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Same Time, Next Year
ACT ONE
Scene 1
THE TiME: A day in February, 1951.

THE Prace: A bed-sitting room in the cottage of a
Spanish style inn near Mendecino, North of San
Francisco. It is a cozy comfortable room, large
enough to contain a double bed, dressing table,
chintz-covered sofa, a baby grand piano, wood
burning fireplace and an ottoman. There are two
leaded pane yluss windows, a closet, a door leading
to the bathroom and another door which opens
onto the patio-entrance to the cottage. The room’s
aura of permanence ts not an illusion. The decor
has been the same for the past twenty-five years
and will not change for the next twenty-five.

AT RisE: GeorGE and Doris are in bed. (GEORGE is
sitting up against the headboard of the bed rigidly
staring into space. Doris is lying in a sleeping
position but her eyes are wide open. Very slowly
and carefully GeoRGE gets out of the bed. When
she feels GrorGE move, Doris shuts her eyes and
pretends to be asleep. GEORGE picks up his jacket
and puts it on, then ke finds a sock and puts that
on. As he 1s putting on the second sock Doris turns
to watch him.

Doris. That's a real sharp looking outfit.
Georce. Hello.
Doris. Hi.
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Georce. Did T wake you?

Doris. I was awake.

GrorGE. How’d you sleep?

Dorrs. Fine, thank you. (Dorsi reaches for her petti-
coat which is on the dressing table stool beside the
bed. She pulls it under the sheet and puts the sheet
over her head while she gets into her slip. GEORGE
meanwhile has found his trousers and quickly puts
them on.) What time is it?

GEeorGE. My watch is on the bedside table.

Doris. (Picks up watch.) Ten to twelve!

GEeorce. No, it’s twenty-five after eight. The stem is
broken. It's three hours and twenty-five minutes fast.

Doris. Why don’t you get it fixed?

GeorcE. I was going to. I got used to it.

Doris. Doesn’t it mix you up?

Grorae. No, I'm very quick with figures.

Doris. Why are you looking at me like that?

Grorce. We're in a lot of trouble.

Doris. Yeah?

GrorGe. Why do you have to look so luminous? It
would make it a lot easier if you woke up with puffy
cyes and blotchy skin like everyone else.

Doris. T guess God figured chubby thighs were
enough.

Grorce. Look, this is not just going to go away.
We've got to talk about it.

Doris. Okay. (She gets out of bed, the sheet around
her. and starts for the bathroom.)

Georce. Where are you going?

Doris. I'm going to brush my teeth.

GrorGe. Dorothy, please sit down. (Doris starts fo
speak.) Please sit down and let me say this. (She sits
on the end of the bed.) Dorothy, first of all, T want
vou to know last night was the most beautiful, wonder-
ful. crazy thing that’s ever happened to me and Il
never forget it—or you.

Dogris. Doris.

(GEorGE. What?
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Doris. My name is Doris.

GEORGE. Your name is Doris. I've been calling you
Dorothy all night. Why didn’t you tell me earlier?

Doris. I didn’t expect us to end up like we did.
Then I did try to tell you but you weren’t listening.

GeorGe. When?

Doris. Right in the middle of everything.

GEORGE. It was incredible wasn’t it?

Dogris. It was—nice. Especially the last time.

GEORGE. I'm an animal. I don’t know what got into
me. What was the matter with the first'two times?

Doris. What? Oh—well, the first time was kinda fast
and the second-—look, I feel funny talking about this.

GEORGE. It was a very beautiful thing, Doris. There
was nothing disgusting or dirty in what we did.

Doris. Then how come you look so down in the
dumps?

Georce. My wife is going to kill me.

Doris. How is she going to find out?

GeorGE. She knows.

Doris. You said she was in New Jersey.

GrorgcE. It doesn’t matter. She knows.

Doris. How?

GeorGe. Was it as incredible for you as it was for
me?

Doris. Do all men like to talk about it a lot after-
wards?

GeorcE. Why? You think I'm some sort of pervert
or something?

Doris. No, I just wondered. See, I was a virgin when
I got married. At least sort, of.

