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CAST OF CHARAGTERS

PARTRA . ot i iancennoo.n feding, somewhat slepoy woman of
about L5, whose sophisticzted, loud-
mouthsd vulgarity is g cover-up for
frustrsation, dissppolintment and g
desply feminine vulnersbilicy, Eer
face shows the marks of tco 1ittle
sleep and too much alcohol.

B ORG et et esennnnncoen fadsed, professorial man in his
lats fortiss, whose shary tengus angd
waspish humor thinly concezin nis
feelings of bruissd masculinity end
lost idealism., s has great command
of language, bui of littls else...
until this night,

NICKe. it iveoernneoeea blond, riggedly good-looxing man of

28, claying

z 2 1t 211 4 bi: sauzre to
hide the Tact that he 13z very ansh on
the meka, czarser-wisy, His tlaondness,.
his politenzss, ure mere controls to
keep his agzressivaness and nestility

from showing,

AONEY.eeteeeannsenes.a Pather plzin, mid-western tryns
socially awkward, unwittingly enus
and quite touching in hsr attempts ¢
avold facing the facts -- that ker
husband decesn't like her very much,
and that she doesn't 1iks hersolf
very mucn, either,
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BIFORT MAIN TITLZ QR MGSIC, the Warner Bros, tradsmari
avpeers and fzdes. There is a moment of blsckns 88, &and
then we:

I'aD= IN:

L33G SHOT ZXT. COLLEGT CAMPUS ZIICGKET
(LOCATION: NIZIZD PRUCES S PLATES FGR PROTZCTION)

Ivy-covarsd OJlluxﬂfs, their windows durk, are bathed in
eerle mooniirht., e ars JEQOTINC vast an elm tree and a
group of pa"xed bicyeles in f.go, 2t 2 distant houss on the
camprs. it is white, cclonisl und iweoartant., and its lizhts
are olazing ‘nsidu, The utter :ilsn-s of thse slaeonnp campu
is suddenly broken &s the Ilont door ol the nouse opens and
peorle are dimly 3Lil snd distantly [ISARD, leaving Jifh
approoriaste remarks of "GCinishs™.,."i3ye now"..."Thanis
zgein’s..etc...the distant echoss ol a fsaculty party breskin
Up. {Heaalights cl parkad cers will soon go on; ‘motors will
stert and cars will begin to pull zwzy.) One counle (MMARTHA
and CZORGE) stert on foot along the path that losds awsy from
the qouse TCUWARDS CAMURA, across the quudrangle, pest ths
occasional streat lamns uhat wight the way They ara two

&~ M

=

vy L]
sriell, indlistlinguishable figures in tho distance who will be
more clearly seen as ther come clozer to CANME2A, which HEOLDS
in this LONG 3H0T. The othar psorle arz disappearing in
their otner dirsctions. Only Ilartha and Gaorge can be sanse
aprroacbin". ths SJUHD of their FOO0T3TEP3 coming ever closar
artha is HeARD WHISTLING °nﬂLcu,s cf "Whe's Afraid of

Virgid’a doclrf?" llow, 25 they ars almost ugen us, Ceorga
umbles out of frame and we HoARX 3EVIRAL BIIES CIASHING TO
TI: GROUND OFF 3CRLTi. Martha, Ax VLSRG VAIRY CLC3E 70

CAYTERA, swears:
FARTHA
Jasas-=1{

GEOROE'S VO

-4
Q
ty

(nos,.)
Shhhah §

""H‘ C‘ﬂl"is‘;. LY l

-

Tiow George comes back into view, passing CLOSZ TO CAlERA.
GEORGI:
For God's sake, iartha, it's two o'clock
in ths rorning-

MARTHL:
On, Gecrgsi

{CONTINU=L)
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They move OUT OF SKEOT and CAMERA HOLDS ON THE SCEIE as the
voices fade off into the distance.

GEORGE'S VOICE:
Well, it is.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
Wirat a cluck...whet a cluck you are.

GEORGE'S VOICE:
It's late, vou know? Late.

HARTIA'S VOICE:
No kidding... ’

MUSIC BIGINS 25 a TITLE comes over: "ELIZABETH TAYLOR."
The TITLZ disappears and another TITLE comes over: "RICHAED
BURTON, "

CUT TO~

LOW ANGLE, FULL SHOT SECTION CF CAMPUS QUADRANGLE (LOCATION

FMoonlit college buildings, stark and "Gothic" against the
night sky, with tartha and George moving asway from CAMETRA,.
On the cut, 2 new TITLZ has come over: "EDWARD ALBIZ!'3." I
disappears and is replaced Ly anothsr TITLE: "yHO'S AFRAID
CF VIRGINIA WOOLT”" And over tuis, FULL MUSICAL TIHZME.

CUT TO:
A SERIZS CF SHOT3 OF MARTEA ALD GZORGE FROM VARIOUS ANGLZS
(LCCATTON)

as they wend thair way home THROUGH TEE CAMPUS. Over thase
SH0TS, the TiITLZ USIC continues, as the rest of the CH-D.18
eppear. In these 3J0TS, the piysicsl behavior of Martha snd
George should rsvesl their ccntentious yet ecrivate and in-
timate relationsnip. The visuzal style of these SEOTS snculd
be such that Martha zndg George, faces still uncseen, are
silhouetted cr back-lit by the natural illumination emsnatin

s

frocm lamp-posts, occasional lighted windows in buildings, ese.

and also oy the moonlircht that bathes the campus and gives i:
a slightly eeris look.

SOME OF TEE SHOTS:

(1) DOWH AEGLZ on a crasswalk, with a "sea" of bicycles
beside 'a pool of liight. )

(2) The quadrangle witi illuminated clock-tower in b.g.

(3) Path le=zdins past great bronze owl sculnture,

(4) Path ebove greennouses, which slow in the moonlight.

e

(CONTIHUED)
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{5) An alley between two ivy-covered buildings,
(6) New-construciion 2resa with a sign: " "Dznger. Procesdé

5.

at own risk."

THE SHOT COHTAINING THE LAST CR=DIT IS:

LotG SHOT THT HOUSE OF MARTHA AHD GECRGE (LOCATION)

A night-light, swaraming with moths, is burning on the porch.
Marthaz and Ceorge are ssen approaching the house and golng up
to the front door. As LAST CREDIT TADEZS ALD USIC DS -

CUT ™

CLOSE SHOT INT. HALL OF HOUSE SEOOTING AT FRONT DOCR

as door bursts open HIISILY and the two silhouettes, back-1l1t
by the porch light, enter tho darksned houss, Martha coming
in an impatient first, and Georso following her. IMartha
gropes for the hall light-switch, finds 1it, and the hall
light goes on. They blink in the sudden light. Ve ses thelr
faces clearly for tre first time. They have both had too
much to drink -- and rot juast tonight. Martha is about 47,
and fadinz. Georgs is slightly oldsr, encd faded. UlMartha has
a vague, distractod sloppiness gbout her, as though her 1ils
were so disordered she doosn’'t know where to tegin. She goss
into:

INT. LIVING ROOI

Shs turns on the living rocem lights, throws her handbeg on e
chair, takes off her coat, tosses it at the chair. It lands
on the fioor. Sre ignores it, looks ebout the room morossly
as George entsrs and esutomatically piciks up the coat.

MARTHA:
(disgust=2d4ly)
What & dumpoe.
(at George)
Fey, what's tha% from?
(imitates Bette Davis)
"Whet a dump!"

George has startsd for the hall with the coat.

GEORGE:
dow would I know?

5 TSV T P SR S T e .
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iNT. HALL
Martha follcews George as he moves towards the kitchen.

MARTHA: i
Aw, come cn., What's 1t from? You know...

GEORGZ:
{(dropping the coat
on a chair)
'Y oiiarthao L
MARTH!

WAHAT'S IT FPRCH, FOR CRY SAXZ S

(wearily)
What'!'s what from?

1

INT. KITCHEN

DURIZG rOLLOWING DIALOGUZ, George turns cn kitchen lights
and goes in, foliowed by Martha. He will open the relrigers
tor, peer Inside with blaﬂk expressicn a2s Martha resches in
past him, tskes a leftover and crnaws on it. Cao”"e will btur
eway, try Vo wash dirty dishes ifartha has left in the sink.
then give up, taks off his jacket and sit down at the kitche:
table to pors over an Observsr puzzle.

MARTHA:
I just told you, I just did it. "wnat
a dump!" Hurh? ¥What's that “rom?
GEQRGZ:

How the dewvil would I kncw...?

TARTHA:
Dumbbell! 1It's from some damn 3Betite Davis
plcture...come lousy old Warner Grothers

epic...

GZ0RGE:
Martha, I can't remember all the pictures
that--

IfIARTHA :

Nobody's asking ycu to remember every 31ngle
godcamn Warner B*opksﬂe epic... just one!

One single 1ittle epicl! DBette Davis gets
peritonitis in the end...she's ¢ot thls big
black fr *g;t wiz she wears all thrcueh the
picture and she geys peritcrniitis, and she'ls
married to Joseph Cotten or something....

(CONTINUZD)
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GEORGE:
¢++.50Meb0dYeasn

MARTHA::
ssoSomebedy...and she wants to go to Chicago
all the time, 'cause she's in love with that
actor with the scar....But she gets sick, and
she sits down in front of her dressing table....

GEORGE:
Whzt actor? What scar?

MARTEA:
I can't remember his name, for God's sake.
What's the name of the pictur2? I want %o
know what the name of the picture is. She's
got this peritonitis...but she decides to
go to Chicago anyway, and....

GEORGEL:
Chicago! It's called Chicago.

MARTHA::
Hunh? What...what is?

GLEORGE:
The picture...it's callsd Chicaro....

MARTHA:

Good grie!! Don't you know anvythinc?
Chicago was a 'thirties musical, starring
little iiss Alice Faye. Don't you know-
anvthing?

{a snort of disgust - then:)
This plicture...Bette Davis comes home from
a hard day at the grocery store....

GLORGE:
She works in a grocery store?

MARTHA:
She's a housewife; she buys things...and
she comes home with the groceries, and she
walks Into the modest living room of the
modsst cottage modest Joseph Cotten has
set hsr up in....

GEORGE:
Are they married?

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHS :
(impatiently) :
Yes. They're married. To each other.
Cluck! And she comes in, and shs looks
around, and she puts her groceries down,
and she says, "What a dump!"

GEORGE:
(pause)
Oh.,
' MARTHA:
(pause)
She's discontent,
GECRGE:
(pause)
Ch.,
MARTHA:
(pause)

Well, what's the name of the picture?

GEORGE:

I really don't know, Marthf....
FMARTHA

Well, think!
GEORGE=:

I'm tired, dear...it's late...znd besides--

MARTHA:
I don't know what you're so tired about...
you haven't done anything all day; you
didn't have any classes, or anything....

GEORGE:
Well, I'm tired....I7 your father didn't
set up these damn Saturday night orgies all
the time....

MARTHA :
Well, that's just too bad about you, George....

GEORGE:
(grumobling)
well, thet's how it is, anywayo,

. HMARTEA: .
You didn't do anything; ycu never do any-
thing; you never mix. You just sit arocund
and talk.

(coenTir
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GEORGE:
What do you want me to do? Do you want
me o go around all night bravine st
everybtody, the way you do?

MARTHA :
(braying)
I DON'T BRAY!

GEORGE:
(softly)

. A1l right...you don't bravy.

MARTHA
(hurt)
I do not bray.

GEORGE:
All right. I said you didn't bray.

MARTHA::
(after a moment)
Fix me a drink.

GEORGE:
Haven't you hed enough?

HMARTHA:
I said, fix me a drink.

George reaches into the refrigsrator, yanks ouvt a tray of
ize cubes and starts out of the kitchen saying:

GEORGE:
Well, I don't suppose a nightcap would
kill either one of us.

HEe goes out towerds the living room. Martha reaches into th.

relrigeretor, yanks out two mors ice cube trays, calling out

MARTHA:
A rightcep! Are you kidding?
(she walks out)
We've got guests.

S. INT. LIVING ROOM

George 1s at the bsr, pouring.

GEQRGE:
We've got what?

(CONTINUF™
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MARTHA:
Gussts.
(George looks at her
blankly)
GUESTS.

GEORGE:
GUESTS!

MARTHA:
(deponsiting her trays)
Yes,..guests...people...We've got guests
coming over.

She takes her drink out of Gsorée's hand. He holds onto his
own drink with his other hand.

GEORGE:
When?
MARTHA:
(starting away from
him defiantly)
NOW {

MOVIKG SHOT LIVING ROOi{, LIBRARY, HALL, STAIRCASE, REDROOM

She forces him to follow hser and talk to her back es she
walks out by way of the librsry, crosses hall, goes up the
stairs, throurh their 3EDROOM and into the BATHPOOu, drink
in hend, during the follcwing:

GEORGE
Good Lord, Martha, do you know wnat time
it is?

MARTHA:
Yes !

GEORGE:
Who's coming over?

MARTHA:
What's~-their-neme.

GEORGE:
Who?

MARTHA:
WHAT'S THEIR-NAME!

GEOQORGE:

Who's what'!'s=-their-name?

(couiT™
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MARTHA:
(over her shoulder)
I don't know what their name is, Georgs.
You met tkem tonight. They're new., BHe's
in the Math Department, or something....

GEORGE:

I don't remember meeting anyone tonight.
MARTHA:

Well you did...
GEORGE:

(muttering)
Of all the asinine...Who are these people?

MARTHA :
He's in the Math Department...

She closes the bathroom door in his face.

GEORGE:
(raising his voice)
Who?

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(louder)

He's in the Math Depertment...He's young...
and blond and -- .

GECRGE:
(opens tathroom door;
shouts 1in)
Good-looking...well~-built...

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(matter-of-factly)
Yes, good-looking...well~built..,.

George abruptly closes the door.

GEORGE:
(to himself)
It figures.
MARTHA'S VOICE:
What?

GEORGE:
Nothing...nothing...

He locks at himself in the mirror on the door with troubled
expression as:

(conNTI™
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MARTHA'S VOICE:
e..Hls wife'!s 2 mousey littie type, without
any hipe or anything.
{silencs, George stares
.at himself in the mirror)
Do you rsmember thsm now?

GEORGZ:
(turning away frem mirron)
I dorn't know. But why in hell do they
have to come over here noi:?
MARTHA'S VOICE:
Because Daddy said we should be nice to
them, that's why.

GEORGZ:
(with disgust}
On, for God's sake }

The door opens and Martha emarges with her drink, saying:

MARTHA :
Daddy said we should be nice to them,

GEQRGE:
But why now, when it's two o'clock in the--2?

MARYHA:
BECAUSE DADDY SAID WE SHOULD BE NICE TO
THEM :

GEORGE:
Yes. But I'm sure your father didn't mesan
W6 were supposed to stay up all night with
these people. I mean, we could have then
over some Sunday or something.

MARTEA:
Well, never mind...Besides, it 1s Sundey.
(with a 1ittle laugh)
Very early Sunday,

GEORGE:
It's ridiculous.,..

MARTHA
(sharplyj
Well, it's done!

George stalks into the bathroom and closes the decor, much toc

loudly.

Martha looks around at the mess of the bedroom,
chewing on an ice cube. Tren she sots korp driniz down, p’
up things, tosses them into drawers, into a closet, v~

(CONTI.
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10 (Cont. 2)
bed, anywhere. She tries to put the bedspread on the bed,
only succeeds in making the bed seem more unmade. George
emerges from ths bathrocm, "catches" Martha straightening th.
bed, gives a knowing little smile which she brazenly ignores
He goes to the window, whips the curtains asids.

GEORGE:
Ok2y - where are they? If wefve got
guests, where are they? :

_ MARTHA:
They'll be here 300n.

" GEORGE:
What did they do...go homs and get some
sleep first, or somsthing?

MARTHA:
They'll be herel

She sits down at her dressing table. George flops on the bec
and stares up at the celling, his drink set aside on the
night-~table,

GEORGE:
(quietly)
I wish you'd toll me about something
soretime...I wish you'd stop springing
things on me all the time.

MARTHA 3 .
I don't spring things on you-all the time.

GEORGEZ:
Yos, you do...you rsally do...you're
always springing things on mse.

MARTEHA:
(patronizing)
Oh, Georgel
GECRGE:

Always.
Martha looks cver at him.

MARTHA:
Poor Georgle-Porgle, put-upon pie...

George's silencs gets to her., She rises, goes over to the
bed, climbs onto it.

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA : .
AWWWwW...what ars you doing? Are you
sulking? Hunh?
(she handles his face
like a child!'s)
Let me see...ars you sulking? Is that
what you're doing?

GEORGE:
(turning his head away)
Never mind...

She climbs £11 over him.

MARTHA:
AWWWWWWIWWW I

GEORGE:
Just don't bother yourself,

MARTHA:
AWVIWWWENTA Y
(as he turns aside again)
Hey !
(no reaction)
HEY $
(she rides him liks a
hobby horse. starts to sing)
Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf,
Virginia Voolf,
Virginia Vicolf...
Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf--?
(she stops, laughs -
no reaction frem George)
What's the matter...didn’t you think that
was funny?
(defiantly)
I thought it was a scream...a real scream.

GEQORGE:
It was all right...

MARTHA:
You laughed your head off when you heard
it at the party.

GEORGE:
I smiled. I didn't laugh my head off...

Martha gets off the bed, stznds looking at him.

MARTHA:
You laughed your goddamn hsad off.

———

rea e e

( CONTIITUED)
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GEORGE:
It was all right....

MARTHA :

(ugly)
It was a scream!

GEORGE:
(patiently)
It was very funny; yes,

Martha takes up her drink, considers George for a moment.

A pause.

MARTEA:
(quietly)
You maske me puke.
GEORGE:
What?
MARTHA:
(as though trying to
remember)

Uh...you make me puke,

GEORGE:
(thinks about it...then...)
That wasn't a very nice thing to say, Martha.

MARTHA :
That wasn't what?

GEORGE:
+-+8 Very nice thing to say.

MARTEA4 ¢
I like your anger. I think that's what
I like sbcut you most...your anger,

GEORGE:
(with great modesty)
Oh, it's nothing, reazlly. I've had it for
yoarse.

MARTHA :
You're such a...such a simp! You haven't
even got the...the what?... .

GEORGE:
..O.gllts?.. .

MARTHA:
PHRASEMAYER ]

They look at each other and begin to laugh.
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CLOSE ANGLE THE BED

Giggling, Martha flops down beside George. After a moment o

- playful intimacy, she reaches out for her drink, then tries

to raid George's glass of its ice cubes. He pulls his glass
away. -

MARTHA ¢
You never put any ice in my drink. Why
is that, hunh?

GEORGE:
(putting ice from his
glass into hers)
I always put 1ice in your drink. VYou eat
it, that's all. It's that habit you've got
of chewing your ics cubes like a cocker
spaniel., You'll crack your big teeth,

MARTHA:
They're my big teeth,
GEORGE:
Yesh...Some of them...some of them,
MARTHA:
I've got more teeth than you've got.
. GEORGE:
Two more,
MARTEHA:

(looking him over)
Well...you're going bald.

GEORGE:
(a pause - he looks
her over)
So are you.

They both cackle. George raises himself on one elbow, cups
his head in his hand and looks down at Martha on the bed.

GEORGE:
Hello, honey.

MARTHA:
(smiling up at him)
Hello.

(a pause)

C'mere and give your Mommy a big sloppy
kiss.

(George shaikes his head)
I WANT A BIG SLOPFY XISS!

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:

(very matter-of-factly)
No, I don't want to kiss you right now,
Marthsa .

(he sits up on the

bed, saying:)
Where are these people you invited over?
Where is this good-looking, well-built
Joung man and his slim-hipped wife?

He has gotten to his feet and we see him go out of the room
while Marthes is answering him.,

MARTHA:

They stayed on to talk to Daddy. They'll
be here. .

(casually, with hidden hurt)
Why don't you want to kiss me?
(she waits for an answsr,
not knowing George has
/ left. Then:)
George...?’

CUT TO:

CLOSE SHOT GEORGE AT BAR IN LIVING ROOM

At first we see only his midsection, his hands pouring a
drink. Over this we hear:

MARTHA'S VOICE:
George...

He turns, and discloses Martha standing-in doorwav.

GEORGE:
Yos, love?

As she comes forward, we PULL BACX into a FULLER SHOT.

MARTHA:
(casually)
Why don't you want to kiss me?

GEORGE:
(flatly)

Well, dear, if I kissed you I'd get all

excited. I'd get beside myself, and I'd

have to take you, by force, right here

on the living room rug--

_ (Martha cackles)

--and then our little gussts would walk in

and...well, just think what your father

would say about thot. .
- (CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:

Ooh, you pig:
GEORGE:
(haughtily)
Oinki Oink!
MARTHA:
(laugns)

Make me anotner drink...lover.

GEORGE:
(taking her glass)
My God, you can swill it down, can't you?

MARTHA :
(imitating a tiny child)
I'm firsty,

GEORGE:
Geeze !

MARTHA s
(swinging around)
Look, sweetheart, I can drink you under
any goddamn tatle you want...so don't
worry about me

GEORGZ:

Oh, I gave you the prize ysars age, Martha..,

There isn't an abemination award going
that you haven't won,

MARTHA:

I swear...if you existed I'd divorce you....

GEORGE:
(giving Martha her drink)

Well, just stay on your feet, that's all....

These people are your guests, you know,
and....

MARTHA:
I can't even see you...I haven't been
able to see you for years....

GEORGE:
se.if you pass out, or throw up, or
somsething.,...

MARTHA:
ve.l mean, you're a blank, a ciphar....

(CONTIN"
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GEORGE:
«s.and try tc keep your clothes on, too.
There aren't many more sickening sights
than you with a couple of drinks in you
and your skirt up over your head, you
know....

MARTHA:
¢..8 ZEro....

GEORGE:
sseyour heads, I should say....

THE FRONT DOORBELL CHIMES.

MARTHA:
Party! Party!

GEORGE:
(murderously)
I'm really looking forward to this,
Martha....

MARTHA:
(same)
Go answer ths door.

. GEORGE:
(not moving)
You enswer it.

MARTHA :
Get to that door, you,

GEORGE:
(fake spits)
«e.to you....

DOOR CHIME. AGAIN.

MARTHA:
(shouting...to the door)
C'MON 1IN
(to George, between
her teeth)
I said, gst over thers!

GEORGE:
(moves a little toward
the door, smiling slightly)
All right, love...whatever love wants,
(stops)
Just don't start on ths bit, that's all.

(CONTINUED)
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He starts

INT.

HALL
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MARTHA:
The bit? The bit? What kind of language
is that? What are you talking about?

GEORGE:
The bit. Just don't start in on the bit.

MARTHA:
You imitating one of your students, for
God's sake? What are you trying to do?
WHAT BIT? :

GEORGE:
Just don't start in onh ths bit about the
kid, that's all,

MARTHA:
What do you tske me for?

