in bis early forties. Gross is the word for him. BILLIE is breath-
takingly beautiful and breathtakingly simple.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. (Prowdly.) Here we are! (BROCK and
BILLIE are looking around. BILLIE wears 4 mink coal and carries
another. Also a large box of candy and an armful of movie maga-
zines. BROCK is impressed by the room, but tries to conceal it. HE
sees PAUL, but does not particularly notice hin.)

BROCK. (Without enthusiasm. Crossing R. o fireplace.) 1t's all
right. (BILLIE stands in front of chair R. of main door. EDDIE takes
BROCK’S coat and hat and puts them on chair at fireplace.)
ASSISTANT MANAGER. (Pointing off R.) Service wing. (Pointing
off L.) Terrace. (Going toward staircase.) And the bedchambers
are right this way. (HE goes #p. BILLIE follows. EDDIE is unpack-
ing botitles of liquor from leather box and putting them on side-
board U.R. PAUL is still present. BROCK crosses 10 sofa, sits and
takes off one shoe.)

pAUL. (A step forward to ®. of sofa, extending his hand.) Hello,
Mt. Brock.

BROCK. (Brusquely, ignorin PAUL'S hand.) How are ya? (HE turns
query, 18 g y

away. PAUL shrugs and leaves. BROCK removes his other shoe. A

sudden glance at door.) Who the hell was that?

EDDIE. Search me. _

sroCK. What kinda a joint is this, people in and outa your place
all the time? (ASSISTANT MANAGER returns.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. Mrs. Brock seems delighted with the bed-
chambers.

BROCK. It's not Mrs. Brock! (FIRST BELLHOP (omeés down and
EDDIE fips him as he reaches first step.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. (A gulp.) Isee.

prock, All right Just don’t get noscy. (FIRST BELLHOP closes
main doors and goes.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. Not at all.

BROCK. There ain't no Mrs, Brock except my mother and she’s
dead.

ASSISTANT MANAGER. I see.

BROCK. ( Snapping fingers. To eopie.) Eddie! . .. Take care of 'im.
(ASSISTANT MANAGER fUrfis {0 EDDIE. EDDIE comes over, reaches
into pockes, takes out roll of bills. Looks at BROCK. THEY reach a
swift, silent, understanding as 1o how much, EDDIE hands ASSIST-
ANT MANAGER two ten dollar bills.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. (T EDDIE.) Thank you. (Then, to BROCK.)
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That is, thank you. So much. (SECOND BELLHOF comes down,
EDDIE Zips him as be goes.)

BROCK. (Lowd and fast.) All right, all right. Just listen. Anybody
works in this room just tell "im to do it good and do it quick and
nobody'll get hurt, I'm a big tipper, tell "em, and I don't like a
Jotta people around all the time and I don’t like to wait for nothin’.
I ain’t used to it. ‘

ASSISTANT MANAGER. I'm sure everything will be just that, Mr.
Brock. (HE bows, low.)

BROCK. (With a backband wave.) Okay! Knock off! (ASSISTANT
MANAGER i5 caught at the bottom of bis bow. Straightens up, awk-
wardly.)

ASSISTANT MANAGER. Thank you wery much, Mr. Brock. (HE
leaves.)

BROCK. (Rising and shouting.) Billie! (Buzzer sounds.)

BILLIE. (Appearing on balcony, echoing his tone.) What?
BROCK. (Indicating room.) Not bad, huh?

piLLIE. (Without enthusiasm, circling ottoman.) 1t's all right.
(EDDIE crosses L. ¢o door.) :
BROCK. (Sore.) All right, she says! You know what this place
costs a day?

BILLIE. (Still moving.) Two thisty-five. You told me. (SHE leaves,
with a bored wave of ber hips. BROCK. walks back to sofa and sits.
Takes off tie. EDDIE opens door. ED DEVERY comes in, slightly
drunk.) -

pevERY. Hello, Eddie.

£ppiE. Hello. (About ED DEVERY. Thirty yeats ago, when he was
secretary to a great Supreme Court Justice, be was known as a young
man destined for greatness. The white star shone clearly on his
forehead. Fifteen years later, be was still so known exceps to him-
self. HE knew then that he bad lost bis way. Now everyone knows.
They speak of bis past brilliance in law and charitably forges that
be now bas but one client, HARRY BROCK, who might have difp-
culty in finding a reputable lawyer 1o serve bhim. But ED DEVERY i§
past caring. Brock represents over $100,000 4 year, which buys
plenty of the best available Scotch. HE puts his bat and briefcase
on chair R. of door.) .

pEVERY. (To BROCK, a5 he comes down into room.) Welcome to
our city.

