it...

Mind if I go on calling you Princess?

Princess suits you. You even Have‘long hair’
+eolike Rapunzel. Maybe when we meet next
week, you can leave it long...instead of skew=

FAY:
. of mine.
" ROY:
| PAY:
ROY:
FAY:
ROY:
fades out.)
SOUND: MUSICAL BRIDGE.
‘SOUND:
ROY:
FAY:
so I changed it.
ROY:
FAY: 0f course not.
ROY:
ering it up into a bun.
FAY: Maybe, We'll see.
ROY:

Tell me, were you at all excited at the idea
of our meeting last nlght...after all this

'tlme9

You really want to know?

W .

Yes.,

. I felt like a British Queen on the way to her

execudion.
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ROY: - R 3 A2 known, I could%ve brought along an axe
and helped you live out your fantasy...to the
very end, . .

FAY: Youlre too kind. ‘

ROY: You still gpset about my age? or the lack of
it?

FAY: No...not any more.

ROY: There are lots.of ways of measuring age. .One

’ is by suffering.

FAY: '+ Then I must‘be at least ninety.

ROY: Me too. See? We're the same age, after all.

SOUND: —_ SILENCE, '

Roy: Princess?

FAY: y. Yes, Roy?

ROY: S When I got home last night, I read a book that
had been a childhood favourite of mine, Ivanhoe.

FAY: - It's been a long time since I've read Sir Walter
Scott.

, v .
ROY:- I think of you as my Rebecca...and some day,

when I'm better...I'1l convert to Judaism and
: we can be married.

. FAY: Oh, Roy...you've got your own rellglon...and
you ve already got a wife, And you're not in
¢ love with me. We're simply friends...good
friends. ’ ‘ A
ROY: A1l right, Fay., We'll leave it at that for

now. pausesg) Have you lined up a park for
next week?

FAY: I've been working on it. Poring over city /////f
maps. Checking out bus routes. How about -
Carré Saint-Louis? It's so charming...all
those Victorian houses looking down protectively
" on the little park., Besides...it's not too
far from the Municipal Library. We could nip
in there to‘warm up.

. ROY: Soun?s great...just great...(Roy's voice fades
‘ out

a5 ¢

K
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MUSICAL BRI DGE.

FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

'ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

" PaY:
ROY:

" PAY:

ROY:

FAY:
ROY:

RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE.
Hi, Roy!

Hey! Aren't you taking a big chance.,.an-
swering the phone that way? What if it had
been your sister? or your daughter? or Mr.
Nathanson? or one of the kids at school?
or someone calling you for a date?

You worry too much. At seven o'clock it's _
alwgys you. I've often wondered how you manage

.I

No problem. At two minutes to seven I'm in
the phone booth. . At one minute to seven I'm
dialing your number. And at seven o'clock I
hear your lovely voice.

Doesn't your wife ask questions? about your
being out of the house euery single night at

gseven o'clock?”

She's used to it., I'm a dedicated jogger...
winter and summer...rain or shine.

You're full of surprises, Roy. Hey, wait a
minute. That means that this very minute I'm
having a conversation with a man in a phone
booth, wearing Adidas and a gray 'jogging suit.

Right. And what do you wear every night?
Something sexy, I hope? ‘ .

No such luck. Right now I'm wearlng a tweed
skirt, a faded sweater ‘and sensible shoes.
And, oh yes, my hair in a bun.

The Compleat Schoolteacher.

Not all that Compleat. A schoolteacher with
an Obscene Caller as a friend. .

Oh, come on, Fay. It's been ageé since I've -
done that. . : S .

That's true. I apologize. ,
Do 'anything special last night?

q



FAY:

ROY:
FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

4+ ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

PAY:

ROY:

FAY:

- ROY:

'LFAiz

N SN

I went to a dance.

1

A dance! How come ‘you didn't mentlon it
last nlght...when we talked°

It was a 1ast3§1nute de0131on. One of my .f
friends, Laura Overland, talked me into it. 4

And how was it? ‘

Awful. Just-awful., It was a smglési dance.
That translates into’ divorced, w1dowed, and’
never-marrieds., (gause ) Are you laughing
at me, Roy? 'Fdr g01ng to/a thlng like that?

