HONEY. (Admonishing.) Dear...!

MARTHA. Yeah! (7o Nick.) Thanks, sweetheart.

GEORGE. (T them all.) 1 didn't want to talk about him 4 all |
I would have been perfectly happy not to discuss the whole subj -
... | never want to talk about it.

MARTHA. Yes you do.

GEORGE. When we're alone, maybe.

MARTHA. We're alone!

GEORGE. Uh ... no, Love ... we've got guests,

MARTHA. (With a covetous look at Nick.) We sure have.
HONEY. Could I have a little brandy? [ think I'd like a lictle brandy.
NICK. Do you think vou should?

HONEY. Oh yes ... yes, dear.

GEORGE. (Moving to the bar again.) Sure! Fill "er up!

NICK. Honey, | don' think you ...

HONEY. (Petulance creeping in.) It will steady me, dear. | feel a
lictle unsteady.

GEORGE. Hell, you can’t walk steady on half a bode ... got o
do it right.

HONEY. Yes. (To Martha.) 1 love brandy ... | really do.
MARTHA. (Somewhar abstracted.) Good for you.

NICK. (Giving up.) Well, if you think it's a good idea ...
HONEY. (Really testy.) 1 know what's best for me, dear.

NICK. (Not even pleasant.) Yes ... I'm sure you do.

HONEY. (George hands her a brandy.) Oh, goodie! Thank you. (1o
Nick.) OF course 1 do, dear.

MARTHA. You two men have it our while we were gone? George
tell you his side of things? He bring you to tears, hunh?

NICK. Well ... no ..,

GEORGE. No, whar we did, actually, was ... we sort of danced
around. ‘

MARTHA. Oh, veah? Cute!

HONEY. Oh, [ love dancing,
NICK. He didn't mean that, Honey.

HOMNEY. Well, I didn't think he di:.]! Two grown men dancing -+
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ddamn book, and Daddy wouldn't let him.
NICK. A book? No.
GEORGE. Please, Martha ...
NICK. (Egging her on.) A book? What book?
GEORGE. (Pleading.) Please. Just a book.

MARTHA. (Mock mcredudiry.) Just a book!
GEORGE.  Please, Martha!

MARTHA. (Almost disappointed.) Well, | guess you didn’t ger the
whole sad story. What's the marter with you, George? You given up?
GEORGE. (Calwr . serions,) No ... no. It's just I've got to figure
ot some new way to fight you, Martha, Guerrilla tacrics, maybe
- nternal subversion ... 1 don't know. Something.

!\T.J:.FI'I'[--I.-L Well, vou figure it out, and you let me know when
Yo do,
GEORGE, (Cheery.) All right, Love.

|'!ﬂ;{r}-',‘1'_ Why don't we dance? I'd love some dancing.
NICK, Honey ..

HONEY. I would!

Ll Id love some dancing.
NICK. Honey ...

! I want some dancing!

: ght...! For heaven’s sake ... welll have some
anging,

HONEY

(AN sweetness again. To Martha:) Oh, I'm so glad ... |
Just love dq

V¢ dancing. Don't you?
::h““ HA. (With 4 glance at Nick.) Yeah ... veah, that's nor a bad
19,
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;ﬂ NEY, 1 dance like the wind.
‘\:[IT;IIHH?- ( Wl’frf;fam comment.) Yeah? o _

SOk (Picking a record.) Martha had her daguerreorype in
the Paper once ... oh "hayt rwenty-five years ago ... Seems she
ok second prize in one o' them seven-day dancin’ contest things
-+ ey g bulging, holding up her partner.

:MH ITHA, Will vou put a record on and shur ups "
1k MGE. criainly, Love. (1o ol ) How are we going o wol
:lll'..‘.' ."1.'1_;:.:‘_.11 d“u] s .
'."1.;"'}”'“";. Well, you certainly don't think I'm going o dance

'-'.H|| Vo, .j“ vou? )
Calid RGE (L onsteders i1.) Noooooo not with hum around
hans for syre And not with twinkle-toes here, eithel

winely nervous. ) Gee.
Gice,
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HONEY. T'll dance with anyone ... I'll dance by mysel§

NICK. Honey ... ‘

HONEY. I dance like the wind.

GEORGE. All right, kiddies ... choose up and hir the o) M
starts ... Second movement, Beethoven' Seventh Symphany
HONEY. (Up, dancing by herself.) De, de de da da, d;. 4, de, ds
da-da de da ... wonderful,..! '
NICK. Honey ...

MARTHA. All right, George ... cur that our!

HONEY. Dum, de de da da, da-da de, dum, de 4z ds 4.
Wheeeee...!

MARTHA. Cut it our, George!

GEORGE. (Pretending not to hear.) Whar, Martha? Whars
NICK. Honey ...

MARTHA. (As Gearge turns up the volume) CUT IT ouUT
GEORGE!

GEORGE. WHAT?

MARTHA.  (Gets up, moves quickly, threateningly, 1 George.) All
right, you son of a biech ...

GEORGE. (Record off ar once. Quietly,) What did you say, Love:
MARTHA. Youson ofa ...

HONEY. (In an arrested posture.) You stopped! Why did you stop?
NICK. Honey ...

HONEY. (7o Nick, snapping.) Stop that!

GEORGE. [ thoughr it was firting, Martha.

MARTHA. Oh you did, hunh?

HONEY. You're always ar me when I'm having a good time.
NICK. (Tiying to vemain civil) I'm sorry, Honey.

HONEY. Just ... leave me alone!

GEORGE. Well, why don't you choose, Martha? (Mores auwy from
the phonagraply ... leaves it to Martha,) Martha's going to run things
... the lirdle lady's going to lead the band.

HONEY. I like to dance and you don't want me 0.
NICK. [ like you to dance.

HONEY. Just ... leave me alone. (She sits ... takesadrnk)
GEORGE. Martha's going to put on some rhythm she understns
coo Scre dy Printemps, maybe. (Moves ... sits by Honey) Hi, %0
HONEY. (A linle giggle-scream. ) Oooooohhhhh! 3 .
GEORGE. (Laughs mackingly) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha Choese ®
Martha ... do vour scuff! : -
MARTHA. (Concentrating on the machine.) You're damn #g™
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