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GEORGE
... she'll recover . . .

NICK
DAMAGING!! TO ME!!

GEORGE (With wonder)

To you!
NICK
TO ME!!
GEORGE
To you!|
NICK
YES!!
GEORGE

Oh, beautiful . . . beautiful, By God, you gotta
to show you where the truffles are, (So calmly) We
fearrange your alliances, boy. You just pick up |
where you can . . . you just look around and
of things . . . you scramble back up on your feet.

MARTHA (Quietly, to NICK)

Go look after your wife,

GEORGE

Yeah . . . go pick up the pieces and plan some new

NICK

(To GEORGE, as he moves toward the hall)

You're going to regret this,
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GEORGE

[regret everything.

NICK

I'm going Lo make you regret this.

GEORGE (Softly)

Acute embarrassment. Eh?

NICK
charades like you've got 'em set up. ... I'll play
ge. . .. I'll be what you say Fam.

GEORGE
ady. You just don’t know it.

NICK (Shaking within)
Not really. But I'll be it, mister. . . . I'll show you
come to life you'll wish you hadn't set up.

GEGRGE

up the mess.

NICK (Quietly . . . intensely)

it, mister.

He exits. Pause. GEORGE smiles at MARTHA)

MARTHA

( ,Gmrge.

GEORGE

‘: Vi ”| Ma.rﬂf‘la.
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MARTHA GEORGE
Really good. ¢ auarterback there is a pigmy, you've certainly
GEORGE style. What are you after now . . . giants?
I'm glad you liked it. T
MARTHA me sick.
I'mean . .. Youdid a good job .. . you really fi i
GEORGE e e ly all right for you . . . I mean, you can make up
Unh-hunh. id rules . . . you can go around like a hopped-up
g away at everything in sight, scarring up half
MARTHA )

if you want to. But someone else tryit. .. no, sir!
It's the most . . . life you've shown in a long time,

MARTHA
GEORGE

You bring out the best in me, baby.
GEORGE (Mocking)

MARTHA baby, I did it all for you. I thought you'd like it, sweet-

Yeah ... pi i N .
o pigiy hunting! t's sort of to your taste . . . blood, carnage and all.

GEORGE ought you'd get all excited . . . sort of heave and
PIGMY! " d come running at me, your melons bobbling.
MARTHA MARTHA
You're really a bastard. eally screwed up, George.
GEORGE GEORGE (Spitting it out)
1?71? for God's sake, Marthal
MARTHA . MARTHA
Yeah . . . you. - . you really have.
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GEORGE

(Barely contained anger Hnow)
You can sit there in that chair of yours, yoy
with the gin running out of your mouth, ang
miliate me, you can tear me apart. .. ALL NI¢

that's perfectly all right . . . that’s OK..,

MARTHA
YOU CAN STAND IT!

GEORGE
I CANNOT STAND IT!

MARTHA

YOU CAN STAND IT!! YOU MARRIED M

(A silence)

GEORGE (Quietly)
That is a desperately sick lie.

MARTHA
DON'T YOU KNOW IT, EVEN YET?

GEORGE (Shaking his head)
Oh ... Martha.

MARTHA
My arm has gotten tired whipping you.

GEORGE

(Stares at her in dishelief)
You're mad.
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MARTHA

il '.1"' YEMSI

GEORGE
I ded . . . Martha, you're deluded.

MARTHA
WHAT I'VE WANTED!

GEORGE
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Lt at least you were . . . on to yourself. I didn’t know.

d t know.
MARTHA (Anger taking over)
GEORGE

(As if she were some sort of bug)
N0 . . . you're sick.

MARTHA (Rises—screams)

SHOW YOU WHO'S SICK!

GEORGE

Martha . . . you're going too far.

MARTHA (Screams again)

GEORGE
(He shakes her)

il (Pushes her back in her chair) Now stop it}

[OW YOU WHO'S SICK. I'LL SHOW YOU.




