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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 
The entire action of the play takes place in the living 

room of the Kimball home. 

ACT ONE 
Late Friday morning. 

ACT TWO 
SCENE I: Two days later. 
SCENE 2: The following morning. 

ACT THREE 
One half hour later. 



Send Me No Flowers 

ACT ONE 

Tua: Late Friday monsi11g. 

SCENE: The living room of the George Kimballs' mb
urban ranch h01'se. C. are sliding glass doors lo 
a patio. U. L. is a swinging door leading into a 
kitchen. U. R. are three steps to a landing and off 
to the bedrooms. D.R. is a door leading to the den. 
L. is an arch to a foyer and the front door. The 
room is furnished in a comfortable modem style 
and includes: D. L. an armchair with an end table 
against the Upstage arm. A dinette table is U. L. C., 
with three chairs-R., C. and L.----around it; C. -is 
an armchair. R. C. is a sofa with three cushions. 
U. C. are an occasional chair and a telephone table 
with a dial phone. D. R., built into the wall, is a 
bar cabinet with a three-shelf bookcase over it; 
Upstage of the bar is a fireplace. 

AT RISE: Stage is empty for five counts, then JUDY 
enters from kitchen with two glasses of orange juice. 
She sets these on table and crosses to foot of stairs. 

JUDY. (Calling.) George! Breakfast, darling. Come on! 
(She returns to table-sees something missing.) Mar
malade I ( She exits kitchen. GEORGE KIMBALL enters on 
stairs. Pauses a moment to rub his chest, then crosses 
down to L. of chair C. JUDY enters from kitchen, sets 
marmalade on table and crosus to GEORGE.) Morning, 
honey. (She gives him a quick kiss and crosses to L. of 
table and starts arrangiffg J1apkins.) 
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GEORGE. (Weakly, hoping for a little sympathy.) Good 
morning, Judy. 

JuoY. (Cheerfully.) Want anything special for break
fast, George? 

GEORGE. No. I don't think I'd better eat anything this 
morning, thank you. (Rubs his chest again.) Ooooool 

JunY. (Looking up from her chores.) Did you say 
something, darling? 

GEORGE. I just said "ooool" 
JuoY. What's the matter? 
GEORGE. ( Crossing to below sofa.) I've got this pain 

in my chest, that's all. (Smiling bravely.) Probably noth
ing serious. 

JuoY. Oh, that's good. 
GEORGE. (He stops-turns and looks at JUDY. Pause.) 

At least, I hope it's nothing serious. You can never tell. 
Who knows! It could be nature's warning. 

JUDY. (Lightly.) Oh, George, nature's been warning 
you for years, and you're still here. 

GEORGE. (Crossing R. Picks up newspaper from table 
R. of sofa.) My luck can't last forever. 

Junv. (Refusing to pamper him.) Now come on, have 
something to eat. 

GEORGE. ( Opening paper to obituary page-crossing 
and sitting in chair C.) No, I better not-not until 
Doctor Morrissey says it's okay. 

JunY. (Surprised.) You're going to call Doctor Mor
rissey? 

GEORGE. (Pause.) I already called him. 
JUDY. (She looks at him fondly, and shakes her head.) 

But, darling, you just had a complete checkup. 
GEORGE. That was two weeks ago. In two weeks your 

bo<ly can turn on you, just like that! 
JuoY. (Chidin~ly-crossing Upstage of GEORGE to 

above sofa.) Ohhh- (Arranges sofa cushions and 
em-f)ties silent butler into waste basket.) 

GEORGE. Come to think of it, I never j:!:Ot the results 
of that electrocardiogram. I wonder why Dr. Morrissey 
didn't call me? 

JUDY. (Patiently.) He didn't call you because it turned 
out all right. 
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GEORGE. I'm not so sure. Morrissey's the kind of 
doctor who doesn't always tell you everything. ( W avitJ,g 
toward the bookcase.) If I didn't have that medical 
dictionary, half the time I wouldn't know what was 
wrong with me. 

}UDY. (She knows aU about it-crossing to L. of 
dinette table.) That's so true. (Hoping to distract him.) 
Would you like a piece of toast, darling? 

GEORGE. No, I don't think I should have any rough
age. 

JUDY. Oh, a piece of toast can't hurt you, for heaven's 
sakes. (Sits L. of dinette table-picks up piece of toast.) 

GEORGE. Darling, you 're not a doctor. 
JUDY. (Shrugs.) Okay. (Eats a piece of toast.) 
GEORGE. Well-maybe just one piece. (Rises-crosses 

to R. of dinette table.) 
JUDY. Good. (She pushes bread down in toaster. 

GEORGE sits at the table, and reads his newspaper. After 
a very slight pause, JuoY's eye falls on her newspaper. 
She picks it up.) Oh, George. Guess what? The Bullards 
are getting divorced. It's in The Recorder. (Puts The 
Recorder in chair Upstage of dinette table.) 

GEORGE. Bullards? Who are they? 
JUDY. They live on the next block. I really don't know 

them. (Pause.) But I expected this. 
GEORGE. (Lowers his paper--1,ooks at JUDY.) You 

don't know them and you expected them to get a 
divorce? 

JUDY. Well, Cora Brooks told me all about it at the 
bridge club. (Then with slight disapproval,.) I wonder 
what was wrong with him? 

GEORGE. (Lowering his paper again.) Now, how do 
you know? Maybe there was something wrong with her. 

JUDY. I met her once in the supermarket and she 
seemed very nice. 

GEORGE. Nice in the supermarket may not be nice at 
home. ( The toast pops up.) 

}UDY. Oh, the toast is ready. I'll butter it for you. 
GEORGE. (Taking toast from JUDY.) Oh, nol No but

ter. Butter is loaded with cholesterol! 
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]UDY. Oh, George. Two years ago you never Aeartl of 
cholesterol. Now it's the biggest thing 1n your life. 

GEOJtGE. Well, you can laugh about it, if you want to. 
Meanwhile, men my age are dropping like flies. Do you 
ever read the Ti•u obituary page? 

JUDY. Never. 
GEO.or.. Well, you should-it would do you a lot of 

good. I read it every day. It's enough to scare the hell 
out of you! 

Juov. If it scares you, why do you read it? 
GEORG:!. What should I do-bury my head in the 

sand? When they're dropping all around me? Like poor 
Henry Hoffman. (Rising~rossing below L. end of 
sofa.) Forty-two years old. One day he complained of a 
sharp pain- ( Turns to her.) right here- ( R"bs IJiJ 
chut.) Two weeks later he was gone! Went like that! 
(Snaps Ins ftngers~rosses to below R. tnd of sofa.) 

JUDY. (Rising.) George, why is it every time you hear 
that somebody has something, you think you've got it, 
too? 

GEORGE. (Crossing to chair C. Bridling.) What do you 
mean by that? 

