GEORGE. (Still deceptively bland.) All righe .. I Want to kngy,
hout vour wife's money because ... well, because I'm fascinareq by

nll; ;n; sethodology ... by the pragmatic accommodation by whict

:-uu wave-of-the-future boys are going to take over,

] : 're starting in again.

gE%IEGYEUEn I? N::% I'maﬁf]r. ]..ﬂ*::]k Ma{rha has money, to, |

mean, her father’s been robbing this place blind for years, and

NICK. No, he hasn't. He has not.

GEORGE. He hasnt?

NICK. No.

GEORGE. (Shruge.) Very well ... Martha’s father has not been

robbing this place blind for years, and Martha does not haye any
money. OK.? _
NICK. We were talking about my wife's money ... not yours,

GEORGE. OK ... walk.
NICK. Mo. (Pruse.) My father-in-law ... was a man of the Lord,

and he was very rich.

GEORGE. Whar faith?

NICK. He ... my father-in-law ... was called by God when he was
six, or something, and he starred preaching, and he baptized people,
and he saved them, and he traveled around a lot, and he became
pretrty famous ... not like some of them, but he became pretty

famous ... and when he died he had a lot of money.
GEORGE. God’s money,

NICK. Mo ... his own.

GEORGE. What happened to God’s money?

NICK. He spent God’s money ... and he saved his own. He buil
hospitals, and he sent off Mercy ships, and he broughe the our-
houses indoors, and he brought the people outdoors, into the sun.
and he buile three churches, or whatever they were, and wo of
them burned down . __ and he ended up pretty rich.

GEORGE. (After considering ir.) Well, 1 think thar's very mice.
NICK. Yes. (Pause. Gigeles a little.) And so. my wife's got some

money,
(;EE]I{GE. Bur nor God's money,
NICK. No, Her own. '

GEORGE, Well, I think that's very nice. (Nick giggles # 42 :

Mam‘ﬂf EOt oney because Martha’s father's second wife old

Mnrth‘fﬁ mother, bur afper Martha's mother died ... was a very @
Y with warts whe was very rich,

She was a wirch.
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wORGE.  She was a good witch, and she married the white
GELIRY (Nick begins to giggle.) ... with the tiny red eyes ... and
| bbled her warts, or something like that, because she
ff of smoke almost immediately. POUF!

mouse «- !
he muuist 1}-“"-‘ Ll
went up i 3 pu
NICK. POUF! .
GEORGE. POUF! And all that was left, aside from some wart
medicine, was a big fac will ... A peach pie, with some for the
wownship of New Carthage, some for the college, some for Martha's
daddy, and just this much for Martha.

NICK. (Quite beside himself]) Maybe ... maybe my father-in-law
and the witch with the warts should have gotten rogether, because
he was a mouse, too.

GEORGE. (Ukging Nick on.) He was?

NICK. (Breaking down.) Sure ... he was a church mouse! (They
both laugh a great deal, but it is sad laughter ... eventually they sub-
side, fall silent.) Your wife never mentioned a stepmother.
GEORGE. (Considers it.) Well, maybe it isn' crue.

NICK. (Narrowing his eyes.) And maybe it is.

GEORGE. Might be ... might not. Well, I think your story’s a loc
nicer ... abour your pumped-up little wife, and your father-in-law
who was a priest ...

NICK. He was not a priest ... he was a man of God.

GEORGE. Yes.

NICK. And my wife wasn't pumped up ... she blew up.
GEORGE. Yes, Ves,

NICK. (Giggling.) Get things straight.

GEORGE. T'm sorry ... I will. I'm sorry.

NICK, OK,

GEORGE. You realize, of course, that I've been drawing you out
on this stuff, not because I'm interested in vour terrible litehood,
1?ur un.]:.-r because YOU FEpresent a direct and p::rrim'm threar to my
l’EI‘*']‘”“i and | want 1o get the goods on you.

NICK. (Stiff amused.) Sure ... sure.

t'] { -!H{-li'.. ] Tean ... I've “--Llj'n.;_-d_ Vol ... YOUu stand ‘-"-.Illlu'd
NICK. 1 stand warned. {Lawehs.) It's you sneaky types worry me the
mast, you know, You ineffectual sons ol birches ... youre the wornst
GREORGE. Yes we are. Sneaky. An elbow in your steelv-blue eve
v it knee in vaur solid ]...[.{ grom ... Were the worst

MK Tup..

GEORGE. Well, I'm glad vou don't believe me ... 1 know youve
#0t history on vour side, and all
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NICK. Unh-unh. Yauwe got history on your side .
on mine. History, biuh:g}t.

