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Good ni ght.
Good ni ght.

- It's 2:

- Oh, Ceorge.

Well, it is.

What a cl uck.

What a cluck you are.

It's late, you know. It's |ate.

No ki ddi ng.

What a dunp.

Hey, what's that fronf? "Wat a dunp!”
How woul d | know?

Ch, cone on, what's it fronf

You know.

Mart ha.

What's it from for chrissake?
What's what fronf

| just told you. | just didit.
"What a dunp!"

- What's that fronf

- | haven't the faintest idea.
Dunbbel | .

It's fromsone dam

Bette Davis picture...

...sone goddamm Warner Bros. Epic.
Martha, | can't renenber all the pictures
t hat canme out of Warner Bros.
Nobody' s aski ng you to renenber
every goddamm \Warner Bros. Epic.
Just one. Just one single little epic.
That's all.

Bette Davis gets peritonitis at the end.
She wears this black fright wg

t hroughout the picture.

And she's married to Joseph Cotten
or sonet hi ng.

- Sonebody.

- Sonebody.

And she wants to go to Chicago

all the tine...

...because she | oves that actor
with the scar.

But she gets sick, and she
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sits down in front of her dressing table..
What actor? \What scar?

| can't renenber his nane,

for God's sake. What's the picture?
| want to know

what the nane of the picture is.
She gets this peritonitis...

...but she decides to go

to Chi cago anyway. And...

Chicago. It's called Chicago.

What ? What is?

| mean the picture.

It's called Chicago.

Ch, good gri ef.

Don't you know anyt hi ng?

Chi cago was a '30s nusical...
...starring little Mss Alice Faye.
Don't you know anyt hi ng?

This picture...

...Bette Davis conmes hone from

a hard day at the grocery store..
She works in a grocery store?
She's a housew fe. She buys things.
She comes hone with the groceries..
...and she wal ks into

t he nodest living room..

...of the nodest cottage

nodest Joseph Cotten set her up in.
- Are they married?

- And. ..

Yes, they're marri ed.

To each other, cluck.

And she cones in,

and she | ooks around this room..
...and she sets down her groceries.

And she says:

"What a dunp!”

She' s di scontent.

Well, what's the nanme of the picture?
| really don't know, Martha.

Wl |, think!

Vell, I"'mtired, dear. It's late.

| don't know what you're tired about.
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You didn't do anything today.

- I'mtired.
- You didn't have any cl asses.
Well, if your father didn't set up

t hese dammed Sat urday-ni ght orgies...
That's just too bad about you, Ceorge.
Well, that's how it is anyway.

You didn't do anything.

You never do anything. You never m X.
You just sit around and tal k.

Wl |, what do you want ne to do? Bray
at everyone all night, the way you do?
| don't bray!

Al right, you don't bray.

| did not bray.

| said you didn't bray.

Fix me a drink.

Haven't you had enough?

| said, fix me a drink.

Vell, | don't suppose a nightcap
woul d kill either one of us.

A ni ghtcap? Are you ki ddi ng?

W' ve got guests.

We' ve got what ?

Quests. Cuests.

Quest s.

Yeah, guests. Peopl e.

W' ve got guests com ng over

When?

Now.

Good Lord, Mart ha,

do you know what tinme it is?

Yeah.

- Who's com ng over?

- What' s-t heir-nane.

- Who?

- What' s-t heir-nane!

Who' s what' s-their-nanme?

| don't know their name, Ceorge.

You met themtonight. They're new. He's
in the Math Departnent or sonething.

| don't renenber

nmeeti ng anybody toni ght.

Well, you did.
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O all the asinine...

Wio are these people?

- He's in the Math Departnent.

- Who?

He's in the Math Departnent.

He's young and he's bl ond.

He's good-1 ooking, well-built?

Yes, good-| ooking, well-built.

- It figures.

- \Wat ?

Not hi ng. Not hi ng.

Hs wife's a nousy little type

W t hout any hi ps or anything.

Do you renenber them now?

| guess so. But why in hel

do they have to come over here now?
Because Daddy said

we should be nice to them

- That's why.

- For God's sake.

- Daddy said we should be nice to them
- But why now?

Because Daddy said

we should be nice to them

"' msure he didn't nean we were
supposed to stay up all night with them
We coul d have them over

sone Sunday or sonething.

Wl |, never m nd.

Besides, it is Sunday.

Very early Sunday.

- It's ridicul ous.

- Well, it's done.

Okay, where are they?

I f we've got guests, where are they?
They' || be here soon.

What' d they do, go honme and

get sonme sleep first or sonething?
They' Il be here.

| wish you d tell me about things
soneti nes.

| wsh you'd stop springing things on ne
all the tine.

- | don't spring things on you all the tine.
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- Yes, you do.

You real ly do.

You' re always springing things on ne.
- Oh, Ceorge.

- Al ways.

Poor Ceorgie Porgie, put-upon pie.
What are you doi ng? Are you sul ki ng?
Let ne see. Are you sul ki ng?

| s that what you're doi ng?

Never m nd.

Just don't bother yourself.

Hey.

- Hey.

- What ?

Wo 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
Virginia Wolf, Virginia Wolf?

Wo 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
VWhat's the matter?

Didn't you think that was funny?

- | thought it was a scream

- It was all right.

You | aughed when you heard it

at the party.

- |1 smled. |I didn't |augh ny head off.
- You | aughed your goddamm head off.
- It was all right.

- It was a scream

It was very funny, yes.

You nmake me puke.

- \Wat ?

- You make me puke.

- Wasn't a very nice thing to say, Martha.
- That wasn't what?

A very nice thing to say.

Oh, | like your anger.

| think that's what | |ike

about you nost.

Your anger.

You are such a sinp.

You haven't even got the...

The what ?

Quts?

Phr asemaker .

You never put any ice in ny drink.
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Way is that, huh?

| always put ice in your drinks, Mrtha.
You eat it, that's all.

It's this habit you' ve got of chew ng
on your ice cubes lIike a cocker spaniel.
You'll crack your big teeth.

Well, they're ny big teeth.

Yeah, sone of them sone of them

- I've got nore teeth than you have.

- Two nore.

Wel |, you're going bald.

So are you.

Hel | o, honey.

Hey, go on,

gi ve your nonmy a big sloppy kiss.

- No.

- | want a big sloppy kiss.

| don't wanna kiss you

ri ght now, Mart ha.

Where are these people

you invited over?

Where is this good-I|ooking, well-built
young man and his slimhipped w fe?
Stayed on to tal k to Daddy.

They' || be here.

Wiy didn't you want to kiss nme?

Ceor ge?

- George?

- Yes, love?

Way didn't you want to kiss ne?

Well, dear, if | kissed you I'd get
all excited. I'd get beside nyself...
...and then |I'd have to take you by force,
right here on the |iving-roomrug.

And our little guests

woul d wal k in...

...and, well, what would

your father say about that?
Ch, you pig.

Fi x me anot her drink, |over.
My God, you can swill it down,
can't you?

- Well, I"'mthirsty.

- Oh, Jesus.
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Look, sweetheart, | can drink you

under any table you want...

...Sso0 don't worry about ne.

| gave you the prize years ago, Martha.
There isn't an abom nation award goi ng
that you haven't won.

| swear if you existed, I'd divorce you.
- Just stay on your feet for your guests.
- | can't even see you.

| f you pass out or throw up...

And try to keep your clothes on too.

- No nore sickening sight you drunk..

- You're a bl ank.

...and your skirt over your head.

- A cipher. A zero.

Your heads, | should say.

Party. Party.

Oh, I"'mreally looking forward to this,
Mar t ha.

- Go answer the door.

- You answer it.

- CGet to that door, you

- To you.

Come on in!

| said get over there

and answer that door.

Al'l right, |ove. \Watever |ove wants.
- Just don't start on the bit, that's all.
- The bit?

The bit? What kind of |language is that?
Lm tati ng one of your students?

Just don't start in on the bit

about the kid, that's all.

- What do you take ne for?

- Much too much.

Yeah? Well, 1'll start in

on the kid if I want to.

- 1'd advise against it, Martha.

- Well, good for you.

Cone on in!

Get over there and open that door.

- You' ve been advised, Martha.

- Sure. Get over there.

Al right, love. Watever | ove wants.
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It's nice,

sonme people still have nmanners..
...and don't cone breaking into

ot her peopl e's houses.

Even if they do hear sone subhuman
nmonster yow ing at them from i nside.
Goddanmm you

H there.

- Hello. Here we are.

- Cone on in.

- W& nade it.

- You nust be our little guests.

Just ignore old sourpuss here.

Come on in, Kkids.

Just hand your coat and stuff

to ol d sourpuss here.

- Well, perhaps we shouldn't have cone.
- Yes, yes, it is late and I|...
Late? Are you ki dding? Just throw your
stuff down anypl ace and cone on in.
Anywhere. Furniture, floor. Doesn't nake
any difference around this place.

- |1 told you we shoul dn't have cone.
- | said, come on in. Now, come on

- Onh, dear.

- Onh, dear.

Look, muck-nouth, you cut that out.
Martha. Martha's a devil wth | anguage.
She really is.

Kids, sit down.

Isn't this |ovely?

- Oh, yes, indeed. Very handsone.

- Oh, well, thank you.

Who did the painting?

That? Ch, that's by...

Some G eek wth a nustache

Mart ha attacked one night in a..
It's got a..

- Quiet intensity?

- Well, no, a..

Well, then a certain noisy,

rel axed quality maybe?

- No, what | neant was...

- Aquietly noisy relaxed intensity?
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Dear, you're being joshed.

"' maware of that.

I|"msorry. What it is, actually...
...it"'s a pictorial representation
of the order of Martha's m nd.

Fix the kids a drink, George.

What woul d you |ike to drink?

Honey. . .
- What woul d you like?
- Oh, | don't know, dear.

Alittle brandy maybe.

Never m X, never worry.

Brandy? Just brandy.

Sinpl e, sinple.

What about you...?

- Bourbon on the rocks, if you don't m nd.
- Mnd? | don't mnd. Don't think I mnd.
Mart ha, rubbing al cohol for you?

Sure. Never m X, never worry.

Never m X, never worry.

Hey. Hey.

Wo 's afraid of Virginia...?

Virginia Wol f?

Wasn't that funny?

- That was so funny, huh?

- Yes, it was.

| thought 1'd bust a gut. | really did.
Ceorge didn't think it was funny at all
Mart ha thinks that unless you, as she
puts it, bust a gut, you're not anused.
Unl ess you carry on |ike a hyena,

you' re not having fun

Well, | certainly had fun.

