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THE OWL AND THE PUSSYCAT

by Bill Manhoff

 


 


 



pp. 6–14 (SAMUEL FRENCH, INC.)

The following is the scene as written by the playwright.


Doris: Hello, Pansy—rat fink pansy!

Felix: You lied about your size!

Doris: You spider—you cockroach!

Felix: You’re making a mistake. I’m afraid you have the wrong apartment.

Doris: I just wanted to get a look at you.

Felix: It’s a mistake!

Doris: Oh will you listen to her! Mistake! You didn’t spy on me from your window and call my landlord, huh?

Felix: I don’t know you.

Doris: Well, I should have known! Any queer who peeps at girls through his window like a dirty weasel wouldn’t be man enough to admit it.

Felix: You gained entry here under false pretenses—You have no right—

Doris: Was it fun? Did you wish you could do what the big boys were doing?

Felix: I have no idea what you’re talking about.

Doris: “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Come on, don’t give me that! He told me. You’re the one that called all right. “Sherman.”

Felix: If you leave immediately—I won’t call the police—

Doris: Call them. You said you would. You told Gould you were gonna call the police . . . you know you told him that, you slimy snail—you bedbug . . . you cockroach.

Felix: I advise you to curb your foul mouth and stop making obscenities out of God’s harmless little creatures.

Doris: Why don’t you curb your foul rotten mind? Try to be a man for once.

Felix: Now listen to me—

Doris: You’re lucky I’m too refined to beat you up—the way I feel—

Felix: Will you listen to me . . . you’re insane!

Doris: You’re lucky I can’t stand physical violence.

Felix: Now look—something has happened to you obviously—

Doris: (Starting to get weepy.) What has happened is that I have been thrown out of my room. At two o’clock in the morning.

Felix: He did that? That was unnecessary.

Doris: Then you admit it. You called Gould, right?

Felix: I don’t have to admit anything.

Doris: (Going to window.) I don’t know how you even saw anything this far away. You must have eyes like a vulture. Why did you pick on me? (The flood of anger is running out, leaving her weak.) How dare you do something like this? I get sick when I think there are people like you! I took money from a couple of gentlemen—did that hurt you?

Felix: (Condescending.) You must expect a certain number of people to respect the laws. That’s what holds society together.

Doris: Three cheers for you! And I’m not society, huh? I don’t have to get held together?

Felix: My dear woman, you were breaking the law. If you find yourself in trouble it is only—

Doris: (She notices a pair of field glasses. She picks them up.) So this is how you saw! Oh now it’s bad enough with the naked eye—but with spyglasses—now that is just plain dirty, Mister. I’m sorry! When you work at it this hard—filthy, Mister! Filthy, filthy!

Felix: (Defensive.) I’m a writer. A writer is an observer. I have a right to those.

Doris: You want me to tell you what you’re full of?

Felix: I wouldn’t expect you to understand.

Doris: You are nothing but a dirty, filthy Peeping Tom!

Felix: Why don’t you ever pull down your window shade?

Doris: I never pull down my window shade. I hate window shades.

Felix: That’s your privilege, by all means.

Doris: I keep forgetting the world is full of finks. That’s my trouble. I ought to get it tattooed on the back of my hand—“Watch out for Finks.” (Annoyed, FELIX suddenly sits at the typewriter and types rapidly on a white card which he then pins to the bulletin board.) What are you doing? (Reading it.) “A rule worth making is worth keeping.” What is that?

Felix: That’s to remind me never to open my door after midnight.

Doris: Why don’t you make one to remind you to stop being a fink?

Felix: I wish you would stop using that ugly word.

Doris: You don’t like it? Too bad! Fink. Pansy fink, Queer fink, Peeping Tom fink, fink fink, you fink!

Felix: Feel better? (He goes to the door and opens it.) If you’re sure your poison sacs are empty you can go.

Doris: Just tell me where I’m suposed to go?

Felix: Don’t you have a friend you could stay with?

Doris: Not that I can move in on at two A.M.

Felix: How about a hotel?

Doris: I got seventy-two cents. The son-of-a-bitch took all of my money.

Felix: Who did?

Doris: Barney Gould, the landlord.

Felix: How could he do that?

Doris: While he was helping you hold society together with one hand—he was robbing me with the other. He said you saw me take money from a couple of—and you were gonna call the cops and if I gave him the money he’d cover up with the cops—that’s how could I!

