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CORIE. (Yells.) Paul? (We hear some strange, incoherent

sound_from below.) Hi, love... (Crosses back to coffee
table, and dumps hors d'oeuvres from pastry box onto
tray.) Hey, they sent the wrong lamps...but they go
with the room so I'm keeping them. (Crosses to bar,
gets martini pitcher and brings it back to coffee table.)
Oh, do you have an Aunt Fern? ...Because she sent us
a check... Anyway, you have a cheap Aunt Fern... How
you doing? (We hear mumble from below. She opens
both bottles and pours them simultaneously into the
shaker so that she now has cocktails made with equal
parts.) Oh, and your mother called from Philly... She
and Dad will be up a week from Sunday... And your
sister has a new boyfriend. From Rutgers... He’s got
acne and they all hate him...including your sister.
(Takes the shaker and, mizing the cocktails, she crosses
to the door.) Hey, lover, start puckering your lips ‘cause
youre gonna get kissed for five solid minutes and
then... (Stops.) Oh, hello, Mr. Munshin. I thought it
was my husband. Sorry.

(A door slams. She shrugs sheepishly and
walks back into the room, closing the door
behind her. As she goes up into the kitchen,
the door opens and PAUL enters, gasping.
He drops his attaché case at the railing, and
collapses on the couch. CORIE comes out of
kitchen with shaker and ice bucket.)

It was you. I thought I heard your voice. (Puts ice
bucket on bookcase and shaker on end table.)

PAUL. (Gasp, gasp.) Mr. Munshin and I came in together.

(CORIE jumps on him and flings her arms around his
neck. He winces in pain.) Do you have to carry on—a
whole personal conversation with me—on the stairs?

CORIE. Well, there’s so much I wanted to tell you...and I

haven’t seen you all day...and it takes you so long to get
up. s

PAUL
CoRIE
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PAUL. Everyone knows the intimate details of our life... I
ring the bell and suddenly we're on the air.

CORIE. Tomorrow I'll yell, “Come on up, Harry, my
husband isn’t home.” (Takes empty box and bag and
throws them in garbage pail in kitchen.) Hey, wouldn't
that be a gas if everyone in the building thought I was
having an affair with someone?

PAUL. Mr. Munshin thinks it’s Aém right now.

CORIE. (Crossing back to couch.) Well?

PAUL. Well what?

CORIE. What happened in court today? Gump or
Birnbaum?

PAUL. Birnbaum!

CORIE. (Jumps on his lap again. He winces again.) Oh,
Paul, you won. You won, darling. Oh, sweetheart, I'm
so proud of you. (Stops and looks at him.) Well, aren’t
you happy?

PAUL. (Glumly.) Birnbaum won the protection of his good
name but no damages. We were awarded six cents.

CORIE. Six cents?

PAUL. That’s the law. You have to be awarded something so
the court made it six cents.

CORIE. How much of that do you get?

PAUL. Nothing. Birnbaum gets the whole six cents... And I
get a going over in the office. From now on I get all the
cases that come in for a dime or under.

CORIE. (Opening his collar and rubbing his neck.) Oh,
darling, you won. That’s all that counts. You're a good
lawyer.

PAUL. Some lawyer... So tomorrow I go back to sharpening
pencils.

CORIE. And tonight you're here with me. (Kisses his neck.)
Did you miss me today?

PAUL. No. :

CORIE. (Gets off his lap and sits on couch.) Why not?
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PAUL. Because you called me eight times... I don’t speak to
you that much when I'm home.

CORIE. (Rearranging canapes.) Oh, you're grouchy. I want
a divorce.

PAUL. I'm not grouchy... I'm tired... I had a rotten day
today... I'm a little irritable...and cold...and grouchy.
CORIE. Okay, grouch. I’ll fix you a drink. (Crosses to bar

and brings back three glasses.)

PAUL. (Crosses to closet and takes off overcoat and jacket
and hangs them up.) 1 just couldn’t think today.
Couldn’t think... Moving furniture until three o'clock
in the morning.

CORIE. Mr. Velasco moved. You complained. (Pours drink.)

PAUL. Mr. Velasco pointed! I moved! ...He came in here,
drank my liquor, made three telephone calls, and
ordered me around like I was one of the Santini
Brothers. (Takes drink from CORIE, and crosses to
dictionary on table under the radiator. Takes gulp of
drink and reacts with horror. Looks at CORIE, and she
shrugs in reply.)

CORIE. Temper, temper. We're supposed to be charming
tonight.

PAUL. (Taking tie off) Yeah, well, I've got news for you.
This thing tonight has fiasco written all over it.

CORIE. (Moves to mirror on washstand on bedroom
landing.) Why should it be a fiasco? It’s just conceivable
they may have something in common.

PAUL. (Folding tie.) Your mother? That quiet, dainty little
woman...and the Count of Monte Cristo? You must be
kidding. (Puts tie between pages of dictionary. Slams
dictionary.)

CORIE. Why? (Puts on necklace and earrings.)

PAUL. (Crosses to closet and gets another tie.) You saw his
apartment. He wears Japanese kimonos and sleeps

on rugs. Your mother wears a hair net and sleeps on a
board.