JUDY. The year they operated on that baseball pitcher fur the New 
Yark Yankees, you thought you bad bone chip in your elbow. 

GEORGE. ( Touching 1m elbow, defeIJsively.) Well, there definitely 
Wcl'i pain there. ( LltlR5 to baw>ck, rewfing paper.) 

(YouNo MAN appears on patio-lmoclu on patio door.) 

JUDY. I'll get it, dear. (She goes lo the patio door, and 
opens ii. A slick, blackhaired YOUNG MAN enters. He is 
ca"ying a dreu on a hange~-crosses down lo L. of chair 
C.-JUDY follows down to L. of him.) 

YouNG MAN. Dress from the cleaners, Mrs. Kimball. 
We put it through special for you. 

JUDY. Oh, thank you, Vito. (She laku dress.) 
YOUNG MAN. Man, that is something. (GEOJtG:E crossu 

slou,ly to R. of chair C.) Next time you wear it, walk by 
the store and give us s1a ves a treat. 
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JUDY. (Amused.) Well, I might just do that (GE<mOJt, 
irritated, snaps his newspaper.) 

YOUNG MAN. (Turns, notices GEORGE.) Check. 'Bye 
now. (He exits via patio a.r JUDY enters witl, t~ drus.) 

GEORGE. ( c,.os.ting to patio door-JUDY crossing to 
below sofa.) Say, that Vito's a pretty fresh kid, you 
know that? 

JUDY. Oh, he doesn't mean anything. He's just 
friendly. 

GEORGE. Just friendly- Humph! I bet he makes out 
pretty' well in this neighborhood. (Crosses to bel{l'IIJ 
dinette table.) 

JUDY. (Ignoring this. llolding the dress against her.) 
George, what do you think? Is this all right to wear 
tonight, for theatre? 

GEORGE. Why not? 
JuoY. I don't know-do you think it's too dressy? 
GEORGE. (Looking at it criticaUy.) Well-maybe it is 

a little too dressy. 
JUDY. Ob, I don't think it's too dressy. 
GEORGE. Then why did you ask me? 
JUDY. (Crossing to GEORGE. Sweetly.) Well, I always 

like to get your opinion. 
GEORGE. (Short laugh.) I can see that it's valuable. 

(A short kiss.) 
JUDY. (Going to hang the dress upstairs.) I hope we 

don't have any trouble getting an extra ticket for Bert. 
(Disappears momentarily.) 

GEORGE. (Crossing R.-sitting on sofa.) Bert. I forgot 
all about that big cornball. It must be a mental block. 

JUDY. (Returning to stair landing.) Ob, it'll be fun. 
After all, we haven't seen each other since college. (Looks 
in mi"or-prim ps hair.) 

GEORGE. Did you have to invite him up for dinner 
tonight? You knew we had tickets for the theatre. 

}UDY. (Crossing D. to L. arm of sofa.) Well, darling, 
he's here from California-all alone-and when he called 
it was the only courteous thing to do. (Leans o,a am, of 
sofa.) After all, we were such good friends. 

GxoP.GE. We? I hardly knew the man. But you two 
were certainly good friends. 
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JUDY. (Smiles.) Well, kind of. 
GEORGE. Maybe if we're not too charming he'll go right 

home after dinner. 

(SOUND: Tea kettle whistling.) 

JUDY. (Crossing to kitchen door.) George, I have some 
water boiling. Would you like a cup of tea? 

GEORGE. Tea? (Pause.) Well, all right. I don't suppose 
a cup of weak tea will hurt me-no matter what's wrong 
with me. 

JuoY. George, your hypochondria's showing again. 
(She exits to kitchen. Tea kettle WHISTLE out.) 

GEORGE. Hypochondria! Hmph! There hasn't been a 
woman with compassion since Florence Nightingale. 
Well, women- (LIGHTS jade to spot on GEORGE.) 
that's the.way they are-you work and slave and as long 
as the money's coming in everything is fine. But as soon 
as the old machine starts to break down- Well, some 
day when I'm lying in the hospital on my bed of pain, 
she may change her tune-I only hope by then it's not 
too late--

(We hear the sound of a VOICE over the loudspeaker 
calling "Dr. Morrissey, Dr. Morrissey, Dr. Ralph 
Morrisey," and the ringing of a hospital BELL. 
D. L. FANTASY LIGHTING up. We see DocTOR 
MORRISSEY, dressed in a surgical gown and cap, with 
a surgical mask hanging from his neck. He has 
obviously just emerged from the operating room. 
He stands L. of a small hospital table and tall waste 
can. He calls over his shoulder.) 

DocTOR. I don't care what they cost-I want special 
nurses, day and night on George Kimball! He's got to be 
watched every minute I 

JuoY. (Entering from L.) Ralph! Ralph- How is he? 
DocTOR. Well, it was a close call, but I think he'll 

live. 
JUDY. Oh, thank Godt Thank God! 
DocTOR. He wouldn't have had all this trouble if we 
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had caught it sooner. Judy, you're his wife-didn't you 
know he was suffering? 

JUDY. Well, he kept trying to tell me but I thought he 
was just a hypochondriac. 

DocroJt. Hypochondriac? That man lying in there, in 
traction? (Crossmg L. of JUDY-pointing off.) Why, 
with his condition anyone else would have buckled long 
ago. He must have kept going on sheer grit I 

JUDY. (Crossing lo R. of liosflital labk.) Oh, why 
didn,t I listen to him? 

DoCToa. (Crossing to waste can.) Well, you women 
better learn to take your husbands' health seriously. As 
a reminder,- (Takes newspaper from waste can.)-I 
want you to read this every day. (He lumds JUDY nn,s
pape,;) 

JUDY. (Talint t,a~.) What is it? 
DOCT01t. The Times obituary page. 
JUDY. Thank you, Ralph. And now-when-when can 

I see him? 
Docroll. He's under heavy sedation. Maybe tomorrow. 
JUDY. Not until then? 
DOCTOR. Don >t forget, he was on the table for eight 

hours. Two teams of surgeons. One surgeon did nothing 
but take the bone chips out of his elbow. 

JUDY. (Shocked.) Bone chips? 
Docroll. Worst case I've seen since that baseball player 

for the New York Yankees! 
(BLACKOUT. We 1,ear the voice repeating "Dr. Mor

rissey, etc.'' As the REAL UGHTING comes "P, 
the hospital bell has become the insistent ringing of 
the front DOORBELL. GEORGE sits with a look of 
vindication-nods his head as if to say, "that'U 
teach her." JuoY enters hu"iedly from kitchen with 
the cup of tea, which she puts on the tabk.) 

JuoY. George, for heaven's sakes, didn't you hear the 
door bell? 

GEORGE. (Blinking.) Er, no. 
Junv. (Crossing to L. of chair C.) Well, that's Bert at 

the doorl 
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GEORGE. (Astonished.) Bert? I thought he was coming 
for dinner? 

