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i comedy of bad menners,
orchestrated in three movoments
by
ARTURO DESPCUEY

Characters .

(in order of appearance)
HONIQUE
DUCIESHE
LMADAME RICATUD
MONSIEUR RICAUD

The action covers from the 1iberation of
Paris (1944) to the end of 1953, and is

spread over the "Relais des Resquilleurs®,

o

restaurant on the Left Bank of Paris,
facing the Seine; NMONIQUE's apsrtment,
which lies on the first floor of the same
building; the apartment of DAVE and BETTY
1ITH in Great leck, Long Island, I, Yay
and, for a brief glimpse, the Arngy FX over
vihich CHUCK PETERS reigns in Franiziue,

Germally«






Part I = Prelude and Fugue



About the setting

The following indications should only concern the produoer interested
in offering as elaborate a presentation as possible. Anmy ingenuous stae
designer can suggest a grent deal of the required atmosphere by the wise
use of a few pileces of furniture and props. '

The "Relais des Resquilleurs" is a small Left=Bank restauramt that lods

over the Seine from the angle formed by the Jjunction of two narrow streets - -

which predéipitate themselves onto the Quai des Grands Augustins.

The restaurant occupies the lower floor of a much=windowed 19th. century
vhita building and has remained as it was over 20 years ago, vhen Monsiewr
RICAUD acquired it

The restaurant's main room contains four tables, covered, as we first
see it, with red and white checked tablecloths. There is a small wooden
counter upstage Ls, behind vhich are three racks of impressive-looking
bottles, all empty, all "factice", since this is 1944 and the libereation
of Parls is only a few days pasts

Only last week Monsieur RICAUD, probably stirred by the wild Joys of
the times, went on a decorating spree, deliberately forgetting to consult
Madame RICAUD first; and there is still much resentment in the air over
this. As & tribute to his native habitat = the Hgute Savoie = the walls
have been painted in fresco style with motives of the land; but the mounte-
ain huts, pine=-lined landscapes and skiing figures in local costume, re=-
produced by the painter with pseudo~primitive ferocity, do by no means
fit into the turn-of=the~century pattern of the place, with its wall
lighting of tortured brass brackets and milky glass globes,

ks for MONIQUE PERIER's apartment, although presently a mystery behind
its neatly curtained windows, we shall soon peep into this upper floor
abode = the only we cen see from our position in the middle of the Seinee
Here MONIQUE has kept living querters for the last six years, and in
this very living-room=cum=studio she has made hundreds of costume designs
for the stage and screen.

The two-window wall that covers this living-room as the curtain rises
will in due time reveal most of it, with its two windows R., a small door
back Re, giving on to a corridor of the building, and another small door
back L., leadlng to a spare bedroom. At L. back another larger door leads
to MONIQUE's bedroom. Downstage Le is & quaint majolica fireplace, with
& small mantelpiece.

The walls are covered with slightly faded paper, over which LONIQUE T
has pinned soms of her designs, especially a series of historical costumes .
for a film that will never be made. Although the costumes are colourful *
and arresting, the drawing of the sketches leaves something to be desired.

Central pieces of the furnishing are & Second Empire chest of drawers

and a lovely mirror of the same perlod, placed against the upstage wall,

between the small doors. Also a lMadams Recamier divan downstage, covered

" with fading green plush, and a Directoire teble with %“wo stiff chairs of

the same period, forming a group around the divan. Backstage L., between
doors, is a niche containing an impressive alabaster nude.

The cornmer between the windows at R. and the dbor downstage Re. is re=
cessed with built-in shelves, over which we can discern, among a couple
dozen babtered books, three chipped Sévres bottles on a tray; a beautiful
and well preserved Meissen mythological group; photographs of several men,



two of them in uniform; a Murano piece; & Jar full of fine brushes; an
inleid wooden box and an amusing party favour.

Against the windows Re. stands a round table coverei with a fringed
red skirt, over which we can see more of the palnter 8 toolg, and a vase
full of carnations. Three Victorian chairs around this table indicate
that it probably is used for- dining whenever the mistress of the house
hag guests. Over an easel downstage Re rests an almost flnlshed sketch
for a female costume of the 1830's.

SCEME I

As the curtain rises, we ounly see the fageade of the building.

MOWIQUE enters L. and simulteneously DUCHESME does same, R. She sports
an ultra=short, ultra-narrow skirt and an ultrg=tight sweaterj; but she e
also wears cardboard-platformed shoes and large earrings with fancy multi
coloured stones. DUCHESNE is in a Prince of Wales check suit whose wide
trousers and lapels are typical of the period. Everything in DUCHESIE's
demeanour, by the way, is English=inspired, his carriage to begin with =
head slightly tossed backwards and a rigid spinme = but for all his airs
and attire, he ig not quite successful in concealihg something lediterra=-
nean, and even slightly Semitic,about himself, especially in the look of
the heavy=-lidded eyes.

There are days in which this look, as well as the melancholy smile

perpetually henging from his lips, make him appear somevhat older than
his 45 years.

MONIQUE is a tall, long=legged brumstte with a splendid body, a pert
nose and & full mouth. In spite of her almost heroic profortions, she _
= as almost all Parisiennes ~ looks more than not like a cheerful, chirp=-:
ing bird. MONIQUE, given to impetuoud movements, speaks sometimes in a
high=pitched voice and her smile is generally meeningless = a purely
sooial grimace = but, only too naturally, one is slow in singling out
these slight drawbacks from the solid splendour of her 30 years.

As soon ag he sees MONIQUE, DICHESNE takos off his hat.

DUCHESNE
Bonsoir, madame,

: MONIQUE
You dare show yourself in the street only ten days after the Nazis fled?

I never saw such impudencel

' DUCHESNE .
You must mean fortitudes For it takes fortitude to stand the new ocoupamts' o
“crewl, you know, Ten days ago, it was s%ill the martial steps of a real .
Army and real soldiers; now, with the errival of the Americans, our streeks -
are on their way to become & kind of Meococa dencing.

MONIQUE
As far as I'm concerned, the Yankees may dance their way to Berlin if
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MONIQUE (comt'd)
they like. They've liberated us; and that liberation includes not only

the Nezis, but the people who treffioked with them as well.

DUCHLSNE
Dear lady, my business with the Kommandatur was as clear as crystal =
as newly washed crystal, at sny ratee You must know they charged me with
the digtribution of food in this area = a distinction nobody would have

dreamed of refusing. It's not by choice that I was in contact with theml

MONIQUE

But it was with great relishe I knowo A phone call twn.ce a week, on Tues .

days and Fridays. I only had to apply my ‘ear to the wall =

DUCHESIIE
(amused) Really! You're not going to tell me you were in the Resistance =

MONIQ,UE
Noe I'm afraid that took a courage I just didn't have. Oh, you may

smile all you wish; your day of reckoning has come, and you know it.

Be sure that if no one else denounces you, I willl

DICHESNE
What an enchanting expression your face has when you say something nasty,
&s nowe »
) MONIQUE
(furious) Oooh!
DUCHLSNE

And now let's be serious for a minute. You seem to forget the superstda.ow; T
respect = or rather the veneration = French people have for titles.. Now,
to attack publicly a opumt who, on his mother 8 gide, oould have been & |
prinoe = how do you think a move like that oould end here in this com‘czy’?

MONIQUL‘
I don't know. But before being judged by the French, you ma.y have to

face the Amemcans»

DUCHESNE :
Oh, I don't think they'd have the merve. But let's assume they do. Have .

you forgotten the superstitious respeot Americens heve for several hun= .

dred thousand francs strategically distributed = especially when they
can cell them "loot"?

MONIQUE
You disgust me.



-t

DUCHESNE
And you delight me, my dear lady. Of oourse, if the only way of look=

ing et you for hours on end (oh, undescribable thrilll) is to eppear
in court, you can count on me anmy time. ‘

MONIQUL
Don't for a moment think thesse are threa:bs in the air!

DUCHESHE
I hope not, madame. I know your principles. I know you've got what is
currently described as "moral courage™s I could also apply my ear to
the wall, you sees I don't doubt you would go on with your plans, even
if it eventually trenspired in court that you too had certain contacts
with the enemye (Staring et her with & smile) Or are you nalve enough

o imagine such comtaots didn't mean anything because, in order to have
them, they had first to take off their uniforms?

4

MONIQUE goes to him end gives him e resounding slap
on the cheek, which he covers with his hand wm.le
he gives her a pious smile,

Madame, I love women in general and you in particuler. At the risk of baing

taken for & masochist, I must say that you haven't given me a slap; you - i

have given me & kick, if you know whet I mean, Thenk you, madame!l

MONIQUE walks awey from him, but after two or three
steps she turns back and says, raising her voices

MONIQUE
You disgust mel

She goes o Re corner of the street and walks into the : -
resbaurant. An accordionist shows up at L., plays same . -
bars of the thems walbtz = “Paris des dépeysés" = anmd
disappears by Re DICHESHE buttons up his jacket and -
goes by Le as the 11gh‘bs dim and the gauze curtain re=
presenting the bulldlng g8 fagade is lifted.

SCENE II

The restmurant. As the drop rises, Medame RICAUD is at the cemtre of
the stege. The patronne will not see forty again, but alas, she looks
es though she wers on the shadier side of fifty. Practical-minded by ,
nature, she is never quite convineing in her display of commercial good

manners; however, there is something solid about her = imwardly as well
as oubwardly. She favours the absent=-minded hairdos of the early twent- .
ies, with a mountain of disordered hair covering her foreheed and a :
couple of wavy "bendeaux" hiding her ears.. The thin black velvet ribbon

tied around her neck belongs in an even remoter decade of French fashiom -
bub still proves servioceable, since the lady is concealing such e deep='
seated furrow in her neck that it looks like the angry work of & knife.

Sov



MADAME Re
Don't talk to me about the Americans. I never saw such strange

individuals; a3l so white and pinke And so clean! My Godl It mekes me _
almost sick, to see them so well sorubbed, as if they took a bath every
day or somethinge

MONIQUE
It's precisely what they do, you k:now.

MADAME R
Good Godd Has nobody told them how bad that is for the skin?

MONIQUE
(smi 1195) Apparently no one has|

MADAKE Re
And if it were only for the skin! To make such extravagamt use of soap

and water affects the internal orgens as wells. And they don't know
that! Of course, what can you expect of foreigners? But these Amsricans

are the limit. (Confidentially) Can you imagine what ono American boy

out of three does when he enters the house? He hugs mo, kisses me on

both cheeks and invariably says I remind him of Aumt Agatha or Cousin
Evelyn.

MONIQUE
How very nice of them.

MADANE R. e
Jice! When they take you in their arms you can't smell the man 1n theme & .-
If they at least smoked black tobaocol But no, this is the helght of
summer and they don't even swoet! I can't imagine how they ever came

to invent the expression “sex-appeal", can you? (MOMNIQUE laughs) Oh,

laugh your head off, go onj I say there's a limit to everything-
especially hygiens!

| MONIQUE laughs.,

Another thing., Have you noticed what they do when a pretty girl pesses
by? They howl like a pack of wolves!

MONIQUE '
In their slang a wolf is a lady killer, you see., The howl means they
would like to get the girl.

dontt MADAME R, .
Why don 'hhey tell her so, then? Can't they talk? Where are We, anyway?

R



MOHIQ,UE
They are a young nation, and they like to act like chlldren, that's all.

VADALE Re
Sometimes I think you know too much about foreign people. What good is

that to you?

HONIQUE
(dovming the rest of her glass) Well, for ome thing it prevenbs ms from

making big mistakes.

LADAME R
- Hmme As far as I am conoerned, I'm quite happy knowing I was born a

Frenchwomane (With s wink) To be born smong the clever = that's a bit

of clevermess to start with, isn't it? (MONIQUE smiles, shakinz her
head) ' .

Enter, by : the back of the stage, Monsieur RICAUD, who

’ ingtalls himself behind the counter. lle is & man of

' fii‘ty, red=-cheeked, plump, round=eyed, with a police=.
men's mustache. He is full of nervous movements. With -
his oustomers he generally adopts an alternately oordla.l
and solemn attitude.

MONSIEUR Ro
liell, Amélie, have you thought it over? ﬁkadame RICAUD nods) VWihen can -

we do iL?

MADAYVE R
Oh, I haven't decided anything yete

LIONSIEUR R '
(annoyed) You haven't? God! One would think a womsan is the party really

interested in mak:.ng her lisison with a man a respectable as well as a

respected one.

I‘-IADALE Ro
Nein, nein! Ehestand, wehestandl

HONSIEUR R
(Looking around with & conspirator's air) Shhl After thres mon‘chs of

Linguaphone lessons in English, you still stick to German? You crazy?
MADAME R
Well, I worked hard enough to learn it. Besides, what is this, a
restaurant or a Berlitz school?
MONSIETR Re |
A restaurant; only if business goes as bad as this week's, we'd bet=

ter open a language school. This is the right momemt for us to get
married, Amélio. Wo have nothing else to dol



MADAME R
Pleage!

MONSIEUR R,
I'p vory tired. My liver gives me hell. The moment I cease being

your lover to become your husband, I'll be entitled by national
tradition to get some support from & younger man = ready to share
cortain efforts with me. You should see that at least. -

MADAME R
So, along with your hand, you want ms to take a boy friemd as well?

MONSIEUR Ro : ‘
(with a shrug of the shoulders) Well, yes. Things must be dons well

or not at all,

MADAME R ‘
And since you seem to have thought of everything = have you chosen the :
candidate?

MOKSIEUR R
Vhy, yes, I have thought of Agénor.

Moadame RICAUD goes off into peals of laughter, only
increasing Monsieur RICAUD's irritation.

No need to laugh like a hyena at the simple mention of his name. It's

a logical choice, and comforteble. for all parties.

MADALT Re
Shhh = Here he ise

AGEIOR enters Re with his bicycles He is a blond Al=
sabian of 20, pink-skinnod, square=headed, heavily
built and strong=muscled., His gestures are mechanicd
and his expression, & permanent deadpans but there is -
something young and touching about him, - ‘

AGEIOR
Bonsoir, patronp

IIONSIEUR R
Good evening, my boy.

MADAME R.
Vhat's made you so late?

AGENOR .
Just another job, Madame Ricaid = in a night club this time,

MOMSIEUR R,
A night club? Come one To be a walbter at a night club you need a

philosophy of life, a style, a je _ne sais quoi = No man has all that

at your age.
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AGENOR
Ah, but I won't be a waiter, patron; I shall ma.ke eleotricity for

the establishmente.

, MADAME R
You'll make what?

- AGENOR
Electrioity, madesme. As long as Pa.ris lacks coal, as 1’5 does ncm,

_I 11 supply the energye

MONSIEUR Re
(laughing in a orescendo) Ha ha ha ha ha HA HA! (Turning suddenly

serious) And how do you propose to do that?

AGENOR
1'11l pedal on my bicycle from eleven to three in the morning.

- MADAME R,
Mon pauvre p'tit, you're going to kill yourselfl

AGENOR
Oh, no, I'm not such en idiot, Madame Ricaud. (L:Li‘tinD a leg and

bending it) Feel that, will you? .

Mademe RICAUD feels his thigh and laughs as though
tickled,
MADAME Ro
Oh, my God! Hard as ironl (Staring at Monsiewr RICAUD) Maybe there's
some‘bhiﬁg to your ides, after alll

MONSIEUR Ro
I n glad you begin to undsrsband.

CHUCK, followed by DAVE, enters like a thunderbolt by

Ro Both are PROs in the Americen Air Foroe, where as

& lieutenant, CHUCK is- DAVE's assisbants Both are
veteran pilots and good friends. CHWCK is abous 23, =
and his blox@head sports a crevicub, He smiles cons’cant-‘;'
ly, in spiﬁe of his slightly protruding teethe In his
blue eyes ome can read an umbelievable innocence., Only
the greatest dieting efforts and the most strenuous
exercises have saved him thus far from the sin of e.voir-‘:
dupois. DAVE, an. Air Force captain, is about 32, tall, .
thin, dark, sndling and given occasionally %o . thoss
flights of fancy which are typical of American publicity“
agents; The lively look in his eye, his enviable teeth
and the ocut of his upiforms‘he.ve played havoo with

women wherever he has boeen,
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CHUCK
(hugging Madame RICAUD) Bonjour, bonjour, bonsoir, m'amie !

MADAME R.
(to MONIQUE) At least this ons smells of whisky, thenk God for thate

CHUGK turns to MONIQUE and howls like a wolfe
MONIQUE gives a roaring laughe

(to CHUCK) Listen, ng}*tf We've landed here to duck the MPs, you're so
sbinking drunk. We're here to eat, and y_o_q_ re paying for this dinner,
don't forget thet. You'll see what the check comes tol

CHUCK
So what? Who cares? We're in Paris! The city of l'amour, le canw-can, le : -
chappagne ! '

CHUCK waves his hand at MONIQUE,.

MADAME R
(at the Americans' teble) Captaine You won't say "No" to ome apéritif -

on the house, will you?

DAVE
No, that I won't, Thank you very much.

MONIQUE bangs her handbag on the table. DAVE turms
to her. She shakes her head rapidly to indicate
to him that he should not accept the offer,

MADAME R,
¥What would you liks, then? A Cinzano, a Ma.rtini vermouth? Perheps a -

Dubonnet ?
' DAVE
Well, on second thoughts, nothing, thank you.

MADAME R. A
Come on! How asbout -a glass of champagne?

DAVE :
No, thanks, really. One never kunows which is the drop that makos the
oup overflow. |

MADAME R s
(Lookinz at CHUCK) You've got something there, mon capitains,

CHUCK
(to MONIQUE) You're beautiful, beautifull

MONIQUE
Thank you very much, sire. (She raises her glass and drinks)
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DAVE
(vhispering to CHUCK) Stand up, you loutl

CHUCK
(while he bows to MONIQUE) I can't! I'll upset the tablel We'll both falll

DAVE rises and responds to MONIQUE's gesture; then
turning to CHUCK, he twists his moutlk. at him in a
gosture of repressed fury.

MONIQUE
(speaking as_low as she can) Captain, vhenever you're offered somothing

"on the house" please deoline. There is not, and there never was, anything R

for free here in Parise

DAVE
(rather solemnly) Thank youe

AGENOR euters by the back and goes to MONIQUE's table. . -

AGENOR
Bonsoir, madams.

MONIQUE
Bonsoir, Agénor. You look very chirpy this evening.

AGENOR
Qui, madame. They've just engaged me to make electricity, you knovi.

HONIQUE
Extraordinary. And how are you supposed to make it?
AGENOR
(raising his leg) Touch this, madame.
MONIQUE
Can I7
AGENOR

Oh yes, go ahead, have no fearl
MONIQUE feels the strong muscles of the oycliste

MONIQUE
Godl It's true one just has to touch to feel an electric current run along

one's spines
AGENOR :

(lavughing and blushing) That's not the kind of electricity I was talking
agbout, ma “aml '

CHUCK » |
(confidentinlly to DAVE) Did you see the lady there, how she touched the youg
men's thigh? This is the Paris I always dreamed ofl It's & hell of ‘a townl!
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DAVE
- Leave her alone, she's aserious girl.

There are three loud knocks on the door. AGENOR
runs. to the back while lladame RICAUD joins both
tables as if her customers wers a single party.

MADAME Ro
" (reising her _voice) Agéuor! Open the door! That sounds like an M.Po! Bub

ve're all right; we have two American officers with usl

DAVE takes his head in his hands. Mademe RICAUD
tokes CHUCK's seat while AGENOR reenbers and opens
the door R. Enter like a tornado the expected

Ameiican MePo = a big young broad-shouldered fellow,:. . -
sbout two inches taller than DAVE, who looks like a - i-

human armoured care

M. Po '
(talking to_someone outside ) Wabch the door, Red; I 11 see what's going

on here. . -
He looks around, and what he sees, although it does
not surprise him as much as it doss DAVE and iladame -
RICAUD, increases his irritation no end. TFor after
pushing down CHUCK's head, which suddenly lands on
her lap, MONIQUE sticks to him in what will soon
prove a kiss of marathonic proportions.

This is fine! This is the kind of in fragantl transgression I 1like best;
two officers eating in & black-market restaurant and fraternizing like
there were no regulations at alll A real orgy, worthy of Tsarist officers
in 0ld Mother Russial '

He rubs his hands gleefully. AGENOR goes To the

back on tiptoe aund vanishes.

: MADAME Roe :
I think there's a little mistake here, Monsieur le policier.

o Po
Oh, yeah? (Glancln,g at MONIQUE and CHUGK) Don"c tell ne 'bhese two are

brother and sister!

‘ MADAME Re.
Vot exactly, Monsieur le policier, but my friend Mademe Périer knows

this boy ever since he was this high,
She extends her arm at a distance of two feet from
the floor, :
Me P ‘
They 've grown up some since then, haven't they?
The kissing goes on at full blast,
DAVE
You can have my word that this is a dinner a.mong friends, an absolubely
prim’ce affair, Sergean’c MceKayo
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M. Pe
(with_knitted eyebrOWS) How come you know my name?

DAVE
Hell's bells and buckets of blood! Starr McoKay!

N

M. Po '
Hell!l Dave Smithl This is & surprise! (Look:.nD at_the ylss1ng couple)

You think Sleeping Beauty there will evér come back 4o life?

CHICK waves his hand at him.
They must have gown up together. Gee whiz! Only a boy raised in Paris

could resist such a .clinch.

DAVE -
(laughs) Starr, old man, have a drink with us before leav1ng. At least

th&t.

Me Po -
(shaking his head and pointing at his helmst) For crylng out loud,

Dave, can't you see I'm on duty?

DAVE
Well, vhen are you free?
M. P.
Friday,
DAVE
Then we have a date on Fridey. 7 o'clock at the Ritza Okay?
Mo Po.
Fine.
DAVE : S
Good night, pale : : SR
M. Po

(seluting) Friday it is, Ceptain Smith. Good night.

He goes out. For some seconds Mademse RICAUD and DAVE
look at each other in silence. Then, without saying
a word, she goes R. to lock the street door. Heaving
a sigh of relief, DAVE wipes his fcreheade MONIQUE
reises CHUCK by the collar of hiz tunic and, holding
him with one hand, gives him & fornadable couple of
slapg with the other.

Blackouts Followed by a spotlight, the accordlon
player takes his walbz for a walk from Re to L. Lights.
go up slowly at MOWIQUE's apartment. :
SCENE III
Kicking.the.door in, MONIQUE and DAVE take CHUCK inbo the room; DAVE -
holds him by the armpits and MONIQUE by his feetba '
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CHUCK
(levghing like mad) Teke your hands off me, Davel You tickle mel

DAVE
If I do that, your head will bang on the floor, .you stupidl

CHWCK '
Well, then, pubt your hands a little lower! I ocan't stand bélng tickled!

I love it!
DAVE takes him by the waist.

MONIQUE T
Let's pu’c him to bed. (Nodding in the direction of the curtain) In“bhere.

DAVE
You're going to put this bastard to bed? Listen, lady, don't. He's

been too much trouble alreadye

OITIQ,UE
(releasing CHUCK's feet) So what? Landing in France and coming over to

Paris you've been taking heaps of trouble for me =- and you_ didn't even -

know me.

DAVE _ ‘
Oh, I wish I'd known we were doing it for you. Brother, we wouldn't

have a single spot left %o pin a medal onl

CHUCK ‘
(crying, penuinely alarmed) Dave, don't let me gol I'm s:Lnklnt,I Take
me by that leg, please! I'm sinklng!

DAVE
(dropping him gently on the floor and taking both his hands, he tokes

him out of 'bhe_ roon by dregging hlm_ through the curtain R.) The hell

with you! (Offstage) A fine way to end your first night in Paris!

Left alone in the room, MONIQUE quickly goes to mirror
over fireplace to retouch her hair=-do and make=up.
Three or four seconds later, DAVE reenters.

This is much too kind of you. Overwhelming, really.

MONWIQUE '
Nothing of the sort. Sheer prudence, sir. On your way to the Ritz
you're likely to come across other M.P.s, aren't you? Do you think
every one of them's going to be a former employee of your father's?

DAVE
(smiling) You're right, I'm homestly sorry about Chucke

, MONIQUE
S5it down, Captaine
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DAVE : :
Thank you, I'd rather not. It's two o'clock in the morning and I've got ’ ‘

quite a bit of a walk shead. I hope Chuck isn't too mueh of a nuissnce,
MONIQUE ‘ ,

Never mind sbout him. When he wekes up in the morning, I'1l be far away, _

brying to get soms food.

DAVE
Thers!s onmly one excuse for him: it is the first time he gets plastered.

HMONIQUE

Really? :
DAVE , | -

Positive. It isn't his only form of virginity, either. -

MONIQUE
Girls, too? In free and easy America? How old is he?

DAVE .
23,

MONIQUE )
Incredible. (Another smile and another pause in the already longish niftk)

Rather touching, too.

: DAVE
Why touching?

MONIQUE : ,
I was educated in London, you see. And the day I found out that, munici};sl-. B
wise at least, I was a respectable citizen, I fled to Paris, to forget 5
it all ~ and to sinl Could there be anything more exhilarating than sin= o
ning? Or more edifying!

' DAVE gives her a sardonic look, as though he meent
to sey "ou're pulling my leg". There is another
pause, during which they sigh in unison.

I suppose I ought to offer you some coffes s but I dare nob; vhat we drink
here under that neme is ground sunflower seeds roasted with chicory.
DAVE
Heavens |
. , MONIQUE
They say chicory has remarksble purgative valuss,

DAVE
Thank you, but = I work like a clock, you know.

HMONIQUE _ .
(laughs) You're begimning to talk like a Frenchman. Bravol Out with all



. MONIQUE (cont'd)
Puritanical constipation!

DAVE '
(laughs) Well, America isn't half as puritanical as you mey thinke
You'll see for yourself one day, I hops. Of course, you mustn't expect
to find in the streets of linneapolis anything like those big , round

motal comtraptions you have here in the street. (She raises her cyec=

brows) I mean, those places whers men can converse with Nature in a
hurry.

MONIQUE o
No, I wouldn't expect anything of the sort. Captain, will you have
some brandy? That, you can't refuse mel:

She gets up and £ills two small glasses.
8it down, please. |

DAVE
(sitting) Thanks.

, MONIQUE o
Tell me, what did you feel the day you got to Paris?

DAVE
I fell in love with the Parisiennes for ever.

He accopts a glass of brandy arnd raises it.
To the Parisiemmes. (He drinks)

MONIQUE
Thank you,

I'11 never forget itDQZ?long as I live. All those lovely oreatures
rumning along the Rue de Rivoli in their cardboard platform shoes
and the fantastic turbans you girls wear theso days. German bullets -
poured on us from the roofs, and we advanced in our jeeps;like
ocautious turtles under our helmets; bub they, oh Boy, they walksd
with a cocky strub, smiling like queens, as if what poured from
roofs was merely confettil |

HONIQUE
And each time the rain of bullets came %o a halt, there was a rain
of kisses. I knowe. I wasn't there, but I know,

DAVE
"hy weren't you there, if I may ask?
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MONIQUE
It wags the end of four dreadful yearse I wias sick end tlred of every=

thinge I don‘fc Imow; that way of halling our liberstors looked a Dbit
like opera~bouffe, to mes But I'm sure I was wrong; end now I'm sbrry' :
I missed the showe '

DAVE
Don't worry, madame; you can still moke it. Just imsgine that I'm in
my Jjeep, that there are mno snipers over the roof of the ne:rt: three |
houses and that I'm dying to be given a libe‘rajbor's wolcome = Paris

styles (Ho opens his arms) The Yanks are comingl Here I am!

HONTQUE '
(‘bhrmamg herself in DAVE's amg) My ovn private liberator! Oh, Gapta,ml

g

' She gives gim a kiss of less Olympic proportions

than the one she gave CHUCK, but all the same she
leaves him out of breath. DAVE closds his eyes and

clings to MONWIQUE like a men who has touched a live
wire.

DAVE . g
" (once it is over) Wowl . o

MONIQUE
What? Before kissing, you howl like wolves and, immediately after,bark

like dogs? - y

(1a aughs) Yese We'! r]gAZ; love with onomatopeic soundse It mus\, be the In= -
- dien in use ’ L
He takes her by the arms and 1ick_s her lips like a -
dog vielocoming his mistress. v .
Hmme I, ’chought 50, Your lipstick tastes better than all the o’cner French
brands. Yam yam yame It never wes so good &t the Rue de Rivolil

JAONIQUE
(1aughlgg) I'm glade

HAVE

So am I. It's been an unforgettable evening.

MONIQUE
It isn't over yet =

DAVE takes his cap, walks towards the door of the
apartment and opens it.
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DAVE A
It is for me. Sorry, but I must be at Orly at seven.o'clock.
HONIQUE
Dave =
DAVE

I hope %o see you soon, Hadame Périer.

¢ JONTQUE | L
Nonique to goue After that kiss, The least you could do :Ls oall me LIo-

nique.

‘ DAVE - : ,
All right, Monique. - : '
MONIQUE ‘ : ) S
Dave = ' : ‘
MONIQUE
Again, thanks a million.
HONIQUE
To you, for the dinmer.
' DAVE | B
No, noe To you = for what you're doing for Chuck. o ]
hO.L\TIﬂUE

He must be snoring it outb. That's the great Amerlcan talent, to be sure;'
€% Have ohs's beauty sleep no matter what happens. With so much sleep

end the fruit juice you drink all the time, it's no wonder you men have
such beautiful complexionse o - .

| DAVE
§laughs) Thenk youl

He puts on his cap, salutes, opens the door and goes.:,“,'."

MONIQUE
(in a low voice, when he is out) Conceited ass! He couldn t even see I

sald it sarcasticallyl

& pause. She goes to door, opens it and says alouds: 5 

Stupidl Yes, that '_s what you are: a stupid, comnceited assl
She shuts the door furiously.
But -so God=damn handsome! lierde! -

Blackout. The accordion. plays another part of the
walts. A spoblight picks up the accordion player,
gtanding at R. Lights come up zxgaln, but very slovi=
1y, on MONIQUE's room. .
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. SCBNE IV

its 1s near mid=-day of the noxt days Tho stage it empt'y. Someone

knocks three times at the docre

SUZANNE
(off) Moniquel!

She opens the door and entors.

Are you in? Monique!

Offstago, a yawn like the roar of a lion *. --

B Y

Can that be her? Mon Dioul And she looks so relined when she
u.ls1ng her 'V'OILGB) Mon:.que!l

a1

; SUZANNE is a moemorable blonde of Diana-like ur‘,._,u- S
' but the rold of her hair gives her a touch of ;N;} _
ity. Apars from that, her ovm grice and racdiant smile
meke her appear defenceless and ot Tthe soms. time
irresistible, She is ir» the full bloom of har 20
yoars, and one should like to pour scme balsam on
her to keep her like thets for evor.

H

Relsing the curtain at the baclzy CHUCK crocr:
of fering SUZAMNE a disgruntled sight; hoi: -msombe
neckbtie half undone hanging from the coller . his

© wrinkled shirt, one bars foot and the other ~: o2
with a greon woollen Army socke

CHUCK
Hi there, morning. (He gives her a closer look and instantly Lic tors

gets brighter) Helloll (Ho smiles) Nems's Chuck, Chuck Pete.rso I'w ~.i%h

the Americen Air Force, and you?

4 SUZANNE
Pardon, monsisur,
CHK
Pardonnoze~moi, mademoiselle, I speak rotten Frenche
_ SUZANIE
I'm sure it's no worse than my sccent in Englishl
CHUWCK :
Oh, but you don't need words to make yoursslf understood. -
SUZAYIE
Yes I dos In Paris I dos A good vocebulary is indisgersable -in this

citye A girl of my age who has no culture = what can she do?

CHWCK ‘ :
(chuckling) What can she do? You'd be surprised.

SUZANIE

(slightly annoved; a change of tone) Where is Moniqua?




: CHWCK
Who?

SUZAHNNE
Monique, Monique Périer, the owner of this apartment,

CHUCK
I don't know where I aml

SUZANNE leughs.
Well, you see, last night was my first night in Paris, Dave and I started .

drinking = and we went on and on - and suddenly (tappinz his head) there

vwas complete blackout up here. (Another laugh from SUZANIE) Don't isugh,

I'm very confused. Have you any idea how I got to this plé.ée?

SUZANHE
No, but that's not hard to guess.

CHWK :
(laughing but blushing et the sams tims) Come on, don t kid around. Give
me details.

SUZANIE

(going on wrbh her prank) Details are always superfluous, monsisure. But

perhaps you think, like Voltaire, that the superfluous is the most neces=-

sary?

CHICK
Hee! You quote Voltaire = with those eyes, that hair, and ’chose -2 (He

swallows) My Godl

SUZANNE
I think you're fishing for compliments yourself, (Senoen’cmusly) "gual=

ly we pralse to be praised", as La Rochefoucauld said.

CHWCK
And who was sghe?

SUZANNE
(smiling) It was a he, end quite a hes

CHICK :
No klddingl Le Rochefoucauld was & man? What a funny aebit you have here
of getting your sexes screwed upe

SUZAINE
(still smiling) We do? But how oan you tell? In English, apart from ma=

chines = a locomotive or a ship, which are feminine = I understand that
oeverything is neuter.

’ - CHICK
Yes, but not in Spanishe. No, siree! I did three years of Spanish at the

University of Arizona. Then we landed in Piccadilly, and listening to the -

e T e i M et e T A L Bt L R e T




CHWEK (cont'a) '
girls there I found out that in France things have a dlhererrb sex from

the one they have in Spain. One would think that sither ome country or

the other is queer., Why is milk masculine to you, for instance? Vhy is

"ice-oream a female? Why haven't you made up your mind albout Coca=Cola? So.
far, it is a hermaphrodites le Coca~Cola, 13. Coca=Cola. But this La Rovhe-- L

foucauld business is really the limit. (A_pause) Say= you haven't told

" me your nsme yobe

SUZANIE
My name's Suzemne. Suzenne Lamolle, monsieurs,

Yhils CHUCK hurriedly combs his hair at mrror, he
repeats every syllable with as much reverence as if it
wero a Cole Porter verse,. :

CHWCK
Suzanne Lamolle., La-molle, The soft one. Is that true" Really?

She smiles mischievously, then she sees a letter.
standing against table lighter on Directoire table
downstage and takes it.

SUZANNE

' (reading) "To the gentleman who has spent the night in ’che guest roon"e
It must be for you.

She hands him the letters

CHWC K .
Do you mind? (Lookins at envelope) Looks 11ke a man s writing, but the

perfums is a lady's. Just the sort of thing you expect when you're in
Parise. (SUZANME, laughs. CHUCK opens enwelope and looks et letter) Oh,
it's in Englishe (With a ory) Of coursel I kiow, I lmowl It's the beau-:j}:-'i‘
ty at the restaurant last night. (Rgaﬁngthrqugh ab & glame) Hyai o

What does this mean: "And if you have nerves of steel, you can take a '
shower"? i ‘

SUZANNE - ’ ’
It means we'wve had no hot water in Paris for two monthss Oh, what I

wouldn't do for a hot bathl

CHUGK :
Wha‘c would you do? Tell mes Would you ride in a jeep to Versan lles with
me? |

- SUZANNE
Versailles?