It was a wonderful party.

- Yes, it certainly was.

- And your father, oh, he is so wonderful.
- Yes, yes, he is.

- Yeah.

- Oh, | tell you.

- He's quite a guy, isn't he?

- Quite a guy.

- You better believe it.

- Oh, he's a marvel ous man.

l"mnot trying to tear hi mdown.
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- He's a god. W all know that.

- You lay off ny father.

Yes, love. | nean, when you've had
as many faculty parties as | have...
- | rather appreciated it.

- You what ?
| nean aside fromenjoying it,
having fun, | appreciated it.

Meeti ng everyone,

getting introduced around.

The way he had us put up out at the inn
till our place is ready.

- Wiy, when | was teaching in Kansas..

- You won't believe it...

...but we had to nmake our way

all by ourselves. Isn't that right, dear?
- Wy, yes...

- W& had to nmake our own way.

| would have to go up to the w ves

in the library or the supermarket...
...and say, "Hello, I am new here.

You nust be Ms. So-and- So,

Dr. So-and-So's wife."

It really wasn't very nice at all

Daddy knows how to run things.

- He's a remarkabl e man

- You bet your sweet life.

Let ne tell you a secret, baby.

There are easier things in this world...
...1f you happen

to be teaching at a university..
...easier than being married

to the daughter. ..

...of the president of that university.
There are easier things in this world.
It should be an extraordinary opportunity.
For sonme nen

it would be the chance of a lifetine.
There are, believe ne,

easier things in this world.

Sonme nmen would give their right arm

for the chance.

Alas, inreality

it works out that the sacrifice..
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...1s of a sonewhat nore private
portion of the anatony.
| wonder if you could show ne

where the..
Are you all right?
O course, dear. | just want to

put some powder on ny nose.

Martha, will you show her

where we keep the euphem sn?

What ?

"' m sorry.

| want to show you the house anyway.
We' Il be back, dear.

- Honestly, Ceorge, you burn ne up.
- Al right.

- You really do, Ceorge. You really do.
- Okay, Martha, just trot al ong.
Just don't shoot your nouth off
about you- know what .

"1l tal k about

any goddamm thing | want to.

kay, okay, vanish.

- Any goddamm thing | want.

- Vani sh.

Cone on.

What' Il it be?

"1l stick to bourbon, | guess.

So you're in the Math Departnent?

No.

No.

Mart ha said you were.

| think that's what she said

What made you decide to be a teacher?
Well, the sane things

that notivated you, | inmagine.

- What were they?

- Pardon?

What were they?

What were the things that notivated nme?
Wll, I"'msure | don't know.

You said the things that notivated you
and ne were the sane.

- | said | imagined they were.

- Oh, did you?

Page 12/ 73



Oh, well.

You like it here?

- Yes, it's fine.

- | nmeant the university.

Oh, | thought you neant...

| could see you did.

| nmeant the university.

well, | Iike it fine.

Just fine.

You' ve been here for quite a long tine,
haven't you?

What ?

Ch, yes. Yes, ever since | married
what ' s- her-nane. Mart ha.

Even before that. Forever.

Dashed hopes and good intentions.
Good, better, best, bested.

- How s that for a decl ension?

- Sir, I'msorry..

- You didn't answer ny question.

- Sir?

Don't condescend to ne.

| asked how you |iked that decl ension:
Good, better, best, bested.

el | ?

- | really don't know what to say.

- You really don't know what to say?
Want nme to say it's funny, so you
can contradict nme and say it's sad?
O shall | say it's sad

SO you can say it's funny?

You can play that gane

any way you want to.

Very good, very good.

When ny wi fe cones back

| think we'll...

Now, cal m down. Just cal m down.

Al right?

- Anot her drink? Let me...

- 1 still have one.

- And | think when ny wife cones down..
- Let ne freshen it. Stay there.
What | nean is, you and your wfe
seemto be having sone sort of a..
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Martha and | are having nothing. Mrtha
and | are nerely exercising, that's all.
We're merely wal king what's |eft

of our wits. Don't pay any attention.

- Still, I think we...

- Well, now, let's sit down and tal k.
It's just that | don't like to becone

i nvolved in other people's affairs.
You'l |l get over that. Small coll ege.

- Musical beds is the faculty sport here.
- Sir?

| said, nusical... Never mnd. | wsh
you wouldn't go, "Sir." How old are you?
- Twenty-eight.

- 1" m 40- sonet hi ng.

Well? Aren't you surprised?

| mean, don't | | ook ol der?
| think you | ook fine.
|'ve al ways been | ean. | use the handbal

courts. How nuch do you wei gh?
Hundred fifty-five, 60, sonething
like that? Do you play handbal | ?
Not very well.

We shoul d play soneti ne.

Martha is 108..

...years old.

She wei ghs sonmewhat nore than that.
How ol d is your wfe?

She' s 26.

Martha is a remarkabl e worman

| woul d i magi ne she wei ghs around 110.
- Your wife weighs...?

- No, ny boy...
..your wife. My wife is Mart ha.
- Yes, | know.
- Yes.
Yes, well, if you were nmarried to Martha

you woul d know what it neans.

And if | were married to your w fe,
| woul d know what that neans too.
Yes.

Mart ha says you're in

the Math Departnent or sonething.
No, |'m not.
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Martha's sel dom m st aken. Maybe

you should be in the Math Departnent.
"' ma bi ol ogi st.

I|"min the Biol ogy Departnent.

- Sir?

- You're the one.

You' re the one's gonna nake

that trouble, making everyone the sane.
Rearrangi ng the "chronozones, "

or whatever it is. Isn't that right?
Not exactly. Chronpbsones.

"' mvery m strustful

Do you believe

we | earn nothing from history?

- I'min the History Departnent.

- Yes, | know.

Martha tells nme often that

|"'min the Hi story Departnent...
...as opposed to being the H story
Departnment, in the sense of running it.
| do not run the Hi story Departnent.
| don't run the Biology Departnent.

- You're 21.

- Twenty-ei ght.

Per haps when you' re 40-sonet hi ng

you will run the History Departnent.
- Bi ol ogy.

- Biology Departnent, of course.
l"'mreally very mstrustful.

| read sonmewhere that science fiction
is not really fiction at all.

That you people are

rearrangi ng ny genes...

...S0 that everyone will be

i ke everyone el se.

| suspect we will not have nuch nusi c,
much pai nting.
But we will have a civilization of sublinme

young nen very nuch |ike yourself.
Cultures and races w |l vani sh.
The ants w il take over the world.
Don't know nuch about science,

do you?

| know somet hi ng about history.
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| know when |' m bei ng threatened.
Your wi fe doesn't have
any hips, does she?

What ?

OCh, | didn't nmean to suggest
that |' m hi p-happy.

| was inplying

that your wife is slimhipped.
Yes, she is.

You got any kids?

No, not yet. You?

That's for ne to know

and you to find out.

| ndeed.

No ki ds, huh?

What's the matter?

Not hi ng. We just. ..

W wanted to wait till we're settl ed.
Do you think you'll be happy
here at New Cart hage?

Vell, we hope to stay here.
| don't nean forever.
Well, | wouldn't let that get bandi ed

about. The old man wouldn't like it.
Martha's father expects his staff

to come here and grow old...

...and fall in the line of service.

One man, a professor of Latin

and el ocution...

...actually fell in the

cafeteria |line one |unch.

But the old man is not gonna fal
anywhere. The old man is not gonna die.
There are runors...

...which you nust not breathe in front
of Martha, for she foans at the nouth..
...that the old man, her father...
...1s over 200 years ol d.

There's probably an irony there, but
"' m not drunk enough to figure it out.
Mar t ha!

Damm i t.
| wonder what wonen tal k about when
the nen are talking. | nust find out.
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What do you want ?

Isn't that a wonderful sound?

- CGeorge!

- How many ki ds you gonna have?

| don't know. My wife is...
SIim hi pped.

Well, there's one of you at | east.
You nust see this house, dear.

- This is such a wonderful old house.
- Yes.

- Mart hal

- For chrissake, hang on a m nute!
She' |l be right down, she's changi ng.
- She's changi ng? What, her clothes?
- Yes.

- Her dress.

- Why?

| imagi ne that she wants

to be confortable.

Oh, she does, does she?

- Well, heavens, | shoul d think..

- You don't know.

You all right, dear?

- Yes, dear, perfectly fine.

So she wants to be confortable,

does she?

Well, we'll see about that.

| didn't know that you had a son

- What ?

- Ason. | hadn't known.

- You to know and ne to find out, huh?
- Tonorrow i s his birthday.

- He will be 16.

- el .

- She told you about hinf
- Well, yes.

- She told you about hin?
- Yes.

- You said she's changi ng?
- Yes.

- And she nenti oned..

- Your son's birthday, yes.

Ckay, Martha. Ckay.

You | ook pale. Wuld you like...?
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Yes, dear, a little nore brandy naybe.
- Just a drop.

- May | use the...?

- Ckay, Martha. Wat?

- Bar.
What ? Yes, yes. By all neans, drink
away. You'll need it as the years go on.

Dam destructi ve. .

Oh, what tine is it, dear?

- Two-thirty.

- So late.

Maybe we shoul d be getting hone.

For what? You keepi ng the babysitter up
or sonet hi ng?

| told you we didn't have children

Oh, yeah, I'msorry.

| wasn't even |istening.

Ot hi nki ng.

Wi chever one applies.

W'll go in a while.

Ch, no. No, you nustn't.

Mart ha i s changi ng,

and Martha is not changing for ne.
Mart ha hasn't changed for ne in years.
Her changi ng neans we're

gonna be here for days.

You' re being accorded an honor.

You nustn't forget Martha is

t he daughter of our bel oved boss.

She is his right arm

|*d use anot her word,

but we | eave that sort of talk to Martha.
What sort of tal k?

Well, now.

Why, Martha, your Sunday chapel dress.
Oh, that's nost attractive.

You |ike it? Good.

What the hell do you nean

screamng up the stairs at ne?

We got lonely, darling. We got |onely
for the soft purr of your little voice.
Well, you just trot over

to the bar-i-poo and..

And nake your little nmomy
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a great big drink.

That's right.

Say, you must be quite a guy...
...getting your master's

when you were, what, 12?

- Hear that, George?

- Twelve and a hal f, actually.
No, 19, really.

Honey, you needn't

have nentioned that.

" m proud of you.

- I"'mvery inpressed.