Felix: He was lying to you. All I did was ask him if he knew what was going on in his building.

Doris: Gee, that was big of you!

Felix: Well, I felt he should know. For his own protection.

Doris: Oh, sweet! You’re just a big mother, aren’t you? Now will you lend me five bucks so I can get a room? I’ll pay you back.

Felix: I don’t have any money. I got paid today and haven’t cashed my check.

Doris: I never knew a fink that did have any money.

Felix: Don’t you know anybody you could call? (DORIS has fallen onto a chair. She’s defeated and near tears.) Don’t you have any family? (Looking at the couch.) You can’t stay here!

Doris: I’d rather sleep in the gutter.

Felix: It’s a matter of taste, I suppose. (On her last line, DORIS has gone to the door. She brings in a large suitcase and a portable TV set.) What are you doing?

Doris: Get me a sheet and a blanket for that couch.

Felix: You’re not staying here. Oh, no—no!

Doris: Naturally I’m staying. Where have I got to go?

Felix: I thought you were looking forward to a night in the gutter.

Doris: Just get a blanket, will you please . . . and stop being so goddam bitchy! Come on, come on.

Felix: Very well, you may stay the night.

Doris: Thanks for nothing. (FELIX starts to answer. Changes his mind. Goes to the bedroom. DORIS takes off her coat, tosses it carelessly onto the coffee table, sets the suitcase on the sofa and she opens it; takes a nightgown out of the suitcase and closes it. FELIX comes from the bedroom with one folded sheet, a blanket, and dumps the sheet and blanket on the sofa. He glares at her. DORIS plugs in the television set.) What kind of reception do you get?

Felix: I wouldn’t know. I’ve never had a television set.

Doris: Oh, that’s right—you got your spyglasses! By the way, how was I on the late, late show?

 



(FELIX goes to the coffee pot and pours coffee into a plastic cup.)

 



Felix: You’re not planning to watch television at this hour?

Doris: (Tucking sheet under sofa cushion.) It’s the only way I can get to sleep—I won’t play it loud—Listen—I don’t want to be here—if you had kept your mouth shut—

Felix: And if you had kept your window shade down—

Doris: You got a sweetheart in there? Some bouncy young boy or do you dig the rough trade—

Felix: You’re an alley cat, aren’t you? On your back and rip out their guts with your hind claws.

Doris: And what do you do, lover? Pull their hair and scratch out their eyes? Give me some of that coffee . . . please. (FELIX starts to pour cup for her.) No. A whole cup’ll keep me awake. Just give me a sip of yours. Do you ever write for television?

Felix: No, thank you.

 



(FELIX crosses to her and she takes his cup; takes two sips, watching him.)

 



Doris: What kind of a writer are you? Did I ever hear of you?

Felix: No.

Doris: Did anybody?

Felix: Voices like mine are drowned out by the clatter of the cash register. That’s two sips—

 



(DORIS gives him back the cup. FELIX starts to drink, switches the cup and drinks from the other side.)

 



Doris: Now, what was that you just did?

Felix: What?

Doris: Drinking out of the other side like that—

Felix: Oh—I always do that—it’s a reflex—

Doris: Yeah—sure it is.

Felix: Really—I’m a hypochondriac.

Doris: You make me feel like I’m a cockroach and I just crawled into your clean little house and you’re trying to get up the nerve to squash me—that’s the way you make me feel.

Felix: Oh my God, you’re crazy!

Doris: Listen, Mister—I don’t want to see that in your eyes when you look at me—I am a model. I have been in many television commercials at a time when I weighed 105, which unfortunately I don’t any more. So don’t you dare turn that cup around, you hear? You don’t catch anything from a model—do you hear me—I may turn a trick or two but I am a model! (DORIS’S voice has risen hysterically. At this point there’s a KNOCK at the wall.)

Felix: Listen—you can’t stay here. Why don’t you try the YWCA?—

Doris: With seventy-two cents? That Christian the YWCA is not—

Felix: Will you try to be quiet—there’s an old man downstairs.

Doris: And you don’t want him to think you switched to girls, right?