GECRGE:
Much too much.,

for the hall sgain.

MARTHA:
(really angsrsd)
Yoah? Well, I'll start in on the kid
if I want to.

AND LIVIIIG ROOM
GEORGE:
Just leave the kid out of this.
MARTHA:
(threatening)

He's mine as much as he is yours. I'll
talk about him if I want to.

GEORGE:
I'd advise against it, Martha.

MARTHA:
Well, good fcr you.
(KNOCK)

C'mon inl! Get over thsre and cpen the door.

GEORGE:
You've been advised.

MARTHA
Yeah...sure. Get over there!

R i SR O A

(CONTINUED)
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CAMZRA WHIPS TO FRONT DCCR. Gaorge has yanked it open and
Martha finds herself confronted by tlie st
HONEY, framed in

INT. HALL

7/30/65
19.

-

, GEORGE:

{putting on a sweater)
All right, love.,..whatever love wants.

(as Martha turns awav from

door to straiznten up)
Isn't it nice tae way some people still
have manners and don't just come breaking
into other people’s houses, even if they
do hear some sub-auman monster yowling at
'em from inside,...?

MARTHA
(swinging around)
SCREW YOU !

artied NICK and
the entrance, much to George's delight.

GEORCE:
Ahhhhhl

MARTHA ;
(too loudly as she
enters hall)
HIl...O0h, hi thers...C'mon in!’

HONEY & NICK:
Hello...Hi...Here ws are...otc.

GEORGE:
You must be our little guests,

MARTHA:
Ha, ha, ha, HA! Just ignors old sour-
puss there. Come on in, kidz...give your
coets and stuff to scurpuss.

. NICX:
(without expression)
Well, now, perhaps ws shouldn't have COMBas s,

HONEY:
Yes...it is late, and...I don't know...

MARTHA:

Late! Are you kidding? Throw your stuff
down anywhere and c¢'mon in.

(CCONTINUED)
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Nick and Honey enter.
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-

GECRGE:
(vagusly...walking away)
Anywhere...furni turs, floor...doesn't
make any difference, around this place.

NICK:
(to Eoney)
I told you we shouldn't have coms.

MARTHA
(stentorian)
I said c¢'mon in! Now c'mon!

They will all eventusally settls in:

LIVING ROOM

HONEY:
(gizgling e little as
she and Nick advance)
Oh, dear.

GEORGE:
(imitating Honsy's giggle)
Hee, hee, hez, hese,

MARTHA :
(swinging on George)
Look, muckmouth...you cut that out!

GEORGE:
(innocence and hurt)
Marthal
(to Honey and Nick)
Martha's a devil with language; she really
is.

MARTHA :
Hey, kids...sit dowm.

HONEY:
(as she sits)
Oh, isn't this lovely!

NICK:
(perfunctorily)
Yes indeed...very handsome.

‘ MARTHEA:
dell, thanks.

George bslches., Iobody reacts.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
(looks toward abstract
painting on wall)
Uh...who...who did the,..?

MARTHA:
That? Oh, that's by--

CEORGE:
e+.30m06 Greex with a moustache Martha
‘attacxed one night in....

HONEY:
(to save the situstion)
Oh, ho, ho, ho, HO,

NICK:
It's got aeeeBoon.

GEORGE:
A qulet intensity?

NICK:
Well, NOe..8c0ee

GEORCE:
Oh.
(pausse)
Well, then, a certain noisy relaxed quality,
maybe?

NICK:
(coolly polite)
No. Vhat I meant was--

GEORGZ:
How about & quietly noisy relaxed intensity.

HONEY:
Dear! You're being joshed.

' NICK:
(cold)
I'm aware of that.

P

After a brief, awkward silence.
GEORGE:
(truly)
I em sorry.
Nick nods condescending forgivensess.

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
What it is, actuslly, is it*s a pictcrial
representation of the order.of Marthe's mind.

MARTHA:
Ha, ha, ha, HA! Make the kids a drinig,
George. What do you want, kids?

NICK:
Honey? What would you 1ilke?

HONEY :
I don't know, dear...& little brandy, maybe.
(she gigeles)
"Never mix--never worry."

GEORGE:
Brandy? Just brandy? Simple, simpls.
(moves to the bar)
What about you...uhee..

NICK:
Bourbon on the rocks, 1f you don't mind.

GEORGCE:
(as he makes drinks)
Mind? No, I don't mind. I don't think
I mind. IMartha? EKubbing alcohol for you?

MARTHA :
Sure. 'Never mix--never worry."
(to Honey and Nick)
Hey, hey!
(sings, conducts. Xonev -
joins in towzrds the end)
Who'!s afraid of Virginia Woclf,
Virginia Woolfl,
Virginia Woolf,
Who's afraid of Virginia VWoolf--

Martha breaks up, laughing. Honey laughs with her.

HONZY:
Oh, wasn't that funny? That was so funny.

NICK:
( snapping to)
Yes...yes, it was,

MARTHA:

I thought I'd bust a gut. I really did.
George didn't think it wes funny at all.

{CCNTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(serving drinks)
Martha thinks that unless you, as shs
demurely puts it, "bust a gut," you aren't
amused. You know? Unless you carry on
like a hyena you aren’t having any fun,

HONEY :
Well, I certainly had fun. It weas a
wonderful party.

NICK:
(attempting enthusiasm)
Yes...1lt certainly was,

HONEY:
(to Martha)
And your fatherli Oh, he is so marvelous!

NICK:
(as above) -
Yes...yes, he is.

HONEY:
Oh, I tell you.

MARTHA:
(genuinely proud)}
He's quite a guy, isn't he? Quite a guy,

GEORGE:
(at Nick)
And you'd better believe 1it,

HONEY:
(admonishing Georgs)
Ohhhhi He's a wonderful man.

GEORGE:
I'm not trying to tear him down. He's a
God, we all know that. -

MARTHA:
You lay off my father!

GEORGE:
Yeos, love,
(to Nick)
All I mean is, when you've had as many
of these faculty parties as I have--

NICK:
(interrupting sharply)
I rather appreciated it,

(CONTINU=D)
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GCEORGE:

(betrayed)
You what?
NICK:

I mean, aside from enjoying it, having
fun, I apprsciatad it...everything...

(George eyes him suspiciously)
Meeting everyone...getting introduzed
around...the way he rtad us put up cut at
that Inn until our plece is readyry...wWhy,
when I was teaching in Kansasge--

HONEY:
{interrupting)
You won’t telieve it, tut wes had to maks
our way s&ll by ourselves...isa't that
right, dear? .

NICK:
{ annoyed)
Yes, it is. We--

HCONEY:

(interrupting!
es.We nDad to make our own way. I had %o
go up to the wives in tha library, cr at
the supermarket, and szy, "Hello, I'm now
here...you must bs Mrs, 3na-and-so, Doctor
So-and-3nis wife." I resily wasn't very
nice at &ll.

MARTHA: ,
Well, Deddy knows how to run things.

NICK:
(not enosugh enthusiasm)
He's a remarkable mare.

MARTHA:
(to Nick;
You bet your sweet life

GEORGCE:

(to Nick...a confidence,

but not whispered)
Let me tell you a secrst, baby. There
are easler things in the world, if ycu
happen to be teeching at a university...
there are easier things than b2ing married
to the daughter of the tresident of taas
university. Therse are easier things in
this werid...

(CCMTINUED)
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MARTHA:
(loudly, to no one in
particular)
It should be an extrzordinary opportunity.
For some men it would be the chance of a
lifetime i

GEORGE:
(to Nick...z2 solemn wink)
There are., believe me, easier things in
this worid.

MARTHA ¢
Some men would give their right arm for
the chance

GEORGE:
(quietly)
Alas, Martha, ir reelity it wovrks out thut
the sacrifice is cf a somewhat more private
portion of ths anatcmy,.

MARTHA:
(a snar) cof dismissal
ennd contempt)
NYYYVYYYYAAAAHHHREHE &

EQONEY:
(frightened, rises
quicokliy) )
I...wondser if you could show me where the...

NICK:
Are you all right?

HONEY ¢
Of course, degr, I just want to...put some
powdasr on my incse.

GEORGE:
(as Martna is not
gatting up)
Martha, willl you show her where we keep
the .. .euphemism?

MARTEA:
(turning)
What? Ohl
(to Eoney)
Sure! I'm sorry. Cimon. I want to show
you the house. :

(CONTINUED)
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HONEY:
(to Nick)
We'll be back, dear.

MARTHA:
Honestly, George, you burn me up!

GZORGE:
(delighted with the thought)
All right.

MARTHA:
You really dc, Gscrge.

GEORGE:
Okay, Mertha...Okay. Just...trot along.

MARTHA @
You really do.

GEORGE:
Just don't shoot your mouth off...about...
you=-know-what,

MARTHA:
(surprisingly vehement)
I'1l talk about any goddamn thing I want tol

GEORGE:
Okay. Okay. Varisnh.
MARTHA:
Any godcemn thing I want tol
GEORGE:
VANISH
MARTHA:

{practicsally dragging
Honey out with her)
C'mon...

George, very much preoccupied, rises, goes to the bar, pours
himself another drirk as Nick, feeling ignorsd. leafs throug
a magazine. (Perhaos wa HEAR the off-scra2en chatter of
Martha and Heonevy on their wsy upstairs.) Nick drops the

magazine on the coffee table, and Gecorge becomes aware of

him again.

GEQRGE:
Oh. What'll it be?

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
I*'1l stick to bourbon, I gaess.

GEORGE:
(pouring another drink)
So you're in the Math Department...

NICK:
(looking at books)
Noo. .uhoo .0,

GEORGE: ‘
Marthe said you wera., I think that's
what she said, :
(not toc friendiy)
What made you decids to be a teacher?

NICK:
(wandering around)}
Oh...well, -the same things that...uh...
motivated you, I imagine.

GEOKGE:
Vhat werse they?

NICK:
Parden?

GEORGE:

I said, what wers they? What were the
things that motivated me?

NICK:
(1aughing uneasily)
Well...I'm sure I don’t know.

GEORGE: :
You just finished saying that the things
that motlivated you were the same things
that motivated me.

NICK:
(with a little piqus)
I said I imagined they were.

GECRGE:
Oh,
{off-hand)
Did you?
(pause)
Well...

Nick has moved almost to the hall,

{ CONTINTED)
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GEORGE:
You like it here?

NICK:
(looking about)
Yosee.it?'s...fine,

GEORGE:
I meant the University.

NICK:
Ohe....I thought you meant--

GEORGE:
Yes...I can see you did,
(pause)
I meant the University.

NICK:

Well, I...I like it...fine.

(as George just stares

at him)
Just fine.

(after several moments,

in whiczh George seems to

be asleep on his feet)
You...you've bsen hers guite a long time,
heven't you?

GEORGE:

(coming to)
What? Oh...yes. Ever since I married...
uh, Whet'®s~her-name...uh, Martha. Even
tefore that.

(pause)
Forever.

(tc himself)
Dashed hopes, end good intentions. Good,
better, best, bested,

(back to Nick)
How do you like that for a declension,
young man? Eh?

NICK:
Sir, I'm sorry if we--

GEORGE:
(with an edge in his voice)
You didn't answer my question,

NICK:
Sir?

(CONTINUED)
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GZORGE:
Don't you condescend to me
(toying with him)
I asked you how you 1iksd that for =
declension: Good, better, best; bested.
HEm? Well?

NICK:
(with some distaste)
I really don't know what %o say,.

) GEORGE:
(felgried incredulcusness)
You really don't know what to say?

NICK:

{snapping it out) ,
All right,..what do you want ms to say?
Do you want me to say it's funny, so you
can contradici me and say it's sad? Or dc
you want me tc say it's sad so you can
turn around and say no, it's funny. You
can play that damn little game any way
you went to, you knowl

GEORGZ:
(feigned awe)
Very gocdi Very goodi

NICK:
(even angrier than before)
And when my wife comes back, I think we'll
just--

GEORGE:

(sincere)
Now, now...calm down, my boy. Just...
calm...down.

(pauss)
All right?

{psuse)
You want gnother drink? Here, give me
your gl ass,

NICK:
(trying to hang onto
his glass)
I still have ona. I do think thet when
my wife comes downstairs--

GEORGE:
(wresting the glass away)
Here...I1'11 freshen it. Stay there.

( CONTINUED)
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He goes to the bar.

-~ i~ e

NICK:
{following)
What I mean is...you two...you and your
wife...seem to be having some sort of a--

GEORCE:
(pouring)
Martha and I are kaving...nothing. Martha
and I are meraly...sxercising...that's all.,.
we're merely walking whatis left of our
wits. Don't pay any attention to it,

NICK:
(undecided)
Still....
GEORGE:

(gives Nick his drink)
Well, now...let’s sit down and tzlk, hunh?

He sits down abruptly.

NICK:
(cool egairn)
It's just thas I don't like to...become
involved...
(an afterthouzht)
uh...in other peopleis affairs,

GEORGE:
Well, you'll get over that...small colloge
and all., Musical beds is the fazulty
sport around hsre.

NICK:
Sir?

GEORGE:
I saiq, musical...chf never mind, I wish
you wouldn"t go "Sir" like that...How old
are you?

NICK:
Twenty-eight.

GEORGE:
I'm forty-something.
(weits for reaction...
gets none)
Aren't you surprised? I mean...don't I
look oldor?

(CONTINUED)



i

o e

cp ey s e

- ——————— ms P . e 0% e W e b

- Gt M gy At 7= w2

- =y s e

15 (Cont. 10)

7/20/€5
31,

NICK:
I think you look...fine.

GEORGE:
Ifve alweys been lean...l use the hand-
ball courts. How much do you weigh?

NICK:
Ten

GEORCE:
Hundred and fifty-rive, sixty...some-
thing like that? Do you play handball?

NICK:
Uh...not very well.

GEORGE:
Then we shall play sometime. Martha is
a nuncred and eignt...years cld. She
weighs somewhet mere than that, dow oid
is your wife? '

NICK:
(a 1ittle bewildered)
She'!s twenty-six.

GEQCRGE:
Martha is a remarkable -woman. I would
imagine she weighs arcund a hundred and
ten.

NICK:
Your...wife...weighs...?

CEORGE:
No, no, my boy. Yoursl! Your wife. My
wife 1s Martha.

NICK:
Yes...l know.

GEORGE:
If you were married to Martha you would
know what it means.,
(pause)
But then, if I werse married to your wife
I.-would know what that means, too...
wouldn‘t I?
NICK:
(after a pause)
Yes. -

(CONTINUEL
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NICK:
I think you look...fine.

GEORGE:
I've always been lean...l use the hand-
ball courts. How much do you weigh?

NICK:
I--

GEORGE:
Hundred and fifty-five, sixty...some-
thing 1ike that? Do you play hanchall?

NICK:
Uk...not very well,

GEORGE:
Then we shall play sometime., Martha is
a hundred and eignt...years cld. Shs
welghs somewhat more than that. How old
is your wife?

NICK:
(a little bewilidar=d)
She!'s twenty-six.

GECRGE:
Martha is a remarkable woman. I would
imagine she weighs around a hundred and
ten.

NICK:
Your...wife...weighs...?

CEORGE:
No, no, my toy. Yours! Your wife. My
wife 1is HMartaa.

NICK:
Yes...I_know.

GEORGE:
If you were married to Martha you would
know what it means,
(pause)
But then, if I were married to your wife
I would know what that means, too...
wouldn‘t I?

NICK:
(after a pauss)
Yes. .

(CONTINUED)
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CEORGE:
(going to the bar again)
Martha says you're in the ilath Department,
or something,

NICK:
(as if for the hundredth time)
No...I'm not,

_ GEORCE:
Martha is seldom mistsken...maybe you
should be in ths Matn Department, or
somethinge.

NICK:
I'm a bioilogist. I'm in the Blolcgy
Department.

GEORGE:
(after a pause)
Oh.
{then, as if remembering
soms thing)
CH:
NICK:
Sir?
GEORGE:
{ascusingly)

You're the onei You're the one's going

to make all that trouble...making everyone
the ssme, rearranging the chromozones, or
whatever it is. Isnit that right?

NICK:
(with that small smile)
Not exactly: chromosomes.

GEORGE:
I'm very mistrustful. Do you belisve
that people learn nothing from h*story9
I am in the History Department.

NICK:
Yes, I know...

GEORGE:
Martha tells me often that I am in the
History Depaertment...as opposed To being
the History Department...in the sense of
running the Histcry Department. I do not
run the History Department.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
Well, I don't run the Biology Department.
GEORGE:
You're twenty-onei
NICK:
Twenty-~eight.
GEORGE:

Twenty-eight . Perhaps when you're forty-
something, you will run the History
Departmentos..

NICK:
e+.Bl01l0ETeo.s

GEORGE:
«so.the Biology Department. Of course.
I'm really very mistrustful, I read
somswhers that sclence-fictlon is really
not fiction at all...that you pecrlie are
rearranging my genes so that everjone
will be llke eoveryone else...

NICK:
Oh, NOWo..

GEORGE:
I suspect we will not have much music,
much painting, but we will have a civili-
zation of sublime young menr, very much
like yourselif, Cultures and races will
vanlsh, The ants will take over the world...

NICK:
Ycu don't know much about sclence, do you?

GEORGE:
I know something about history. I lmow
when I'm being threatened.
(a pause)
Your wife doesn't have any hips...has she...
does she?

NICK:
What?

GEORGE:
I donft mean to suggest that I'm hip-
heppy....I was implying that your wife
is...slim-hipped.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
Yes...she 1is,

GEORGE:
You have any kids?

NICK:
Uh...no...not yet.

(pause)

You?

GEORGE:

(a kind of challenge)
That's for me to know and you to find out.

NICK:
Indeed?

GEORGE:
No kids, hunh? What'®s the matter?

NICK:

(defensively)
Xothing...we...want to wait...a little...

until weirs settled.

GEORGE:
(going to bar)

And you think you'fre going to be hapny
here in New Carthage?

NICK:
I...hope we'll stay here...I don't msan
forever...

GEORGE:

(pouring two drinks)
Well, don't let that get bandied about.
The o0ld man wculdn't like it. Martha's
father expects his staff to come here and
grow old...to fall in the line of service.
One msn, a prolfessor of Letin and Elocution,
actually fell in the cafeteria line, one
lunch...

(Nick looks at his wristwatch)
But the 0ld man is not going to fall any-
where. The old man is not going to die.
There are rumors...which you must not
breathe in front of Martha, for she foems
at the mouth...that the cld man, her father,
is over two...hundred...years old,..

(a pause)

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE: (Cont,)

Thereis probably an irony there someplaces,
but I'm not drunk enough to figure out what
it is.

(moving towards hall)
MARTHA !

(no answer)
DAMN IT!

(turns)
I wonder what women talk about while the
men are talking.

(vaguely)
I must find out sometimse.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(from upstairs)
WHADDAYA WANTY

GEORGE:
Isn't that 2 wonderful sound?

MARTHA'S VOICE:
GEORGE?

16, INT. HALL & LIVIKG ROOM

Honey 1s coming down the stairs. She hears:

GEORGE'S VOICE:
(to Nick)
How many xids you going to have?

NICK'S VOICE:
(off guard)
I...I don't know,..My wife is--

GEORGE'S VOICE:
Slim-hipped.

George appears in the hall, sees Honey.

GEORGE:
Oh! Well, here's one of you, at lsast,

HONEY:
(past George, to Nick)
You must see this house, dear...this is
such a wonderful old housse.

NICK:
YBS, I"-

( CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
MARTEA |

MARTHA'S VOICE:
FOR CRY SiKE, RANG ON A MINUTE, WILL YOU?

HONEY:
She'll be right down...she's changing,

) GEORGZ=:
(inecredulous)
She's what? She's changing?

HONEY:
Yeas,

GEORGE:
Her clothes?

HONEY:
Her dress.

GEORGE:
Why?

HONEY:

(with a nervous little laugh)
Why, I lmagine she wants to be...comfortable.

GEORGE:
(with a threatening look
up the stairs)
Oh she does, does she?

HONEY:
Well, hesavens, I should think....

GEORGE:
YOU DON'T KNOW!

NICK:
(as Honey starts)
You feel all right?

HONEY:
Oh, yes, dear...perfectly fine.

GEORGE:
(fuming...to himsalf)
So she wants to be comfortsble, doss she?
Well, we'll sse about that,

(CONTINUED)
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HONEY:
(to George, brightly)
I didn't know that you had a son.

GEORGE:
WHAT ?
HONEY :
A son! I hadn't known.
NICK:
You to know and me to find out.
HONEY:
Tomorrow's his birthday. He's sixteen!
NICK:
(a victorious smile)
Welll
GEORGE:
(to Honey)
She told you about him?
HONEY:
(flustered)
Well, yes. Well, I mean....
GEORG=:

(railing it down)
She told you about him.

HONEY:
(a nervous giggle)
Yes.,

GEORGE:
(strangely)
You say she's changing?

HONEY:
Yes...l

GEORGE:
And she mentioned...?

HONEY:

(cheerful, but a
little puzzled)
eesyour son's birthday...yes.

GEORGE:
(more or less to himself)
Okey, Martha...okay.

(c: . IMNUED)

- Abdars’ PR " ¢ an i . -
“ A e W b B G emadbad ot



r~

B L T ——

< — W w——r— ————— + w————g. yn-_ s -4

16 (Cont. 2)

7/30/65
38.-

NICK:
You look pale, Honey. Do you want a...?

HONEY:
Yes, dear...a little more brandy, maybe.
Just a drop,

GEORGE:
Okay, Martha,

NICK:
May I use the...uh...bar?

GEORGE:
Hm? Oh, yes...yes....by all means. Drink
away...youfll need it as the years go on.
(for Martha, as if she
were at his side)
You...damn...destructive....

HONEY ¢
(to cover)
What time 1s it, dsar?

NICK:
Two-thi I’tyo

HONEY:
Oh, it's so late...we should be gsetting home,

GEORGZI:
(nastily, but he is so
preoccupied he hardly
notices his own tone)
For what? You keeping the babysitter up,
or something?

NICK:
(almost a warning)
I told you we didn*t have children.

GEORGE:
Hm?
(realizing)
Oh, I'm sorry. I wasn't even listening...
or thinking...
(with a flick of his hand)
«..whichever one applies.

NICK:
(softly, to Honey)
We'll go in = Little while,

.
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17. INT. LIVING ROOM

GEORGE:

_ (moving towards them)
Oh no, now...you mustnit. Martha is
changing...and Martha is not cheanging for
me., Martha hasn't changed for me in years,
If Marthe is changing, it means we'll be
here for...deys. Ycu are boing accordsd
an henor, and you must not forget that
Martha is the daughtsr of cur baloved deoas.
She is his rignt--

{ pause)
--arm. 1 was going to usz ancther word,
but wefll leavs that sort of tzlk to rartha,

MARTEA''S VOICE:
What sort of talk?