- You're dam right.

| said | was inpressed.

Besi de nyself with jeal ousy.
What do you want ne to do, throw up?
That's really very inpressive.
You shoul d be right proud.

Oh, he's a pretty nice fella.
You m ght take over

the H story Departnent.

Bi ol ogy Depart ment.

Bi ol ogy Departnent, of course.

| seem preoccupied with history.
What a remarKk.

"I am preoccupied with history."
George is not preoccupi ed

with history.

George i s preoccupied

with the Hi story Departnent.
Ceorge i s preoccupied

with it because...

Because he's not

the H story Departnent. ..

...but is only in the Hi story Departnent.
We went through all that

while you were upstairs getting up.
That's right, baby, you keep it clean.
Ceorge i s bogged down

in the Hi story Departnent.

He's an ol d bog

in the H story Departnent.
That's what George is.

A bog, a fen, a G D. Swanp.
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A swanp.

Hey, swanp. Hey, swanpy.

Yes, Martha?

Can | get you sonet hi ng?

Well, sure.

You can light ny cigarette

if you're of a mnd to.

No. There are limts.

A man can put up with only so much

wi t hout he descends a rung or two...
...on the old evolutionary | adder,
which is up your |ine.

Now, I'll hold your hand when it's dark
and you're afraid of the bogeyman.
"1l tote your gin bottles

out after m dnight so no one can see.
But I will not light your cigarette.
And that, as they say, is that.

Jesus.
Hey, you played football, huh?
Vll, yes, | was a quarterback

But | was much nore adept

at boxing, really.

- Boxing? You hear that, George?

- Yes, Mart ha.

You nust've been good.

Don't |l ook |like you got hit in the face.
He was intercollegiate state

m ddl ewei ght chanpi on

- Honey.

- Well, you were.

Still look like you have a

pretty good body now too. Is that right?
- Martha, decency forbids...

- Shut up.

s that right?

Have you kept your body?

- It's still pretty good. | work out.

- Do you?

- Yeah.

- Yes, he has a very firm body.

Have you? Well, | think that's very nice.
Vll, you never know.

You know, once you have it...
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You never know

when it's gonna come in handy.

| was gonna say,

why give it up until you have to?
| couldn't agree with you nore.

| couldn't agree with you nore.
Mart ha, your obscenity

i s beyond human. ..

CGeorge here doesn't cotton

too nmuch to body talKk.

Paunchy here isn't too happy

when the conversation...

...nmoves to nuscle.

How much do you wei gh?

A hundred and fifty-five, 150...
Still at the old mddleweight limt, huh?

That's pretty good.
Hey, GCeorge.

Tel |l them about

t he boxi ng match we had.

Chri st.

CGeorge, tell them about it.

You tell them Martha, you' re good at it.
- Is he all right?

- Hn? Oh, sure.

See, George and | had this boxing match
a couple of years after we were marri ed.
- A boxing match? The two of you?

- Oh, really?

Yeah, the two of us. Really.

| can't imagine it.

Well, it wasn't in a ring

or anything |ike that, you know.

See, Daddy was on this

physi cal -fitness ki ck.

So he had a couple of us

over one Sunday. ..

...and we all went out in the back...
...and Daddy put the gloves on hinself...
...and he asked CGeorge to box with him
- Yeah.

- And Ceorge didn't want to.

- Yeabh.

So Daddy was sayi ng,
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"Conme on, young nan.

What sort of a son-in-law are you?"
And stuff |ike that.

And while this is going on..

| don't know why | did it.

- | got into a pair of gloves nyself...
...and | snuck up behi nd Ceor ge,

just kidding, and yelled, "Hey, Ceorge!"
And let go with

a sort of roundhouse right.

- Just kidding, you know.

- Yeah, yeah.

And Ceorge wheel ed around real quick
and caught it right in the jaw

He caught it right in the jaw

And he was of f-bal ance. .

He nust have been.

- And then he | anded

flat in a huckl eberry bush.

Yeah.

It was awful, really. It was funny.
It was. .

| think it's colored our whole |ives.
- Pow, you're dead.

- Lord.

Oh, ny goodness.

- Where'd you get that, you bastard?
- Let ne see that.

|'ve had it a while.

Li ked that, did you?

- Oh, you bastard.

- I've never been so frightened.

- You |liked that?

Oh, that was pretty good.

Hey, give ne a Kkiss.

- Later, sweetie.

- Gve me a kiss.

Oh, boy.

So that's what you're after?

- We having blue ganmes for the guests?
- You son of a...

Everything in its place, Mrtha.
Everything in its own good tine.
Drinks now. Drinks for all.
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Mart ha, you' ve ni bbl ed

away at your gl ass.

| have not.

| think | need sonething.

| was never so frightened in ny life.
Weren't you frightened,

just for a second?

- |1 don't remenber

- Now, | bet you were.

Did you really think

| was gonna kill you?

- You kill nme? That's a | augh.
- Well, now, | mght soneday.

- Fat chance.

- Where's the john?

Oh, it's down the hall and to the right.
Now, don't you conme back

wi th any guns or anyt hing.

h, no.

You don't need any props,

do you, baby?

"1l bet not.

- No fake gun for you.

- May | leave ny drink here?

Way not? We've got half-filled gl asses
all over, wherever Martha left them

In the closet, the bathtub

| found one in the freezer once.

- You did not.

- Yes, | did.

- You did not.

- Yes, | did.

- Brandy doesn't give you a hangover?

- | never m Xx.

- And then, | don't drink very nmuch either
- Oh, good, good.

Your husband was telling us

al | about chronosones.

- \Wat ?

- Chronosones, Martha. He's a biol ogist.
- He's in the Math Departnent.

- Bi ol ogi st.
He's in the Math Departnent!
Bi ol ogy.
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- Are you sure?

- Well, | ought to be sure.

So he's a biologist. Good for him

Bi ol ogy' s even better.

It's right at the neat of things.
You're at the neat of things, baby.
She t hought that you were

in the Math Departnent.

Maybe | ought to be.

You stay right where you are.

You stay right at the neat of things.
You' re obsessed by that phrase, Martha.
It's ugly.

You stay right there.

You can take over

the Hi story Departnent. ..

...just as easy fromthere

as anypl ace el se.

Sonebody' s gotta take over

the Hi story Departnent soneday.

And it ain't gonna be Ceorgie-boy
over there, that's for sure.

Are you swanpy? Are you?

Martha, in ny mnd, you are

buried in cement right up to the neck
No, up to the nose. It's nuch quieter
When is your son...?

- What ?

Somret hi ng about your son.

- Son?

- When is your son...?

Where i s your son com ng home?

- Martha, when's our son com ng hone?
- Never m nd.

No, no, | want to know.

You brought it out into the open.
When's he com ng honme, Martha?

| said, never m nd.

|"msorry | brought it up

"Hm up, not "it." You brought him up.
Well, nore or |ess.

When's the little bugger appearing?
Isn't tonorrow his birthday?

| don't want to talk about it.
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- But, Martha...

- |1 don't want to talk about it.

| bet you don't.

She doesn't wanna tal k about it. H m
Martha is sorry she brought it up. Hm
When's the little bugger com ng honme?
Yes, now that you' ve had

the bad taste to bring it up..
...when is the bugger com ng?

George tal ks di sparagingly

about the little bugger because...
Wel |, because he has problens.

What problens has the little bugger got?
Not the little bugger.

Stop calling himthat!

You. You've got problens.

Never heard of anything nore ridicul ous.
- Neither have I.

- Honey. ..

CGeorge's biggest problem

about the little..

About our son.

About our great big son...

...1s that deep down

in the private pit of his gut...
...he is not conpletely sure

that it's his own kid.

My God, you're a w cked woman.

And | told you a million tinmes, baby,
| woul dn't conceive with anyone el se.
- You know t hat, baby.

A deeply wi cked person

- 01, ITy, ITy, ITy

- I"'mnot sure that this is a subject for..

Mart ha's |ying.

| want you to know that right now.
Martha is |ying.

There are few things

| amcertain of anynore

But the one thing in this whole,
sinking world that | amsure of...
...1s nmy partnership,

my chronosonol ogi cal partnership..
...in the creation of our blond-eyed,
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bl ue- haired son

Oh, I'mso gl ad.

- That was a very pretty speech, Ceorge.
- Thank you, Mart ha.

You rose to the occasi on good.

Real good.

- Well. Real well.

- Honey.

- Martha knows. Martha knows better

- That's right.

|"ve been to coll ege

i ke everybody el se.

CGeorge, our son does not have blue hair.
O blue eyes for that matter.

He has green eyes like ne.

- Beautiful, beautiful green eyes.

- He has blue eyes, Martha.

- Green.

- Blue, Martha.

G een, you bastard.

Tut-tut-tut yourself, you old floozy.
He's not a fl oozy.

He can't be a fl oozy.

You're a fl oozy.

Now you just watch yourself.

Al'l right.

l"d |ike another little nipper

of brandy, please.

- | think you've had enough.

- Nonsense.

- W're all ready, | think

- Nonsense.

kay.

George has watery bl ue eyes,

ki nd of m | Kky- bl ue.

Make up your m nd, Martha.

| was giving you the benefit of a doubt.
Daddy has green eyes too.

He does not. He has tiny red eyes.

Li ke a white nouse

In fact, he is a white nouse.

You woul dn't dare say that if

he was here. You're a coward.

You know that great shock of white hair
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and those beady red eyes?

A great big white nouse.

George hates Daddy. Not for anything
Daddy's done to him but for his own...
| nadequaci es?

That's right.

You hit it right on the snout.

Wanna know why t he SOB
hates ny father?

When CGeorge first came to the History
Depart ment about 500 years ago..

... Daddy approved of him

And do you wanna know what | did,

dunmb cluck that | an®

| fell for him

Oh, | like that.

Yes, she did. You should have seen it.
She'd sit outside ny roomat night on
the awn and how and claw at the turf.
| couldn't work, and so | married her.
| actually fell for him

- It. That. There.

- Martha's a romantic at heart.

That | am

| actually fell for him

And the match seened practical too.
For a whil e Daddy thought

Ceorge had the stuff to take over...
...when he was ready to retire.

We both thought that. ..

- Stop it, Martha.

- What do you want ?

- I wouldn't go onif | were you

- You wouldn't? Well, you're not.

You' ve al ready sprung a | eak

about you- know what .

- What ? What ?
- About the little bugger. Qur son.
If you start in on this, | warn you...

- | stand war ned.

- Do we have to go through all this?
So anyway, | married the SOB.

| had it all planned out.