GEORGE. Sort of ?

Doris. Well, T was pregnant but I don’t count that.

GEeorGe. Doris, that counts.

Doris. I mean it was by the man I married.

GrorGE. Oh, I'm sorry.

Doris. (She s putting on her blouse.) That’s okayv.
Harry and me would've gotten married anyway. Tt
just speeded things up a bit. Turns out I get pregnant
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if we drink from the same cup. (He looks at her.)
What’s the matter?

GeoRGE. It’s okay. Trojans are very reliable.

Doris. Who are?

GeorGe. Never mind. I'm in a lot of trouble. I think
I love you. It’s crazy! It’s really crazy! I don’t even
know if you’ve read “Catcher in the Rye”.

Doris. I didn’t graduate high school.

GEeorGE. You see? I don’t even care! Of course, I
should’ve known this would happen. There’s something
about me I didn’t tell you.

Doris. What? (She puts on her skirt.)

Georce. When 1t comes to life I have a brown thumb.

Doris. What do you mean?

Grorge. Nothing I do ever turns out right. Ever. The
first time I had sex T was eighteen years old. We were
in the back seat of a parked 1938 Dodge sedan. Right
in the middle of it we were rear ended.

Doris. Gee, that’s terrible. Did you have insurance?

GrorGE. You know the song they were playing on
the juke box last night when we met?

Doris. No?

Grorce. “If T Knew You Were Coming I’d’ve Baked
A Cake”!

Doris. So?

GeorGE. So that’s going to be “our song”! Other
people would get “Be My Love” or “Hello Young
Lovers”. Me—I get “If T Knew You Were Coming
I’d’ve Baked A Cake™!

Dogris. You're very romantic. I like that.

Georcr. T think I'm in love with you. Now you
want to know the luck I have? I'm happily married!

Dogris. Are you Jewish?

GEORGE. No.

Doris. Well, how come you're so guilty ?

Grorcr. Don'’t you fecl guilty?

Doris. Are vou kidding? Half my high school
became nuns.
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hGEORGE‘ Catholics have rules about this sort of
thing.

Doris. We have rules about everything. That’s
what’s so great about being Catholic. You always
know where you stand.

George. I tell you, Doris, I feel like slitting my
wrists.

Doris. Are you Italian?

Grorge. What’s with you and nationalities?

Doris. You’re so emotional.

GEeoRrGE. I happen to be a C.P.A. I can be as logical
as the next person.

Doris. You don’t strike me as an accountant type.

Georce. It’s very simple. My whole life has been a
mess. Figures always come out right. I like that. What
are you?

Doris. I'm Ttalian.

GEorGe. Why aren’t you more emotional?

Doris. When you grow up in a large Italian family,
it’s enough to turn you off emotion for life.

GeorGeE. I wondered why you weren’t crying or
yelling.

Dogris. I did before in the bathroom.

GEeorce. Crying?

Doris. Yelling.

GeorgE. I didn't hear you.

Doris. I stuffed a towel in my mouth.

Grorce. I'm sorry.

Doris. That's all right. There’s no sense erying over
spilt milk.

GEORGE. You're right.

Doris. Then how come we feel so terrible?

GEORGE. Because we're two decent, honest people and
this thing is tearing us apart. I mean I know it wasn’t
our fault but I keep seeing the faces of my children
and the look of betrayal in their eyes. I keep thinking
of our marriage vows, the trust my wife has placed in
me, the experiences we've shared together. And you
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know the worst part of it all? While I'ma thinking of
all these things, I have this fantastic hard on.

Doris. I really wish you hadn’t said that.

GrorGeE. I'm sorry. I just feel we should be totally
honest with each other.

Doris. No, it’s not that. I have to go to confession.

GeorGe. We're both crazy! I mean this sort of thing
happens to millions of people every day. We're just
normal, healthy human beings who did a perfectly
healthy, normal thing. You don’t use actual names in
confession do you?

Doris. No.

GEeorce. May I ask you something?

Doris. Sure.

Grorce. Would you go to bed with me again?

Dogris. George, we can’t!