CHWCK

Yes, to Allied headquarters; wherever it is, there'e plenty of hot
watere

RUAEY =) Dt KA
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SUZANNE : -
(o ooy x) Oh, no, no, thank you, monsieur. I wouldn t ‘chink of 1“b.

CHUCK
(annoyed) All right. Pardon me if I offended youl

STZANNE :
(shakes her head, smilingz) Go on, mons:Leur. I'nm 1ls’ceun€;o

CHUCK
I have nothing to add to that.

SUZANNE
And you call that an invitation? (A_silence) Frarﬂcly, I expected better
manners from a young American lieutenant. A girl in Freunce is not sup-
posed to accept an invi“ca'bibn the #ery first time she's asked. Neither
the'first, nor the second, nor the third, nor the fourthe .

CHICK
What is this? Chine in the 12th. century?

MONIQUE _
(opening door upstage L.) Bonjour, mes enfantsl Bonjoir, 1a peblte Suzenns;

It's a pleasure to look you so well,
The girls kiss.

SUZANNE
What about you? I think chast:.ty is prov:Lng very beccmlng to you, doniquse.,

(To CHWCK) This is Madame Périer,

MONIQUE
(to CHICK) What was your name, now? Ah, Churchilll Did you have a good

night's rest?

CHUCK looks at her attire with justifiable astonisgh=:@
ment., For an excursion into the country - on a :
“bycicle, too = the enormous silk turban on MONIQUE! 8
head, exaggeratedly. short skirt sovered by a long 5
balloon~like oversklr'c which right now is lifted and =
tied to IvIOI\TIQUE 8 waislt; above all,. her shoes, mounte=:
ed on incredibly high cardboard platforms which re=
place the unavailable soles = all verge on the
oaricature,

CHUCK
(never a master of sub’clety) I see you ve been %o ths count oIy e

’ MONIQUE |
Yes, I wemt a=hunting. Some huntl

She winks at him, then moves a fromt fold of hér
turban to one side, unfastens a zip, and takes off
her head a tiny straw basket full of newly laid egzs.

Fresh eggs| Howwonggz@m .
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MONIQUE
Wait; there's something else,

She unhooks her overskirt and lets it fall to the
floor to reveal four salamis and two strings of
OIllOnSo

CHUCK
How do you 1ike 'bhat!

MONIQUL
(1iteral-minded this time) Oh, I love it. I'd rn.de £ll the way to

Marsellles on my bicycle to get a couple of thess seusages! -

She takes off her shoes, 6pens the zipper around
each heel and exbracts three small cang out of each
shoe, - .

And there's this, too; fole-gras from Périgord, the best in the worldl .

SUZANNE
Clever girll

MONIQUE B
Thank you. :

There are two kmocks on the door,
Entrez!

DAVE
(opening door with his kmee and enbtering with a broud grln and one

parcel in each arm) Bonjour madame, bonjour, mademoi.selle? bonjour =

(To CHWCK) You can't be c.g'lled monsieur after your perfofmanoe last

right,

 MONIQUE
(to_DAVE) Did you come ell the way from Orly?

(nods) Figh‘bing w]:.ﬁ'ZEafter wave of ‘bioyclem Hope I'm on time to con= i+
tribute something to your lunche Heree This is all I could get, not
very good I knowe Four packs of K rations and two bottles of Lum's
1942 = requisbioned by the Wehrmacht.

CHWIK |
Our deily menu at the Ritz! K=rations and champegne | The marriage of
the sublime and the ridiculous! For Christ's sake, souldn's you do
better than that?

SUZANNE
K-rations? Whet's that?
: | MONIQUE | |
(the correct hostess at last) oh, I'm gorry. Captain Smith, this is
Mademoisslle Lamolle. ' A
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CHUCK .
(looking eostatically at SUZANNE) La-molle. The soft ons. Get thatl

SUZANNE
(vith a pouting 1ip) But what are K=rations?

DAVE . . © L
(opens container) Voild. Paté, cookiles, chocolate, cteese, dry leronade=

all supervitaminized and super-mineralized to put you. in a mood to eat
three Krauts in a row,

MONIQUE
A little apdritif for cannibals. I see. And you serlously suggest

have thig for lunchl
‘ DAVE
When there's no bread =
MONIQUE
Oh, no, noe We shall have it some other time, when ws're better ace

queinteds (Taking small flat pack out of carton) And this? Whet is
this? | | ‘

CHWK
(gaily, almost enthusiastically) That is toilet paper!

MONIQUE
Oh, how marvellous! You think of everythlng, donft you? How could the - .

Nezis ever hope to win the war = having such adversaries?

The four laugh in unison, with perfect abandon,

DAVE -
Geey, I feel grand. All we lack now short of paradise is a cocktail.

SUZANIE
Vhat for? We have champagne, haven't we? Remsmber, " oooktall is to
a glass of wine what rape is to love", as Claudel saide

‘ DAVE '
(to CHWCK) And tho's this Claudel?

CHICK .
(scratching his head) .I think he's a man, thovgh over hore, you know, 4

~ . you never oan tell,

Bleckoutis The gauze drop fal ls and, followad by

4 spot, the accordionist quiolly. plays his way
from L. to Re -

SCENE V .
The restauranﬁo Mademe RICAUD enters from the street in an old grey
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tailored suit and one of those classical hats middle=-clugs women have

been weering in Paris for half a centurys a sort of flab cake with feasthers
on the side. AGEN(R reads the newspaper over the counter. She takes off
her hat with a sigh.

AGENOR
(pubting down au’coma.twa.lly the newspaper which covers l1is face) Good eve-

ning, Madame Ricaud.

MADAME R
Bonsoir, mon p'tit. :

'AGENOR

How did it go with your attormey?

MADAME Ro
Bet’cer not talk ebout it; it was a disasber. As a spn.nster, I am somebody,

© a person whose existence is recogmzed by the law, but as a me.rrled woma.n,

I just don't exlst,

AGENOR
(alarmsd) How do you mean?
MADAMIE Re
I mean, here in France men have all the rights, alll Ii they give you s

. enough to eat and something to cover yourself,with, yop. have no grounds

for complaint., And they can do as they please with their money = hide it~
under e-tile or in the mattress, anything! Just as Monsieur Ricaud does all-
the time, since he never deposits a cent in the bank!

AGENOR
50 = no freedom, no marriage =

MADAME R .
(talding off her hat) Cergainly not. A men who hides his money i‘rom his glrl »

friend, oan you imegine what he'd do to his wife?
Enter MONIQUE and DAVE, right.

Ah! Bonsoir, mon capitaine, We have missed you ﬁhese 17 and a half deays.

DAVE
(laughing) Thank you. v ;
' DAVE tekes off his cap and shakss hands with Mademe
RICAUD as Monsieur RICAUD enters by the backe, Re, -

~ while AGENOR leaves them to go insids.

' MONSIEUR R.
Mon Cs.pitainel Quel pla.n.sir! And what a plea.sure, Yoo, to see ladame Pemar

with an escortl

DAVE
(staring at MONIQUE) Does she always come alome?

5 e e s e b g o es s
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_ MADAME R,
Always,

DAVE

(to_MONIQUE) Is that right?
Monsieur RICAUD goes %o counter to serve'"apéritifs"
to. the couple, brings two more for Madame RICAUD and
himselfo

MONIQUE
Since you have not one spare wvening for me =

MADAME R,
How can he? All those counbtesses and duchesses. All thcse cocktail partles.
But he hasn't gained an extra ounce, Lucky man.

DAVE S
(smiling conceltedly) It's very simple; I never attend those p&rtles.

MONIQUE
What an inverted snob.

(laughs) The first da32V§ took in some of them. There wero islands of '
caviar and rivers of chempagne, kilos of "mercis" and niles of smiles.

~ And then came the questions and answers game: "Couldn't you get us some
nylons from the States = or a little gas for our cars = or some Am;rican'
nail polish? We're sure that being in the Air Force = They annbﬁnce a
hard winter in Paris, and we're practically naksd. You wouldn't like t?,
see us neked, would you?"™ I almost answered yes, with great pleasure !

MONSIEUR R
(dlstrlbutlng glasses) And you dare complainl

DAVE ‘
I doo It's & tremendous problem of logisticse I would have to spend three ;

or four times my salary in satisfying the ladies' requests, and then
spend my nights jumping from bed to bed to got 1y paymento

MONIQUE
(in a mooking tone) You poor, poor man}

MADAME R. '
I had something to ask you, mon capltaine, but if the countesses and

duoheases fare so badly with you, how can I expeot = %
, DAVE
What is it you want?

MADAME Ro
Somethlng I'm sure you, with your wonderful smile, could get us easily;



Of course, we'd substantially reward the fellows who brought it over. :
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MADAME Re (cont d)

e. hundred kilos of real coffess Even if you Americens don't k:now how to
roest it, it is the real Mc.Cay, and it smells like heaven. te ha,ven v
tagbed any‘thing like it for years! With real coffee like that, the houss

. would teke quite a step forward.

MONSIEUR Re
Stop it, Amélie. Whe:b's the good of dreeming?

HADM\UJ Re

As for you, we don't presume to insult you by proposn.ng - .

. MONSIEUR R.
(interrupbing her) But we'd always have ready a table for two = hoplng

~you'd come as. our permanent guost.

MONIQUE
Pormanent guest! (She looks at the RICAUDs in astomsM°n‘c) Whewl I can

already smell the coffee in the basement.

DAVE
(who, as the proposition was baking shape, has been fro.m.x.ng more and rore -

' e.larmn.%lx) Oh, can you? So who do you talce me for? Ons of ’chose Amer:.oans

who proudly show their visitors a collection of towels dhere the prln’ced _
inscriptions reads "Stolen at the Sa.voy-Hllfcon“ s "Stolen at the thz-carlj/.
ton", "Stolen at the Aybassador"? Or one of those war correspondents whd

can have & kick losing 5.000 dollars a night at a poker game while pebpie
starve to death in Burope and the Far BEast? Do I look 1i1c.e a crook, & E
murderer, a senstor? Or like an innocent abroad, like Cauck, for instvance?

Chuck would do it for you - &m,rone can corrupt the likes of himl

A Unnoticed by DAVE, the RICAUDs exchnnge a quick glance -

' : of complicity and simultensously pull down their lower
eyelids with their forefingers to indiocate that CHIK
is their man.

How dare you propose anything like thot = to ME? WHO DO YOU TAKE ME TOR?

DAVE is shouting, aid the RICAUDS nw away in constarn-v ‘
ation, hands fluttering iy the air as if they wanted
%o chase the bite out of DAVE's wordse -

MORIQUE .
(imiteting a pe.n*b:.nngOftor) Pah - peh = pah = pa.hg Look what wes hiding

behind that nice Pepsodent smile.
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They go to a table dcwnstage. Lights dim and two
spots pick them up as they sit.

DAVE '
I hate the black market. The cheek and the greed of peoplel It's re-

volting,

MONIQUE '
Exactly what I was thlnklng the other da.y, when Chmk told me American

viomen are complaining like mad of the shoe ratlomqg in the States.
Knowing they have a rlght to only five pairs a year, I sympa.thn.ze with -
them, (With a sarcasbic laugh) Only five pairs of shoes! Poor things! '

DAVE '
Forgive my oubburs‘b s Monigue = and forgive my not soming to see you in

 %wo weeks.

An arm - Mademe RICAUD's = euters the circle of light
and. leaves & bottle ox.the table. DAVE serves the wim.

‘ MONIQUE '
I could forgive you if I knew. you had got yourself that g:.rl-frlend a.t '
lastl ‘ ‘

DAVE
I heven't, You gee, there's a.lready someons = over there. My wifee

- MONIQUE
So you're one of those prac’c:.cal ma.rried men who 19Ver wWear a 'weddlng
ring!

DAVE
It isn't thete There's been a divorce, but -

MONIQUE
A fa.i’chi‘ul divoroe, then. (liore ironically than ever) No wonder ten

years ago a gipsy told me I would end having unconfessable tastes!
DAVE - . . :
(1a5ghs) I warn you, Monigue = to attack all the time someone you want

for a lover is not always a sure=fire device.

I'm oub of deviceno Lall
* Daves They're all right for run-of=-the~mill psople=

but you're quite another case altogethers

AN

: DAVE _ _ :
I'm efraid so. Now, when Betty and I are about to stop divorce proceed=

ings, I realize I like you & hell of & lot, How do you like that.

, MONIQUE
I like it, Then what's your problem?
DAVE

Can't you guess?



-Zo‘—

MONIQUE
No. Apparently we don't speadc the same language. You in America talk

of your "sex life" when you mean love; we in Franoe talk of "love"
.v-hen we mean striotly sex. Let's try %o underst{and each other, shall
we? This wouldu't be a case of love in the Anmerican way = but in the
French, in the French wayl

. DAVE

You mean - something sexual?

MONIQUE
(1a.ug;h1nh rather ondnouslx) Bright boyo S

DAVE ' L
Hmme Suppose We start that geme = I don't think I could help falling

in love with youl
MONIQUE : :
Oh, there's no denger of that. To be in love with “swo women at the same '

tiMe is a Buropean refinement a man like you coulda't pdssibly indulge - '

‘ b
- . DAVE , A ?
Then, there would be no reproaches = nothing = the day the Forces left !
Europe? *
P
‘ MONIQUE i
1

None whatsopvere I know how terribly 1rgportazrt: pleasure is for the health

of the soule A% least when one's alive =

\ DAVE
(1 aughigg) Ah, Monique! I'll never find a girl like youl
MONIQUE

Is thet right? Than do something a.bou.’c it! T:.me 5 TuIn m.ng out, you know! .

DAVE S . < )
Monique! Monique rhymes with wniques I kmow I don't deserve this chance

(he_raises his pglass agein) but "vive 1'smmour", (§leers his throat) I
mesn, long live sexo . -

e o o e g e e o . [

| Theg both-laugh as lights go out, all of a é&dden,""
o go up again on the fagade of the building. Some :
three hours have passed by then. B

SCENE VI

CHUCK and SUZANNE enter Re and stop before the restaurant. She is wrap- :
ped in a white 1ambslcz.n coate The a.ccordion and its waltz are heard in K
the distance, -
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SUZATTNE
(out of breath, stopping) Don't we.lk so fast, Chiok, I can't follow

youl

CHUCK

‘Sorry. I keep forgetting.

They stare at each other in silence. Then they knss.'
=« g long, tender klss.
Did you have the results of the X-rays, baby?

SUZANNE .
Yes, always the same = no improvement .

CHUCK -
Then you must go to the mountains,’

SUZANNE ’
Noy no, not in this bitter winter, without coal. It would only make

it worse. I shall wait for the spring, Chucke

CHUCK .
Baby~baby, for Heaven s sake take care of yourself, please. (Kls-

sing her agaln) I love you. I know that the day you feel better,
you'll be more responsive, warmer to me.

SUZANNE ‘
Do you? You're affeoctiomate when you love somebody, not when you let§
yourself be loved. It isn't easy, Chucke. To me, love is a kind of
miracle.

CHUCK

~ Not et all, it's a habit!

SUZANKE

And if it is? You need time to form a habit. But the war will be

over soon and you'll go back to America. This is a to-day;without

8. to~morrow,

GHUCK : ‘ .
There will be a to-morrow! You must take care of yourselfl

SUZAINE .
Oh, I want to live, more than you dol! Don't thlnk the contrary.

CHUCK

Baby-beby. My baby. There will be & new world. We'll make it -

' Clandeéfinely?

people like you and me. (Going suddenlv from dresam to reality) Oh,

before we go in there and I forget = Bill will bring you a can of

fuel for your stove from time to time.-

SUZANNE .
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CHUCK
Vhat other way is there? You don't think our Army has orgamzed “bhe

Red Ball system to werm up the Parisiennes this winter, 'do you?

SUZANNE

How can I know? Every day your Army seems more ani more extraordimsxry

to me, To bring all that Coca-Cola, plus Marleme's legs and Bob Hopm's

jokes, 'cause without that no one would want to £ight -

CHUCK

" Yhat man in hig right mind ever wants to flght?

SUZANNE
(slightly roused) And what men is in his right mind? (CHWCK laughs)

No, ‘thank you, dear Chuck, bub.clandestinely - I wamt nothing.

CHUCK
Don't be silly! You have to livel Oh. Another thing. (He gives her

an envvelom) Here you arej this is for your medicines. The boys in

my unit made a collection yesterday. All for a selfishvpurposie,

they're plumb fed up with me, and sa.y 'bhey won't put up with me when._

we return if I don't cheer upe

SUZANNE laughs agein, but now there are ’cears in her
8yes o ‘ .

r
P ¥

Promise me you viill take &ll your meals at the Rntz. Blll or Ed w:l.ll -

always have a guest tioket ready for you.

SUZANME
But I' 11 have to eat with them! Aren't you jealous?

CHICK ' A
Sure, only I'll never show it to you; not uutil I know you love me

a little.

SUZA NNE

© (looking st Re) My God! There comes mother. She's been wanting “bo

talk with you for three days.

CHUCK
The nerve! Coming out after us at this hour of the night -

SUZANNE
Pay no attentlon to what she says, Chuck dear. I beg of ¥ou, for
Heaven's sa.ke don't answer her. Or at least coun’ a hundred before
you speak, will you? ' '

Madame IAMOLLE enters R, She is n small vioman of 55,

who because of wartime privetions hes lost much of
her roundness, though none of her critical energye.-
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Her hair, coat and dress are. ell gummetal grey, and
her skin, without benefit of malie=up, is a lighter
'shade of the same colour. She hes a high~pitched
voice, and when she is qulet = vhich is not often=
- her thin~lipped mouth has a sardonic grin.

M¥Ee. LAMOLLE ’ ' : o
(to SUZANNE, in a loud voice) I'm gladto see you stop somstimes to -

catch your breath. Your admirer wouldn't think of it. He shoviers you
with presemts all right, but then, he mekes you trot along all the
time | The hypocritel

SUZANNE ‘
Chuck's no hypoorite, mother., Hypocrlsy ig the homage vice pays to

virtue.

CHICK
Please don't bring any strangers into this,

MME o LAMOLLE
Vhat strangers? Are you orazy?

CHUCK ‘
I know very well by now when the Duke of La Rochefousauld bubts inl . |

MME, LAMOLLE

. Ah bon! Le Rochefoucauld! (With a little oackle) You have ‘g funny

way of te.llclngo

SUZANNE : o
Mother. I only wanted to say Chuck is virtue itpelf, and that v::.z,-tue -

ig never hypooritiocal, you hear me?

MME . LAMOLLE

, (with a _ory of triumph) Virtue! That's just what I wambted to talk

aboubt; virtue, the suspect side of your relationshipl!

SUZANNE
Not so loud, please; we're in the street!

MME o LAMOLLE '
Exectly, God only knows the sacrifices I've made not to push you ou’c
into the street, and now this = this kind of American = practically

lives in it with youl Not only your health is in danger, but your
reputation as welll '

CHICK
And you blame me for that?

SUZANNE

 Don't shout, Chuck! Count, count ag I told youl
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, MME . LAMOLLE , .
Yes, count, sir, count! I've also counted, among other things, all

the nights you've left my deughter at the door just with a friendly

kiss on the cheeke To do that, after bringing her 8 whole ‘crousseau

from Amerioca, is a dlsgrace. '
CHUCK

A disgrace? '

MME o LAMOLLE C
Yeosl If you only kmew what the ha.rpies of the ne ighbourhood say

about you twol

CHUWCK . ’ :
So a friendly kiss on the cheek ruins the reputz.tion of your daughe
ters And it makes the harpies of the neighbourhood gossip, does it?

MME . LAMOLLE
of course |

: CHUCK
 (furious) Why of course?

MME, LAMOLLE e
Of oourse, yes, of course! A mother who has a dxughter in the theatre
and the cinema could not possibly tolerate her 5o be treated with
such cool deferencel! You realize the kind of gossip ydur atti”cu.de,
is bound to evoke? Thet Suzanme is frigid, that she is psychovlogi_cal-l"-
1y incapaﬁle of responding to the s.dvanoe.s of a man, that she is '
malformed or has soms secret disease = God knowsl

SUZANNE
(with tears in her voioce) Mo‘cher, for Heaven's sakel

MME, LAVOLLE . =
(to GHUCK) I don't mean that you should come ir with amy preconoeived

ideas, noj Heaven forbid I ever insinuate any such ‘bhingl I only "
meen that instead of leaving at our door you should come in and
© sbay in for a little while, to save appzarances.

CHUCK
(blowing up with indignation) WHAT appearanoes?

MME., LAMOLLE o
" Really! Must I be atill more preoise? What have you got under thet

brush of hair?

] CHUWCK ‘ :
' Some sense of decency, thet's what I've got! And if I have a mind



CHUCK (comt'd) _
to keep myself pure for Suze.nne, and she for me -

. MME. LAMOLLE
(interrupting; him with a sarcastic laugh) Pure! Thls is really the

limitl -

CHICK »
Yes, pure, pure for the wedding night!

Mvle IAMOLLE '
You won't be making Suzanne the dubious gift of youre.. purrby, be=

cause I'L1 never let her gol Even if they promise me the mllenimn

in Amerioa, I won't budge from Paris while I livel

CHUCK e
All righ'b. Don't think this is the la.st word on the subaect To a.

corrupt world thet warrbs us to lose our purlty, I do thisl! ‘

He 11fts his arm and makes the V sign.

MME . LAMOLLE
Hal Ha.l The victory of purity! You can write a pamphle’c with that
title; you'll see what bestseller it becomes|

CHUWCK
Tha’c sign may mean victory to you 'bo the London cockneys it has al=
ways meant something else. (He lat_xghs) My namese.ke Churchill was so

clever adopting that gesture; every time he talls of the enmemy, he

cen do thisl! 4
Seame gesture again; this time he moves his hand up-
wards.

And I do i%t, too; to the twisted, the fools, the mean, who think
they re so olever and know life so well (he repeats the some V

gesture) I do this! So therel
' He rushes oub by the baock, L.
Wo'll see who has the last laugh!
Blackoub,

SCENE VII

The rastaurarﬂ;, some time in the late aubumn, The curtain rises on
an empty stage. A phome rings twice at the counter. HDUCHESHE, in his

¢lassioal tenud of clerical grey and vhite piquo waistcoat, with a
pearl=grey mecktie and a red cernation in his buttonhole, mshes in -

by the back and plclfs up the recelver., -

Exoept in the rare ‘moments when he forgets hinseli‘ s he shall .,pea.k
in a hushed voice, casting cursory glances at the entrance Ro
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DUCHESNE
(on_the phone) A118., Qui est & 1° abparell? (A 1ittle pouse) Bombal Don't

be idiotic; you may fool your pals at the Forelgn.Of;ioe, but not me. B
- Of course you can't imitate a foreign sccent! To imitete a foreigﬁ sccens
- you have to recognize that fareign people actuélly exist and mean some=
‘thing, and you're too French for that. (A_pause) Bombe.! Are you there?

I was only joking. (A pause) The Ricauds are due back from the Town Hall {:
any minute. (Another little pause) There was a delay &t.the-eleventh.hour;‘J

so I'm receiving all the guests that couldn't be warned in time, (Laugh- -
ing) Yes, a sort of maftre d'h8tel if you wish. Great fun, believe me, |

Well, what about it? (A pause) It is requisitioned., A stone's throw from =

the Rue du Faubourg St. Ionoré? And how many rooms? (A_little pause)

That's fine, (Another peuse) How do you go sbout it? You just go end

. occupy the house on an order frmm the tribunal unbtil the trial is over.
Veory good. Then, by all mesans take the necessary steps, old boy; if we
get away with it, you'll receive a commission of one million francs.

Whet? Not enough? A million, not emough? (A 1onger%pause).ﬁéll, Bomba.,

I don't think you're very reasomable there, If you get half the apart=
memb, we'll be living in the same house. You're old erough to know that
adults cannot stand for long the presence of other human enimals beside
them -.be it wives, mothers or friends.‘Can't you see it would break our
profitable relationship for ever? (A Eause) Well, what do you suggest? |
-(Anotﬁer - lbnger - pause) No. No, no, it's absolutely out of ‘the questkn{“

Becauge it's a swindle, that's vhy! Try that and i'll have you denounced ..
to the police! (Raising his voice) The police, yes, the policel 5

As if conjured out of thin eir by DUuHES“”'s shout,
The FLIC appears at the back in uniform, but withaxb
his cap. By a series of simultansous gestures - a
raising of the eyebrows, a pursing of the lips and
& jabbing of the chest with his forefinger, The FLIC
mansges very plainly to ask DUCHESIE if. hlu serv1m%
are required.

DUCHESYE, all presence of mind, shakes his head
and gaily waves his hand at the FLIC. The FLIC
raises the chicken leg he carries in one hand and
the glass of champagne in the other to gignify that
he has a duty to attend to., DUCHESIE nods with a .
smile and the FLIC goes oute

Please don't be so impatient. A policeman walked in for a minute = the ‘

local boy from our arrondissement - a man of good character, but not very

good tastes Imagine he's come to the wedding in his uniform! People are
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DUCHESNE (cont'd)
terribly intimidated, thinking no doubt of the recent peste There's a

huge spread and they're eating it up only with their eyes; a uniform at
arm's length is enough for them to refrain from taking e step towards the ‘

table. (A _pause) Oh, he's a pig; he's making up for four years of ration=-

ing in one single "séance". (He gives a hearty laugh) No, just a change
of subject. Yes, I was carried away by my temper.' I'.m sorrye Cf courss,
old boy. Then the deal is definitely out. Yes, you're right. If efter =
investigating the Marquise they have to investigate you and me - (& pause)

You really belisve that? The whole nonsense over in six months? (A little

peuso) Hmme Not in six months. They'll do it eventuelly; it'll be all

purivd «iid forgotben in twenty years, end in thirty five Pétain will have

become & mational hero, Jjust like Napoleon. Bub vho hes twenty spare years: |
to git it ‘out, with some dozens of idle millions in his hands? After all,
we only have ome life. (He s:Lghs) Well, keep me 1ni‘ormec, Bombae Some=
thing must crop up somewhere. (A pause) Yes, I am patiert. But to ha.n{,
like this from a thread in the middle of space = while the.days go on and

-on = is enough to drive BIyoOne to degpair. (He inberrupts hlmsel“) Shhe

Someone 's coming.
DICHESNE hengs up the receiver and goes to R. to
receive MONIQUE. ' o

InONIQUE
Ah! Just the man I weted to see. Have you geen the bills?.

DUCHESNE
Yess I was appalled. For people who know the condltlons of pipes in this
city, to cover the walls of a bedroom with Ch:x.nese silk is a gesture whlcl'
verges on insanity.

’ MONIQUE

And how about your own 1nsan1ty? I bet you fall. asleep in your bathtub
while the water runs, and so you spend hours in it at a time.

DUCHESNE '
(nodd:.ng; in a pudden fit of 1aughter) An old, Roumanian custom I've ’Galcen

from my mother,

MONIQUE .
Very nice., But since the result is that you have ruined my walls, your

old Roumsnian custom is golng to cost you a pretty penny.

DUCHESNE
I know. 10700 dOll&rSo
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DUCHESIE (comt'd)

heart. And so, whenever she mewed = and what a splendld mem.ng it vias,

worthy of an Isolde! - I oouldn't help answering her,

MONIQUE

You? The riotous tomcat next door - that was you?

DUCHESNE

(noddi gg) I'm not lacking in “bender feelings, dear n«aig;hbouro

MONIQUE

(1aughi§g) Youl The Tristan of the roof‘tops, the Jeaa Ge.bln of the gut=
ter! That really is the last straw! Hal Hal Hal Hal Hal

La.ughlng wildly, she goes out Re, backs. DUCHESHE re=
mains in his place, as perplexed as he is ou‘cravea.
Enter Monsieur and Mademe RICAUD, follovied by AGEIOR.

Monsieur RICAUD, all in black, looks downcast and
spent, as someone coming bteck from a funeral, Mademe
RICAUD offers & more cheerful sight in her vhite straw
hat with a bird's Wlng on the sids - almost identical
to the one she wore in Scene V = ard with the romantic
bouquet of pink and white flowers she carries ‘o
counteract the severity of her pia=striped suit. AGE~
NOR, very solemn in a dark blue suit with yellow boots,
“his halr flat and thick with brills.ntine, takes Madame
RICAUD's big black ha.ndba.go .

MADAME Ro

(%o DUCHESNE ) Dear Count! What an honour for ﬁs, to have you do ‘éhe

honours!

DUCHESNE

(who has left_the counter, kissing her hand) The hon:ur is entlrely mine,
Mademe Ricaud. Congratulations, ’

Madame RICAUD thrusts her clbow ;uto Monsisur RIOAUD 8
.ribs, to make him realize he must sheke DUCHESINE's herd,

MONSIEUR Ro

Thank you very much, Monsieur le Comtes

DIX)HESU‘1

(1agghlgg) For God's sake drop that expressn.on, Ricaud. One feels like
extending you one's deepest sympathy |

RICAUD

(looklgg }3) Thank youe. You have been to-day 80 generous of your tine, -
such a good friend =

DUCHESNE

(with e brazen émile) The sol:Ld ties of friendship blsiness blnds, my

dear Ricaud.



MONIQUE
The price is in francs, Monsleur le Combtoe.

. DUCHESHE
I knowe. Only I'm used to calculating in dollars or pounds,. One of the

curses of these unsteady times; a cormer of a decemt man's brain has
become & computer.

: MONTQUE B
(oontemptuouslv) To think that mearly forty m:.lln.on people have died in

" this war already so that what's left of Eur_ope may be represented by

characters like youl

DUCHESH“ ’
Bah! There were far too many people on this earth.

MONIQUE ‘
Send those bills back to mel We'll see each other in oourt.

DUCHESNE ’
You do have a manie for courts and tribunals, haven't you?

MONIQUE
Send me the bills, please.

- DUCHESHE
I 11 send them back to you = but with a cheque. And ple‘ase don"c ss.y one

more word, You might regret it, my dear 1a.dye

' MONIQUE
So there are courts that impress you more tha.n ctherso

, DUCHESHE | =
(incensed) Enough! Not one word morel You're the only person in the world ! .

vwho can meke me forget myseif = the only one I think of oi‘ten.er'than 1
should like to = (Pulling himself together) There, it's overs (In his
usual socigble tone) And by the way, what have you dons with your cat?

It's &.1'{)1.16 time since I have heard her.

MONIQUE -
I've 1eft her with friends in the country. Vhy?

DUCHESNE
.1 miss her, poor thing. She sounds so sensuall

| MONIQUE
Not more sensual than she=cats in gemeral =

A ‘DUCHESHE
But this one, I only heard her vhen you hed a gentleman caller. A cat so

sensitive to the presence of a man touched the most secret strings of my
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MONSILEUR R

(clearing his throat) = that I'll permit myself %o direct you to the

. salon, while we discuss a little private matter here.

, DUCHE SHE
Of course, of course. Excuse me, my friends. (He goes out, back)

MONSIEUR R.
You too, Agenor. Go on, stuff them with food and drirk; they won't miss

Us.e

MADAMB Re '
(whisperings into AGENOR's ears) I can hardlywa:.t for my wedding nlght -

with you, my boy.
' VAGENOR raises his eyebrows and gces.

Henri, you must be crazy. To make such a fuss about, poor Ms:.da.me Lamolle s'
coming; to forbid me to invite her to the party and then = then = to
spend the wholo ceremony eating her up with your eyesl I'vé_ seen her,
followng us at a distance. She's coming here, isn't she?

MONSIKUR Ro
Yes. I asked her to.

MADAME R,
Whaat? (A silence) Well, explain yourself!

MONSIEUR Re. ‘ S
I don't have to explain e thing; you do. Why did you give that bitch your

old hat, of all the things in the world?

MADAME Ro R
So that was itl What a miser! It was. my own hat, you lmow, bought with g_r)y_

money, twenty five years sgo, before I ever ‘hed the misi‘or’cune o; settlng,

 eyes on youl

MONSIEUR Re ' ‘
Tha.t ] precisely the pointe You get a new hat just like the old omse, and

coldly discard a friend who was wn.th you ever since the end of VWorld o
War I. If you do that with hets, what can people expect?

MADAME Ro .
When did you ever see a woman keep & hat for more then twenty flve years‘? i
And if you consider Madame Lamolle a bitch, why do you went her 4o coms
over now? '

MONSIEUR R
I want her here so that she can give you back the hat, tha’c s all.

MADAME Re ‘
You must be all set for an electro—shockl On what grounds do you expect

to do a thing like that? Why?

e b e = ¢ e



MONSIEUR R.
That hat's the thing I love best in the world,

MADAME R, :
Dirty fetishist! To reach a ripe age a.fter a normal 1:1.fe only to 1ndulge
in -such sexual aberrations!

lMonsisur RICAUD laughs sarcastical Lly. Enter ladame
LAMOLLE R,

MONSIEUR R.
Amel:.e, plee.se help Agénor to look after our guests at the salon; we ‘11

join you in a minute.

Mademe RICAUD goes out, but not withowt turning her .
head twice to look at her husband with obvious furyo

Dear Mademe Lemolle, coming back from the mairie a ll‘atle vhile ago, I -.
thought the party would be :anomplete without you. T hops you dldn't
mind my sending a word like that, at the last minuto. It's true that
wo've only had the pleasure of seeing you here twice, with your 1ittle.
daughter, but the few words I exchanged with you thon 1nspired in me '

a feeling of great e'npathyo

MME+ LAMOLLE
And whet's that? :

MONSIEUR R
Well, 1‘b g a little difficult %o explaln -1 k:now for sure. it's not

sympathy, bub some’cm.ng stronger perhaps.

MME LAMOLLE

(SUSElClOU.S) Monsisur Ricaud, I don't kmow wha’c you're dr:i.v:(.nn at, bub

I should like to remind you that you've just got married.

MONSIEUR Re _
Since the God-damned moment when I paid those God=dumed fiftty centimegs
for the certificate, I've been thinking of it all the time. You don't
have to remind me! Besides, I'm long past all ideas of love and 1ovingov

¥MME . LAMOLLE
(with a touch of coguetry) I don't believe you. You're still a fine

figure of a man, even if you weren't, a men always has a‘chance, For
women it's dif‘ferent, alas! I haven't been in that race for years. The
flesh may have its weakmesses, of course, but fortuiately the head =
THE great quality of the French - always polnts at rezi'li'byo

MONSIEUR R. '
I don™ Iknow ebout that. The only reality I know at this moment is that

you look very elegant and could go amywhere like.that, even:to a party
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MONSIEUR Re (comt'd) '
of the beau monde! (Extending both arms as if he wers to fix the hat

on Madame IAMOLLE's head) ATow me. I think that ‘cil’éing i Jjust a teemy
vieeny little bit to the left, it would be just psrfect.