JUDY. Well, I told him to come up early, but I didn't 
expect him this early. 

GEORGE. Well, when you're free-loading, why miss a 
lunch? Frankly, I was hoping he'd get lost. 

JUDY. Sbbhhbb .... (She pats her hair in place, and 
exits J oyer.) 

GEORGE. (Crossing R., grumbling.) You buy a place 
in the country, and people think you're running a hotel. 
(Puts newspaper on bar.) 

JUDY. Bert? 
BERT. (Off.) Yes. Judy? (BERT enters, backing on and 

pulling JUDY by both hands. He gives a big hearty laugh 
a., l,e puts /tis arms around JUDY and lifts her off her 
feet and swings her around.) Great to see you I (He puts 
her down Downstage of table.) 

JUDY. (Breathlessly.) Oh, Bert. Well, it's nice to see 
you. 

BERT. Gosh, you look wond~rful. Pretty as ever I 
JUDY. Thank you. You're looking just marvelous your

self. (He hugs her again. She sees GEORGE. He waves at 
her-she waves back.) Oh, darling,- ( Crosses Down
stage of BERT to chair C.) here's Bert. 

GEORGE. (Who has been observing the proceedings 
balefully.) Yeah. How are you, Bert? 

BERT. Well, for heaven's sakes! (Bounds toward 
GEORGE, hand outstretched.) Good to see you again, Joe. 

GEORGE. George. 
BERT. Of course. I'm sorry. George. (They shake 

hands. In a sweef)ing gesture, BERT indicates JUDY. Then, 
admiringly:) What do you think of our girl here, huh? 

GEORGE. (Flatly.) I like her I 
BERT. Say, it was wonderful of you folks to invite me 

out. I hope I'm not too early. 
GEORGE. No, no at all. (Significantly.) Have some 

breakfast? 
BERT. No. Nothing for me, thanks. (Takinl{ in the 

room.) Gosh, this is a cute place. ( Crosses to patio door. 
JUDY crosses to R. of chai, C.) Regular little doll's 
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house. (Crossing Down to L. of chair C.) How many 
acres have you got here? 

}UDY. I don't really know. (To GEORGE.) How many 
acres do we have, dear? 

GEORGE. (Flatly.) One third. 
BERT. Oh. (Comfortingly.) I guess that's plenty if 

you have no livestock. 
GEORGE. Yeah! 
JUDY. (Sensing GEORGE'S edginess, and anxious to 

change the subject. Motioning BERT to sit.) Bert, I just 
can't get over how young you look. So fit. 

BERT. ( Sitting chair C.) Well,· I'm a real nut on 
physical fitness. I play a lot of tennis and handball, and 
believe it or not, I still do quite a bit of sculling. 

JUDY. (Sitting on L. arm of sofa.) Sculling? Is that 
so? 

BERT. Yes, I bought myself a little lake in California. 
I can hop in my plane and be there in an hour. Great 
sport. Ever try it, George? 

GEORGE. No, it's hard to pick up a lake around here. 
BERT. (Densely.) Oh, that's too bad. 
JUDY. (Anxious to change the subject.) Tell me, Bert, 

what are you doing these days? 
BERT. I'm in oil. (He sits and unconsciously crosses 

his legs, revealing handsome high tan leather boot. 
GEORGE crosses to below sofa-BOTH look at the boots
then at each other. GEORGE sits R. on sofa.) 

JUDY. (Back to BERT.) Oil. Isn't that fascinating? 
BERT. I tell you, it's just marvelous, tax-wise. The 

government lets the first twenty-seven-and-a-half percent 
go right in your pocket. Listen, these people who are 
always bellyaching about not having any money should 
all get into oil. 

GEORGE. Yes, it would certainly wipe out poverty. 
BERT. By the way, George, what business are you in? 

(During following speeches, JuoY looks at each in turn.) 

GEORGE. I'm with Connell Electronics Corporation. 
BERT. Uh-huh. Are you on the Big Board? 
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GxoIGI:. No. We're not on the Little Board, either. 
It's just a small company. 

BERT. Oh. 
Juov. (Rising to GEOlWE's defenu.) Well, it's small, 

but it's very important. They manufacture ,a little trans
istor, only about this big- (Demonstrates with her 
thumb and forefinger.) but as George said once in a 
speech, without it a whole city like Pittsburgh would be 
blacked out. (GEORGE smiles proudly.) 

BERT. Say, that'd be a damn shame. (GEORGE looks 
jront, the smile Jading.) 

JuoY. (Again trying to change the subject.) Bert, I'm 
curious-how on earth did you ever locate us? 

BERT. ( Rising-crossing L. around C. chair to U. C. 
of sofa.) Well, I don't get east much, but yesterday, by 
accident, I ran into Ted Barry at the Men's Bar at the 
\Valdorf. Well, we started talking about the old college 
gang and I asked him about you, naturally. Well, Ted 
told me you bad married somebody from college. I said, 
''\Vho? 11 and Ted said, "George Kimball." Well, I 
almost fell out of my chair! (lle laughs-GEORGE looks 
at him---then he stops quickly.) Oh, no offense. I just 
meant that Judy was always kind of the campus queen. 
so I figured she'd probably marry somebody like 
Harrison Ford. 

GEORGE. (Forced smile.) No, she just married me. 
(Takts pillbox from trousers pocket.) 

BERT. (Patronizingly.) Well, I think she did darn 
welL 

JuoY. (Loyally.) And so do I. 
GEORCE. (Crossing L.-taking pill-stopping R. end 

of dinette table-picks up teacup and saucer. Starts 
putting cream and suiar in it. Drily.) That's very nice 
of both of YOU. 

JUDY. How about you, Bert? Whom did you marry? 
BERT. Me? Oh, I'm not married. Never have been. 
Jurw. (Surprised.) You, Bert? I can hardly believe it. 

How did you escape? 
BERT. (Lightly.) Well, if you must know, it's partly 

your fault, Judy. 
JuoY. (Puzzled.) Mine? 
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BERT. Yes. After you threw me over, I couldn't settlt" 
for second-best. 

JuoY. I threw you over? (Cl,idingly.) Why, you went 
to South America, said you'd be back in a year, and that 
was the end of you. 

BERT. (Taking her hand.) Oh, now wait a minute, 
Passion Girl . . . ( GEORGE drops cup into saucer.) 
Didn't I write and ask you to come down to Brazil? 
( GEORGE puts cup and saucer down.) 

JUDY. All that did was torment me. I was dying to 
come, but my parents wouldn't hear of it. I cried for a 
month. 

GEORGE. ( Groans, more for attention than anything 
else.) Ooohl (Sits R. of dinette table.) 