I'd never laugh at._you, Princess. In fact,

- I'm gorry I wasn't there. We could've danced

together,

You'd've stuck out like the proverbial sore
thumb, Everyone there was over forty. Well
over forty. And there were about three women
to every man,

Well, come on, 'Tell me all about it. What
did you wear? . ‘

Me? Oh, I looked pretty drab...a sparrow
among the peacocks., You should've seen the
other women., Gold's the big thing this season,
and they were all shining and glowing...like
fireflies., I tell you, they looked as if they
were dressed up for some tribal rite...ready
to sacrifice their virginity...or what was

+left of it...to the few men who were there...

picking and choosing from among the praferred -
victims,

Hey, comé on, Fay...you sound like an amateur
sociologist. Why didn't you- just relax...have
a good time? o ’

Are you kidding? I was paralysed.;.paralysed’
with fear. I wanted nothing more desperately

" than to escape into that perpetual haven for:

wallflowers...the Ladies' Room.

We all want to run away from thlngs. ‘The in-
portant thing is that you dldn t. (pause )
You ‘didn't, did you?

Only because I was afraid that if I set (cont.)
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ROY:
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FAY:
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PAY:

ROY:

FAY:
RO¥:

FAY:

ROY:
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(cont.) foot into the Ladies!
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Room,, I'd

never get up the courage to come out again...
that I'd still be in there when the building

was being locked up.

Oh, you're too hard on yourself. Too self-
critical. TYou should leave the judgment to

Funny you showld say that....
Why?

' others. You might be agreeably surprised.

Because...oh, I can't tell you...it's too i

silly.

There you ga agagn. Let me decide whefher
it's silly. If you pre-judge your every action,

"~ you'll never get to do anything in life,

Well,..there was this nice-looking man...about
my age...looked intelligent...and well-bred.
I was standing near the door...poised to es-
cape...wvhen he came right across the room to
ask me to dance. "The music was pretty loud,..
and I wasn't quite sure I'd heard him right.

And y'know what I found myself

blurting out?

"If you'd like to dance, I'm sure you can find

yourself a partner., Want me to introduce you

to some of the women I know?"

have seen the look he gave me,.

cused himself and walked away.

Well, you should
.before he ex-

v

Small wonder. You humiliated him.

Oh, Roy! I felt awful about it. Now you've

made me feel even worse.

Don't blame yourself,rFay, Having an inferi--
ority complex doesn't leave a person much
room to think of the feelings of others.

You think me self-centred?

Sure, Princess. Insecure people are always
selfish,: They have no alternative.

I feel terrible. The worst of

it is, I'11

never be able .to make it up to him. -It's- not

likely I'11 ever see him again.

" But you've learned something.

i

1

I guarantee (cont.)
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SOUND:
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(cont.) you'll say "yes" to the next man
who asls you to dance.,.even if hé turns out
to be an orangutan, Anyway, I'm glad 'you
didn't dance with him, I'd‘'ve been jealous.

(Roy's voice fades ' out )
MUSICAL BRIIGE, ‘

P

‘'SOUND:

FAY:

ROY:
PAY:

ROT:

FKY:’
_ ROY:
PAY:

ROY:
FAY:

ROY: ..

FAY:

ROY: .

FAY:

And you know how much I love books.

RINGING OF THE TELEPHONE. -

RN

Royr I've been walting at the phone for the
past half hour. , .

But it's barely séven () clock

I know...T know...but I've been burstlng to
tell you. o0 ' -

That your historical pageant was a howling
success.

Roy! How'd you know?

Your voice, Princess. Your voice!

This is becoming ridiculous. You can read

me like a book,

I can never thank you enough, Never! With- ¢
out your encduragement...without your help...
I'd never have been able to pull it -off. % d
have been completely overwhelmed...engulfe

by all the organizing, the writing, the cos~
tuming, the rehearsals,

But you did it. And you did it a@}; your-.