Grorce. Why not?

Dogris. We'll feel worse afterwards!

GeorGe. No. I’'m over that now; I just remembered
something!

Dorts. What?

CGeorge. The Russians have the bomb! We could all
be dead tomorrow!

Dorits. George, you're clutching at straws!

Georce. Don’t you understand? We’re both grown
up people who have absolutely nothing to be ashamed
or afraid of!!!! (There is a KNOCK at the door. They
both freeze.) Just a second! (Then they go into frantic
action. He attempts to straighten up the room. She
grabs her hat, jacket, purse and starts for the bath-
room.) Don’t go into the bathroom!

Doris. Why not?

GEeorcE. It's the first place they look! Just a second!
I'm coming! (She heads for the window and climbs
out. He spots her girdle on the hearth, grabs it and
stuffs it part way into his pocket. He opens the door
about six inches and squeezes outside, closing the door
behind him. We hear a muffled exchange Offstage
before he reecnters carrying a breakfast tray which
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he places on the coffee table. He looks around for
Doris, sees open window and crosses to it.) Doris?
Doris? (While he is looking out the window, she
comes through the front door.)

Doris. You have a woman in here?

GrorGE. (Startled, he turns to face her.) It’s okay.
I was very calm. It was old Mr. Chalmers with my
breakfast. He didn’t suspect a thing.

Doris. He didn’t ask about your girdle?

GEORGE. What girdle? (He looks at his pocket, and
sees her girdle.) Oh, great! Now he probably thinks
J’m a homo!

Doris. (She takes the girdle and puts it into her
purse.) What do you care?

GEeoRGE. I stay here every year.

Doris. You do, why?

George. I have a friend who went into the wine
business near here. I fly out the same weekend every
year to do his books.

Doris. From New Jersey?

George. He was my first client. It’s kind of a
sentimental thing.

Dogris. Oh.

GEeorge. Doris, there’s something I want to tell you.

Doris. What?

GeorGe. I know I must appear very smooth and
glib—sexually. Well, I want you to know that since
T've been married this is the very first time I've done
this.

Doris. Don’t worry, I could tell. Do you mind if 1
have some of your breakfast?

GEeorGE. Go ahead. I'm not hungry. It’s funny when
I was single I was no good at quick, superficial affairs.
1 had to be able to really like the person before . . .
What do you mean—you could tell? In what way could
you tell?

Doris. What? Oh—I don’t know—the way you tried
to get your pants off over your shoes and then tripped
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and hit your head on the coffee table. Little things
like that.

GEorcE. It’s great to be totally honest with another
person isn’t it?

Doris. It sure is.

GeorgE. I haven’t been totally honest with you.

Doris. No?

George. No. I told you I was a married man with
two children.

Doris. You're not?

GEORGE. No. I'm a married man with three chiidren.
I thought it would make me seem less married. Look, I
just didn’t think it through. Anyway, it’s been like a
lead weight inside me all morning. I mean denying
little Debbie like that. I don’t normally behave like
this, I was under a certain stress. You understand?

Doris. Sure, we all do dopey things sometimes. How
come your wife doesn’t travel with you?

GEorGE. Phyliss won’t get on a plane.

Doris. Is she afraid of flying?

GeorGE. Crashing.

Doris. (Noticing that Grorce ts staring at her.)
Why are you looking at me like that?

GEoRGE. I love the way you eat.

Doris. You wanta share some coffee with me?

GEeorGE. No thank you. Doris, do you believe that
two perfect strangers can look at each other across a
crowded room and suddenly want to possess each
other in every conceivable way possible?

Doris. No.

GeorGe. Then how did this whole thing start?

Doris. It started when you sent me over that steak
in the restaurant.

GeorGe. They didn’t serve drinks. They’re known
for their steaks.

Doris. Then when I looked over and you toasted
me with your fork with a big piece of steak on it, that
really made me laugh. I never saw anybody do that
before. What made you do it?
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Georcu. Impulse. Usually I never do that sort of
thing. I have a friend who says that life is saying
“yes”. The most I've ever been able to manage is
“maybe”.