' MME. LAMOLLE
(truculerrtlv flinching ) Paws down, Monsieur R:Lca.udl

MONSIEUR R
Paws down? Whom do you take me for?

MME. LAMOLLE '
I know very well how to put on the hat in the way most beconu.ng to me,

thank you.

MONSIEUR R :
Bubt a little tilteso ever so littleceo would make you 1rres:|.st1ble. By

the way, don't you find it heavy on your head?

MME. LAMOLLE
No, why?

MONSIEUR Re -
All that cotton 1ns:Lde to keep it in shape. Much too much, maybe, Amel:a.e )

oomplained of sl:.ght mlgra.lnes every time she wore i%.

MME, LAMOLLE
Nonsense. Every woman has a 1little hysterical reaction of ’che.’c sorte

(A Euse) Well, Monsieur Ricaud, shall we proceed inside?-

MONSIEUR Re
0f oourse, my dear Mademe Lemolle. Forgive me.

She turns to go tc the back, but she has not talen
8 ocouple of gteps when Monsieur RICAUD, gquite by
storm, tekes the hat off her head. :

Ha ha ha, it was heavy, and howl I was right, and so was Amélie with her ..
migreines!
This thoroughly unexpected gesture leaves Madame :
LAMOLLE so flabbergasted that she does not even utter ’-
an exclamation of surprise. She remains open~mouthed
and pamting for some seconds, a vause Monsisur RI=
CATD profits by to put the hat on his head and look

at himself in the coumter mirror, a sight which pro=- -
duces uncontrollable mirth in hin. :

I don't know how you could stand it on your head the whole afternconl

MME, LAMOLLE
(who cannot quite succeed in pulling her_self togethe:r) Bubees DUbeas

MONSI EUR Re
So funny! Mekes me look like the wife of ons of +those V:Lchy ministers,
doesn't i’c? :
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_ - MME. LAMOLLE
Butseo but this is intolerablel

MONSIEUR R. ; |
I know. But I'll take off the e xtra welght, 80 that you can tolerate it.
while you dispose of the canapés in there,

MBE. LAMOLLE

(as he pagses her on the way to the back) You're conpletelj 1nsanel Give
me back that hat at oncel

MONSIEUR R.
In two minutes, it'll be yours for lifel

Loughing and sheking his finge: in the air, Monsiew
RICAUD is indeed the image of na.dness. '
Two minu’ces, that's alll .

As he goes out rushing in triuwaph, he collides with
Mademe RICAUD, who reenters by the back. For a
second he is teken aback; then he is again all laugh
ter and warning finger in the air, and exiis leaving
Madame RICAUD as astonished as was Madame LAMOLLE,

ME., LAMOLLE
Well, I never! Such a serious man, too! You know he had the nerve to
toar that hat off my head? It must be the change of life, poor devil;

- he mugt have become one of those queer fish who dress as viomen &k night
while they force their wives to dress as menl]
MADAME R. |
Henri? Never. Don't expect any exciting fancy of that kind from him. The
- change of l1life geems to have Ikilled his sexual imagination altogether, .
L‘B{Eo LAI-iOLLE
My poor friend. (Tekinc a step towards Madame RICAUD) Oh, that madman .
left me in such a state, I don't know what I'm doing. I know I should

be congratulating you, but in the circumstances =
MADAME R.
I realize you must have had & shocke I've had one, noo, belleve me. L
just can't understand ite
© MME., LAMOLLE
Neither do I, but I'm staying alk the ‘same. Your husband won 5 get r:Ld
of me ag easily 8s that ! ' '

"HMONSIEUR R,
(coming in by the back, hat in hand) Dear lMadame Lemolle, here vie arc.

You can wear it now in all tranquillity till Kingdem Come.



She snatches it from his hand and puts it on, looking
at herself from a distance in the faded counter mirror

MME, IAMOLLE
Madame Ricaud, I'm staying for your sake, to wish yo*t Juck; for luck

you're going to mecd, and very badly tool
MONSIEUR R
You stay for her sake = and the sake of the turlmy, nnd the cold cuts,

and the Savarin and the champagne s

MME, LAMOLLE ' ‘
Of course. You've made my stomach turn with your 1lithle ™bravesti®; now
it must have a little comfort and sustenance.

With a furious glence at Monsieur RICAUD, Madome LA=
MOLIE goes oubt Re, backe

MADAME R. :
Henri, you have one minute to explain everything. Buh you must stand
warned; if you fail to convince me, I'll leave you for ever,

MONSIEUR Ro :
Poor women! What appalling lack of imagination! ilaven't you realizod
yot that all we have in the world was- concoaled in that hat, in old
hundred thousand franc bills?

MADAME R . me |
What? You have the check of malking/that trifle of a :r'\nt to lure me
into marriage = while you keep practically all yowr Cortume in a hat?
thet if your heart ailment is true? Who ocould ever have guessed where
the money was?

MOKSIEUR R
Precisely. Don't I always ask you to treat me 11}-0 e man in-a delicathe

condition?

MADAME R _ ’ ,
(’calcinp; her hand %o her.:ghroa{;) I sti1l can't believo it. A1l vie havo

in the world = Oh, my Godl I can't breaths!

MOUSIEUR Ro
Yeg you can, you harebrain, vou spendthrift! To ’Lhzo' 111"9 thal to the

winds the earnings of 25 yearsl - E
MADAME Ro

How dare you acouse me? Did I know of it? (She tdfcs hor hands %o lor

temples) Holy Virginl I feel ;iddy, sboubt %o pass OLb - Give me somo=

thing, quick!




MONSTIEUR R.
(rushing to counter) There's brandy served here; okey?

MADAME R.
(feintly) I'd rather have a Scotch = please=

MONSIEUR Re
We have recovered the money; but that's no reason for throwing it aviay.

You'll have the brandy =~ and like i%l

He walks caublously from counter, glass in hand.
And let this be & lesson to last all your married lifel

Blackout,
SCENE VIII
IviONIQUE's apartment. Lights go up slowly as DAVE and MONWIOUE enter.

DAVE .
(leavine his cap on divan, kisses MONIQUE) This is heaven. I'vo been

missing the flavour of that lipstick, ybu knowe
' MONIQUE

(laughing) What vile times we're living inl Twenbty years ago o man
would've had the grace of saying at least ™the honey from your nouth"!

DAVE, laughing, kisses her aga‘ln', and she pwrrs
like a cat. Surprised, DAVE holds her away from
him and looks a’c her, with a say 1a.ughe

You're ashamed of my - purre
A DAVE
No; why?

- MONIQUE .
Yes you are. It's better for you to know ab once my reactions, *bhough -

even the queerest,.

DAVE
What are you talking about?

MONIQU'”,
"I don't think I ever made & secret of how pleased I was be:Lng with a
man, Nows This pleasure, you see, I always feel an urge.to eXpress
vooally = and as noisily as possible,

DAVE
(shocked) Oh, do you?

MONIQUE '
Yes. The problem is, how to do it without scanualn.zlng the nelghbourhood.
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MONIQUE (oomt 'd)
If I soreeched as I fesl in certain situa.tlons, to bo sure I'd be ox~

pelled from Paris = very possibly deported!

» DAVE
Oh la lal

MONWIQUE
And so I imitete a she=cat.

DAVE" ’ '
And that, thank God, doesn't shock amybody.

MONIQUE
Oh yes it does; but for me, it's the only way out.

’ DAVE ST
(laughing, then kissing her agaln) I understend. Only = the fact of ﬁhe

matter is, when I'm about to make love any noilse makes me nervous.

MONIQUE
You'll get uged to this ome, you'll see.

DAVE
And - and there's something else I'd like to confess.

MONTQUE |
Oh, a confession. Then we'd better sit comfortebly. (She leads him to

dim) First give me another kiss. No purxnng this timé, I promise;

They embrace with more passion then before. It is | -
not long before she mews like & female cat in heat. -
DAVE jumps. .

I didn't mean it! Sorry! (A_little pause; then, a mi sch:.evous sm:.le)

Dave = Who taught you to kiss so well?

DAVE :
Look here. Practically every time = no, no, let's be downright honest =
every time I start something with a women - I mean, the very first time, v
nothing happens. (With a_dejected air) Isn't that torrible? :

MONIQUE '
(repea.tn.ng the word in French, not wﬁ:houb a bit of a tease) Terribles.

I hope it's only the first timel

DAVE ‘
Of course it is. I've never told anybody about it With you, I don't

know = I think cards on the table will always be tha best policy.

MONIQUE | . .
Cards on the table and the dots on the j'se I gob ite- (Talflnrr his ch:.n




. MONTQUE (comt 'd) o
and staring at him) Let me look you in the eye, my babye

DAVE
Baby?

‘ MONIQUE v :
Baby, yess A big babye Why, don't you know that the ceme terrible,
terrible thing that happens to you happens also to any sensitive decormt v
man = since the days of Ramses II? If I ever meet a 1an who dossn't
have that first time readtion, be sure I'11l show hlim‘the door!

DAVE
(laughing with a_sigh of relief) Oh, Monique! Iuoniqun the uniqus!

(Caressing her hair) There is no more love-wisdom 1n3the whole of the-

Kamagutre than in this adorable little head.

DAVE pushes her on the diven, holding her head with
one hand; in such a position he, delicately but

pdrsistently, kisses her on the neck, near her left
ear. MONIQUE gives two long, sonorous mewings. Im=

mediately a tomoet answers her offstage. MONIQUE
s:d;u up suddenly. ;

MONIQUE |
Hell, the Count! '

DAVE
Some cat from the neighhourhood? :
MONIQUE |
No, no, a real Count, Duchesne. I've told you sbout himl

DAVE
Gosh, he mews as well as youl

The cry of the offstage cat becomes inguisitive, al=
most snxious, MONIQUE replies with zest, and the
male sounds are shy and heppys .

MONIQUE
Excuse me, Dave. I couldn't leave him without an answer!

} DAVE
This is a hell of & game.
, MONIQUE |
Not for himl He actually believes I am a she=-cat. |
: DAVE ' ,
(Looking at her with a smile) And they pitied me so :ch in New York for
the highfaluting intellectual trash I would have to listen to on the

i
:

|
|

I
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DAVE (cont 'd) '
Left Bank! (He laughs) You may think it odd, but this felinc repartee

has calmed my nerves completely. I think this will be the first time
that isn't the first time = if you know what I mean.

They both laugh while the lights dim qulckly. In the
dark the accordion plays the most vibramt part-of the
waltz,

SCENE IX

The restaurant, MONIQUE enters R. and DAVE enters by the back. Both
are singled out by a spotlight.

She is very elegamt in black, with gold jewellery, and in spite of >
the time of they year = marked on the coumber by a small Christmas tree= -
wears an almost spring=like bonnet in dirty p:.nk fan.lle with wild f.‘lowers
and pastel=coloured velvet ribbons. :

DAVE advances towards her and embraces her,
DAVE - ' s
Merry Christmas, pussy cate. Oh, you're lovelier thaa ever. The Army
should order every man in Bastogne to coms to Paris and see the sight

I'm seeing. It'd be the best way for them to get reconciled to life.

© MONTQUE
I thought Americans didn't lmow how to cowrt a womaal

DAVE
I'm not courting you! I'm saying what I feel.

MONIQUE o
Mon pauvre amours One can see in those eyes what you've been through

these last weeks.

_ DAVE

Oh, I've been lucky. Lucky over there, in the middlo of disaster, and
Iucky with you = all the time. To be so happy - no responsibilities,
no quarrels = it just doesn't look possiblel

MONIQUB
Typical of a Puriten's conscience = to refuse happiiesse.

DAVE ‘
(1&35 8) I refuse nothing! For every dinmer I buy yuu, you offer me fou.r
at home. I refuse nothing!

MONIQUE ' ‘
Glad to hear ite I have a dighonest proposition to make you. Let's see

whether you refuse it or not:



DAVE .
kl&ug }Wha’(: ig it nUWf TVU RBULLE, U Tuy s e fewsas v de tra s v -
MONIQUE

Look me in the eyes, Captain Snu'bh. I'm dead serious. I wa.nt you RRS
me & child, I'd like to say %o make me a child, but tais la:nguage is8 so
limited, '

"~ DAVE : N -
(blushes, gives an uncertain lauph) To give you a chlld. Is that a figure :

of speech?

MONIQUE o
No, no. I'm speaking 1iterally, I went something from you, samething I .

oan keep.

DAVE '
‘ Somethlng that ories at nigh'b and spoils the good times you w:.ll have .

with my successor, eh?
MONIQUE
You're anticipating a lot, aren't you?
: ‘ " DAVE S -
But there will be a successor, I hope. Don't you remember? Pleasure is -
necessary to the health of the soul; no regrets, no reproaches - ever,
Sheer unuridled pleasure and nothing else., |
MONIQUE
Of course there will be no reproaches; I shall keep ny word. All the
seme, I want & child by you, Dave; he will have something to remind ms
of you; maybe the whites of the eyes,.Which are bluith in yours, I'll
see him a:b week=ends, and it'll make me terribly happy. | '
Lightd come up slowly to reveal DUCHESNE as he sits
at table next to them. AGENOR is pouring white wine

in his glass and Monsieur RICAUD brings him the first -
course of his dinner. :

MONSIEUR
Such an honour to have you as the guest of the house, Iuonsieur lo Comtee

I hope this timbale meets with your approval,

DUCHESNE ' ‘
(sniffing the dish) Hmm. Meow meow. It has such a wonderfully spirited -

smell =

 MONSIEUR Re
You do me honour, Monsieur le Combe.

AGENOR and Monsieur RICAUD bow and go to the back to
install themselves on either side of the counter.



DAVE .
(smiling at MONIQUE) Apparemtly, to eat here you've got to be titled.

MONIQUE

Be a little patiemt! I've given lMadame Ricaud the recipe for an egg-nog=

I wanted us to have something Bnglish this Christmas.

DUCHESNE ‘takes a mouthful from his plate, frowns,
L. wipes his lips with his napkin and drinks a gulp
N of white wine, Then he dries his lips, clears his ...
throat for a second mouthful and tekes ite This time & -
he comes to a decision, shouts in an imperious tome:

DUCHES IE
Ricaudl

HMONSIEUR Ro

(rushlng to him with a gesture of a.pprehen51on) }.Lonsz eur le Comtel Hha.ts,

the matter?

,  DUCHESNE
Ricaud. What have you cooked the crayfish tails witht?

MONSIEUR R :
Sherry, of ocourse; a very dry, very pale Pedro Domecq.

DUCHLSNE
Yes, yes, but of what vintege? The sauce has an unthi. nkable £lavour!

MONSIEUR R. ’
It must be a 1942 sherry; I think you yourself prov:.ded me with it.

DUCHESNE o
I thought so. 19421 Unforgivebls negligence! 1941 should be the absolute
age limit for the sherry to be used; you know that as well as I dol
Vie're practically in 1945, aren't we? On the other hand, the champagne 's
age is mrfect, and if this seuce is ab ell edible = I won't have i%, oi‘;
course, to serve it to & man like me is an insult! - yoﬁ mé.y thank the
champagne for it,.

MONSIEUR R

What a catastrophe, Monsieur le Gomte. I must have lost my head. Not to g

have looked at the yeai' on the labell Can you ever forgive me?

DUCHESIE
Never! Where's your honour as a chef de culsine, let alone your dlgmty

as & man? How could you ever permit yourself a slip like this? If th:.ngs.' .
go on in this wretched way, we'll end up eating like the Englishl ‘

M@NSIEUR Re
Forgive me, please forgive me, Monsieur le Comte. You couldn't be more

right; but as long as one gouwrmet like you remains alive in France, the




HMONSIEUR Re (cont' d) »
- Earth will go 'round on its axis. I'm geping to prepare another tinhals

= &8 perfect as human hands cen make it - if you have the kindness and

the patience to forgive - and to wait,

HONIQUE
(efter following the scens, gots up in an indipnond I‘OOd) Oh, no. You

vion't prepare enything, lMonsicur Ricaud. I don't carc a hoot about your
honour as a chef, but where's your dignity as ;a man? How can you let
this dirty dog insult you because the year of the sherry wasn't quite
right for the sauce = according to him? The nervo of it! Don't you lmow
the story of Duchesne and his trafficking with the Nezis?

‘ MONSIEUR R.
(congested) Mademe Périer! Take care what you say!l

DUCHESNE '
No, no, no, let her talk, my dear R:Lcaud. Hell must De packed with un=-
grateful people, but let them have their say on earth. Were it not for
men like me, who have silently sacrificed themselves to keep the torch
of civilization aflame in the darkest hours, we viould see whether or
not on this Christmas eve Madame would be dressed lile that, having
with her friend the kind of dinner she's going to have herel

MONIQUE :
You pig! On Christmas eve, instead of having such an obsesgsion Wl”Lh food,
you should be thinking of the people who've starving all over the worldl

DUCHESNE '
(Ewee‘blx) "Pig". You never called ms "pig" before, midame, That word
tickled me even more than your other insults, It also makes me seec how

lonely I em on & night such as this. (Raising his voliz_gg_) Ricaud! Can I

eat in your private dining room, please?

MONSIEUR Ro
Do you really want to, lMonsieur le Comte?

MONIQUE
Yes, oway with him! ile shouldn't have sights like hin before us vhoen

the war takes a nasty turnl

DUICHESHE: - i
(gets up, bows to MONIQUE and DAVE) A merry Chrlstma: to you bothe,

DUCHsSIE takes Monsieur RICAUD by the arm and they
disappear by the back, Ro .
g
' i

¢
i



MONIQUS ' o
(after a second) I'm sorry I blew my top like that, |

DAVE :
Holy oow! Vhat tomper! You were a real Bastille lantber in actionl

MONIQUE '
(laushing heartily) Oh, Davel You take me mush oo sorlously. You mlstnh

I'm just like amy other Frenchman; liberal in theor'y but quite consorve -
ative in practics, you see.

DAVE '
And always full of thoughts.

MONIQUE
That's the trouble; I'm afraid in France we all 'bhlruc +too much to be
really deep.

DAVE ;
I need a drink = any kind of drink. )

Abruptly DAVE turns his ﬁead to the c;ountar.

, MONIQUE
That is one of your movements thet touches me most,
DAVE !
Which one?
MONIQUE 5
That abrupt way you have sometimes of turning your Lead.
DAVE
How?
MONIQUE
I don't knows I've seen pansies do it like that =
DAVE |
(talcen aback) What?? \ g
i
MONIQUE ?
= and it never fails to touch me,
: DAVE
Hoell's bells!
MONIQUE

Don't make that faoe, Dave. It's Just an obgervation.
DAVE
You can keep those observations Jo yourself, A fine way of flattering

your lover! Just after saying to him that you want n child by himl

' UE '
8h, Davel Vmenngliﬁ% you learn that life is never in black gnd whit_e?
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MONIQUE (ocomt'd)
Can't you see that gesture of yours makes your virility stanq out the

rest of the time? What moves me most in life is that pSle-mble, that
terrible mixture each one of us is.

~ (in mock 1rr3:be.tion) Shut upe All that's too lousy Frcnch for me.

MONIQUE ' _
I can imegine. You should be spending thn.s Christnas eve with. Bebty, =

n'est-co-pas?; administrative, aleit, allergio Betity; all=imerican

Betty, ever so affectionate.

Hey, who told you she's allergic? (A tender conjusal smile as he evokss

her) She's a damn good administrator, thaughe I'm sorry; but you madé

- me think of her.

: MONIQUE
Never mind; as & vivandiére of the Legion, I know my duty to the soldisrs

returning from battle. {iDrllv) I'1l make this Christmas as merry as
can be for you = in the circumstances.

The geuze drop falls as the lights dim; when they g0
up, we are again in the street and see the accordionist,
in spring attire, a carnation in his buttonhole, go
from Re to L. playing the most cheerful part of the
waltz and gaily humming it,

SCENE X

The acoordionist, of course, is right; it is s:pring», and as the drop
curtain rises and we find ourselves again at MONIQUE's living-room,
spring, in the form of tulips and narcissi, is already prescnt ‘there,
enlivening the room in two vases and one jug.

On the eassel is the sketch of an evening dress in flamboyant red,
MONIQUE, in & silk dressing gown, shows up &t the back, R., and drags
her way to the door of her apartment, ‘

She opens it to reveal DUCHESIE, in a la.g;ht grey suit with a double=
breasted canary waistcoat and canary doeskin glores. In one hand he
carries & thick walking stick ehd in the other a bouquel -of = narcissi
end tulips. DUCHESNE pubts the stick between his legs, tekes his hat
off, puts also the bouquet between his legs and finally kisses I.LOIIIQ,UE&
hand,

'DUCHESNE |
Dear Madame Périer, how are things? And that morale?

MONIQUE
(sh 5}_15515%') Qooh! The moralsl Not to0 brilliants, Come in, ploase.

With ‘his free hand, he gives the bouquet to MOITIQLIE s
vho leaves it on the tables After casting & couple
. ~

\
]
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glances here and there, DUCHESHE notices that his
present will prove rather. redundint in the room,

DUWCHESHE :
Oh, I'm sorrye. I wanted to bring you a touch of spring, but I see somo=

one has taken the lead,

MONIQUE :
(with a light smile) Myself. I am sorry. Anyway, think you very much

for the nice thought.

DUCHESHE
(with a smile of light reproof) It isn't only a thought!

MONIQUE
(1aughs) And for the things themselves, too. (She l3aves them on the

comnode ) Will you sit down, lionsisur de Duchesne?

DWCHESHE
Wi’ch pleasure. (He opons & cizarette case) An Abdulla?

MONIQUE
Oh, yes, please; I haven't seen them for ages.

DUCHESNE 1lights both cigareties.

’ DUCHE SHE
Well, to the point, my dear lady. Your call has mad> me immensely hap-

py; I'm literally biting my nails with expectation.

MONIQUR
I'd better add a little word of wa.rmng. Vhen pnopla call us, lonsicur
le Comte, it is rarely to offer us something.

DUCHESNE A
0f course., You think I was born yesberday? I never anded my sentonce,,
I moant to adds "with expectationse.. of offering ny sorvices to you".

MONIQUE :
\Zziles) Well, to go to the poimb, as you say. I nesd a rather importamt .

sum. I have s warranty, of course. (DUCHESHE raiges his_eyebrows) Six

mortths ago, I made the last down payment on this apartment.

DUCHESE |
(opening his eyes wide) Did you really? How very nise for you.

MONIQUE
But naturally, I don't want to mortgage it for such a asmall sum.

DUCHESNE
Didn't you just say the sum was important?
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MONIQUE
Important for me; small for the house.

DUCHESNE
(laughing) All's relatives I soo.

MONIQUE
Fivo hundred dollars, to speak your language.

‘ DUCHESNE
Goods (With a wide smile) Oh, I beg your pardon; ycur cigarette is oube

He is-going to give her a light, when MONIQUE stops
him.

MONIQUE
No, thank youe. I™m not going to finish it. It has o strange taste = .

must bo the ware. Abdullas usod to be the best, though. (Unexpectedly

rising) Will you excuse me & mimtte? Suddenly I don't feel too well,
Must be the stomach. I'll only be a minute.
‘ She rushes out through the curtein at the back.
DUCHES NB _
(talking pensively to himsel! and casbting again qivck, furtive rloices
t0 R. and L.) A strange teste? And she feols so umell after a third
of a cigarette? Uh~huh. If I'm not wildly off +the 1ark, a little Amerﬁzn‘

will be born in Paris in & few months. I must act - and ach quickly.

(He takes a look around) The apartment is paid for: too good to be true.

Even if it weren't = not quite =~ isn't it legitimatie for a man to think -
of expanding when he can't openly invest his money? ‘

MONIQUE reentors, looking vory nale, and he addres=
ges her in cooing tones.

Dear Madame Périer! You don't seem to be in quite j;00d form. Shall I
go and let you rest a little?

MOWIQUE .
No, no, I told you on the phove, it was wrgembt. Otherwise, I wouldn't
have lowered myself as I did, asking you to come,

DUCHESHE bites his lower lip anl suddenly, pgebting

nearer MONIQUE, .throws a bip pu'f of smoke over her
face. Incontinenti she faimbts i1 his arms,.

DUCHESHME
(holding her 1like a packare, goes on with his calcilations) There's no

doubt now = a little Captain Smith is on the wey. {ar will be over in -
a matter of days - the father is leaving, he's toll her "No complicat=
‘ions" and she's going to get rid of it. put the cal won't give her the
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: DUCHLSHE (con’'d) .
money. (Indignant) Whet a world! (Keeping FOHISUR :mbraced o him with

his left arm and piving lithle slaps on her cheok ith his freo hand)

Madame Périer, Madamo Pdricr! (There is 5%4ill wo rocction trom hor,

and he lets her fall on the divan, shrumiing) Hame Lot's profit from

this 1ittlo absence to take & look at the premises.

DUCHLSHL leaves quickly by the back, lifting the
curtain and letting it fall immsdiately after. IFor
sore seoconds we hear him hum of 'stage some bars of
the "Dépaysds" waltz, while MONIOUE is still a dead
woight ou tho divan. DUCHESIE ricnters.

Oh la lal Dead as a doornail! This looks like twini.

He pats her hands, casting opprising glances around -
him at the same time,

There should be about 72 square meters all in all; quite on estimable

expansion. (Looking at MONIJUE) And she's quite esiimable, too - provide

ing she doesn't expand. Dear Madame Périor, I hope you don't mind my
teking a little down payment on account?
He gives her a long kiss, but with no reaction freom :
her.

God! This is sheer obstimacy. (Lifting hor by the +houlders and keoping .

her straight before him) Madame Périer! Please com: back to sarthl Men

have discovered mo better place yet!l (Ho Idsses he: earlobe) But vhat

am I doing? This is the time to kmow the truth.

He imitates the long, plaintive mewing of a tomeat in
heat. MONIQUE, obviously still ‘n d déad faint, re=- .
spondd with a shy, restless mewing in her turn.

Uh=huhe I was sure of it. This rounds it up very, ery nicely.
Again he pives MONIQUE two or three littlo slaps.

MONIQUE
(opening her eyes) Whore am I?

DUCHLSNE _
(smiling at her as an acbor who receives his firshk Oscar) Home and in

safe company, beautiful neipghbour. You're quite all right, and you

mustn't viorry. Evefything has just been solved for you in theo best of

all possible ways! ,
' Blackout. Soveral bars of the third part of the waltz!

are heard in the darks Lights go up very slowly.

SCENE XTI

Agein at MONIQUE's apartmenmt, 48 hours later. The nistress of the houss
i% in better Shape, gnd 1ook§ very elegant in a block pencil skird ang



& generously-collared tailored jacket of mustard flmimel, covored from
shoulder to whist with narrow lines of black braid which cross diagonal.
ly and end in little tassels, the whole of Goyaesque inspiration. She

opens the door and reveals DAVE, who stays theres,; storing at her in
gilsenoe, '

MONIQUE .
Good evening, Captaine Come in, come in, What s the ;atter? This is

V=E day, and you come from the streets as if nothing were happening.

’

DAVE
And nothing is! Haven't you been out, yourself? iPsople are quite pooped;

they walk in silence, like shipwreck victims trying %o recognize &
strange shore.

MONIQUE
Beautiful imege, Captain; but it can't be true.

DAVE
(disrogerdins her bitterness) Oh, I don't blame them. This is a hell of

an anbiclimax. I for one shall miss the bomba. You hwd very few of them
here in Paris, you poor people. But they were feutastioc. With bombs
falling all over, each drink, each kiss could have bion the last. Life
took on such a zest, the dumbest guy acted like a drigged poete.

MONIQUE
You're talking like one now!

| DAVE
Never mind me. (He_holds her tiphter egainst him)

MONIQUE
Capbain Smith, will you kindly let me breathe a litile? It's an old

custom of mine I'd like to keep, especially now that poace has come to

use DAVE releases her and looks at her from a certain
distance.
DAVE .
How wonderful, the face of defeat.
MONIQUE
Defeat?
DAVE

Yes, your defeat, my derling; the dofeat of the women wh6 used to pro=-

claimt "Ploasure for pleasure's sakej no American scnbimentality, ploass;
let's be rational; ofter all, we're in France, tho land where intellifmee
reigns. Even in the rest of the world, nobody bolieves in lovo any long'

er; sex is all that matters; sex and pleasuro." (Ho pives a surcosbic
laugh) Hal Hal




MOWIQUE slaps him with groat gusto, then, hanging
from his nook, gives him a pas:ionate kisge

MONIQUE
Con man. Gangsters (She kisses him again) You're pelting the hell outb,

by your own decisions Behind youn, you leave frecdom, pleasurs, the joy
of living = and trade all thot for Mileg's munmps, the cor paid in inag-
tallments, Betty's ruthless handling of every cent ou make, ns if she .
earned it. Coward! You can't wait to rush back to cumfort and sécnrity,
~ dive straight into your air=conditiomed jail, can you? (DAVE kissos her)

Vhen are you going? Two weeks, a month from now? ¥Whon?

- DAVE
We don't know yet. Please don't torment yourself,

MONIQUE
Oh, I don't! In my mind I have bade you farewell,

DAVE
Not farewell!l I hope notl

MONIQUE
(pushing him eway from;ggzj Loave me alone. Vhen you receive a card

ammouncing my marrisge you'll see whether it's farcucll or not.

There are tvio knocks on the door; DAVE releases

MONIQUE ngain, end she goes anl opons tho door.

A beatifically drunk CHUCK, hi: face completely

covered by marks of lipstick, smiles at thom and
extends his arms to HONIQUE,

CHUCK
Long live victoryl

_ MONIQUE
(to DAVE) So poople are quite pooped in the stroets of Paris, are they?
(To CHUCK) And how do you account for those marls of euphoria?
CHUCK
" You mean my facial tattoo? That I got the hard way = forcing women in
the street to kiss me. They did it, bubt, without joy, without £race.
That a difference with the 24th. Auguste

DAVE
Be that as it may, you look beaoming,

CHUCK
I'vo got' other reasons. Where's the soft one?

MONIQUE .
She'll be here any minute now, (She poes o curbtaiied door alb_the back .

'
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and, before lesving, osks CHUCK) Went a web towel?

CHUCK
Hope. Won't clean my face before I become a document for posterity. I
must meet a Lifo llagazins photogragher first.

¥OWIQUE laughs and goes out.
Vhen are you leaving, bud?

DAVE
To-morrow., Have & special chance., Don't say a word to anybody. It's
either to-morrow or weeks from now., And you? vhat ars your plans?

CHUCK
I think I'll stick around for a while.

After o small pause, there are morse lmocks on tho
door. DAVE opens it. SUZAFIE comes in and ssos With
great surprise CHUCKS's facial decoration.

DAVE
Oh, yes, it's your Chuck all right; the V-E day playboyl

CHUCK
(going to SUZANNE) Baby-baby, I've reserved you the neck = the whole of
ite

SUZAITE '
(laughs, then says suddenly to GHUCK) What's that bulging in your pocxcds

CHUCK
Dave would call it plunder.

He takes from his pockets two enormous wads of notes
and throws them on Tthe vable.

It's for you, Susie = so that you can teke good care of yourself.

HONWIQUE reenbers, bringing a plabter \T.:Lth a bottle of
champagne snd four glasses.

MONIQUE
Fhat's that? (Lo CHUCK) Havo you assaulted a bank?

DAVE
Worse then that., I'm afraid he must have robbed some German civilions
to help Suzanne, I would definitely call it plunder,

SUZAITHE
Not plunder, Dave; it's just lcobl Amd all for mel Is it really for me?

(Leoking at CHUCK) To go %o the Jura? It looks like a fortune. (Sudden=

1y very moved) Chucl, you don't have any rouge on your lips; may I?

Viith exbtrome care, so that she does not wipe off the
other maerks, she gives him a long kiss on the moubh.
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CHUCK
Oh, shucks. So much fuss about the requisition of two lousy German csrs

that had escaped the French cye when Leclerc's boys:gor first to Heideol=
berg. :

DAVE
And the free transportation to Paris = the Air Force facilities ~ and

the sale of the oars over hero = how do you call thet?

HONIQUE
(giving him a glass and takins him to a cormer) And you, dear Captain,

how do you call leaving behind, without a word of rcgret, when she's
just about to havo an abortion practiced on her, the woman who's lived
‘all these months oniy to mako you happy? Without a word of regret and
without a penny for the operation. How do you call that?

DAVE _
(Lowering his eyes) I call it a stinking thing to do.

MONIQUE

That's better. (Raising her plass) Well, here's to victoryl
DAVE

Aux jours heureuxl ;

SUZANIE _ } !
Happy times! (She sighs)

CHUCK '
Tohin=tchin. Gee, I wish I could make this toast W1Lh the champeopne

of the Roma Vine Co. of California. The ads say 1t' the best in the-

world. . ?
DAVE
Are you kidding? §
~ CHUCK o
I mean it! |
MOWIZUE :

(smi 11ng) Californie champapne! How nationalistic can one geb?

SUZANNE |
(suddenlv looks at tho banknotes) I would drink it vladly. Roger will

be delighted with the news.
At once she bites her lip.
CHUCK

Who the hell's Roger?

SUZANNE
You don't kmow him. It doesn't matter, really.



CHWCK
No, no, it does. It does to me. Tell me, Monique, who s Roger?

MONIQURE
(ko SUZAME) Tell him! Our glorious liberators are going; this is the
hour of truth, anyway. (To CHUCK) Roger is Suzannc's fiancé, you see,

CHUWCK
Her fiancd?? Since whon?

SUZANNi :
Almost since we were children. It'll be eight yoars come July, Chuclz,
She looks dovin,

CHUCK
Eight years of going steady! And your mother's still worried that they

may think you a virginl

DAVE
(puttlng hlu fist apainst CHUCK's nose) Take care whal you say, you
bagtard.

CHUCK
You don't need your fists, pal; knock me down with a feather if you

wishe

DAVE
(Lo MONIQUE) Have you got a feather?

, SUZANNE :
Chuck, Don't look at me like thate Some day or other vou all had to go,
80y While you were there, why shouldn't I've mnde you happy?
| CHICK
So what? ‘

SUZANNE :
So = there was still, between us two, the word I'd flVGn another man,

CHUCK
And vou kept your mouth shut. Toujours la politessol

He tekes the wads of banknotes and throws them
against the door.

Merde, morde et romerdel

: DAVE
Hal Hal To complete this inspiring picture of victory and farewell

there was one touch missing: to see you here, half drunk ond making a
fool of yourself! Christ Almightyl

CHWCK gives DAVE an uppercut that rnaekes him fall,
throwing down the table - champagn: glasses and all,
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SUZATNE
Stop it! Stop all this nonsense! You call this lovt? If that's vhat

love does to people, I'm gled I nevor fell in love with anybodyl

CHUCK
(beside himself) So you don't love your fiancé, but all the same,

you're going to marry himl A marriage of roason; sc wise and 80 Freonch!
Congratulations!