.8elf,

I still can't believe it. The kids were ec-
static, All the parents rushed over to con-
gratulate me. And oh, you should've seen Mr.
Nathanson. He was glowing...positively glow-
ing. I think I was even happier on his account
than on my own, At last, thanks to you, I've
redeemed myself,
»

You've been mentioning(xhat man a bit too often
.for my taste, He's safely married, I hope?

"Poor“soulz His wife died...about a year and a
. half ago. ,
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FAY:

ROY

FAY:

. SOUND:
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Oh..oh! : ' , '

~ Stop it, Roy. Hb's‘just a friend,

I was only teasing, Princess. (pauses) Now

to serious business...l was wondering whether
we-couldn't go back to .the Botanical Gardens
this week? That is, unless you have your heért
set on something else,

I was thinking of ' Lafontaine Park and the ani-
mals,..but that can wait until next week,

We must've gone through about forty parksiby
now, I never knew we -had that many in‘Mog;real.

Well...there-are all the parks in Outremont...
and in Westmount...

In St, Lambert and Longueuil...
Notre Dame deaGrAce~and St. Henri...
Verdun and Ahuntsic.:.

The. big, well-kept parks..,.with the oldest trees
and the newest playgrounds... .

And the little mousehole parks...with bare
patches of earth or gravel...and peeling swings.

And that little excuse for a park under the
shadow of the expressway...
Funny, isn't it? Them that has gets. All the
affluent areas that have lawns of their own,,.
and where the kids go away to camp for the sum=-
mer...or on family trips...they're the. ones
that have fine parks...while the poorer areas
are given minimun facilities...if any...(Roy's
voice fades out.)

MUSICAL BRIIGE.

STREET NOISES.

SOUND:
FAT:

| Ro¥:

| RAY:

_ 'Hi, Roy. What've you gof there?

Flowers...for our anniversary.

Anniversary? What on earth)are you talking

- about?
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"ROY: . "Will you listen to that' ‘And they say women
Ly are sentimental' (clucks his tongue) Don't
tell me you've forgotten? It's exactly a year
‘ since our first meeting...at Beaubien Park.
'.’FAY; Oh, Roy, how/sweet of 'you to remember.
ROY* I'm afraid .we'll have to cart. the flpwers
' around.,.on pur walk, Maybe I should have had
’ them sent, :

FAY: o I'm glad you|didn't, ILook, there s an empty

S . bench! Why don't we sit down9

ROY: - Good idea. L '

SOUND: FAY ANDZROY SEATING THEMSELVES AND PUTTING

EE DOWN_THE BOX. . ‘ ‘ ‘
- FAY: You feeling all’ r:l.ght, Roy? You look kinda
5 pale. ‘ :
ROY: " I'mfine. Never better.
" FAY: “You don't look well. Maybe you should've

. - stayed home tonight and gone to bed early,

ROY: Stop your fussing, Princess, I'm okay.

FAY: ‘But you're-not okay. You look awful,..as if
ybu haven't eaten in two days. Something's.
wrong. I know it. Roy, look at me., What's .~
the matter? Did you lose wyour Job or some- '

" thing? s T

i N L_

ROY: Or something...

FAY: I knew it! I knew eomething was wreng as soon

: as I laid eyes on you. What is it? What's
wrong?

ROY: It's my wife. She's pregnant. She saw g
doctor on Wednesday. -

‘FAY: Oh, my goodness. I guess there must be some-
one else. Has she asked you for a divorce?

ROY: ' There's no one else, Fay.

FAY: "I don't understand.

SOUND: SLLENCE, ‘ 7

4 L

L]
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ROT:

FAY:

" ROY:
FAY:
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Oh, I gee!l (pause ) Well, " isn't that nice!
Really. I mean it. It'g wonderful news,

Oh, stop it, Fay! If it!s such wonderful news,

then how come I feel so rotten about it? Why
do I feel that I've...that I've somehow be=-
trayed you? %

Oh, but you éhouldn't. You 'shouldn't feel
that way. I won't let you,

It happéned only once. I want you to know that.
It's all right, Roy. ere's no need to talk

about it.
But I want to, Princess. I have to! You,

~ were part of it. You were the reason for ite

It was you I was thinking of. You that I
couldn't stop thinking oé And suddenly...
suddenly I needed you. od, how I wanted you.