Felix: Now look—

Doris: (Interrupting as she exits to bathroom.) Don’t worry about it—just leave me alone. I’ll try to get out of here before you wake up. (He starts to bedroom. From offstage.) Do me a favor—if you wake up and I’m still here, yell before you come out so I can close my eyes. I don’t wanna have to look at you first thing in the morning. Where’s the John? Excuse me—the jane?—the bathroom!

Felix: It’s in there. Good night.

Doris: (Off.) Good night, fink.

 



(FELIX exits to the bedroom. We hear the SOUNDTRACK of the movie clearly now.)

 



Old Woman’s Voice. Then you knew—all the time.

Old Man’s Voice. Yes—I knew he was guilty.

Old Woman’s Voice. Then why, Ben?

Old Man’s Voice. Why did I let them convict me for his crime?

Old Woman’s Voice. Thirty years—thirty long years—why, Ben? Why?

 



(DORIS enters from the bathroom wearing her nightgown; she watches the movie for a couple of lines of dialogue.)

 



Old Woman’s Voice. You had so much to live for—the governorship. There were those who thought you had a chance for the White House.

Old Man’s Voice. Yes—there were those who said that—

Old Woman’s Voice. And you threw it all away, Ben, to save him. Why? He was a thief and a drunkard.

Old Man’s Voice. Why? Because a girl with cornflower blue eyes and yellow hair loved him.

Old Woman’s Voice. Oh Ben, my eyes are still cornflower blue, but my hair is all white now.

Old Man’s Voice. Not to me—Alice—to me it’ll always be yellow.

Old Woman’s Voice. Ben—you mean—oh no!

Old Man’s Voice. Then they didn’t tell you? Yes, Alice—I’m blind, an accident in the prison library.

Old Woman’s Voice. No, you’re not blind, Ben, for as long as I live, you have two cornflower blue eyes—

Old Man’s Voice. Alice—

Old Woman’s Voice. Oh Ben—

 



(And the MUSIC comes up for a big finish. DORIS crosses to the set.)

 



Announcer: And that concludes the late, late show. Well—

 



(The voice is killed as DORIS turns off the SET. She turns on the radio; it doesn’t work; she shakes it; desperately.)

 



Doris: (Shouts.) God damn it! Hey fink, fink!

 


(FELIX enters)

 



Felix: Now what?

Doris: My radio won’t work. I must have banged it coming up the stairs!

Felix: Do you really have to—?

Doris: It’s the only way I can go to sleep. You got a radio?

Felix: No.

Doris: What’ll I do now? Why did I have to come up here?

Felix: Why not correct your mistake? Leave!

Doris: I should have just given a certain friend of mine a dollar to beat you up.

Felix: A dollar? Can’t be much of a beating.

Doris: He’s a friend. He would do it for nothing, but I make him take a dollar.

Felix: I see.

Doris: (Calls.) What’s so goddam funny? I’ll send him around tomorrow. I guarantee you won’t think it’s so funny. Now I’ll never get to sleep.

Felix: Why can’t you sleep?

Doris: I’m very high-strung.

Felix: I don’t have any sleeping pills or I’d—

Doris: I don’t take sleeping pills. I never take them. They’re enervating.

Felix: How about a hot bath? That’ll relax you.

Doris: (Talking in a compulsive rush.) I never take baths. They’re enervating too. You know that word—“enervating”? Most people think it means just the opposite of what it really means. (FELIX walks back toward the bedroom in the middle of her speech, yawning, yearning for sleep. DORIS raises her voice to a shout. FELIX stops.) Another word that kills me is naive—I always thought it was “nave” you know. How do you pronounce it?

Felix: I never use it.

Doris: I mean I heard the word na’ive, but—

 


(The KNOCK is heard again.)

 



Felix: What’s the matter with you? What are you trying to do? I got up at five-thirty this morning.

Doris: Listen, I know this sounds crazy, but will you sit here for a little while and talk to me?

 



The following is the monologue created from the previous scene.

 


DORIS: (to FELIX), Age 20s to 30s 
pp. 6–14 (SAMUEL FRENCH, INC.)