SUZANNE breaks imbo sobs,

MONILGUE
I have a feeling that the mument we bepgin to talk zbout Amorica and
Americans, there'll be nothing inbtact in this room: not a thing!

CHUCK
Well, you don't have to wait until then! Let's start right now,sister]

Ho goes to fireplace and takes the Melssen groupe.

MONIQUE
(taklng the china pieco from his hands) No, Chuck! Not that! It's tho

only valuable thing I havel I mean, it has a sentlnental valus to me.
A present from one of my uncles,

CHUCK -
I bet you don't even romembor his name, Sentimontall Who's sentimomtal

P

here in Paris? Don't give me that bullshedl’
MONIOUE :
You're bitter and unjust, Chuck, but I can't blame' you. Go ahcard,hreak
what you wamb. But don't insult all and sundry ‘'cause you fecl ~heatedl
‘Don't think you're the only one who can love hero!l
" She gives him a Sévros vase with a chipped edpe.
For I'm e Parisiemms, you see, n typical one, but es sentimental as anye.
body, and, right this mimto, just as heartbroken rs you erel ‘
CHUCK
(w1th tears in his voico) lMerde, merde et remsrdol The hell wibh it all!

He breals the vase againgt tho weall. MONIQUE hands
him a small opaline box.

"Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition". Licubenrnt Howell M. Forgy,
Pearl Harbour, December '4l. (To SUZANNE) You won'™ call this an wbime«
ly quotation, will you? '

CHWK throws tho box against the wall and broaks it.
By now DAVE, still slightly groggy, is on his feots
Stumbling towards CHWEK, he lan’s & blow near his
ear, making him fall in his burn. SUZANIE kmeeols ;
and helps CHWCK to sit on thn f100r. Still stupofied,

i
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he g;"es her an engeaging smile, partly due to the
vinlsky he has drunk and partly o the blou he has Just
received.

SUZAYFE
Chucks Is this what we've boen waiting for = and drecaming of?
CEWX .
Deve, you son of a bitch, you've got a first-class fist. You've shaksn

me and vicken me up for ever, you son of a bitch. Taks me with you in

\ '

vt How York plane that leaves to-morrov,

BOITIQUR
(ts DAVE) Surprise, surprisc. So it is bo=morrow 're leaving, isn't
Ho DAVE s swrprisc,. t is morrow you re leaving, isn
it? ind you just said you didn't kmow whon. “Don't tormemt yourself".
How brave and noble of jyou. Go aviay; Then! iway with youl

She gives him a really hard slope.

Now, this very minute!l I don't wont to see your snoub ever againl

Wiell, this is all right as an outburst, pussy cat; but = where's the

second part?

(closine his eyes) Yes. The kiss that comes after every slap of hers.

HOHIGUE
You'll have to do without it +this time. Or any obther time! Away from
here! I can't stand the sight of youll

DAVE
ALl right. (Lifting CHUCK and toliing him by the arm) Come on, boy, letl

beat it.

CHUCK
(vhile DAVH 6vens the Goor and, seeinr that he is about to foil flat

on his back, Takes him by the collar of his tunic and drogs him off=

sta e) One last quobtation, ..1le. Lamolle., VWhat did General liachArthur
say when he left Corregidor? Three memoreble wordss "I shall retvurnl®
Remember thatl

Lights slovily and two spots councersrabe on the fhoes
Of WOIINUL and SUZAHNE, vwho seem to look out Lo the
future ’.';i“'u’;; apprehoension. Twio other spotlights show us
o nst ® Ho the 2

@ Zoces of DAVE and 'CHUCK, vihic have

Sy o*"u oasions ol anxiety. Tho waltz's loit-motiv
o spin vhon one lact spob showus us, ab

w3 face of DIGHESMS who, looki aud Lo

ho ¢ S SR Ya s M I L e ‘_,a_x{,,'\m ﬁ-x\;al’@.

T
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Part I1

"Andante ma non molto macstoso”

The main body of the scemery, composed of MOWIWUE'S small living=-room
and a part of the RICAUD's restaurant, remains the same.

Now additions aro a soction of the SMITH's 1living room in Long Island,
New York, and a tiny office at the American PX vhore CHUWK PETERS reigns
in Franikfurt. For a snappy change of scenes a revolving atage would be
ideel. hul foute de mieux, each new piece of sconery can be brought on=-
stoage on sliding cars and left at oither side of it. ;

A% tho back of DAVE ond BETTY's living room thore are two doors, one
leading to thes streot and the othor to the kitchen, Sholves full of books
and "bric-d-brac™ line the walls botween them, and dovnstage a oircular |
sofa, divided in throo parts and covered with a synthetic material in a ¢
violent turquoise hue, stands out fecing a kidney-sheped table full of
bottles and plasses, as well as smoking accossorins,

On the left side of the sofa is one of thoso psoudo-Japanese modern
lamps whose white globes hang from mebal wires and can be raised or
lovered at will. Discernible among the books is a reproducstion of Van
Gogh's inovitable sunflowers, later ‘o be replaced by = Georgia 0'Keeffe, -

In CHICK's offioce are a bip desk with two piles of metal drawers
flomked by telephones, and a mountain of papers in the middle. CHUCK sits
at this centre of operations on a wide revolving chair. At the back, a
door frame and an onlarged photograph of Preosident Truman hang from wires
over o black backoloth.

PROLOGUE

The accordion plgys an animated thome as the curhaln rises on DAVE's
apartment, but one look at the moster of the house, who sits at one end
of his turquoise sofa, 1s emough for us to see that this peaotime "andan=-
te" is far less "maestoso" than he would like to admit.

Through the dark, piercing the fake moonlight of %he spot that aingleg
out DAVE, a naked feminine arm thrusts a letter at him, It is his wife's,
Betty, to be revealed by the sarcasm that adds a meballic element o her
voice. f

BETTY ' |
That for you, darling. Demn those Parlsionnos° Thov never 10L go, do E
they? I bet this lady of the violot soent doesn't kmou vet we're reunited .
- Well, tell her, darling. VWhy koep alive tho illusions of that poor wrotch=

- aftdr all those months?

DAVE takes the lotter and, as someone hiding an in-
criminating proof, hurriedly puts it in his shirt
pocket, He pretends to concentrate on tho papers in
his hands, but after two or thres geconds turns hig .
head and, apparently roassured that BETTY is no longe
er thoro, takes the lobtter out oC his pockel, opons
tho envelopo and reads ite.

A sudden nostalgia for Paris tlkes hold of him and
is woll undorlinod by tho accordion playing the "Pres
lude and IFugue" woltz. Soon afterwards his oxpressia



chonges, and a broad smile 1igh£s up his faco.

After reading six or seven mere lines, DAVE
gipglos, but the sound of his ovwn laughteor alarms
him and mokes him again turn his head in search of
BETTY o

She is no longor there, of ccurse, bubt DAVE
plucks up enough courage to gumron hsr = in a laver-
od, mouse-like, uttorly oconjugal voloe.

DAVE
Bettyl '
There is no answer, and encourarsd by the silencs,
he raises his voice a little.
BEITY !

Silence again. DAVE heaves a sigh of relief, re=-
covers his calm and goss on reacding MONIQUE's let=
tor., He has not gone through sir more lines when a
spasm of jealousy abrupbtly distcrts his placid
expression.

That Count, an ardent lover? Hel Hal Hal She says that only to toase mel

Ardent lover! I'd like to see him at work in bedl

l

!
SCENE XIIT .

The accordion gives an amphatic echo to DAVE's sp;toful words by

playing the lagt bars of its march. The spot lighting 'him goes off, while
the lights at MONIQUE's apartment in Paris slowly comc up to reveal tho
nevi gplendour introduced in the small living room by DUCHLSNE alfter his
marriage to his "beautiful neighbour",

The coffee table facing the divan ig now an Italion piece with gilded

" logs and a green marble top; the earthemwoare jug whore MONIQUE put:flovers:
has become a heavy baccarat vasc; on tho mantelpince there stands an or-
nate brass clock and two brass omphores with platos of white china over
-which there are engraved brilliant garlands of enamel flowers and birds;
the china fipgures on the shelves aro choico Meisgen and Capodimonte; the
diven has an elegant loose cover in flowercd chintz and the now curtain

at the door at R. is wads of rich, heavy apple greon satin, with golden
tagsels. '

Only the easel on which MONIQUE used to leave her draw1ngo is the
same a8 in Part I, dlthough, to indicate the present 1recess in hor active
ities, it is now empty.

MONIQUE hergelf, standing before tho [irsplace mirror, where she isg
purring on a collar of pink paste diamonds, wears an evening dross of
white satin, with blg paniero" on the side ond tho slightest intention
of a train., Her "décolleté" is bold enough to accentunte the glory of

her bosom, and the collar, in its turn, underlinos tho purity of her ‘nocks
line,

Enter DUCHESHE in tails, with o oloak lined in red satln and a silk
hat in his hand.



DUCHESHE
Tou look wonderful, pussy cat. How do you foel?

MONIQUL .
(looking at her skirt) Fine, darlinc; slmost as [ine asg these rags I'm

viearing.

DUCHESNE
I don't find words to express my pleasure., (Kissing hor shoulder) Truo

love, you know, is always dumb, almost paralytioc,

MOHIWUE
True love! You married me for the apartment!

DUCHNS TR
Exactly. I have a true love for your apartment; as fcr you - I admire
you, I revere you, I havo a constant dosire for you. Juite a dif foront
story. God preclude my fecling any true love for you; it would soon vanich,
as all loveg do; whereas this thing, ndw,Ais indeaotrvctible. It mukes me '

shy, too; I don't really know vhat to say when I'm alone with you. (I:I_g_

kisses hor other shouldsr) I can only hope that flowers do the talking
for me. ‘ ‘

He takes a small bouquet of violsts from- one pocket
in his cloak.

MONIQUE. ;
(lagghs) Come now, Bibil What can va.olel,s say? Don't your lcnow they are

notorious for their modesty? But now that winter approaches, I for one
could liston to the voice of mink, you know,. Mink can be really eloquent
at times. |

DUCHESNE .
Good God!l Mink! Can you see mo giving a mink coalb, not to my lawfully

wedded wife, but to any "petite amie"? A man of my pusition? Preposterous.
A mink coat's all right for a starving student to give to his girl; for
him it means an unattainable luxury, something he mu:i;t gwindle and steal
for, disgracing himself for evor. But for me! Can yoﬁ see 8 man like me . k'
actually buying minlk? How unspeakably wvulgar! i

MONI)UE .
It may be wulgar, but it's warm, and here in Paris no woman has bought a
‘new coat since 1935, I feel cold, because I'm ’tll‘cdnf

DUCILE SNE
Don't tell me that, pussy cat, You know that nothln{, excites mo more than

a languid women.

MONIQUE
At your age, Bibi, it's indecont to say things like that.
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DUCHESNE :
(laupghs, then draws her to him and kisces hoer) VWhat sze? Dear Couwtess,

do you by any chance notice my apc when I make love to you?

MOWIOUE
No, but if you go on at that rate, people will soon rohice mine.

DUCHESNE ,
Hal Ha! Hal Priceless girll You roally do know how to flatter s manl -

' MONIGUE | :

Hrm, I wish you'd slippod in the bathtub and lost o child as I did; e big

boy, quito finished in every detail, ‘ool You would soo then vhat's what!
DUCHES N, _ :

You poor pussy cat. You poor, poor thing! Go look at yourself in the big

mirror; put a last touch of lipstick, and out we o, Zto arrive ot the ball

with British punctuality.

MONIQUE _
(going to curtained door back) How many minutes do you give me?

DUWCIILS NG
(looking at his wabtch apain) Fiftoen, not ons more.

: MONICGUE
All right, tomcat, Ta=ta for now.
DUCHE SNE I
(with the enigmetic smile of his lLirg moments) 8o loug, pusse (LQ'LQJ_«]?QIE)

As long as half an hour, if I lmow cats.

He follows HONIQUE to the door, is reassured that
she actunlly goes over to her boudoir, takes oul of
his trounesr pocket three wads ol {ive thousand frang
bills, presgses a bubton on the wall and mnkes ono of
the shelves revolve, rovealing n big woodcn box in=
side. After opendng it with o koy, DICHESTE [ovor=-
ishly inspect its combents. His firgt look «h ib ig
a look of wistrust; his second, one of alarwt. then
he takes a wad of notes oubt of the box and, wobtiting
his forefinger and thumb, he comnts the bills with
fantastis speed. Then he leols inside the boi.

Ten, twelve, fifteen, They're 01l there, thenk Godo.

After kisging the wad of notoes hio has extracted fron
the box, DUCHESNE carcases reperbedly the bill on

top; as ho does s0, his oxpression of ecstasy is so
intense, it looks as if ho werc having an orpasm.

It is rother embarrassing to so», end onc would fecl
like turning one's eyes avay from him had not thetlre
tickets such steep prices as thoy have these days. .
(There is absolutely no quostion of missing anytlirgh
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suddenly DWIHESIE realizes that his inspecting job
has taken longer than he thought, e quickly shubs
the box, locks it, pubs it in its »lace, presscs the
butbon and closes the sholfs As ho does this, ONIQUES
voice comes from behind the curtaiiled door.
MONIQUEL
Bibil

DUWHESNE stumbles; he must grab £ho mantelpioce with
both hands not to fall, As sho entwrs, MONIQUE sur-
prises him in that position.

What's the matter?

DUCHESIE
I almost had a heart attack, darlinge A woman vho's ready to go out in

five minutes =

MOHIQUE ‘
(1aug-hs) Come on, let's gos I like to be punctual,

DUC HESHE :
You do? (Shaking his head) I wish I'd known thet. This is owr first out=-

ing together; so, to be on the safe side, I've taken the precaution of
making all clocks and watches in the house 45 minubtes fast = an exbra
morgin of time.

MOHIQUE
Forty five minubes? What on eorth am I going to do hex 0y if 1 can't even

git in this dress? :

i
DUCHLSI\E .
Oh, the dress. Well, we can take it off for a while, darllng Minou; this -

is one of the domsstic chores I roally excel im. Thenox.. woll, thonos.

We can use our imagination, can't we?

DUCHESNE kisses her on the shoulder apgaine MONIQUE
laughs; then, awake to love's plavful ways, she mows
with great relish. DUCHLGID ropeats his own mewing; :
the shy, inquisitive, inimitably poelic, Walt~Disney= -
like mowing we have come to oxpect of hime Blackoutb.
SCEYNE XIV :
Ligitbe come up lingeringly on DAVE's 11nn{; room to find him vorled up
in & rage as he finishes recading MONIQUE's letter, !

DAVE o
Ardent lover! That's some jokel
The door chimes gtir. DAVE put'u ’cl;e letter in one of

his pockets oe3 to tho door, opcng it ickyg a
parogl, 81gﬁsgthe piece of pafverpv,hgcﬁ isph\umol{pto

|
i
!
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him with it and returns it with & quarter coin. ihile
he does this BETTY enters Re, ctojs, pubc her arms
alkimbo and looks at him with n raised eycbrow. BETTY
is a slightly raucous=voicod blonde who soon ghrnll
step out of her twonties; slim, economical of pesture

and vory direct, for all the ploa ant fragility of
her aspecte

BETTY
Just & minute. It must be a mistake. I didn't do any shopping this weok.

DAVE dismisses the invisible messenger with a wave of
tho hand, closes the door and faccs his wife.

DAVE

No mistake here, honey; it's from Bergdorf Goodman and says quite cloarly '

‘erSo Bet“by Le Smiﬁh".

BETTY
Then there must be some other Betly L. Smith in Great Neck. Or mnybe in
Manhesset. Look at it. (But he doesn't, and so BETTY bocomes suspicious)
Unless = unless =

The flicker of o smile floats over DAVE's 1lipge
David Augustus Smith!!! Is this is another of your presents, I'll return
it right now! Miles needs swoaters for the winter. The chairs necd now
covers; and our poor dog neods s fur coatb,

DAVE
How about you?

BETTY
I certainly don't. I always go out in your ovexhnated car, and botween

one overheated shop and the next, I only take a couple of steps in the

open. Furs are an ebsolute waste on mel g
!
DAVE i

(after a pauge) But aren't you going to open the pﬂl”@l? (Anathar pause)

Not even out of curiosity?

BETTY ’
I sees This is all your own doing; don't you dare dcny ite And I bet it! 8
a mink coat, too. (Purlous) liink, the last thing on sarth I'd want for

myself! (Raising her voice) Givo me that!

She rcceivoes the parcol from DAVL's hands, unbios the
 frilly knot of pink silk ribbon ot one corner of the
box and tnles oub a... swnpbuous mink coat,

Blue mink! And wild, too! Mink wlth all the ugrrwvaxlons!'Well, wha1
does thls mean?(Silence) Speakl Say somethingl



=68=

DAVE
(mousily) Well, homey, it's just vhdat the ads always advise you %o dos "Say

3+ with flowers = say it with perfumo - say it with mink".

BETTY
Vhat the hell's the matter with words?

DAVE
Geo, honoy, we are in the atomic ora, as newspapermen cell it. Can you
concelve & man of this era saying to his wife "I lovo you'" = unless he's

drunk or drugged or dying?

BETTY
Of course I can conceive it! Women will never, nevor tire of hoaring it =

in all the oras to come! It's incredible that after all those years together,%
you still don't kmow what really rives me pleasure. If vou had come in an
hour ego with a small bunch of violets in your hand and whispered in niy ear
"I love you, honey", you would have made me one thousan: times happicr than
I am with those insulting fursl |
DAVE : % '

(taling her by the arms and shaking her) All right. I love yous I LOVE YOUI

God=damn it, I LOVE YOUl!!

BETTY -
- (pushing him away) You brutel Is that what your Paris girl friend baught yoa?

DAVE | |
(tearing the coat from her hand and dropping it on tho rofa) I don't need

lessons from any female. And don't worry about those lousy pelts: I'Ll re-
turn them!
: BEITY
You would have to, anyway! How did you expect to pay for them?
DAVE * o
Oh, Christ, who cares about that? Monoy's made to roll clong, to be spemt - .
and enjoyed by everybody! ' ‘ ' .

BETTY
You swore to me =

DAVE" ‘
I know I did. I only wanted to mnrk the raise I got at the office.

BETTY
K raise?? Oh. Vhy didn't you starbk by saying that?

' DAVE
Reallyl
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: BETTY
How much is it? Tell me.
DAVE
- Oh, five hundred bucks.
BETTY

Well - Spread over the whole year, it's not much,kls 1t?

DAVE
You crazy? It's five hundred a monthl

BETTY
What??

DAVE ' ‘
You realize the difference? I do; that's why I bought you tho coat. On
crodit, naturally. For aftor all, what is that coat but » synbol of our oL
up the social ladder? A symbol, that's what it is. And vlat did theao pelts

try to tell you? "Dave's made it, he's made it; he's a vice-president |"
BETTY talkos the coat and oaress&s the fur.

BETTY
Really? Oh, darling! (A_pouse) My dearest darlingl I cqn t believe it!

DAVE ;
And so here I go, out on the wilds of Menhattan, to the quost of my first
ulcor! %

BETTY
' (laﬂﬁhﬂnv and embracing him) Oh, Davel! Why didn't you Lell me the coat vias

i

a svmbol? I've always respected symbols immensely. I'll gear the coat all my
life, even if it puts me on a par with Hollywood prostieé. Nothing like a
worthwhile sacrifice to make one reelly happy, darlingl

H
i

SCEME XV _
: i
Lights dim slowly on the ensuing conjugal clinch. Thrbe invisible
charaocters cross the stage in the dark, running. Zaech of them carries a
placard over which a number is painted in phosphorescent colours; and so
"1946", "1947" and "1948" rush before our eyes, like so many almanach leaves,

As the lights come up on the RICAUD's restaurant, HMadame RICAUD is behind
the counber and Madame LAMOLLE facos her., Somewhat vlumpsr than the last
time we saw her, Madame RICAUD sticks to the same highorical hair-do she
wore then; but the velvet ribbon round her neck has licen roplaced by a five=
tier ocustom neclklacs of bin; pearls ~ pink, grey and bro:n.- tied on thse
nape of the neck with a brown velvol ribbon,

Madamo LAMOLLE, on the other hand, has underpgone an aﬁazing trans formation,
Under the sun of the Riviera, hdr grey skin has acquired a pink salmon tons,



and undor other influencos her groy hair has bocome o crown of zolden locls
rodolent of Shirley Templs's glorious childhood. Over this succsss of modern
chomistry Mademe LAMOLLE is wearing o big red rose, held on the head by a
not.

On one of the black velvet lapols of her bleck wool htoilored suit Hadame
IAMOLLE has pimnoed another succoss of modern chemistryt: ¢ dazzling polymnric
star of pasto glass which looks somowhat botter than the real thing. llor

handbag, gloves and shoes, all in black calf, are other discreet though un=
mlstakable sympboms of hor presont prosporitye.

Ml e LAKOLLL '
Doar Mademe Ricaud, I'm sorry to bother you as these how's, but Suzmno hasg

sont me o note asking me o meet hor hore.

i

MADAME R
Oh, no bother, I'm glad to wolcom: a French [ace now and then, you Imovie On= .

ly bloody foreigners seem to be able to afford onbing here,

CME . LAKOLLE
It's dreadful, I knowi, After all the gacrifices wo mado in vartime! And with

all the millions of dollars Americnns give us overy day; how nany? nino?e,s
HADAME Ro ‘ .
Give us? Lend us, you moan. Thosc onos never give avay anythlnp - ab least

1

officially = is they don's take doubls in return,

I\EIUJ ° LAJ"!OLLJ ' .
Vio don't give anything away either, do we? But ag I wasg raylng, after all
~our sacrifices, we're worse off than in 1940, '

MADANME R, '
How true. (Raising her cyes Lo thn oolllnu) Tele your case, for insvance;

you pay & rent of threo thousand & month and have to chargo oigthy thousend

to the people who remt your apartmont. (Hypocritically) lb must be a terrible

wolight on your conscience, my poor friend,

MiEes LAMOLLIE ; :
Oh! That is nothing compared to the violence it causes mo to have to come
every, three months and put my tenants in the sbreet. Thnt really brealis my
hearts. Of cowrse, if l_didn't put them in the street, thoy would put wel '

v MADAME R,
They can't!

MME o LAMOLL:
Yeos Lhey cane If two neighbours tostily someone has 11vnd in the same place
for three full months, the placo is his to rent. And if 'hny do fhwb o rB,

good*bye Rivieral

H
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FADAMES Re v A
(sarcqgtioally) Oh, well, that at least would be a rcliof for you, my poor

friends To 1live in the Rivieral What an ordeal for & wom:n born in Porisl
ME, TA MOLLE :

Yos; it means living far away from my daughter, tool Terrible! Bubt if I
stayod thero = I couldn't eat. Thnt would be terrible, too.

_ MADAIT R ‘ '
Of course. But there must be somo little componsations Lor you all the
same. Look et youl In three yoars you have taken twenty off your shoulders. -
And that heire.. what colour is it now?

MMlie LAMOLLIE
(oxbremely annoyed) I don't quite lmow. It's Jean-Loup's idea, you know.

-MADAME R ‘
Oh! So there is a Jean=Loup. I should have imagined it. Cong rutulwbloqu,

Modamo Lamolle.

MME. LAMOLLE - ’ i
(§igh ng) He's thirty ome, a teeny-weony bit young for m). And there's

another handicap = he's Polishe Bub he's a serious boy, ﬁaithful and . gereros

ag they come.

MADAME Ro
On your eighty thousand a month, hs can afford to be genarous, for surc,

MME. LAMOLLE :
Don't make fun of mo, Madome Ricaude. This is a serious situation, If they

hadn't frozen the rents, they ought to have frozen mol

_ MADAME R, ~
Not too bad an idea when the worst comes to tho worst, ggkphéro. liy Agdnor
says that the day will come when man, disgusted with the, world, shall be
able to'put himself under icz, asking to be awankonod a cnnbury later.
| M{E, LAMOLLE §
A century later it will be much nuch worse, beslicve .
: N
SUZANME runs in from R. in a wide grey coat, tall black
boots, a lnittod groy woollen cnp with a big tassel
hanging from it and matching grey plovos. Without saying
a word, she runs oub, back,

Suzanne! What's this? Vhere are,you poing?
After a small pause, she raises hor voice.
Slizanne!1

There is no reply from SUZANHE, A kind of ans.ier comes,
though, in the shapo of CHUCK, who enbers Re, in on

é



oliv: trench coab, cap in hond, hair in disorder,
panting end sweating as a man vio has been running
like mad - o truly pathetic sighto,

Ho takes his coat off and threws it on the floor,
On tiptoc, with arms raised at choulder hoight, ho
docs a broathing exercise by raising his arms verticl
ly over his head whole he inhales air; then, in the
same verliwsal position, loworing them dovm to his
thighs whilo he noisily exhalos the alr and impercep~
tibly flobttons his feet on the [loor,

JADAKEE R ;
Monsieur Chuck! (He nods) What's the mntter? vhat do you think you're doing

(He_shokes his hoad) Can't you broeathe? Do you want me ‘to oall for an iron

lung? (He shakes his hoad agrain)

MIE. LAMOLLE :
Perhaps we can do the mouth to mouth with him = as bhm do with the drovmed.

Without :'Lnterrupting his i‘ran‘tiri pymnagtics, ho pglves
her o terrified glance, althoush he does not recognize
her. l

MADAME Ro
(to Madame IAMOLLE) I think only your daugter can help She must comeo oub

and see him, for Heaven's sake,

i
Madome RICAUD leads liadome LAMOILE offstapo, hack.
Somo seconds later SUZANIE reoniers and addrosses ,
CHUCK withoub giving him one sinpgle glance..
SUZANHE ‘

Chuck, why on earth have you followed me now? Viint do vou expect from me,

what do you want? I'vo just been to the Town Hall vith my fiancé; we'ro

gotting married on the 8th., you see =

i
3

CHUCK
(who hag just exhaled) Rogerl

SUZANIE ;
No, it isn't Roger. We broke off two weeks aftor V-T D) cy, when he had just

roturned from Salzburg.

CHUCK, who has his hands up vhen she says that,

takes them to his head, which hn shaokes in dlsbellef,
from left to right end viceversi, while SUZANVE nodg !
hers with no less persistence, A ;

While Roger was in London he hated ik, but once in Paris he was dying to g,o:
back there. And back he is, working as a BBC announcor and married to an

English girl who looks liko Fernandel,
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CHICK ‘
(nbout to inhale air once more) Then (he points:-nb SUZMIE) with whomees?

SUZATHE :
(while CHWCK proes through with hisg roubine) Mo? With a solld, quiet busi=-

nessman of forty; Jjust what I ncod, Chuck.

Exhaling air, CHUCK makos more nois: than ever and,
once the 1asL drop is out of his luags, lets out a
sob that paralyzes him for a second.

Chuck! Don't stay like that; go on, go on, for Hosven's sakel You haven't
caught your breath yotl

llo resumes his exercises.
Thig isn's fair of you. I wrole you six letters from the Jura. They wvere
all returned unopened. What did you want me to do, to anit for you till
Doomsday?

Madame LAMOLLL cnters, back, and SUZ\NIL addresscs hor
directlye.

Without beating about tho bush, which is something I hato, I'd like you
to know that Thierry and I got o marriage liconge this alternoon,

VIE e LAJNOLLE
You did what?

. SUZATINE
You heard me! And all you may say to dissuade me vill b" useless.

!
MMIS o LANOLLE
Then, vihot 1is this charactor doing here?

CHUCK £alls owbo a chair,

SUZANNE !
He's run after me for blocks and olook3° He's breubn]“ss.

MME o LAMOLLE
(lggl@me ot CHUCK) A Flnn shield you've brought to prn toet yoursolf vhile

you shool your news at mel !
SUZANME |
Leave him alone a minubte or two; that's all he necdse

Madame RICAUD reconters with a’ballgblass full of a
brownlsn liguid, which she pubs Strul{ht avay into
CHUCK's hands. !

i

MADAME Ro
Hore, lioutenant. Have a Cokee. It kills ants, but it revives Americans,

I understand.

CHUCK gulps the glass end, indoocd, bhe beverage soems
to have a mapic effect on him.




CHUCK
(to SUZAMNE, in a crescondo of Jospair) Oh, baby. I've been looking all

over Paris for you; throe days of a blind, wild chaso, Look at me, pleaszo,
et least look at me! licaven is uieinct me, wo know that; bub you, ybu
should show me some mercyl

Madame RICATD discroot]-r leaves agnin, baclk, bubt Ma=
dame LAMOLLY remnins to wiabtch with najestic condescen=
sion the unorthodox mecting of the fHvwo lovers. CHUCK
lowers his voica,

Your concierge told me you wero still in Tavia = not mirriod yet = but.
she didn't pive me your presont addross. AL the Actor's Associstion they
had your old ome; I went to kMonique's and sho's doing o £film in London;
I came hore ond it was oloh ing day. I've been running agoinst Fate all
tho time, without knowing 1t = like a man who pgets on o planc vhoro gomg=
onc has put a time bomh. And vhen I find you, when T find you. et lest,
it is to learn you'vo just taken u nmfri.&gé licenso! It's too wnfair for

words, God demm it! Therc's no bloody justice in this worldl
CHICK throws his cap on the floor.

il e LALOLLL
lo need %o despair; sho's not warried yote

CHUCK
(recopnizing her at last) iotherl

SUZANITE : _
Sho never was your mothor, ¢huels, and never will be, rever! I'll marry

Thierry if the world blows to pieces!

Milh e LAMOLLE
And blow it will, don't you worry; that charccter only inbtends to split
us apart for ovoer,

SUZANME ‘
Can you blamo him? For God's sale, mother, Heo's a serious man, snd a
serious man wants & serious homn. lie would nevor take home to live vith
“him o mothor=in=law who, well on in her fifties ~ '

MEe LAMOLLE
Shhh !

SUZA ML
= starts dying her bair pink ond shbudying Pglish by ccrrespondence!

MME o LAMOLLI ,
And you dare blame meo for that? Blame rathor the war, the postewiar, the
imes we live in! (ToCHUCK) I was nll right with my yroy bair and groy



—[ f:,-

B e LANOLLE (cont'd) :
face and groy life., Dut 1life, ap: 2 from being groy, Locame 80 horribly

oxponsive Iwas foroed out of this city into a place mhmc the sun shines
all she uviioe And what with the s shining and some exfiira francs in my
purse, how could I help changing? (To SUZA TH]) Only theo bourgeois cannot
- chango; and you can say what you will about mo, but accuso me of boing a
bourgeoiso,. :

SUZANIE 1
That's the whole trouble, mother,. I want to be a bourgenise. I'vo boon

pining for a conventional home, with people who think like everybody olso=-
ME. LAMOLLE
And who, vwhencver their mother comes home, chargo her for every phone
call sho makose I lmow the kind of places The daughter %zharges heor mothor,
and the mother charges her daughbtor when she returns her visit. Sordid,
contemptible pcople. ‘
CHUCK
(to SUZANIE) Hever minde. I have cnough money for us to install oursolves
in a big house, with one wing devoted to bourgeois living and the other,
run by your wmother if she likes, to existentialism.
SUZATNE
Indeed! And how would you monage? Hobody's as rich as ell that at 20!
CHUSK :
I con mamge., I know the ropos uov A1l the people vho want black-market
things from the Army have taught mo one little lesscn or others I did it
for your sake, 'causo I loved you. And all the time I'v: been foithful to

you = (lowering his voice) even vhen I thought I'd forgotten you.

SUZATTHE
So what? When will you learn that you can nover impose your love on tnybod?

She runs oub R.

CHICK
(following her) Baby! Listen to mel

Mie LAMOLLE
(shoubing) Don't waste your time! o one vi 1l mako hor change her mind nowl

I know her as if I had brought hor into this v:or‘ldl (Lewering her voice,

to_hersolf) My Godl Vhat am I talking a.boub? I heve bre ught her into this
world! (A navehty laugh) Only - 1'd 111\9 to soe the foco wmy Jean-Loup
would make if he knew thatl




Blackouts By pleying tho refrain firom the Valsc deg
dép&ygég_thn accordion underlinres the senbimrntel
tension of the momente. A spoblight ecarches for the
accordionist, spots him on stare and follows him for
a couple of steps. Thon it flubter:s sbout unmtil it
surprises the figure of MNONIWUL, sitting at & gecret=
aire in her living room, wrapped in a romanbtic brown
velvet dressing gown with a large lace collar,

SCENE XVI

MONIQUE is writing a letter ond repeating the sylleblos she writes as
the pen runs over the papere.

MONIQUE :
"fuetis=li=by"s (She rereeds the scntonco sho hes just Cinighod) "Believe

me, for all the contracts I get, all tho limolight, ant Duohosﬁc's endless
boubs .of lovo~making, life, withoul the delicious tootpaste your lips
had, is an affair of stupefying Cutility™. '

She leaves the pen on the secreotairo and turns over
ths sheet of paper to find the bepinning of the letteor,
which she also reads aloud,

"Dave darling®s (To horself) I don't care what ho thiris whon he rcads this

It's truo, true! Saying it is a reliefl (Roading thrONQg) "Por throo months
nov I haven't got as much as a post=card from you, in spite of whiéh I'm ‘
dovoting you my first spare aftornnon in a long tino. Tho living room you
.knOW so well is very changed, cnd so's my life = lot dlonc Paris. bxisten=
 tialism seems to be a pretext for Puris'people to rot dirtier, more cynical
and worgse-tempered then evor. Poor ¥ierkegeard! If ho only kmew vhore his
theories have led the French youthl! :

The weathor is so bad all ths time as in London. Tourists have a puzzlsd
look, as if spring in the Champs=Flysées were just ancthor publicity stunt;
of the Americon Express. I wondsr how much longer they will koep on cominge
The grey of Paris's fagades secms to bave goeped into people's livos; af=- f
ter one and a half centuries of accumulating dirt, oﬁf can bet anybhing
thosge fagados will never be washod onew.s Yhen theo grey bturns to piteh-hlack,
I'm sure I shall die, my darling, thinking thot you're laughing in the
sunshine, with no problems of ony kind, because in your bleséod land people

are rich, young and happy foroverl” ;
SCENG XVII |

As MONIQUE says "probléms of any kind", lights start to dim in hor area
and o come up on DAVE's living room in Great Hecks Al this vory momont

i
{
i
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BETTY's bad temper has got the best of her, playing havoc with her hail,
which falls in disorderly locks over her forehead. Sho addresses DAVE in
staccato tones - a DAVE who remoins obstinately invisitle to us.

As if you had ever cargé?iiat kind of education Miles geés, or vwhat peoople
think of mel In the three years we've lived here in Lorg Iglend I've al=~
weys gone alone to those.parents—te&chers meetings, as if I were the mo=
ther of a bastardl | v

DAVE A
(shouting offstame) Count yourself happy it's happened that way! Tho dey

I decide to attend one of those meetings, I'll glve such o piece of my

mind to those morons, that you'll be for ever repent - |

But BEITY drowns the rest of DAVE's sentence in the
frenzy of a jazz=-playing clarinet she providentially
finds on tho other as she tunes in the radio at Al
blast. A few seconds of pandemorium follow before
the chimes of the street door ars heard.