' And there was Maureen...ﬁight beside me,

Roy. Stop it! I don't wgnt to hear any more.
Youtre looking at this the wrong way. You
should be happy. You should be feeling won-
derful! You've a right tu happiness...to a
full life. \

3
i
v

\ g;11¥) You're not listening to me, Fay.
You don ‘

+t understand! What I'm trying to tell
you is that the baby is ours...yours and mine.
Maureen was just a.stand-in!| for you...a surro-

\

I understand, Roy.

I knew you would.

What kind of flowers did you|bring me? You

Tea roses, They'reminded me| of you, Oh, and

~ 1 have something else for you.

Another present?

ROY:
- FAY:

ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

SOUND: SILENCE.
LS 2L LY
FAY:

d1¢n't say,

'ROY:

FAY:

ROY:

SOUND:

This one is éomething speci7l. Here...open it.

OPENING OF A BOX.




P

48,

FAY: ‘Oh! a ring! (gauseé) Looks like a wedding
. I‘ing. Al ' -
ROY: My mother'!s. ' \
FAY: Your mother's! ©Oh, I can't accept that, Roy.
It should go to your wife...and later on, to
. " your child.
ROY: No, Goddammit! TIt's for you. :
SOUND: A SOB OF FRUSTRATION. ‘
"FAY: Oh, "please...please don®., Iook, Roy, I'll
put it on, There! How does it look? It
fits perfectly. v
"ROY: I knew it would. ‘
SQUND:, A KISS, -
ROY: That's the first. time you've ever kissed me,
. Princess.
' []
SOUND: - STLENCE.
ROY: You'll wear it? .
FAY: Yes...I'11l wear it. ’
ROY: Always? ‘
FAY: Yes...always. .
ROY: . .. You promise?
- FAY: "I promise. After all if nuns can wear wedding
R rings, I guess I can too. s
ROY: Oh, Princess, I do love you. *
FAY: I know. - o A
SOUND: __MUSICAL BRIIGE AND FAIE. ‘

’ ', The End, L

-
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. T

SOUND: A KEY TURNING IN A_LOCK.

.SOUND: ‘A _DOOR OPENTNG. T

SOUND: A _MAN'S FOOTSTEPS ON A TILED FLOOR. -

BOB: (A little away) Now- that's what I'd call one

e helluva weekend, Great little hotel...great
food...and a great show, to boot.

SOUND: A SUITCASE HITTING THE FLOCR.

SOUND: _ A MAN'S FOOTSTEPS. |

SOUND: . - A COAT BEING TOSSED ONuA COUCH.

BOB: (Cloger to mike ) Boy, am I ever: bushed'

SOUND: BOB FLOPPING DOWN ON THE COUCH.

BOB: But it wad worth it, en? Aren t you glad I

' nagged you into going, Llsa°

LISA: (A 11tt1e away) Yes...I'm glad‘

BOB: So am I, I've got enough small talk to see
me through my office hours. for months to come .

- LISA:. (A little away) That yopr main motivation in -
‘ ’ going, Bob? It's a pretty weird reason for go=--
ing to an exhibition...to stock up on small
talk .

BOB: Well, hey...not an exhibition, Llsa. "The ex-

’ hibition of a lifetime. Or, at least, of the
eighties. Anyway, it wasn't my main reason for
going. 1. went mainly on your acc nt.

LISA: (A little away) But T told you...‘

BOB: Oh, I know what you told me. * But I kmow better.-
Lisa. Are you still standing in the doorway?
Come in and sit down., Put your damn bag down
and take your coat off - What's the matter w1th

. you, anyway? ,

LISA: (A little away) I'm leaving, Bob.

BOB: Oh, sit down, lLisa. Relax. We'll have a'blte‘

to eat...unpack...and then, if you stlll want

" to, we'll go out. Although why, you'd want, to

is beyond me. -

a



LISA:

BOB:,
LISA:
BOB:

SOUND:

(A little away) I'm going, Bob
you.