Hello, Pansy-rat fink pansy! You spider-you cockroach! I just wanted to get a look at you. You didn’t spy on me from your window and call my landlord, huh? Well, I should have known! Any queer who peeps at girls through his window like a dirty weasel wouldn’t be man enough to admit it. Was it fun? Did you wish you could do what the big boys.were doing? Why don’t you curb your foul rotten mind? Try to be a man for once. You’re lucky I’m too refined to beat you up—the way I feel. You’re lucky I can’t stand physical violence. (Starting to get weepy.) I have been thrown out of my room. At two o’clock in the morning. You called Gould, right? I don’t know how you even saw anything this far away. You must have eyes like a vulture. Why did you pick on me? How dare you do something like this. I get sick when I think there are people like you! I took money from a couple of gentlemen—did that hurt you? It’s bad enough with the naked eye—but with spyglasses—now that is just plain dirty, Mister. Just tell me where I’m supposed to go? I don’t have anyone that I can move in on at two A.M. I got seventy-two cents. The son-of-a-bitch took all of my money. While he was helping you hold society together with one hand, he was robbing me with the other. He said you saw me take money from a couple of—and you were gonna call the cops and if I gave him the money he’d cover up with the cops . . . Get me a sheet and a blanket for that couch. I’m staying. Where have I got to go? By the way, how was I on the late, late show? Listen, Mister—I don’t want to see that in your eyes when you look at me—I am a model. I have been in many television commercials at a time when I weighed 105, which unfortunately I don’t any more. You don’t catch anything from a model—do you hear me—I may turn a trick or two but I AM A MODEL! Just leave me alone. I’ll try to get out of here before you wake up. Do me a favor—if you wake up and I’m still here, yell before you come out so I can close my eyes. I don’t wanna have to look at you first thing in the morning. Where’s the John? Excuse me—the Jane? The bathroom! Why did I have to come here? I should have just given a certain friend of mine a dollar to beat you up. He would do it for nothing, but I’d make him take a dollar. What’s so goddam funny? I’ll send him around tomorrow. I guarantee you won’t think it’s so funny. Now I’ll never get to sleep. I’m very high-strung. I don’t take sleeping pills. They’re enervating. I never take baths. They’re enervating too. You know that word—“enervating”? Most people think it means just the opposite of what it really means. Listen, I know this sounds crazy, but will you sit here for a little while and talk to me?


Don’t be mislead by Doris’s tirade against Felix. You must not play her “angry.” Anger is a result of someone taking from us something we needed. Or something not given to us that we needed or wanted. Or committing an act upon us rendering us hurt, devastated, anguished, and or deprived. Anger, therefore, is loud hurt, loud devastation, loud pain, loud anguish, loud vulnerability.

Whenever it seems apparent on the page that you should be yelling and screaming in anger, go back to what caused the situation and play off the pain, which is the true result of the act committed against you. While you are yelling and screaming, show us how hurt you are.

Doris has been dislodged from her apartment by Felix. She is frightened, alone, broke, humiliated, unrespected, rejected, destitute, homeless, and, most of all, unloved. This indeed is a life and death situation for her. She has come to Felix to face the man who did all this to her, to regain some dignity but most of all to find refuge and to be loved and protected. The words say she is demanding things from him and that she is furious. Which she is. And of course she is yelling and screaming. But only because of her fears and pain. She desperately needs for Felix to feel sorry for what he did to her and to lovingly take care of her and make it up to her. He is the most important person in her life. She is fighting for her life. He is the only one who can save her.

Now, give yourself a background. Use what the playwright has given you regarding your character’s background and history leading up to today’s confrontation. He may not have given you enough, however, so you must create your own history and background for your character from your life. Use whatever you choose from the playwright. Add from your life and create events that are real; then, if need be, add more to Doris’s background that does not come from your own personal life but that seems to be appropriate as part of her background. Let’s find the Doris in you.

If I were to ask you where you were born, what your cultural, economic, ethnic, and spiritual background is, what your relationship was like with your folks, your siblings, your peers, your teachers, your lovers, etc., you could answer all those questions. So you must for Doris. Create your reality from the day you, Doris, were born. Create the highlights of your life up to today. I would also ask you to tell me how and why you started to take money from men for sex. I would want to know about all the events leading up to your life as it is today.

I want to expose your vulnerability. Allow us to see the pain and anguish within you. Allow us to see what is not on the page. What are Felix’s responses to you? You are asking him a lot of questions that seem to be rhetorical, but what are his nonverbal responses? What are his facial expressions telling you? How about his body language?