BETTY goes to the door, opens it an revoals a
tall, broad-~shouldered, dork man it takes some time
for us o roecognize as the M.P. in Boene Il.

Since the jazz tune goes on et a deafening pitch,
STEVE has to shout his name in BETTY's ear. She nods,
éxtends her arms, tosses her hecd slightly Boclverds
closos her cyes and opens her mcuthe Quick on the
upbeke, SIFVE gives her a long kiss; then he closes
the door ond twns off the rudlo.
BETTY i
51t down, make yourself at homo. Vhat did you say your name wag?

STEVE ’
(spr&wlinngn.the gofa and lebtine his head lean on a cushion) Stove,Ssteve

MooKeyo. I used to work for Dave's father, you know.

BETTY
Oh °

STEVE ;
My, am I glad to be in Americal Only in Germeny could one get a vielcome

kiss like yours. German women ere the best, really.

. BETTY t
How about the French? ¥

| STEVE ’
Don't care much for theme The Parisiennes give a scixual meaning to kissinga

Imagine!
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BETTY
It tekes all sorbs to make a worlds,

They laugh. DAVE bursts like a maelstrom into the
room, shoutings:

DAVE
¥hat the hell do you moan, tuning the radio at thatees?

As he sses STEVE, DAVE halts., STEV sits up as if
moved by a wire springe. .

STEVE
(warmly) You old son of & bitch! How's life?

DAVE -
By golly, this must be ghosts' wiock. You're the fourth of the boys I

haven't seen since Europe who materialize all at once. llow are you?

STEVE
Better since last time, to be sure. Boy, that was a b11ge, that wasgl

DAVE v
Vihich, yours or mine? Don't quite romember,

STEVE
Neither do Il Only know the whole thing started at the Ritz and that the

next morning we woke up in Brussols.
e and DAVE laugh. STEVE spravls’ on the éofa again.

BETTY
Then you both got plastered!

STEVE [
It's quite possible. (Looks smilingly at DAVE) Vhot a son of a bitchl That;

night I really understood him for the first time,.

. BETTY
I hope it wasn't for the first and the last!

STEVE
Well, it all depends on him. He's the difficult, the differont one. {Look=

ing at the ceiling) Vith things as they are in the world, and now wvie're

neighbours in Great Neck, I came over to see where he stands = generally
speaking. '

BETTY :
(5o DAVE) You soe? I told you your ideas would finally put us in & jom.

DAVE frowns. There is a short pauso,.

DAVE
Sslowlx) Darling, before jumping Lo conclusions we uhculd know what dld
actually bring this gentleman to the house.
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He says "gentleman" without the srile that might make
the viord plausible. As STEVE continues looking at the
ceiling, BETTY takes thumb and forefinger to the
corncers of her mouth and pushos tlem up, indicating
to DAVE thot he should smile.

STEVE ,
Dave, did you kmow I've spent the last three years in rermeny?

DAVE :
Yoche My old mon told me so when we visited him last month in Vermont.

You should ses it ncs,bggvo boy. Goodness, how fast thesc people recovorl
What‘plumbingl Vhat beer! Vhat women! And how sturdy they are. Threo mon
a night = six- ten - they con take anybthing in their strides (Lookinr_ggi
EEEEX) Oh, I beg your pardon.

| BETTY
Go on, don't mind me. The anmbthropological findings of our soldiers have
nTwavs fescinated mo. |

DAVE
(ironically) Tell me, Steve. Vhot's brought you to the house?

STEVE :
(sitbing up on sofa agein) I think you need holp, Davo boy, end I'm bring=

ing you some. I want you to join our new Veterans' Fedoreation = Long Ig=-
land chapter. When you think of all the traitors and s ibversive charocters

at large among us =

DAVE :
Sol Thet's what you wanted to come to. Trosson and subversion. A subject

very much in the air right now. You're quite right, tob; there are millions

i

and millions of subversive charscters in Amorica, !

- BETTY |
(with o false pizgle) Millions and millions! Wow honoy, let's not cxagger-

atol

DAVE :
I don't,. Vihere in history has the world seen o dichatorship of the prolet=

ariat such as we have over here? Last winbor was oue of the bitterest in
BEurope's history, wasn't it? Some of our newspepers desided that all the
covig in England had died; they told us Yoo that in the Alps most villages
-porished under one avalanche or the other; that in uwnhiated shops wsslst-
ants were serving the public wrapped in blankets. And ;nany people Lolieved
all thet, including some of tho sharacters who socretiy run the lidning

unionss Then one of them must have told the others: "IMwe hell with Luropsl!



" DAVE (cont'd)
Let it die of cold! Let it sink! Let's go on strike agrin so theh they

don't receive ome single lump of coall At the same timy, we'll shou tho
Prosident of the Ue.Sels who's the real boss hers!™ T;ey had thoir ronsons,
tooj thelr parents nevor had a chance in tho 5hotbos‘axd slﬁms of o gtill
feudal Burope, and, not wmatur:1lly, they ot quite a rollowing, And that's
the only dictatorship of the prolctariat the world shall ever sce.

STLVE
A reazonable caricature of the tiruth, if I may say so.

DAVE
(with a stony face) It's tho truth, and nothing but, brother!:

Il bt a il
O LV

(aftor a lonmpish pauss, shaldnr his head) Bejoesus, I dldn't want to bo-

lieve it, bul you leave no roon for doubt.

DAVE
Vhat didn't you want to believo, what?

STLEVE
That you were an ogphoad,

BETTY »
(makingAlinht of his sbatersnt) ihaot an unkind slender, Dave has a complste

1y round head. (To STEVE) Look; it's roally a lovcly shape.

STHVE :
(upleasantly) Very funny. His heed mey bo as round as a ball, Lut ho

- reasons like one of those God=domn intellectuals who are such o dangor bo
our countrye
DAVE roars with laughter.

BETTY :
(nervously,to STEVE) Oh, Stove, don't you kmow him? ile'll never be a nowm-

ber of any sssociation, or club, or federation or enylhing. Vie'vo been
living here for threo years, and do you think I've suscecded once in taks
ing him to one sinple Pe Te Ae meoting? NHeverl

STEVE
Christ Almighty! Vhat's wrong with attending meeotiugs and exchanging ideas
with people? : ‘

DAVE ,
This; that they don't exchange idoas; only prejudiccs. It's as bad a viny

as any other for them to run awny from the ubter ¢mptiness of their lives,

I don't noed thet. I'll nevor {ind onough time {o Lo clone = and indulpe
my solitary vice of thimking!

L



STEVE
And you admit it just like that! Boy, I admirc your couragec.

VWie all need lots of ?ivghose dayse With courage, you needn't be afraid of
vhat other people think of you. Or of any kind of wibch~hunbing orgenized
by any group of ignoramt, petty roactionaries. Tell that to the boys of
your Federatione ‘

STEVE
You orazy? That would be the end of youl

Again DAVE roars with laughtor,

BETTY
Go on, daugh your head off. That's how much you carc tbout -Miles and mel
DAVE :
A society that may punish you or my son for my way of thinking isn't worth
giving up an inch of one's convictions, »

STEVE
All right, I think that settles it. (He gels up and addrosses RiITIY) teod

night, honey. It was grand mcoting yous By the way, viat did you suy your
name was? ;
BLETTY
Betty.
STEVE ;
Oh+ (He kisses her on the mouth) Take care= and bo caieful, Betty honey,

I'm afraid you'll have to.

He opens the door end slams it shube

DAVE :
(Quietlz) Please bring some ico at once for a Martini, If you don't hurry
up, I'1l dispose of the gin bottle ag it is!

BETTY
I hope not by smashing it apgainast the door, as you dil last weok, I undere-
stand how you feel; but please remember that theso days Gordon's comes as

high in price as Scotch,

Blackoubt. Hot without irony, the accordioun plays
vibrantly the march we have alrexdy heard.

SCENE XVIII

After some seconds, lights come up and CHUCK's offico in Frankfurt,
Over his desk, simultaneously with the Eramo of a doov and Truman®s phioto=
graph over the backcloth, is lowecred one of those round proen lomps that

|

!



gonernlly adorn billiard pools. CHUCK sits with his et on tho desk.
He has scveral shoets of papor in both hands, and with his shouldor holds
the telophone receiver apuinst his oars
CHUCK
(talking with irresistible aut}o*ity) Hell, no, that 1as quite cloar Sroa

the start, and don't you try to pull any wool over my oyes, 'cause jyou'll
be sorry. Thoy have to buy two can of peanuts to get one of coffec; thoso'ﬂ
are the regulationse. (A _pausc) Whot regulations? iy c¢im regulations, baby;
I'm sole boss heree (Pauso) ALl thosze bastards heva o mother, don't they?
And most of thelir mothers have two or threo squalid chickens in tho yord,
don't they? Well, believe me, chickens would do vory woll on a peanut diob,
We could do very well, too, on g diet of chiclen o bit less abhlebtic than
what's secn on German tables. (Pause) Listen. I ;o5 your sales shosb hore
‘with a note saying you've given away practically two pounds of colflce 2
week on free samplings. (i _pause) You think we're the Salvation Arny or
something? What did I tell you? Just a cup of coffco belore or altcr the
act, that's all, (Avgause) You know the scoro, baby; and if you don't do
much better ovor the next two weoks, back to the struet you go. (Firmly)
Good=bye ‘

CHUWK hangs up the receiver rnd puffs oub, SULANIE
shovis up at the door as if by maglc; an amozing
SUZANI in a daring red dres:i, overly made-up and
turned into a platimm blond~:, The minute she
answors CHWK, we porceive wi.th some surprise that
she speaks in a deeper voice than usual and that
she hag a trace of a German rccente

CHUCK
(getting up and going towerds her) Susiel Oh, Susiel I knew you'd rinally

come to me. You have no ides how much I've thought o you = every spare

moment business left me. (She gives a littlle laurh) or orying out loud,

what's all the lousy meke~up for? Wipe off that lipstick, beby; I hate it.

ile pubs a handkerchiel irho hor hand, but she leep
it thore, paying no attentior to his order.

Wipe off that lipstick, I say! You look like a whore.

HARIA
(because it is WMARIA, ond not JTZAINE) Whore, yowr randmothor!

- CHUCK toakes her by the wrilst and throws her undor
the glaring circle of light the green lemp m2kos,

CHUCK
It is Suzame, out to tount mc once more, isn't 1t? (Loolking more clogely

at hor) Or olse= who are you?




VARIA, with a brazon smile, points at a framed photos
graph CHUCK has on his dosk. Dub CHUCK won't rclense
hor, Suddenly he says very slowly:

L,IIIJ()I{
"There are people who'd never have fallen in love had they not heard other
people speak of it",

MARTA .
(inviting CHIKK %o ropeat the sentence) Vhat?

CHUCK
Vou heard me, What great philosophor seld that?

MARIA : '
What a questionl! Why, Goeothe, tho only genius that ever wasl

CHUCK lets her go and lowers his head in a gesturo
of deop disappointment.

CHUCK
Pstt Another German broad. Leave me alons, leave me a]ono, beat itl

MARTA
What's wrong? Wasn't it Goethe?

CHICK
No, it was a Frenochman. An old friend of mine - and of Suzame's as wiell.

But she will not move. CHUCK lools at MARIL, gets
closer to her, lifts one of the tlond locks that
cover her ears and, w1thout a word of warning, pulls
it out, taking off MARIA's wiz. At the sight of the
girl's croppod black hair he sudcenly becomes ine
censed and gives her a forceful slap on tho cheel,

MARTA
(with a cry of pleagure) AYe! (She takes a step toward: him) There. You

}
H

can try the other chesk, darling,

CHUCK :
(laughing sarcasbically) I never thought girls like you would strike such

Christian attitudes.

MARIA :
It's no attitude, mein licbs; I like ite Oh boy, you do have a hard hand!

I could have some lovely times with you.

CHU\J K
Get out of here, you dirty slut! _ .
Turning his back to her, he sits again at his desk.
MARIA stays in her place, while l» pretends to po
over hig lists. There is = longirh pause.
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CHXX (cont'd)
What are you doing still herc? Cut with youl

MARIA picks up the wig and pubs it on, looking at her=-
self in an Imaginary mirror at R.

MARIA
I'm a friond of Annsliese, Hilda and Hennye They told m» that you might
»have a job for me,. '

CHUCK .
(abruptly) You kmow the conditions?

Oh, yes. (Sho smi?giiABut I didn't come for that., Tl osher day the girls
viere gathered ob the corner of the Continental Hotel., Each one of them was
boasting of having a kind of exclusive on you = but it Lookod 1liko too
many exclusives to me! Suddenly I dropped a bomb. "Euybﬁ - I soid - maybe

he doesn't go to bed with any of you". (Aftor a shortkpkuse, she starecs ab

him, smiling) Then thoy started asking each othor questions. You'd never

laid them, but they worked for you all the same, as if vou were the Sheik
of Arabys What a man! (She_laughs)

CHUWCK
I'm not their sheike. I only have a cubt on tho coffec.

But psychologioal??Rii's:as if you had it on everything they make. That's
what they led me to believe = between the lines. Then they added that you
had on your desk the photo of a girl who looked exactlytlike me - as a
blonde, I borrowed one of Marleno's wigs and came to trf ny luck. liysterious
types like you have always excited me. ‘

CHWCK gots up and MARIA approachos hin,
As I was saying, we could have sone lovely times -togethor, darling. And
this is the right moment, too; right now I've got no man to work for, you
knovi,

CHUWK takes the handkerchiof from iat fA's hands and wipes
off bhor lipsticl:s Ho stares at hor fo o timo; then,
taking her by the walst abruptly, almost brutally, he
gives her a long raging kiss. Whon thoy separate, they
are both panting.

CHUCK : :
Oh, baby, I've waited so desperatoly for you, all tho timol Every Cibro in

my body, every poro havel

MARIA
Meoin liebe,
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CHWK
Shut up, you're Suzanne now. Susic, Susie! To go into ou in an cndless
embrace, what an unbelievable drosm! IH'1l be living, % long last; I'1l

be able to say I'm alive!

Lights dim on onmother wild kiss CHlUCK gives M:iRTh.

In the distance, the accordion reiinds us of Lud5 by -
. 0 » TR .

playing "P%rls des dépuysds". Lightts como up sgnin

on MONIQUL "s apartment.

SCRIE XIX

It is mid~morning,. LONINUE, in a ‘hew look" dress of darlk rcd wool, whae
long skirt is formed by three wide ruffles, is arrongiy flowers in a wnase,
DWHESKE, in a doublo=breragtod I'rince of Wales check siit, enters by the
back, an wmbrella hanging from his arm, He wears a gres bowler, grey cha=
mois gloves and brown chamois dosert boots.

DUCIL;SIE
Oh! So you've finally bowed to lionsieur Dior,

FONIUUL
(Looking at hor legs) Yes. Bubt what cheek, to call thaf the "now looi'l

It'g the oldest of old looks. Unfortumately, Fronch fashion is like love=
meking; they can't come up with anything new,

DUCILSHE
You may be right as far as fashion is concermed; ss tc love = I'm not so

sure. (Fixing his neckbic with a_presumptuous air) I rust re-rcud my Mar=

quis de Sade one of these days, to see if the old boy zivos me some fresh
inspiration. (MONIQUE laughs, while DUCHESNE inspects her new dress) Shall

- we exhibit that touch of genius of dear little Christian? In other words,

would you like to lunch out with me?

MONIQUE

Vhere? j
DU HESHE

"Chez Marius",.
LONIOUL

Place du Palis=Bourbon? That's slways full of MP's., Sémobhing wust be cooke

ing if you want to go there,

DUCHIES HE .
One never kmows. In a country which chonges its presicents as quickly us

kings used to change their favourites =

HONIQUE
(lagghing) kMuch quicker than thatl Speak up, Bibi. Ar. there rumours of
another change, really?



DUCHE S
I don't kmow. Bomba called last cvening and asked me to stand by. Ho scoms

to have noticed a particular stir in the corridors.

MONIQUE
Bah! I'm sure it's the same old story;a now old governmeat getting ready
to take over.

DUCHES NE _
~ Maybe; but suppose it's a new new governmemb. With & nev now govermment,

Count Trajan de Duchesne could at lust put in an appearence on the politice

al soense, couldn't he?

The phone rinrgs, nal’lng Fhem stoxrt. DUCHLESHE goos to
it and puts out his arm to pick it uvp, but suddenly
he withdraws it as if he were sbout Lo touch rod-hot
iron.

_ MONIQUE :
Afrald of something? Let mo ansvicr, then.

DUCHESIE .
Afraid, me? I've never heen afraid in ny life; this is cnly a touch of
epprehension.

He trkos the receiver with his leflt hund and puba it
against his chest, .

You know, yosterday, while I passed under a scaffolding, I saw two nuns
walking along = rather, I saw their backs, which 'is really bad.

MONIQUE laughse |
Oh, you can laugh your hoad off; bubt it isn't funny. Just as I sow thonm
Madame Ricaud appeared out of the blue, forcing me to tike off my hot. I
was carrying a couple of books, I haod both hends occupicd; and so I didn't
have a chance to conjure off{ the jinx by do:mg thise

He raises his right hand ond ‘puts h's middle finger

over tho forefinger,

ONTQUE |
Oh, Bibil You, superstitious! Really! (She laughs apaini

DUCHLSNE
(while she leaves by the back) Scicnce has advencod so jwch, Minou, that

" she has only left superstition for superior men to cling to.

He 1lifts the 1ecelver and spoakse
Hullos Duchesne speaking. Right. Viho's that, Bomba? (Ji:ely) Good morning,
old boy. (Pause) Well, speakl ¥Whot's cooking? (Pausc) Asomic explosion,
here in Paris? Haven't heard a thinge. (lle pives a 1little laugh) I can sce

you're in one of your apocelyptic moods. Mo wonder they chose "Bomba" as

i

. _ |
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_ DUCHLESYNE (conL d)
& niclmame for you. (Pouso) Top scocret, yes. But if 1t is top secrct, for

Heaven's sake say it in Coptic, or anciemt Celtic, or bvasic Portugucno.
(Pause) Woit. I heve a betbter idea. Spoak very, very low, with your lips
W g’ S
over the receiver.

There is o long pause, DUCHESHE flls ombc a chair
and {oes vale ag a shoet. In a mattor of scconds he

has an air of abszoluboe prostratlol. Then he roncts
and grebs the roceiver.

I refuse to believe it!l How could I? What government would volumbaril:
decree the end of the world? Noll Call Tutur for mo, please. Yos, Tubur,
Forgive me, but I trust him bettor. |

A long pauso in the telephonic couversation, which
DUCHESNE usos to make a feverlsh, elmost delirious
calculation.

82,000,000 divided by 15, Let's see. 15 by 5, 75, and 7, 82, How, Seventy
five divided by 15, Yes = yes = yes = yes = I had first a 5, then a 4,
then a 6, and finally another 6. As 10 is two-thirds of fifteen, for 82
million francs I need 5.466 persons and two~thirds. Two=thirds of a person
Where on earth could I find that? Oh, yes. I could do ﬁith someone who's
lost both legs. '

Another pause. He goes back to his telephonic commune=
ication tho moment he hears a voise at the other end,

Hullo. (In a faltering "basso profundo") Yes, Bibi hera. How are you, old
boy? Did Bomba ask youses? Yes.

Pause. As ho ligtens, his exp ression becomes lugubrious
- and go does his tone when he finally speaks.

Ohe Oh! Qooh! Then it's all truel (Pause) It's the end of the world all
righte (Pause) How con I find in three days 5,466 and Lwo-thlrd persons
ready to do that for me?

Pauge. He speaks in an even lower voice.
Yoss I realize thet. What Frenchmar = even the most destitute - doosn't
keep three 5.000 franc-bills in his woollen sock? find then therc's the .
question of giving them a littlo commission. How much;you thinlk they would
ask? What?? 99 1/2 %o Monstrouso This is & nation of fobborso (Enn,o) Ho,
no, I'm teking it easy; easy doos it; you kmow my phllO sophy, Tutur, Don't
viorry about me, I'll be all right. Bye =

He hangs up and fallg on tho flcor in a doad fnint,
MONINUE cubers aifl rushes to him. Kneeling beside

DUCHESHE, she pats him on both cheogks. Ho conecs to
his sonses, looks at her and broaks into conmvulsive’
laughter. ;

§
f
i
i
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AONIQURL
Vhat's the matter, what happened?

DUCH:SEER '
Nothinge This morning all the ban:s have closed for o th-ce=day holicay.

(A_little laugh) When they reopen their doors, every citizon of tho 3'.«:'}\.:%1':)110‘

will have the .right to change for new ones only thres of the currembt Iiv .=
thousand franc notes he way keep in hand. The rost = exc ypbt & smull s, AL
and when he con justify his pogsession of it - will lose its value complete=

"ly. (He laughs once more)

MONIGUE
T don't understend.

, DUCHLSTE _
“Just a minute, ‘I'm going tc illustrate the whole thirg £ youe

He opems his wallet and fron ono > its scciions ex-
tracts about 15 five-thousand fraoiw bills.

Suppose that in three days from now, I take thic monoy t> the bani. . clerk -
_j‘wiﬁhdraws three bills, like this (he proceeds to illustrit: Lho resg ) ‘

changes them for new ones +« good c*mu, and rejects the rist., And what ‘¢ I
do with it? Thisl

L He foars the remmant of the benknotds, a gesturc hich
’ malkes MONIZUE shriek with horrors -

_ MONIQUE
lo - 111
‘ DUCHESKTE
You understand now?
MONIGUE:

It's impossible, impossible!

DUCHESNE lets himself fall onbo t1e sofae There is a
longish pause.

How much money do you kéep in five-thousand franc notes?

DUCHESME
All I have in the world, with the excepbion of two ¢ threo millica. " ou
must remember that most of the money issued by Vichy in asrtime woas

flve=thousand franc nobes,

MONIGUL : -
(bursting into nervous laughher bus .11 the same keeping a serious, rigid

face) Funny, the little jokes Fate plays on us Prom time to time, Happily,

money never meant a thing to me. (She looks lingering:ly 2t DUCHESNE) Bub I
dersta.nd how you mus’c feel, poor Bibi, )

)
!
.
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DUCHESIE '
Do you? The fact of +the mattsr is, I don't feel, I don't feel at all, It is

ag it I hed died a moment ago end my spirit was still hovering over here,
sre you e that while I was dowin there on the floor 1 didn't pass away?

) MONIWUE
Don't be silly.

DUCHESHNE
One never knowsl

MONIQUE
We're not in India, my dear; here, when people die, ther do it in all scrious

ness. Bubt there's no question of that; we must go on liringl (With sudden

inspiration) Listens I have an idea, I have an ideall You'll go out and see
what you can do from your side; in the meawmtime, I'll go downstairs to see
the Ricauds. If I can enlist their help, I think we'll le able to save some=
~ thinges Cheer up, darling! (Hs_shakes his head) Cheer up

Blaokoﬁto

SCENE XIX

As a prelude to this scene, thero is a funereal couple of bars Fro e
accordion; then lights come up slowly on the drop rcpresenbing the [ugrdn
of the house.,

DUCHESNE, in a dark grey overcoat with a large otbter collar, comes and
goos from R. to L. and viceversa, a briefcase in his hard. Without ubbering
a_sound, but very perceptibly moving his lips, he talks to himself, like somg
°"® vha has gone mad. The FLIC enters R., his presence c¢nriched by a brund=
new double chln and a cloaner, fresher uniform than the one we saw hlm.woar
at the Ricaud's wedding.

DUCHESKE ’
(Looking up) Good day, Momsiour 1'Apent.

FLIC
Good day, Monsieur le Comte.

DUCHESNE
Er = Could you by chance take a little present of half t. million francs?

FLIC
In five-~thousand franc bills? (DUCHESIE nods) Thank you very much, sir, but
wh&t could I do with that?

DIWCHLSER » :
I don't know. You could paper your bedroom walls, for :nstance. Can vou
imspine the luxurious look? '

FLIC . T
' Yes, but what if I fall ill and one of my pal comes to see me? Can you
imegine the reputation I would got?
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DUCHE SNE
(looking into his cyes) Yes, you're right. That wioulin't do any sood. .

(Pouse ) I have an idea. You know all the whores in tils arrondisscmeut,

You know very well what they'ro after, all their liv:s. Couldn't you

distribubte half a million among them?

FLIC
Who, me? I can go knock on every door; bub you think they would open to
me? Not on my life. Instead ol making them glad, I would give thom the
greatest shock of their exist-nce. Suppose, on the osher hand, that 1

go to the commissarial and find them all together, a: they were last

Wednesdays Supposc I start giving away 20,000 frencs to each of them,
Can you imagine the enquiry the Ministry would open? And the lines in
the "New York Herald Tribune": "Philantropic Policemxﬁ distributes hot
money among Left Bank broads"? It's all right for a ioné Clair film,bub=

DUCHESHE
(inberrupting him dejectedly) Yes, yes, of course. I can see thore's no=

thing to do, really.
He opens his briefcase and exbtrits a wad of bank=
notes from it..

1

Look at this. For each of theso bills I've paid en uispeakable prico. To
soll my conscience, my good name = that's nothing compared with the do-
grading things I lowered myself 4o do. And all for -hat? A simplo sign=
ature on a decree, and at once I lose everything - éLl I possess i: this
worlde I have done all those terrible things = for nothing. FOR TOTHING,
do you hear me? '

FLIC
You're not the only one, Momsicur le Comts. People a-e throwing away

- millions at the embrance of some villages. And they say that this morn~ .
ing there were childron at Boulogne=Billancourt playing football with
packs like this.

DUCHESNE : '
(with the air of a lost man) Football = with this? (}e gives a hollow

laugh) Hol Hol Ho! Hol Hol

FLIC .
(baking the wad DUCHESIT has in hand) With your nermission, Monsicur le

Combes Can I keep the rubber for my Jean~Pierre's sling=shots? He usos
dozens and dozens of them every wesk, you lknow. vou'-c very ldnd, very
kind indeed., Thank you.

DUCHESIT stares et him vacantly, and the mirthlesds
laugh he gives grows in strengti unbll it souads



almos’s 1iko o sobs Shaking his head, the I'LIC goess oub
at a slow pascs

DUC T S HIE
There he goes, quitc umaoved. Ho's like the othosrs; nobody cares a damn,

No one, oxcept MONIQUEZ, hes shown anmy pity! (dc locks around) Poor Minoul

To think that, apart from a T.ouis XIV chamborpot, rome kitchom ubonsils,
a collsction of birdeages wnd several majolicn jurs, all she's borm

able to buy with my fortune are four bathrooms! (4 bitier laugh) ilen

they know of this, Bomba and Tubtur will call wme "King of the bidui',

Ho opons his hand and the wiad gcotbtvers the banlmotes
in all dircchions. £s if it had istened to him cnd
would 1like to show its solidotrit:- with him, the sroe
on the resteurant corner sheds tle leaves of tvio of
its branchos, letbting them f£ly a aviay - ‘in concert with
DUCHESNE 's banlknotos.

At least someons sympathizes with me. Brothor %tree, you're giving ro o
lesson in humility. On behall of whom are you spea cing? (A _silencs)
Answer meo.

lle shakes the tree, but no leaf 'alls this time.
But what am I talking about? It must have been a vision, that's all.

He now shakes his hoad wvehementls, as if he wanbed to
chage the vision away., Something he sees on tho river
seems to roanimabte him a bit 'all of a sudden. i{e 1lifts
his briofcase and cries: ‘

Hoy, you! Can you stop your boat for a secound? Thaik you. Do you hear
me? A1l right. I'm going to throw helf a million t5> yous I hope it ocon
be of some use. You don't miud, do you?
But before he oan make a movo an enormous viad com.n0
from the river hits him on the sioulder and wlmost
izkes him stumble. DUCHESHE mubters to himselils
Son of & bitche Crooks in his category generally have better nrnners.

Mechunically he puts the big wad of bankmotes in the
brielcaso, bogether with his owr, and with a sigh,
recapitulates:

Out of my 82 ﬁillions, 1've recovered only 750,00C fromes; the rosh,

I havon't been able evon ¢ sive away! What an enc for a comnoissour, a
man of the world, a sort of flower of civilizatior.l Hal Hal lHal ial Hal
Civilization! %What have I ot o do with it now? Vhat do my arts end

- parts mean if I don't have = penny? And what I3 tts world anywar? A
vacant lot where children play football with ﬁhat man holds most valuabd
most precious in lifel Ha! Ha! Hal Hel Hal

DUCHESIE's laughter has been growing so much in intens
ity thaet we begin to have fears for his reason. Furiou



ly he takes five or six wads of bwilmobtes out of his
briefcase and throws thom on the loor.

DUCHLSNE (cont'd)

I wish I had my parents and uncles within reach, Crbins! To tcach a
child that bankmotes are real things, with a real vilue; that monsy is
the open~sesame, the koy to evorything! One fino diy e gang of wrathe
ful third-rate politicians who are in power disposc of that fallecy in
72 nours. Family of imbecilos! How I wish I could ressuscitate them
right now! Oh, Lord! Vhat & field day I would have kicliing somo sonse
into them! I would do this to Uncle Aymon (ho kicks a wod tovards L)

and this to Mémé (he kicks another wad to R.) and this to Aunt Cleta

(he kicks snother wad aprainst the tree) and this tc¢ Father (anobher kickv

while the lights dim) and this to Uncle Carol,the greatest imbwtcile of
them alll

But Uncle Carol's kick is lost ir the darke

SCEND XX

In the dark, as well, the curtain rises as the cocordion plays its
gay march while three placards rush before us with the numbers 1949,
1980 and 1951 drawn with phosphorescent paint on ttom. There is the
shortest of pauses, and as ths last notes of the merch are heard, lights
oome up on the RICAUD's restaurant, where Madame RIJAUD is helping lLer=
gelf to a glass of vermouth. Sho wears. a simple blcok dress with short
sleeves. Behind the counter, AGENOR washes glassos.

AGENOR
But Madame Ricaud! How many timos must I repeat it? If we know one day
vhet life's all about, it will be thanks to soiencc,

MADALE R, : A
"'0h, nonsense., Nonsense! I'm not alons in thinking that science is lead=
ing us all to a quick death.

AGENOR .
Whet about it? That seems a deep=seated wish of mar to-day, doesn't it?:

MADAME R,
To die? What a monstrous notion.

AGENOR : ‘ _ : S
It may look monstrous to you, but it is well in Halure's naturc. ilaven't
you heard of those little animals from Canada called lemmings? They
gather together every yoar at a given place ~ somtimes as many as a

million and a half of them ~ and, at a pgiven gipnal, they all run to a
procipice and jump together to their death, It's ﬁha'world's greatost



. AGENOR (cont'd)
mass suicide, and suicide is instinot with them,

: ' MADAME Po
Not with mel

AGEWR
I can undorstand thatb. (Slgh") I find life beautli‘ul, too. Egpecially

» fbhe human nude.

He looks at her with his habitual deadpan and then,

concontrating his glance on hor naked arm, suddenly
roars.

MADAME R
Be quiet, please, have some decencyl

AGENOR '
Mademe Ricaud, the man who doesn't change dies; luckily emough, I'vo

shanged. (Approaching her and sensuously smelling ler arm) I'm glad to

have taken up enstomy. Such a terribly exciting sciende.

MADAME R,
(timorousl ly) What do you do in those courses you alitends 11 ten - and

draw?

AGEIOR |
Oh, noj there's dissection ns well,

B MADAME R,
Jesus | » ‘
AGENOR's lewd glance makes he:" utter a little ory..

Ag if that cry were an invitaiion of sorts, he teles
her by the arm.

What exqulslte little veins. And the whole arm, what lovelly core oi plum

ness! Really irresistible. Tom=yame=yems

He bites her, rather brutally, on the inside of her
loft arm. Her ll’ctle cry deveiops into a first-rate
soream, AGENOR's ardent attac: upsets ladame RICAUD
so much that she mpsets in he:r twrn a metal jug ‘n
the washing~basin, making a formidable racket.

MADAME R '
(in & troublsd voice) You mld native! You must be following courses in

carmibalism!

But AGLIICR, impervious to his wvictim's insults ond

rather prooud of his exploit, gives hor a triumphani
smile. tnter by the back, in ;zreat apgitation, Hon-.
-gieur HICAUD.

MONSIEUR R,
Whet 's ‘going on? This is an 1nferna1 rockete Didn's I tell you I vins

g01ng to do my yoga?
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MADAME R.
You and your yogal

HONSIEUR R
Bhank God I found out about it. Somehow or other we huve bto recuperatr the
energy we lose because of radioactive falloutb,

, , MADAME R,
Here we go againl

MONSILULRL Re )
- (sizipg her up) Answer me! ihat wos all that noise?

MADAME R
Hum -~ the jug fell and hurt my orfle You. know how heavy it ig =

MOHSIEUR R. | |
(goes around her and fimlly finds the marks on her arm) Yes, I know. Honvy =

and full ot teeths You're oll sel for a medical course.
He shalces.his finger at AGEVOR.

This must be the latest developmenh of your interest in ucience. Ah, you
science~-minded people, what a public danger you are!l And vhat idiots! Don't
you see that truth can only be found in tho roalm of art? Thore is a lot of
truth in cooking, for instonce.

AGEHOR looks al him and gives a shy 1listle laugh; hw looks
down, btakes a tray and starls setiing “ables. Monsicur RI-
osud tallks to his wife,
Come on, Come put some mercurochrome in that arm and a cruple of band-aids.
It looks disgustingo. Come on, come one I must finish my sxercises before
thet madmen the Count arrives.

He lots her go first through door Re, back; theri, with an
Olympic look at AGENOR, ho follows hero

AGLHOR goes to counter and fetches come glasses, Then
goes on with his choree. One or two seconds after ho is bhack
dovnstage DWCHESHE emters, pale axf melancholy, all in blacke
In spite of the total silence that accompanies his appsar=
ance, AGLINOR starts and turns round tc face hime.

AGENOR
My Godl

DUCHESHE
(in a neubral voice) Good evening, Agénors

AGENOR
You made me start, lMonsieur le Gomte., It's the first tiie I feel "cosmiocally"

 the presence of someonc.

DUCHESNE
Cosmiocally?