First he'd take over
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the Hi story Departnent. ..

...then when Daddy retired,

t he whol e col | ege.

That was the way it was supposed to be.
Getting angry, baby?

That was the way it was supposed to be.
Al very sinple.

Daddy thought it was a good idea too.
For a while.

Until he started watching

for a couple of years.

You getting angry?

Until he watched for a couple years..
...and started thinking naybe

it wasn't such a good idea after all
That maybe Ceor gi e- boy

didn't have the stuff.

That maybe he didn't have it in him

- Stop it, Martha.

- Like hell, I wll.

You see, Ceorge didn't have much push
He wasn't particularly aggressive.

In fact, he was sort of a flop.

A great big, fat flop.

| said stop it, Martha.

| hope that was an enpty bottle, George.
You can't afford to waste good |iquor.
Not on your sal ary.

Not on an associate professor's salary.
So here | am stuck with this flop...
...this bog in the H story Departnent.
- Oh, go on, Martha.

Who's married

to the president's daughter.

Don't.

- Who's expected to be sonebody.

- W 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?

- A bookworm who's so conpl acent. ..

- W 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
...that he can't make anything

out of hinself.

That doesn't have the guts

to make anybody proud of him

- In the norning
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Wio 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
- Virginia Wolf, Virginia Wolf?
- Al right, George, stop it!

' m gonna be sick. |'mgonna be s
Jesus.

She' Il be all right.

"1l make sone coffee.

- You sure?

- She'll be okay.

|"mreally very sorry.

She really shouldn't drink. She's
Sli m hi pped, as you'd have it.
Where's ny little yum yunf?
Were's Martha?

| think she's going to nmake sone
She. ..

She gets sick quite easily.

Mart ha? No, she hasn't been sick
a day in her life.

Unl ess you count tinme

she spends in the rest hone.

No, no. My wife.

My wife gets sick quite easily.
Your wife is Mart ha.

Why, vyes.

| know.

She doesn't really spend any tine
in a rest hone?

Your wife?

No, yours.

M ne?

Oh, no. No, she..

She doesn't. | woul d.

| mean, if I...

If I were her... She.

- | woul d.

But then I"mnot and so | don't.
|"d like to, though.

It gets pretty bouncy

around here soneti nes.

Yes, |'m sure.

- Your wife throws up a lot, huh?
- | didn't say that.

i ck.

frail.

cof f ee.

| said she gets sick quite easily.
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By "sick," | thought
that you neant she..
It's true, actually.

She does throw up a | ot.
The word is "often.”
Once she starts

there's practically no stopping. | nean...
...she'll go right on for hours.

Not all the tine.

Regul arly.

- You can tell time by her?

- Just about.

May |...?

Oh, sure.

| married her because she was pregnant.
But you said you didn't have

any children when | asked you.

She wasn't really. It was..

...a hysterical pregnancy.

She bl ew up and then she went down.
And when she was up, you married her?
Then she went down.

Bour bon.

Bour bon.

When | was 16...

...and going to prep school,

during the Punic Wars..

...a bunch of us used to go to town
the first day of vacation...
...before we fanned out to our hones.
And in the evening,

this bunch of us would go to a gin mll...

...owned by the gangster father
of one of us...
...and we would drink with the grownups
and listen to the jazz.
And one time, in the bunch of us...
...there was this boy who was 15...
...and he had killed his nother
with a shotgun sone years before.
Accidental ly. Conpletely accidentally...
...W thout even
an unconsci ous notivation..

.1 have no doubt. No doubt at all.
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And this one tine,

this boy went with us...

...and we ordered our drinks.

And when it cane his turn, he said:
“I"l'l have 'bergin.'

G ve ne sone bergin, please.

Bergin and water."

We all | aughed.

He was bl ond and he had the face

of a cherub, and we all | aughed.
And his cheeks went red,

and the color rose in his neck.

The waiter told people

at the next table...

...what the boy had said

and they | aughed. ..

...and then nore people were told
and the |aughter grew. ..

...and nore people, and nore | aughter.
And no one was | aughing nore than us...
...and none of us nore than

t he boy who had shot his nother.
Soon everyone in the gin mll

knew what the | aughter was about. ..
...and everyone started ordering bergin
and | aughi ng when they ordered it.
Soon, of course,

the | aughter becane | ess general..
...but did not subside entirely
for a very long tine.

For always at this table or that...
...soneone woul d order bergin...
...and a whol e new area

of laughter would rise.

We drank free that night.

And we were bought chanpagne

by the nmanagenent.

By the gangster father of one of us.
And, of course,

we suffered next day...

...each of us al one,

on his train away fromthe city...
...and each of us

with a grownup's hangover.
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But it was the grandest day...

...of my. ..

...youth.

VWhat ... ?

What happened to the boy?

The boy who had shot his nother.

| won't tell vyou.

Al right.

The foll owi ng summer on a country road,
with his learner's permt...

...and his father on the front seat to his
right, he swerved to avoid a porcupine..
...and drove straight into a large tree.
He was not Kkilled, of course.

In the hospital, when he was

consci ous and out of danger...

...and when they told him

his father was dead...

...he began to laugh, | have been told.
Hi s | aughter grew and woul d not stop.
And it was not until after

they jammed a needle in his arm..
...not until his consciousness

had slipped away fromhim..

...that his laughter subsided and stopped.
And when he was recovered

fromhis injuries enough. ..

...S0 he could be noved w thout damage
shoul d he struggle..

...he was put in an asylum

That was 30 years ago.

Is he still there?

Oh, yes.

I"'mtold that for these 30 years..
...he has not uttered..

... one sound.

Must be Mart ha.

She' s maki ng cof f ee.

For your hysterical wfe,

who goes up and down.

Went up and down.

Ch, went? And no nore?

No nore. Not hing.

Mart ha doesn't have
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hysterical pregnancies.

My wi fe had one.

Mart ha doesn't have pregnancies at all.
Do you have any ot her Kkids?

Do you have any daughters or anythi ng?
Do we have any what ?

Do you have any...?

| nmean, do you only have the one..
...kid, your son?

No, no, just one.

One boy.

Qur son.

Vel l ..

That' s ni ce.

Yeah, well. ..

...he's a confort.

He's a beanbag.

- A what?

- Beanbag. You woul dn't under st and.
A beanbag!

| heard you. | didn't say | was deaf,
| said | didn't understand.

You didn't say that at all.

| nmeant | was inplying

| didn't understand.

- Chri ssake.

- You're getting testy.

- I'"'msorry.

- Al | said was our son..

...the apple of our three eyes,
Mart ha being a Cycl ops..

Qur son is a beanbag,

and you get testy.

l"'msorry, it's late. I'mtired.
' ve been drinking since 9:00.

M/ wife is vomting.

There's been a | ot of scream ng here.
You get testy, naturally.

Don't worry about it.

Anybody who cones here gets testy.
It's expect ed.

- Don't be upset.

- I'"'mnot upset.

- You're testy.
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- Yes.

I"d like to set you straight

about sonething while we're out here.
- About sonething Martha said.

- Hey!

Har k. Forest sounds.

- Ani mal noi ses.

- Hey!

Oh, well, here's nursie.

We're setting up

W' re having coffee.

|s there anything | should do?

No, you just stay there

and listen to Georgie's side of things.
Bore yourself to death.

You cl ean up the ness

you nmade in here, Ceorge?

No, Mart ha,

| did not clean up the ness | nade.
|'ve been trying for years

to clean up the ness | nade.

Have you been trying for years?
Acconmodat i on, adj ustnent.

Those do seemto be

in the order of things.

Don't put me in the same class with you.
No? No, of course not.

| mean, things are sinpler for you.
You marry a wonman

because she's all bl own up.

Whereas |, in ny clunsy,

ol d-fashi oned way. ..

- There was nore to it than that.

- Sure. Sure.

| bet she has noney too.

Yes.

Yes?

Yes?

- You nean | was right? | hit it?

- el ..

My God, what archery. First try too.
How about that?

- You see..

- There were ot her things.
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- Yes.

- To conmpensate.

- Yes.

- There always are. There al ways are.
Al |l ow ne.

Tell me about your w fe's noney.

- No.

- Ckay, don't.

My father-in-law was a man of the Lord
And he was very rich

- What faith?

- He...

My father-in-1law. ..

...was called by God

when he was 6 or sonet hing.

And he started preaching, and he
bapti zed people, and he saved them.
...and he traveled around a | ot and
he becane pretty fanous. Not |ike...
...sonme of them..

...but pretty fanous.

And when he di ed,

he had a | ot of noney.

- God's noney?

- No, his own.

- What happened to God's noney?

- He spent God's noney. ..

...and saved his own.

Well, | think that's very nice.

Mart ha has noney because

Martha's father's second wfe..

Not Martha's nother,

but after Martha's nother died.

- Was a very old |ady...

...who had warts, who was very rich
She was a witch

She was a good witch, and she married
the white nouse with the tiny red eyes..
...and he nust have nibbled her warts
or sonething like that...
...because she went up in a

puf f of snoke al nost inmmediately.
And all that was left,

apart from some wart nedicine...
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...was a big fat will.

Maybe. . .

Maybe nmy father-in-Ilaw...

...and the witch with the warts

shoul d have gotten together.

Because he was a nouse too.

- He was?

- Sure. Sure.

He was a church nouse.

Your wi fe never nentioned a stepnother.
Well, maybe it isn't true.

You realize that |'ve been

drawi ng you out on this stuff...
...because you're a direct threat to ne
and | want to get the goods on you.

- Sure, sure.

- I've warned you. You stand war ned.

| stand war ned.

You sneaky types worry ne the nost,
you know.

You i neffectual sons of bitches,
you're the worst.

|"m glad you don't believe ne.

After all, you got history on your side.
You got history on your side.

| got biology on m ne.

H story. Biol ogy.

- | know the difference.

- You don't act it.

We deci ded you'd take over the History
Departnment first, then the whol e works.
You know, one step at a tine.

No. What | thought 1'd do is sort of

i nsi nuate nysel f generally, you know.
Find all the weak spots.

Li ke ne.

Becone sort of a fact

and then turn into a..

- A what?

- An inevitability?

Exactly. An inevitability.

Take over a few courses

fromthe ol der nen

Plow a few pertinent w ves.
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Now that's it.

You can shove asi de

all the older nen...

...but until you're plow ng pertinent
W ves you' re not worKking.

That's the way to power. Plow themall.
Yeah.

The way to a man's heart. ..