They turn towards the archway. lMertha is stsnding thsre in ¢
spectacular poss. She has changed inte an intriguing pants-
and-blouse outfit, with a neckline that snhovs more than her
neck. Nick's eyes widen with appreciation.

GEORGE:
Why, Martha,...your Sundasy chapel drazsi

EOKEZ:
(slightly disapproving)
Oh, that's most attractivs,

MARTHA:
(showing of f)
You 1like it? Good!
(to George) ‘
What the hell do you mesn serzaming up
the stairs et me like that?

GEORGE:
We got lonely, darling...we got lonely
for the soft purr of your little volce.:

MARTHA:
(deciding not to risse
to the bait)
Well, you Just trct over to the barie-pco--

GEORCGZ:
(taking the tone from her)
«+.And make your little mommy a gwesat big
dwink.

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
That's right.
(looks at Nick)
Say, you must be quite a guy, getting
your Masters when you were...what?...
twelve? You hear that, George?

NICK:
Twelve-and-a-half, actually. No, nineteen
reglly.
(to Honey)
Honey, you needn't have mentioned that.

HONEY:
Ohhhh.s«.I'm proud of you....

GEORGE:
(seriously, if sadly)
That's very...impressive.

MARTHA :
(aggressively)
You're damned right

GEORGE:

(delivering Martha‘’s drink)
I said I was impressed. I'm beside myself
with jealousy. What do you want me to do,
throw up?

(to Nick)
That really is very impressive.

(to Eoney)
You should be right proud.

HONEY:
(coy)
Oh, he's a pretty nice fella.

GEORGE:
(to Hick)
I wouldn't be surprised if you did take
over the History Department one of these
days.

NICK:
The Biology Department.

GEORGE:
The Biology Department...of course. I
seem preoccupied with history. Oh! What
a remark. . .

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE: (Cont.)

(he strikes a pose, his
hand cver his heart,
his head raised; his
voice stentorian}

"I am precccupied wlth history,"
MA PTHA:

(as Honey and Nick chuckle)

Ha, ha, ha, HA!

l GEORGZ GOZS TO EIS DESX, STARTS TO XMARK HISTORY PAPERS.

I A Aty e o — 3 b Ay ot P - - o ——— =t e

MARTHA:
George is not preoccupied with historv....
George 1s preoccupied with the Historv
Department. Gscrges 1s vrsoccuciad with

the nistory Department.-

GEORGE AND MARTEHA:
--because he 1s not the Histery Dspartment,
but is only 1n the histcry Department...

GEGRGR:
We know, Martha...we went all throuzgh that
while you wers upstelirs...getting un...

MARTHA:
George 13 bogged down in the History
Department. He‘s an old bog in the History
Department, that's what George is. A bog...
A fen...A G.D. swamp. Ha, ha, ha, HA!
A SWAPi Hey, swamps Hsy, SWAMPY

GEZORGE:
(controlling nimself

" Yes, Martha? Can I get you something?

MARTHA @
(eamused at his game)
Well,..uh...sure, vou can lizht my
cigarette, if you're of a mind to.

GEORGE:
No...thers are limits. I mean, man can
put up with only so much without he descends

a rung or two on the old evolutionary ladder...

(a quick aside to Nick)
e.ewWhich is up your line...
(back to Marths)

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE: (Cont,)
Now...I'll hold your hand when it's dark
and you're afraid of the bogey man, and
I'll tote your gin bottlss out after
midnight, so no one'll see...but I will
not light your cigarette. And that, as
they say, is that.

There 1s a brisf silence,

MARTE.:
(under her breath)
Geezel
. (then, immedisately,
to Nick)
Hey, you played football, hunh?

_ NICK:
(with a reproving
glance at Honey)
Well...yes...I was a...quarterhack...but
I was much more...adept...at boxing, resally.

MARTIA :
(with groat enthusiasm)
BOXING! You hear that, Gsorge?

GEORGE:
(resignedly)
Yes, Martha,
MARTHA:

(to Nick, with peculiar

intensity and enthusiasn)
You musta been pretty good at it...I mezan,
you don't look liks you got hit in the
face at all,

HONEY:
(proudly) -
He was intercollegiate state middleweight
champion.

NICK:
(embarrassed)
Honey....
HONEY:

Well, you were.

MARTHA:
You look like you still got a pretty good
body now, too...is thet right? Have you?

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(intensely)
' : Martha...decency forbids....

MARTHA:
(to George...still
staring at Nick, though)
SHUT UP!
(now, back to Nick)
Well, have you? Have vwou kept your body?

o e . B e e = a8

; NICK: .
: It's still pretty good. I work out.
MARTHA:
\ (with a half-smile)
Do youl
NICK:
’ Yeah.
HONEY:

Oh, yes...he has a very...firm bodr.

MARTHA:
(still with that smile...
a private ccmmunication
with Nick)
Have youl! Oh, I think that's very nice.

e = . 8 S W A — APy o 0y BT e b G- T = e

NICK:
Well, you nsesver Know...
(shrugs)
e..you know,..once you have it....

MARTHA:
«s.you never know when it'!'s going to come
in handy.

NICK:
I was going to sey...why give 1t up until
you heve to.

I couldn't agree with you more.

}
; MARTHA:
i (they both smilse)

I couldn't agree with you more.

Martha, your obscenity is more than the
human--

t
y
! GEORGE:
i
| (CONTINUED)
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MARTHS :
George, here, doesn't cotton much to body
talk...do you, sweethesart?
(no reply)
Paunchy cver there isn't too happy when
the conversation moves to muscle. How
mi:h do you weigh?

NICK:
A hundred and fifty-fivs, s hundred and--

MARTHA:
Still at the o0ld middleweight limit, eh?
That's pretty good,
(swings around)
Hey George, tell ‘em about the boxing
match we had.

GEORGE:
(siamming papers down,
gatting up)
Christ.

HMARTHA ;
Georga! Tell 'em about i%!¢

GEORGE:
(with a sick look on
his face)
You tell tnem, Martha. You're good at it.

from the living room to the hsall.

HONEY:
Is he...2ll right?

MARTHA:
(laughs)
Him? Oh, sure...George and I had this
boxing match...a couple of year: after
we were nmarried,

NICK:

A toxing match? The two of you?
HONEY:

Really?
MARTHA:

Yup...the two of us...really.

HONEY:
(with a little shivery
giggle cf anticipation)
I can't imagine 1it,
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TRAVELING SHOT CLOSE ON GEORGE

as he moves slowly down the hell, through the kitchen,
through the pantry, into: ’

INT. WOODSHED

where he begins to shove objects zside to uncover something.
(DURING TRAVELINHG SHOT AND SCEZWE IN WOODSHZD, WE EZAR THE
VOICES FRCi1 THE LIVING ROOii CCITINCE UNBROXEN, UNRZALISTI-
CALLY LOUD AS THOUCH WE WERE STTLL I LIVTHIG RCOL:)

MARTHA 'S VOICE:
Well, it wasn’t in e ring, or anything
like that. you know whzt I mean. Daddy
was on this physical fitness kicke..

NICK'S VOICE:
Unh hunh.

MARTHA'S VOICZ=:
So...he had a couple of us over ons
Sunday end we went out in the back, and
Daddy put on the gloves himself...

NICK!S VOICE:
Unh hunhe...

MARTHA'S VOQICE:
And he asked George to tox with him.
Agsaannnnd...George didn't wart to...

NICK'S VOICZI:
Unh hunh.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
e..And Daddy was saying, "Come on, young
man...what sort of son-in-law ars you?"
e.s.and stuff like that.

NICK!'S VCICE:
Yezh.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
So, while this wss going on...I don't
know why I did it...I got into a pelr of
gloves myself...and I snuck up behind
George, just ¥idding, end I yelled "Hey
George !" and at the same tims I let gzo
sort of a roundhouse right...just kidding,
yeu know?

(CONTINUED)
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NICK'S VOICE:

Unh hunh.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
...and George wheeled around real quick,
and he caught i1t right in the jew...POWI

As Nick laughs, WE SEE, IN A CLOSE SHOT, GEORGE TAKING UP A
SHORT-BARRELLED SEOTGU:.

cutT TO{

f 20. INT. LIVING ROOM

Marthe, Nick and EHoney in f.g., the library in b.g., with
| ‘ ! George emerging from wocdshed, starting tcwards them, the gur
: concealed behind him.

i MARTHA:

' (continuing)

i Right in the jaw...and he was c¢ff balance...
: he must have bean...and then, CRLSH, he

i landed...flat...in a huckleberry tuszh,

They begin to laugh wildly as Gecrze comes clcser, on his
face a frightening expression.

l

{

t

: MARTHA:

! (l1aughing)

i It was awful, really. It was funny,
i but 1t was awful. y

{
|
{
!
i
4

2l. SERIES OF VZRY QUICI CLOSIZ SHOTS

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(during CLOSE SHOTS)
I think ic's colored our whole 1ife,
Really I co! $is an axcuse, anyway.
1. HONEY seeing Gecrge, hor eyes widening.,
2. GEORGE raising tne shctgun.
3. MARTHA talking.

4. NICK listening, laughing.

~ : 5. HONEY rising, opening her mouth to scream.
6. MARTHA lzughing, obtlivious, |
P , (CONTINUED)
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7. GEORGE aiming the shotgun at Martha's head.
8. HONEY screaming.

9, NICK, startled, rising.
10. MARTHA turning towards George.

1i. F.0.V. FROM MARTHA - the shotgun barrel pointing at her
head, with George's wild-eysd face at the other end.

12. HONEY screzming.

13. MARTHA, exvression freezing.

14. GEORGZ, mouth set, finger closing on trigger.
15. MARTHA and GEZORGE, as he pulls the trigger.

GEORGE:
BANG::

Pop! From the barrel of the gun blossoms a large red and
yellow Chiness pzrasol. Honey screems again, this time from
relief and confusicn.

GEORGE:
You're deadl Pow! You'rs deadl

NICK:
Good Lordi

Generel laughter and confusion, with Martha laughing the
loudest. The noise dies esventually.

HONEY:
Ch! My goodness!

MARTHA:

( joyously)
Where'd you get that, you bastard?

NICK:
(his hand out for the gun)
Let me see that, will you?

George hands him the gun.

HONEY:
I've never been so frightened in my life!l
Neveri

( CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(a trifle abstracted)
Ch, Iive had it awhile. Did you like that?

MARTHA:
(giggling)
You bastard.
HONEY:

(wanting attenticu)
I've never been so frightensd...nevsr.

NICK:
This is quite a gadget.

GECRGE:
(leaning over Martha)
You liked that, did you?

MARTHA:
Yeah...that was pretty good.
(softer)
C'mon...give me a kiss.

GEORGE:
(indicating Wick and Honsy)
Later, asweetie.

But Martha will not be dissuaded. They kiss, George stand-
ing, leaning over Martha's chair. She takes hils hand, placs:
it on her body. He breals away.

GEORGE:
Oh-ho! So that's what you're after, is
1t? What are we going to have...blue
gamos for the guests? Hunh? Hunh?

MARTHA:
(engry, hurt)
You...miserable--

GEORGE:
(a Pyrrhic victory)
Everything in its place, Martha...every-
thing in its own good time.

MARTHA:
: (an unspoken epithet)
You. ..

GEORGE:
Drinks now! Drinks for alll Why, Mertha,
you'tve been nibdbling away at the glass,

( CONTINUED)
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MARTHA
(still angry - hurt)
I have not.

George takes Nick's glass.

. HONEY:

(offering her glass)
Oh, I think I need something.

(to Martha, as George

takes her glass)
I was never sc frightened in my lifse.
Weren't you frightened? Just for a second?

MARTHA:
(smothering her rage at George)
I don't remember.

HONEY:
Ohhhh, now...I bet you werse.

GEORGE:
(at bar)
Did you really think I was going to kill
you, Martha?

MARTHA:
(dripping contempt)
You?...K111 me?...That's a laugh.

GEORGE:
Well, now, I might...some day.

MARTHA:
Fat chance,

NICK:
(as George hands him
his drink)
Where's the john?

GEORGE:
Through the hell there...and down to
your right,

HONEY:
Don't you come back with any guns, or
anything, now, '

NICX:
(laughs)
Oh, no.

(CONTINTED)
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MARTHA:

; You don't need any props; do you, baby?

— e —— - = gy = =
——

NICK:
Unh unh.

? i ' MARTHA 2
, : (suggestive)
1 ; T'il bet not. No fake gun fcr you, eh?

NICK:
(indicating a side table
rnear the hall)
May T leave my drink here?

- e o e ey

!
' ‘ GEORGE:

(as Nick exits without

waiting for a reply)
Yesh...sure...why not? We've got half-
filled glasses everywhere in the housse,
wherever Martha forgets she's left them...
in the linen closet, on the edge of the
bathtub...I even found one in the freezer,

i .
l; r : ONncoe.

B e ]

MARTHA:
(amused in spite of herself)
You did not!

P A

! GEORGE:
' - Yes I did,
]
MARTHA:
, (same)
' You did notl
N GEORGE:
: (giving Honey her brandy)
' Yes I did.
! 1 (to Honey,;
u ' Brandy doesn't give you a hangover?
’ HONEY:
' I never mix. And then, I don't drink

very much, either.

; ; GEORGE:
D (grimaces behind her back)
¥ f Oh...that's good., Your...your husband
; was telling me all sbout the...chromosomes.

MARTHA:
(ugly)
The what?

1
(CONTINUED)
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(FROM TEEZ

GEORGE: .
The chromosomes, Martha...heis a biclogist,
you kncw,.

MARTHA:
He's in the Math Department,

GEORGE:
No, Martha...he’s a biolegist,

MARTHA ¢
(her voice rising)
He's in the Math Department i

HOXNEY:
(timidly)
Uh...blology.
MARTHA:

(unconvinced)
Are you surse?

HONEY:
(with & little giggle)
Well, I ought to.
(then, as an afterthought)
Be.

BATHROOM, THZ SOUND OF PLUMBING.)

MARTHA:
(after a pauss! .
Well, so he’s a biclogist. Gocd for him.
Biolozy's even better. It's,..right at
the meat of things.
Nick comes tack in) .
You're right at the msat of things, baby.

NICK:
(taking his drink fronm
the side table)
Oh?

HONEY:
(has more brandy, giggles)
She thought you were in the Math Department.

. HICK:
Well, maybe I cught to te,
MARTHA :
(right past Nick?s widsection!
You stay right wasre ycr are,,.you stay
right at the...msat of things.

HOM'EY BEGINS TO GULP HER BRANDY. (CONTINUED)



0m Y . b

Ve e rmr g Ham gl et o e ¢ A ———

. L (P ¢ A S § S o s S ¢ e h A b Bow P A 4 et g ® men o

A ol A Ve bl Y 5, i, Seodntiiiatnsl “iiin ). L &k
“ a bl o s st o s ralte cesKe e o s Al
- ke . B L b SRRy P UOR R

7/30/65
52,

21 (Conte. 5)

22,

23.

25.

GEORGE: :
You'!re obsessed with that phrase, Marthac...
It's ugly.

MARTHA:

(ignoring George...to Hick)
You stay right there,

(laughs)
Hell, you can take over the History
Department just as easy from there as
anywanere 61se.

MED. SHOT  MARTHA (FROM GEORGE'S P.0.V.)

She turns to George, mouth fleapping:

MARTHA:
God kncws, somebody's going tco take over
the--

CLOSE SdHOT GEORGE

putting his fingers in his ears.

MARTHA'S VOICL:
(0.s., continuing)
--History Department, scme day--

CLOSER SEOT MARTHA (FROM GECRGE'S P.0.V.)

Martha is still going, but there is no soundé as she 1s seen
mouthing: "...And it ain't going to be Gecrgle-boy, there...
that's for sure..."

CLOSE SHOT GEORGE
removing his fingers from his ears, and hearing:

MARTEFEA'S VOICE:
(0es., continuing)
Are ya, swampy...are ya, hunh?

GEORGE:
In my mind, Martha, you are buried in-
cement, right up to your neczk.
(Martha giggles)
No...right up to your nose...that’s much
quieter.
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"WILD" ANGLES, FAVORING HONEY, AND FROM HONEY'!'S DRUNKEN P.O.-

HONEY:

(giggling nervously)
When is your son?

GEORGE:
What?

NICK:
(distastefully)
Something about your son.

GEORGE:
SON !

HONEY:
(drunkenly)
When is...where is your son...coming home?.

GEORGE:
Ohhhh.,
(too formal)
Martha? When is our son coming home?

MARTHA:
Never mind.

GEORGE:
No, no...I want to know...you brought 1t
out into the opsn. When is he coming
home, Martha?

MARTHA:
I said never mind, I'm sorry I brought
it up.

GEORGE:

Him upe...not it. You brought him up.
Well, more or less. When's the little
bugger going to appear, hunh? I mean
isn't tomorrow meant to be his birthday,
or something?

MARTHA:
I don't want to talk about i%:!

GEORGE:
, (falsely innocent)
But Marthas...

MARTHA ¢
I DON'T WANT TO TALK ABOUT IT

(CONTINUZD)
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GEORGE:
I'1l bet you don't,
(to Honey and Nick)
Martha dces nct want to talk sbout it...
him, Martha is serry shke br:iught it up...
hin. ‘

HONEY:
(idioticailiy)
When's the little bugger coming home?

She giggles.,

GEORGE:
Yes, Martha...3ince ycu hed the bted tacsts
to bring the master up in the first place...
when 1s the little bdbuggsr coming homs?

NICK:
Honey, do you think you--?

MARTHA:S
George talks disparagingiy about the little
bugger becsuse...well, bscause he hss
prcblens,

GEORGE:
The little bLugger has prcbiems? VWhat
problems has the littlie bugger got?

MAPRTHAS
Not the little bugger...stcy calling him .
thati You: You'‘ve got proolems.

GEORGE:
(feigned disdaixn)
I've never heard cf srnything more ridiculous
in my 1ifs,

HONEY:
Neither have I

NICK:
Honeye...

MARTHA @

George's biggwst prctiem about the little,..

) (laughs) .
...about our son, abtou!t our grea% tig scn,
is that deep down in the private-most pit
of his gut, he?s not completely sure i:'s
his own kid.
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GEORGE:
(deeply ssrioug)
My God, you're a wicked woman.
MARTHA:
And I've told you & millicn times, baby...
I -ouldn't conceive with anyone rut you...
you krow that, bzby.

GzORCGE:
A deeply wicked psrson,

AONEY: - ‘
(desp in drunken griof)
My, my, my, my. OCh, my,

NICX:
I'm not sure that this is a subject for--

GEORGZ:

Martha's lying. T want you to xnecw that,
right now. Hartha's Zying,

(Martha laughs)
There are vary Iou raings that I'm certain
of anyrmore,..butr the ons tning...the one
thing in this whole sinking world that I
am sure of 1s my partaersaip. my
chromosemeclngizal partnership in ths...
creation of our..,biond-syed, blue-haired...
Sono

HONEY;

Oh, I'm so glad:
MARTYA

That was a very prezry 3pesch; Gecrge,

EORGZ:

Thank you., Martha.
IMARTHA ¢

You rose tc the occasion...good. Real gocd,
HONEY:

Well...real wsll,
NICK:

Honey.... .
MARTHA ;

(at Gecrge;

Our son does not have tlue hair...cr blue eves,
for that matuer, iHe nas green ey8s...1liks me,

(with sudien ‘zrdernsss)
Beautiful, beaucifu: Si8en eyus,

(CCNTINULD)
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GEORGE:
He has blue eyes, Marthe.

MARTEA:
(dstermined)
Creen.

GEORGE: -
(patrenizing)
Blue, Martha.

MARTHA :
(ugly)
GREEN! You bastaril

GEORGE:
(admonishing)
Tut, tut, tut.

MARTHA:
Tat, tut yoursself,..you 0ld floozie!

HONEY:
He's rot a floozie...he can't be a floozie...
you're a flcozie,

MARTHA:
(shaking a finger at Honey)
Now you just watch yourself !

HONEY:
(cheerfully)
All right. I'd like a nipper of brandy,
please.

NICX:
Honey, I think you've had enough, now....

GEORGCE:
(taking glasses)
Nonsense ! Everybody's ready, I think.

HONEY ¢
(echoing George)
Nonsense. ’

NICK:
(shrugging)
Okayo

(CONTIHUED) -
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P

MARTHA:
(5o Nick and Honey, who
will scoorn ke beliting
dewn more Lrengv!

MARTHA:
I wes giving you the benefit of the doubt.
(to the otnars)
Daddy hes green eyss, too.

GEORGZ:
He does not! Your father has tiny red
eyes...like a white mouse. In fact, he
is a white mouss,

4
v a thing like that
1

de
You wouldn't darz s
cu're a cewardl

if he was here! Y

GZCRGE:
(to Foney ard ¥f:clk)
You kncw...that great shock of wnite hair,
and those little teady red eyoss...a great
big white mouse, .

MARTEA:
George hates Daddy...not for anything
Daddy's done to him, but for his owhieo..

GEORGE:
(nodding...finishing
it for her!

. .esinadequacies,

MARTEHA:

(cheerfally)
That's right. You nit it...right on the
snout.

(to the others)
You wanna lmow why the S5.0.B. hetes my
father? When Csorgs came into the History
Department bcut five hundred ysars ago)
Daddy approved of him, and you know what I
did, dumb cluck that I am? I fell for him.

HCHZY:2
(dreamily, drunkenly)
Ok, I liks that.

(CONTINUED)
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GEORG::
(AT THZ BAR, OPZIING
A NEW BOTTLE,
Yes, she did., You should have seen it
She'd sit outside my room. cn the 1a.h9
at night, and she'd howi and claw 2% the
turf...I couldn’t work, so I married hér,

MARTHA
(laugns)
I actually fell for him...it...that, there,

GEORGZ:
Martha's a Romantic at heart,

MARTHA:
(with pain)
Thet I ame... So. I acsually fell fcr him,
(to herzell)
It must have besn the zoddzmn accent.
(to the otrers)
And the match ssemed pracy
a while Daddy thcocught George rs

GEOCRGE:
(moving, botcle in hand)
Just a nminute, Martha--

MARTEL:
--the stuff to take ocver wharn

;
L
!
!

¢ Wz

-
-

GZ0RGZ:
Wait a minute, iMarcha.

MARTHA:
--rgady to retire, and so we woth thoughit--

GEORGZ ¢
STOP IT, iARTHA:!

. MARTHA ¢
(irriteted)
Whadda ycu want®

GEORCE:
I wouldn't go on with this i1 T were you,

MA .L¢.LA°
Oh, you weouldn't? VWell, you‘re nct i

GECRGCE:
Now you've already sp
you-know-what oo’

(CONTINUZD)
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MARTHA ¢
What? What?

GEORGE:
...about the sprout...the little bugger...
(spits it out)
«. Our son...and if you start in on this
other business; I warn you, Martha--

NICK:
Do we really have to go through all this?

