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NICK GEORGE
Well, it’s true . . . She. .. she does throw upal yis right.
starts. . , there's practically no stopping her. , _
goright on . . . for hours. Not all the time, but , T
; . Bourbon.

GEORGE

You can tell time by her, hunh? GEORGE (At the bar, still)

sixteen and going to prep school, during the

K punch of us used to go into New York on the

Just about. cations, before we fanned out to our homes,
GEORGE » evening this bunch of us used to go to this gin

Drink? by the gangster father of one of us—for this was
e Gireat Experiment, or Prohibition, as it is more

MNICK  called, and it was a bad time for the liquor lobby,

Sure. (With no emotion, except the faintest distaste,
takes his glass to the bar) | married her because
nant.

me for the crooks and the cops—and we would
gln mill, and we would drink with the grown-ups
 to the jazz. And one time, in the bunch of us,
this boy who was fifteen, and he had killed his

GEORGE _
a shotgun some years before—accidentally,

(Pause) Oh? (Pause) But you said you didn't an

dren ... When I asked you, you said . accidentally, without even an unconscious moti-

have no doubt, no doubt at all—and this one
‘ boy went with us, and we ordered our drinks,
it came his turn he said, I'll have bergin . . . give
bergin, please . . . bergin and water. Well, we all
.. he was blond and he had the face of a cherub,
aughed, and his cheeks went red and the color
neck, and the assistant crook who had taken our
| people at the next table what the boy had said,
they laughed, and then more people were told and

NICK
She wasn't . . . really. It was a hysterical prcgnanq@
up, and f.hen she went down.

GEORGE
And while she was up, you married her.

NICK
And then she went down.

(They both laugh, and are a little surprised t.'mr s grew, and more people and more laughter, and
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no one was laughing more than us, and none of NICK. (Faintly pleading)
more than the boy who had shot his mother.
everyone in the gin mill knew what the laught,
and everyone started ordering bergin, and g
they ordered it. And soon, of course, the laughy
less general, but it did not subside, entirely,
time, for always at this table or that someone
bergin and a new area of laughter would rise. We
that night, and we were bought champagne by th
ment, by the gangster father of one of us, And of
suffered the next day, each of us, alone, on his t;

L]

GEORGE

ed, of course. And in the hospital, when he
and out of danger, and when they told him
. was dead, he began to laugh, 1 have been
&ughmr grew and he would not stop, and it
':l after they jammed a needle in his arm, not
3 d- i, until his consciousness slipped away from
i k'-laughte.r subsided , . . stopped. And when he
[ NS St iy BrownaEy from his injuries enough so that he could be
but it was the grandest day of my . . . youth. |

(Hands NICK a drink on the word) |

out damage should he struggle, he was put in an

That was thirty years ago.

NICK. (Very quictly) NICK
Thank you, What . , . what happened to the boy. ..tk il there?
who had shot his mother? 3 e
GEORGE

CEORGE d I'm told that for these thirty years he has . . .
Iwon't tell you. B BROS end:
NICK (A rather long silence; five seconds, please)
All right. 'THA (mmg) MARTHA!
GEORGE NICK

The following summer, on a country road, with
permit in his pocket and his father on the front
right, he swerved the car, to avoid a porcupine, ai
straight into a large tree.

you . . . she’s making coffee.

GEORGE
sterical wife, who goes up and down.