...the wide, inviting avenue to his job
is through his wfe..

...and don't you forget it.

And 1'll bet your wfe's

got the w dest. ..

...host inviting avenue

on t he whol e canpus.

No, | nean,

her father being president and all.

You bet your historical inevitability.
Yessiree, | just better get her off
into the bushes right away.

Why, you'd certainly better

| al nost think you're serious.

No, baby, you al nost think you're serious
and it scares you.

Me?

- Yes, you.

- You' re kidding.

| wwsh I were. |I'll give you sone

good advice if you want ne to.

Good advi ce? From you? GCh, boy.

You haven't | earned yet.

Take it wherever you can get it.

- Listen to nme now.

- Cone off it.

- I'"'mgiving you good advice now.

- Good Cod.

There's qui cksand here and you'll be

dragged down before you know it.

Sucked down.

You di sgust nme on principle,

and you're a snug son of a bitch...
.but I"'mtrying to give you

a survival kit. Do you hear ne?

| hear you. You comre in |oud.
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Al right.

You want to play it by ear, right?
Everyt hing' s gonna work out anyway
because the tinetable's history, right?
Right. Just tend to your knitting,
grandma. |'11 be okay.

|"ve tried to..

Tried to reach you, to...

- Make contact?

- Yes.

- Conmuni cat e?

- Yes, exactly.

That's touching. That's downri ght
movi ng, that's what that is.

- Up yours.

- \Wat ?

You heard ne.

Honey?

Honey?

Take the trouble

to construct a civilization...
...to build a society based on

the principles of...

- O principle.

- Honey?

You make governnent and art and realize
they are, nust be, both the sane.
You bring things

to the saddest of all points.

To the point

where there is sonething to | ose.
Then all at once,

through all the nusic...
...through all the sensible sounds
of men buil ding. ..

...attenpting, cones the "Dies Irae."
And what is it?

What does the trunpet sound?

Up yours.

Br avo.

Thank you. Thank you.

Here we are.

Alittle shaky, but on our feet.

- It wasn't too bad, really.
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- Put this on.

- I"mnot cold.

- Just put it on, we're |eaving.

- You're what?

- W're | eaving, going hone.

Wait a m nute,

what's been goi ng on here?

- What have you been up to?

- 1'1l get the car.

- 1'1Il call a cab.

- | insist.

- Ceorge.

- Yes, love?

Just what the hel

do you think you're doing?

Now, |et ne see.

| think what 1'mdoing is..
...1"magetting the car to take
our little guests hone.

Well, aren't you going to apol ogi ze?
The road shoul d' ve been straight.
Not that. For making her throw up.
- | did not nake her throw up.

- You certainly did.

- |1 did not.

- Who do you think did, sexy back there?
Thi nk he made his own w fe sick?

- Well, you nmake ne sick
- That's different.
No, now, please. | throw up.

| get sick occasionally all by nyself,
wi t hout reason.

- Is that a fact?

- You're delicate, Honey.

|"ve al ways done it.

- Li ke Big Ben, huh?

- Just watch it.

CGeorge nmakes everybody sick

- When our son was a little boy...

- Don't, Martha.

... he always threw up

because of George.

| said don't.

It got so bad that whenever George cane
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into a room he'd start right in retching.
Qur son used to throw up all the tineg,
wi fe and | over. .

... because you were al ways

fiddling at him

Breaking into his bedroom

ki mono flying, fiddling.

| suppose that's why he ran away
twice in one nonth

Twice in one nonth

Six times in one year.

Qur son ran away from hone

because Martha used to corner him

| never cornered

the son of a bitchin ny life.

He used to run up to ne

when |'d get honme and say:

"Mama's al ways coming at ne."

- Liar. Liar!

- That's the way it was.

She was al ways com ng at him

Very enbarrassi ng.

If it was so enbarrassing,

why are you tal king about it?

- Thank you.

- 1 didn't want to talk about it at all.
Oh, | wish | had sone brandy.

| |ove brandy, | really do.

- Good for you.

- It steadies nme so.

| used to drink brandy.

You used to drink bergin too.

Shut up, Martha.

- What ?

- Not hi ng, not hi ng.

- Did he tell you about that?

- el ..

- Come on, he nust have said sonething.
- Actually, what we did is..

...we sort of danced around a little.

Oh, | love dancing. | really do.
- He didn't nean that.
- Well, | didn't think that he did.

Two grown nen danci ng. Heavens.
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He didn't start in on how

he tried to publish a book..

...and Daddy wouldn't let hinf

Pl ease, Mart ha.

A book? What book?

Pl ease, just a book.

Just a book?

Oh, | ook, danci ng.

- Wiy don't we dance? |1'd | ove danci ng.
- Honey, Honey.

- We're al nost hone.

- | want sone danci ng.

- That's not such a bad idea.

- | love dancing, don't you?

- Wth the right man, yeah

- | dance like the w nd.

- Stop the car. W're goi ng danci ng.
- Mart ha.

- For heaven's sakes.

- Did you hear ne?

Al right, love. Watever | ove wants.
| dance |like the w nd

Well, put one on, will you?

Yes, | ove. How are we gonna

work this, m xed doubl es?

You don't think 1'd dance with you?
Not with himaround, that's for sure.
And not with tw nkle-toes either.
"1l dance with anyone

"1l dance by mnyself

- Honey, you'll get sick again.

- | dance like the w nd.

Wonder f ul

Al'l right, kiddies,

choose up and hit the sack.

Al right, George, cut that out.

- Honey.

- Cut it out, George!

What, Martha? \What ?

Al'l right, you son of a bitch

- What'd you say, |ove?

- It stopped.

Wiy did it stop?

- G ve ne sone change.
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- \Wat ?
- | said give nme sone change.

- No.
Honey. Honey. Honey.
St op that!

You are always at ne

when |' m having a good tine!

- I'"'msorry, Honey.

- Just | eave ne al one.

| like to dance

and you don't want ne to.

- | would like you to dance.

- Just | eave ne al one!

Choose it, Martha. Do your stuff.
You' re damm right.

Hi , sexy.

You wanna dance, angel boobs?

- What'd you call nmy wife?

- Oh, boy.

No, if | can't do ny interpretive dance,
| don't wanna dance at all.

"1l just sit here.

kay, stuff, let's go.

- W'll just sit here and watch.
- That's right.

- Hi.

- H.

You are strong, aren't you?

| like that.

They dance like they've danced before.
It's a fam liar dance, nonkey nippl es,
they both know it.

| don't know what you nean.

| like the way you nove.

- | like the way you nove too.

They |ike the way they nove.

- That's nice.

| " m surprised George didn't tell you
hi s side of things.

- Well, he didn't.

- That surprises ne.

- Does it?

- Aren't they cute?

He usual |y does
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when he gets the chance.

| don't think he trusts ne.

It's really a very sad story.

- Isit?

- Oh, it would make you weep.

You have ugly talents, Martha.

|s that so?

Don't encourage her.

- Encourage ne.

- Go on.

| warned you, don't encourage her.
He warned you.

- Don't encourage ne.

- | heard him Tell me nore.

well. ..

Ceorgi e-boy had lots of big anmbitions...
...in spite of sonething funny

in his past...

...which Georgie-boy here

turned into a novel.

Hs first attenpt and also his |ast.
- Hey, | rhyned. | rhynmed.

- Yeah, yeah, you rhyned. Go on.

| warn you, Martha.

But Daddy took a | ook

at Georgie's novel.

You' re | ooking for a punch in the nouth.
Do tell.

And he was very shocked

by what he read.

- He was?

- Oh, yes, he was.

A novel all about a naughty boy-child.
-1 will not tolerate this.

- Can it.

A naughty boy-child..

...who killed his nother...

...and his father dead!

Stop it, Martha!

And Daddy said, "Look here.

| will not let you

publish such a thing."

- Al right, the dancing's over.

- Viol ence, violence.
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And Daddy said, "Look here, kid.
You don't think for a second |I'm gonna
I et you publish this kind of crap?
Not on your life,

and not while you're teachi ng here.
You publish that

and you're out on your ass."

- Desist, desist.

- Desist.

| will not be made nock of.

He will not be nmade nock of...
...for chrissake.

- I wll not. The gane is over.
- Just i nmagine..
- Yeah.

...a book all about a boy who

murders his nother and kills his father..

...and pretends it's all an accident.
Hey. Hey, wait a mnute.

- You wanna know the clincher?

- Yeah.

You wanna know what

bi g, brave Georgie said to Daddy?
- Yeah. Hey.

- No, no, no.

- Hey, wait a mnute.

- Georgie said, "But, Daddy...

| mean, but, sir,

this isn't a novel at all."

- You will not say this.

- The hell 1 won't. Keep away.
"No, sir, this is no novel at all.
This is the truth.

This really happened to ne.

- 1" kill you.

- It happened.”

Hey.

Vi ol ence!

Vi ol ence, viol ence.

Stop that.

Were are you?

Al'l right. Very quiet now

We'll all be very quiet.

Mur der er
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- That's enough.

- What's the trouble in here?

Honest |y, nothing.

No trouble. Just playing a gane.
well... Wll, we're closing.

One nore round.

Same for everybody. G ve us one nore
round and we'll be on our nerry way.
Al right? Good, good.

Thanks. Thanks.

Well, that's one gane.
What shall we do now?
Cone on.

| nmean, let's think of sonething else.
We played Humiliate the Host.

What should we do now?

- Oh, look...

- Oh, look. On, Iook.

Come on. W nust know ot her ganes,
col | ege-type types |ike us.

- Can't be the limt of our vocabul ary.
- Haven't had enough?

There are ot her ganes.

How about...?

How about Hunp t he Hostess?

How about that?

Wanna play that one?

- Wanna play Hunp the Hostess?

- Cal m down.

O you wanna wait till later,

off in the bushes?

- Hunp the Hostess.

- Just shut up, will you?

You don't wanna play that now Save
that for later. What shall we play now?
- Portrait of a Man Drowni ng.

- I'"'mnot drowning.

You told nme to shut up.

- I'"'msorry.

- No, you're not.

- I"msorry!

Okay. | know what we do.

Now that we're through with
Humiliate the Host for this round...
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...and we don't want to play
Hunp t he Hostess yet...

.1 know what we'll do. How about
alittle round of Get the CGuests?
- How about that? Get the Cuests?
Jesus, Ceorge.
Book- dr opper, chil d-nentioner.
- | don't like these ganes.
We've only had one ganme, we've got to
have another. You can't fly on one.
- Look, anyway, |I...

- Silence!