What you are doing is trying to hurt him to relieve some of your hurt. Are you usually that kind of person? Has anything like this ever happened to you before? Of course not. This is the worst experience of your life.

When he opened the door and you saw him for the very first time, what did you expect to see? An old man or a young one? You probably thought he would be old. Of course he is a young man. Is he very good-looking? Yes. Make him good-looking. Make him have physical appeal. That gives you more to work off. It presents more conflict. Ordinarily this man would turn you on. As a matter of fact, he does! That makes it even more interesting. Don’t forget, you’ve got to have an emotional reach-out, and the more he’s got to offer, the more you will want to reach out for it.

The bottom line is, you are fighting for your life and he is the only one who can save you.

 


 


 



pp. 36–43 (SAMUEL FRENCH, INC.)

Doris: I know, but you can’t insult me—It’s impossible, you know why?

Felix: Why are you doing this—why don’t you get out? What’s it going to get you?

Doris: It’s all your fault.

Felix: All right—but—

Doris: Oh, I don’t mean getting me thrown out of my room. I mean it’s your fault I’m in love.

Felix: You’re insane.

Doris: It’s true—you made me love you. (Sings.)


I didn’t want to do it—
I didn’t want to do it—


Felix: What do I have to do to get rid of you? I’ll give you ten dollars.

Doris: Make it fifty million—that’s how much it’ll cost you to get rid of me—not a penny less. Hey—I thought you were going to move out and leave the vermin in possession—what happened?

Felix: No. I will not let you put me out of my home.

Doris: Good for you! I would have lost all respect for you if you left.

Felix: How long are you planning to stay?

Doris: How should I know? I’m stuck here. (Sings.) I’m just a prisoner of love. Notice I’m singing all the time—I always do that when I’m in love.

Felix: You’re an imbecile.

Doris: Okay. Fine! See—you can’t insult a person who’s in love. You can’t do anything to them, because they’re so light—you can throw them off the roof and they’ll float to the ground.

Felix: Will you stop talking about love? I’ve never heard such mindless drivel in my life.

Doris: Listen, I know a lot about love.

Felix: That thing you fall in and out of three or four times a week is not love. Neither is that thing you sell.

Doris: Now don’t be nasty, honey. This is different. I love you in a very deep quiet way—like a river.

Felix: Like a river! (Shouting.) You mean like a sewer!

Doris: Now don’t get worked up, darling. You tell me what love is. Go ahead, sweetheart—I’m listening. Is it when you get mad and yell at somebody like you’re yelling at me?

Felix: (Shouting.) No it is not!

Doris: You better calm down . . .

Felix: (Fighting for self-control.) You upset me. I admit it. You’re an animal. You’re so foreign to anything that’s important to me. Don’t you understand? You personify what I hate.

Doris: You didn’t hate it last night.

Felix: That’s what disgusts me. All my life I fought that animal taint. It’s like finding a fungus you loathe growing on your own skin!

Doris: (Shaken badly.) Oh, that’s a disgusting thing to call somebody—“fungus”!

Felix: I didn’t call you that.

Doris: Sure—I’m some slimy moldy fungus, right?

Felix: I didn’t say that.

Doris: Oh yes, you did say that!

Felix: All right, I said it! I mean it! Now will you get out—will you go?

Doris: I never met anybody in my life that made me feel so cheap and dirty.

Felix: Then get out of here.

Doris: I don’t understand why I love you.

Felix: Get out! I hate you!

Doris: Not as much as I hate you!

Felix: Then get out! Get out!

Doris: No! I’m gonna stay here and hate you right to your face!

Felix: All right, then I’m going.

Doris: Fine. Great. Go on.

Felix: It’s the only way.

Doris: Well, go on—get out.

Felix: What do you mean, “Get out”? This is my home. I live here. Don’t you tell me to get out.

Doris: Well, I’m not getting out. You can try to throw me out if you want to.

Felix: I wouldn’t dirty my hands.

Doris: I wouldn’t want your slimy hands on me.

Felix: I ought to turn you over to the police.

Doris: Fine. Why don’t you?

Felix: That’s what I should do.

Doris: Go ahead. Call them.

Felix: That’s what I’ll do. That’s just what I’ll do!

Doris: Go ahead.

Felix: That’s just exactly what I’m going to do!

Doris: All right. Fine. You do that.