Doris. So then why did you do it?

Georce. 1 was lonely and you looked so vulnerable.
You had a run in your stocking and your lipstick was
smeared.

Doris. You thought I looked cheap?

GeorcE. I thought you looked beautiful.

Doris. I really should be going. The nuns will be
wondering what happened to me.

GEoRrGE. Nuns?

Dogis. Yeah. It didn’t seem right to bring up when
we met yesterday in the restaurant but I was on my
way to retreat.

GEORGE. Retreat?

Dorrs. It’s right near here. I go every year at this
time when Harry takes the kids to Bakersfield.

GEeorGe. What’s in Bakersfield?

Dogis. His mother. It’s her birthday.

GrorGe. She doesn’t mind that you don’t go?

Doris. No, she hates me.

George. Why?

Doris. 1 got pregnant.

GEeorce. Her son had something to do with that.

Doris. She blocks that out of her mind. You see, he
was in his first year of dental college and he had to
quit and take a job selling waterless cooking. And so
now every year on her birthday I go on retreat.

GEeorce. To think about God?

Doris. Well, Him too, sure. See I have three little
kids. I got pregnant the first time when I was eighteen
and so I never really had any time to think about
what I think. Never mind . . . sometimes I think I'm
crazy.

Georce. Why?

Doris. Well, take my life. I live in a two bedroom
duplex in downtown Oakland, we have a 1948 Kaiser,



14 SAME TIME, NEXT YEAR ACT I

a blond three piece dinette set, Motorola TV, and we
go bowling at least once a week. I mean what else
could anyone ask for? But sometimes things get me
down, you know? It’s dumb!

GeorGE. I don’t think it’s dumb.

Doris. You don’t? Boy, I can really talk to you. It’s
amazing I find myself saying things to you that I
didn’t know I thought. I noticed that yesterday right
after we met in the restaurant.

Georce. We had instant rapport! Did you notice
that too?

Dogris. No, but I know we really hit it off. Harry’s
not much of a talker. How about your wife. Do you
two talk a lot?

GeorGE. Doris, naturally we’re both curious about
each other’s husband and wife. But rather than dwell-
ing on it and letting it spoil everything why don’t we
do this. I'll tell you two stories one showing the best
side of my wife and the other showing the worst. Then
you do the same about your husband and then let’s
forget that. Okay?

Dogris. Okay.

GrorGE. I'll go first. T'll start with the worst side.
Phyliss knows about us.

Doris. Now you said that before. How could she
know?

GEORGE. She has this thing in her head.

Doris. Oh, you mean like a plate?

JEORGE. Plate?

Doris. My uncle has one of those. He was wounded
in the war and they put this steel plate in his head
and now he says he can always tell when it’s going
to rain.

GEORGE. I'm in a lot of trouble.

Doris. Why?

Groree. 1 find everything you say absolutely fasci-
nating.

Dorrs. Tell me about your wife’s steel plate.

GeorGE. No, it’s not a plate—it’s more like a bell. I
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could be a million miles away but if I even look at
another girl she knows it. Last night at 1:22 T just
know she sat bolt upright in bed with her head going,
ding, ding, ding, ding!

Doris. How’d you know it was 1:22?

Georce. My watch said 4:47.

Doris. Okay, now tell me a story about the good
side of her.

Georce. Well. She helped me believe in myself. I
mean, it may be hard for you to imagine but I used to
be very insecure.

Doris. How did she do that? Help you believe in
yourself?

GEORGE. She married me.

Doris. That was very nice of her. I mean bolstering
you up and all.

GeorGe. Okay, your turn. Tell me the worst story
first.

Doris. Okay. (Pause.) It’s hard.

GEeorGE. To pick one?

Doris. No, to think of one. Harry’s the salt of the
carth-—everyone says so.

GEORGE. Look, you owe me at least one rotten story.

Dogris. Okay. This is not really rotten but well—
It was on our fourth anniversary. We were having kind
of a rough time. I was pregnant and we’d gotten in
over our heads financially but we decided to have some
people over to help celebrate. Now Harry doesn’t
drink much but he did have three beers that night. It
wag after the Gillette fights and I overheard him talk-
ing to some of the guys and he said his time in the
Army were the best years of his life.