MARTHA:

I stand warned!

(to Horey and Nick)
So, anyway, I marrisd the S.0.B.--znd I
had it alil planned out, First, he'd ¢a
over the History Depariment, and then,
wnen Daddy retired, he'd take over the
collegs...you know? That's the way it wes
supposed to be,

(to Gecrge, who is moving

around fitfully, liquor

bottle in rangd)
You getting angry, baby? Hunh?

(back to Nick and EHeoney)
That's the way 1t was suntosed ts bs,
Very simple. And Daddy seemed to think *t
was a pretty gocd idea, too., TFcr a whila.
Until he wstched for a couple o years!

(to George again)
You get=ing sngrier?

(now back)
Until he wetched feor a couple of years
and started thinking meybe it wasn’t such
8 good Idea after all,...maybs Gacrgie-toy

idn't have the stuff,..maybe he didn'tg

have it in him,

ke

GEORGE:
(wounded. with his
back to them)
Stop it, Martha!

MARTHA :
{smelling victory) 2
The hell I will! You see, Georgse didn‘'t
hazve much...zush...he wasn't particulerly...
agpressive. In fact, he was sort of a...

{svits the word
at George's back)
v.o8 FLOP! A great...big...fat., .FLOP:

(CONTINUS

- L S P TR L e e em e evmt mn o e g e

*r
=4

Y
/



Cemen

R v N

et bme ve e me

v O & s S -

P e e s - ——

26 (Cont, 6)
CRASH! On
against th
to them al
There is a

7/30/¢€5
€0,

1.
[+9

the seccnd "FLOP;," Gaorge smashes tha bobtl

e Tireplace and stands there, svill with his

1, hoiding *tne remains of the bottle by the n
silence, with everyone frczen., Then -

e
ba
ek

|(')

GEORGE:
(almost crying)
I said s3top, Martha...

MARTEA:

(rslentiessly)
I hope that was an ema v bottle, George,
You don't want to waste good liquor...nos
on your salary...

(George drops the breoken

bottise cn the stecne floceor

before ths fireplace,

not meving)
Not on an Assoclats Professor’s salary.

Corne

(to ngk and Horey;
So, here I am, stuck with this flcpe.s
GECRCE:

(turning around)
Don't go on, rlartns...

MARTHA .
...this BOG 1In the History Department...

GECRG=:
«sedonit, Martha., don't...

GEOR'JJ—J .
(under her, then trying
to dreown her cuk)
I said, don*t...All rignt...

MARTHA: all right...

(her vcice rising (sings)
to match his) who's afraid of Virginia woolf,
...who's mar“ied to the Virgini Woolf,
President's daughter. who's Virginia Woolfl,

expected to be somebody, Wno's afraid of V‘rginia Woelf,

not just some ncbedy, somse Zarly in the morning?

bookworm,

somebody who's

so damn...contemplative, GEORGE AND HCNEY:

he can't make anything
out of himself, scmebody
without the guts tc make

anybody proud of him... Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf,
ALL RIGHT, GEORGE! Virginia Weoll,
(pause) Virginia VWecl?

STO? IT!

(as he takes her hands
and they go around =znd

(CONTINUED) -

around singing drunkenly)
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27

28.

Honey wnirls to a stop., There is 2 brief, tenss silsnce.
She clutches her stomach,

HONEZY:
I'm going to be sick...!
(she starts 10 run towards
the hall. ervinge)}
I'm going to bs szcus

CAYERA IS5 TRAVILING AHZAD OF HZIR as sho lurches drunkenly to:

INT. EALL

She 1is rushing to ths psithroom. In b.g. Nick 1s sterting

after her, saying:

NICK:
Oh, for God's sake.

Hae cstches up with honer as she stumbliles vast CAMIRA, which
has come to a stop, and we HZAR her CPRASHING about in the
bathroom. ow we see lartha in b.g., just as she turns to
George, who sgtands resr tiis hali, moticnlisss, shaxen.

3

MART

HAi:
(wvith cdisgusi)

mt

Jesus !

She hurriss toward CLIZRL, anger on her face; and goss into
bathroom, out of 3HOT; closins the deor., In b.g., we sse
George siowly walk towards the front door. He opens it,
leaves the houss. In e rnoment, the bathroom door opens,
0.8., and we HEAR:

HMARTHA'S VOICE:
She'll be all rignt,

Nick appears, lcoks baci.

NICX:
You sure?

MARTEA'S VOICE:
I'11 make some coffee,

BATHROO DOCR 3LAMS SHUT c.s. MNick turns, ssss the open
front door. He goes to it, locks out, SEES:
P.0.V. FROM RICK (LOCATION)

George 13 sitting quietly in e swing on the lawn, his back
CAMERA.

te
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WITH NICE INT. HALL AND LIVING ROOM

to pour himself & drink, walks toward -ha front door as

’
(S
-

MED. SHCT GEORGEZ Ol SWII
S5 FLATEZS FOR FROTECTION )

(LOCATIQI: MNIED P? cE

h;z

His back will be o CAMERA until ctherwise indicated. He is
swinging vary gently. Fresently Jick comes into the SH iCT,
stands slightly apart freom him as cheugh no* to intrude:

NICK:

{aftsr a silenze)
I...un...T'm real*y Very 3rrys.-.

(Gevrge zhows no

awarenzss cIr him)
Sheo,a.eﬂl1y shouzdn-t drink...

‘N GNSWET)
She’so..fr_ilna,

(no answer:
Uh,..8lim~hipped. as you'd have

(¥
(&
o
a
°

GmORGE-
‘quietiy. without tarning)
3 my litczlie juimm yum? Whsre's Martha?

NICK:
I thirk sha’s roln~ to maxKe scms ccoffwae,
Sne...gets sick quite easily.

'.l.

nv-\.

GECRG
(prenc-upied)
Marthe? O0n no. tartna hasn’'t been sicy
a day in her :il= unlessz Joa couny the
time she 3pernds in “ne rest home,...

NIC#:
{quierlyi
Ko, noj; my wife..,.zy wife ge+ws sick quite

e "
easily., Your wife iz Martha.

GECRGE:
(with some rus)
Oh; yes...I know,

NIlK:
She dcasn’t realilly spena any time in a
rast home,

o) Tu
s l T

Your wife?

{CONTINUEL

~He watches Cecrgs Ior a morent. then goes wc the bar, starts
he i
pouring, tzlzinz tne rtotels with him, Ho leaves the house.

v
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NICK:
No. Yours,

GEORGE:

Oh! Mine,

(pause)
No, no, she doesn't...I would; I mean if
I were...her...she...I would, But I'm
not...and so I don't.,

(pause)
I'd like to, though., It gets pretty
bouncy sround here sometimes,

NICK:
(coolly)
Y¥es...I'm sure,

GEORGE:
(turns, looks at
Nick a moment)
Your wife throws up a lot, eh?

: NICK:
i didn't say that....I said she gets
sick quite easily,

GEORGE:
Oh. I thought by sick you meant....

NICK:
Well, it's true....Actually, she doses
throw up a lot...

GZORGE:
The word is "often."

NICK:
(sitting down)
Once she starts...there's practicelly no
stopping her....I mean, she'll go right
on...for hours. Not all the time, but...
regularly.,

GEORGE:

You can tell time by her, hunh?
NICK:

Just about.
GEOQORGE:

May I?

(CONTINUZD)
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NICK:
Sure.
(wlth no emotion, except
the faintest distaste, as
George takes the bottle)
I married her because she was pregnant.,

GEORGE:
(pauss)
Ch?
(pause)

But you said you didn?’t have any children...

When I esked you, you said....

NICK:
She wasn't...really., It was a hysterical
pregnancy. She blew up, and then she
went down.

GEORCE:
And while she was up, you married her.

NICK:
And then she wsent dovm.

They both laugh, and are a little surprised tha: thsey
George takes a swig, makes a face,

GEORGE:
Ugh...bourbon,
NICK:
(nods)
Bourbon.,.
GEORGE:

(to no onée - or to himself -
out loud - but softly)

When I was sixteen and going to prep school,

during the Funic Wars, a bunch of us used

do,

to go into town on the first day of vacations,

before we fanned out to our homes, and in
the evening this bunch of us used to go to
this gin mill owned by the gsngster-father
of one of us, and we would drink with the
grown-ups end listen to the jazz. And one
time, in the bunch of us, there was this
boy who was fifteen, and he had killed his
mother with & shotgun some years before--
(Nick stares at him)

( COHTINUED)
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GEORGE: (C:nt
Accidentally, complistely azc
without even an unconscious m 5
have no doubt, nc doutt at ail -- and *his
one evening this boy went with u
ordered cur drirks, esnd wheon it
turn he said, I'1l havs bergin,..
soms bergin, please...bergin and water...
(Nick chuciles politely)
Well, we 8ll laugned...he s tlond, and he
had the face c¢f a charur, znd we all laughed,
and his cheeoks went red znd thne zcicr rose
in his nsck, 2nd the waiter whe had taksan
our order told people at the rex: %able
what the btoy had said, and then they
laughed...and then mcre peopls werze ¢ old
and the laughcer grew...and mors psopls -
and more laughter, and no one was laughing
more than us, and nore of us more than the
boy who had.shot nis mcther...,
(Nick watches aim)
And socon, everyons in the gin mill knew
what the laughter was ztour. and cveryone

= o

densally,
otivavio

O n
8]
S o
=
@

Re
v T

e
al
3

started ordering bYersin. and saughing wen
they ordered i:...A&nd soo~n, cf courss,; rthe
laughtsr became lsss general. tutv it did
not subside. entirely. for z verwy iong
time, for eliways at tnis tzb’s o»r that,
someone would crder bergin and & new ares
of laughter would risc,,.,

(a pause)
We drank free tnat night, and we were
bought champsagre by “hes managsmant. by
the gangster-father cf one ¢f us, And, of
course, we surfered ths next day. eacn of
us, alone, cn his train. away frecm thne
city, each of us with a grown-up's hang-
over...but it was the grandsst day of m7...
(a pause}
essyouthso.

NICK:
(very quistly)
What...what happened to *re BOY...the
boy who had shot his mother?

GEORGE:
I won't tell you.

NICK:
(a pauss)
All right,
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L rather lcng silence,
KITCE
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GECRGE:

(after 2 moment)
The following summer, on z country road;
with his learner's permit in his pockest
and his father on the front seat to his
right, he swerved the car, to avoid a
po~cupine, and drove straight into g
large tree,

NICK:
(faintly pleading)
No.

GEORGE:
He was not killed, of course. And in the
hespital,; when he was conscious and out
of denger, and when they told him that
his father was dead, he began to laugh, I
have been told; and his laughter grew and
would not stcp, and it was not until arfter
they jammed & needls in his arm, not until
after that, until his consciousnass
slipped away from him, that his laughter
subsided...stopped. And vhen he was
recovered from his injuries enough so
that he could be moved without damage

should he struggle, he was nut in an asylum.

That was thirty year:z ago.

NICK:
Is he...still therse?

GEORGE:
Oh, 7¢s. And I'm told thst for these
thirty years he has...not...uttersd,..
ore...sound,

OISES.
GEORGE:
That's big ¥arthsa,..

NICK:
She 's making coffes.

GEORGE:
For your hystericel wife, who gces up
and down. )

NICK:
Went. Up and down,

(CONTINUED)

Then, from inside the house, LOUD
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GEORGE:
Went. No mora?

NICK:
No more. Nething.

: GEORGE:
( pause)
Martha doesn't have hysterical pregnancies.

NICK:
My wife had one.

GEORGE:
Martha doesn't have pregnsncies at all.

NICK:
Do you have any other kids? Do you have
any deughters, or anything?

GECRCGE:
(as if 1t'3 a great joke)
Do we have any what?

HICK:
Do you have any...l mean, c¢o you have
only one...kicd...uh...your scn?

GEQORGE:
(with a private knowledge)
Oh no...just one...one boy,..our son,

NICK:
Well...
(shrugs)
.. o.that's nice.

GEORCE:
Oh ho, ho. Yes, well, he's a...comfort,
a bean bag. :

NICK:
A what?

GEORGE:
A bean bag. Bean bag. You wculidn®t
understand.
(over-distinct)
Bean...beg.

NICK:
I heard you...I didn't sev I was deef,..
I said I didn't understand.

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
You didrn't say that at all,

NICK:

I meant I was imeivinzg I didn't understand.

(under his t b”eauh)
For Christ®s sake!

GEORGE:
You're getting testy,
NICK:
(testy)
I'm sorry.

GEORCE:

7/30/65
68 .

All I said was; our son...the apple of
our three eyses, Martha being a Cyclops...
our son is a bsan bag, and you get testy.

NICX:
I'm sorryl It's lats, I'm tired, I've
teen drinking since nine otclezk, myv
wife is VOMitlng_ there s been a ict of
screaming goinrng cn arcund herc,...

GEORCE:
And so youire testy. HNaturally,

don't be upset,

NICK:
{testy)
I'm not upseti

GEORGE:
You're testy.

NICK:
Yes.

GEORGE:

Don't...
worry about it. Anyrbcdy whe cores nhore
ends up gstting...testy, It's expected...

I'd 1ike to set you straight sbout some-
thing...while we're out here..,I'd like to
set you straight abtout what iartha said,

MARTHA 'S VOICE:
(from houce)
HEV !

(CONTINIUED)
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GEORGE:
Hark! Forest sounds,

VICH ¢
Hm?

GEORGE:
Animal noises,

MARTEA>

(appearing in docrwsy)
Hey !

GEQORGE:
Well, hsere's nursie,
s

MARTHA:
(shouting)
We're sitting up...we'res having cecffes.

NICK:
(calling baczk)
Is there anything 1 should do?

A RTIIA:
Nysh., You Just stay thers and liaten
to Ceorgeis side of thirgs. Bere your-
self to desath, You clezn up The mess
you made in hare, Georze?

GEDRCZ:
No, Martha., I did net clean up ths mess
I meade.
(Martha disappears from
doorway)
I've beenrn trying for yearz to clean up
the mess I macde,

NICK:
Have you besn trying for years?

GEORGE:
(after a long psuse,..
looking at him)
Accommodation, sajustment...those do seem
to te 1n the order cf things. don't they?

NICK:
Don't try to put me in the same class
with you:

(CONTINUZD)
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GEORGE:

(pause)
Oh.

(pause)
No, of ccurse nct. Things are simpler
with you...you marry a woman because she's
all blown up...while I, in my clumsy, old-
fashicned way..:oo.

NICK:
There was more t©c it than thati

GzORGL:
Surei{ I°1l1 bet she has money, too!

NICZ:
(looks hurt, Then,
after a pause)
Yes.

GEORGE

LY

Yos?
( joyfully)
YES! You mean I wac righti I kit it!

NICK:
Well, you S€6.o:.

GEORCZ:
My God, what ercheryi First try, toc.
How about that!

HICK:
You se@co..

GEORGZ:
There were other things.

NICK: )
YeSo

GEORGE:
To compensats,

NICK:
Yes,

GEORCE:

There always are...there always are...
(takes Nick's glass)
Allow me..,
(pours becurten, herds
glass back to himj
Tell me about your wife's money,
{CONTINUED)
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NICK:
(suspicious)
Why?

GEORGZ:
Well, don't, then.

NICK:
Wnat do you want to know abcut my wife's
money for? .

(ugly)
Hunh?
. GEORGE:
Well, I thought it would be nice.
NICK:
No you didn't,
GEORGE:

(still cdeceptively bland)
All righte....I want to know about your
wife's money because...well, because I'm
fascinated by the weys in which you wavs-of-
the-future boys are going to teke over,

NICK:
You're starting in again,

GEORGE:
Am I? No I'm not. Look...Martha nas
money too. I mean, her father's been
robbing this piace blind for years, and....

NICK:
No, he hasn't. He has not.

GEORGE:
( shrugs)
Very well....Martha's father has not
beon roboing this place blind for years,
and Martha does not have any money. Okay?

NICK: :
We were talking about my wife's money...
not yours,

. GEORGEZ:
Ok&y....talk.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
No.
(pause)
My father-in-law...was a man of the Lord,
and he was very rich.

_ GEORGE:
What faith?

NICK:
He...my father-in-law...was called by God
when hs was six, or something, and he
startsd preachins, ard he baptizsd people,
and he saved them, and he traveled arcund
a lot, and he became pretty famous...not
like..o.uh...some of them...but pretty
famous...and when he died he had a lot
of money.

GEORGE:
God's money.

NICK:
No...his owmn.

GEORGED:

Wnat happered to God's money?

NIClK:
He spent God's money...and he saved his
OWn.

GEORGE:

Well, I think that's very nice.

(Nick gigzles a little)
Martha's got money because lartha's
fatner's second wife,..not Martha's
mother, but after liartha's mother died...
was a very old lady with warts who was
very rich.

NICX:
She was a witch,

GEORGEZE:

She was a good witch, and she marriled
the white mouse...

(Nick begins to giggle)
...With the tiny red ejyes...and he must
have nibbled he» warts, or something
lilre tazt, because she went up in a pufl
of smolks glmost immediztely. POUF!

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
POUR &

GEORGE:
POUFY{ And all that was left, aside from
soms wart mediczine; was a big fat will...

NICK:

{quite beside himself)
Maybe...maybe my father-in-law and the
witch with the warts should have getten
together, bezause he was a mouse, too.

EORGE:
(urging Wick on)
He was? .

NICK:
(breaking up)
Sure...he was a church mouse
(they both laugh a2 great
deal, eventually fall silent)
Your wifs never mentioned a stepmcther,

GEORGE:

(>onsiders 1it)
Well...maybe it isn’t true,

(Nlck looks at him

suspiciousliy)
You realize, cf course., tnat I've been
drewing you oui on this stuff because you
reprosent a direct threat to me and I want
to get the goods on you.

NICK:
Sure...sure.

GEZORCE:
I mean...I've warned you...you stand warned.

) NICK:
I stand warnad.
(laugns)
It's you sneaky types worry me the most,
you know. You ineffectual sons of bitches...
you're the worst,

GEORGE:
Well, I'm giad you don’'t believe Me....
I know you've got history on your side,
and all.... :

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
Unh unh. ¥ou’ve got history on your
side...I've got biclegy on mine, History,
biclogy.

GEORGE:
I krow the differencsa,

NICK:
You don't act it

GEORGE:
No? I thought we'd gacided that youla
taxe over the History Departmen: firsc,
before you Yook cver the whole wecrka,
You know...a step at a tims.

NICK:
(stretching...laxuriatinge..
playing the gams)

Nyaash...wtiat I thought I°'d do 1s...I°d
sort of insinuate mysz=2if generally. find
all the weazk spcts--

z)

CEORG

3
“

Like mecoos

NICK:
--becoma sort of a fecc, and then turn
into 8...2 Wwhat,..?

GEORGL:
An inevitatrilircy.

WICK:
Exactlyo...an Insvitabllity. Taize over a
few ccurces from the clasr men, piow a few
pertinent wives..,.

GEORGE:
Now thar®s 1t : You can shove aside all
the older men you can find, tut until yeou
star? plowlng per:tinent wives, you really
eraon't working, That's the way tc pecwer--
piow 'em gl1:

NICK:
(playing alcng)
Yeahooo

GEORGE:
The way to a man‘: hegri...the wide.
inviting avenue to his jot.,..13 through
his wife, and don't yecu forget it,

(CCNTINUED)
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NICK:
(chuckling)
And I'11 bet your wife's got the widest...
most 1lnviting...avenus.on the whole damn
campus.. .l mean, her father being president,
and all.

GEORGE:
You bet your historical inevitabilityi

NICXK:
Yossirree...I'd just better get her off
into the bushes., '

GEORGE:
Why, you'd certalnly bettor,

NICK:
(looks st George a minute, his
expression a little sick)
You know, I almcst thinik you‘re serious.

GECRGZ:
No, baty...you 2lmost think you'rs ssrious,
and it scares the hell out of jyou.

ME !

GEORGE:
(quietly)
Yos...you.

NICK:
You're kidding.

GZORGE:
I wish I were...1%11 give you soms good
advice if you want me tooss s

NICK:
(sterts to laugh)
Good advice! From you? Oh boy!

GEORGE:
You havenit learned yet...Take it wherever
you can get it...Listen to me, now.

NICK:
Come off 1t



30 (Cont. 13)

GEORGE:

I'm giving you good advice, now.
NICK:

Good God...!
GEORGE:

There's quiclisand here, and you'’ll be
dragged down-- .

NICK:
Oh boy...!

GEORGE:
--before you know it...sucked down....
(Nick laughs derisively)
You disgust me on principle, and you're -
a smug son of a bitch personally, but I'm
trying to give you a survival kit., DO

YOU HEAR ME?

Hick start
after him:

NICK:
(still laughing)
I hear you. You coms in loud,

8 for the house. George stands there, calling

GEORCE:
All right! You want to play it by ear,
right? Everything's going to work out
anyway, because the timetable's history,
right?

NICK:
(calling back)
Right...right. You just tend to your
knitting, grandma...I'll be okay.

GEORGE:
(following him)
I've tried to...tried to reach you...t0....

NICK:
(contemptuously)
«.smake contact?

GEORGE:
Yos,

NiCK:
esscOmmunicate?

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
Yes. Exactly.

NICK:

Aw,..that is touching...that is...
downright moving...that’s what it is.
(HE COMES TO &4 STOP IN

TEE DOORVAY, turns towards
George with sudden vehemence)

UP YOURS:
GEORGE:
What?
NICK:
(threatening)

You heard me

NICK®S VOICE:
HONEY}

We go into the house with Ceorge,

31. INT. LIVING ROOM AND HALL

Nick is getting his jacket in ths living room, then going to

the hall for Honeyis coat. George remains apart, taiking &t

Nick, not to him: 5

GEORCE:
You tske the trouble vo construct a
civilization...to...tc build a soclety,
based on the principles of...cf principle...

HICK:
Honey...!

GEORGE:
.« oYou make government and art, and realize
thet they are, nust be, both the same...
You bring things tc the saddest of gll
points...to the point where tnere is some-
thing to lose...Then all at once., through
all the music, througn all the sencsible
sounds of men bullding, attempting, comes
the Dies Iras. And what is it? Wnat does
the trumpetv sound? UP YOURS;

NIC¥:
(applauding)
Ha, hal{ Breve! Ea, ha!

1

(CONTINUED)
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31 (Cont.)
Just then, Martha appears from the kitchen, leading an un-
steady Honey.

HONEY:
(grandly)
Thark you, thank you.
MARTHA:
Here we are, a little shaky, but on our
feet.
GEOCRGE: .
Goodie.
HONZY:

(wanly, to Nick)
It wasn't too bad, dear,..really...