How will we play Get the CGuests?
- Oh, good Cod.

- You be quiet!

| wonder. | wonder.

Yeah. Yeah.

Mart ha, in her indiscreet way,

told you all about ny first novel.

True or false that there

ever was such a thing.

She told you about ny first novel,

my nmenory book.

| preferred she hadn't,

but that's bl ood under the bridge.

But what Martha didn't do,

didn't tell you...

...what Martha didn't tell us all about
was ny second novel .

No, you didn't know about that, did you?
- True or false? True or false?

- No.

Well, it's an allegory, really. Probably.
It's all about this nice, young couple
who cones out of the Mddle West.

It's a bucolic, you see.

This nice, young couple

conmes out of the Mddle West.

He's bl ond and he's about 30.

And he's a scientist...

A teacher, a scientist.

H s nouse is a wifey thing,

gargl es brandy. ..

Just a minute here.
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This is ny gane.

You' ve had your gane.

| wanna hear this. | |ove stories.
And nousy's father was a holy man, see.
And he ran a traveling clip joint,
and he took the faithful, just took them
- This is famliar.

- No ki ddi ng.

Anyway, blondie and his frau

out of the Plains states cane.

Very funny, GCeorge.

Thank you, Martha. They settled

in atow |ike Nouveau Cart hage.

- | don't think you better go on.

- Do you not?

| love famliar stories.

They're the best.

How right you are. But blondie

was all in disguise as a teacher..

... because his baggage ticket had

bi gger things wit on it: H.I

Hi storical Inevitability.

- There's no reason to go any further.
- Let them go on.

We shall. He had this baggage.

Part of his baggage

was in the formof his nouse.

We don't have to |isten.

- Way not ?

- She has a point.

But nobody could figure out

bl ondi e' s baggage, his nouse.

| mean, here he was Pan- Kansas
swi mm ng chanpi on or sonet hi ng. .
...and he had this nouse.

O whom he was solicitous to a point
that faileth human under st andi ng. .
...given that she was

sonet hing of a sinp.

- Look, this just isn't fair of you.

- Perhaps not. Like | said..

... his nouse tooted brandy i modestly
and spent half her tinme in the upchuck.
- | know t hese peopl e.
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- Do you?

But she was a noney baggage,

anongst ot her things.

Godly nmoney fromthe gol den teeth of
the unfaithful, and she was put up wth.
- | don't like this story.

- And she was put up with.

- Stop, Ceorge.

- Stop?

- Please. Please, don't.
- Beg, baby.

Geor ge.

And now a fl ashback

to how they got marri ed.

- No!

- Yes!

- Why?

- How they got married was this:

The nmouse got all puffed up one day...
...and she went over to blondie' s house
and she stuck out her puff...

...and she said, "Look at ne."

- 1 don't like this.

- Stop it.

"Look at me, I'mall puffed up."

"Ch, ny goodness,"” said blondie.

- And so they were marri ed.

- And so they were marri ed.

- And then? What? And then what?

- And then?

And then the puff went away again

i ke magic.

The puff went away?
Honey, | didn't nean to.
Honestly, | didn't...
You tol d.

- Honey. Baby.

- You couldn't have told them Pl ease.
No. No, you couldn't have told them No.
And that's how you play Get the Quests.

Pl ease. |I'm gonna be sick
- Leave ne alone, 1'm gonna be sick.
- Honey.

You shoul dn't have done that.
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- | hate hypocrisy.
- That was cruel and vicious.
She'll get over it. She'll recover.
- Damaging to ne.
- To you?
- To ne.
- To you?
Yes!
Beautiful. My Cod,
you gotta have a sw ne. ..
.to show you where the truffles are.

Rearrange your alliances.
Look around and nmake the best of things.
Put your wife in the car.
| " ve had enough rides tonight.
W' Il wal k home.
That's right,
you go plan sone new strategy.
- You're gonna regret this.
- No doubt. | regret everything.
- No, | nean I'l|l nake you regret this.
- Go clean up the ness.
You just wait, mster.
- Very good, Ceorge.
- Thank you, Mart ha.
- Really good.
- I'"'mglad you enjoyed it.
| mean, you did a good job.
You really fixed it.
That's the nost life
you' ve shown in a long tine.
You bring out the best in ne, baby.
You really are a bastard.
That's all right for you, you can
go around |i ke a hopped-up Arab...

. sl ashing at everything,
scarring up half the world if you want...

.but let sonebody else try it? Ch, no.
- You m serable...
Way, baby, | did it all for you.
| thought you'd like it, sweetheart.
It's to your taste,
bl ood, carnage and all.
| thought you'd sort of get excited.
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Sort of heave and pant and come running
at me, your nmel ons bobbling.

You have really screwed up, Ceorge.

- Cone on, Mart ha.

- | nmean it. You really have.

You can sit, gin running out of

your mnouth. You can humliate ne.

You can tear nme to pieces all night.
That's perfectly okay.

- You can stand it.

- | cannot stand it!

You can stand it. You married me for it!
That's a desperately sick lie.

Don't you know it even yet?

Mart ha.

- My arm has gotten tired whipping you.
- You' re nmad.

- Year after year.

- Del uded, Mart ha.

- Del uded.

- It's not what | wanted.

| thought at |east you were

onto yourself. | didn't know.

- Onto nyself.

- No. You're sick.

"1l show you who's sick

"1l show you who's sick

Al right, Martha.

- 1"l show you

- Show you. 'l show. ..
- Stop it! Stop it!

Oh, boy.

You really are having

a field day, aren't you?
Well, I'"mgonna finish you
before I'm through with you.
You and that quarterback?
You both gonna finish me?

Before I'"mthrough with you, you'll w sh
you died in that autonobile, you bastard.
And you'll w sh you never

menti oned our son.
- | warned you.
- I'"'minpressed.
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- | warned you not to go too far.

- I"mjust beginning.

| " m nunbed enough so | can take you

when we're alone. | don't |isten anynore.
If I do listen | sift everything

so | don't really hear...

...which is the only way to nmanage it.
But you' ve taken a new tack

in the last century or two...

...which is just too nuch. Too nuch.

| don't mnd your dirty underthings in
public. | do, but I've reconciled to that.
- You nove into your own fantasy worl d.
- You're nuts.

- Well, you have.

- Nut s!

You can go on saying that...

Have you ever |istened

to your sentences?

You' re so convol ut ed,

that's what you are

You talk Iike you're witing

one of your stupid papers.

Actually, I'mrather worried about you.
About your m nd.

Don't you worry about ny m nd,

sweet heart.

- 1"l think I'll have you commtted.
- You what ?

| think 1'Il have you conm tt ed.

Baby, aren't you sonet hi ng?

|"ve got to find a way to get at you
You' ve got at ne.

You don't have to do anything, Ceorge.
A thousand years of you

has been quite enough.

You'll go quietly then?

Do you wanna know what's happened?
Do you wanna know

what's really happened?

It snapped. Finally. Not ne, it.

The whol e arrangenent.

Boy, you can go on forever and ever.
Everything i s manageabl e.
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You make all sorts of excuses:

To hell with it, thisis life.

Maybe tonmorrow he'll be dead.

Maybe tonorrow you' Il be dead.

Al'l sorts of excuses.

Then one day. ..

...one night, sonething happens

and, snap...

...1t breaks and you just don't

gi ve a damm anynore

| tried with you, baby. | really tried.
Conme off it, Martha.

| really tried.

You're a nonster. You are.

|"mloud and |'mvul gar..

...and | wear the pants in the house
because sonebody's got to.

But | amnot a nonster. |'m not!

You're a spoiled, self-indul gent,

Wi llful, dirty-m nded, |iquor-riddled..
Snap. It went snap.

| am not gonna try to

get through to you anynore.

There was a second back there.

There was a second

when | coul d've gotten through to you
When maybe we coul d' ve cut

through all this crap.

But it's past.

And I'"mnot going to try.

Once a nonth, Mart ha.

|"ve gotten used to it.

Once a nonth we get

M sunder st ood Mart ha. .

...the good-hearted girl

beneat h t he barnacl es.

The little mss that the touch of kindness
will bring to bl oom agai n.

| believed it nore tinmes than |'d admt.
| hate thinking I'mthat nmuch of a sucker
But | don't believe you.

| just don't believe you.

There is no nonent, no nonent anynore
when we coul d come together
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Maybe you're right. You can't

conme together wth nothing..

...and you' re not hi ng.

Snap.

| | ooked at you tonight

and you weren't there.

| finally snapped.

And |'m gonna how it out. And |I'm

not gonna give a dam what | do.

And |' m gonna nmake the bi ggest

goddamm expl osi on you' ve ever heard.
Try and I'll beat you at your own gane.
- Is that a threat, George?

- That's a threat, Mrtha.

You're gonna get it, baby.

Be careful, Martha, I'll rip you to pieces.
You' re not man enough.

You haven't the guts.

Total war?

Tot al .

Ch, cone on, Martha.
No. No. No.

Bel | s.

| " ve been hearing bells.

Bel I s ringing.

Bel I s ringing.

|"ve been hearing bells.

- Jesus.

- And | couldn't sleep for the bells.
They woke ne up.

What tinme is it?

Don't bot her ne.

Bel | s.

| was asl eep.

And | was dream ng of sonething..
...and | heard the sounds com ng,
and | didn't know what it was...
...and it frightened ne.

- It was so cold. The w nd..

- 1" mgonna get you, Martha.

- The wind was so col d.

- Sonmehow, Mart ha.

And there was soneone there,

and, oh, | didn't want soneone there.
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| was naked.

You don't know

what's going on, do you?

| don't wanna know.
Listen to them

- | don't want to.

- Look at them

| don't want to. Please |eave ne al one.
No. | just...

| don't want any children.

| don't want any children, please.
I"mafraid. | don't wanna be hurt.
Pl ease. Pl ease.

- | should have known.

- \Wat ?

Does the stud you married

know about it?

About what? Stay away.

How do you make your

secret little nurders? Pills?

You got a secret supply of pills?
Apple jelly? WII power?

- | feel sick.

- Gonna throw up?

Where is he? | want ny husband.

| want a drink.

- That's right, go at it!

- | want sonet hi ng!

You know what's goi ng on up there,
l[ittle mss?

| don't wanna know anyt hi ng.

You | eave ne al one.

- Who rang?

- What ?

What were the bells? Wi rang?

- He's up there and you ask who rang?
- Who rang? Soneone rang.

- Soneone. ..

- Rang.

Sonmeone rang.

- Yes.

