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SAME TIME, NEXT YEAR 43

: ¢ Jast pregnancy she's had a problem.”
slﬂ%em-;?i to pay for the cleaning of the carpet. 45
I omis. Did that hlclp_?

goE. 1hey said 1t wasn’t necessary. They had a
.3 You think this 18 fUnpy?

maid 2 "Troe been meaning to tell you for a long

| DORIS: l
-merI just Jove Helen. :
tm® e, Would <he come off any worse if 1 told you
acoount?

1 lpsggf George, when did you get so stufly? —']
(GEORGE- stuffy? Am I stuffy is I don’t like my wife
urinate my client’s cgrpets?

RIS. 1 didn’t mean just that but—well—look at
ou. I me __you scream Establxshment».
| . GEORGE- I am not 8 faddist!
| DORIS. What do you mean? -
| = I’m not going to be like those middle aged
ers and Prince Valiant

jdiots W1 OuEETS (8B
hajrcuts Who 80 around yelling Ciao! :
Doris. I wasn’t just talking about fashion. 1 was
talking about your attitudes.
Georce- MY attitudes are the same as they always
were. 1 haven't changed.
ave. You used to be green and

Doris. Yes, you h
human. Now you

insecure and & terrible liar and—

geem so sure of yourself.
Georce. That'’s the last thing T am.

Doris. Oh?
Georce. 1 picked up one of Helen’s magazines the
this article telling women

other day and there was
s they should have. It was

what quality of orgasm
called “The Big O.” You know what really got to me?
g;ﬂlﬂ was a magazine my mother used to buy for its
it cake recipes.
gom?ni' T%e times they are a changing, darling.
oé bad :ta 30 fast, too fast. Twenty, thirty years ago
but the ndards—maybe they were black and white
y were standards, Today—it’s so confusing.
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cr 11
DORIS: A’;Z YOIi ,serioug? W

- . Yes, 1'm gerious, Wi '
oﬁ(;{; ‘gngée 4 t.he g . ipe the sons of bitches

DORIS: I don’t know anything about you. What kind
Of a man al‘e'you ;

«p. Right now—very frustrated.
time I thought I was going to bed

DORIS: All this
; ] Democrat. You told me you worked for

Gtevenson:
GEORGE- That was years ago.
What changed you? What happened to you?

DORIS.
GroRGE. I grew ub-
DORIS- Yeah, well as far as I'm concerned you didn’t
turn out t00 well. :
(EORGE. Let’s forget it, huh?
DORIS. Forget it? How can I forget it? I mean being
stuffy and—and old fashioned 1s one thing but being
g Fascist is another. :
GEORGE. I am not a Fascist!
DORIS. You're advocating ma
(GEORGE- Doris—drop 1t okay
Dogis. You stand for everything I'm against!
Gporce. Then maybe you'Tre against the wrong

things! ;
Doris. You used to believe
GEoRGE. 1 changed!

Dogris. Why?
GporcE. Because Michael was killed!

Dogis. Oh, my God. How?
Grorce. He was trying to get a wounded man onto
a Red Cross helicopter and 2 sniper killed him.

Doris. When?
Grorce. We heard at a July 4th party. Helen went

completely to pieces. I didn’t feel a thing. I thought I
;ﬁ: ;I:IIShoﬁl‘{ anq it would hit me later.gIt nevergdid.
didn't sg 3 ing I've been able to feel is blind anger.
5 1o :ed?x tear. Isn’t that something? He was my
R o h}m but—for the life of me—I can’t seem
im. Doris, I'm sorry about—everything.

sg murder!
| Just—drop it!

in the same things I do.
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Lately I've been a bit.on edge and— It just seeq,
. be ﬁ%&-damn thing—after . . . (He starts 4, T.;g
and they embrace as.)

THE CURTAIN FALLS
END ACT TWO, ScEne 1

ACT TWO
_ SCENE 2
Twe Tive: 4 day in February, 1970.
THE PLACE: The Same.

AT Rise: Doris and GEoRGE are sitting up in bed. She
s doing a cross-word puzzle. He s reading the
Sports section of a newspaper. After q
moments, they put down their papers and look qf
each other. :

Doris. It’s amazing how good it can be after twenty
years, isn't it?

Georce. Honey, if you add up all the times we've
actually made it together we’re still on our honeymoon,

Doris. Did T tell you I'm a grandmother?

GEorce. No but I think vou picked a weird time to
announce it. Anyway, you're the youngest looking
grandmother I've ever had a peak experience with.

Doris. (She crosses to dressing table.) My mother
thanks you, my father thanks You, my hairdresser
thanks you and my plastic surgeon thanks you. (She
sits at dresser, peers into mirror, starts to brush hair
and apply make-up.) When Harry says “You’re not
the girl I married” he doesn’t know how right he is.

GporGe. Didn’t Harry like your old nose?