NICK:
(moving at Honey with
her coat)
Put this on.
HONEY:
I'm not cold, but I am a 1ittle--
NICK:
Just put 1t on. We're lsaving.
MARTHA:
You're what?
NICK:
Leaving. Golng home.
GEORGE:
(delighted)
Welll
MARTHA :

Wait a minute...what happened hsre?
(to George)
What have you been up to?

CECRGE:
(smiling)
Everything, pet.

HONEY:

(unsteadily)
Oh dear, I think I better sit down.

(CONTINUED)
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31 (Cont. 1)

32.

33.

NICK:
(quickly)
Never mind that now. Come on, Honey...

Honey quietly slips off for a belt of brandy DURING FOLLOWING:

GEORGE:
I'll go get the car,
NICK:
You don't have to. We'll call & cab,
GEORGE:
(starting away)
T insist!
| MARTHA ¢
Georgo l
GECRGE:

(stops, turns)
Yes, love?

MARTHA:
Just wnat the hell do you think you're
doing?

GEORGE:

Now let me s9e,..
(thinks)

I think what I'm doing is...
(thinks)

I'm getting the car...
(thinks)

To drive our little guests,..
(another pause)

Homse {

He stares at Martha. She starss back at him.

ABRUPT CUT TO:

CLOSE SHOT FRONT END OF A STATION WAGON IN MOTION (LOCATIOM)

tires squealing as it careens too sharply around a curve,
then straightens out.

INT?. CAR (IN MOTION) (PROCESS & LOCATION)

Behind the whesl, George is smlling wcozily., Martha is
seated beside him in silent fury. Honey and Nick are in the
back ssat. They seem utterly oblivious to George'!s uncertain

(CONTINUZD)
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of the car (WHICH WE WILL INDICATE, AT TIMES, WITH

EXTERIOR SHOTS OF THZ CAR ON THE ROAD) ,

MARTHA :
(to George)
Well, aren't you going to apologlzs?

GEORGE:
It wasn't my fault., The road should've
been straight,

MARTEA:

Not that! For meking her throw up .
GEORGE:

I did not make her throw up,
MARTHA :

You most certainly did;
GEORGE:

I did not!
HOWEY:

(a papal gesture)
IIOS . .nOW, _rLO_o ¢ &

MARTHA :
(to George)
Well, who do you think did...sexy back
there? You think he made his own wife
sick?

GEORGE:
(helpfully)
Well, vou make me sick.

MARTHA
That's different !

HONEY:
No, ncow, pnlesass, I...I throw UPo.ool
mean, I get Sicite..0ccasionally, all by
myself...without any reason.

GEORGI:
(glancing back at Nick)
Is that a fact?

NICK:
(uneasily)
You're...youlrs cdelicate, Honey.

(CONTINUED)
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HONEY:
(proudly)
I've always done it.

GEORGE:
Like .ig Bemn.

NICK:
(a werning)
Watch it

MARTHA ¢
George makss everybody sicko..oWhen our
son was just a little boy--

GEORGE:
Don't, Martha...

MARTHA ¢
--he used to throw up all the time because
of George...

GECRGE:
I said, donig

MARTHA:
It got so bad that whenever Gecrge came
into the room he‘d start right In
retching, and-=-

GEORGE:
(interrupts)
The real reason our son used to throw up
all the time, wife and lover, was be:cause
he couldn't 3tand you f£iddling at him all
the time, breaking into his bedroom with
your kimono flying, fiddling--

MARTHA:
(interrupts)

YEAH? And I suppose that’s why he ran
away from home twice in one month, TOO,.
(turning to the back seart)

Twice in one month! Six times in one
year!

GEORGE:
(also to the guests)
Our son ran away from home all the time
because Martha ners used to corner him.

(CONTINTED)
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MARTHA ¢
(braying)
I NEVER CORMNERED THE SON OF A BITCH IN
MY LIFCS$

GEORGE:
He used to run up vo me when I°*d get
home, and he®d say, "Mama's always coming
at me."” That®s what he'd say.

MARTHA ¢
Liar! Liar.

GEORGE:
Well, that®s the way it was...She was
always coming at him. I thought it was
very embarrassing.

NICK:
If you thought it wes so embarrassing,
what are you talking about it fcr?

HONEY:
(admonisning)
Dear...!
. MARTEA:
(to Nick)
Thankss sweetheart,
GEORGE:
I didn’t want to talk atout him at all...
HONEY:
Ohy, I wish I had soms brandy...Il locve

brandy...
(tapping Martha on shoulder)
I really do...

MARTHA:
Good for you.

HONEY:
It steadles me 38394,

GEORGE:
(pensively)
I used to drink brandy,

MARTHA:
{privately)
You used %o drink tergin, tco,

George'l!s violent reacticn to this becomes:
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QUICK CLOSE SHOT FRONT TIRES (LOCATIOXN)

squealing as they take a curve dangerously.

MT. CAR { PROCESS)

MARTHA @
(hand over mouth)
Ooooo0psS.

NICK: GEORGZ:
( something having _(quiskly burying it)
vaguely clicked) Nothing, notning...
Say... !
MARTHA:
(to Nick)
Did he tell you about that? Come on.
Hs must have said scmethinf.o.

NICK:
Well...

MARTHA :
Didn't he tell you how he would have
smounted to something of it hadn't been
for Deddy...that iind of crap?

GEORGE:
Actuslly whet we did is, we sort of
"danced around" a little...

HONZY:
( glddily)
Oh, I love dancings

NICK:
(at Horey)
He didn't mean thati

HOHEY:
Well, I didn‘t think he did. Two grown
men dancing...

MARTHA:
You mean he didn't stert In on "ow he
tried to publish e took, and Daddy wouldn't
let him...?

GEORGE:
Please, Martha,

{conuTUED)
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37
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NICK:
(egging Martha on)
A book? Vhat book?

GEORGE:
(pleading)
Please. Just & book.

MARTHA:
(mock incredulity)
Just a booki:

HONEY: !
( suddenly)
Oh, look! Dancingl

CUT TO:

MOVING P.0.V. SHOT (FROM CAR) EXT. ROADHOUSE (LOCATION)

A neon sign: "COCKTAILS...DANCING" on a ROADHOUSE on the
out skirts of the slseping village. Over the SHOT:

INT.

CAR

HONEY'S VQICZ=:
Why don't we dance? I'd love soms
dancing...!

NICK'S VOICZE:
Honey...We're almost home.

( PROCESS)

HONEY:
I want some! I want some dancing.

MARTHA:
(with a covetous glance
at Nick)
Say...that's not & bad-ides...

HONEY:
(to Martha)
I just love dencing. Don't you?

MARTHA:
(at Nick)
With the right men...yeah...

HONEY:
I dance 1like the wind°

(CONTINUED)
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38.

39.

L40.

MARTHA:
(quietly)
Stop the car, George...
GEORGE:
Martha i
MARTHA:
We're going dancing...
. CEORGE:
For heaven's sake!
MARTHA:
Did you hear me?
GEORGE:
(cheerily)

Whatever love wantse.

He slams on the brakes violently.

CLOSE SHOT WHEELS OF CAR (LCCATION)

skidding to a noisy stope.
ABRUPT CUT TO:

CLOSE SHOT HOLEY INT. ROADHOUSE
whirling wildly as she cries:

HOWEY:
I dence like the windi

WIDER ANGLE INT. ROADHOUSE

The front room is a small, coffee-counter type of place with
a few booths, leading into a dance hall where students havs
dances on weekends., 1t contains a juke box, a dinky band-
stand with a few glittering drums and a white uprignt piano.
On the walls are college gags and announcements of folk
singers, poetry readings, euc. Around the edges of the
dilapidzted dance floor are some cmall tables. The place is
deserted, save for a talding BARTTNDER and a bespectacled
WAITRESS. Honey, shoes off, is leaping about the dance
floor. Goorge is at the juke bex. HMarths is seated at a
table. MNick is missing. There ars drinks for all, 1lsft bv
the waitress who its wallklng away withcut expressicn.

(CONTINUED) -
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MARTHA:
(impatiently, at George)
Well, put cne on, will you?

GEORGE:
(examining juke box)
Yes, love...
(he puts a coin in the box)
How are we going to work this? HMixed
doubles?

MARTHA:
You don't think I'm going to dance with
Jou, do you?

Nick is coming out of the Men's Room now, as Honey continues
her leaps and whirls,

GEORGZ:
(pushes a lever to
start the record)
Noooo00....not witn him around...that’s
for sure... .
(indicating Honasy)
And not with twinkls-toes nere, eithsr,

The juke box record falls to the turntsble.-

HONEY:
(whirling)
I'll dance with enyone...I?11 dence by
myself...

NICK:
You'll got sick again...

HONZY:
(whirling)
I dance iike the wind,..

The needlehead descends,

GEORGE:
All right, kiddies...choose up and hit
the sack.

MUSIC STARTS...A LUGURRIOUS SPIRITUAL, SCMETHING COMPLETZILY
UNRHYTHMIC AND NON-DANCEABLE.

HONEY:
(flitting about)
Wheel,. .Wonderful...: Wnee...

(CONTINUED)



e et e A ™ W

A% gre s we et by et 0,0 | WA e & bART

e . - s PSRN e e b o~ s - ————a - o s & rtt —— s

40 (Cont. 1)

7/30/65
87, ‘
NICK:
(embarrassed)
Honeyeo .
MARTHA 3

A1l right, George{ Cut that out.

Nick tries physically to stop Honey. She dances awey,
SHOUTING AND SINGING WILDLY.

HONEY:
Wheeeo {

She is whirling medly now...has no idea where she is, or
where Nick is.ieeovece

MARTHA:
Cut it out, George:

GEORGE:
(as though not hearing)
What, Martha? What?

NICK:
HOYNEY i

Merthe 3jumps up, mcves guickly, threateningly. at George.,

REJECTS TH= RECORD FROM THE BACK OF THE JUKE BOX AWD THE
MUSIC STOPS JUST AS MARTHA SHOUTS:

MARTHA ¢
A1l right, you son of a bitchd

GEORGE:
What did you say, love?

HOVEY:
It stoppedi...%Why did it stop?

CEORGE:
(to Martha)
I thought you*d like it...

MARTHA
Give me some change.

GEORGE:
What?

MARTHA :

I said, give me some changei

(CONTI1:U=D)
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40 (Cont. 2)

L1,

George will give her changes. She will select another record, |
put a coin in the julke box. Meanwhile, George will go back
to the table.

NICK:
(moving towards Honey)
Honeyeeo
HCMEY:

Stop that! You...are always AT me when [
gm having a good time!

NICK:
(carefully)
I'm sorry, Honey.

HONEY:
Just leave me aloneée..l...like...to dance...
and you...don't...went me toc!

NICK:
I 1like you to danceo

HONEY:
Just lsesave me alons!

She goes to the table, puts on her shoes.

ANOTHZR ANGLE

GEORGE:
(to Honey)
Hi, sexy.
(to Marthza)
Choose it, Martha. Do your stuff.

MARTHA:
You're danned right.

CEORGE:
(to Honey)
You went to dsnce, angel boobs?

NICK:
What did you call my wife?

GEORGE:
(derisively)
Ch beyl

(CONTINUEZD)
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HONEY:
Nol If I can't do my interpretive dance,
I don't want to dance with anyone. I'11
just sit here and... .

She shrugs and drinks. Martha has started another record.
Martha walks out onto the dance floor and stops. MUSIC
BEGINS AGAIN...A JAZZY POF TUNZ. She looks at Nick.

MARTHA :
Okay, stuff, let's go,

Nlick glances at George, then approaches Marthes on the dance
floor,

MARTHA:
Hi.

NICK:
Hi,

They begin to dance, close togsther, slowly. (WE WILL
INTERCUT BETWEEN THE DANCE FLOOR AND THEZ TARLE.)

HONEY:
We'll just sit here and wetch...
: GEORGE:
That's prightl

MARTHA:

(after awhile)
Hey, you grs strong, aren't you?

NICK:
Unh hunh.

MARTEA::
I like that.,

NICK:
Unh hunh.

HONEY:

(sadly, drunkenly)
They're dancing like they've danced before...

GEORGE:
It's a familiar dance, monkey nipples...
they both know it...

HONEY:
I...don't know what you mean...

(CONTINUED)
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Nick and MHartha move apart now,

MARTEA:
. (suggestively)
I like the way you move,

NICK:
(the same)
I 1ike the way you move, too,

GEORGE:
(to Hormey)
They like the way they move,

HONEY:
That'!s nice,

MARTHA:
(to Nick)
I'm surcrised George didn't tell you
his side of things,

GEORGZ:
(to Honev)
Aren't they cute?

NICK:

Weil, he didn't.
MARTEA ¢

That surprises me,

Her statements are more or less in time %to the music

NICK:

Does 1t?
MARTHA ¢

He usuelly dces wken he gets the chance.

NICK:
I don't think he trusts me.

MARTHA:
It's really a very sed storye.

GEORCE:
You have ugly talents, Martha,

NICK:
(to iercthz)
Is it7? .

and dance facing each othsr,

NOoWe

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHS ¢
It would meke you weepo

GEORGE:
(to himself)
Hide us gifts,

NICK:
(to Marthe)
Is that so?

CEORGE:
(2l oud)
Donit encourage her.
MARTHA ©
Encourage me.,

Go on.

They undulate toward each other and then move back.

GEORGE:
I warn TOUa.-..d0n’'T encourage her,

MARTHA :
Ho warns you...don't enccurage me.

TICK:
I heard him...tell me more.

MARTHA:
(consetously mzlzing
rhymsd speech. in rime
to the nusici
Well. Georgie-boy had lots cf big ambitions
In spite of scmething funny in his past...

GEORGE:
(cuietly warning)
Marthe,.oo.

MARTHA:
Which Goorgle-boy ners turned into a novel...
His first attempt and also his 1asteoe..
Hev! I raymed. I rhymeds

GECRGZ:
I warn you, lszrthsa.

. NICK:
Ysuho..you rhymed, Go on 9 Cho
J 3

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
But Daddy tock a look at Georgie's novel....

GEORGE:
You're looking for a punch in the mouth...
You know that, Martha,

MARTHA:
Do tell! ... end he was very shocked by
what he read,

NICK:
Ho was?

MARTHA:
Yes...he was... A novel all about a
naughty boy~childe...

GEORGE:
(rising to his fset)
I will not tolersasts thisi

NICK:
(of fhand, to George)
Oh, can 1it.

Georgs rushes toward the juke box.

MARTHA:
eessn8, hal
nauchty boy-child
who...uh...who killed his mother and his
father dead.

GEORGE:
STOP IT, MARTHA:

MARTHA:
And Daddy said....Look here, I will not
let you publish such a thinge...

George rejects the record and the MUSIC STOPS.

GEORGE:
That's 1t! The dancing's over. That’s
it! . .

NICK:
(angrily)
Hey, what do you think you're doing?

HONEY:
(happily)
Violencel Violence]

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA : .

(loud: a pronouncement)
And Daddy said...Look here, kid, you
don't think for a second I'm going to
let you publish this crap, do you? Not
on your life, baby...not whils you're
teaching here....You publish that book
and you're out.,.on yeur keister!

GEORGE:
DESIST! D=ESIST!

MARTHA:
Ha, ha, ha, HA

NICK:
(laughing)
De....sist!

HOMNEY:
Oh, violencs.,..violencs!

GEORGE:
I will not be made mock of}

NICK:
(laughing derisively)
He will not be made mock of, for cry sake,

GECRGE:
I will not !
(infuriated)
THE GAME IS OVER!

MARTHA:
(pushing on)
Imagins such a thing! A book about a
boy who murders his motherpr and lzills his
fathsr, and pretends it's all an accident !

HONEY:
(gleefully)
An accidant !

NICK:
(remembering scmething
related)
Hey...wait a minute....

MARTHA :
(her cwn veice now)
And you want to know the clincher? You
want to know what big brave Georgie said
to Daddy?

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
NOl NO! NC! NO1I

NICK:
(remembering)
Welt a minute rnow...

MARTEA:

Georgie said...but Daddy...

(Nick laughs)
I mean...ha, na, ha, ha...but Sir, it
isn't a novel at al1....

(other voice)
Not a novel?

(mimicking George's voics)
No, sir...it isn't a novel st alleess

GEORGE:
(advancing on her)
You will not say this!

NICK:
(sensing the danger)
Hey.

MARTIA ;
The hell I won't., You keep away fron
me, you bastard!
(backs off 2 little...
uses George's vcice again) :
No, sir, this isn't a novel st all...this
is the truth...this really happened....

et———

TO ME§

GEORGE:
(on her)
I'LL KILL YOU}

Ee grabs her by the throat. They struggle, '

NICK:
(comes between them)
HEY |

HONEY:
(wildly)
VIOLENCE! VIOLENCE!
George, Martha and Nick struggle.

MARTEA:
IT HAPPENED! TO ME! TO MZ |

(CONTINUED)
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41 (Cont. 6)
GEORGE:

YOU SATANIC BITCH!

NICK:
STOP THAT! STOP THATI

HONEY:
VIOLENCE! VICLENCE!

Nick grabs George, tears him from Mesrtha, throws him on the
floor, stands over him as Marths, to one side, her hand on
her throat; gasps for breath.

NICK:
Thet's enough now!

HONEY:
(disappointment in her voice)
Oho-oOhoo.Ohooco

George lies there. They watch him.

GEORGE:
(a pause)
All right....all right....very quies
now....ws will all be....very quisst.

MARTHA:
(softly, with a slow
shaking of her heesd)
Murde.-er, Mur....der,...er.

NICK: .
(softly to Martha)
Okay now...that's enough...

A brief, tensse silence. The bartender appears.

BARTENDER:
What's golng on hore?

GEORGE:
(chesarfully, rising
from the floor)
Nothing...ro trouble...Just...playing
& gans...

BARTENDER:
(coolly)
Well, we're...uh...closing...

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(with manic intensity)
One more round...szme for everybody,
hunh? Just give us one more round, and
we'll be on our merry way...
(the bartsnder stares at him)
Good...gc0d...thanks !

The bartender gives a reluctant nod, leaves. George t
to the others, even more rmanic now,

GEORGE:

Well! That's one game, What shall wa
do ncw?

(silence)
Oh come on...let's think of something
else. We'‘ve played Humiliate the Host...
we've gone through that one...wnat shall
we.do now?

NICK:
AVJ.‘. Clookb'.'

GECRGE:

AW LOOK !}

(whines it)
Awww...loo00000Lk,

(alert)
I mean, come on! ‘e must know other
games, coliega-type tyres 1ike US....
that can't be the limit of our vocabulary,
can it?

NICK:
Haven'S you hed enough!

GEORCE:

(rapidly)
How let me sesa. There sre other games,
How about....how about....Hump the Hostess?
HUWH?? How about that? How about Hump the
Hostess?

(to Nick)
You wenna play that one? You wanna play
Hump the Hostess? HUNH? HUNH?

NICK:
(a 1ittle frightened)
Calm down, now,

GEORGE:

Or is that for later...get her off in
the bushes?

(CONTTINUE

urns
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HONEY:
(drunkenly toassting every-
body with an empty glass)
Hump tne Hostess|

(The waitress, approaching with drinks, is slightly
astounded.)

A R e L T PR

NICK:
, (to Honey...sharcly)
} Just shut up,...will you?

GEORGE:"-
You don't wannz play thsa
i save that for later. Vh
! play now? Ve gotta play

nowe You wsnna
T8 we gonna

kS
(9]
atlrg

& gams,

MARTHA ¢
(quietly)
Portrelt of a man drowning.

‘ GEORGE:
(affirmatively, buk
to nonas of them)

I am not drowning.

RIESRSLE SV P

HONTY:
(to Nick)
You told me to shut up!

NICK:
I'm sorry.

HONEY:
No you're not,

NICK:
I'm sorrv,

GEORGE:

(claps his hands togsther)
Okay! I know what we'll do! liow; we're
through with Fumiliste the Houst...we're
through with that one for this round
anyjway...and we doni't want to play Hump
the Hostsss yet...not Jete.es0 I Iznow
what ws'll do... How abcut a 1ittls round
of Get tihe Guests? How about that? How
about o little game of Got the Guests?’

Sl de REE L D il G DT i RN

~ar

MARTHA:
(diszusted znd alarmed)
Jesus.,.Georga §

; (CONTINUZD)
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GEORGE:
(quickly)
Boolt dropper! Child mentiocner!

HONEY:
(trying to get tc her feet)
I ¢on't like thess games...

NICK:
No, I think we've had ercuzh games...

GEORGE:
(pushing Honey icwn)
Ch, no... We've only had 0a¢ £2MBe.e. LOU
we're going to have another. You can't
fly on one game. :

NICK:
--And anyway, we have to he--
GEORGEZ:
(with great authority)

SILENCE!

(it i1s respected)
Now, how are we going to play Get the
Guests?

MARTHA:
For God's sgkel

GEORCE:

(quickly)
YCU BE QUIET !

(Martha stops)
Now...I uwcnder....I wonder.

(puzzies...then...)
Ah...0h! Yeah, yeeh! Well, now...Martha...
in her indiscrest wzy...told you zbout my
first novel. True or false? I mean, true
or false that there evsr was such s thing.
HAl Anywsy, Martha told you about it...my
first novel, my...memory book...which I'3
sort of preferred che hadn't, but hell,
that's blood under the bridge. BUT! whatb
Mertha didn't do...what Martha didn't tell
you about...Martha didn't tell us a.l
about...my second novel,

(Martha looks at him

with puzzled curiosity)
No, you didn't know about that, did you,
Martha? About my secznd novel, trus or
false. True or fals:.

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
(cautiously)
No,
GEORGE:
Ahl!

(he starts quietly but

as he goes on, his tcne

becomes harsher, his
) veoice louder)
Well, 1t's an allegory, really -- probably...
and 1t's all about this nice young couple
who come out of the middle west. It's a
bucolic, you see. AND, this nice voung
couple comes out of the middle west, and
he's blond...and he's sbout thirty, and...
he's a scientist, a teacher, a scientist.,..
and hls mouse 1is a wifey little type who
gargles brandy all the time...

NICK:
Just a minute here--

GEZORGE:
This 1s my game! Tou had your game....
you people. This 1s ny gamel

HONEY:
(dreamy)
I want to hear thls story....I love stories.

GEORGE:
AND!...And Mousie's father wes a holy man,
see, and he ran sort of a traveling clip
Joint, and he took the falthful...that's
all...he just took 'em...

HONEY:
(puzzling)
This is familiar....

NICK:
No kiddirg...

GEORGE:
Anyway, Blondie and his frau out of the
plain states came....

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
Very funny. George....

GEORGE:
( chuckles)
: ...thank you...and they settled in & town
; Just 11 ke nouveau Carthage herse,...

NICK:
, (threatening)
; I don't think you'd better go on, mister...

GEORGE:
Do you not!

HONEY:
(closing her eyes)
Oh, I love femiliar stories....they're
the best.