I'm leaving -

‘This your 1dea of a Joke°
(A little away) T'm serlous, Bob 1 want out.

‘I don't believe it!
oo just like ‘that.

You,can]t walk out on. me.
What's gotten into you?

" SOUND:

BOB GETTING UP.?
__BOB'S FOOTSTEPS.

SOUND:

A SLIGHT STRUGGLE .

BOB:

(A little awav) Put 'your- sultcase down, Lisa.
Put it down, for .Chrissake! , , i

SUITCASE HITTING THE FLOOR. '

~

- (Approaching mike) Now come here énd sit down,

LISA'S DRAGGING FOOTSTEPS.

N

- LISA SEATING HERSELF.

LISA: «

BOB:

LISA:

BOB:

LISA: X

“

, Okay. Now, what's bugglng you° Tell me, - What
is it? Have I done something wrong? Y'think
I didn't .tip the taxi-driver enough? - Is that
what you re pouting about? ‘

,/How would. I know what you tlpped the driver? v

- Hell, I know what it . is. You didn't like the
hotel. That's'it, You didn't like sleeping on
mats. 1 suppose you found it a bit artificial
«++a Japanese -hotel right in the middle of Man-
hattan. Was.that it? r

Oh, I dldn't care. If it gave you pleasure to
stay at a genuine Japanese inn...in the middle
- of New York City...well, it was all rlght with
me. ‘

Well then, what was 1t°' What set you off”

There must've been something. Hey, was it that

little creep...the one outside the Museum.., _
who burns Picassos? Was it because I told hin™
to shove off and stop bothering us?

That was awful. Heartless. Everyone in the . .
ligeup knew he was weird. ' But you were the only
one who had to go and let him know it,
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LISA:
BOB:
LISA:
BOB:

LISA:
" BOB:

‘LISAQ
ﬁOB:

LISA:
BOB:

LISA:

BOB:

- LISA:
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That why you set up a rendezvous with him for
the next day? To make it up to him? (pauses)
It didn't occur to you, of course, that you
were making a fool out of me...in front of
everyone.

Oh, Bob...no one took him seriously.

Or wére‘yop attracted to the little runt?

Grow up, Bob. For heaven's sake,'grow up.

. You lack discriﬁination, Lisa. . You re always

starting conversations with anyone and everyome.
But you really hit rock-bottom with that little
weirdo. What was his name, anyway?

Paul. 

Right! -Paul. A real creep...standing there,
handing out nude photographs of himself.

He wasn't all naked Bob. He was wearing a fig

,‘leaf

' Yeah...and did you see the size of 1t° Mere

boasting...that's all* it was. -

,Don't tell me you felt threatened?

Me?’yWﬂ% should I feel threatened?

Then why are you expending $o much nervous en-

ergy on him? A harmless little man who has
never accomplished anything in life,. and pro-
bably never will., We all like to feel im~
portant, Bob...to feel that we've accompllshed

'something in life.« ‘And if we can't create any-

thing, some .of us start looking around for some-

thing to destroy. That's all poor old Paul was

doing...ranting on about Picasso...calling him
a2 con artist...burning what he claimed were ‘ori-
ginal- Picasso prints. Isn't it a damn sight
‘better that he work off his frustrations that
way than by bombing the Museum?

A1l rlght...okay...but ‘why on earth did you havé
_to get involved with him? Why can't you learn
to mlnd your own business?. .

" You don! t aunderstand., T llked,hlm. "He's an
orlglnal. Reminds me of .the man who broke (cont )

TR
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LISA:

BOB:

LISA:

BOB:
LISA:
BOB:

LISA:

,BOB: _

LISA:

BOB:

/
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(cont.). into a musSeum just to nail one of his
own paintlngs up on the wall, Or the man who
used to give free annual concerts at Plateau
Hall to perform the compositions he'd written'
for his wife. People like that enrich life.
I adore them. I can't help myself.