BERT. Something wrong, old man? 
GEORGE. I just have this little pain in my chest. 
BERT. Oh, I'm sorry. 
JUDY. It's nothing to worry about. Besides, the doc

tor's coming. 
BERT. Doctor? I hope it's nothing serious. 
JUDY. I'm sure it isn't, but George felt he ought to 

call the doctor anyway. 
BERT. (Laughs.) Oh, one of those. 
GEORGE. (To JunY, bridling.) We'll just let the doctor 

decide that, shall we? 
JUDY. (Rising-crossing to L. of dinette table.) Oh, 

darling, while he's examining you, I can get my shopping 
done. (She picks up juice glasses.) Anything special you 
boys want for lunch? 

BERT. (Rising.) Doesn't matter. I can digest any-
thing. (GEORGE gives him a look.) 

JunY. George? 
GEORGE. Get whatever he wants to digest. 
JUDY. (Ignoring this.) Bert, maybe you'd like to come 

along. 
BERT. (Crossing to R. of chair C.) I'd love it. Looked 

like a cute little town. 
JUDY. Oh, it's very quaint. The A & P looks like 

Independence HaU ! ( She exits through tM kite~ 
door.) 

BERT. (Crossing L. Pats GEORGE o,s s/,"11lde,,.) Third 
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of an acre, eh? ( Crossing to kitchen door.) You know, I 
don't think. I ever saw a third of an acre before. (~ 
into kitchen.) 

GBORGE. (B~ looks ajier them, dourly.) Humphl (Be 
n,bs lus cAesl, 411d las eye jalls on the bookcase. He 
goes to bookcase and takes d(J11Jff a larie mulkal 
dictkmary. He ri//1,es '"'""'" it, uossmg lo C., llfttil l,e 
ft,uls 1/,e page Ju is looking Jo,. He reads aloud.) "Angina 
pectoris. A muscular spasm of the chest, often accom
panied by an affection of the heart. Frequently fatal." 
(He looks up. Pawse.) They shouldn't be allowed to print 
stuff like this. (TM front DOORBELL rings. GEoaGE 
goe.s lo the Jronl door a,ul opms "·) Good morning, 
Ralph. 

DocTOR. Hello, George. (DocToa enters with bag lo 
L. end of so/a-GEORGE Jollows lo below dinette table-
places dictionary on it.) Ob, boy. Eleven in the morning, 
and this is my eighth call already. I'm pooped. (Pws /,al 
ad bag on L. end oJ sofa.) 

GEOllGE. ( Crosmig lo L C.) Can I get you something, 
Ralph? 

Docroa. No, I just want to rest a minute. Why in hell 
didn't I specialize, so I could sleep in the morning! 
(Crossing to chair C.) You never hear of an Ear, Nose 
and Throat man being yanked out of bed at five A. M. 
Or those damn allergistsJ Jeez, they've got hours like a 
banker. And the same kind of money, too. I know one 
has a million dollar house just built on ragweed. What a 
business! When the pollen count goes up it's just like the 
Stock Market. 

GEORGE. (Touclung Ins cl,ut.) Well, Ralph, I have 
this pain-

DOCTOJt. (Sitting chair C.) Boy, I'm poopedl Thank 
God I'm going fishing this weekend. Friend of mine has 
a cabine cruiser. Gastro-enterologist. Won't look at any
thing but gall bladders. He's cleaning up. Cleanint up/ 

GBOaox. (Auicnuly.) You11 be on a boat? For a 
whole week end? 

DOCToa. Yes, sir I 
GJ:oRGE. (S~pping L. Atfwe/,e,sm,ely.) Well, isn't it 

WODderful that you can just tab of? Altbougb-what 
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happens- ( Turning back to DOCTOR.) if somebody has 
to reach you? Like an emergency? I mean, when you're 
out on a boat like that? 

DocTOR. Emergency? What emergencies? Hell, ninety 
percent of my patients have nothing wrong with them. 
The five percent who've got something serious, I send w 
a specialist. The other five percent you can't do any
thing for, anyway, what's your trouble, George? 

GEORGE. ( Crossing to DocTOR. Taken aback..) What? 
Oh. I have this pain. 

DocTOR. M-hm. Show me where. 
GEORGE. (Indicating the spot.) Right here. (He ,presses 

his chest.) It hurts like the devil when I press it. 
DocTOR. Then why press it? Now, is it a sharp pain, 

or a dull pain, or does it grip like a vise--? 
GEORGE. (Eagerly.) Yest Yes! 
DocToR. No, no. Pick one. 
GEORGE. Oh. Well, then I'd say it was more of a sharp 

pam. 
DocTOR. M-hm. Was the pain severe enough to wake 

you up during the night? 
GEORGE. ( Crossing to below table.) Actually, I never 

got to sleep. So I don't know. 
DOCTOR. Couldn't sleep, eh? Worried about some

thing? 
GEORGE. Yes. This pain. 
DOCTOR. (Rising to L. end of sofa.) M-hm. I'd better 

take a listen. (Reaches into his bag for his stethoscope
GEORGE takes chair R. of dinette table to D. C. and sits 
on it and opens shirt.) 

GEORGE. (Anxiously.) Do you have any idea what it 
might be, Ralph? 

DocTOR. (Turns to GEORGE.) Not yet. (Takes stetho
scope from bag.) 

GEORGE. ( Trying to be casual.) It's probably nothing. 
But you know how much Judy worries. 

DocTOR. Yeah l (Applies the stethoscope to GEORGE'S 
chest.) Deep breath. (GEORGE takes a deep breath, as the 
DocToR moves the stethoscope from spot to spot.) Good. 
Another one. (GEORGE breathes deeply.) Okay. One 
more. ( GEORGE takes another breath.) Good. You can 
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button up. (GEORGE buttons his shirt, as the Docro2 
crosses to sofa and puts his stethoscope in the bag.) 

GEORGE. Well-what's the bad news, Ralph? 
DOCTOR. (Vaguely.) What? 
GEORGE. This pain in my chest-is there some medical 

term for it? 
DOCTOR. Yes. It's called indigestion. (Reaching into 

his bag.) Here. (Pulls out bottle of pills.) I want you to 
take these pills. One before each meal, and one before 
retiring. 

GEORGE. ( Crosses to DocroR and takes bottle of 
pi.lls.) Oh. What kind of pills are they? 

DocToR. You wouldn't know if I told you. Just take 
them. ( Crosses to bar and opens bottle of "7-Up.") 

GEORGE. (Shrugs.) All right. (Crosses to chair in which 
he was sitting-replaces it. Pause.) Oh, Ralph-

DocToR. Yes? 
GEORGE. About that cardiogram I had taken-when I 

had my checkup-? 
DocTOR. (Pouring "7-Up" into glass.) What about it? 
GEORGE. (Crossing D. to below chair C.) That's what 

I was going to ask you-what about it? 
DocTOR. What do you mean? (Puts bottle down.) 
GEORGE. Well-how did it turn out? 
DOCTOR. (Crossing to L. of hassock.) I don't know. 

I won't get the results from Dr. Petersen for another 
week. 