GEORGE:
How right you are. But Blondie was in
disgulse, really, all got up as a teacher,
because his baggase ticket had bigger
things writ on it....3.I. HI! Historical
inevitability.

NICK:
. Look, there's no reason for ysu to go
any further--

HONEY:
(puzzling to meke sense
~ out of what she is hearing)
i Let them go on.

(CONTINUED])
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and

pert of his baggegs was in the form of

his mouse....

NICK:

We don't have to listen to this!
HOL=Y:

Vhy not?
GEQRGE:

Your bride has a polnf, And what nobedy
could figure out ztout Brondie was his
baggage...his mouse, I msean, hers he was,
pan-Kansas swimming champoen, or somathing,
and he had this mouse, ¢ whom he was
solicitous to & point that faileth human
understanding...given that she was sort

of a simp, in- the long run...
Now look, this isn't fair of you...

iéd, his

IICIEY:
(almost a cry, &3 she
begins to focus)
I know these peonle...

GZ0RGZ:

a mcuse,
1y and spent
c

Do you? ... but she was a money baggage
amongst cther things...Godly money ripped
from the gclden tseth cf the unfalthful...

snd che was put un with...!

HONEY:
( some tarror)
I don't like this story...

NICK:
Pleasse...please don't,

MARTRHA:
You better stop, Ceorge...

GZORCE:
es.and she was put up with...STOP?

Ea=ha,

(CONTTMUED)
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INICK:
Please...please don't,

GEORGE:
Beg, baby,

JARTHA::
George....

CEORGE:

ervand...oh, we get a [lzshbaclk hera,
to How They Got llarrizq.

NICX:

NO |
GEORGE:
(triumphant)
YES!
iICK:
(almost whining)
Why?

GZORGE:
How They Got Marrisd., Well, how thsy
got marrisd was this.... ¢ House got
all puf¢ed up one cay,. a2nd sne went over
to Blondie’s houss, and she stuck out her
puff, and sae szid...look at ne.

Th

KONEY:
(white-faced)
I...don't,..like this,

NICK:
(to George)
Stop it!

But I'ici knows it is too late....George has gone too fur.

GEORGE:
Lock at me...I'm all puffed up. <¢h my
gocdness, said Blondie...

HCYEY:
(as from a distance)
«..and so...they were married....

GEORGE:
ee.and so they wore married....

(CONTINUED)
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HONEY:
eoecand theneos,.?

GEQCRGE:
oso0oand thoNee.. )

HONEY:
WHAT? .. ..and then, WHAT?

NIC¥:

Ho! NOI

GEORGE: -
(23 if to a Laby)
...gnd then the puff wont awav...lize
magic....pouf!

NICH:
(almost sick)
Oh, Jesus...Cod...

HONEY:
«o..tho pufl went away...

GEORGE:
(softly)
o0 op'-)ufa
HNICK:

Honey...I didn't moan tc...honestly, I
dicén't mezn tos...

HONEZY:
You...ycu told themoo..

NICK:
donoay.... didn't moean to....

HOUEY :
(with outlandish horror)
You...told them! You told them! OOQOHHHH!
Oh, no, no, nol! You couldn't have told
them...oh, noooo!l

NICK:
Horey, I didn't msan to....

HONEY:
(sobbing)
Okhhhhh.. .nocooo,

NICK:

Honey...bzby..sI'm sorry...I didn't meen to....

(CONTINUED)
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There is a moment ol terrible silencs.

GEORCE:
(abruptly and with some
disgust for himself)
And that's how you play Get the Guests.

HONEY:
. (grabbing her belly)
I'm going to be...sicii...

GEORCE:
Naturally!

. NICK:
\ . (moving toward iioney)
: Honey...

| : HONEY:
(hysterical)
' Leave me alone...!
~ (starting away)
I'm going to...to...be...sick.e.!

, .
| r : She runs out of the roadhouse.

‘ MARTHA:
, : God Almighty...

. j GEORGE:
, : The patterns of history.

Nick has started after Honey. He stops, turns on George.

| : NICK:
: You shouldn't have dons that...you
shouldr't have done that at all.

- f GEORGE:
, (calmiy)
I hate nhypocrisy.
| f | NICK:
: That was cruel...gnd vicious...

} : GEORGE:
. . She'll get over it.
I :
}

. NICK:
~ L «.sand damaging...!

- GEORGR:
She'll recover.

(CONTINUZD)
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NICK:
DAMAGING!! TOC M= !
GEORGE:
(with wonder)
To youl
NICK?:
T0 ME !}
GEORGE:
TO YOU!!
' NICK:
YES !
GEORC=:

Oh besutiful... By God, you gotta have a
swine to show you where the trufflcs are.

(so calmly)
Well, you just rearrangs jour alllancss,
boy. You just pick up tae pieces where
you cen. You look around end make the
best of things.

MARTEA:
(to Nick)
Better put your wifs 1n the car.

TR «

Ta\w .

(with anger)
No thanks. I've had enough rides for

St anis )
tonight. We'll walk homne.

GEORGZ:
That's right. Go pick up the pileces enrd
plan some new strategy.

NICK:
(at George)
You're going to regrot this.

GECRGE :
No doubt. I regret everything.
NICK:
(intensely)

No, I mean, I'm going to make you regret
this.

GEORGE:
Go clean up ths mess.

NICK:
You just weit, mister.

He goes out after HoneY.
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MARTHA:
(rising)
Very...good, Ceorgs.,

GEORCL:
Thank you, Marthe.

liartha has gone to a window. 8 o
FOLLOZING EONEY, CATCHINC U» JITH HLR, GETTIN
THEN HOLDING HER A4S SHE SWAYS,

USHED AVAY,

(turning)
Really geod.

GECRCE:
(putting money on the table)
Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it.

} MATTIA
I mean....You did a gcod job...you really
fixed it.

GECRT .
Unh nunh.

He starts away. iartha follcws.

MaRTHA
Itt's the most...life yoa' ‘2 shiorm in a
long time.,

GEORGE:
You bring ocut the best in me, Lady,

MARTHA :
You res:ly are g tastard,
L2, TRAVELING SHOT  GECRCE AND MARTEA
(LOCATION: NZZD PROCELS PLATES FOR PROTZCTION)

as they leave the roadhous 2rging to the PARKING LOT
adjacent to thse rosdhouse, wunve thelr car stands waiting.

DURING THiS HMOVING SHOT, ADOVD SCLln CONTINUES UNINTERRUPTED

GEORGZ
It's 811 right for you.,oYou cen go arcund
like a hopped-up r.mb slashing at every-
thing in sight cﬂaﬂwﬂng up half the world
if you want to. sut let somsboly else try
it...oh no!

(CONTLIUZD)

.
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MARTHA
You miserable, dirty--
GEORGE:
{mocking)

Why baby, I did 1t all for you., I thought
you'd like it, sweetheart...it's to your
taste...blood, carnage and ali. I thought
you'd get all excited...sort of hezve and
pant and coms running si me, your malons
bobblirg--

MARTEA:
You have really screwed up, George...

GEORCE:
Come on, Martha!

MARTEA:
I mean 1t...you realliy have.

Thoy havs emergsd to:

ZXT. PARKING LCT

(LCCATIC: NEZID PROCESS PLATES FOR PROTECTION)

The ststion wzgon is nearby, but the puil of Martha's and

Georgs's emotions is stronger tharn ths waiting car. They

sguare off now, in an eerie, deserted arena, with only ths
roadhouse and the echo of their own voicss around them.

(DURING TOLLOWING SCZiZ, SOUND OF ANl OCCASIONAL PASSING CA
WILL 5X LiARD; PASSING ZEADLIGHTS WILL rLASH O MARTHA AN
GEORGZ. AITRECZS WILL LZAVE RCADHOUSEZ, GET I JALOPY AND
DRIVE Orr., ROALECUSZ LIGHTS Will GO QOFF; BARTEIDER WILL
ENERGI, DRIVEZ 0rF. INITERRCPTICHS, PASSINIG PRESIICE CF
OTEZRS, WILL FOR(Z HARTHA AlUD GEZORCGE TO LOWER VOICES.)

GrORGZ:
You can sit arourd with the gin running
out of your mouth...you can humiliate me,
you can tear me to pieces ALL NIGHT...
that's perfectly all right...that's okay...

MARTHA:
YOU CAN STAND IT!

GEORGE:
I CANNOT STAND IT!

MARTHA :
YOU CAN STAXD IT!! YOU MARRIED ME FOR IT1!!

(COXRTIUED)
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There is a long silence. Georgs turns away.

GECRGE:
(quietly)
Thet...1ls a...desperately sick lie.

(a2 cry)
DON'T YOU KINCHW IT, EVEY YuT?
C=ZORGE:

(shaking %1 head)
Oh...Mzrthsa.

MARTHEA:

My arm has gotten tired wnipping you...

You're mad.

MARTHAS
Yoar after yeer!

GEORCZ:
Dsluded...lartha, dsludsd,

MARTHA:
IT'S NOT WriiT I WAUTZED!

GEORGZ:
I thought at least you were...on to your-
self, I diadn't know. I...didn't know.

MARTHA:
(anger teking over)
I'm on to mycself,

GEORGE:
No...no...you're.,.sick.

MARTHA:
(comes et him, screaming)
I'LL SEOW YOU WHO'S 3ICK!

GECRGE:
All right, tMartha...you're going too far.
. MARTHA: .
I'LL SHOW YOU wWZ0'S SICK. I'LL SEOW YOU.
GEQORGE:
(shoves her againzt the czr)
Stop it} ow, stop 1t!

(CONTINU=D)

e B L eiietee e




e A e e g ——

e e en. et = S at b e e s

G S S o - B S B e s —— e —

- e u -

e A® SEATNA = e ey,

e . = 4 e % A Pt 1t o2 i e e+ o o

L3 (Cont., 1)

e ity Bt o MR e St caian ——g aae e

7/30/65
109.

MARTHEA:
(beginning to cry
I'1l show you who's sick. Oh bov, Tou're
really having a field de&y, aren't you?.
Well, I'm going to ‘1n1ha you berfore I'm
throuéh with YOUca .o :

+..you and that guarterback...you btoth
gonna finich me...?

]\,.AR"'\LA .
«..before I'm through with you ycu'll wish

you'd disd in that automovile, you bastard.

GECRGE:
And you'll wish you'd n=2ver mentioned our
son!

MARTH:? ¢
(drlippinz conteapt)

You..eo.

GEJRGZ:
Now, I said I warned you,

MARTEA
I'm impressed.

CEORGE:

I werned you not tec go too far.

MARTHA:

GEO?uu
I'm nuwwua anouga S0 that I can take you
when we're a;ouu. I don't listen anymore...
or if I do 1lis ten, I =ift everything, so
that I don't really hear you, which is ebouit
the only way to manage it. DBut you've taken
a new taclt, Martaa, thet is just teco much...
too much. 1 don't mind your dirty under-
th;nrs in public...well, I do mind, but I've
reconcilsd myself to i'hg.t...but: you'va -
movod, bag end baggage, into your own
fantasy world--

MARTHA:
(quickly through tears)
NUT3 !

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
Well, you have,

MARTHA:
NUTS!

GEORGE:

Well, you can go on like that as long
as you want to. And when you're~-

MARTHA:
Have you ever listensd to your sentercses,
George? You're so friggins...convolubed...
that's what you are. You talk like Tou
were writing one of your stupid papeors...

GEORGZ:
Actually, I'm rather worried about you.
About your mind.

MARTHA :
Don't you worry about my mind, swecetheart!
GEORGE:
I think I'11 have you committed,
MARTHA:
You WHAT?
GEORGE:

(quietly...distinctly)
I think I'll have you comunitted.

MARTHA:
Oh baby, aren't you something?
GEORGZ:
I've got Yo Iind some
at you.

way to really get

. MARTHA:
You've got at me, George...you don't have
to do anything. A4 thousand years of you
has been quite enough.

GEORGZ=:
Zou'll go quietly, then?

MARTHA:
Do you want to know what's heappened, George?
You want to know what's reslil’v haprensd?
(sneps her fingers

(CONTILUED)
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¥ARTHA: {(Cont.)
It snapped, finzliy. Not meé...it. The
whols arrancement. Bov...you cen g0 along
forever, and evs rvth¢nv s....anageable.
You rake all soris of excuses to yourself...
to hsll with 1t°.,tbls is life.,.mavbe
tomo.rew he'll ts dead...maybe uOmOPPOJ
you'll be dead...zll scrts of excuses.
And then, one da2y, one night something

happens...and SKiPl It sreakse. And you

Just don't give s Qamn snimasrs. I'vs

tried with you, baby...7've really tried.
GEORGZI:

Come cff it, Martha.

MARTHA:
I've tried...I've really tried.

GECRGE:
You're a monster...you ars.

MARTHA:
(deeply hurt)
I'm loud, erd I'm vulgzir, and I wucar the
pants in cur house beczuse somzbhodir's
got to, but I am not a monster. I am not.

GZORCE:
You're a spoiled, sslf-indulgent, willful
dirty- mlnded llquor-‘-daen-—

MARTHA:

NAP! It went snan. I'm not going to

try to re. tnrough to you anymore...There
was a second back thu_u, y2ah, thero was

a second, just 2 second, when I could

have gotten through to you, when maybe we
cculd have cut through all this crap. But
it 's past, and I'm not going to try.

GEORCE:
Once a month, Martha! I've gotten used
te it...once 2 month and we get T*quuer-
stood Martha," the good-hearted girl under-
neath the btarnacles, the little Wlss that
the touch of kindress'd bring to bloom again.
And I've believad it more times thsasn I'd lixa
to admit, beceuse I don't like to think I'm
that much of a sucker. But I don't belisve
you...I just don's bglisve you. There is nco
moment...Shere is no monisnt any morz when we
could...come together.

(CONTINUED)



v e tr—. b

L3 (Cont. 4)

e . 0, UUSDVOND P S oNP S

7/30/65
112.

MARTHA:

Yeah, well...maybe ycu're right. Yonu
can't come together with nothing, and
you're nothinz., SN&aP|

(dripping contempt, but

there is sadness and

loss under it)
I looked at you tonigitt and you werentt
there! It snapped! It finzally snappod!

i

And I'm going to howl it ou%, and I'm not
going to give a damn whet I dec. snd I'm
going to make the bicmest roddamn explosion
you ever heard!

GEORGE:
You try it and I'1l be2t you at jycur
oWwn game.

MARTHA @
Is that a thresat, George? Hunh®
GEORGE:
That's a threat, llarthe.
v MARTHA:
You're geing to get it, babdby.
GECRGL:
Be careful, Martha...I'll ric you to
pieces.
MARTHZA:

You aren't man enougi...you navon't got
the guts.

GECRGE:
Totel war?

MARTHA:
Total !

Suddenly she bolts for the car, opens the door, slides
behind the wheel and starts the motor. George runs around
the car to the other side, is just opening ths other front
door when Martha steps on the accelerator and ths car pulls
away, literally torn out of George's hand. He gives a cry
of pain, grabs his hand, locks after ths car.
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LONG SHOT P.O.V, rR2T GRORGE (LOCATICN) ]

The car spseds off in the direction ilick and Hcney havs tak
They ca2n be seen in distance, Nici: practically holding up ¢
swaving Eoney. The car stops alongside. The curbside agor
opens. Kick stares at ths car for a moment, apﬂarertly '
listeninz. Then he moves towards the car, opens back docur,
puts Heney in trhe buck, gets in thoe front seat, and the sar
continuaa off in the same dirsction, away from George end
CA¥ZRA. Just bafore car dissppears, 1t comess to a stop,
stands there for ssverzl lonz memsats. Thien 1t starts aczin,
males a sharp U- turn and spexzds zeowapds UAlzZXA, Wben ocaro

almost abreast ol George, there is = BLAST of i1ts HORI, ~nd
car speeds past CANIZRA4, very closs io uacrge, yho has mgve:

[ R P

1 3
into the SHCT. back of hend to CALLLAN., He turns bils niosd ©o
follow tud car's iligat and we ses nis suwell, rueful

CUT TO:

INT. CAR CLOSE Ci! MARTHA AND HICK (PRITTSS)
Behind them we see Honey curled uvp on ths back seat. dartian
and Nick stare? struight ashsad, without exprec s

’3101’1. Pyrees Ptl;d
turns her hezd, looks at MNici. e doms not r*n his hksad.
A

She steres straight shead agein. Fresently ner vl ant hanc
leaves the st=er;ng wheel, disazprears. They contl rue to
stars straight shezd. After a moment, iiick's glancs goes
downe

IN3ERT

Marthe's nand is on lick's left thigh.

IUT. CAR CLCSL O MARIHA AND MICK (PROCESS)

for e moment on Martha's hand. He staves

Nick's slance nolds
straigiht ahcad, without e¢xpression, then turns his hesad,
lcoks at Hengyoe
NICX:
(solicitously)

Sweetheart, ars you ckay?

QUICK CLOSE S=EO0T HOIEY (PROCZSS)

She just moens, oblivious to everythlng.
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CLOSE ON MARTIHA AND NICK (PROGCESS)

Nick turns away, stares siraight ahead., After a moment. a
small exultant smile comes to Martha's face. '
TIISERT

Nick's hand is now covering her hand on his thigh.

SHOCX CUT TO:

THZ CAR (LOCATION)

speeding clocse to PANNIIG CAMEZIRA and off into the darkness
with MUCH SOUI'D. As the car disappears into the darkress and

silsence -

CUT TO:

YED. LONG SHOT TEE CAR EXT. HOUSE LATER (LOCATION)

The cer 1s parked near Martha's house, apparently emoty. For
a moment we hear only the sound of wind 3n the trees. Then
silence. Then, from the cer, a voice, MOANING. CAMERA
STARTS CLOSEZR (as though it wers 3 moving P.C.V. of someons
epproaching the car). When VERY CLC3E fc station wagon,
AXERA S§T0PS, a hond reaches inco the 330T, abruptly opens
the doecr and we see Honey on the back sasat, wrilthing in a
drunlzen dream,

HONEY :
(in her sleep)
No...no...NO!

ANOTHER ANGLE ZORGE (LOCATION)
= = EA LT w5 211

The hand that orensd the door was his, He stares at Honey a
mement, then turnc away, starts toward the lwouse, peering
ghead intently, CAMZRA MCVIIG WITH HII! (PERHAPS INTERCUT WITE
¥OVING P.0.V. OF HOUSE, LICHTS Ol IN BEDROOM)., He arrives ct
the front door, starts to open it, and with a CRUNCH, f{inds
himsolf stopped by a door-chain on the inside. His lips
tighten. e steps back end kicks the door in, smashing thse
chailn and sending the door flying back against the door chimes
cn the wall., THE CHIMES CRASE AGAINST ONE ANOTHER AND BEGIN
TC RING WILDLY. George enters.
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INT. HALL

George stands just inside the dcorwey, looking up towards the
bedroom., From upsteirs he EEARS a BURST OF RAUCOUS LAUGHTZR
FROM MARTHA AND NICK. He quickly goes outside egain,

EXT. HOUSE (LOCATION)

George baclks away from the house, looking up towards the bed-
room window., At the sams time, Honey has stumbled cut of the
car, helf asleep, still sick, weak and staggering in her
dream world,

HONEY:
Bells. Ringing. I7ve besn hearing bells.

GEORGE:
Jasus!

HONEY:
I couldn't sleoep...for the bells, Ding-
ding, bong...it woxe me up., What time is 1it?

G=ZORG=:
(cuietly veside himself)
Don't bother me.

HONEY:
I was asleep, and T wos dreaming of...
sonething...and I hezrd the sounds coming,
and I didn't know whist it was,..z2nd it
FRIGHTENED ME!

GEORGEI:
(quietly...to Martha. as
if she were beside him)
I'm golng to get you...Martha.

(DURINS THIS, THEREZ WILL BE OCCASICHAL BURSTS OF SOUND FROM
THE BEDROCH. )

HONEY:
And 1t was so0...c0ld. The wind was...the
wind was so coldl!...

GEORCE:
Somehow, Marthe.

HONEY:
«s+8nd there wss somecns there...and I
didn't want someons thsre...I was naked...

(CONTINUZD)
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GEORGE
(grabs her)
You don't knew what's going on, do you?

HONEY :
(still with her drezm)
I DON'T WENT ANY.s.NO...

GEORGE:
Look up there! Listen to them!

HONEY:
¥O!eooI DON'T WANT ANY...1 DON'T WANT
THEM. oo .GO ‘WAY....
(begins toc cry)

I DO:I'T T-IAI\.L 6 o oAIIY» auCHILDI{EI\'Q a o oIn ° odon'to o

wante..anve...children,. I'm afraid! I
don't want to be hurt....PLEASE|

Suddenly she stops, stares at him, realizing what shse
reveealed.

GEORGE:
I should have known.

HONZY:
{evasively)
Vhat! Vhat?

GEORGE:
Does he know that? Does thnat...stud
you're married to know about that, hunh?

HONEY:
About what? Stay away from me !

GEORGE:
How do you do it, hunh? How do you msake
your secret little murders? P3ills? PILLS?

You got & secret supply of pills° Or what?

Apple jelly? WILL POWER?

HONEY:
I fesl sick,
GEORGE:
You going to throw up again?
| HONEY:
(panicked)
Where is he? I want my husband! I want

a drinlzl

FROM Tix BEDROO:I, LAUGHTER.

has

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(yelling)
That's right! Go at it

HONEY:
I went...something,..,.

GEORGE SEERS THE BZDROCM LIGHTS GO ouT,
GEORGE:

You know what's going cn up there,

Miss? Hunh?

HONEY:
(trying to escape him)
I don't want to know anything!
mé...alone. Vho...WdD RANG?

GEORGE:
What?

HONEY:
What were the bslls? %ho rang?

GEORGZ:

7/30/65
1i7.

ittle

You leave

Your husband is Up thers...and you want

to know who ranz?

HONEY:
Who rang? Someone rang!

GEORGZ:
(his jaw drope open...hs

is wtirling with an idea)

L2 4 .Someone. L Y )

HONEY:
RAXG |

CEORGE:

...someone...rang.. +Y8Se..Y8SSTceso

HONEY:
Theo . obGllSoo .I"ang. e e

JEORGE:
(his r * racing shead)

The bells ran ...and it was someone....,

HONEY :
Somebody...,.

{CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:

o soS0mebody reng...it wss somebody...
with.,.I'VE GOT IT: I*VZ GOT IT, MARTHA...
Somebody with a message...and the message
WasS...0Ur son...OUR SCiv!

(almost whisperei!
It was a message...the t2lls rang and
it was a message, and I: was sboubt...
our son...and the messss2....wa2s...and
the message was,..our...son...is...DEAD!

1

.

HONEY :
(almost siclk)
Oh...no.
GEORGE:

(comenting it in his mind)
Our son is...desad....And...'ertha doesn't
know...JI haven't told...-larthao. :

HONEY:
NOo,e.NO,. N0

GEORGE:
(slowly, deliberately)
Our son is dead, and lMartha doassn't know.