Oh, you could -help yqurself all right...if you
really wanted to. -But instead you go out of

‘your way to encourage those lunatics. Take
~this guy, Paul. You had to tell him that you

' always. bring 'along. original Picasso lithographs

/

to put up over hotel-room reproductions. And

naturally he believed you. Then you have to

make things even worse by arranging to meet him
the next day to burn your mythical Plcassos with
him,

OhG Bob I'd never've gone. I'd never have had
the nerve., Maybe that's why I admire people
like Paul. Because they live out my fantasies.

Real-life is,pleﬁty good énough for me, - Lisa,-
I know. ’

What you can't seem to realize, Lisa, is that
what you do when we're together reflects on me.

I don't see why. We're two individuals.,

No, we're not. We're a couple. Everyone re-
gards us as a couple, And instead of realizing
that, you gé blithely from one crazy stunt to .
another. Look what you pulled with the young-
ster who was directing people to the entrance of
the Museum, .

What was wrong. w1th that? The boy stands there,
saying the same damn thing...over and over
again...all day long...seven days a week,

- "Checking on your left. You enter on the right.
- Checking on your left. You enter on the right.

Checking-on your left. You enter on the right."

But what business was it of yours? All you had .
to do was. to ¢heck on the left and enter on the -
right., That's what every normal person did, '
But not you. Oh, no! TYou had to go and ask -
him whether he keeps saying, "Checking on your
left, you enter on the rlght“, when he gets

home at night,
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LISA:  ° So what? I was curious. Weren't you? Seems
to me a doctor should be curious..

BOB: ~ Doctors don't have to be curious. We simply

have to know how to cure...how to repair.
. -
LISA: Well, in that case, you're just glorified
echn;cians.
‘BOB: - kMaybe.l But let's see you trying to do without
. us., Anyway, there's no point in discussing that
nowe " ’ ’
SOUND: i BOB_PACING ANGRILY.
BOB: , ‘ Christ! We no sooner come in the front door

* then you drop a bomb about leaving me. And in-
stead of talking things over like two adults,
we start in on all these peripheral people,..
all these inconsequential, peripheral people,

LISA:. - But they're not peripheral, Bob, They're central
’ ‘ to the whole issue. Can't you see thdt?

BOB: ‘ o Your logic baffles me,

LISA: - - Well, there you are. You've put your finger on

it. . We never can see things the same way. TYour

concern is with society and your place in it, N

I only care about the indiyviduals who make up f

a society. Take that woman you bought' the tick-

ets from...the one who wheels her carriage full

. (' L of catfood up and down the Miracle Mart aisles,

N ) . - scalping tickets to a fashionable event like

~ the Picasso show...that she'd never in her
wildest dreams think of going to see.

BOB: ; , Lisa! I don't want to discuss that crazy woman,
S ' ; I want to talk about us...about you and me and
our relationship.,

LISA:- '(Sighing) All right, Bob. Sit down and we'll
o . - talk, i

. - SOUND: - .. BOB SEATING HIMSELF.

. LISA: . Im sorry about all this, Really I am, I'd

‘intended to:pick the right moment. Instead, I
. Just blurted it out And T feel terrible about
it Because you're a wonderful man. You'll

make someone a great husband.
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LISA:

LISA:

BOB:

" LISA:

 BOB:

LI SA:

{

Well, it's. true.

56,

il

Next thing you'll be telling me is that you

Tove me like a sister. Well, if you're my sis- .

ter, my feelings toward you are pretty incestu-
ous, I want things to stay as they were.

It's too late, Bob, It'siover.

T can't understand you. I take you to New

York...first class all the way. I drop every-
thing.. .cancel appointments left, right and
centre.- And what do I get in Teturn? This!

I didn't want to go. I told you that. You knew
.I was working on that® large canvas for my show,
I remember trying fo explain to you that by the
time I got back to it, it would end up as a to-
tally different piece of .work. Bspecially af- .
ter having my teeth rattled by alL those Picas-
‘sos, But you refused to listen. You Just

- forged ahead.

But I only did it for you., I thought you d love
it. You've been working too hard...much too.
hard, I thought g weekend in New York would rTey
charge your batteries. Tell the truth. Once
you got ‘there, you had a good time, didn't you?