- Bells rang.

- Yes, the bells rang and it was soneone..

- Sonebody.
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Sonebody.

Sonebody rang.

Bells rang and it was sonebody. ..
Wth. ..

|"ve got it.

|'ve got it, Martha.

It was a nessage.

And t he nessage was. .

...our son..

It was a nessage. The bells rang...
...and it was a nessage,

and it was about...

...our son.

And the nessage was. ..

And t he nessage was. .

...our son..
...1s dead.

- Oh, no.

Qur son is dead and Martha
doesn't know. | haven't told her.

- Qur son is dead. Martha doesn't know.
- Oh, Cod.

- And you're not gonna tell her.

- Your son is dead.

"1l tell her nyself.

In good tine, I'Il tell her nyself.
' m gonna be sick.

Are you? That's ni ce.

- 1" mgonna die.

- Good, good. Go right ahead.

Mart ha.

Mart ha, | have sone..

...terrible news.

It's about our son.

He' s dead.

Do you hear ne, Martha?

Qur boy is dead.

Hey.

Hey!

Ceor ge?

Wiere the hell is everybody?

Ceor ge?

"Il give you bastards five to conme out
from wherever you're hiding!
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Ceor ge.

Ceor ge!

By God, you've gone crazy too.

| said, you' ve gone crazy too.

Pr obabl y.

Pr obabl y.

You' ve all gone crazy.

| cone downstairs and what happens?
What happens?

M wife's in the can with a |iquor bottle
and she wi nks at ne.

W nks at ne.

She's never wunk at you?

What a shane.

She's lying down on the floor,

on the tiles, all curled up.

And she starts peeling the |abel

on the liquor bottle, the brandy bottle.
Maybe she'd be

nore confortable in the tub

And | ask her what she's doing

and she goes:

"Nobody knows |'m here."

And | conme down here..

...and you're stunbling around
going "clink" for God's sake.

- You' ve all gone crazy.

- Yeah.

Sad but true.

Where i s your husband?

He is vani shed.

You're all crazy.

Nut s.

"Tis the refuge we take

when the unreality of the world...
...Sits too heavy on our tiny heads.
Rel ax. Sink into it.

You're no better than anybody el se.
| think I am

Well, you're certainly a flop

in sone departnents.

What' d you say?

| said you certainly are a flop
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in sone departnents.

|"msorry you' re di sappoi nt ed.

Maybe soneti e

when | didn't drink for 10 hours.
Baby, you sure are a flop.

Boy, you're sonething. You know that?
| nmean, you're really sonething.
Boy, you know, to you...

To you, everybody's a fl op.

Your husband's a flop, I'ma fl op.
You're all flops. | amthe earth nother
and you are all flops.

| di sgust ne.

You know. . .

...there's only been one man in ny
whole |ife who's ever made ne happy.
You know t hat? One.

That the gyminstructor or sonething?
No, no, no.

Ceor ge.

- My husband.

- You' re kidding.

- Am1?

- You nust be. HinP

- Yeah.

- Sure, sure.

You don't believe it.

Why, of course | do.

You al ways deal on appearances?

Oh, for God's sake.

CGeorge, who is out sonewhere

there in the dark.

Wio is good to ne. Whom | revile.
Who can keep | earning the ganes we
play as quickly as | can change them
Who can nmake nme happy

and | do not wi sh to be happy.

Yes, | do wish to be happy.

George and Mart ha.

- Sad, sad, sad.

- Sad.

Wom | wll not forgive

for having cone to rest.

For having seen nme and havi ng sai d:
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"Yes, this will do."

Who has made the hideous, the hurting..
...the insulting m stake of |oving ne.
And nust be punished for it.

CGeorge and Mart ha.

Sad, sad, sad.

Sad, sad, sad.

Soneday. . .

Sonme ni ght, sone stupid

liquor-ridden night I wll go too far.
"1l either break the man's back or 1"l
push himoff for good, which | deserve.
| don't think he's got

a vertebra intact.

Ch, you don't, huh?

You don't think so?

Oh, little boy.

You' ve got yourself so hunched over

t hat m crophone. ..

M cr oscope.

Yeah. And you don't see anyt hing,

do you?

You see everything

but the goddamm m nd.

You see all the specks and the crap,
but you don't see what goes on, do you?
- Al right, now.

- You know so little.

And you' re gonna take over

the world, huh?

| said, all right.

The stallion's mad, huh?

The gelding's getting all upset, huh?
Boy, you swing wild, don't you?

- You poor little bastard.

- Ht out at everything.

Go answer the door.

What' d you say to nme?

| said, go answer the door

Wat are you, deaf?

You want nme to go answer the door?
That's right, |unkhead,

go answer the door.

Must be somet hing you do well.
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You too drunk to do that too?
There's no need for you to..
Answer it!
You be houseboy
around here for a while.
You can start in being
houseboy right now.
Look, lady, I"'mno flunky to you.
Sure, you are.
You're anbitious, aren't you?
You didn't cone back here wth ne
out of mad, driven passion, did you?
You were thinking a little bit
about your career, weren't you?
Well, you can just houseboy your way
up the | adder for a while.
- There's no limt to you, is there?
- No, baby, none. Go answer the door.
Go on, get!
Aim ess. Want on.
Now, you just do as you're told.
You show ol d Mart ha
t here's sonet hing you can do.
" mcom ng, for chrissake!
Wonderful . Marvel ous.
Just a gigolo, everywhere | go
Stop that!
Sorry, baby.
Now, you go answer the little door, huh?
Chri st.
Ch, how | ovel y.
Why, sonny, you cane hone
for your birthday at |ast.
Stay away from ne.
- That's the houseboy, for God's sake.
- Really?
That's not our owmn little sonny, Jin®
Qur own all-Anerican
sonet hi ng or ot her?
| certainly hope not.
He's been acting awful funny if he is.
"1l bet. Chippy, chippy, chippy, huh?
Mar t ha. .
.1 brung these flowers..
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...because | ... Because you..

Hel |, Martha, gee.

Pansi es, rosemary, violets.

My weddi ng bouquet.

Vell, if you two kids don't m nd,
"Il just get ny wife...

You stay right where you are.

Make ny hubby a dri nk.

| don't think I wll.

No, Martha, no. That would be too nuch
He's your houseboy, baby, not m ne.

| " m nobody' s houseboy!

- Now.

- Now.

- |''m nobody' s houseboy now

- 1" m nobody' s houseboy now

- Vicious.

- Children? That right?

Vicious children with their sad ganes
hopscotching their way through Iife?
Sonething |ike that.

Screw, baby.

Hmcan't. Hmtoo full of booze.
Real | y? Here! Dunp these in some gin
VWat a terrible thing to do

to Martha's snapdragons.

I s that what they are?

Yep. And | went by noonlight to Daddy's
greenhouse to pick themfor her.
There is no noon.

| saw it go down fromthe bedroom
From t he bedr oonf?

Well, there is a noon.

There is no goddamm noon,

t he noon went down.

That may be, chastity,

but it cane back up

Bul | '!

Once when | was sailing past Mjorca,
t he moon went down...

...thought about it for a while,

and then, pop, cane up again.

That is not true. That is such a lie.
You nust not call everything a lie,

Page 60/ 73



Mart ha. Must she?

| don't know when you people are |ying.
- You're damm right.

- You're not supposed to.

Ri ght .

- | was sailing past Mjorca..

- You never sailed past Mjorca.

- Mart ha.

- You were never. ..

...in the Mediterranean at all, ever!
My nmomry and daddy took ne

as a col |l ege-graduation present.

- Nuts.

- Was this after you killed thenf

May be.

Yeah. And naybe not too.

- Jesus.

- Truth and il lusion.

Who knows the difference, eh, toots?
Houseboy?

- I"'mnot a houseboy.

- You don't nmake it in the sack..
...you' re a houseboy.

- | amnot a houseboy!

Then you nust have made it, yes? Yes?
Sonebody' s |ying around here,

not playing the gane straight.
Who' s | yi ng? Martha?

Tell himl'mnot a houseboy.

No, you're not a houseboy.

So be it.

Truth and illusion, George.

You don't know the difference.
No, but we nust carry on

as though we did.

Amen.

- Snap went the dragons.
- Thank you.

- Skipit.

- | said, snap went the dragons!
- Yeah, yeah, we know.

- Shap.

Don't, GCeorge!

- Snap.
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- Don't do that.

- Shut up, stud.

- I"'mnot a stud.

Snap. Then you're a houseboy.

VWhich is it? Which are you?

- Snap.

- Does it matter to you, George?

Snap. No, actually it doesn't.

Either way |'ve had it.

Stop throwi ng those damm things at ne!
- Either way. Snap.

- Shall | do sonething to hinf

You | eave hi m al one.

- Wiich are you, baby, houseboy or stud?
- For God's sake.

- Snap.

- Truth or illusion, George?

Doesn't it matter to you at all?

Snap. You got your answer, baby?

CGot it.

You just gird your blue-veined loins, girl.
There's one nore gane to play.

It's called Bringing up Baby.

Oh, for Lord's sake.

| don't want a fuss. Don't want

any scandal around here, do you?

You want to keep to your tinetable?
Then sit!

And you, pretty mss, you |like fun and
games? You're a sport fromway back

- Al right, George. Al right.

- Good, good. But we're not all here.
You... You, you, you.

Your little wifelet isn't here.

Look, she's had a rough night...

W can't play w thout everybody here.
W gotta have your little wife.

Cut that!

You just get off your butt

and bring that little dip back in here.
Now be a good puppy, go fetch

Fet ch, good puppy. Go fetch

One nore gane.

| don't |ike what's gonna happen.
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Do you know what it is?

No. But | don't like it.

- Maybe you will, Martha.

- No.

It's a real fun gane.

No nore ganes.

One nore, Martha. One nore gane
and t hen beddy- bye.

Everybody pack up his tools

and baggage and stuff and go hone.
And you and ne...

...well, we're gonna clinb
them wel | -worn stairs.

Ch, no, George, no.

Yes, baby.

- No, Ceorge. Please, no.

- 1t'Il all be done before you know it.
- No.

- No clinb stairs with Georgie?

No nore ganes. It's ganes | don't want,
Ceorge. No nore ganes, please.

Ch, sure, you do. Original gane gir
and all. O course you do.

No, George, please. | don't...

Don't you touch ne!

Keep your paws clean

for the undergraduates.

Listen to nme, Marthal

You' ve had yoursel f an eveni ng.

You' ve had quite a night.