HONEY:
Ohe God in heaven...nce.

GEORGE:
(to Honey.,..slowly,
deliberately, cis-
passionately)
And you're not going to tell her.

HOWEY:
(in tears)
Your son is dsad.

GEORGE: .
I'11 tell her myself,..in good time. I'll
tell her myself.

HONEY:
(so faintly)
I'm going to be sick.

GEZORGE:
( softly)
Are you? That's nice.

( CONTINED)
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55 (Cont. 3)

56.

S7.

58.

59.

HONEY:
(staggsring towards house)
I'm going to die,

GECRGE:
(quite by himself now)
Good...good...you go right ahead.

VERY CLOSE ON GEORGE (LOCATION)

GEORCE:

(very softly)
Mertha? lMartha? I have some terrible
news for you,

(there iz a strange

mixture of soft laughter

and crying in his voice)
It's about our...son. He's ésad., Can
you hear me, Martha? Our boy is dead.

SHOCX CUT TO:

VERY CLOSE SHOT HARTHA (IM MOONLIT RBREDRCC:M)

On the word "dead," lauchinz. Xick's head comes into SHOT,
his lips at her neck. liarths turns her face aside, TO
CAMERA, and we see tears in har eyes. She 1s looking
towards the window,.

P.0.V. FROM MARTEA (LOCATIC & 3PZCTIAL EFFECTS)

The moon 1s seen through the window. CAMERA MOVES TN SLOWLY
until it clears the window, then HOLDS. Slowly, the moon
moves across tns sky, passinz the tree and ous of SHOT., THE
SKY TURNS SUBTLY LIGHTZIR. 4ncd then, we hear:

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(o.s.)
Hey l...
CAMERA PANS DOWK, REVEALS:
MARTHA ON FRONT LAWN (IN THE GRAYING LIGHT)
(LOCATICN: YEED PROCESS PLATES FOR PROTECTION)

She has changed to a sweatsr and Jeans., She has a half-
empty glass in her hand.

MARTHA:
Hey !

e R e R . i L
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60.  ANOTEER ANGLE  JART
(LOCATION: IIZZD PROCESS PLATES FOR PROTECTION)
DURING FOLLOWING SOLILOQUY, she will wander about, CAMERA

MOVING WITH EZR, as she peers into the deserted car, searches
elsewhere:

MARTHA:

Where is everybody...? So? Drop mse...
pluci me like =a lousy...vhatever-it-is...
cresping vine, and throw me over your
shoulder 1iite an old shoe... George?

locks stout her)
Georgs?

(silence, Shs

finishes her drink)
Oh, for cry--

(she stops, sess the

bottle of bourton lsfs:

outsids oy ¥ick and George)
Desertedi Abandor-ed; Left out 4in the
cold like an o0ld pussycat: KA

(she picks up ths bottle,

pours, amuses herself with

the following performances)
Can I get you 2 drink, lartha? Why,
thank you, Gecrze. That's very kind of
you. No, Marthe, no...why I'd do anything
for you., Vould you, Georce?. Why, Iid do
anythlng for you, too, Would you, Martha?
Why, certainly, Georgs. viartha, I've mis-
judgod you., And Iive misjudged you, too,
George. WHERE THE HELL IS EVIIYBODY!!!

(with a sad laugh) oo
Hump the Hostess!

(softly, moving on)
Fat chance,

(even softer)
Fat chance.,

(baby talk)
Daddy? Daddy? Iliartha is abandon-ed,
Left to her own vices abt...

(peers off)
se.30mething o'clock in the old A.M.
Daddy White-ilouse, do you really have
red eyes? Do you? Let me see!

(SHE (DZMS A LOCKET SHE

HAS t. ., WEARING, PEERS AT

IT, T 13 T2 IT:)
Ohhhh! You + You do! Daddy, you have
red eyes.... " .use you cry 211 the time,

don't you, Ii-.iy. Yes, you do. You cry
allll the timo,.

(CONTINUED)
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60 (Conte.)
MARTHA: (Cont,)

(calls out)
I'LL GIVE YOU BASTARDS FIVE TO COME OUT
FROM WHCRE YOU'RE HIDING:

(pause) -
I cry a1l the time too, Daddy I cry
alllll the time...but deep inside, so nc
one can ses me. 1 cry all the time. And
Georgie criss all the time, too. We both
cry all the time; and then, what we do,
wo cry, and we take our tears, and we pub
'em In ths 1cebox, in the goddamn ice trays...

(begins to laugh)
eeo.until theyfre all frozen...

(laughs even more)
...and then...we put them.,..in our...drinks...

(more laughter, whlch has

tears in it, too)
I've got windshield wipers on my eyes,
because I married you...babyl

(moving back towards house)
Martha, you'll be a song-writer yet,

(jilggles the ice in her

glass as she nesrs the house)
CLINK!

(does it again)
CLIXK !

(repeats it}
CLINK!...CLTlIK!.. ,CLINK:...CLIIK!

On the lest "clink," she stops as she sees someone.

61. EXT, HOUSE (LOCATICN)

Nick is seated on the steps, looking up at her, a glass. in
his hand. He seems chastened, stranzely defeated. There 1s
sacdness, weariness, emptiness in both of them now.

NICK:

My God, you ve gone crazy too.
MARTHA:

Clink?
NICK:

I sald, you've gone crazy too.

MARTHA:
(considers it)
Protably...probabvly,

She sits down near him,

(CONTINULD)



ot bt B . et - Pl o Bt s et o+ e s s ettt e - . —— - e -~ . teane o o e

61 (Cont.)

NICK:
You've all gone crazy: I come downstairs,
and what heppens...

MARTHA ¢
(after a pause)
What happens?

NICK:
(rememtering)
Cn...my wife's in the can with a liquor
bottle, and she winks at me...winks at me...

MARTHA: -
(sadly)
She's never wunk at you; what o shame... .

NICK:
She's 1lying down on the floor, the tiles,
all curled up, and she starts reeling the
labsl off the liquor bottle, the brandy
bottle....

MARTHL ¢
Maybe she'd be more comfortabls in the tub.,

NICK:
«e.and I ask her what she's doing, and chs
goes: shhhhhi; nobtody knows I'm here; and
I come out here, and youire stumbling
around going Clink!, for God’s sake. Clink!

MARTHA:
CLINX

NICK:
You've all gone crazy.

MARTHA:
Yes. Sad but trus.,

NICK:
Where 1s your hus-bangd?

MARTHA:
He 1s vanish-ed, Pouf!

NICK:
You're all crazy: nuts,

(CONTINUED)



7/30/65
123,

61 (Cont, 1)

62.

MARTHA:

(affects a brogue)
Awww, 'tis the refuge we take when the
unreality of the world weighs too heavy
°n our tiny heads,

(normal voigce again)
Relax; sink into it; you're no better
than anybody elsse,

She risss.

NICK:
(wearily)
I think I am.

MARTHA ¢
(disappearing into
the house) -
You're certainly a flop in soms departments,

Nick winces. He gets to his feet, gres insicde after her,
shutting the door bshind him,

INT. HALL, LIVING ROOM AND LIERARY

NICK:
What did you say?

Martha 1is at the bar, looking for ice.

MARTHA :
(unnecessarily lougd)
I sald, you'rs certainly a flcp in some--

NICK:
(even louder)
I'm sorry ycu're disappointed! Mayba
sometime when w6 haven't beon drinking
for ten hours--

. MARTHA:
(interrupting, s5adly)
Baby, ycu sure ars s flop.

She starts chrough the library to the kitchsn to get ice from
the refrigerator.

NICK:

(snapping it out as he follows her)
Everybody's a flop to you! vour nushandts
a flop, I'm a flop--1 :

( COUTINUED)
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MARTHA :
You're all flcps., I am the Earth Mother,
and you'rs all flops,
(more or less to herself)
I disgust me,..
(a pause)
There is only one man in my whole life
who has ever...made me happy. Do you
know that? One!
63. INT. KITCEEN

NICK:
What? The gym instructor, or something?

MARTHA:
No, no, no, no...
(shakes her head)
Georges.
(no response from Nick)
My husband,

NICK:
(disbslieving)
You're kidding,

MARTHA::
Am I?

NICK:
You must be, Him?

MARTHA:
Him,

NICK:

(as if in on & Jjoke)
Sure; sure,

MARTHA:
You don't believe it.

NICK:
( mocking)
Why, of course I do.

et awea e 4 g

MARTHA ¢
You always deal in appearances?

i NICK:
(derisively)
Oh, for Cod's sake....

(CONTINUED)



. R e I S WSO SIS RPRE MUPP U WL SN g e -

63 (Cont.)

MARTHA:
eo.Goorge who is out scmewhere there in
the dark...Ceorge who is good to me, sni
whom I revile; who understands me, and
whom I push off; who can make me laugh.
and I choke i1t back in my throat; who caziz
hold me, at night, so that it's warm, ==
whor, I will bite so there's blood; who
keeps iearaning ths games we play as
qulckly as I can chanze the rules; who
can maks me happy and I do not wish to
be happy, ami yes I do wish to be hapoy.
George and Martha: sad, sad, sad.

NICK:
(echoing, still not
believing)
Sad.

MARTHA ¢
es.whom I will not forgive for having
come to rest; for having seen me and
heving said: yes; this will do; who has
made the hideous, the hurting, the insult-
ing mistaks of loving me and must bo
punished for it. Gecrge and Martha:
sad, sad, sad.

NICK:
Sad, sad, sade.

MARTHA :
Some day...hah!l some night...some sturli,
liquor-ridden night...I wiil go too far...
and I'1l eithsr break the man's back...cr
push him coff for gocd...which 1s what =
deserve.

NICK:
I don't thinik he's got a vertebra intact.

TARTHA:
(laughing at kinm)
You don't, huh? You don't think so., Ch,
little boy, you got yourself hunched ovsar
that microphone of yours....

NICK:
. (annoyad)
Microscope.e...

{CCNTIHUED)
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MARTHA
eesY¥0S..0and ycu don‘t see anything, do
you? Yecu see everything but the goddamn
mind; you see all the little specs and
crap, but you don't see what goes on, do
you?

NICK:
(getting angry)
All right, now...

MARTHA:
Oh...you know so little. And you're going
to take over ths world, hunh?

NICK:
I saild, all right!

MARTHA:
Ohhhh! The stallion's mad, hunh. The
gelding's =all upset. Ha, ha, ha, HA!

NICK:
(softly; wounded)
You...you swing wild, con't you,.

MARTHA:
Aw! You poor 1ittle bastard,

NICK:
Hit out at everything.

THZ DOOR CHIMES SOUND.

MARTHA:
Go answer the door.

NICK:
(amazed)
What did you say to me?

MARTHA:
I said, go answer the door. Wwha%t are
you, dearl?

NICK:
(tryirg to get it straight)
You...want me...to go answer the door?

MARTHA:
That's right, lunk-hea2?: znswer the door.
There must be somethin. - su can do well;
or are you too druni t. > that, tcc?

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:

Lock, thersis no need--
DOCR CHIMES AGAIN.

IJARTHA:
( shouting)
Answer 1t!
(softer)
You car bes houseboy around here for a
while., You can start off being houseboy
right now.

NICX:
Look, lady, I'm nc flunky to you,

MARTHA:
Surs you are: You're ambitious, aren't -
you? You didn't come back here with me
out ol mad, driven passion, did vcu now? .
You were thinking a little bit about your
career, weren't you? Well, you can just
houseboy your way up the ladder for a while,

NIC=H:
There's no limit to you, is there?

DOOR CHIMES AGAIN.

MARTHA ;
(caimly, sursly)
No, baby; none., Go answer the door.
(Nick hesitates)
Go on. Git!

NICK:
(starts moving slowly)
Almless...wanton...pointless,..,

6l INT. ITALL
They are both in the hall now,

MARTHA:
Now, now, now; just do what youlre told;
show old }Martha theret's something you can
do. Hunh? Atta boy, -

Nick conslders, gives in, moves toward the door. CEIMES
again.

NICK:
I'm coming, for cery sake i

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA @
{claps her handsj
HA HA! ‘“onderful; marvelous,.
(sings) _
"Just = gigole, everywhere I go, people
alvays sa¥e..."

HICK:
STC2 THAT !

MARTHA
(giggles)
Sorry, baby; go on now; open the little
door.

NICK:
(with great rue)
Chri--{

Je flings open the door., Georgo is standing there, a-gresat
bunch of snapdragons covering his face,

Oh, how lovely!
George welks in. Tasro iz a Slightly manic quality sabout ihim,

GEQORGE:
(in a cracked falcetso)
Flores...flcres para les nusrtos,..
flores...

Mertha laughs with relierl, Georze lowers the flowers, sees
Nick. Fls face becomes glesful. e opens his arms..

GEOERGZ:
Sonny! You've come home for your birth-
day! At lestl

NICK:
(with anger)
Stay away “rom me.

He moves towards the living room.

MARTHA:
(laughs)
That's the houseboy, for God's sake,

. GEORGCE: .
Really? That's not cur own little sonny-
Jim? Our oun little a2ll-American sonething-
or-other?
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INT. LIVING ROCI

As they enter:

They both

MARTHA:
(giggling)
Well, I certainly hope not; he's been
acting awful funny, if he is.

GEORGE:
(alrmost maniz)
Ohhhk! I°'11 bet!: Chippie-chipple-chippie,
hunh?
(affecting embarrassment)
I...I brungya dese flowers, Mart'a, 'cause
Io.owall, 'cause you'se...awwwwww hell. Geec.

.MARTHA:
Panslies! Rosemary! Violence! My wedding
bouquet !

NICX:
(starting to move away)
Well, if you two kids don': mind, I think
I'11 just--

MARTHA :
Achl You just stay where you are, leks
@y hubby a drink.

NICK:
I don't think I will,

GEORGE:
No, Martha, no; thet would be too much;
he's your houseboy, baby, not mine.

NICK: -
I'm nobody's houssboy....

GEORGE and MARTHA:

eesNOW!
(sing)
I'm nobody's houseboy now...
18118}10
NICK:
Vicious....
GEORGE:

(finishing it for him)
ssechildren, Hunh? That right? Vicious
children, with their oh-go-sad zames,
hopscotching their way through life,
etcetera, etcetera. Is that it?
(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
Something like it.
GEORGE:
Screw, baby,.
MARTHA:

Him can't. Him too fullsa booze,

GEORGE:
Weally?
(handing the snapdragons
to Nick)
Here; dump these in some gin,

Nick tekes them, looks at them, drops them on the floor at
his fest,

MARTHA:
(sham dismay)
AWWWWW

GEORGE:
What a terrible thing to do...to Martha's
snapdragons.

MARTHA :
Is that what they are?

GEORGE:
Yup. And here I went out in the moonlight
all the way to Daddy's greenhouse Just to
pick 'em for Martha...

MARTHA: ‘
There is no moon now., I saw it go down
from the bedroom.

GEORGE:
(felgned glee)
From the bedrcom!
(nocrmal tone)
Well, there 1s a moon.

MARTEA:
(with finality)
There 1s no goddamn moon; the moon went down.

GEORGE:
That may very well be, Chastity...but it
came back up.

(CONTIHUED)
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-

MARTHA:
BULL!

‘ GEORGE:
Once...once, when I was sailing past
Majorca, the moon went down, thought about
it for a little...and then, POP, came up
again., Just like that.

MARTHA:
That is not true! That is such a lie!l

GEORGE:
You must not call everything a lie, Martha.
(to Nick)
Must she?
NICK:
Hell, I don't know when you people are
lying, or what.

TWO SHOT MARTHA AND GEORGE

turning on Nick, in startlirg "complicity,"
24

MARTHA:
You're damned rightl

GEORGE:
You're not supposed to.

MARTHA :
Right.
ANOTHER ANGLE
Nick is slightly bewildered.

GEORCE: .
At any rate, I was sailing past Me jorca...
MARTHA:
You never saliled past Majorca....
GEORGE:
Martha....
MARTHA:

You were never in the Mediterranean at
all...over,...

(CCNTINUED)
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GEORGE:
I certeinly wes! My Mommy and Daddy took
me there as a college graduation prasant.
MARTHA:
Nuts!
_ NICK:
Was this after you killed them?
68. TWO SHOT MARTHA AND GEORGE
swinging around and looking at Nick during a brief, ugly
pause.
GEORGE:
(defiantly)
Maybe.
MARTHA:
Yeah. Maybe not, too.
69. ANOTHER ANGL=

NICK:
(1t's too much)
Jesus |

George swoops down, picks up the bunch of Snapdragons,
them like a feather duster in Nick's face,

GECRGE: .
Truth and illusion. %Who knows the
difference, sh, toots? Eh, houseboy?

NICK:
I am not & housetoy,

GEORGZ:
Look! I know the game! You don't make
it in the sack, you're a houseboy.

NTCK:
I AM NOT 4 HOUSEBOY!

GEORGE:
No? Well then, you must have made 1t. Yes?
(he 1s breathing a little
heavy; behaving a little manic)
Yes? Sowsons's lying around hers; somebody

shakes

isn't playing the game streight. Yes? Come on;

come onj who's lying? Martha? Come on |l

(CONTINUZD)
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NICK:
(tc Martha, quietly
with Intense pleading)
Tell him I'm not a houseboy,

MARTHA:
(after a pause, guietly,
lowering her head)
No; you're not a houseboy.

GEORGE:
(with great, sad relief)
So be it.

MARTHA :
(pleading)
Truth and illusion, George; you don't
know the differencs. »

GEORGE:

No; but we must carry on as thcugh we did. -
MARTIA:z

Amen.
GEORGZ:

(flourishing the flowers)
SNAP WENT TEE DRAGONS §:

NICK:
(tenderly, to Martha)
Thsnk you.

MARTHA :

GEORGE:
I sald, snap went tne dragons!

MARTHA:
(impatiently)
Yeoh, yeah., We «now,.

GZORGE:
(taking a snapdragon,
throwing it, spear-like,
stem-first at Martha)
SNAP!

MARTHA:
Don't, George.

— T d

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
(throws another)
SNAP!

NICK:
Don't do that.

GEORGE:
Shut up, stud.

NICK:
I'm nct a stud!

GEORGE:
(throws one at Nick)
SNAP! Then you'rs a houseboy. Which is
it? Vhich are you? Hunh?

) MARTHA:
Does 1t matter to you, George?

GEORGE:
(throws one ut her)
SITAP! No, actually, it doesn't. Either
waY¥...1've had it.

MARTEA:
Stop throwing those damn things at me!

GEORGE:
Either way.
(throws asnother at her)
SNAP !

NICK
(to Martha)
Do you want me to...do something to him?

MARTHA ¢
You leave him alonsi

GEORGE:
Which are you, baby, houseboy or stud?

NICK:
Oh for God'!s sake!

MARTHA:
(a 1ittle afraid)
Truth or illusicn, George. Doesn't it
matter to you...at all?

(GONTINTED)
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GEORGE:
(without throwing anything)
SNAP &
(silence)
You got your answer, baby?

MARTHA ;
(sadly)
Got 1it,

GZORGZ:
You just gird your blus-veined loins, girl,
Now; we got one more game to play. Aand
it's called Bringing up Bzby.

NICK
(more or less under
his breath)
Oh, fcr Lordis s2X@ccoe

MARTHA:
Georgeso. .

CIORLZE:

I don't want any fussa.

(to Nick, whe is moving

towards hsll)
You don't want any scandasl around here,
do you, big boy? You want to keep to your
timetabie, don't you? Then sit}:

(¥ick sits; to liartha)
And you, prstty Miss, you like fun and
games, don't you? You’re a sport from
way back, aren't you?

MARTHA @
(quisetly, giving in)
All right, George; all right,

GEORGE:

(seeing them both cowed;

purrs)
Goooooooood; gocooocd,

(looks about nim)
But, we're not all herse.

(snaps his fingsrs a

couple of times at Nick)
You; you...uh...you; your little wifelet
isn't here,

NICK:
Look; she’s had a rough night, now; she's
in the can, and sheis~e

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
Well, we can't play without everycne
here. Now that's a fact. 'Ws gotta have
your little wifs,
(hog-calls toward the bathroon)
SOO0OWWWIIIEEE;:; SOOOWWWIIIEEE:

NICK:
Cut that}

GEORGE:
Then get your butt out of that chair and
bring the little dip back in hare,
(as Nick does not move)
Now be a good puppy. Fetch, good puppy,
go fetch,

Nick rises, opens his mouth to say something, thinlks better
.of it, exits toward bathroom,

GEORGE:
One more gzme,

MARTHA
(after Nicl gses)
I don't liko whet’s going to happen,

GEORGE:
(surprisingly tender)
Do you kncw what it 1is?

MARTHA::
{pathetic)
No, But I don’t 1like it.
GEORGE:
Maybe you will, Martha,
MARTHA
Ne.
GEORGZ:
Oh, it’s a real fun game, Martha,
MARTHA :
(pleading)
No more games,
GEORGE:

(quietly triumphant)
One rore, l{arthz. One more garte. and then
beddle~bye., Everydcdy pazk up his tools
and baggass aend stuff znd g homs. Aand you
and me; wall, we gonna climb thsm well-worn

stairs.
(CONTINUED)

TRt e ettt a4 M A c st vt s me e & s . *en e - . e



A e st et et ereal mmme e e d ot A e ak Somn e o

69 (Cont., L)

S A At temas e b TA . s AN L et m e sl ob . o

7/30/65
1370

MARTHA:
(almost in tears)
No, George; no.

GEORGE:
(soothing)

Ye:, baby.
MARTHA:

No, George; please?
GEORGE:

It'1l all be dcnse before you know it,
MARTHA:

No, Georgs.
GEORGE:

No climb stairs with Georgie?

MARTHA:
(a slespy child)
No more gemes, It's games I don't want.
No more ganes. Plsase,

GEORGE:
Aw, surs ycu do, Martha...original game-
girl and all, 'course you do.

MARTHA:
Ugly games...ugly. And now this new one?

GEORGE:
(stroking her hair)
You'll love it, baby.

MARTHA :
No, George.,
GEORGE:
You'll have a ball.
MARTHA:
(tenderly; moves to
touch him)

No, George, no more games. I--

GEORGE:
(slapping her moving heand)
Don't you touch me! You keep your paws
clean for the undergraduates!
(grabs her hair, pulls
her head back)

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE: (Cont,)

Now, you listen to me, Martha; you've had
yourself an evening...you've had yourself
quite a night, and you can't cut it off
just whensver you've got enough blood in
your mouth. We're going on, and I'm
goi.g to have at you, and it's going to
make your performance tonight look like
an Baster pageant. YNow I want you to
get yourssll a little alert.

(slaps her lightly with

his free hand)
I want a little 1ife in you, baby.

MARTHA :
(struggling
Stop 1t!
GECRGE:

(another slap)
Pull yourself togetheri

(again)
I want you con your feet and slugging,
sweetheart, because I'mm going to knock
you arcund, and I went you up for it.