BROCK. Yeah.

gopik. (Following DEVERY.) Say, 1 got this ticket to be fixed.
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- (Reaches into bis pocket, searching for it.)

DEVERY. (Annoyed.) What's it about?

EDDIE. Ah, some louse just as we blew into town. Here. (Hands
over pink traffic summons.)

pEVERY. (Lowd because irritated) 1 should like to impress one
thing on your non-existent intellect—the fact that I am a lawyer
does not mean that I own the law.

EDDIE. (Outraged innocence.) What'd I do? What'd 1do?
DEVERY. (Resigned.) All right. I'll see what I can manage. (Takes
deep, weary breath, puts traffic ticket in pocket. EDDIE goes fo Side-
board.)

BROCK. (T0 DEVERY.) You plastered again?

DEVERY. (With a smiling little shake of his head.) Still.

BROCK. ] told you I got a couple things can’t wait.

DEVERY. Don’t worry about me, massa, I can see a loophole at
twenty paces.

BROCK. What'd we make out?

DEVERY. (Crossing L. fo BROCK.) . . . going to be all right. May
cost slightly more than we estimated, but no cause for alarm.
BROCK. (Suspicious.) How much more?

DEVERY. It's negligible.

BROCK. Why more?

DEVERY. Supply and demand, Harry. Crooks are becoming rare in
these parts. Therefore they come high. Don’t worry.

BROCK. What do you mean, don't worry? This kinda stuff ain’t
deductible, y'know.

DEVERY. (Thinks a moment, smiling, then crossing c.s.) I'm not
so sure. Perhaps we should make a trial issue of it. (As though
dictating.) “'Item: one bribe, $80,000."”

BROCK. (Ontraged.) Eighty? (Phone rings.)

DEVERY. (Turning to BROCK.) What's the matter? (EDDIE crosses
to phone.)

BROCK. You said—uh—negligible.

DEVERY. . . . figured fifty, didn’t we?

EDDIE. (Answering phone.) Yeah?

Brock. (To DEVERY.) You're very handy with my dough, you
know it?

EDDIE. (On phone.) . . . Yeah, he is. Who wants 'im? . . . Wait
a second. (To DEVERY.) Some guy for you. Verrall. (BROCK chews
on match-stick petulantly.)

DEVERY. (Going to phone.) Thanks. (Takes phone from EDDIE.
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EDDIE fakes BROCK'S coat and hat, and bis own suitcase into serv-
ice wing. DEVERY, into phone.) How are you, Paul?...Good . ..
How's the crusade business? (He laughs at PAUL'S reply.) - . .
Surc, any time now. Sooner the better. Fine. . . . See you. . ..
(Hangs up.)

BROCK. What's all that?

pEVERY. Paul Verrall. I told you about him.

Brock. I don’ remember no Verrall.

DEVERY. (Crossing to BROCK.) He'sa writer. New Republic. Wants
an interview. Smart boy. He's just back from a long time in Europe
with lots of ideas and lots of energy.

BROCK. 1 don’ wanna talk to no writers. I gotta get shaved.
pEVERY. 1 think you'd better talk to this one.

BROCK. What's so important ?

DEVERY. Just do it.

BROCK. Why?

pEVERY. This is one of the few fellows in Washington to look out
for. Thing to do is take him in. Then he doesn’t go poking.
BROCK. (Lowd.) Eddie! :

pEVERY. How's Billie?

BROCK. She’s all right. Upstairs. (EDDIE comes in from service
wing.) Get me a shave up here.

EpDIE. (Crossing to table D.R.C.) Right. (Picks up phone.)
DEVERY. Harry
BROCK. What?

EDDIE. (On phone.) Barber Shop.

pEVERY. Tell Billie to wear something nice and plain for the Sena-
tor. He may be bringing his wife.

prock. Tell’er yourself. You ain’t pregnant.

eppiE. (On phone.) This is Harry Brock's apartment. Send up 2
barber and a manicure. Right away. . . . Harry Brock! . . . That's
right. . . . Okay, make it snappy- (Starts to hang up.)

BROCK. And a shine! _

EDDIE. (An overlapping echo, into phone.) And a shine! (HE
hangs up.) Be right up.

DEVERY. (At C., lighting cigarette.) Eddie, how would you like to
save my life?

EDDIE. Soda or plain water?

DEVERY. Neat.

eppiE. Right! (Goes to mix drinks up R.)

BROCK. (Rising, removing facket.) Don’t worry about Billie. One
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