You can't stop when there's enough

bl ood in your nouth. We're going on.

"' m having at you, and your performance
will look Iike an Easter pageant.

CGet yourself alittle alert.

- Get sone life in you

- Stop that!
Pul | yoursel f together
On your feet. I'mgonna knock you

around and | want you up for it.

Al'l right, George. What do you want?
- An equal battle, baby.

- You'll get it.

- | want you mad. Get madder.
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- I"'mmd. Don't worry about it!
Good girl.

W' |l play this one to the death.
- Yours?

- You'll be surprised.

- Here cone the tots. Be ready.

- I'"'mready for you.

- H p, hop. H p, hop. H p, hop.

- Here we are.

- Are you a bunny, Honey?

- I'"'ma bunny, honey.

- Well, now, how s the bunny?

- Bunny funny.

- Bunny funny. Good for bunny.

- Cone on.

Honey funny bunny.

- Oh, for chrissake.

- Al right, here we go.

Last gane. Al sit.

Sit down, Martha.

This is a civilized gane.

Just get on with it.

Now, | think we've been having a real
good evening, all things considered.
We've got to know each ot her

and we've had fun and ganes.

- Curl Up on the Floor, for exanple.
- The tiles.

The tiles. Snap The Dragon.

- Peel the Label!

- Peel... Peel the what?

Label . Peel the Label.

| peel |abels.

We all peel |abels, sweetie.

When you get through the skin,

and t hrough the nuscle...

...and sl osh aside the organs, down to
t he bone, you know what you do?

- No.

- When you get down to the bone...
...you aren't all the way.

Sonmet hing's inside the bone.

The marrow.

That's what you got to get at.
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- Oh, | see.

- The marrow.

But bones are resilient,

especially in the young.

Now, take our son..

- Who?

- Qur son. Martha's and ny little joy.
- George?

- Yes, Martha?

Just what are you doi ng?

- Wuy, I'mtal king about our son.

- Well, don't.

But | want to.

It's inportant we tal k about him
You, my dear, you want to hear about
our bouncy boy, don't you?

- \Whonf?

- Martha's and ny son.

- You have a chil d?

- Oh, yes, indeed, do we ever.

- WIIl you tal k about himor shall [1?
- Don't.
Alrighty, well, now, let's see.

He's nice, in spite of his honme life.
Most ki ds would grow up neuroti c,
Mart ha carrying on the way she does.
Sleeping till 4 in the p.m

Clinmbing all over the poor bastard..
...trying to break the bathroom door
to wash himin the tub when he's 16.
Draggi ng strangers

to the house at all hours.

- Ckay, you.

- Martha?

- That's enough.

- Wll, do you want to take over?
Whay woul d anyone want to wash
sonmebody who's 16 years ol d?

- Oh, for chrissake, Honey.

- Well, why?

Because it's her baby- poo.
Al right.

Qur son, you want our son?
You'l'l have it.
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Do you want a drink?

Yes.

We don't have to hear about it

if you don't want to.

Who says so0? You in a position

to set the rules around here?

No.

Good boy. You'll go far.

Al right, Martha. Your recitation, please.
What ?

- Qur son...

- Al right.

Qur son.

Qur son was born in a Septenber night,
a night not unlike tonight...
...though tonorrow. ..

...and 16 years ago.

See, | told you

- It was an easy birth.

- No, you | abored. How you | abored.
It was an easy birth.

Once it had been...

...accepted.

- Rel axed into.

- That's better.

It was an easy birth,

once it had been accepted.

And | was young.

And he was heal t hy. ..

...a red, bawing child.

Mart ha thi nks she saw himat delivery.
Wth slippery, firmlinbs.

And a full head of black, fine, fine hair.
VWhich only later...

Later it becane...

...blond as the sun.

Qur son.

He was a healthy child.

And | had wanted a child.

Oh, | had wanted a child.

A son? Daughter?

A chi | d!
A chil d.
| had ny child.
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- Qur child.
- Qur child.
And we raised him
Yes, we did. W raised him
And he had green eyes.
Such green, green eyes.
Bl ue, green, brown.
And he | oved the sun
And he was tan
before and after everyone.
And in the sun..
...his hair becane...
...fleece.
Fl eece?
Beautiful, beautiful boy.
So beautiful, so w se.
Al truth being relative.
It was true.
Beautiful, w se, perfect.
There's a real nother talking.
| want a child.
- Honey.
- | want a child.
On principle?
| want a child. | want a baby.
O course, this perfection could not |ast.
Not with Ceorge.
- Not wth George around.
There, you see, | knew she'd shift.
Be still.
Sorry, Mot her.
Can't you be still?
Not with George around. A drowning nman
t akes down those nearest, and he tried.
And, oh, God, how | fought him
God, how | fought him
The one thing..
.l tried to carry pure and unscat hed
t hrough the sewer of our marriage..
...through the sick nights
and the pathetic, stupid days...
...through the derision and the |aughter.
Ch, God, the |aughter.
Through one failure after another.
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Each attenpt nore nunbing,

nore si ckening than the one before.
The one thing, the one person

| tried to protect...

...to raise above the mre of this vile,
crushing marri age. ..

...the one light in all this

hopel ess dar kness, our son!

Stop it!

Stop it!

- Just stop it.

- Why, baby? Don't you like it?

- You can't do this.

- Who says?

- | say.

- Tell us why, baby.

No.

- Is this gane over?

- Yes, it's over.

Oh, no. No, not by a |long shot.
|'ve got a surprise for you, baby.
It's about sonny Jim

- No nore, Ceorge.

- Yes.

Leave her be.

- I"'mrunning this show

Sweet heart. ..

...I'mafraid |I've got

some bad news for you

For both of us, | nean.

Sone rat her sad news.

What is this?

Well, Martha, while you were busy,
while the two of you were busy...
| don't know where,

but you nust have been sonewhere.
Wil e you were busy for a while...
...mssy and | were having a little talk.
You know, a chaw and a tal k.

And t he doorbell rang.

- Chi ned.

- Chi ned.

And. .

well, Martha, |I..
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- It's hard for ne to tell you

- Tell me.

Pl ease don't.

Tel | nme.

Vell, what it was, it was good old
Western Union, sone little boy about 70.
- Crazy Billy?

- Yes, Martha, that's right. Crazy Billy.
And he had a telegramand it was for us.
| have to tell you about it.

Wiy didn't they phone it? Wiy did they
bring 1t? Wiy didn't they tel ephone it?
Sone tel egrans

you have to deliver Martha.

Sone tel egrans you cannot phone.

What do you nean?

Mar t ha. .

- | can hardly bring nyself to say it.
- Don't.

- You want to do it?

- No, no, no.

Al right.

Well, Martha, |I'mafraid our boy

isn't coming home for his birthday.

- O course he is.

- No, Martha.

- O course heis. | say he is.

- He can't.

- He is. | say...

- Mart hal

Qur son..

U = S

... dead.

He was killed late in the afternoon...
...on a country road

wth his learner's permt.

He swerved to avoid a porcupi ne

and drove straight into...

You can't do that.

- Alarge tree.

- You cannot do that!

- Oh, ny Cod.
- | thought you should know.
- No. No.
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You cannot do that!

You can't decide these things

for yourself.

| will not let you do that.

Have to | eave around noon, | suppose.

| will not |et you decide these things.
There are natters of identification,
arrangenents to be made.

You can't do this!

| won't let you do this!

- CGet your hands off ne!

- | haven't done anything.

Now, you listen to ne. Qur son is dead!
- Can you get that through your head?

- Let go of ne!

Listen carefully. W got a tel egram
There was a car accident and he's dead!
Just like that! Now, how do you like it?
No!

Let her go now. She'll be all right.
No.

No. He is not dead.

He is not dead.

He i s dead.

You cannot. ..

You cannot deci de.

He hasn't deci ded anything, | ady.

It's not his doing.

He doesn't have the power.

That's right. I'"'mnot a god. | don't have
any power over life and death, do I?

- You can't kill him

- Lady.

- You can't let himdie!

- Lady, pl ease.

You can't.

There was a tel egram Mart ha.
Show it to me. Show nme that tel egram
| ate it.

What did you just say to nme?

| ate it.

Good for you, Martha.

That's the way to treat her

at atime like this? Making a joke?
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Did | eat the telegramor not?

Yes, you ate it. | watched you

and you ate it all down.

- Like a good boy.

- Li ke a good boy, yes.

You're not gonna get away with this.

You know t he rul es,

Mart ha, for God's sake.

- No.

- What are you two tal king about?

-1 can kill himif I want to.

- He is our child.

Yes, you bore him

It was a good delivery.

He is our child.

And | have killed him

- No.

- Yes.

Oh, ny God, | think I understand this.

- Do you?

- Chny God, | think I understand this.

Good for you, buster.

Oh, ny God, | think I understand this.

You've no right. You' ve no right at all

| have the right, we never spoke about it.

| could kill himany time | wanted to.

VWhy? Why?

You broke our rule, Martha.

You nmentioned him

You nentioned himto sonebody el se.

- |1 did not.

- Yes, you did.

Who? Who?

To me, you nentioned himto ne.

| forget.

Sonetinmes when it's night and it's

| ate and everybody el se is talking...
.1 forget and | want to nention him

But I hold on. | hold on.

But |1've wanted to so often

Oh, Ceorge, you've pushed it.

There was no need,

there was no need for this.

| nmentioned him all right?
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But you didn't have

to push it over the edge.
You didn't have to kill him
Anmen.

You didn't have to have himdie.

That wasn't needed.

It's dawn.

| think the party's over.
You coul dn't have any?

We coul dn't.

We coul dn't.

Hone to bed, children.

It's way past your bedtine.

Honey.

Yes?

You two go now.
- Yes.

- Yes.

- 1'dlike to..
- Good ni ght.
You want anyt hi ng?
No. Not hi ng.

Al right.

Time for bed.
Yes.

- Tired?

- Yes.

| am

Yes.

Sunday t onorr ow.
Al | day.

Yes.

Dd you...?

D d you have to?
Yes.

It was. ..

You had to?

Yes.

| don't know
- It was tine.

- Was it?
Yes.

" m col d.
It's |ate.
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Yes.

It will be better.

| don't know.

It wll be. Maybe.

" m not sure.

No.

Just us?

Yes.

- You don't suppose maybe. ..

- No.

Yes.

No.

- You all right?

- Yes.

No.

Wio 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
Virginia Wolf, Virginia Wolf?
| am George.

W 's afraid of Virginia Wolf?
| am GCeorge.

| am
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