Felix: You bet I will. You can just bet on it!

Doris: You call the police. You do that. It’s fine with me.

Felix: Don’t you for a moment think I won’t!

Doris: Oh, you’d do it!

Felix: You bet I would. And that’s just what I’m going to do.

Doris: Fine. You turn me in. You do that. You’re the man to do it.

Felix: I most certainly am, and that’s what I’m going to do!

 


(BLACKOUT)

 


SCENE 3

 



Felix: (On telephone. The stage is in darkness.) Nothing serious, Victor. No—I’m a little tired. I had a very bad time last night. No—I hate to take them, they’re enervating. Thank you, but I’ll be fine by twelve or so. I’ll come in then.

 



(Lights come up slowly. Morning light through the window. DORIS stands near FELIX peering at him through the binoculars.)

Doris: Ooh, look at the big man. (He ignores her.) Don’t you love me? Oh, that’s right—only in the bedroom. I forgot—it depends on what room we’re in. Let’s take a shower together. I want to find out how you feel about me in the bathroom.


Felix: Doris—I’m not coming back to this apartment tonight. I mean it.

Doris: Honey—what are you fighting? Why don’t you take it easy? (She tries to embrace him. He pushes her off, knocking the orange out of her hand. DORIS laughs, picks up the orange.) You better bring some more oranges. We’re running out.

Felix: I won’t be coming back. Did you hear me?

Doris: (Humoring a child.) Sure. You’ll be back after work to pack your things, though? (Silence from FELIX.) Would you like me to pack for you and have it ready?

Felix: Shut up.

Doris: I could put it all outside the door so you wouldn’t even have to come inside.

Felix: Your humor is like you are—crude and clumsy.

Doris: (Going to him—tenderly.) Baby—why don’t you stop—?

Felix: If you call me “baby” once more, I’ll—(Looks around desperately.) I’ll smash your television set.

Doris: (Goes to him, feels his head.) I think you’ve got a fever.

Felix: (Looking to heaven.) Oh God! Are you listening—are you laughing? She says I’ve got a fever.

Doris: You’re not going to work today—you’re getting right back into bed.

Felix: (To heaven.) Do you hear? The tower of my mind is crashing down—wrecked by a termite—and now the termite is putting me to bed! God—do something!

 



(She’s pushing and pulling him to the sofa.)

 



Doris: Don’t talk to God that way. He’ll strike you dead.

Felix: Oh no! Not while He’s having so much fun with me!

 



(She pushes him down on the sofa—feels his head again.)

 



Doris: Does it hurt any place?

Felix: Listen—I’m going to beg you—please—go away—please leave me alone.

Doris: (Feeling his throat.) Does this hurt?

Felix: You’re grinding your heel in my raw soul. That is what hurts.

Doris: Wow! That’s good! You ought to use that in a story.

Felix: (Weakly.) You must go away. Why won’t you go away? Tell me why!

Doris: Because, sweetheart—I can make you happy—I do make you happy—if you’ll only let me—

Felix: No—no—you make me miserable.

Doris: But, baby. . .

Felix: “Baby” you make happy, yes—but “Felix” you make miserable, and that’s me—Felix—I am Felix. Will you listen to me? I am not “Baby.” I don’t want to be “Baby.”

Doris: I wish you’d go to bed. Do you have a thermometer?

Felix: It’s a nightmare—I’m caught in a fog—I’m screaming! But I can’t make a sound!

Doris: Lie down on the sofa.

Felix: (Limp, he flops down on the sofa.) What’s the use?

Doris: That’s my boy.

Felix: Yes. That’s your boy. I confess. Felix unmasked. Felix captured and brought to justice—“Baby—honey—sweetheart” alias “Felix.”

Doris: Now just relax. (She feels his forehead again.) Does it hurt any place?

Felix: No. All the nerves have died.

Doris: Now be serious. Is your throat sore? Do you have a headache? Should I call the doctor?

Felix: That’s ridiculous! The disease never calls the doctor.

Doris: Now don’t say nasty things! Be nice.

Felix: (Rising hysteria.) Nice? You’re absolutely right! Now that I have come to live in Niceville I must do as the nice people do—I must be nice. “Baby sweetheart” must be nice.

Doris: (Beginning to be afraid.) You’re absolutely crazy. I never heard such crazy talk in my life.