He stares at AGENOR, raising his cyebrows repeatedly
at the sonme time, but refrains from making any commed

AGEHOR
(diplomatically) And it is such a rare pleasure to snc jou herce

DUCHESNE - _
Ahl Bubt even for this visit, you have to thank my wife. As for myself, L thin

going to a restaurent is an awful waste of time and moncy. Everything they
- serve you tastes absolutely the same,

AGLTOR
Please don't talk so loud when you say such things, ion ieur le Comto. The

boss'might take 'offense, you know. Even customors might object; alter all,
wo're in Framoes

DUCHESHE
If you like. But France is placed right in the middle o.' a world vhere nothin
has any importance any longer. S ’

AGENOR | -
(1aughs) You see !l Whether you viont 1t or not, yo_u'rc alieys the wittiost man
on the Left Bank. Come on, smilo a 1little, Monsieur lo. Gorbes The boss has
been keeping for you a few bobttles of that Puligny-iont.achot 1945 you used
to love so mucho. | |

DUCHES I '
1945, The year of my marriage. My God! The only good thing about marriass is

that you always make love to the swmae woman, Liko that sou're sparszd all the

tricks of the trade, the stratagcms and tactics which are such a wosts of tim

since deep inside all women are alike. (AGENOR lauchs) .Jhat .are you laugdng s
AGETIOR B

I laugh because I agree with you, sir. And I'm happy ot the “thourht that the:

are other inhebited worlds apart from ours, For it is plain and evident tha

we are seventh-rate citizens in a fourth=~rate planect, lionsisur lc Combea

DUCHL SHE
#ho has put those idoas inmbto youwr head?

AGENOR ;
(approaching him and lowering his_voice) You may Hhink ag you like, sir, but

I do believe in flying soucors, bthat is, in 1ifo in ot} oer planets,

DUCIIISKE
(shooked) Do you?

AGIIIOR- .
Qui, llonsieur lo Combe. And I also think poople are nol mad when they soe T
here to=day, there to=morrow and everywhere the day afier, in the mos‘t faraw




-9~

AGBLHOR (conl'd)
end also the most populated ercas in the world. It isn't possiblo that
of a Sunday afternoon $ho wholc of Washington suffers a collective
hallucination and sccs some flying saucers come and 0, quicker than
thought, slmost as quick as light, even on tho ridor screens.

DUCHES il
¥hen did that happen?

AGHTR
Oh, almost a year ago.

PUCHE S1is
I never heard of it.

, AGENOR
How can you, if you = excusc my insolence, llonsicur le Comte = orc as good

as dead? But you can confidently come back to 1ife - that is, if you want
to; for things are not as hopoless as théy loolke

DUCHESHE
So you’re not only for science, bubt for sciencc “icliion as welll

AGENOR .
Well, sir, I think fiction is a way of telling the fruth without scaring

people too much,
‘ ' DWCHLESHE looks at him, laughs moclanically und

]

itse

Think it over, Mongieur le Comte. I can assurc you it's the only viay out

of the jam we're in.

MONWIQUE end CHUCK enter Re She werrs a small pink silk
drum of a hat, a black Persian larb ocoat and pearls; he,
a camel=halir coat over a double~brcasted blue suib and
an Eden hat, Uis diomond ring osnd biyg cigar are other
signs of his present affluence., DICHESIE stares into
space, elbovis on table, chin rosting on his lmucklos.

DUCHESNE
Flying sauvcers! Of all the nongense in the worldl

Bs he goes to the hack, AGHHOR gecs MONWIQUE and CHUIK.

AGEHOR
Excuse mo., Bonsoir, Madame ln Combesse. (Bowing ind:fferently to CiUGK)

Monsieuraes e

) CHIEK
(smiling) Pre = pare -

AGENOR
Alm - fiire! (He recognizes CGIUCK, laurhs) Lieutena:t Poters! How are youl
You look wonderful; not like yourself at all,




CHUWCK
(slightly piqued) Like whom, then?

AGENOR
Like your father or somobhing -

CHUCK .
(kaughs, not withoub iromy) I don't mind that. "Fow neople know how to

be old", as La Rochefoucsuld says; but I'm doing my best to lecorn.

AGETIOR
Excuse me. (Ho goecs out, back)

MONIQUES :
(approaching DUGHESNE 's table) So L& Rochefoucauld is back with ug.

CHICK
(shrugging his shoulders) Well - I lmow 55 of mis macims by heort. You

should see the way the German hausfrau lap them upe. ¢hen I vigit them
and things reach a rather intimote stage, I dish thea oubt one of the
maximse And if I don't raise my forefinger to indicaso it's a quobation,
they think the phrass is minc. How about that |
MONIQUE laughs, and DUCHESHE, os hy rises, laughs in
his turn, but rather strangely. A{.HOR re-cnters bring=-
ing the wine to the DUCHESIHEs' table, then loaves silemt
1y by the backe
MONIQUE
Chuck, you must excuse us for tho early hour of this dimoer; but since
his spiritual crisis, Bibl simply canuot see people., The main thin; is,
you'll meet Suzanne, It'll do her lots of good, =:spesially whonm shs
notices to what heights has ambition carried you.
CHUCK v :
(1&ughigg) Ch, thatl Troublo is, one often passes from love to ambition,
but from wnbition one rarely raturns to love. '
KONINUE tales CHUCK's forefingor snd 1ifts i, wunile
he laughs. LUZANNE enbers R. and, in spite of 1.0il. US's

gresting, sits alone at the next table, not withoub
tolling her friends ‘

SUZATIE
Bonjour, mon poulet,

MONIQUE
Bonjour, ma cocotte,

The moment he sees SUZAMNWE, CHUCK gots up, goes to her
and, 23 he kisses her hand, olicks his heels in teubone
ic fashion, i

i



CHWCK _ .
Susie! Wie peht es Ihnon? ks freu mich, Sis zu sehen.

SUZATNE
And you, Chuck? How are you?

CHWCK
Danke, sehr put,

MONIQUL

(to CHUCK) Did you know that Suzanne is now ladmao Pormentler?

CHUCK
(bowing to SUZANIE with & Ffalsolv sad air and taking her hand rather

sbruptly) Ach! Erlauben 3ie mir, Thnen mein herzlickos Boileid auzus-=

prechen,

SUZAWHE
(addressing MONIQUE at tho nezb table) What's thah?

MONIQUE o
(1&115.hig;) To judge by his facc, I should say he's ertending you his

deepest sympathye.
CHUCK nods soveral times.

. SUZALHEG
(smiles with pursed lips) Very funnys

DUCHILSE
(to_himself) Flying uaucersl ind after all, why not?«

i

MONIJUE
Come git with us, will you?

SUZATIE
I can't, ma chéro; Thl(‘l ry 1:111 be here anj minute.

. WONIQUE :
You mean any hour. Vie ell know your Thierry by now. i

Y3t
you're the only voman in Paris who waits for her hushard hours

table = all by herself.

wr s
ot a cafdly

SUZANME
A plags or other always makes mc companys

J\LO:.«.LQI.HJ H
That makes it even worse. Come on, come sit with U.oe

SUZANIR
I don't know if I should =

CHUCK
What's the matter? Afraid of sitbting by my side?

SUZANIHE
Don't be ridiculous.



EOWIQUL and sUZANNE install thomselves at DUCIEESH: s
table, followed by CHUCK, who talcs with him an cxtra
drinking gloss, ‘
DUCHE SIE .
(still tallxins to himszelf) Visitors from outer space! Oh, would thet it

were truej there would still bo some hope for manl

With a slight joke of a gesturce, SUZANNE pubs her hand -
before DUCHLSUE's 1ips, so that ho may kiss itHs stends -
up and does his bit of hand-kissin;, mochanically, with=-
out so much ns a look at SUZANHE. Then, again to him=
self, he says
A hope, yes, but at the same timo, what a blow to owr pride, wo wreiched
little worms!

MONIQUE

(SnappingAher fingers at DUCHESNE's nose ) Bibil Yoo=Lool We are at the

Ricaud's; kindly get out of whorever you are and pay us & visit,will you?
CHK and SU/AWME sit down, lausghiig,

| SUZANNE
(o _CHWK) And you, aren't you afraid of sitling beside me?

CHWCK ‘ :
Why should I be? I'm at peace with life;time has passed, but not in vain,

SUZANINE
Are you sure?

CHWK

Dead sure, I'm cured, Susie; cured thankSto time = uﬁd abgence.

He gives an insincere little laugh,

SUZANNE ,

Hmme A good friend of mins said onces "Absence diminishes 1lit+tlo passions

and increasges grest ones, much as the wind blows out a candle and fans o
fire",

‘ MONIQUE
(ironically) Excuse me.

Looking et SUZANNE, the trio=- CHWK, MONIQUE and DUWIIES-
NE = raise theilr fingers and burst out laughing.
SUZANNE

Have you gone mad?

CHUWCK
Allow me to answer your friend with some other words of his owm: (lifbing

his forefinger) "The duration of our passions depend: as much on oursoelvos
as the lengbh of our life's
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DUCHiEGHE
A goal for Americe. Hurrahl

CIICK
But all thoso are big words, Susic, don't you thiunk? Morc than passion,

this was a case of friendship. Remomber that (1iftin: his finrer asain)

"Howovor raro truo love may be,it is still less raro than true friendshig's -

MONIQUE
(while she pives SUZANIE a pgloss of wino) Boy! You'v) learned the ihole

book by hoart, haven't you?

DWHESHE :
(again immersed in his solilonw) Mow, if thoy indeol come over here, vy

couldn't we go ovor there ouvsolvos?

MOMILUE ¢lances at him, then at JHUCK and sUzANT,
shruggring her shoulders,

CHUCK .
(to SUZAIE) Tell me about yonr theatrical caroer, babr. (He ~lenrs iis
throat) I moan, Madame Parmentiocr. '

SUZAHIIE .
My oarcor! You know how long is it since I last set Coot on the stagz?

CHUCK
Vo =

SUZANIE
Three years.

CHUCK

And how's that? Too absorbed by your home 1life?

SUZATE
It's not only that, To remdin in the theatrs you haive to belons in a
clan, a clique, & lodge = sexual or ideological, or bothe 1 don't Imow
how to, I can't,

DUCHESNE .
(always in the clouds) And how could we communicate with them? Ouly

mentally, no doubt. Now, what kind of a brain shoulc one have to do that?:

(A _dry laugh) Voila la questionl

MONIQUE
(after hearing him, sho snaps hor fingers once again in DUCHESﬂE's f'ace)

Weke up, Bibi. This is not the age of communication, you know; only of !

coymunicationg, in the plural.

CHUCK :
(to SUZANIE) But you still have your marriage.



. BULATIHE
(with a definnt air) Yos; and it's a good onc, as wmorriages go.

CHUCK .
(smiling and 1ifting his fing-\"};) "There are good wmarriages; therc sre no

delightful ones",

MONINUL
For Heaven's sake, Chuck, leave the old duke alone. Lon t you think the

Jolce hes lasted long enough?

CHUCK
Joko? I've never been more serious in my lifo.

SUZATHID
(Lo CuUUTH, with ill=ropressed anger) Meither hovo I. You may be sure that

mine is a happy marriage; Thiorry has his faults, naiurally, bub overybody
likes hime ’

CHUCK :
Of course, In the trading 6f life we please people morc by our faults

than by our good qualitiese

Quick as lightning, MONIQUE and DTLHLSNE reise their
forofingers.

Oh, no, enough of your kidding! I thought that one onb this is 1y idea.
i
MONIQUE :

(cordially) Ig it really? The puppet turns ventrlloqvl.,t, a rather in=

teresting development,

SUZAWIT
Not to me'! (Sho_gets up)
MONIQUE

wait a minute, Suzenne. I grant you that Chuck hns o;xrriod his joko a bit
too far, but shouldn't you fo-1 flatbered by it? Isn:“o this La rochoflou=
cauld recital the best proof +hat he hasn'y forgotten you?

SUZANNE - '
Heither forgotten nor forgiven. Bubt one more quobatz on and I'1l break
this bottle over Lis heads (To CIUCK) VWhen I first mat you, Chucl, I was
hﬁngry and afraid to die; I had nobody to protecu me, nothing to defend
myself with. In my poverty I adorned myself with the duke's mexims. I'm
cured now - and married; I've suffered, I've socn a 'Lot = and I can think
for myself. Your lesson vas all right for the first couple of minutes,
but ydu con't help being an Inzlorioan,'.oan you‘? '

MOHIQUE
Vhat do you mean?



(to CHUCK) I mean that, accordins to all my roports, .LTl vour land the
coffee must overflow and flood the saucer for the cu:i tomer to be sabig=
fied; cocktail glasses must overflow and ruin ®he bens tables; floor=-
chows must overflow and bo one hour too long. You've?oveflowed much too

much, too; so it is good-bye for me, I mean, faro:elll
She runs out by Re

CHUCK

(gets_up) Susie! '
g MONIQUE :

Leave hor alone; you'll make your excuges to-morrovise Jome hers, Chuck,

Come along, I tell youl (Slowly CHUCK goes bock ho #:ble) You've boen

merciless with her; I hardly rccognized you.

CIUCK .
Fumny thing is, I couldn't recornize mysell. I firmly believed I'd left
all that way behind mol

LOWINUE 1
But you haven't. It's evident you've never forgiven ter. And if we go
back to our dear dule once moro, now she's no longer with us, we mush

remind ourselves that (liftins hor forefinger) "Onc pardons in the degree

that one loveg"

DUCHESIE :
Bahl It's all blah~blah~bloh. Leb's have somo quzvu,‘pleasa.

He gives iONIWUE a piorcing look, then calmly pours
wine in thoe three glasses. & comfortable silence
begins to sebtlo among them whil  the lights dime.
For one winute we hewr the mclancholy notes of the
"Dépaysés” waltz, which lade as Alghhs come vp on
LHONIRUE's apriment .

SCEHE XX

Some months have passod, and winter is proscnl in the living room,not
only in the shape of a small Christmas tree standin-: on the commodo,
but also very much in the air and even in tho tone ol ONIQUE and DUGIEIE

When the lights roveal hir to wug, he has been sitiing for ad Zwvs
how long on a cormer of the diven, his chin on his right hand, losi in
spaces He wears blocl: satin pyjomas and a black velvotl dressing povin,
with a quilted silk collar, As o refreshing conbrast, OUINUS enhers by
the back in a lilac tullo noplisee with pink ostrich feathers round. the
edge of its wide sleoves. MO UG, who brings four lottors in hor hoand,
5oes to the secretaire, throws two of the lettors in the wastopaper
basket and puts the other two in small dravers. Slovly she turns to DU~
CHESKHE ! :

i
i
'
1
i
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MONIQUE

Two or three soconds go, though tho chsolute Liviohility
of man and wife might give the scnsation that hours
have passeds DUCHLSNE takes his hond. off his chin, slijb
ly raises his head and says, as if hc gave a yovm:

DUCHESNE
Vha- a=a = t7

MONIQUE o . . |
Did you actually say "what"? (LUSIISHE nods) Thal's cu extraordinaivy

development. For months and mounbths you've only opened vour moubh to v

Y i
<

As though this wvere a signal, DUCHES'E opons it apmain
to do just thab, with a govrnd worthy of a hippopobainig,

liow, Bibi, don't exert yourself. A yawn and o monosvilable, all %o-

gother, are a bit too much after such a long silenco. (A pause) Have

you any idea of the date? It's the night of St. Svlvostor, the 31lst.
. ' - . - t . .

of December; first Now Year's ove Lor which we haven't roceived ono

single invitation,

DUCHESIE, o
Thanlk Godl All the silly esses we know scom o have jrown btired of
waiting for me to change. They can wait to the end ol their God=damned

lives! ;

HONIaUR '
(bokos a small notebool: from her seerebairo and pnos quiskly throwh

it ) How about me? In the year vwhich ig about to end, vou mede love to
me three timos; the 15th. April, from 6 o'clock to G./l"&; the 12the
Augusgt, probably because it vxs wy birthday, fron 1C to V11.17 in the
ovoning (quite am orgy, as you can see): and the 2nd. Tovembor, the'
day of the dead, from 1 to 1,09 in the morning, ; |

DUCHESNE : :
Heavons! How time flies! I fancicd myself somswhat moro active thon Liub.

MONIQUL ;
(stares_him in the face, says with dry sarcasm) Active! I've boen thigk

ing this ovor the whole afternoon, snd I've reached a decision. It's
onc of two things: either ydu; take those f.ive'millién I have in the
bank and try some litltle speculotion that may give ;on back tho tasie
for moncy = ' :

DICHESHE
Good Heavens preserve us!



HONIQUE ,,
= or you become a convert. Lny religion will do; o3 far as I'm con-

cerned, you may join the Black Fyslims bto-morrow if you wishe.
DUCHESTHL !

8o you too think that religious conversion tales tlace in the hoad.

1T

For shanme, Monique. lloxt, like so many people socr to do nowindays, you

will bo cxpecting a formuls from science for beli~ving in God rabion=~
ally. Woll, I nevor. Convercion is a trance, you inow = the heart must

be illuminated first.

HOWIQUE
How about tho brain? You con™ dismiss the brain rs oasily as all that,

DUCHESHE : :
Unfortunately not. The Catliolic roligion, for ins’ance, wi;hh atbract
me = therc seoms to be quils a rovival of it, and it'd be far mors
. fashionable did pcople but 1mow that Froud dicd a Catholic. Hus who
can assureA me that their God doosn't have a noso similar to Generanl de. -
"Gaulle's? And if ilc has, how do you expoct me bto lclieve in Him?
MONIQUE ;
(1aughs) Oh, Bibi, .roallyo It's eviident you can't sbomach the Earth
any longer. Woll, why don't you go to some obher planct? liaybe things
are better in outer spaco. | ' .

DICHES HE
(sitting up and staring al her) You know, iynou, the idea has boeon

heunting me all yoar long. i

. MOHIQUE :
(approaching him) Fortunately, it can only huunb. you.

DUCHRSIE ; )
(with oynical humour) I'we been pondering the adviutbages of passing

avioy, too. As a divorcee you were sensatiomnl, buj can you imapgine

what o widow you would male?

MOITIQUE
(laughing) At last, ¢

1ittle 1lifel Bravol

ool

DUCHESER
Not 1ife; I'm talking about the opposiba.
LI 15 PP

MONIQUI : : 4 :
Shut upl It's 11.45 in the ovening, the year is coming to an «md, and
in stroobts, calés, dining-rooms, peopls sniff ot oach othor, kiss,
laugh, drink togcthor = ' )
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UCHLsHE
Becauso they are all idiohs, il not murderers.

RONINUE :
= while we two have & cosy lithle .chat choub denbi:l (She sits on o

pouf, facing him) Tell me somobhhing, Bibi. lave you ovoer thousht »f e

since thot fatelul day in 19438 when you lost ever;-thing?

DUC HESYE .
(Looking at her as thourh she were o piece of furaiture) The fateful

day. Yes, I'vd thought of you - oconsiomally.

KONIQUD
Can you imagine for & moment what lind of oxicshen:e I've been leading
8ll this time? le, a woman =mndo for love? A woman in love, to top 1t

a11? (Rescting o a surprised look of DUBIESIHE) I'm s5ill in love with

the American, you know. And vhat have I done abous it? I've been faith-

" ful to him with you, that's all.

DUCHESIE . .
(shak ing his hoad as though he had seen a blurrod TV imapro) Hovwi's that
£

again?

HOMIQUE
I say I've remained v very laithful to him = with v ou. The - first mouths

of our marrioge it wasg sheer pleasure = mad, exhanabting plzasure, and
& s :
don't you dare deny ib.
J
DUCHHSHE ; A
(sighing) I was an immocent ran then. I didn't lmow what we're come Go
Borth for.

NONIQUE : ,
Davo won't be able Lo reproach me anything on thai score. iob counting

you, I haven't made o fool of him with anybody - rin gix years, oix
years! 72 months! 2.190 nighlis! Haryia mial

_Absolutoly "W'Lbberb&sted by tho Llrure, ROULGU slaps
tho top ol hor heead,

That's what love doos to ¥ou, Yyou S66.

JUCI"‘"NB
(bowing and kissing her hand) All tho seme, I fl’ 1 1% vcry strange.

LONIQUE
I should say so! Pub yourscl{ in my place!l ¥hoenevsr I thinl: o all the

time lost, all the life passing through withoub Inally beings lived, I
feel like banging my head agoinst the walll
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DUCHESIE z
(Lookinm at hor with commagsion and detociment ok by somo time) Door

human animals!

Resting his ohin on his closod richis hond end his ol=-
bow on hig logm, DUCHESHE roverts btz bis initinl pos -
. ition. Oli' it railses her hands, hoawves a sijh o
impa“oionco and defiantly tossos her hoad baclzisrdse
Then cho gebts up, goos to her soorcbaire, sifiz down
and preparcs paper to write, The moment she tnlns the
pen, she turns Lowards DUCHESI.

MomIY U
tey, youl How do you gpoll ororbitamnt?

DWCIESHE,, inaobilo, does nob ubier a sound. ifior o
couple of scconds, MOUIQUE shruga cnd is immedictely
immersed in her opisbolary act.LvﬂG"o Lights como up
at the samo timo at the RICAUD's roshourant. ho‘rwur
RICAUD sits on o stool in exactly ihe same posibtion
ags DUCHESINS, Madome RICAUD washes plosses at the count
or. :

MADALE R
Henril

There is o lovng pauso, during whicl konsieur RICAUD
doos not sscm to notice that somoone is addressing
him; then he takes his hand off his chin, raiscs his
head slightly and says, as though ho viere sipnings
MONSIEUR R.

Vha = a - a - £7

MADAME Re :
(very nervously) Speak! Open your mouth! You thi n]L Jc can go like this

much longer?

MONSIEUR

lio, but I seo no chance of a2 universal rovolubtion CJr the time bhoinge
i

H

MADAME R .

Universal revolution! I'm talking about you and me. You thlnl' vio can
i
go on like this, you and me? ‘

MONSIEUR R,
There's no othor way, is thero?

MADAME R ;
But this is mno way to go on hLogether, either. Vo' rc’ facing disastor =

could go bankrupt in no timn. ilave you ever scaon agrost&urnni; cloge

'

on New Yoar's Lve?

H

MONSILUR R )
Close is nothing! I'd actually pay not to seo the I 'ages of thosc blink
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MONSIEUR . (cont'd) \
ing idilobs with their rattles, their party favours and their borad,

i

boring cows of wives!

MADALES Re !
(sighig{r) Oh, God! There was a time when you liled peopls, remowber?

MOWSTZUR L.
Tess And then come the time when they poisonod me and killod my lowve
for life, '

MADASEE R
Poisoned?? Who's poisoned vou? Vhat do you meun? For Hoaven's snle, be
coherent | '

HONSILUR Ro - ;
Oh! You wouldn't understand. You'd say it's my ol hypochondris: . -ia
toking over. Hobody understands! I've been lef't ﬂmplobply alons - the
loneliest man on earth, I should think,

LADAME Ro
© Well, you must like it that way, since you never i‘o.lfe the trouble of

.explaining a damned thing! ;

HONSIEUR R |
Vhet for? Con you by any chance feel the samec as 1? Nover! You couldn'
And even if you could! You're like the rest; you ;only believe in exper
only the scientific approach is good for you.

MADALE R
Thank youl

MOESILUR I Ro
(chiding hor as he would o child) Plcasz! I'm not blaming vou person-

ally. It isn't your ault! Monkind's mede liks that; a sloppy job atb
best, and most probably not God's. kaybe in o'ahon‘ planets it's better.

Madame RICAUD shrugs her shoulders and goes on wasihir
glagses in silences Monsieur RICAUD returns to hu '
meditation, vhile MONIQUE, in hrr room, inberrupis Gl
writing ot her letbter to addross DIHESIHE agaln.

MOHILUE
Bibil
There is = longish pausc Lo iore, DUCHESHE mims o move
ment, hovever imperceptible.
l i
DUCHESHE b
(draviling the word) Whasant?

MOIQUE
Bring the champagne, will you? It's five to nud L[h‘b hurryl
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DUCHES ME
Vihy?

H
1
M

HONIQUE i
We're poing to have a toast - to my tripe. I'we decitied to o bo Amcrica
}
DUCBLSIE o |
All right = But I don't see tho need for drinking champagne, vhen Pr-

rier water makes absolutely lhe same "pschbbt", i

i

HONIQUE: |
(gebting up in a fury and poinr- towards door bock) ?he seme "pschittt"l

Silly ass! Don't vou kmow I loantho self=pitying pooblc? Vihat do you

think an English education roans, if not that? é

Vhile 1PONIQUN goes .out with the forse of a cursc, DU=-
OHESIE rotwrna Lo the samo position, apparcntly quite
unmoved by her reaction, j

In the restaurant, after their losayy pauss, liadeame
RICAUD talks arain to her husband.

HADAME Ro .
HmmioOmnthebmbb,omm onl

HOHoILUR Re
Can't you ever sbtop squandering?

MADAME Ro |
I'm paying for it out of my owm °avingsl |

MONSIEUR Re ‘ | ~
That's all right. But why champarne = clinlding xlauseﬂ = all that silly

business?

FADANE Ro ;
I want %o drink to a ¥How Yeor freoeo of atomic radiation = so that you

can be your old self again.

Hal Like holl I shalll Texlt your the Russisns viill be off vith +hoir.

first series of tests = thoy'ro well on thoir way slreadyl
i
1
FADAME R '
(with a grimace of disgush) Tou're a borm opbimict, aren's you? Tou

and your ldeas!

She put, a bobtle of champagne in ra ice buclot.

HONBTHUR Re i
Ideas? They're not ideag. Vhy must you always misto “n idoas lor nervous
roactions? Iow many timos must I repoat to you fhat noyves are [ibros,

filaments, living things, and that mine, being the nerves of an uriist,
are pwrtlcularly ‘alivo ~

j
|
]
!



FADAVE R,
Nerves! Bah! According to you, before atomic teosts started, no one hod

nerves, and no onc hed ever swlered Lrom insonmia, eithers
HOLIGUE onters her living-room with a trey and

immediately devotes herself to th» task of oponins
the bottle of champapgne.,

NONISILUR R. : :
Ah, blind, insonsitive manlind, dead mdnkind, That: cannot oven notice
what is heppening to its vory rorves and colls! I imow vhon there's
strong radiation in the atmesvhere 'causo my cnere s poos off throush my
fingertips. And that's o Sflfﬁﬁﬁﬂl gensabtion,you hoﬁr et No idens themg

. FADALT Re .
Don't be silly; it's just vour MANOPAUST o :

LOUSTEUR R , :
(gtamping his foot on the pround) Henopause!l Apc hng nothing to <o with

ite ¥When I have o mind to, i can do all that o 20~venr old docsa

FADALTE Re

But you mever have o mind to; end that is age, you ncce

A1l of a sudden, while Monsicur LICAUD turas bo iig
wifo, she uncorks the bLobttle of chompagne. The noisoe
makes him juup; he takes his hond Lo his hoart. he
comes and pives him a full glass. Almost simulbw 1oug
ly, the cork pops off MONTQUL's hottle and she in her
turn gives a glass to DUCHESIE, The Countess dozs so
in dead silenco. -

[N

Happy New Year!

LONSIEUR R
(raising his pglass) Happy licw Year to you: for il the Russioans cntor

the atomic race, _I:ll be no ;ood to anybody. And {or that, the whols

]
4

world will be regponsible, the vhole world; peoplen, rulers = thoay can

y
see quite clearly what a few men are doing to ronlzind, but all the soane
they close their eyes to it. The wholc damn world! Theyre all muwdero s

DUCHESI hes o sip of his chanmpiygne while KONILUS
sayss? :

‘ HONIUE
Happy New Yoar to mo!

Wiith a disapproving glance ot hor, DUCHESE: ro-: to
the imspinary fourth wall of th: room and oy one
of its iruginary windows, while Ionsieur RIC.iD pets
up and docs tho same. Both LUWIHHSIE and RIC:1D ol=

ternately shout insults at the imaginary passcrs-by.

MONSIHUR R '
Murderers! ‘

) !
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- DUCIESUE | i
Imbeciles! ?

MONSIEUR R.
Suicidesg! '

DUCHESTE

Lunaticsl i
They look at each other and bow.;
i

HONSIEUR R
0f coursc, it goes without soving, Monsieur lo !

Jombe, that I wasn't

addressing you, only mankind in goneral,

DUCHLSNE
I can only say the same, my dear Ricaud,

. MONSI:UR Ro and DUCHESIHE !
(topether) Happy Few Yearl
Bofore the perplexed stare of DUMIESIE and worsicur
RICAWD e voung boy runs from L. Lo Re carrying a
placord with the number 1952 pninted on it. ius the
lizhts dim they both take thoir honds to their heads,
amazed.no doubt at the speod at hich times flics -
at least on this planet, o

ilaybe to suggest the inevitebility of a reunicn of
DAVES ond LONIQUE in New York, tho accordion tolos w
the second part of the "Dépaysés™ waltz while a pro-
jector spots in the dark the [igure of the FLIC at
Lo The policeman follows with ill-concealed inter-
esl the throe consecubtive appoarances Mongieur RI-
CAUD, followed by a projector, yubs in as he takes
T in his arms three wooden planks with which ho covers,
one after the other, his eshablishment's windovs,

There is a chalk inscripbion carcfully wiritten
acrogs the three planks: "AITRICATS GO HOLL - RUS-
SIAUS STAY PUT", As he secs it, the FLIC lawhs,
surprising lonsisur RICAUD, who,turns to him,

MONSIEUR R.
Oh, good evening, my friend. (Lookinz at the chalk inscription) Ves,

it's my own work, I admit it. They always made a [nss ot howe aboub

good writing. Besides, I lovo neatness; I'd rothor, do it myself than

;

The FLIC tokes two or three steos towards him ond
shuakes his heed. Then, as a sirn ol congrotulation
for the rcsthetics -or isg it th: politicc? - of .ions
sicur RICAUD, he kissos his ovn hand in {typical
French style and poes on to Re. VWhile Monsicur RI=-
CAUD exits for the third and last time,tho nccordim
player shovia up at L. and goes ;from ther~ all the

i‘
f
?

leave it to some messy passer=by.
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woy to the 2. as he finishes the p:;u‘t of the welbz
he had startod playing in tho derk. '

EMND OF PART II




PART II1
ALLIGRO £:5ITATO

DAVE's living=room, towards the end of Jenuury, 1953, that iu, cone
month after the cheerlsss Christmas we have vitnesisd in Paris. There
1s also evident prosperity here, in the shape cf a:: Lpstein bust awmong
the books on the shelves and o veal Georgia O'leef'e insteocd of uh-
reproduction of the Van Gogir surflovers: an alwost pornographic asaarhly
of bones the painter calls "Pelvis in the Desert",

SCENE (1Y
As the lights come up, tho apartment is emptye 'he door chines wve

sound; then, aftor thvic or three soconds of silency, DAVE enters in o
camel hair overcoot, shouting: '

DAVE
Miles! Miles! (A_pauso) Demmn it, there's never a soul in this house.

DAVE picks up two bpig parcels ho had left et
the door amd puts them against tho wall. He
calls impatientlys

Betty! Are you in? (To himsr}_}_:g) But vhat am I salling her for? tho .
won't be here before midnight, Oh, well.

Tho door chimes sound azaii, and belfore opcning
the <oor, DAVE shoulis: B ‘

Miles! It's Miles, isn't il? Guess what I brousht you, boyl

But as ho says that, DAVE.hes not the locs ink .
ling of what Tate has brourht him at “is very
doorstep. MONIQUE is there. as largo as 1lifs end
tvico as pleasant, all in Lleck: the velvet
picture hat with "aigretten", the coat with a |
- big fox collar, the jersey dross = Greck style =
the antelope handbag and gloves; all black,with=
out one single jewol to bosecoll the studied
severity of tho ensemble. DAVE remaing dazcd
for a moment, then says, 11 a moved voicci

Pussy cat! Monique! You herel Oh, my Godl Tt's yoi, YOUI It dosci 't
- seem possibldl ' v
HONT3 UB

But it is. Touch and you will see, (She comos in. DAVE closes the door

~and kissos her) You know, I

vo come three or Tour times alrecady. ~ub

- your house is like your offico; no one ever snswers. After oiht days .
of vainly trying to got in touch with you, I was wribing some lineg of -

good-byo at the drugsihore opposite = when all of o sudden I 5w .you

v

open the door.

DA VL : o
You have been here eight full days? Oh, my Godl Kissing hor) My derlmg

c i
i,



DAVE (cont'd)
pugsy catl Blast Lisbfraumileh's wgly mugl

MONIQUE !
Liebfraumilch?

ST .

JERN =

Yes, one of the, agency's clicnbse 3ut let's not wasts time talldirs “ooutb

< Ry

people liko him, (Loolins ardently at hor, and ]‘OWC)_‘}.W". his voicr ) Hollo.

WOHIAUE
lellol ‘ |

DAVIS
You Ikmow you look devastabingly bor xutlf‘ul 4his evening, Hadame 1o 10 dhiosel

e
A . - —
f

(Shouting with joy) Morc beautiful tham cvorl

MO UE :
Juch a shtabewernt, made in a loud voice, makes me think that vio're probebly

“

alone = am I right, darling? (ic_ nods) Oh, good, "TO"*I' in wy burn, Donsicur

e -t

1'arent de publicité, may I say you loo]f dozzling wi: .h Cl“!llLl csn and gem=

appoal?

They laugh snd kiss each other, sbill moro lile jood
3 , friends than lovers. Then E,';OITI’.¢§H., licks ber lipo:e
Hmmme Let me see.
k She talkcs DAVE's head in hor ﬂumu,ul ses him nonine
Open your mouth! A bit morel Holl, I'm not going to ;‘upo youl

DAVE, laugling, does &s hc has been ordered and she
pives him o more lingering kiss, Then shc moves away
with the air of someono who has: sulfered a bit of o
gshock and tells him reproachfully:

You've changed your toothpaste, Davel
DAVE
That's right. Yhat o fine sense of perception. You sve, Betty is mad abou
supermarket sales; vhensver thoy announce five piant tubes of somcthing .
or obther for the price of throc, we 're stuck with it. She's made quite a
stock of that new toothpaste; I'm afraid I'll have to use it uvnbil 1960,
1HOHTUR ‘
(dramatically) Good God, I didn't expect anything of:the ldnd.

DAVE ‘
(la ghinrr) Of what kind? You're joldng, aron't you?

i
}

MOHINUE A
Joking? Had you oarefullJ read your Proust, you nOU.lVI imow whai o tagsbo,

a flavour discovercd in childhood coan moan in a man's life = all the way,
to the very end. i
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DAV
Like tho taste of your lipsticic.
DAVE tnles MOMIAUS by the uaich and kisses } or -
]m:)s:Lo.uml*r. FONIRUS lots him do, . then rejoets
Hl,_u DL"L ionly. o
Oh, no, my friend. If wo start something now wo 'll huve to sec it throupl
2 My Uy

right horo in your hougn, I'm lcaving to=morrov [or California.