GEORGE. (Trying to be casual.) He had it for two 
weeks. He's certainly studying it for quite a while, isn't 
he? 

DocTOR. Well, Petersen's a busy man. Biggest cardi
ologist in the city. Got a gold mine there! (Sips "7-Up.") 

GEORGE. Then in your considered opinion, everything 
is okay? 

DocTOR. Sound as a bell. I wish all my patients were 
as healthy as you-speaking non-professionally, of 
course. 

GEORGE. And thi~ pain in my chest-I can just go 
right ahead and live a normal life? 

DoCTO'll. (Dryly.) I would. Take one of those pills 
right now, with a glass of water. 
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GEORGE. Right now? You make it sound sort of urgent. 
DocroR. Then take it whenever you want. It doesn't 

make much d.tfference. (Puts glass on end table R. of 
sofa.) 

GEORGE. No, no. I'll take it right away, if it's that 
important. ( GEORGE exits to the kitchen with the puls. 
DR. MORRISSEY goes to phone and dials.) 

DocTOR. ( On phone.) Hello, Dr. Petersen, please. Dr. 
Morrissey- Hello, Petersen? Morrissey- Thank you. 
Same to you. Say, I'm on my way now to see that patient 
of mine, William Malone- Thafs right, William Malone, 
that old feller down in Yonkers- I don't want to rush 
you, but I'm leaving town for a few days- ( GEORGE 
enters from kitchen unseen by DocTOR.) and I was won
dering if you got the results of his cardiogram- Uh
huh-uh-huh- What! (Down.) That's a damn shame. 
Well, what can you do? Give him a few pills to ease the 
pain in his chest- There's not much you can do when 
the old ticker goes. (On hearing. this, GEORGE retreats 
into foyer, out of sight.) How much time you figure the 
poor devil's got?- M-hm-a few weeks-- Oh, I know, 
I've seen 'em go like that! (Snaps his fingers.) Well, 
whataya gonna do? I'll tell you what I'm gonna do. I'm 
going fishing! (Big, hearty laugh.) Damn right! Gotta 
beat 'em out of a weekend once in a while. Well, thanks, 
Doctor Petersen- What?- No, I'ni not going to tell 
him. He's better off not knowing- Right. You have a 
nice weekend, too. 'Bye, Doctor. (He hangs up the 
phone. Crosses to L. of sofa and closes bag.) 

GEORGE. (He enters with pills. He appears pale and 
shaken. He comes into the room, to below dinette table. 
Weakly.) I'm back, Ralph. 

DOCTOR. (Picking up bag.) Good. 
GEORGE. (Pause, then holds up the bottle.) Do you

still want me to take these pills? 
DocTOR. (Picking up hat.) Sure. Ease that pain in 

your chest. Well, I guess I'll be off, George. Got a couple 
of more calls. ( Crosses L.) 

GEORGE. (Intercepting him C.) Ralph, wait a 
minute-

DocT0R. Yes? 
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GEORGE. Do you mind if I ask you a sort of hypo
thetical question? 

DocTOR. Shoot. 
GEORGE. Well-suppose you had a patient, and you 

knew he didn't have much longer to live--! mean, if you 
knew he could go- (Snaps his fingers.) Just like that. 
In a few weeks? 

DocTOR. Yeah? 
GEORGE. Would you tell him? 
DocTOR. ( Crossing to L. of GEORGE to below dinette 

table. Musing.) Hmmm-well, now that decision often 
confronts a doctor. Offhand, I'd say it would all depend 
on the circumstances. 

GEORGE. Circumstances? 
DOCTOR. (Crossing back to GEORGE.) Yes. If I knew 

that the man's affairs were in order, will made out 
properly, insurance paid up, no loose ends-why-I'd 
see no reason to tell him. 

GEORGE. Well, suppose this patient were an old friend, 
like me? 

DOCTOR. Your affairs in order, will made out, insurance 
pa.id up? 

GEORGE. Yes. 
DocToR. (Flatly.) Then I wouldn't tell you- Any

thing else, George? 
GEORGE. No, no. I-I guess that's it. 
DOCTOR. Right. (Slaps GEORGE on the shoulder.) Well, 

so long, boy. See you in church! (He exits. GEORGE 

waves weakly. Be looks stricken.) 
GEORGE. Oh, my God! My God! 

(Be paces around, then goes to dinette table and sits R. 
After a moment, he reaches for a piece of toast, 
butters it heavily and takes a large bite. .ARNOLD 
NASH enters through the patio to above C. chair, 
wearing a pair of work gloves.) 

ARNOLD. Morning, George. 
GEORGE. Arnold. 
ARNOLD. Thanks for the loan of the hedge clipper. 

It's back in your garage. ( GEORGE nods glumly-ARNOLD 
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starts to remove gloves.) Well, I just put Ruth on the 
train to her Mother's. (Reflective pause.) Gee, y'know, 
tomorrow will be the only club dance in ten years that 
the four of us haven't been together? ( Short pause.) Oh, 
well, we'll ma}{e it up when she gets back. Oh, listen, 
George, we changed the golf date. We're teeing off at ten 
tomorrow. Okay, kid? (Crossing L. to below kitchen 
door.) I think we'll take 'em this week. I was out at the 
driving range last night, and boy! I was really belting 
those woods. I think I got this game licked. You know 
what does it? (Does a nice slow backswing, and as he 
follows through he sees GEORGE with the toast~rosses 
in to dinette table.) Hey, what are you doing? 

GEORGE. (Flatly.) I'm eating. 
ARNOLD. (Sitting L. side of dinette table.) You ought 

to go easy on the butter-haven't you ever heard of 
cholesterol? I won't let Ruth even bring butter in the 
house any more. I'm telling you, these days you've got to 
watch every bite you put in your mouth. I don't want to 
worry you, George, but do you know what we're cioing 
every time we sit down at the table to eat? We're 
poisoning ourselves! They spray all the fruits and 
vegetables with arsenic, and DDT, and God-knows-what. 
Frankly, we don't eat a thing any more that grows above 
ground! (Pause.) What's the matter, George? You seem 
kind of down today. 

GEORGE. Yes, I suppose I am. 
ARNOLD. (Pause.) Anything wrong? 
GEORGE. Well- (Long pause.) Arnold, can I take you 

into my confidence? 
ARNOLD. (Slowly.) Sure, George. What? 
GEORGE. Well, I just heard some rather bad news. 

But you've got to promise to keep it quiet. I wouldn't 
want it to get around the neighborhood. 

ARNOLD. ( Rising--anxiously.) It's nothing that's go-
ing to affect property values, is it? 

GEORGE. (Shaking his head.) I woul<in't think so. 
ARNOLD. ( Sitting ae:ain.) That's a relief. Then what? 
GEORGE. Well, do you know this little pain in my 

chest I've complained about? 
ARNOLD. You mean your indigestion. 