Felix: You’re right again. Baby must not speak the language of Felix. Felix the mind is dead. Long live Baby!

Doris: Please stop it.

Felix: Call me “Baby”—say “please stop it, Baby”—go on.

Doris: I don’t want to.

Felix: Why not? That’s who I am—I’m Baby.

Doris: Please, honey, you’re scaring me.

Felix: Yes—yes—sorry—that’s because I’m not talking Baby’s language. How’s this? (Tough.) What do you say we feed the face, Sweetie, and then we can hop into the sack and knock off a quickie. Let’s ball. Let’s get down in the slime and roll around in it. Let’s have a little poon-tang. Let’s hump. (As DORIS withdraws from him.) That’s it, hump, hump, hump.

Doris: (Completely depressed by now.) All right—all right, you win.

Felix: I win? What do I win?

Doris: I’m going. (She exits to bedroom; then, from Offstage.) I’ll come back later to get my things. When you’re not here.

Felix: (Calls.) Are you really going, Baby?

Doris: That’s what you want, isn’t it?

Felix: It’s not my first choice. My first choice is for you never to have come. Could I have that?

Doris: You sure fooled me. I thought I had you figured.

Felix: You did—I’m the one I had fooled.

Doris: (She opens the door.) I’ll call you tonight when I get set and let you know where I am.

Felix: Don’t call.

Doris: Don’t be such a baby. You can always hang up on me if you don’t want to talk to me.

Felix: I won’t be here.

Doris: You better take care of yourself or you’re gonna be sick. You hear me?

Felix: (Wryly.) I’ll take an aspirin.

Doris: Good idea—no—there’s some fizz powder on the dresser. It gets into the bloodstream seconds faster than aspirin.

Felix: I grew up with aspirin. I refuse to believe there’s a short-cut aspirin doesn’t know about.

Doris: Just the same—take that powder. And I’ll call you tonight.

 



The following is the monologue created from the previous scene.

 


DORIS (to FELIX), age 20s to 30s. 
pp. 36–43 (SAMUEL FRENCH, INC.)

You can’t insult me—it’s impossible, you know why? It’s all your fault. Oh, I don’t mean getting me thrown out of my room. I mean it’s your fault I’m in love. It’s true—you made me love you. (Sings.) I didn’t want to do it. I didn’t want to do it. Fifty million—that’s how much it’ll cost you to get rid of me—not a penny less. Hey—I thought you were going to move out and leave me, the “vermin,” in possession—what happened? I would have lost all respect for you if you left. I don’t know how long I’m planning to stay. I’m stuck here. (Sings.) I’m just a prisoner of love. Notice I’m singing all the time—I always do that when I’m in love. You can’t insult a person who’s in love. You can’t do anything to them because they’re so light—you can throw them off the roof and they’ll float to the ground. I know a lot about love. This is different. I love you in a very deep quiet way—like a river. Ooh, look at the big man. Don’t you love me? Oh, that’s right—only in the bedroom. I forgot—it depends on what room we’re in. Let’s take a shower together. I want to find out how you feel about me in the bathroom. Honey—what are you fighting? Why don’t you take it easy? You’re going? (First panic, then humoring a child.) Sure. You’ll be back after work to pack your things, though? Would you like me to pack for you and have it ready? I could put it all outside the door so you wouldn’t even have to come inside. I think you’ve got a fever. You’re not going to work today—you’re getting right back into bed. Does it hurt any place? I’m not going away because, sweetheart—I can make you happy—I do make you happy—if you’ll only let me. I wish you’d go to bed. Do you have a thermometer? Lie down on the sofa. Does it hurt any place? Is your throat sore? Do you have a headache? Should I call the doctor? Please, honey, you’re scaring me. All right—all right, you win. I’m going. I’ll come back later to get my things. When you’re not here. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You sure fooled me. I thought I had you figured. I’ll call you tonight when I get set and let you know where I am. You can always hang up on me if you don’t want to talk to me. You better take care of yourself or you’re gonna be sick. You hear me? There’s some fizz powder on the dresser. It gets into the bloodstream faster than aspirin. Take it. And I’ll call you tonight.


It is the following afternoon. Felix succumbed to your charms the evening before and you both wound up in bed. When you awoke after a night of ecstatic lovemaking you are in love but he wants you to leave
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