DAV _ |
Pussy oat, you can't do this 1o mol '

HOWIQ U : g
Yos, I can. It's all arranged, and I can't ot out of it even if I wantod
t0s I have to talk busincss wibth Vankiewicz on iodneddaye You have jour

Liebfraumilch, I have my 1\:11’1“1 AVILCT o

l) AV ;
Tonsense! I have no Licbfraumilch! You know what the apency wanis e o
do for that character? To organize a big wham of a pz;-.r'{;y'wl'th all the
boys in Broadway musicals, ‘ -

HOUIQUE .
I seo. I suppose that's what you cnll public felations over here.
|
DAVE i
The hell it is. Ho wants his relations with the UOYQ 1to be ‘as public as

possible. The nerve! I kmow it takes all sorts to ma]:e a world, but that
sort won't get any encouragement from mol

NONIQUE ;
Poor Dave! And you have disconnected your phones oec wse of that son of
a' -

DAVE .
(interrupting her) No. That's ancbther story. Betly's Lrother is to appear

before ono of those Senate comittees any day nowu. Tho poor girl's scared
to death.

EOII;LU}
A Senate Committos? You're mized up in thab?

DAVE . !
In a way - But pleasec, pussy cal, lot's not talk aboul it,

OHIQWI ‘
On the contrary, let's talk obout that firste. If you can stand it 211 so

coolly, you're not the man I uscd to lmowe

DAVE ;
Vho's standing anybthing? 1 s1ill have the sam: ideas; I secm Lo Lo the

only onc to think like that in the whole blessod viorld, but I stick to
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DAVE (cont 'd) ,
them; only now, they'ro strongcr than over, if you cars Lo kmew.
HOHINUL
I sincorely hope so, For = for - coming from oubtside, what happens h-r:
looks like a nishbmore, The doy of my arrival I soaw o :Aze‘i'.h:"mg fantastis
on the TV sct in my hotel room. 4 cobra - o réal h:,u.xaﬁ cobra = in vwhat
I took tc be one of those old gan{;s’cdr Lilngs VWarner Brothors modse in tho
thirties. Bubt I was virong. Wheon they brought me ths al'termoon puper, I
saw it wasn't a f£ilm, but ~somo‘!'.hingr; actuo.'lv - o trial of "guilt by txssodig_"c

ion". Imcredible!l I almost threw upo
DAVE
Who was the cobra? 5

_ LOTILUE
Noed you ask that? Senator lec.Corthy, of courss,

DAVE :
Ughe (The door chimes arc heard) Just a minube. It muit be Miles.

lle goes to tho door, opens it. IS is another surprice
for DAVE: his wife BETTY, incongruously atbired in a
tweed coal and a poir of evening' shoes entircly cm-

broidered in red soquins. DAVE looks at her, stunncd.-

BETTY | :
" Hello, darling. Yos, it's me. '.j‘sob came to soe mothor,§ ‘oo, and thoe minute

ho walked in, out I went = as if I'd touched o livo wire.

DAVE ,
Why did you do that? How could you? Your owm brobtnorl And you lmow deann

well he's innocemnt.

Ile hugs her in a mechanical wviay.
. BUTTY ’ o
(Looking at MONIAUS) I hope I'm not intruding, am I7i(lls gives o folno

laugh) You must be an old fricnd of Dave's, Countoss Duchesne, arun't you?,

I cen't think of ony othor frmale friend of his who can dress hall as wicld
Sho oxtends her hand to HOIIJUE , vilo shales it with

g vorldly smilo, '

LOUIMUE A ,

Thank you., Pleased %o mcot you, Bolbye (ImiLatin: hev) You're fotby,

of

aren't you? |
BBTTY j
Uh=huh, Dear Countcss, would ;ou like to talm off yohr coat? (Zmilir )

L]

Dave, the Countesa”™ coat, plecge. '



While DAVE hielns HOHIQUS to tw 2 ¢ 80 her cood, BUTTY
tokes off hore oving revealing o sirplo slip of an
cveniy; dross onbirely owbroidearec with red sopuing,
like hor shocs. afteor loolking 2t ler in osbondsiaong,
as bthoyh she had gone mad, . J'L i ales for whe door
ot L., baclte e suddenly shbops, tHrrans to BEITY ond
takos an cnormous cardboard lubel off the lower poart
of her bacl: = or, to be morsc spoci.fic, hor bohind,

BETTY (cont'd) }
Darling, please! Such familistritcies before strangrrsl

(zoinr out in a rago) You had & label pinned on your luttocks!

BETTY
(laughs, shrugping her shouldors) And such foul langw.gol (A_brief yause)

Tell me, my dear Countess. Som~bhing worries me; that black - it docsn't
mean something has prematurely happoned to the Count, does i%?

LORINUE
Chy no, Blaa\.czlr is an old traditior of elegance among ¥ ris' drossmalorse

BETTY
But not alwayse. This is a littlo Dior numbc,r I've jus: bought hore in tho
neighbourhood, You must excusec me for woaring it now, but I can 't shand
seeing myself in a shop mirror vhen I'm trying on som thing = my Loce
10018 lile Edith Sitwell's in ier prime, and my body, like helens Lubing=
bein in hor old doyse Socing sieh an image of mysoll is enough to make me
rush out just as I aml

HONIQUL »
You can look at yourself now in any other mirror. The offect is guite
charming.,

BETTY -
How very kind and encouraging rou are, Countess.

FOWIGUL v
I think Christien is, not me. iiow well ho knows pooplol He knovis Tor ing=
tance that American womoen, with thoir red hair, their childish leughter,
their narrow hips, their ftechnicolour glamour, leok ~orderful vhen thoy 're
decorated like a Christmwas treo. Like you, for instaice. You're just per=
foot like that.

BRTTY , : :
And 82 are vyou, thenk you sco imch, Bosides, if yon hed to go bo a lunoral,
5w 1iovld have a great advani: js over m

She pives on enbtirely innocent liughs

iihat can I offor you? I think “here are a couple of Tottles of chanpejie
in tho fridge =~ a loltover froam liew ‘fea"s ove parby.
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NMONIQUE
‘Thank you very much, but I only have champagre in tho mcrning; I mnle ny

gargles with it. I do love Daiguiris, though. .

BLETTY
eally? You're lucky; they're onc of Dave's specialtics. (Gebiing up)i'm
going to get the necessary ingredients for him. (Ecnorgusly) Will you
kindly excuse me, doar Countess?

BETTY leaves L., back, a3z DAVE rc-enters; behind her

there remoins o silence which picrces the air, like
a GIYe

LNONIRUD
Congratulations, darling. Your 1it+tle wife is worth tliree times her weight
in gold. -

: DAVL
(lowering his voico) Toll me, what hotel are you stay'ng at?

LIOWIQUE
I told you it's no usc =

DAV
The moment you leave the houso -

HONIQUL :
I'm leaving. right away; I feel a storm in the air, anl I'm in no form to

duck tho blood and thunder of it.

, DAVE
Tie momen you legve the house, I1'll Rbove ny sccrebary end put her o
worke She's'marvellous Linding pcople™s sddresses.

120100
I 'tell you, it's no use. lio use

v ‘ DAVE
Llsten, darling - (Suddenly) Shih. That's Botty.

“Indeed it iss BLITY re -ont013ng aith a large platter
containing all that is necusnary to male the Daiqui-
ris, plus a bucket with a bottlc of champagno, which
she leaves on the coffec tablo.

BETTY
Countess, you can't imagine how much I longed to meet you. Dave's had no
bther interest for years. Now that I kmow you, my incbinect tells me that
he's right.- and that the others are wrong.

DAVE
(suddenly -on his guard) Vhat ofthors?

BETTY
You mind yor Daiquiris, darling; you do them d1v1nol o And opon the bottle
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BUTTY (eont

of chwpn e, pleaso; I'a cobit v Bhdvsty, Lo b

DA\‘J‘;,‘:
(novring Iomon guiss io

NEIA ~iyoaoand injocone o,
vou cen play the charuchor yev i bolore bondqgs itta sour nedvilione
az o vioman. Sub I Jmos cyeal une And b elanrs vho are Snoso

@

ceoub honiguod

Tothars™t VWhat have

O

Oh, thoy've talled nonsrnses Juiict owing Lhe Goinbons, the vt

b '

doegn 't ghond on its Joob.

Thon vhy didn't you koop your ~outh shut?

1 N

ber addin the rwm and o dash ol dnjosbura bi
e poos o uvork with the coellii.il ‘haler.

Lo BETIY) You bcr in "co inbricue mo, Bobty. Vhol did: ”i,hc\ obhors’
e o SR wr J

8t

DETTY

liell, te be quite candid, thoy viere a bit perplesed b you; a woien vilbh

“+tho cane liberal :'Lde.:xs a5 Dave hag = and God Imoqg thet because of his

ideas we con land in Jadl any doys = o brue vione

ol the loft or vhevre=
oboubts, wiio during the viar, i~ all thabt, appoars 16 have riven certain
3 5 2 L oA ) Ly

tazi cofficers a red-carpet wolconce i

DAVYE uncorlks the bobttle of choupny ne, and the 3
males GETTL Jiuipe ‘

olgn

._:

‘fO“T \'| .

(Laurh ) Ohl You kmow thm,l very wall infoveed dou are. bub off coursdg

[

thie ig the lond of moos comamicabtions. tell, 2111 6e1l you. Thore wors

certoin nozi officeors

w011 weds = bobh by o othdr Habure and Arry
. 1

treininge (DAVE Landg BUTTY o plass of char-vone ) Uy fortunctely, ob loves=

.t
._......_-..._.“ e e bl e -

i

malking time thoy renerelly grve oub very 1ibtlo. vl vhencever 1 oo ol

’
I kept on trying. A woll-made wale body is one off tre very Lfew rmogoid

a voman pas For sbanding all she has to stond in Life.

y

(enthusiasbically) Vory poodl Yhatever poople sny o,oub you, bthey ~en

accusc you of bein; puribonisoll

Heither puritanicsl nor hypoocitical, I hopoe In 1000 wie oll thon hi vhotb

Hitler was poing Lo be tho wosher of burope Tpor pouuloe seculorum’. I

1
t
i

i

H
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MONIQ UL (cont d)
decided then and thoro that no political reasonlug vwould prevent ma from

following my natural "penchant™ for well-made men = a taste as matural
ag it is beoutiful, ‘

BRITY
S0 theres Sincerity like yours, ome can only hopo to find in the lemoirs
of Casanova,

The three laugh with mervous, false laughs. BiTIY has
dovined her glass of champagne and pours horself andlion.

FONIQUL
And what else have you Loard cbout me?
BLTTY :
(after gulping her g}ass) Oh, lolts of praise - your help to a youny oclrvss

vho was ill and poor, bub besutiful and young anoupl to put you in tho

shade, so to spoak = your talent to let the mon around you to fool thay
are really free at all times. A truly intellipgen’ pclicy, worthy of on
0ld continent like Duropos Metriarchies are inevitalle in our dajs, of

course; things have got too complicated for 1ittle children like men o
really run the show. But - should a matriarchy he as opén, as shomeleoss
ag it is among us here? IInm?

DAVE sborcs at her with groviing cuLonluhmenL, but once
more BETTY plays the innocent.

I'm asking you a simple question. I wouldn't dream ¢f knowing the answer
myself,

MONIQUE
(while BETTY pours horgself a third plass of chaupag: i0) Ly dear Detty, in

8ll confidonce and from woman to woman, I'd like you to know that a
champagne hangover is ono of the worst. '

BETITY
Don't I know it! I have had sevoral,my dear Cowbes: o According to world
sbatisticg, France is the mogt alcoholic country in the wgrld,'but,‘oh
boy! I can tell you that right hore, with the kind «f hectic life we heve
to load, we're doing our best to take that championihip avay from you.(§g§

loughs, looks at LIONIQUE wilth whalt would appear extiorme cordialiby and

warmbhe An ominous silence scts in)e

DAVE
(deuperutoly trying to revive conversation) And yow' husbond, Moniquo?iiow.

is ho doing?

© MONIWUE
Oh, I think we'd better leave him alomns.



DAVE
How about Suzsmno?

, , HOUIQUE
Her marrisge is on the rocks, poor thing.

. DAVE
And those people who had the restaurant... vhet is thcir nome?

LONIQUE : :
The Ricouds? lle's becoming unhenrable. I wouldn™: be surprised il his
wife started an effair with tho hobtlo any day.

BETTY :
Oh la la! Is that what our beyvs cell "goy Parec"?

LOMLGUA _ :
Yes, Beltty. The whole uerld lives on falgne prebenses, as you can 53Ce

DETTY : _
Dave says that Paris camot Lo jday because peopls ovor ‘there live with
their heads, not their hearts,

MOITIQUE o R
Indeed! I wouldn't hove thouplit Dave felt attracted by the dengerous game .
of simplification,

PETTY L
And what else doos ho say? Oli, yose He says that Frence has five good
thingss her cuisine (wines included), her popular songs, her literaturc,
her perfumes and her Parisionmnes,

MONINUE
In that order?

DAY :
(%o BETTY) What the hell are vou talking ebout? I nover made thot list!

(narvouslx) Nevor m?gg%Qchan.seo it is exactly vha'i you would think. T
know youl ‘ '

DAVE
You know mol I know you, too! You French people, vhat a hopelessly pro-
vincial lot you arel You do believe that all that's French is the bost,
don't you - nover talke the troublo to learn how the others thinlk, what
they deol Ho, sirl Well, you have been flattered for too long, first of
all by your own gclves! To have invented cultursl propaganda four comiirim
apgo was.a stroke of genius indcod; everybody has boLioved rcligionsly'in

it ever since, you yoursel¥cs bto start withl



I
(furious) And vou? Tlow aboul :rou? What do you think of yoursclves?

DAVE
Well, we have tricd to creats our own way of living - perhaps She way
of living corresponding to this conbury, that's n1l. nd quite possibly
you'll come around and imdtoto it any day novi.

KOMISUR .
Us? liever! The hell with this cenburyl I'd love to 1live in tho &th. con-
tury, you lmow, the 8th.! Every timoe I raise the toilot 1id in my hotel
room I expect to hoar Chaplin's music for "Limelight'; it comes oub of
every hole in Now York at all times; loudspeakers, risbauront's doors,
cigarette boxes, cven bottle corks! It's a nightnare! If that's vhot you
call this century, you cen telio me straight back to the Hiddle Ages!

HOHIQUE composos hergelf Zev a second, cven ranagoes
to give pEYTY a pallid smilo.
Iy dear, pleage excusc my towper. I have onjoyod myc 1 immacncolr in your
company, but wnfortunately I have to poe. I have ann ¢ ppoindment in wuhatle

tan at 8. (Coolly to DAVE) 4ill you please brin; nmc sy coat?

DAV rushes out by door L., baciz

aough, thot in the

You're o clevor girl, Betbty. Tou shouldn't Corgoth,
right wo're all cngaged in, e last ons, the pood (ne, is death's round,
BETTY
How true. I'm very sorry you have to leave so enrly, dear Counscss. I
like to hear pcoplo express deep thoughbs, you Imow; we Americans are gqite
incapable of thinking thsm, let alone expressing them. The word "death®,’
for instance, flung like thot at o cockbtail party in Marhattoan, would be
considered a first-class obscenitys ¥What do you expectl We're a young
nation. ' |

HONIQUE .
Young, but. not at all stupid; I can ses that. I talr: off my hat s ou,

Mrs. Smithe
BRTTY
Oh! There's mnothing to it. ivy woman vho has to def :nd vhat belonss to
her, {inds somehow the strongsth to fight all tho Jowns of Arc o msj
come her way, believec mc. |
MOWIQUL sovers hor faco wibh hor handé. DAVL 1oimnii=

torg with hor coabe

DAVE .
(to MONIQQE) Vhat's the matior, are you tired?



BLTTY indicat.s %o DAV with gestares - among Hhai,bhoe
gesture of pursing hor lips, frounin and ghals
' head, all at c¢eed = Shat he should lonwe ONI U nlono.

HOMNIQUY ,
(talking hor hands off hor fnce, des Ioom - & Dibe Thors ere momenss whon

everything looks too horrible, t:o disconnocted, Lo arnseloss Lo 1.
Bxcuse me, Will wou please 1ot oo wveat like this = jus! o mimibu or Luc?

She #alls on 5o sofa botore a horas: »d DAV ardd a
slkepbical BETI (. Lights dim slowly ard tho accovdion
c\ulv sks o chaotic hodgo=podgo of Llie wusical motives
vic already knovi ~ Lo bo insensibly v placed by the
swelling notes of the orpgan,

SCEHE XIIT

Tho gauze drop covering the restaurant and HOWIYE 'c aparbmert is
replaced by a dark backcloth on which a red foliage is projocted. As if
carcssed by the wind, this folinye.novos from time Lo time.

In a way which suggests somchow a kind of absent-mirded quadrills,
ilonsiour RICATM, Madame RICAUD and the FLIC run from L. to Re, whilc
SUZANIE, CHUCK and 3TuVE do ’cho same from R. to L., all apparently look=-
ing for something = they don't scem to know oxactly vheh. AGENOR runs
frem the back and mects DUC JIESIT, who is suddenly pinpcinted by e pro-
Jjector, :

Our friond the COUNT is impeccably dressed in a light srey suit vith
a blue neclktie and a tattersall waistooat in bluc and ”»,Jlou stripea
crossing over a whito background. His attire is completad by a light groy
bowler and yellow- suedo gloves; a get-up that, along vith tho energetic
tone in which he speaks, would scem to indicate that heppy days are horo
again = at least for him, who has regained his old drive. He hands a slip
of paper to AGLNOR and takes from him a glass full of & brownish liquid.

DUCHESHE : ;

Hero are the three addresses, Learn them by heart and thon burn tha’

paper, will you? '

_ AGETIOR |
Oui, Monsieur le Comtes

DUCILES I
Take my suitcases to the Gare de Lyon to-morrow and chcsk thom ine IT you

roceive an ehivclope from Dast Germany with just a piocc of yellow puper

sideysend them to the sccond nddress,that is,Scotland. The picce of yollow

paper will mean that I ﬂaven 'S bLoen able to establish contact with them in

EBagt Berl:.n and that I must go to the other places whora they've becn seen,
AGENOR

(starts fidgeting with his neckbie and fixing his hair, thipgs that ho

will do alternately throughoub Lo acene) You make me s0 cnvious, sive

3




DUCHESHE '
I don't lmow yot if I con concentrate strongly enoush to communicate with

them.,

AGEMNOR
Of course you canl Swedenborg did it in the 18th. cenbvry alrcady, wnd he

vias & Swedo! You're almost a Frenchman! You can't faill

DUCHESIE
Well, you never know, Think of all the idiocies thot prss pompoucly for
~ thoughts here on Earth. I'm not sure I'm actuslly capaile of thinking.

AGENOR
(laughs ag if ho was boing tioklgﬂ) Tixcuse me, sir; I'n as nervous as I

wag on the day of my first communion. To thinl: that in 2.000 AD. this

will be quite an everyday occurrencel

DUCHE KL
I hope you will come and visit :no.

AGEBHOR _ ; .
If I do so, you may not recognize me, Monsisur le Comb:s You will be so

much younger than I. Romember that for every'88 years ou earth, only 3

'pass over there.
DUCIIESTE :
Immne I don't know about that. I'll tell you lator.

AGENOR ' o

(with a sigh) Oh, sir. How can you keep so calm wihhiﬂ days = moybo hours=
of the great plunge? Iim so nervougs, I feel liks climbin; up the wall.

- DUCILISIE :
Well, I'11l toll you. These last Cour years I've boon living only for the
prosent. Last week, though, when I stopped dromuiﬁg ol my mother ot night
and bepan to forget my classmatos' nuﬁes by day, I kn@w I could get pro=
pared for thé.great cosmic adventure. ' ‘

AGLEFOR ' :
(with tears in his voice) Bubt ot what pricel You forpot for ever the bashe

of Monsieur Riceud's "timbale d2 crustacés",
DUCHESHE ;
ot for ever. Hverything came back to me this morning: tho tasto, the

smell, the sensuality = so I desided to leave to=daye (AGEN@R bursts inbo

comic weeping) I won't have ary of your ridiculous displays! Don't you

Ynow how badly regarded any kind of feeling is in this country?

Lights dim as the organ plays .0 or throce of iis
chaotic bars while another spotv ollows SUZALii: as -



she Hakes Lour or five gteps in ihe compesyr oif o rafier
plumn woman in black toreador trcusors and o scilor
short coat, Tho [ace of this wown is almost coiplotely
conconled by a pair of black larses and hor len black
hair, whic!: covers her f{orchcad - dovm to the +jyclrodss
ond £alls down on her shoulderse.

SCLims IXIV

TiU) WOLAN :
Suzamne! -

SUZANYE
What do you want of me? Who arc you?

THE WOMAN
But don't you recognizo my voice?

SUZANIE
Not if you don't take off your glasses!

Tho unkmovm woman does as requesbod, and it is of
course liadayme LANOLLE. j
‘Mother!

for a sccond or two SUZANIE is eppalled and cuits
- specchless.

I love some chango here and there, but whan you chenge, you go all the
way! Christ Almighty!

- 10 e LAMOLLE - '
This is Damnny's work - my Danny. Ho wants bo sec me always youn;, alvieys

flexible, like a tropical crooperl

|

SUZATNE . ;

Who's Danny? o
X AN U\]-.?C>LT@~ i ’
My latest. The grand mwour. (SUZAHME frovms) Ol, T assure you, this time .

it is true, I'm not Poolinp miysell, Ho is hardiy 1, bubt so smard he

gives you the impression of boing in his forticse.

4

D
arl-storing raving nodl

[P}

SUZAR
1911 Mother!l You're s

i

I‘\'ﬂ"xﬂﬂ o U\.} "‘(ﬂ Jfliy

I wish I verc nineteen myscll. Bach time I fall ou o chair, I o poufis
If I could only tako off my corset and lot my rolls of fat broathe a
little! Dut I dare not. Onco I do that, I know I'd never gob up from that

chaire It would mean losing my Danny for ever,



SUZATHE i
(shalking her head) You know, in spite of everything, I adwiro you. Vet

courage you havo, mother.

M. LAJIOLLL: :
Admire him, rather. He has such drive. You lmow he's slmost talled me in-

to selling heroin at Place Pigallo? %

A SULATIL:
Horoin? Oh, mother! You'rc bowyl %o land in jaill

L_J. LI\. LOLL;
I might -

SUZANID
Oh, my God! If you cver do, don't count on mo; I don': think I sould gﬁt

over the shamel

T\EE [ I.AAI'\:OLL 3 !
Shame and dishonour, I know. But it's wonderful for a. poor woman lile me

to think she has a chancs of foins inbo obernity shouLder to shioulder
with the damned = Baudelaire, Verlaineo, Rimbaud! A fate thalt no bourpgcois
Acoﬁld over aspire tol Oh, how I undeorstand Raskolnikos! You have %o o]
plumb into the abyss and swim in the Lilth of the scvi:r really bto lmowu

vheat 1life is like.,

SUZATTN ' : ,
A1l right, mother. I don't wank to mo on with this Kind of tall.
ME. LAMOLLY |
Vory well. But you called me, remcmber?

i
i
i

SUZATFE j
Yes. I'd like you to go and scoc ilionique on my behml?»
. 1B, LAMOLL: ‘
Monique?

SUZATITS o
Yes, mother, I'd liko to borrow her wpqrumhnb for onc night, you sce.

M. LAOLLA
For one night? ' |

SUAAITHL ‘
Yes. Plcase don't repoat idiotically evorvuhlng I saye I'm going to meet

Chuck. And don't ask now:"Chucik?" To make mo nervous I have quite cnongh
with the hounds my dear husbard hes on my troailo

lﬂ ..Ll ° IJ-\-I“IO]-JI
Vhat a foolish girl you sre. 1o vou realize you're 11nn1ng the rishk cf

. . . ‘
losing your divorce casn? :
;
|
{
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QI N NI
SUANTHE :
I won't, There arc two street ~nbtrances Lo the syartons; proacsically

nobody knows there is a comnccbion botwoon Duchesne ‘s and Monique 's sides,

M. LALOLLE :
But= but = what do vou oxpcct [rom this encounter = :i.ftor nine yrars?

SUZAWIE
I don'% kmowe To confirm something = 4o turn the clo-k back = I don™

N

mow, really.

M. LAKOLLE
A1l right, I'll go soe hor at once. Fanecy that! A nisht with Chuek! I
remerber him in the old days, clamouring for his ripnt to keep his virgin
ity intact. 4nd I can't holp being moved by the idon of this wechinge
Yos, moved, moved, I tcll youl
But the two raucous laughg Madame L.NOLLE gives as she

says thet end lirhts dim over them lcave us in doubt
about tho kind of emotion she my moran.

Blackout, with some further chaotib bars from tho orgen.

SCEWE XXV

One spot revools DAVI: and BETTY at L., ond anothov, STLVE of e Du=
ring the dialoguc bebweon man and wife STBYE sholl «hore ob them «11
time, registering o secrins of ruactions to what DAV and Bl‘”" 803
il ho were baking part in the conversation. 5

i
H
i
v

oo

DAVE is in his shlrLSTeov_n, a telophone in his Land. BulTY wear
red-and~white check pinafore ovay er dress, ond hOllelG slippers olmosd
entirely covered by light blus suun's dovn pom=poms.

DAVE : j
Shh! (On the phonc) Hou's that? (4_pausc) He's h“*niacﬂuitted?  obhing

against him? Wothing? (To_ B

!

To Bu¥1Y) Oh, darling, we car be happy nov. lo
been acquitted! It couldn't L othorwise, bub whnb ﬁ reliel 4o hnar it
from hiz own lewyer! ‘

BBTTY hites “er lower 1lip, goeu L Lo bo e il vie -
versa, folloved by a spotlight. Divy goos on witi his
phone tallk.

Yeeh, I was afraid of that. (Lo BUTTY) o lost his jobe (On the_phono
agaiin) I think he ought to spond some wecks in Calilornim. He mus®t Le
awfully dovm in spirits,

In his cornor, SUEVE bursts oub inbo silemt lauphbere
Vhat? He wants moral support? Lot sconomic; only merale Bub ol courses

H

He can come whenover he wisha3,
1,
BETTY pulln the reccilver away irOH‘DuVL 5 hoando



BLTTY

Hallos This iz Hrs, Swith. Bob's sister, yes. Ilow do i do? Liston, 1y

husband is a very cenerous man, bul there are Lirs ven he lots hiis

feelings corrvy him auny. Give wio my brother's nwsber, will vou? I'11 eall
o J J s .

him in an hour. Mot an hour? Lo dmutes?

Puzsled, shie looks at her watceh, thon ab Divila

These lawyers! (On the phono) 111 right, Tcll Bob to btake carce. Byc-=byc.

She hangs vp the recoiver and tho telophons disappoars
from DAVE's hands inbo the duclk ¢n if by sleight of
hand.

DAVL :
(asbonisiwd) Either vou've gone oub of your wits or vou'ro the mrachest

1]

bitch oever!
In his corner, STLVE poubs and neds, as thoush he
weant to say: "You degserve ih, clum',
BETTY . ;
You've gone mad, you! Vhat man in his right sonasos vould ask home anobher

men vho's just been invostipgalod?

DAVE ‘
llo wias acquitted!

BETTY i
ind vho cares about that? He was investipatedl tio's f?;arnished for ecver,
and so are wie., If you weren't a liberal, perhaps wes ;:ould pob avny with
ite He may be immoceub, and so nay you, bui we arc brobhor and sisber ond
brother~-in=low, and we'ro all branded. Now, il Dob (:fnmos to the house and

stays here, we'll be plague-slricken for life- a rcol trio of unbouchobls,

DAVE laupghs ragingly whilo applauds in his comern

DAVE 5
I wish I had a recording machino. I wish I could maly you listnn Lo your
own words twenby years from now, You would dic ol siamel (A_pouss) Lord
Almighty, whet e sucker I've noonld

BEITY :
Thot's precisely whay pcople says thatb you're a suclor, that you -don't

understand the present-day worldl
STEVE poirds his finger accusin ly at DAVE,

DAVE
Maybe they're right; but I con ot loast undorstand opo thing. Leb's cssume

that when they wore ih colle;s onc of bob's fellow :i.;'t;udants viantbed Lo o



DiVE (cont'd )
to bed with him and never succoaded. Almoght twenty vews labsr, oub of

spilte, that ;uy writes an anon:mious lottor to a senator accusging Sob of
having signed in 1934 o manifesto against Mitlor's ccscenbration conps,
He's swmioned and quaticned, and the fact is establish:d that he newver
signed onythinge He ouzht to be put in jail for that,bbut ho's acquitted )

instead.

.

STHVH, shalkins hile hoad, pgives an ironical whisile,
But, havinm been investipgated, ho loges his job, his landlord covicts him
and now, to put the finishing toﬁch to the lovely picbure, his owm gister
refuses to rcoeive him homes In ono word, socioty vo{its him, throvis him
up. And why? 1) Because he never vias o homososual, 2) because he v
have condemned genocide! ‘

STLVE takes nis hands Lo his head, as if this wns the
frossest dinvortion of facts evor.

VWow, to cap it all, +hey will tale his passport from him and he'll hovo

to go to tho dosert and get o job in o gas shobion ov somethin:. !e'll

have to prow a board and chant» his noace Think of it all for n» bl

A whole nation offers no resistonce to a civil erime of this kiﬂd; o=

body does or says a damncd thing apainst it!

i
RO o !
;
i
i

STBVE, btossing his head backuards,:mits a sarcostc "Hat"

]

BETTY : é
Vhat a way of looldng at thingc, i

DAVE ,
If you're incapable of foeling anything, you shoula @t loast be able to
think. A man who goes through the kind of ordeal Bob?s gone ncads pcoflc
around him, needs thoir esteem snd warmth., You're in'your right not ro-
ceiving him if you don't want %03 but I'm in my vigit, booy leaving youe
With the added advonbage that if I do so, your vopub:tion as a rvactionery
wiill become unimpeachable, .

STEVL, his aums crossed, nods in enthusiastic approbation,

BETTY f
Do as you like, Dave. there's no question of Bob landing herc. If ho does
come, firgt thing they'd do would be to invesbisabe voul And that would

be ‘the end of usl

DAVE
Woll, let them try! They'll hear mo out all right!



A pousoes 50 Ve looks up Lo the sky snd lawshg a
to goy ™iheL a sucker wyou arn'.

tute
s

BETTY
Davo, Dave, ploage. In somo yoonrs from now no one will remembor this.

DAVE .
Precinely! In 50 yearsz from nou, gseionce and tochnolépy will bo o ade

he)

i

vanced thali to=day's idoologics will look ridiculousi Yhat's hnoponad to

s

your brother will then look more than ridiculous: itgwill loolk criminnl,.

criminal and insancl

STV hall cloges his cyes and moles a wry face, npan=
ing "There may bo a groin of 4rukly in what this gtupid
u i

ags is goying', ‘

That's why one must revolt apeinst such infleotiouvs mddness. Man hins not

10W, aud nover will havo, the vight to dostroy anothér man becauso of

his political ideos!
BIRTTY

(nfter anothor silence) Oh, my God! I forgol the joint in the oven, Bie

Cuse me.

DAVE
The joinb! (With another sarcostic laugh) So you're worried about the

joint (I know, it costs 14 dollars); but to scc your|brother burn alive
becausc of tho cowardice and ipnoronce of gociety injmencral, doosn 't
touch you a bit. Bravo!

BETTY rushes oubte DAV raisosn hi

L

voicCo

Well, take good carc of tho joint, my dear! Tou'll lulve meat for threo

days; for ;_won't be hone to eat 1%l
The spobs o oubt on a sudden blodkout, in vhich ve

Lear DUCIHESHE's laugh serve os o pmisical 1iul betwoen
this {lash and the noexi. :

A spot picks him up as MOWIMUE japproaches him in a |
large twooed coat, her head coverdd = Amorican style =
by a black goarf.

SCLIM: XVI
MOHT WU
Bibi! Oh, Bibil Look at youl ((ladly) I can't believd itbl

. DICIILSHE
Chére }Minous (In a quito insincers tone) Yovu hore,
g~ -

a9

o gsoon? Vhnt nn ex=

Lremely pleagant swrprisc.

Thay embrace, DUCH S onif s 10T WUk's porfume,
Cpadada hirs eyobrows and gruwrta with pleasuro.

1
{
+
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FOITUL

(taking_a step back and lookin: ab him) low about -rou,

~dresged uwp lile

that, laughing ond ectually gmeiling ab things? I oan ,b et over ifl

Tho cook told me aboulb tho chonro of mood you nnderve

but even secing it, I can'h belicve it. VWhat ave yon

DUCHES s

An Amer Picon, the clagsical "npdvitif" of

[ROBIERVIE

Amer Picon? Bub = bub wou alwnrs found it

like medicinoc.

purt H"ynlp:

tho French

il ah lunch bina,

drinlding?

commoissnure

. 1
fphagtly. You gaid it taated

It #bil) does, but what's wrong with a bit of o rood edicine nov ard them?
MOHIQUL %
(sbaring at him) What's happoned, Bibi? Somelhing's b pponed. lave you

finally found your relipion?

DUCHINSTE

I - don't = know if you con coll it a relipion. Lot's

foith.
MOMI UL
And with faith, the tasle of thinrs has come back to
DUCTL SIS
Complotely. You, for insbtance, smell of "Bluc Grass"
honey~and=almond cake at lunch. Dut - but I'm afroid
what ;jou were looking for in Amsrica.
"ONI“»UI}
That's a sixth sonse you 'vo do veloped = the sense of

did you gugss 1t7

DUCILEG %
I haven't puessed ite Sorwbhinsg 4ells me it is sc.

VONT U

(still staring) Woll, somothin: Ltolls mo that wvou arg

the swing of things, not quitc,

| DUCH]
(condesc ndingly) Very o

ST
ll) 15
¢le

of you, T.inouo

Ho raises [linger and oym

PRy

MONHT UL

(going out Re. and shaking hor tinpor ah hin) fot of

- The time is not ripe yob to move into obthor plancbs

Hub thore's been o pr

soy I'vo Cound a

troul

and have had a

1

gou haven't ot

!

clairvoyance. ilow

n't quite back in

odigious change.