Georce. A lot of guys feel that way about the
service.

Doris. Harry was in the Army four years. Three of
those years were spent in a Japanese prison camp!
And he said this on our anniversary. Oh, I know he
didn’t mean to hurt me—Harry would never hurt



16 SAME TIME, NEXT YEAR ACT 1

anyone—but, well, it hurt, you know? Promise me
you won'’t ever tell anybody I told you that.

GeorcE. I wouldn’t tell anybody.

Doris. Because I never told anyone that before.
Now, you wanta hear a story about the good side of
him?

Georce. Not really.

Doris. You have to! I don’t want you to get the
wrong impression of him.

Georce. Okay, if you insist.

Doris. Well, Harry’s a real big, heavyset sort of guy.

GEORGE. I wish you hadn’t told me that.

Doris. Oh, no, he’s gentle as a puppy. Anyway he
tries to do different things with each of the kids, you
know? So, he was having a hard time finding some-
thing special to do with Tony, our four year old. Then
he gets the idea to take him out to fly a kite. So this
one Saturday last winter they go out but there’s no
wind and they have trouble getting the kite to take
off. Well, after a while Tony who’s pretty bored by
now, he’s only four years old, asks if he can go sit in
the car. Harry said “okay.” (She starts to laugh.)
About an hour later I come by on my way home from
the laundromat and I see Tony sound asleep in the
car and Harry all alone in the park, all red in the face
and out of breath pounding up and down with this
huge kite dragging along behind him. (She sees that
GEORGE 18 not laughing.) Well, it really got to me.

Greorce. Yeah, I know. Helen has some wonderful
qualities too.

Doris. Who’s Helen?

GEeorce. My wife.

Doris. You said her name was Phyliss.

GeorGe. I lied. Phyliss—Helen—what’s the differ-
ence? I'm married. I'm sorry I didn’t want to leave
any clues. I thought you might try to look me up or
something.

Doris. Is your name really George?
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GeorGe. My name? Do you think I'd lie about my
own name?

Dogis. Yes.

GEeorGE. That’d be crazy.

Doris. You're crazy.

GEeoRGE. It’s funny, isn’t it? Here we are in a hotel
room, gazing into each other’s eyes, and we’re married
with six kids between us.

Doris. You got pictures?

GEORGE. What?

Doris. Pictures of your kids.

GeorGe. Well, sure, but I don’t think this is the
time or place to . .

Doris. I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.
(She takes folder from her purse.) 1 keep them in a
special folder we got free from Kodak. Where are
yours?

GeoRGE. (Reluctantly takes out his wallet.) You
have to take the whole wallet. (They sit side by side
on the sofa.)

Doris. Oh, they’re cute! Is that the oldest one in the
glasses and baggy tights?

GEeoRGE. That’s Michael. Funny looking kid isn’t he?

Dogris. Does he want to be Superman?

GEORGE. Peter Pan. Sometimes it worries me. (Look-
ing at snap in his hand.) Why is this one’s face all
scrunched up?

Doris. Oh, that’s Paul. It was taken on a roller
coaster. Isn’t it natural looking? Right after that he
threw up.

GeorGE. Yeah, he’s really something. I guess he
looks like Harry, huh?

Doris. Both of us really. What’s your little girl’s
name?

GeorGE. Debbie. That was taken on her second
birthday. We were trying to get her to blow out the
candles.

Dogris. She has her hand in the cake.
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GeorGe. Yeah, neat is not her strong suit.

Doris. You have great looking kids, George.

GEeorGe. Thank you. So do you.

Doris. Thank you. (They hand back the photo-
graphs which each tmmediately replaces where they
came from. They gaze at one another, move into an
awkward embrace which becomes extremely passionate.
They pull apart. Removing her hat and rising.) Okay.
But this is the last time.

CURTAIN
END OF Scene 1

ACT ONE
ScenE 2
THE TiME: A day in February, 1956.
THE Prace: The same.

