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VELASCO
CoR IE.

CORIE. Where’s 6A? (PAUL points straight up.) On the
roof?

PAUL. Attic... It’s an attic. (Crosses up onto bedroom
landing.) He also skis and climbs mountains. He’s 58
years old and he’s known as “The Bluebeard of 48th St”

CORIE. (Moves to stairs.) What does that mean?

PAUL. (Turns back to CORIE.) Well, it either means that
he’s a practicing girl attacker or else he’s an old man
with a blue beard. (Moves to bedroom.) I'll say this,
Corie. It’s not going to be a dull two years.

CORIE. Where are you going?

PAUL. (Turns back at bedroom door.) I'm going to stand in
the bedroom and work. I've got to pay for all this color
and charm. If anything comes up, like the furniture or
the heat, let me know. Just let me know. (Bows off into
bedroom and slams door.)

CORIE. (After a moment of thought, begins to fold up ladder
and put it against left wall.) Can’t I come in and watch
you? ...Hey, Paul, I'm lonesome... (There’s a knock at
the door.) and scared!

(As CORIE puts the ladder against the wall,
VICTOR VELASCO, 58 and not breathing
very hard, opens the door and enters. It's not
that he’s in such good shape. He just doesn't
think about getting tired. There are too many
other things to do in the world. He wears no
top coat. Just a sport jacket, an ascot, and a
Tyrolean hat. CORIE turns and is startled to

%. Sind kim in the room.)
\97? i VELASCO. I beg your pardon. (Sweeps off his hat.) I hope
I'm not disturbing you. I don’t usually do this sort

of thing but I find myself in a rather embarrassing

position and I could use your help. (Discreetly catches

his breath.) My name is Velasco... Victor Velasco.
CORIE. (Nervously.) Oh, yes... You live in the attic.

VELASCO. Yes. That’s right... Have we met?
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CORIE. (Very nervously.) No! ...No, not yet.

VELASCO. Oh. Well, you see, I want to use your bedroom.

CORIE. My bedroom?

VELASCO. Yes. You see, I can’t get into my apartment and
I wanted to use your window. I'll just crawl out along
the ledge.

CORIE. Oh, did you lose your key?

VELASCO. No. I have my key. I lost my money. I'm four
months behind in the rent.

CORIE. Oh! ...Gee, that’s too bad. I mean it’s right in the
middle of winter...

VELASCO. You'll learn, as time goes by in this middle
income prison camp, that we have a rat fink for a
landlord... (Looks about the room.) You don’t have any
hot coffee, do you? I'd be glad to pay you for it.

CORIE. No. We just moved in.

VELASCO. Really? (Looks about the barren room.) What
are you, a folk singer?

CORIE. No. A wife... They didn’t deliver our furniture yet.

VELASCO. (Moves towards CORIE.) You know, of course,
that you’re unbearably pretty. What’s your name?

CORIE. Corie... Mrs. Corie Bratter.

VELASCO. (Takes it in stride.) You're still unbearably pretty.
I may fall in love with you by seven o’clock. (Catching
sight of the hole in the skylight.) 1 see the rat fink left
the hole in the skylight.

CORIE. Yes, I just noticed that. (Crosses right, looking up
at the hole.) But he'll fix it, won’t he?

VELASCO. I wouldn’t count on it. My bathtub’s been
running since 1949... (Moves towards CORIE.) Does
your husband work during the day?

CORIE. Yes... Why...?

VELASCO. It’s just that I'm home during the day, and I like
to find out what my odds are... (Scrutinizes CORIE.)
Am I making you nervous?

CORIE. (Moving away.) Very nervous.
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VELASCO. (Highly pleased.) Good. Once a month, I try to
make pretty young girls nervous just to keep my ego
from going out. But I'll save you a lot of anguish... I'm
56 years old and a thoroughly nice fellow.

CORIE. Except I heard you were 58 years old. And if you're
knocking off two years, I'm nervous all over again.

VELASCO. Not only pretty but bright. (Sits down on paint
can.) I wish I were ten years older.

CORIE. Older?

VELASCO. Yes. Dirty old men seem to get away with a lot
more. I'm still at the awkward stage... How long are

you married?

CORIE. Six days—

VELASCO. In love—?

CORIE. Very much—

VELASCO. Damn...

CORIE. What’s wrong ?

VELASCO. Under my present state of financial duress, I
was hoping to be invited down soon for a free meal.
But with newlyweds I could starve to death.

CORIE. Oh! Well, we'd love to have you for dinner, as soon
as we get set up.

VELASCO. (Gets up, and stepping over suitcase, moves to
CORIE.) I hate generalizations. When?

CORIE. When...? Well, Friday? Is that all right?

VELASCO. Perfect. I'll be famished. I hadn’t planned on
eating Thursday.

CORIE. Oh, no...wait! On Friday night my mo— ( Thinks it
over.) Yeah. Friday night will be fine.

VELASCO. It’s a date. I'll bring the wine. You can pay me for
it when I get here... (Moves to stairs.) Which reminds
me. You're invited to my cocktail party tonight. Ten
o’clock... You do drink, don’t you?

CORIE. Yes, of course.

VELASCO. Good. Bring liquor. (Crosses to CORIE and takes
her hand.) I'll see you tonight at ten.