8 to honten,

that kind, I hopel




G2ATS

DUCHLSHE gives a nervous, overirov it laugh. “hs srob
light singling out MONIQUL goes of 7o
DUCHIGI
(shouting) Agdnor!!
AGLHOR
(rushing in) Please, mir, dou's shout liks that, you've givon me
scaro |
pUCHES I :
I must o nowe 1 left o vord "o may wilo waior +he 1 11 1low, Siv 1 v obole
a little roegt bofore ds rensing for the evendng - wnd 1aito posuilily che
may Uind my note of adicwe Give 1o o glass of “hah Lollingor row'
keeping on ico, vill vou
o 08 a “1‘—-“chousa“d frenc note out of Liiu Luser
pochoi.,.. gilves it to AGEIIOR.
G ;';';IOJ ‘
(uor.m; tho 11av1pabne) Uressod as you aro, Lions:.«ur lo Combe, you con
pretend you're leaving iuncoguito, can you? ‘
DUCHES i
(123.\1!“115.;’1[“) bon't you viorry o oub that, my Hoy.e Uhe Ooowrbegos w7l
them look Lor mo in Londo_n, but certainly nob S burborn Goreigs
raisos his ;;luss) I hope & is farewoll to the world, o 5li t5o sa6d
Farewell, T must say. The world! Ien have turned it intc o horvos; Lot
how plensant that lkind of hoiror can somebiies bol (i, I find it hard
o bid pood-bye to this c¢ity. Bubt if ever a man did aave to do iv, this
is the {imc. Good=bye, Paris, you lovely bimillennrian bitch, Too’-=bio,
wild strawberries of the spring, and good=bye, ~oat shavse; yo! it
N e . . - s )
of the lew greal successos of civilizations Goocd-bys drigord bralilos,
dear friendas, and Pelure d'Oipmon, you popular, Jou brawling vwine you -
brawling and at the same time noble like anything. 15's sad Ho think
that, where I'm going, I won't probably miss you at 1l.
AGENOR
That's cnough, sir. You nust ™m "Iy e Someone may croy upt your wife, the
police, who knows!
Lig il his wowds wiere an onch abiv b of so-o kind, th
YLIC shovws up ab L gingled «culb 1y o apotli-hi, ond
vatchos with some astonislunezvi, o lA.L.'l].OSU.u L aannob
hear,
DUCHESITE ‘
X5 n his oyea) Gocd-bys Place ool

(visibly touched, almost witl




~132=

U T \
DICHESIE (conb'd)
enberg, you and your Lour tall Lrees; you're 1. ot

I've evor seon. Good=byc, dear old ladies of Awl— il n Pasgsys 1 ik

I won't bo able to forpget the uuy you had of thrustin sour bony

»

into my last lumbar vortebreo when you wanbed me to © e way for oo

ab the bus or the undergreund. It was so much mors or.pinal and arr

ing than simply saying "Pardon, monsisur". Good=byo, iwclaphors of Fud-

v2rt and verses without mehaphnrs of Charles Cros; vot ploased o

oqually, I must sny. And you, <ourlon ccoordions of iralle; gocd~ i

to you, oo,
DUCHESEL  gulps his jlass of chompag .
Good=byc tramps of tho Scine =

AGEHOR
(imberruvting) Please, i onsisur le Jombo, thot's noul

'
—

DUCTIL B3I
(sbi1l ab his adiou) It iz quit» possible that, in 1 vorld I - ook

A A

to go ‘bd, I'11 forpot oll abonh vous And yeb = ono shoulén't Tor ok 4he
veauty or inbtensity you succecded in giving dowm herc on sarth Lo hai
dubious dreem called 1ifc,

fle shakes AG-H0k's hand,

AGEHOR
Think with all your might, Morsicur le Combe, concentrabe! &nd abows

211, vhen they arrive, don't t.ich them. I they are wdo of ardihodies,

as I'm inclined to believe, the consact could make th: whole sloaved

blow to smithoreens,.

l)] C- Hre] ‘ ‘l
Tnat would be vory fum" indcuds I've aluays maintairad that ote should

m~ oeavbious dn everything, excopt friondship. (Mo sip ) doodwiye, Lpde

nor, And thank you = thanl: you so much = for evoryshiag

\‘Q

DUCIESHL Kkigzes his hand in a gosburs of adicu ard
males oan emivacing movoment witiv his crmg, oo 1 he
vianted Lo hold the whole world in 1 iome Atbil . viceps
for all he in worthe Tho two spobs Cixzed con L}mw 0
off glouly, as doos the oue which :ingled ovl the FLIC,
The accordion abbacks for a momoens Lhn all@g;ro merch,
Then, as an 2cho with stnreopaonic FRoonancen 0 or
many angles, we hear MONIQUE's —roic: in the darlo

MONIQUE 's voice
Dave! Come, come at oncel I con't wait sny longor! Ccael



SCLME XXVIX

A spo+11~ht Bakes up 3Ukc i, who ic ghowun ol co Hre shar
foot, in a dressing on.n muci 'I;ro bie for how, Sine» vho i bu
nadleci

up very very slovwly, Lo sor: aeconds shoe looks il o

The accordion sounds becume louder and loudoir, soad then Lude
be replaced by a sznore = the snore of anobher Lippcpobamus.

S‘L}‘l A T [‘u )
(0 horself) That's Clincks \U,L.:_" ing her wond) To think

)

I mot him I thought i% was.ionique snoringl

CHUCK
(shovting offsbtage) Susis! Tl

GUALTETS
Fhat?

CHUCK
(ditto) Have you secen my so-i?

: SUZATNE
Vhat?

CHUCK
(shows up wnder s spoblight very much like ho vins thon

that

SUZL.

S

-

e
LR A

.
oydng

first in "Prelude and Fupgue': hair in disorder, on:

n=collarcd

Aa LR

and only one sock on) Vherc is my sock? Hell, I coi't

find ib.

T

bored lookding for it, I fell asleep again. (SUZAIN _Jaug rhg ) Vihat

you lsughing at?
SUZA KNS
The strange coincidelx

the day I firsh met jou.

o

CHICK

(Looks ot himself, lawyhs in his turn) That's righti. Seems it

yeostorday, doesn't it? And yot =~ someotimes I fccl -:och ome of

yoesrs weighs like a comburi, (4 littlo pouso) ieme: bor

you sald to me?

No, I don't think so.

wittion

the

You agked: Micre in Farisz, vhat can a girl without culture

SUZALIE

Cirst

o T

(Laughin: 31.01511v) hou stupid vou can gob when you're youn:!

WAS

ces of life: You look almost cxactly as you

did

only

J-1
thnage

.

¢
H

N T



CHUCK ,
You mean vhen you have 110 ¢xj=1ielcc; yowly, JOul 41 1nov,

oldbns .
Lorch, monsiour. Just a minute, I'a poing; te look lor

‘.
i A S

(with o curbsey)

your sock,

The spobtli ht on her goos off while she runs ocub,
CIUCK smiluse

(offs’ca{_fe ) Yes =

CHUCT

And the rest of the comversation - do you vemermbor the rest?

OIT7 A T .
SUZLIT .
(ditto) T think you were aliaid an oubrage on your lecency migh’ hava

been cerunitted by a woman while jyou vicre asloop, .
CEUCIC ’

(lauching no loss loudly thor ber) That's right, Vh o a Jeckios!

SUZARID
. . . AT v N : |-
(reappears under o spotligh', showing CHUCK hCLP};&}._::;lpl‘O) Loclz. iHere 'z

your sockl (Laughing, ske wilbhdravs the sock from % insids of bor L)

Why, isn't this a perfect iwnge of our nipht to-obi.r?

CHUCL.
(talking the sock and wasucccsnfully trying to put i3 om while he abands]

Quite. It all went fine, jusi fins, didn't it?

SUZANHS
Honestly?

CHICK
Toneatlye You don™t need me So toll you thate

SUZALNL .
Oh, you mever can tell =~ Thierry is not a passionat: man, snd he's Lawn

my only experience,
CILUCK
Then, bab ou degerve a medal, a bluc ribbon or swvithine. You're
> s ¥ s 5
‘gensational. Excuse me 8 minute,

The spobliszht on CHUCK poes off wiiis he turnc hig
bacl: on her,



(roisin, her voicr ‘) Chuels = “ou hoven't teold wme yob

form. Ig it = is it for old 4imes' salke?

CIIuz I\.
(of,hutarfe) Shucks, I'm not ¥luit 51illy. I'm back in

and off +to Frankfurlt to=morroi.

Vhat happened?

CITICK

Hothing happened, that's whai happened.

SUZA TS
And La Rochelowcauld? How did he fare in lorhettan?

I“TTTJ I\
Poor dukel! Tlostesses found hin awfully old hat; the-
od in Camus,

SUZALTE
(aftar a shors lfuy_h) Oh, Chyokl

CHUCK, fully drossed, rcappoars un
CHUCK
I learnod something, though; il you lived abroud a

not go back = ever.

All of o susiden, SUZANNE stariy. or -

Oh, no, plcase, no tears now, baby. We're sdull reo

4
SULANI .
. . :- - 1 N
(snivelling) Prociasly. Tha''s vhat makes me cry.
e e v .
I dotest in peoplo, it's matority,

i

CHLCK

(S'baring at her) Well, I lila to look ab things Lroa

to feol a little debached. It's o comfortable oongo

SUZA ML
But thot's nob maburity; tha.'d plain old age. (lio

vhy you

~ho Army [or iood,

vicre only inboresk

er o spoLliphii,

s, aren'

I there's

SLOYLe

our, you'd bettor

v

sowoihing

viadmpers become

‘lnnﬂ_) You're not happy with .o, Chuck; somethir: din't click lash nighis,

CHUCK
I don't think so = bui if it didn't, it must be Iy
SUZATI
No, no., You were so sclf assured, so netural ok
fault at all,

CHUCK
(laumlug) Ag for my solf=assuranco, I owe it to t!

Janlb.

b1l It isu't vour

gilent

parenrs I



CIUZK (comt ')
had in SGersany, Labye

And maybe beocauge of Glwvn, docp inside, you still hi e ne.

: -~ . = . . . -
Yhat an ideal orly) You're a crazy girl. (U2 ) ssos her) L iw
guy who wants to et the ulvinate in de luxe covs. ¢ sces onn, Jolis

in love with it, soves money lils mad to poy for th: first instaliconde
and poys it. Just them the cirv-makors go banlxupt, he factory closoes,

thers is an interminable lesal suit = ond nine senr: pass betors hie cen

zet his car. It is still the dream of a Llifetine £o- him, but nine years
* s
have jrssods Nins yoarsl
SUsLIHL broaks inbo nobg.
Plceso, babye It wins all riplt last night, T t2ll :ou. The engino aidn'
fail for o sscond znd one muct soy that body's Lines are sbtill quil:
J R

the thine. If vou'd cver lmovin how madly I carcl [cr you, baby, you

(&) o o 3 JY O

would roalize I'm not just boing polite. (Span'tiw 1er) Come on, madane,

get drossed, vite, vitel I'm starving! Vhat bobuer proof you want that

the night was satisfactory? illozl
CHUCK ;ives a presumpbtuous lawsh vihile SUZa o 905
avay, her hcad turned towards him, laughing
hystdrically, with tears in her Ul roat. CHUDK lools
at himself in an imaginary mircor while ho whistles
tho waltz rofraine Lights dim slcily as & cry of
"Agéuor!™ uitarcd by Madwmac RICAT, plerces the dark.

Tlouiel?

SCEWE XXVIII

Two spotliphts are projected on Monsieur RICIUD and AGIIUT,

LADAME R
(azain) AGENOR!!

KONSIFHUR Roe
You tbo?

» AGLHEOR
I too, what?

LIOHSTIUR Re
You too did somothing wrong?

AGENOR : .
o, patron; but after findiyy her this morning; snooing the coslmm in
the bathtub, I wish I had. 14 made my blood boil. & Hhink 111 never

recover from that shocke



~13%

LOMSINULL Re
Be roasonable, mon }_)"i’-i“l;. If she had llssad hin and cmbracod Ll writhe-

out washing him first, vie would have noticod it dizoadiately.

AGHTOR
(poins out in anrer, vollovei by o spoblicht) I5's 2ll richt Uor ou

to tallr like thet! You'we only the lugbandl Hul 1Y iving wou uobicc,

pation!

10T T A0 Re
t . . Id
Come horn, my boy! G, shat o childl Apcnor !l

lut band furisacls) So

1aQLISTLUR
Id - - (]
‘Not so loud, Amélim; wo're in ths streob.

LADATS R .
(shou'binfg) I don't cere if Hie vhole of France kne s whot kxd of
scoundrel you are! Loolk at Thisl

She orens iov hand and shows ¢ sooies of barlroves oats

en vp and uezd B0 a 5!1&::’!:11‘ Lid of paper lasce

Vhile one sleeps in o1l Hruquillity, convinsed ond's forbuss io Yitar-
8lly supporbing the house ir *he form of yold iwic's - that vas o ‘ur_zij'.,n-
wave of yours, that wvug = lenglcur gons back to his old habits vwnd hideg
his money under :i tile agoin. ind asturaliy, the tice cone ond Luv:
quite a feastl

LOGOLEOIR .
LI S age
You 're lyingl

Iﬁl:). 3
You lmov dsmn well I mover <o, unlocus 1% is cesindly or by omissionl
L e
(sardonic:lll;,') flal Hal Shew me thoate (o bolics G Livs of onoy froo

her hand) LAere (“J_ﬂ vou geh ih
DA Roe
Under a loose tile just benido the pentry door,
10usLy A
(whininl“i Leolz at that! Tho savings of three wmonbl s suzsled up by valsi

T 1
s, 1.0

. . . ta. KR 4 . . R,
This is the finald blow; 1 can't stand wy more of thigl

Final blewl lial \_Lll i lodrne a couplaint inlomading the

1111 thaot nercy wou' % nob only beon robbing ric, bub, Li
oz’ n %L&i ovomie' ag W 1 ) ‘ _




I Ju N u'l v 1.:0 .
£ e e " . P . . v "
(with an dronical moil~) So - ou wouldd go to the 1ra, wonld vond

e daush) Ap *1101*1 ol ind tield, o oon

f . - 1
his rmlle turnns

- . R . ) A2 - " . 1
proceced; 7'11 asl: Tor a diverco and have Apdnor for o witness, Goc; ho
sav you with tho coalman this rorningl Then you'll @ evor got n uord

Trow el

I'm quite sure “leas to daoserad bo the bl

.

Yiell nothing lile o coed divorse to show tho tive @ aoby nature of 120
] iy o b

ple °

T

Tou wouldn't daro!

,..A

LOLSIETR Re
Hor would you dava lodge your complaint, viould vou?

After looidi: | at him for a couple of scconds,
her " oide There is anolhor short pauss;
lonslour o Loedame RICAUD burst oat loughiro of
SR Uine.

DHOKCT

The spotlishts singling thor cut go off; at thy e
time the red foliage projected on the abepe ‘
The aczordicn wialtzs is hoard arnin, hu;a its
now distorved, asg if it wero lec_. rsical acc
to a 11.igh‘ar:sr::r~; then, some scconds lator, MONI. Ua's
plaintive voicc, sliphtly distortc ! too, is hoord egein,

"J

ROTIAtS
Dave!l Come back! Howl This v mimtbel I can't woi’ a minute I

SCLHE XXIX
Lirhts come up on e RIS Ubs' resbhauranbe & is lash soci - s
l > “
pub in an appearcnce Lorase i 1'Loil-and-w wte st inel avming covers pard
of the cntrance door's vidieh e opened onbo tha iaside. There sro thrao
4 i
takbles on the sidewallr, and cen cither sid~ o shoub W oo square

The pari correspondi:y e GLIJUB's apart: 1o covored by ¢ uuo
drop repreosonting the fegeds ol the buildiig. Do Lo on Ble orw L
P rer 0z

dressed up in spring Lol J'I' o fnd so 1lg LOHL L, o :
pehals on hor head, held by - ~Jdbe voil thab 2ovess puah of o o~
head and o cascade of *.1_‘..1_1.1,.¢ lase on her whike tlow 2, tho whole o
ly offset by a black velvet .ailored suit.

0Cyrony ]

KOWIAUL covers her face -:ith her hands und oity 2o sho did W » e

lefs hor ot DAVE's apartment. " that positicn she BUyG aGR vl



NOWI AL
tither you come now or I sucar ko vou that =

DAL, dm oo clerical grey suld Uen Airshig .
hat, shous up all of a suddon boelore LIOIT, o
muet have beon hiding behind the shrub) and wnsiors

heirs

DAVE

That what? What have you ;oh in Lhnh Litdle head? T011 as.

i, ond wilh riore
nor hooc it pomse

TV UTOATTID el eyt Typerme R - .
LOHIUR redsan hor wood, o

terror thom

I hoard your call from llew Tork, davrling, and ners T o1,

LOL LS

Look at mc, dreaming in piblic, wromaing aloud, teo! (i oubres. s i)

)
il
et Ay . o s s

Chyy Dovel ilave you loft everyt behind? The o

3% G Anvesuionoil)

conmiticos, your home? Dverythis (¢ Coa that be possible?
They kiss for quite a time.
DAY
Oui, 1011 2noure

, O U
So you're here for good. Good!

vy

NICAUD enbors by the buct and secs
they sit at table.

-
—
)
L2

oM 08

tell, I'm not quite svre, I'm nt sure of anybhilvg. This is o kind ol tvri.

N

into the unlkuovm. Funny, now I' . lera, I con see Llut She unlmowm is, in

. : eal b 0 . . . .
n certain sense, very well knoun, Tt's = it's like poi ) inbo o olinic,

you Imnowe

{ire

B L

(approaching “hem) tiell, I newver! Captain Smith!l This is o surprisc! licn

did you arrive? Iow arc you? such o pleasuare, Lo sce jou a;aind

DAV .
. . . 5. e ' R P | . . .
(petting up) pear ladame {ividr., the pleasure is mubial. It's astorishing,
but you haven't changed a bito

LADAITE R.

Thanlk you, sir. Conprabulation:, ladame le Combesgzs wour friend's in {ir

V)

form (sho wunkss a btypical Jrenc: sound with hor moubh to indicoss how fire

the form is) and more gallanl “hon over, too!l ire we laving lunch with the
SR SR ‘

Countess, ilonsicur le Caopitain:?




I ozpcct so.

LADALL He
o . . 1 P aaa ey 70
Shall 1 brins a litile Mepdriti HOHTOUE ) St o

an

4

clvays? (2 opens hisg noubl tbo 225 2ol him) boa't

toll meo I remewber: a very di cartini with o 1ithle mion.

DAV

Really!l You even roweorbered the litile . ouionl! I find 4wt very touchin: .
LADALTE R

Excuse me.

She peoes inuside to preparc thr dr nks.

[

HCTIT Ui
You Americans! Anything touches you = even a little onionl

)

Di\fn‘“;
It was demn nice of kadaws Rividre o romerber,

WOIL. UL :
Ricaud, not Rividre. Be touched il you want, bub pleas: remembor i

&

correctly. (§}lonoo) Viell, wha' about Betby? How did zie toke it7 Lhot
happened?

: DAV : .
Look moe in the eye, my dear Counwess. Vhat do jyou thiri?

FONIOUL
I? That vou have the loast oxprossive cycs in the vworld, dear ucire Whiceh

deesn't prevent mo from loving ~ou iadly.

DiAVE

(smiles comceitedly) Yhatcever hepponed to your couib?
HOUI U
s s o : s L PN N T R T T S
I haven't the faintest ideao I ot away six womths ¢ j0 = and % 5 jhuik
/
as if the earth had swallowed liim. bub I'11l have to w it years 2t un be

legally free.
DAVE
And Chuck?
ORI s
Coapbain Smith, couldii't you leave peoplo alene for the time being ard 5ell
me instead that you love mo?

DAVE
As & matter of fact, I cone I can tell you thet I lov youtill I =« vluc

in the face. I could nevor tell. Bobty that - but ;;'01.1,:0}3 boy, I cuv %1l

youl



120015 Us
, 1 . . . . =
Then you're in love with her, you dirly rat. (ile lau;hs)
TADAIE R,

7/ N . . I . - - ' cen . - N Y . «
(bringing the "epdritifs") Lxcuse me, Countoss. Shall I ring the Japhoin

e

the same lunch?

DAV
Yos, please. ihat the Countess chooscs is alwavs perleoh.
NECHNY

HOWTQUE :
(lookding inbontly ab him) I'm not nc sure of “hab.,

LADA
(50 DAVE) And now, if

R

1 allow nit, T'11 tell fonsicur o .coud vou're her,

She goes to uhe beeke DAVE takes 1.0% 2UE's hevd 10w

FOKIQUS

. ' . \ ? N - N - .
Den't think I hoven't noticed thak ot re using Pepsodens egaine I'a oi

delipghted.

DLVE
Awmything to please you, darling.

IONIGUE

(5ipping_her drink) It's inecredibl: Lhat you have couc a5 last So stay
put, incredible, my lovel
. DAVE _
Stay put? Well, there's nothing I'd like Letter, hut =
HONTQUE
But what?
DAVE)
I don't think I have a right o live in paradisc vihile 57 ovn peopls o

o with their battle.

FOWIGUE
vhat batilo? Vhat people? The on~: vive arc investijohed? Thoso are drocyod
irdo it. Bub if you mean the others, rou'll bs viazbing -ouv tine folin

bac™ home; the others won't roe 4 11 2% of reagon wodhil hhos 0

t

again, as in the crach of 20,
: Y
(ag2in piqued) &nd for vouwr peopls Lo gee 4he light of w:uson, whet will

be nccesaary, eh?

LCHILUL ;
(swilinz) Perhaps that they reazon lass.



Gr moro! Ploase romember the mozs you all moade vih

revolution, baclt in the dua of :aloyeliel

DiVE
Yog, imitatod, yos; jusht vg vov conviad our Conabit

called it the Declaration of the ishtbs of anl Ly

Americens, but they all copr us 11 Hhe binel

OIS

k::vzlzowlv) Lava darlivg, before T start losiung o
DLV

l.011 amoul’e

23 Shoy olinch in a possionntss
ceniiing with combentment, ond

i
“
.

AGTTD

J‘x\,u.

Cavtain Smith! Pre=- pare - |

POHT U

tolrlss woas weant Lor bhe husan animal in

Thok YOy V0

torribly. SAned this is for the rouropressive braiun hid

carcass.
She slaps ndm with all her wmi;

LCLTIOR
(simultoneously with LONIU 's lap)

i

g

irel

DAV takos a hand to his choclr avd shakos .o 20!

with the other.

DAVE
It was for real this time, Adalboerb,

AGEYOR
N ’ 0 . 3 .
apénor, sir, if you don't wind.

D‘\.‘uﬁ‘;

AT ' L4 ; (IRe FICIS
Adolbert, Agénor = what's the diifeorence? ALl the rar

beins wiith an "a', dida't I?

AGEHOR A
h, I rememhor too that you cons

=
<r
T
o
=
L]
Q
'3
oy
o
fan
-
@)

DAV
iinnesobas

Sioy ond pompong

U yor imitated our own

~vbedy laughs ot vs

.
- i [
BORT, FAVE 1D

ovbrace AGY
oy roacheg Ll

5011l athtres

1ade

3 ety s ot -7 PP
Aden in thas oloosaod

4o
‘hz; .

oy L remembered it

[958



ek Y
KU
n, .

for v, R - 1 DT - c PR :
(Fdth_a 1it51la Lauch) There's ne 2400 they both w0 ity an ",

I};\‘j?;

Mimqsmly 2
Loucinne .
e e g

i) Your slan hurbs liko holl, vou ¥mow. 1 osinl v coulsd 1o

Fronchmen ond Americons alonte Avre o

impos3iblis Jor

oach other because of thom? "hot wonscnscl Thers's cnly youw and I, ulon:,

naked, in the whole vast world, der's you knmovw Ght?

MOMINU:
Yot na¥ed, darling. They would mds ug in jail. (DAY 1ov g
) 5 L J AR Xt

N

daressed; dresged with our mabiondlistic pride, with our

the way of the world,

DaVE
r . ' . . . ‘ae —
dves o gsich) Pussy cab, Shis iz worze than norssria, lot's swuenr navor

to tulk aboub France or Americaz ajain, shall we? ‘

LOUIRUN
we can't. Ve vould bresl our oath [five minubes aftor

frris, surrounded by walls on which people are cralling; 21l the Liiwe
L ca e M o oy hire e e geged an Pavom i L aele ad PPN
damericans ;o home", aud you have Jjust wrrived from Low fovls, sicls with

vhat's going on in your couniry. :iow can we swear noh to talk about T

Davi

Darling, Darlingl I nced you. I ¢osiro you, I wamt vou, Duh I necd yui,boo.

[

[RPR

o gots up, males her rise from b

vir anosher lony; kiss. honsi B

the bae’t aw’ sonbtomplates the soeo. with obviows 5v 55

Lagtion; thus he approaches tho oo radd
J.l

AGEHOR, in ! ls turn, looks ob tho couple in

DEVE and HOVE

@1

QNGO Ll

1

"
e,
o
i
171
(@]
g
&
=
2
or
o
3
}—J
o
=t
)
<
=
-
N
[l
}._J
I
o
<
O
i3
o
}._J
-
o
-

Bravo,

DAVE
fonjour. How ere you, my dear ilor

(...
;:J
..

s
FJ
<
|
(o]
L]
O
]

. T : - 15 O
srorducs I hope this biae you'll shcs

L oncicur RICAUD) Thank you

LOMNCIT



SOS TR e

Lami o tnwring the Saphadwn s nero, 1 oheors

(Lo TIOMIOUS) &

- e - e - ot

solen the Liparby of 1wdilfring ;oue cholco wviry so ali; hily by olding soso

. . 1. Tl
cuilllos a L'avoarmacs It

Theank you Zor bhe delicabts then hl, jionsiour dicauvi, JL‘.BOI.H; the ool Jdaoo

in the world where ong can sbill oipect %o [ind so - 3_-‘;1 Libriw, o, stank

5
wod, a Frouch rostaurani, :
OIS I P B
i ois I who wuglt thank you, FHod:e 1a Somtiogse
He bowa ot 1o cphnon panne LI
end LA cigh N

nll, thic iz the prool e nead lo 1T we oo oy Bo osuraie, oot
have to give up lor 1ive Lo G0 o of bavins oy o RISV N

L3 N . s < H .
(\1.‘4 th o 1 “\. o J [ARTIE bt
1 ; LT T D DR S SR SR T
Lot s o Lo bed right hio audia.o, r{alr S .

Don't lool ab wme lile Lhel, puc.y

stondings, I can assurs [0l

A 50 6o bod, Vhat Jor? To henr vou say ona muornihy

] ! s -z 1 T e
monent it '3 all over? ilo, hthoanl you. i

DAVE
Vhot enormities? What arc you btalltng aboulf

HONIQUL
Por insbance, that we sopyeabs wre doliy; all you Tnwes do.

!

1

DAVE :

That I have said and that I ropoat! |

LOTTIN Ui
Then, ;ive me an exownle. thal are we copyiug; vhich

[

cn?

|
DAV

Our drugstorns -
LOUWT M

A pharmacy vhere you can buy o idle and a cordraceplive ab the siro Give

Us're not o5 crazy as all thatl.

DAYE

R ! Sayee r [EUPRI
And ths supermerkets! It s e ooy mdimaioe

]
o]

‘

& g0 Lypically yours,

-



=145

J ,
God Lorbidl trovybhing wapped uoacllovhana, and Coond vopous Lo

. N . .y o b I R P VN
paintod Ho mnke thom Lool: vipo. Sevar! Moo wo Love Go houoh vhith w1y

JAEAN ;
And our babhwoons! liob ond:r glv L1 you Luild theow, Hulb Cou'll et
i

hoy i1l ahill bhe considerad a Loy bub sou'VL b vidn

thom]! , :

vae Lhom, Sool

RO U, '

1ow you re asking for anobher o ;
H

D.:A‘.T\,rl:; H
With truth on my side, T neither oflfend nor fesr suyboly, ag soaw Soubhe

Amorican hero said onco.

LOTIRUS ;
(defi nbl") And whot olse? ‘

L

And the mania for chnroin: one ' anr every and nll bthe idens in

n

vomen's magazines, ond Hhe madroess of running "on nasse® oub of Hoin the

moment there ars three free doso for everybodiy, and "',war"onalizod” thinga,
snd blue jeans and frozon foods nnd coviboy shirss and )lon,rr,, lon;, Lroilers =
You won't bo the Lirst to sopy all thatl ;

OIS
Hever! Fever in our lives

And sports clothes for yown; @ 7vls, and elochrenis cov pribers, sl ool e
relations ofiicers - thore arc sems alrecdy riphh hors in Paris - el oo
craze for telovision -

O
You. think wo are situsid? ’ {

o, but '111 thot's covins, and ib's inevitabla, ‘

FOTT A
delly, if it actually bhappons bovause of soae vnerpseicd metamorphosis of

tho national characher, I'm suvn vie'1l be clever cnouch to find oub that

;
ench little immovabion iz a product of French goninss .
i
i
Df“‘.\-'—i'l '
That, I'm quite reoady |
_ i
|
A

+a. !
Go on, burst with pride! Tt's ¢ wonderful prospoetl
:
i



Intorruptbi -1 tho inconsod ropsrson for o short tiing,
AGEIOL briva the wine, Then i OUIGUS foes ont

T -
LG G

FOHT L (eonh )
1

That last Wsao, Ghiade 3% oo wy liberuwbion

DAV
Libeoration from vhat?

MO NERRVIY ;
From my silly obsessicn thot only in your mimg could thove be love for no,
Sho pobs un, baler hor hoandbe s onl loves.

I hope you onjoy = all by oursell - vhet should hoaw: b n an unlorpobballe

&)
"aéjouer 4'anowrcux™.

DiTE
lioniguo! Fleaseo

il
For now that Iha liberatod,

i
i

I'm osodng straisht o the dillon bar Lo looi:

for a lover who is 100 . Fronchl

Pleage, puasy oal, don'™s soxr subh Whiingoe You hwwd e 300 T andd sorwbivin

5

\ . . . D . . A 4‘,‘“ L
offensive perhaps it wog =1t viac - w2ll, 1 don't lawu, ybe beoeance Ll

oshamed of vhat's hapenning in &rorion,

L0 us
2wt the facht of bthe mabier i3, you soid ibe You chould Bave counbd o 1o

500 beforo opening your mouth. ilien I seid iborate moant it, on

you insist, I'll shout it in the slreet 7, liberabodl I67s

all over! I'm freel : '

She runs out, followod by DAV,

DAVE
Lionique! Moniquel . }
Bub he stong, halfway oube
!
RGBEOR ;
(wicorkiar the bottle of wine) Follow her, Caphain! bon/t-let her gol

i

,
s
<
[o]

-
-4
]
o]

-
[¥]
I
w0
—
o]
o

(burnins to hin

I

moode I saw it very oclaarly in her eyes.

i

Perhaps it's bebtltcr Hhis vy, lior nll, o

(&)

AGLITIOR
{scerves DAV a plass of wine) Go alior hers, pleasel

and s 's risht. Lomen don Imow how te
O S, ap i later, 110
A PO .)OSl(LCQ, S00NNY Hi ACoY p 4Lt

fio, she said i%'s o

3]
e
[
I

thc;,r're not rounmntic cnoush lor



D

to Hew Yorlk,

ria
i

malie

it

o ro back Calhor

SULD

tae
1 Ne

SRR i
covevi. Win faen with his o
ion pluys o vweldz relrain.
onsievr a: acome RICAUL cov
is s%ill in She some positiioii.
FON3THUR R
Capbain -
LAV bules i hands from his
and Juems v v an auwbomatical

— 1
LIECUSe me, Iv ¢

23
Lo

Gven. gpriyg has

<
[

ERtORNS

olnd,

DAVE
i1l you join we for lunch, nlewn:

~
3

I feel lone

o 3
be very glad if you do. Plocsel

1T

(;

.

DAUD) L

S0 roasiour 1M Loton

o'll be wvery

wo wsi IU toles an fAmericon to romind us of the good mwrmers of the pos
DAV
sonages o foint laugh) Ho loidding!
(@) o Il &)
Thoy sit abt btable, and DAVE o wveg wine Ho U RI'EUDS,
thon serves himself, 1ifts his nless and gulps ibe

POUSTLUL R
3

DAVE dere
Yo one kmows how much. Vie don't/:ive it a thouphtb.

The wine, druni:

so quickly on

ow with alavi

and there's g

more changing abeoad 2u. A day mu

up with books devoboed to embiherurs and rats,

[ OIS
throw them out the windowe (He 1 vihs) Vhy, i th
unsung horeoes who live in mortal fcar of the .arth’

5
=

shave every morning, and arc pol’ te Lo their

300N Y

Sa . . (O S S I
uoolvinvs drvihato

P DU B,
S Canety 860
Y
- -~ 1, -
Ton o

cffect, and ha'a

cormn

follow-

©

viti B

ol

Facy,
L.

.

Ly vwolito row
CC e

<11 of a sudden., L

Jed! da geys Tple:

o very chanpgod world since the war, oly, Cuapiain?

: [t‘;

wiem 1o oplo

~
HS

Verc not ol

soruction, ¥ ou
WO 0TS, a1l o

logs, and i

1=

L ovilolenca, ol

i



DAV (comitd)
their wives to Hhe cinoma oncno n uedln, 1t vould alvesdy e hLovan un.,

The BICAIMg - v o benbabiv: Looh,
Thanlt you for bveing hare with ws, wy doar Dienvdn, 1onnoon'h fold ook
peaco and quiet in yenvid. |

Dut his lavghilior pives him Sho 1io, ALGTOR, aono
hobtle in howi, rotills vhe Ghroe ins3cde

Ono for you too, Adalbort.
Tho RTEADE Tovch-operly, L0000 hoog and poos ol Lo
lool 'ov wiother 1lasse

I' sorrye I sob all youv nomen woong, T imove Budh all Lhe Limo .1 wes hoeo

. . N ey e RN ’ R . 5 .
well sware it's Ricoud, nob Riviecc, hgenor, nob sd-lbert.

FOTL LU Re
Don't you worry about thal, siv. . cnory Lranslomdne thinsg a bit L vy

done anybody any harm.

: DAVE
At ony rate, quite poscibly this is only o prologmc,

FADATE Re ;
(alarmed) & prolozuc?

DAV

. . co s , v
Yos. It must boe One single 1ife isn't cmouph = thove

¢ no time Lo nole

j

gsoense of what you do = no conbtrol of whalb happons Lo you = it ends all
: Pl ,

j

oo soon = It's just not possiblo, |

LADA :
Oh 1la lal You're in a dangcrous frome of mind, mon Conttaino. You'll finish

believing in God.

DAVE
ic? God forbids I'm a librrall
FOISINE R ‘
(roisine pis voice) hpdnor! Brimg us the boudin, beforh it pobs coldl

Y . . 4 : e . KN . . R R ot
(Back o his normal voice) Wit i1l you try thait. mon Copillbainc, 1675

one of my spocinlitics, somothing T roally talee preat oride in.

Oh, then, lot's Sive LG oonv el ridnd atborbion, by oll wenngse (‘__.‘

attention wonders) Do wou vene hor the first ndg 4 Cheels and T o i

hore? Do you? It wag like cne of the old ralais Aol tnvens. Wl oh oo ridid
The 1 4UnGs nod repeontodly Bhrouwsds their lovd ot
Chuck wog ao drunk ns a Douory aw, and Sieab hivg v saw whop nryivedy

' ’ . . ’ X o o 4
wag Countinss tuchesne (he nobic d hor gmile, I hev leps ), dnd when Anenor

.

i
i
i



DAVY (cont'd) g g
came to wnih on us and lestmsd T was o hiunosogan -

i

g et

By now lawilier has becowe so irre.rossible nng riok-
ous that th: curtain £olling comos ins o reliol,

THE BID