Siap! Marthe pulls fres.

MARTHS ¢
All right, George. Vinat do you want?
GEORGE:
An egual battle, baby; that's all.
MARTHA:
You'll get 1t!
GEORGE:
I want you mad,
MARTEA:
I'™ MAD!!
GEORGE:
Get madder!
MARTHA:

DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT!

GEORGE:
Good girl! Ve're golng to play this ons
to the deatiii

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
Yours

GEORGE:
You'd be surprised. Iic:

oW, hers come the
little tots; Jou be resady f

cr this,

MARTHA:
I'm ready for you.

Nick eand Honey re-enter, Nick Suprorting FHonesy, who still
retains her brandy tottie and glass,

NICK:
(unhappily)
Here we are,

HOLEY:
(cheerfully)
Hip, hop. Hip, nop.

NICK:
You a bunny, Heney?

HONZY:
(aughs, si+c)
I'm & bunny, Hongsy,

GEORGE:
(to Honey)
Well, now; how’'s the bunny?
HCONEY:
Bunny funny:
NIC¥:
(under his breeh)
Good God:
GEORGZ:

Bunny funny? Good for burnyd

MARTHA:
Come on, George:

GEORGE:
(to Martha)
Honey funny bunny
Honey screams with laughter,

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
Oh, for cry--

GEORGE:

(sleps his hands

together, once)
All right! Here we gol Last game!
All sit.

(Nick sits)
Sit down, Martha. This is & civilized
game.

MARTHA:
(she sita)
Just get on with 1t.

GECRGE:
Now...I think we've been having a...a real
good evening...all things considered...
We've sat arouné and we've got to know each
other; we've had fun and games...curl-up-
on-the-floor, for example....

HONEY:
ooothe tilBSeee
GEORGE:
«s.the tiles....Snsp the Dragon.
HONEY:
.. .p60l the label....
GEORGE:
osspe8l the...what?
MARTHA:
Label. Peel the labsl.
HONEY:

(apologetically, holding
up her brandy bottle)
I peel lsbels.

GEORGE:

We &ll peel labels, swestle; and when you
get thrcugh the skin, all thres layers,
and through the muscle, and slosh aside
the organs--

(an aside %to Nick)
them which is still sloshable--

(back to Honey)
and get down to the bone...you know what
you do then?

(CCNTINUED)
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HONEY:
(terribly interested)
No |

GEORGE:
When you get down to the bone, you haven't -
got all the way, yst. There's something
inside the bone...the marrow...and that's
what you gotta get at...

HONEY:
Oh! I ses,

GEORGE:
The marrow. But bones are pretty resilent,
especlally in the young. Now, take our son....

HONEY:
(strangely)

Who?
GEORGE:

Our son...Martha's and my little joy.
MARTEA:

Ceorge...
GEORGEZ:

(too kindly)
Yos, Martha?

MARTHA:
Just what are you doing?
GEORGE:
Why love, I was talking abcut our son.
MARTHA:
Don't.
GEORGE:

But I want to, Martha. It's very important
we talk about him...

(to Honey)
You, my dear? You want to hear about our
bouncey boy, don't you?

HONEY:
(pretending not to
understand)
Whom?

GEORGE:
Martha's and my son.

HONEY:
(nervously)
Oh, you have a child?

(CONTINUED)
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GEORGE:
Ch, 1ndeed, do we ever: Do you want to
talk about him; Martha, or shall I? Hunh?

MARTHA:
Don't, George.

GEORGE:

All rightie. Wsll, now; let's ses, He's

e nice kid, really, in spits of his home
Jife; I moan, most kids’d grow up neurotic,
waat with Martha nere carrying on the way
she does; sleeping till four in ths P.M.,
climbing all over the poor bastard, trying
to break dcwn the bathroom door to wash him
in the tub when heo's sixteen; dragzing
strangers into the hcuse at 2ll hours--

MARTHA:
(interrupting, rising)
OKAY, YOoU!
" GEORCE:
(with mock concern)
Martha !l
: ‘ MARTHA:
That's enough!
GEORGZ:
Well, do you want to take over?
HONEY:
(to Nick)

Why would snybody want to wash somebody
who's sixteen years o01d?

NICK:
(slamming his drink down)
Oh, for cry sakes, Honey!

HONEY:
(stage whisper)
Well, why?

GEORGE:
Becsuse it's her baby-poo,

MARTHA :
ALL RICHT! Our son. You wan:t our son?
You'll have it.

GECRGE:
You want a drink, Martha?

MARTHA:
(pathetically)
Yes,

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
(te Martna, kindly)
We donft have o hear about it...if you
don't want to,

GZORGE :
Whe says so? You in & position to set
the rules zround here?

‘ NICK:
(pause; tight-iipped)
No,

GEORGE:
Good boys you?ll go far., All right,
Martha; your recltation, pleasse.

MARTHA @
(from far away)
What, George?

GEORGE:
(prompting)
"our son..."
MARTHA:

(by rote; a kind of

almost tearful recitation)
All right. Our son., Our son was born
in a September night, a night not unlike
tonight, though tomorrow and sixteen...
years ago,

GEORGE:
(beginning of quiet asides)
You see? I told you,

MARTHA:
It was an easy birth,..

GEOPRGE:
Oh, Msrtha; no, You lsbored...how you
labored,

MARTHA :
It was an easy birth...once it had been...
accepted, reizxed into,

’ GEORGE:
Ah...yes. Better,

(CONTINTUZD)
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MARTHA:
It was an easy birth, once it had been
accopted, and I was young, and he was a
healthy child, 2 red, bswling child...

GEORGI:
soo.lartha thinks she saw him at del ivery...

MARTHA ;
sooWwith slippery, firm limbs, snd & full
head of black, fine, fine hair which, oh,
lator, leter, became blond as *hs sun,
our son,

GEORGE:
He was a healthy child,

MARTHA :
And I had wantod a child...oh, I had
wanted a child,

GEORGE:
(prodding har)
A son? A davghtor?

, MARTEHEA:
A chillad!
(quistsr)
A child. And I had my child,

GEORCE:
OCur child.

rIARTEA:
(with great ssdness)
Our child. And we reised him,..
(leughs, briefly, bitterly)
Yos, we did; we raised him.,...And his
6yes Wérs green...such green; green eyes!

ZORGT::
os.blue, grsen, brown...

MARTHA
+0.82d ho loved the sunli...He wes tan
before eand after everyone...and in the
sun his halr...became...fleoce,

GEORGE:
(echoing her)
eeLlesCBes.o

(CONT INUED)
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MARTHA:
.s.begutiful, bezutiful bOTe

GECRCE:
Absclve, Domine, animas omnium fidelium
defunctorum sb cmni vinculo delictorum,

MARTHA :
So beautiful; so wiss.

GEORCC:
(laughs cuietly)
All truth being rslativs.

MARTHA:
It was true! Besutiful; wise; perfect.

GEORGZ:
There's a rsal mother talliing.

HONEY:
(sudcenly; almost tearfully)
I went a child.

NICK:
Honey....

HONZ Y.
(more forcefully)
I want a chilg!

GECRCE:
On principle?

HCNZY :
(in tears)
I want a child. I want a2 baby.

MARTHA:
(watting out the inter-
rupticn, not rezlly
paying 1t zny minz)
Of course, this perfection...couldn't
last. Not with George...nct with George
around.,
GEORCZT
(to the othsrs)
There; you see? I knesw sha'd shift.

HONEY:
Be still!

(CONTINUED).
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GEORGE:
{mock awe)
Serry, . .mother,

NICK:
Can't you be still?
GEORGZ:
' (meking a sicn at Wick)
Domirus vobiscum.

MARTHA ;
Not with Georgs around.

A drowning man
takes down tnose nearest,

George tried,

tut, oh, Cod, hew I fought him., God,
how I fought him,
GEORGE:
(a satisficd laugh)
Ahhhhhhh.
(BOTH TOGETHZR)
MARTHA @ GECRGE:

«+«.the one thing...the
one tring I tried to
carry pure agnd unscathsd
through the sewer of this
marriage; throush the
sick nights, and the
patnetic, stupid éays,
through the derision and
the laughter...God, ths
laughter, through one
failure after another,
each attemrt more sick-
ening, more numbing than
the one befors; the one
thing, the one rerson I
trisd to protect, to
raise above the mire of
this vile, crushing '
marriage; the ons light
in a1l this hocpeless....
darkness....our 30N,

(END TOGE
HONE

(her hends t
STC? 7! STO? IT:

Libere me, Domine, Ze& morte
asterna, 1in cdie 111:
Quando caeli movend: s
terra: Dum venaris jud

L

seeculun par iznem.
factus

ck

sum ezo, et

2
discussio venerit, atque venturg

ira. Dles illa, dies irsa,
calemnitatis et misarias; dies
magnas et amara valds.,..

('ICK (to Gecrpge):

"WHAT IS THIS? WHAT ARE YOU
DOING?";

Dum veneris judicare saeculum

per ignem. Requiem aeternan
dona eis, Domins: et lux
pervetua luceat els,

11la tremends: quando casli
mcvendl sunt et terrs; Dunm
venerls judicers sazecuium
iznen,

TZIR)

Y:

o0 her sars)

d

(COGLTINUEZD)

tremandsz:
<

Libera me
Domine de mcrte astsrns in dis

Der



CHANGE

11/12/65
141,
65 (Cont. 15)
GEORGE:
(with & hand sign)
Kyrie, elsison, Christe, eleison.
Xyrie, eleison,
HONEY:

JUST STOr ITi:

GEORGE:
Why, baby? Don't you like 1t?

HONEY
(guite histerical)
You...can't...do...thig?

CEORGE:
(triumphent)

Who says!

HONEY:
I! Say!

GZORGE:
Tell us why, bzaby.

EONEY:
Ne !

NICK:
Is this game over?

HOIEY:
Yes! Yes, it is.

GEORGE:

Ho-ho! MNot by 2 long shot,

(to Martha)
We got a little surprise for you, baby.
It's about sunny-Jim.

MARTHA ¢
No mors, George.

GEZORGE:
YES !

NICK:
Leave hsr be!!

GEORGEZ:

—

'M RULNING TETS SHOW!
(to Marthe)

Sweatheart, I'm afraid Ilve Z0T some
tad news for you...for us, I mean. Some
rather sa2d nows.

Herey bogins wesping, hsad in bands,

(CONTINUED)
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MARTHA:
(afraid, suspicious)
What is thig?

GEORGE:

(oh so patiently)
Well, Martha, while you wers busy...while
the two of you were busy...I mean, I don't
know wnere, hell, yocu both must have bsen
somawhere...

(little laugh)
YWhile you were busy...for a whils...fissey
and I were havin' a little talk, you know:
a chaw and a talk...and the doorbell Tangeee.

HONEY:
(head still in hands)
Chimedo

GEORGE:
Chimed...and...well, it's hard to tell
you, Marthaoooo

MARTHA :
(a strange throaty voice)
Tell me.

HEONEY:
Please...don't.

MARTEA :
Tell me!

GEORGE:
Well,...what 1t was...it was gcod old
WJestern Union, some little boy about
seventy,.

MARTHA
(involved)
Crazy Billy?

GEORGE:
Yes, Martha, that's right...crazy Billy...
and he had a telegram, and it was for us,
and I have to tell you about it.

MARTHA:
~ (as if from a distance) '
Why didn't they phone it? Why did they
bring it; why didn't they telephone 1t?

(CONTINUZD)
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GECRGE:
Some telegrams you have to deliver,
Martha; scme telegrsms you can't phone.

MARTHA :
(rising)
What do you msan?

GEQRCL:
Martha....Il can hardly bring mysell to
say it....

HONEY:
Don't.

GEORGE:
(to Honsy)
Do you want to do 1it?

HONEY:
(defending herself against
an attack of bees)
No no no no no.

GEZORGE:
(sighing neavily)
All rigat. Well, iMartha...I'm arfraid our
boy isn't coming home for his blrthday.

MARTHA:
Of course he is.

GEORGE:
No, Martha,

MARTHA:
Of course he is, I say he is}

GEORGE:
He...can't,

. MARTHA:
He is! I say sol

GEORGE:
Marthza...
(long pause)
se.0Ur son is...éead.
(silencse)
He was...killed...late in the afternoon...
(silence; a tiny chuckle)

(CONMTINUED)
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GEORGZ: (Cont.)
es.0n g country rcacd, with his learner's
permit 1n his pocket, he swerved, to aveid
a porcuplne, and drove straight into a....

MARTHA:
{rigid fury)
YOUO . 'CAIJ'TD . oDO.o .T}I—AT ‘

. GEORGE:
.s..large tree,

MARTHA: .
YOU CANNCT DO THAT!

NICK:
(softly)
Oh my God.

Heney is weeping loudser.

GEQRCE:
(quietly, dispassionatcly)
I thought you should know.

NICK:
Oh my God; no.

MARTHA @
(quivering with rage
end loss)
NOl NO! YOU CANNCT DO THAT! YOU CAN'T
DECIDE THAT FOR YOURSZLF! I WILL KOT LET .
YOU DO THATI .

GEORGE:
We'll have to leave around noon, I
SUPDOSOe e

MARTHA:
I WILL NOT LET Y0U DZCIDZ TEEST THIUNGS!I

GEORGE:
«..Decause thore srs matters of identifi-
cation, naturally, and arrangsments to be
MadOesse

MARTHA:
(leaping at Gecrge, but
ineffectusl)
YOU CAN'T DO 7=ISH

(CONTINUTD)
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69 (Cont. 12)
Nick .risss, grabs hold of Martha, pins her arms bgchind her
back.

MARTHA:
. I Wou'T LET YOU DO THIS, GET YOUR HANDS
OFF MEI

GEORGE:
(as Nick holds on; right
in Martha's facs)
You don't seem to unierstand, Martha; I
haven't done anything. Now, you 1iisten
to me. Our son is DEAD! Can you gst
that into ycur hesad?

MARTHA:
YOU CAN'T DECIDE THESE THINGS.

NICK:
Lady, please.

MARTHA:
LET ME GO

"h GEORGE:
Now listen, Mertha; listen cerefully.
Wo got a telegram; thers was a car
eccident, and he's dead. POUF! Just
like that! ©Now, how do you like 1it?

MARTHA:
(a2 howl which weakens
into a moan)
NCQ000Qco0o000.

GEORGZ:
(to Nick)
Let her ro.
(Martha slumps to the floor
in 2 sitting position)
She '11l be all right now.

MARTEA:
(pathetic) ‘
No; no, he is not dead; he is not desad.

GEORGE:
He is desd. Kyrie, eleilson. Christse,
eleiscn., Kyrie, eleison.

MARTHA:
You cannot. You may not decide these things.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK:
(leaning over her;
tenderly)
He hasn't decided anything, lady. Tt's
not his doing. He doesn't have the power....

GEORGE:
That's right, Martha; I'm not a God. I
don't have the powsr over 1ife and death,
do 17

MARTHA:
YOU CAN'T KILL EIM! YOU CAN'T HAVE HIM
DIE!

NICK:
Lady...pleaseec...

MARTHA:
YOU CAN'T !

GEORGZ:

There was a telegram, Martha.

MARTHA:
(up; facing him)
Show it to me! Show ms the telegram!

G=ZORGE:
(long pause; then, with
a straight face)
I ate it.

MARTHA:
(a pause; then with the
greatest disbsllef possible,
tinged with hysteria)
What did you just say to me?

GEZORGE:
(barely able to stop ex~
ploding with laughter)
I...ate...it.

s e Fonia o

Martha stares at him for a long moment, then spits in his

face.

GEORGE:
(with & smile)
Good for you, Martha.

(CONTINUED)
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NIC¥:
(to George)
Do you think that's the way to trezt her
at a time like this? Haking a lousy
goddamn joke like that? Hunh?

GEORGE:
(snapping his fingers at Honey)
Did I est the telegram or did I not?

HOKEY:
(terrified)
Yes; ves, you zte it, I watched,,.I
watched JOUe..§O0U...F0u ate it all down.

GEORGE:
(prompting)
seslike & good boy,

HONEY: ~
ocolike a.-ag“g"g°goodooabo:)r- YeSo

MARTHA:
(to Goorgo, coldly)
You're not going to get away with this.

GEORGEI;
(with disgust)
YOU KMlNOW 7H= fULES, MARTHA! FOR CRY
SAKZ, YOU XICW THE RULES!

MARTHA ;
NO {

NICK:
(with the beginnings of a
knowledgs he cannot face)
What are you two talking about?

GEORGE:
I can kil him, Martha, 1f I want to.

" MARTZA:
HE IS OUR CHILD!

GEORGE:
Oh yez;, and you bore him, and it wes a
good delivery....

MARTHA :
HE IS QUR CHILD1!

(CONTINUED)
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69 (Cont, 15)
JEOP :«
AND I HAVE KILLED HIM:

MARTHA:

NO
GEORGCE:
YES!
Long silencs,
HICK:

(very aquietly)
I think I underssand this.

GECRGE:
(same)
Do you?

HNICK:
(same)
Oh my God...I think I understan2 this,

GEORGEZ:
(same)
Gocod for you, bustar

NWICK:
(violern t;")
OH MY GOD, I THEINE I UIDXERITLID TIS!

MARTHA:
(grest sadness and loss)
You have no rizht...you nave rno right
at all.... .

G=ZORGE:
(tenderly)
I heve the right, Martha. Ve never spoke
of it; that's all. I could kill him any
time I wanted to.

MARTHA:
But why? Wny?

GEORGE:
You broke our rule, baby. You mentioned
him...you menticned him to someons elss.

VARTHA:
(tearfully)
I did not. I nsver did,

(CONTITIIUED)
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GEORGZ:

Yos, you did.

Who?

To me,

I FORG

whnen 1

MARTHA:
WHO? |

HONEY:
(crying)
You mentioned him to me.

MARTHL
(cryinzg)
ETt Sometimes...when i1t's night,
©'s late, and everybody else is

tailkking...I forget and I want to msntion

hinm...

but I HOLD Oi...I hold on...but I've

wanted to mention him so often...oh,

George
need..
mentio
didn't

» you've pushed it...there was no
.there was no need for this. I

red him...all right...but you
have to push it over the EDGE.

You didn't have toc...kill him.

Requis

Lmen,

You 4di

Raquile

GEORGE:

scat in pace.
HONZY:
MARTHA:

in't have to have him dis, George.
GEORGZ:

m aeternam dona eis, Domine.
HONEY:

Et lux perpetua luceat eis.

MART:HA:

That wacn't...needad,

A long silernc

It wil

over,

broken only by the sound of Marths's sobbing

GECRGZ:
(softly)
1l be dawn soon. I think the party's

NICK:
(to George; quietly)

You couldn't have...any?

e couldn't.

GEORGZ:

(COLTLIUZ=D)
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Martha 1s

MARTHA:
(a hint of communion in this)
We couldn't,

GECRGE:
(to Nick and Honey)
Home to bed, children; it's wvay past
your bedtime.

NICK:
(his hand out to Honey)
Honey?
HONEY:
(rising, moving to him)
Yes.

sitting on the floor by a window seet.

GEORGE:
You two go now.

NICK:
Yes.

HCUEY:
Yes,

NICK:
I'd 1ike to....

GEORGE:
Goodnight,

NICK:
(pause)
Goodnight,

Nick and Eoney leave,
looks around the room,

George closes the door after them,
sighs, picks up a giass or two, takss

it to the bar.
SLOVLY.

TEIS WAOLE LAST SECTICN VERY SOFTLY, VERY

GEORGE:

Do you want anything?

MARTHA:
(still looking away)

NO L ) -nothing.

GEORGE:

All right.

(pause; he turns out a lamp)

Time for bed,

o — —— -

(CONTINTUED)

- - W —— ————— = . ——



/30/65

69 (Cont. 18)

70.

151.

MARTHA:
Yos.

GEORGE:
Are you tired?

MARTHA:
Yes.,

GEORGE:
I am,

MARTHA:
Yes.

GEORGE:
Sunday tomorrow; all day.

MARTHA:
Yes.

During a long silence between them, he turns cut another lemgp
and we now realize that the balance of light in ths room has
changed drasticaliy. The main source of illumination is no
longer artificial light, but rather, the brightening sky
cutside.

MeED. TWO SEOT

Gaorge sits down on the window seat behind Martha, and she
rests her head against his legs. The window is behind them.

_ MARTHA:
Did you...did you have to?

GEQRGE:
(paussd)

Yes.

MARTHA:
It waSesee? You had to?

GECRGE:
YQS.

MARTHA:
I don't know.

GEORGE:
It was time.

MARTHA:
Was 1t?

GEORGE:

Yes.



7/30/65
152.

71. VERY CLOSE SHOT  MARTHA
MARTHA .
(pause)
I'm cold,
GEORGE'S voICE:
(o.5.)
It's late,
MARTHA
Yes,
GZORGE'S VOICE:
(long silsncs; o,s.)
It will be better.
VARTHA:
(long silence)
I don't know,
72. MED. TWO SHOT
GEORGZ:
It will be...mayba,
MARTHA:
I'm...not...sure.
GEORCZ:
No.
MARTHA ;
Just...us?
GEORGE:
Ye Se
MARTEA :
I don't Suppose, maybe, we could--
GEORGE:
No, Martha,
MARTHA:
Ye S, No .
GZORGE:
Are you all right?
MARTHA:
. (automatically)
Yes...
(the truth)
No.

(CONTINUED)
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72 (Cont,)

73

He puts his hang gently on her shoulder. She puts her head
back, znd he begins to stroks her hair, During thig

Martha and Georze, CLOSE IN F.G.;, have becoma despeninzly
silhouetted against the window by the ircreasing brighter

rays of the morning sun behind them,

GEORGL:
(singing, very softly)
Who's afraid of Virginia Woolif...
Virginia Wozlf.,..
. Virginia Woolrf...

MARTHA :
I...am...George...

She raises her hand out of the darkness end into thse lizht,
His harnd moves from darkness inte light, joins hers, and thet
hand-embrace tizhtens fiercely. 1ow CAMERA BEGINS TO MOVE I3
SLO ‘I'JLY . )

GEORGE:
Who's afraid of Virginisa %Woolr...

MARTHA
I...am...George,..

CAMERA IS MOVING PAST THEM.

MARTHA'S VOICE:
(0.80)
ceelec.am.,.

CAMERA HAS GOI'E UP TC WINDCW AND HOLDS 0:

LONG SHOT EXT. AFZA BEIYOUD HOUST (AS SEEI THROUGH
WINDOWPANES) (LOCATION AND ZFICIAL =TT ECTS)

Cutside, buildings are blacl in silhcuette as sun rises
benind them. Now, sun comes inte view, dazzles us with
lizht clinting on the many panes of glass, dazzling cu»
eyeés more and more until the scresn goes white.

FADE OUT.

TEE ELD