{;E"-.-}RGE. ] I'ﬂ'lnw [hf dlﬁrﬁrtncc_

NICK. You don't act i. ’ _ |
GEORGE. No? I thought we'd decided that youd take over the

History Department first, before you took over the whole worls
You know ... a step at a time.

NICK. (Stretching ... luxuriating ., pa‘is{;r:'ﬂg the game.) Nyaah .
what I thought I'd do is ... T'd sort of insinuate myself generally,
play around for a while, find all the weak spots, shore 'em up, but

with my own name plate on them ... become 1 sort of a fact, and
then turn into a ... a what.. 3

GEORGE. An inevitabiliry,

NICK. Exactly ... An inevitability, You know ... Take over a few

courses from the older men, start some s pecial groups for myself ..,
plow a few pertinent wives . _

GEORGE. Now that’s it! Yo

- I've gor hiulng}.r

u can take over all the courses you
want to, and get as much of the young elite together in the gym-
nasium as you like, but unl you start plowing pertinent wives, you
really aren’t working. The wa

Y to a man's heart is through his wifes
belly, and don't you forger it.

NICK. (Playing along.) Yeah ... 1 know.

GEORGE. And the women around here are no better than putas
— you know, the South American ladies of the night. You know
what they do in South America ... in Rio? The putas? Do you
know? They hiss ... like geese ... They stand around in the street
and they hiss at you . . |ike 4 bunch of geese.

NICK, Grangle,

GEORGE. Hm?

NICK. Gangle ... gangle of geese ... not bunch ... gangle.
GEDlFGE. Well, if you're going to get all cure about ir, all
ornithological, it’s gagole ... not gangle, papele.

NICK, [E:Eagglc? N%tgfg]langle? N

GEORGE. Yes, gagple,

NICK, (Crestfallen. ) Oh.

GEORGE, Oh. Yes ... Well they stand around on the streer and
they hiss ar you, like a bunch of geese. All the faculry wives, "h.‘wn-
town in New Carthage, in front of the A&P, hissing away like 2
bunch of geese. Thar's the way to power — plow 'em all!

NICK. (Sl

playing along.) I'll bet you're right.
GEORGE, Wel, am.
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GICK. And 1 bet your wife’s T.]'I.E.hit_‘:gfﬂ goose in the gangle ...
E oclc, isn't she...? Her father p‘rusld_cnt.‘ ;m-.# 1;111. N

:5:.. You bet vour historical II1E1‘Jti]bl.%lt}’ she is! o

NICK. Yessirree. (Rubs his hands together.) Well, now, I'd just |:-:3|:;
er get her off in 4 corner and mount her like a goddamn dog, eh:
GEORGE. Why, voud certainly better. -

WICK. (Look: ar George a minute, his expression a little sick.) You
know, [ almost think you're serious. | :
GEORGLE. (Jousting him.) No, baby ... you almost think you're
serious, and i scares the hell out of you.

INICK. (Exploding in disbelief.) ME!

GEORGE. Yes ... vou,

INICK. You're kadding!

BGEORGE. (Like a father,) 1 wish [ were ... T'll give you some good
fadvice if yvou want me to ...

NICK. Good advice! From vou? Oh boy! (Seares 1o langh.)

WGEORGE. You haven't learned yet ... Take it wherever you can

f:gc[ it ... Listen 1o me, now,

NICK. Come off jg!

GEORGE, I'm giving you good advice, now.
NICK. Good God. . .!

FEDR{.}E. There’s quicksand here, and youll be dragged down,
Just as .,

NICK. Ok bay.. !

GEORGE, . before you know it ... sucked down, (Nick lanughs

| f.‘.l'i_-:'u:-.'_’;.-_ JYou cl'u;gust me on principit.'. and vouTe a SmMug son of a
irch Personally, bur I'm trying o give you a survival kit. DO YOU

HEAR ME:

NICK. (Stilllaughing) 1 hear you, You come in loud.

GEORGE, ALL RIGHT!

NIF-]{. Hey, Honey,

GEORGE (Siliwce: Thim quierly.) All night ... OK. You want o

P",'r' it h'n-‘ i, I'II1_’,|'IlE ['-_l;;'l'_‘.'lli'l.in!_’,.‘i going (o '.'n!fL. QU anyway

s the t]llll.'[..lllll.' ] ]1i5lul"-.. righr?
b, ¥ .
i“\.i{ J-'L

- Right ... right. You just tend to your knitting, grandma
ke O
t :
bt WRGE. (After a sifence.) I've tried o tried to reach you
iy
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