AT Rise: GEORGE has just hung a HAPPY 5th sign on
the front door. Doris is Offstage in the bathroom
changing. GEORGE takes a small cake from the
bedside table and puts it with two plates and forks
on the coffee table.

Doris. (Offstage.) Damn.

GEorGE. What?

Doris. (Offstage.) It’s my merry widow.

GeorGe. Your what?

Doris. (Offstage.) Merry widow. It mashes you in
and pushes you out in all the right places. But it cuts
off all circulation so you can’t breathe.

GrorGE. Be sure and let me know when you're
coming out.

Doris. (Offstage.) Right now.
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GEORGE. Wait a minute! (He sits at piano.) Okay—
now! (He plays and sings “IF I KNEW YOU WERE
COMIN’ 'DA BAKED A CAKE” as she enters.)
Happy anniversary, darling. (He hands her a glass of
champagne and they toast.) Cut the cake and make
a wish. (Doris crosses to sit on sofa to cut cake.)
What did you wish?

Doris. I only have one wish.

GeorGe. What?

Doris. That you keep showing up every year.

GEORGE. That was one of the best ideas you ever had.

Doris. What? That we meet here every year. I don’t
think either one of us can take credit for that. It was
just something we stumbled into. Matter of fact, that
first year I didn’t think you’d show up at all.

GEorGE. I was sure you wouldn’t. Of course, in those
days I had less confidence in my personal magnetism.

Dogris. Where’d you get the champagne?

GEORGE. Old Chalmers brought it while you were
changing.

Doris. Bit risky, isn’t it?

GeORGE. I'm sure by now old Chalmers knows the
score.

Dogris. I really think he does. Everytime 1 go past
the front desk he winks at me.

GeorGE. That’s not a wink. He has a tic in his eye.

Doris. Chalmers has a tic? Why didn’t you tell me
that before. For five years I've been winking back!
(Pause . . . GEORGE stares at Doris.) What? You
hate my hair, don’t you?

X GeoraE. I've already told you I'm crazy about your
air.

Doris. It’s not too blonde? I don’t know, maybe
next time I should go into the city to have it done.

GEeorce. How are the suburbs?

Doris. Muddy mostly. Right now everyone’s very
excited. Next week they’re going to connect the
sewers. Well, it’s not exactly the life of Scott and
Zelda, but we're surviving.
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GEORGE. You started reading.

Doris. Oh, you don’t know the half of it. I joined
the Book of the Month Club.

GEeorGe. Good for you.

Doris. Sometimes 1 even take the alternate selec-
tions. How about you? You still in New Jersey?

GEorGE. We moved to Connecticut. We bought an old
barn and converted it.

Doris. How is it?

GeorGe. Drafty. Helen’s got the decorating bug. I
have this mental picture of her at my funeral just as
they’re closing the lid on my coffin she’ll throw in two
fabric swatches and yell out, “Which one do you like?”
That’s the bad story about her.

Doris. What else is new?

GeorGE. We had a baby girl.

Doris. Oh, congratulations! You have pictures?

GEORGE. I knew you’d ask.

Doris. Oh, she’s adorable. It’s funny. I still like to
look at babies but I don’t want to own one anymore.
You think that’s a sign of maturity?

Georce. Could be. (He takes out cigar.) Here, I
even kept one of these for you to give to Harry. It’s
from Havana.

Doris. Harry still thinks I go on retreat. What
should I tell him? It came from a Cuban nun! (He
takes the cigar back.) How are the rest of the kids?
How’s Michael?

GEORGE. Oh, crazy as ever. He had this homework
assignment, to write what he did on his summer vaca-
tion. Trouble is, he chose to write what he actually did.

Dogris. What was that?

GEeorGE. Tried to get laid. He wrote in great comic
detail about his unfortunate tendency to get an
erection on all forms of public transportation. The
school almost suspended him.

Doris. You're crazy about him, aren’t you?

GrorGe. He's a very weird kid, Doris.

Doris. And he really gets to you. Come on—admit it.
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" G;]ORGE. O.K. I admit it. He’s a nice kid. (He kisses
er.