No .
Lisal’

(__ollt_lgg) D'you real::.ze what I had to go ) L
through aust to find that damn scalper? -And

. what I had to shell out for the tickets? '

Enthusiasticall% tell me all about the
scalper, 3Bob d: you get to ask her how she
got into scalpn.ng tickets at a Miracle Mart?
Tisa! ‘I don't give a damn about the scalper! .
But it's so fasc:mating...picturlng her going
.round and round with a ‘wagon that's never gonna
make it to the check—out counter, .

You make a career out of collecting lunatlcs, ‘
Lisa, Small wonder you find me dull,

Oh, ' Bob. . .you re not dull You're a wonderful
© guY. . You'll find someone who'l,l...
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I don't want anyone else. 'I want you. ILook,

' ﬁO.B:

A

I think we should get marrled...rlght away.
Tomorrow!

LISA: Thanks, Bob, but I don't need a husband.

BOB: Everyone needs a husband.

L'ISA:: Fine. Get yourself one and leave me out'of it. .
Look, Bob, we're getting nowhere...just going '
round in c:x.rcles. I'm leaving.

SOUN Dz LISA GETTING UP _AND MOVING AROUND.

BOB: No, ILisal Don't gol’

SOUND: BOB GEMTING UP.

BOB: ‘LJ.sa, we're fighting over nothing. Over stupid
things, Over whether I wanted to see the Picasso
. 8how Jjust so I wouldn't be upstaged by my pa- -
tien‘ts.

LISA: You said it yourself. You were so dammed éfrald
that you wouldn't havb’ anything topical to say
while you were peering into your patients' va--
ginas that you had to drop everything and run .
off to New York,

BOB: You're maklng me sound pretty superflclal Lisa,
I'm sure'you don't mean it that way.,

LISA: 'Maybe I do.-

BOB: ‘You couldn't be that unpleasant.

LISA: 'Face- it; ‘Bob., I'm often unpleasant. 'And. that's
just the point. You deserve someone fiicer,,.

. someone who'll appreciate you...your kindness.,.e.-:
your generosity.

'BOB: (Absent-mindédlz) My position in the community.

LISA: (Mockingly) Right! Your position in the com-
munity. . '

BOB: Your mother appreciafes all that.

LISA: Well s good! Marry her, TYou have my blessing.

You're disgusting.’

>
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BOB:
LISA:
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BOB:
LISA:
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I know. Disg{lsting.v. .flippant,..irresponsibile.
Not at all the proper material for a doctor's’

wife.

Youtd learn. All you have to do is try. God

knows, I've tried, I've done my best to please
you...to like your friends...to avoid arguments,
I've looked the other way countless times. ILike
when you used my love letters in a collage...

and then sold the goddamn thing.. Did I say any-
thing? I didn't say 'a word. ' ‘

You're saying plénty oW,

Well, who wouldn't? Other women tie their love
letters with pink ribbons. You put them. into
a collage.,.for the whole world to read...and
for a stranger to own. Christ! You don't

even know who bought it! * '

Who cares? Anyway, I never thought you'd mind,

To tell the truth, I wasn't even aware of what

I was doing...on the conscious level., When I'm.

working, I'm ruthless. Anything that a collage
needs gets fed into it. ' A

(Bitterly) Don't I know it} Family pictures

© ssereal money...anything that isn't nailed down.

Let me tell you, ILisa, I've put up-with a lot
of nonsense from you.

Well, why did you? And for 'that matter, why
should you have to go on'putting up with it?

tCause I love you, Goddammit, ILisa, I love you!

Come off it, Bob. In the three years we've been
together the only thing you've really loved has
been the physical me, The rest of me is an em-
barrassment to you. Iike Professor Wallace's
wife,

Professor Wallace's wife? Oh, you mean Claire
«ssthe so-called actress, . -

I .mean Claire, the actress, The one who ap-
peared in that bare-breasted scene...with the:
fat man nibbling on her nipples.

Was that ever awfull o ' -

I thought it was a pretty good film.

