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PAUL

PAUL. Can I open the door now? Ve LHSC’O
CORIE. (Moving to right of the couch.) Okay, okay...open MoTHERK

the door. CO glE

(PAUL nods gratefully, then opens the door.
VELASCO stands there looking quite natty
in a double-breasted, blue, pin-striped suit.
He carries a small, covered frying pan in a
gloved hand.)

PAUL. Oh, sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Velasco. Come
on in—

VELASCO. (Moving into well, to PAUL.) Ah! Ho si mah
ling...

PAUL. No, no... It’s Paul.

VELASCO. I know. I was just saying hello in Chinese...

PAUL. Oh...hello.

VELASCO. (Tb CORIE.) Corie, rava-shing...

CORIE. (Enthralled.) Oh... What does that mean?

VELASCO. Ravishing. That’s English.

CORIE. (Taken aback.) Oh... Ah, Paul... Would you do the
honors?

PAUL. Yes, of course. Mr. Velasco, I'd like you to meet
Corie’s mother, Mrs. Banks... (CORIE steps back

unveiling MOTHER with a gesture.) Mother, this is our
new neighbor, Mr. Velasco...

MOTHER. How do you do?

VELASCO. (Sweeps to MOTHER, takes her hand and bows
ever so slightly.) Mrs. Banks... I've been looking
forward so to meeting you. I invite your daughter to
my cocktail party and she spends the entire evening
talking of nothing but you.

(CORIE moves upstage left of couch taking it
all in with great pleasure.)

MOTHER. Oh...? It must have been a dull party.
VELASCO. Not in the least.
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MOTHER. I mean if she did nothing but talk about me...
That must have been dull. Not the party.

(PAUL moves above couch to coffee table and
gets his drink.)

VELASCO. I understand.

MOTHER. Thank you...

CORIE. (Tb the rescue.) Oh, is that for us?

VELASCO. Yes... I couldn’t get the wine...my credit
stopped...so instead... (Puts pan down on end table and
with a_flourish lifts cover.) Knichi!

MOTHER. Knichi?

CORIE. It’s an hors d’oeuvre. Mr. Velasco makes them
himself. He’s a famous gourmet.

MOTHER. A gourmet... Imagine!

VELASCO. This won second prize last year at the Venice
Food Festival.

MOTHER. Second prize...

CORIE. Mr. Velasco once cooked for the King of Sweden,
Mother.

MOTHER. Really? Did you work for him?

VELASCO. No... We belong to the same club.

MOTHER. (Embarrassed.) The same club... Of course.

VELASCO. It’s a Gourmet Society. There’s a hundred and
fifty of us.

MOTHER. All gourmets...

VELASCO. That includes the King, Prince Philip and Darryl
Zanuck.

MOTHER. Darryl Zanuck too.

VELASCO. We meet once every five years for a dinner that
we cook ourselves. In 1987 they’re supposed to come to
my house. (Looks at his watch.) We have another thirty
seconds...

PAUL. Until what?
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VELASCO. Until they’re edible. (Takes cover off pan, and
puts it on end table.) Now...the last fifteen seconds we
just let them sit there and breathe...

CORIE. (Moves right.) Gee, they look marvelous.

VELASCO. When you eat this, you take a bite into history.
Knichi is over two thousand years old... Not this
particular batch, of course.

(He laughs, but MOTHER laughs too loud and
too long.)

CORIE. (Again to the rescue.) Wow, what a great smell...
(70 VELASCO.) Mr. Velasco, would you be a traitor to
the Society if you told us what’s in it?

VELASCO. (Secretively.) Well, if caught, it’s punishable
by a cold salad at the dinner...but since I'm among
friends, it’s bits of salted fish, grated olives, spices
and onion biscuits... (MOTHER reacts unhappily to
the list of ingredients. Looks at watch once more.) Ah,
ready... Five, four, three, two, one... (Holds pan out to
MOTHER.) Mrs. Banks?

MOTHER. (7entatively.) Oh...thank you. (She takes one
and raises it slowly to her mouth.)

CORIE. What kind of fish?

VELASCO. Eel!

PAUL. Eel?

MOTHER. (Crumples with distaste.) Eel?? (She doesn’t eat
it.)

VELASCO. That’s why the time element is so essential. Eel
spoils quickly. (MOTHER crumples even more.,) Mrs.
Banks, you're not eating.

MOTHER. My throat’s a little dry. Maybe if I finish my
martini first...

VELASCO. No, no... That will never do. The temperature
of the knichi is very important. It must be now. In five
minutes we throw it away.

MOTHER. Oh! ...Well, I wouldn’t want you to do that.
(Looks at the kenichi, then starts to take a nibble.)