21 



GEORGE. Well, it's not indigestion
ARNOLD. Anything serious? 
GEORGE. (Nods. Pause.) It's curtains, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. (Pause. Slowly.) Curtains? What do you 

mean----<::urtains? 
GEORGE. The doctor was just here. He only gives me a 

few weeks more to live. 
ARNOLD. (Rising.) My God! I can't believe it. 
GEORGE. Well, it's true. 
ARNOLD. What is it, George? 
GEORGE. It's the old ticker, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. (Sitting down, shocked.) Holy cow! Are they 

sure? 
GEORGE. (Shrugs.) I had Petersen, the biggest cardi

ologist in the city. 
ARNOLD. Holy cow! (Pause.) Gee, George, I don't 

know what to say- (With sudden emotion-crossing to 
above chair C.) Dammit, George, if you're going to die 
shouldn't you do something about it? 

GEORGE. (Resigned.) What? 
ARNOLD. Shouldn't you at least be in bed?- I mean,. 

saving your strength for it? (Turning to GEORGE.) I'm 
sorry, George. I'm just so shocked, I don't know what 
I'm saying. 

GEORGE. That's all right, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. I mean, it's so sudden! (Pause.) How old are 

you, George? 
GEORGE. Forty-one. 
ARNOLD. (Turning front.) Forty-one! My God! I'm 

forty-one! (Turns to GEORGE.) Oh, excuse me, George. 
(Backs R. a step.) Here I am thinking about me
( Crossing Downstage.) when it's you who's going to
( Sits chair C. Makes a vague rippling gesture with his 
fingers toward heaven.) yfay I have a drink, George? 

GEORGE. Of course, Arnold. By God, I'll have one with 
you. ( Goes to the bar.) 

ARNOLD. (After a pause.) George-how are you going 
to-tell Judy? 

GEORGE. Judy? Oh, I'm not going to tell her. 
ARNOLD. No? 
GEORGE. (Putting ice in glasses.) I couldn't bear it. 
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She'd probably go to pieces--weeping and wailing- You 
know Judy! (Picks up bottle of Scotch and pours a 
drink.) 

ARNOLD. Yeah. I remember how she was when the dog 
died- ( GEORGE slams bottle down.) I don't mean 
there's any comparison! (GEORGE pours another drink.) 
This would be much worse! ( GEORGE slams bottle down 
again. ARNOLD thinks about this; then, rising.) Well, you 
know what I mean, George. 

GEORGE. (Coming back with the drinks.) Of course, 
Arnold. (Hands ARNOLD a drink.) 

ARNOLD. Thanks. ( BOTH take long sips of their 
drinks.) George-is there anything I can do? Anything 
at all? Not only as a lawyer, but as your best friend. 

GEORGE. I-I don't know, Arnold. I really haven't had 
time to think. (Pause; crossing to L. of chair C.) Yes. 
There is something you can do--

ARNOLD. Just name it! 
GEORGE. (Turning to ARNOLD.) I'd like you to take 

care of the funeral details. 
ARNOLD. Oh, my God! (Finishes his drink in one 

gulp.) 
GEORGE. (Crossing to D. L. C.) Well, you understand 

the reason. It's Judy. Anybody can sell her anything, 
especially at a time like this. If she had her way she'd 
probably have me buried like King Tut! And this is no 
time for extravagance. ( Crossing to chair C.) Will you 
do it, Arnold? 

ARNOLD. (With great emotion.) Yes, George. Of 
course I will. (He gets up and goes quickly to the bar 
and pours himself a stiff drink.) George, are you fixed 
all right-I mean, financially? 

GEORGE. (Sitting chair C.) Well, it's largely insurance. 
Like most of us, I'm in lousy shape now, but I'll be all 
right after I'm gone. 

ARNOLD. Well, your house is free and clear now, isn't 
it? 

GEORGE. No more. It was free and clear last year-but 
I took out another mortgage to build that den on. Then 
we stopped watching television, and I haven't been in the 
damn thing since! 
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ARNOLD. (Crossing to GEORGE with drink and bottle.) 
George, if you'd asked me, I'd have advised you against 
it. No matter what you put into a house, you never get 
it out when you sell. 

GEORGE. I know, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. It's the damndest thing about a house. Every

body can stick you, but you can never stick anybody 
else! 

GEORGE. Judy'll probably have to sell, anyway, so 
keep an eye on it, will you? See that she gets something 
out of it. 

ARNOLD. (Sitting L. end of sofa.) I will, George. 
GEORGE. Poor Judy. How will she possibly get along? 

She depends on me for everything. Alone, she'll be 
absolutely helpless. What's wrong with us, anyway, 
Arnold? 

ARNOLD. Who, George? 
GEORGE. Us husbands! (Rising and crossing L. C.) 

Why don't we teach our wives to be self-sufficient so 
they can be sensible, practical widows! I mean it! We 
know we're going to go first, so-- ( Turning to ARNOLD, 
who takes quick drink.) instead of taking them to the 
theatre, and restaurants, and parties, we should send 
them to night school! (Crossing to C.) 

JuoY. (Enters through the kitchen door.) Hi. We're 
back. 

GEORGE. ( Crossing to her. With a little start.) Oh, 
Judy! It's nice to see you again, darling-how is every
thing? 

JuoY. (Puzzl.ed by his attitude.) Why, everything is 
fine, dear. 

GEORGE. That's wonderful. Wonderful! (Kisses her 
on both cheeks.) 

JUDY. Bert's out on the lawn, getting some sun. Why 
don't you go out? It's so lovely. 

GEORGE. Maybe later. ( KissP-s her aeain.) 
JUDY. (Seeing ARNOLD for the first time.) Hi, Arnold! 
ARNOLD. Hi! 
JUDY. Did Ruth get off all right? 
ARNOLD. (Thickly.) Yeah-left this morning. (Goes 

to JUDY and puts his arms around her. With great 
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sympathy.) How are you, Judy? (He kisses her on both 
cheeks.) 

JunY. Why, Arnoldi Goodness, a man's wife leaves 
for a few days, and right away he gets sexy . 

.ARNOLD. Judy, I jus' wan' you to know you can always 
count on me. F'r anything. 

JUDY. (Looks at him strangely. Then sees the bottle of 
liquor.) Ohhhh. Arnold! So early in the morning? 

ARNOLD. Judy, I want to tell you that I live right next 
door. Right? 

JUDY. (Humoring him.) Of course you do, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. And if you ever need me for anything, day 

or night, that's where I'll be. Right next door. 
GEORGE. Arnold, maybe you ought to go home and lie 

down for a while--
ARNOLD. ( Crossing to GEORGE.) Okay, okay, buddy. 

I getcha. (Turns to ]UDY.) G'bye, Judy. (Turns back to 
GEORGE.) G'bye, George. (Walks to the patio entrance. 
He exits through patio doors, turning back for last look 
at GEORGE.) 