Y
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' BOB: No one from McGill went to see the film, They
all went to drool over Claire's breasts. The
whole gstudent body...a.nd 2 helluva lot ~of the

i Faculty too, :

LISA:' Y'think Claire should give up act1ng‘7

BOB: Well, acting in films where she has to let J.‘b
all ha.ng out, ‘

LISA: - Maybe her “husband should give up teachlng physms

’ nstead‘? )

~ BOB: ' Are you crazy?

LIsA: Don't you reallze what I'm trying to tell you'?

o \

BOB: Ehn'e. Tou're try:.ng to tell me that you re not
a suitable wife for me...that you don't fit the
faculty mold, Well, I don't give a damn about
those things, Besides, you'd be painting under
your own name, c .

SOUND: LISA MOVING AROUND, ;

LISA: Look, Bob, you've been sweet, It's been fun,
But 1t's over. ) ,

: SCUND: ‘ "BOB GRABBING IISA AND KISSING HER PASSIONATELY

BOB: You still gonna tell me it's over’?

LISA: You're a very attractive man...greaf in bed,
But that's not enocugh.- Nat for me, There's
only one compartment of my life that I can share
with you. I want someone with whom I can share
it all...the whole thing.

. BOB: Everything was all right before this weekend.
Something happened at that damn Picasso show
that turned you against me. Hey! "Was it the
0ld lady? Sure! That's what it was. The old
lady! ‘

IISA: Wasn't she a treasure? ;

BOB: Forget about her, Lisa, She has nothing to do

with us. You know why all thls is happening,
don't you? It's all because we're not married.
If we were married, we'd!ve worked thlngs out.
But this way, what ‘can you expect? We're not
single...not married, We're nothing, I never

even know how to introduce jyou.

If I call (cont.)

~

-
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LISA:

_BOB:

- LISA:

BOB:

Tishs
- BOB:

LISA:

BOB:

LISA:
BOB:
_ LISA:
~ BOB:

' LISA:

 this is happening! (pauses) Was it because
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(cont.) you "my friend", I sound silly. "My
girl friend®™ sounds even sillier, After all,
we're not kids. And "my fiancée" makes me = -
sound like a hypocrite, Everyone kmnows we're
living together., And .if they don't, you're
sure to tell them. D - k

Why shouldn't I" As-you sald we're.not kids.’
Anyway, you won't have to. worry about that pro-
blem any longer.. _ - \ \ "

freaking up' s no solution. Took, if it's what
you want, I'1ll introduce you to everyone as my.
mistress., . T

,Ahd what'll I introduce yéu as--my mas‘cer""

There 's just ho pleasing you‘ Llsa, when you get
into one of your moods. s give it a rest,
eh" I'll fix us a couple of drinks. k-

Yo, thanks, It's late and ‘I want to get going. .
(Pleading) If ohly I could understand why.all

I was rude to that cracked old lady? - b

" Cracked? Llsten, she had more genuine 1n81‘ghjc —

into -art than you're likely to have in 4 couple
of 1ifetipes. :

Oh, sure!l Right! Well, at least I know the

price of ings. .

Sure you do. Like Oscar Wilde said, ydu know
the: priee of everything and the value of nothing.

‘You still trying to tell me the old lady kmew

more about art than I do? For God's sake, she
thought all the Plcassos were for sale. o .

That's not so terrlble.

Sh¢ said that each of the paintings mlght be -
worth hundreds of dollars., Picassos! Imaginel

The Museun was filled to bursting with people '

" who knew no more than she did. The only dif-

ference was, the others were careful to protect '
their ignorance.. I guarantee you that at least

. 'eighty per cent of the people there were seeing.
_ their very first Picassos, They only (cont.)

- '
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LISA: (cont ) came because of all the hype...be-
cause it was the in-thing to do., They came
because they wanted to be able to maKe small
talk at parties.

BOB: . A dig at me, eh? ‘
LISA: - If you want to take it that way. |
BOB; - While we're on +the subject, Lisa, I think it

was darmed.inconsiderate of you to spend so much
time with the old lady when there was so much,
to see...and so little time to sSee it in, !

LISAY Co No one was holding onto. you, You could've -
: . gone ahead, I 'found her interesting. You
should®ve heard her explaining abstraction.
e Ho