JUDY. Well! What's he celebrating! 
GEORGE. I really don't know. 
JUDY. (Going to GEORGE, sniffs suspiciously.) Let me 

put it another way-what are you celebrating? 
GEORGE. (Crossing to bar.) Me? Nothing. I just had a 

short one with Arnold. (Puts glass on bar.) 
JUDY. Well, that's smart. You won't eat butter, but 

you can drink Scotch. By the way, did the doctor come? 
GEORGE. ( Crossing to R. end sofa.) Yes, he did. 
JUDY. (A step R.) And what did he say it was? 
GEORGE. (Sitting R. on sofa.) Oh, er-indigestion. 
JuDY. See? I told you. 
GEORGE. Yes, you were right again, dear. 
JUDY. Have I ever been wrong about your little aches 

and pains? 
GEORGE. No, never have. 
JUDY. (Crossing and sitting L. of him.) Well, then 

stop worrying so much. (Lying back in his lap.) 
GEORGE. (Suddenly embracing her.) Gee, I love you, 

honey. 
JUDY. And I love you. (They kiss.) George, you 
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should do your drinking at night! (Then, her eyes 
wander about the ceiling.) Oh, that girl never really 
cleans! 

GEORGE. (Raises head and looks at her, puzzled.) 
What? 

JUDY. Nine dollars plus carfare, and there's a cobweb! 
GEORGE. Y'know, you're really adorable. 
JUDY. So are you. ( Gives him another long kiss

rises-crossing to below C. chair.) Now I've got things 
to do in the kitchen. Oh, darling, I forgot- ( Takes bill 
and check from pocket. Crossing to U. C. of sofa.) I 
stopped at the gas station, and Joe gave me back this 
check because he said it's the wrong amount, and that I 
should make out a new one. (Shows him the check and 
the bill.) See? (He takes bill and check.) The bill was 
only forty-five fifty-eight, and somehow I sent this check 
for seventy-eight sixty. I can't think how I did a thing 
like that. 

GEORGE. (Looking at the check.) This figure is not 
seventy-eight dollars and sixty cents. It is seven, eight, 
six-o. My God, you paid your license plate I 

Junv. Ohl Well, that's a hot one! (Starts to laugh.) 
GEORGE. (Ironically.) Yes, that's certainly a hot one. 

(As she starts off, he rises.) Judy, please! (She stops 
below chair C.) Sit down. (She sits chair C.) l have 
something to say to you. (He kneels beside her.) 

JUDY. (Puzzled.) What? 
GEORGE. (Kneeling R. of her.) Judy-how would you 

like to go to night school? 
JUDY. (Surprised.) Night school? 
GEORGE. Just for a couple of evenings a week. Learn 

bookkeeping, banking, a little accounting-
JuoY. But why? 
GEORGE. Because these are the things that keep our 

little ship afloat. For example-what does "amortization 
of a mortgage" mean? (Pause, as JUDY simply stares 
vacantly front.) Well? 

JuoY. Ah-would you repeat that, please? 
GEORGE. "Amortization of a mortgage." 
JUDY. (Vaguely.) Oh. 
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GEORGE. You see? You don't know, do you? 
JUDY. No. I never even heard of it. But what's the 

difference? That's your department. 
GEORGE. But I think that you should know about it, 

too. 
JUDY. That's silly. What's the sense in both of us 

knowing the same thing? (Rising, crossing to below 
dinette table.) Now, darling, I have to take care of those 
cold cuts. 

GEORGE. (Rising, stepping Downstage.) Judy, please. 
JUDY. (Protesting.) George, really, I'm much too busy 

to talk about "amortization" now. 
GEORGE. We're not going to talk about amortization. 

We're going to talk about cold cuts. 
]UDY. (Interested now.) Ohl 
GEORGE. (Pursuing his subject.) What kind of cold 

cuts did you buy? 
JUDY. ( Crossing to Downstage of chair C.) Well, I 

got some nice corned beef-lean, the way you like it
and imported Swiss cheese, and some Virginia ham. 

GEORGE. M-hm. And how much is a pound of Virginia 
ham these days? 

JUDY. I don't know. I didn't buy a pound. 
GEORGE. How much did you buy? 
JUDY. A half pound. 
GEORGE. And how much was that? 
JUDY. Well, really, George, if I don't know how much 

a pound costs, how would I know how much a half
pound costs? 

GEORGE. ( Crossing R.) That's just my point. How do 
you know they're not cheating you if you don't know 
what anything costs? 

JUDY. (Suspiciously.) George, why are you getting so 
worked up over Virginia ham all of a sudden? 

GEORGE. ( CrossinK to her.) It's not just Virginia ham. 
It's a whole big principle. 

JUDY. George, when you start talking like this, I know 
that something is wrong. 

GEORGE. ( Crossing away right. Suddenly anxious.) 
Oh, no. No! 
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}UDY. (Decisively.) You lost your job! 
GEORGE. (Stopping R. C. Retieved.) Oh. No, no, I 

didn't lose my job. 
JUDY. Then stop making me nervous. Now, darling, I 

have things to do m the k1 tchen. 
GEORGE. (Drops his arms, utterly defeated.) All right, 

Judy. 
JUDY. Now stop fretting. (Crosses to kitchen door.) 

You take care of amort1zat10n and I '11 take care of the 
cold cuts l ( She exits kitchen.) 

GEORGE. (Crossing to Downstage of dinette table. 
Shaking his head sadly.) Ohhh. She'll never make it. 
She'll lose everything! (Sigh. Sitting on dinette table.) 
Ah, it's cruel for a woman to be left alone in the world. 
The Hindus had the right idea. Suttee. When the hus
band died, the wife went with him-threw herself right 
on the funeral pyre. Then he didn't have to worry about 
her any more. (LIGHTS dim to spot on GEORGE.) Poor 
Judy. What'll become of her? She may end up in shame 
and clisgrace--a public charge. She might even be re
duced to begging on the streets-

(GEORGE holds his head as the REAL LIGHTING fades 
to BLACKOUT. As the FANTASY LIGHTS come 
up we see JuoY, dressed in rags, a shawl around 
her head, holding a tin cup filled with pencils in 
front of a cutout representing Carnegie Hall.) 

JunY. (As LIGHTS come up.) Pencils! Pencils! Buy 
a pencil, somebody? (A MAN enters the scene, crosses to 
L. of her.) Buy some pencils, sir? (He stops-turns back 
to her.) 

MAN. Oh, all right. (Then, staring at her intently.) 
Say, aren't you the Widow Kimball? 

JuoY. Yes, I am. 
MAN. What are you doing selling pencils in front of 

Carnegie Hall? 
JuoY. (Plaintively.) Well, I have to eat. 
MAN. You poor woman. All right, I'll buy some pen

cils. How much are they? 
JuoY. They're six for a quarter, sir. 
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MAN. That's awfully cheap, isn't it? They cost a 
nickel apiece at the stationery store. 

JUDY. I know. That's where I buy them. 
MAN. You pay a nickel apiece? Then how can you sell 

them six for a quarter? 
JUDY. (Sweetly.) I'm content with a small profit. 
MAN. (Crossing to R. of her.) Look, Mrs. Kimball, 

you're not making a profit. Every time you sell six 
pencils, you're losing a nickel. 

JUDY. I am? 
MAN. Yes. You should sell the pencils for ten cents 

apiece. 
JUDY. I see. Ten cents apiece. 
MAN. That's right. And to get you started, I'll take 

ten pencils. Here's a dollar. (He gives her a dollar bill, 
and she gives him ten pencils.) 

JUDY. Thank you. 
MAN. You're welcome. (He crosses to L. of her.) 

Good luck, Mrs. Kimball. 
JuoY. God bless you, sir. (The MAN exits L.) Pencils? 

Pencils? (A SECOND MAN enters from R.) Buy some 
pencils from a poor widow? 

SECOND MAN. (Stopping L. of her.) Oh, okay. How 
much are they? 

JuoY. (Triumphantly.) They're ten cents apiece. 
SECOND MAN. I'll take three. 
JuoY. Yes, sir. That will be thirty cents. 
SECOND MAN. On second thought-let me have six. 
JuoY. Oh. Well, if you want six, they're six for a 

quarter! 

(BLACKOUT. The SPOT comes up.) 

GEORGE. She'll never make it! (REAL LIGHTING 
comes up.) She'll never make it! 

ARNOLD. (Enters through the patio. He is quite drunk 
now.) George-I 

GEORGE. Huh? Oh, Arnoln-
ARNOLD. (Crossing to GEORGE.) George, I've been 

thinking-and I wanta do it, so don't say no. Fact, it'd 
be my privilege-
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GEORGE. (Abstracted.) What, Arnold? 
ARNOLD. I'd like to deliver the eulogy. 
GEORGE. (Preoccupied.) Yes, sure. That's fine, Arnold. 
ARNOLD. And don't you worry-I'll give you one 

helluva send-off. 
GEORGE. ( Crossing D. L.) I'm sure you will, Arnold

I only wish I could be around to hear it. 
ARNOLD. ( Crossing to him.) Well, say-maybe I can 

knock out a rough draft before you go! 
GEORGE. Thanks a lot. 
ARNOLD. Gee, George, I'm sorry. Maybe this was the 

wrong time to brlng it up. 
GEORGE. No, that's not what's bothering me, Arnold. 

It's Judy. She'll never make it alone I 
ARNOLD. I know how you feel1 George. But look at it 

this way-Judy is young and attractive. She'll probably 
get married again and- ( GEORGE turns to him.) oh, 
excuse me! I shouldn't say that to you, with you stand
ing right here-

GEORGE. No. No, that's all right, Arnold. Of course, 
that's a possibility. She might get married again. But 
. . . suppose she marries the wrong man? Like poor 
Janet Hart. It was disastrous. 

ARNOLD. Who's she? 
GEORGE. Bill and Janet Hart were very good friends of 

ours. A very devoted couple. And like Judy, Janet de
pended on her husband for everything. Then Bill died, 
quite suddenly. Poor Janet was grief-stricken. She needed 
someone to lean on, so she turned to the first man who 
came along. One week after the funeral she ran off with 
a bongo player from Birdland. 

ARNOLD. A bongo player? 
GEORGE. Took her for every cent. 
ARNOLD. But, George, that doesn't mean it would 

happen to Judy. 
GEORGE. (Crossing D. L.) Who knows? Don't forget, 

Judy is at that impressionable age. Who knows what 
could happen? (GEORGE sits D. L. chair. REAL LIGHTS 
start to fade to a SPOT on GEORGE.) A lonely, bereaved 
widow-sad and bewildered-Judy, too, might turn to 
the first man who comes along-
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(BLACKOUT. MUSIC. We hear a PHONE ringing. 
ARNOLD crosses to U. L. oj GEORGE. T/,e FANTASY 
UGHTS come up.) 

JUDY. (Enters down stairs, flashily dressed. Picks up 
phone. On phone.) Hello?- Oh, hello, Cora- Oh, we'd 
just love to come to dinner. I'm dying for you to meet 
him- Well, I wanted to introduce him to everybody but 
we were married so fast. And, man, I mean fast! I only 
went out with him one night, but he was so romantic, it 
was Flipsville! (Schoolgirl giggle. VITO whistles offstage.) 
Oh, Cora, I have to hang up now. I hear him coming. 
And he always likes me to be ready. 'Bye, Cora. (She 
hangs up the phone, and an ecstatic look comes over her 
face.) VITO! 

(He enters to patio door. We see that it is the delivery 
boy from the dry cleaner, this time dressed very 
sharply. He also does the Cha-Cha, and they move 
to D. C., start a Cha-Cha dance until they are 
together, doing a very sexy dance. Then he throws 
her back in his arms and kisses her. The MUSIC 
stops.) 

VITO. Hello, Chick. 
JUDY. Hello, Vito. (Be swings her up to R. of him.) 
VITO. I got big news, baby. This here big shot from 

Canada called me. That deal with the uranium mine is 
all set. He's gonna let me invest. 

JUDY. Oh, Vito, you're wonderful! 
VITO. Did it come yet, baby? 
JUDY. What, mi amore? 
VITO. The fifty thou. The old boy's life insurance. 
JUDY. Yes, the check is here some place. Let me see. 

( She takes out a check from her bosom.} Here it is. Are 
you sure that's enough? 

Vrro. For now. If I need more, you can sell the house! 
JUDY. Oh, Vito. You're such a good busin~ man. 

George would have adored you I 

(They dance again-sit throws mm bd m Au arms. 
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BLACKOUT. As REAL LIGHTING conus up, 
we see GEORGE seated. He groans.) 

ARNOLD. You all right, George? You look a little green. 
GEORGE. I was just thinking, Arnold, there's no 

question about it-Judy must get married again. But to 
the right man. Someone who will take care of her, and 
protect her . . . after I'm gone. 

ARNoLo. That'd be swell, George. But there's nothing 
you can do about that. 

GEORGE. (Rising.) Yes, there is. (Crossing to L. C.) 
And I've got to do it. 

ARNOLD. What? 
GEORGE. I've got to find her another husband I 
ARNOLD. Another husband? Who, George? 
GEORGE. I don't know. But somebody! Yes, I do know. 

I know just the man! 
BERT. Say, George-- (Enters from patio to L. of chair 

C.) that's a cute little yard you've got out there. (Sees 
ARNOLD.) Oh, I hope I'm not interrupting. 

GEORGE. No, no, not at all. (Looks meaningfully to
ward ARNOLD.) As a matter of fact, we were just talking 
about you! (They slowly cross to BERT.) 

CURTAIN 
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