Dor1s. What was that for?

Georce. Everything. This. One beautiful weekend
every year with no cares, no ties and no responsibilities.
Thank you, Doris. (They go into a passionate em-
brace.)

Doris. Gee, I just got all dressed up.

(They move toward the bed, stop for a final embrace
whick carries them on to the bed. Just at that
moment the phone rings.)

GeorGe. (Reaches out and picks up phone.) Hello.
Yes. (He sits up.) Yes, this is Daddy. Is everything all
right? It came out huh? Which one was it? Of course
the tooth-fairy will come, sweetheart. Why tonight, of
course. It doesn’t matter if you can’t find it darling,
the tooth-fairy will know. Well, I wish I could be
there to find it for you too, honey, but Daddy’s work-
ing. Oh, in my room. Honey, does Mommy know you're
calling? Well I’'m sure she’ll be back any minute. Yes
it’s a very nice room . . . well, it has a fireplace and
a sofa and a big comfortable b . . . bathroom. I wish
I could be there to help you find it too sweetheart but
Daddy has to finish his business. Yes, I love you too,
sweetheart. Goodbye . . . goodbye. (He hangs up.)
Oh, I feel so guilty!

Doris. Debbie?

GEORGE. Her tooth came out. She can’t find it and
she’s afraid the tooth-fairy won’t know. That thin
reedy, little voice. Do you know what that does to me!

Doris. Sure, that cheerful look on your face doesn’t
fool me for a minute.

GEORGE. You think this is funny?

Dogris. Honey, I understand how you feel but I really
don’t think it’s going to help going on about it.

GEeorGE. Doris, my little girl calls me on the phone
and says, “I love you, Daddy,” and I answered her
with a voice still hoarse with passion!
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Doris. I get the picture, George.

GeorcE. Don'’t you ever feel any guilt?

Doris. Sometimes.

Grorce. You never say anything.

Dorrs. I just handle it in a different way.

GrorGe. How?

Dogris. Privately.

Georck. I think in some ways men are more sensitive
than women.

Doris. Would you like some more champagne, dear?

GrorceE. I mean women are more pragmatic than
men.

Doris. What do you mean?

Georce. They adjust to rottenness quicker. Anyway,
you have the church.

Dogrs. The Church?

Grorce. You're Catholic. You can get rid of your
guilt all at one sitting. I have to live with mine.

Doris. There’s a lot about being Catholic you don’t
understand.

Grorce. I tell you, when she started talking about
the tooth-fairy—well, it affected me in a very pro-
found manner. On top of that I have indigestion you
can’t believe. It hit me hard, you know?

Doris. George, I have three children too.

GeorGE. Sure, sure—I know. I don’t mean that you
don’t understand. It’s just that I think that my guilt is
more acute than yours.

Doris. Honey, what do you want to do? Have a
guilt contest? Will that solve anything?

Georce. What do you want me to do, Doris?

Doris. I think it might be a terrific idea if you
stopped talking about it. It’s only making you feel
worse.

GeorGE. 1 couldn’t feel worse. My little girl calls
me on the phone . . . that pure little voice saying . . .
No, you're right. Forget it. Forget it. Talk about
something else. Tell me the good story about Harry.

Dogris. Okay. He went bankrupt.
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Georce. How can anyone go bankrupt selling TV
sets?

Doris. Harry has one failing as a salesman. It’s a
compulsion to talk his customers out of things they
can’t afford. He lacks the killer instinct. Actually, it’s
one of the things I like best about him. Anyway, he
went into real estate. Your turn.

GeorGe. What?

Doris. Tell me your story about Helen.

GeorgceE. I already did.

Doris. You just told me the bad one. Why do you
always tell that one first?

GeorGE. It's the one I look forward to telling the
most.

Doris. Tell me the good story about her.

GeorGe. Chris, our middle one, gashed his knee
badly on the lawn sprinkler. Helen drove both of us
to the hospital.

Doris. Both of you?

GeorGkE. I fainted. The nice part was she never told
anybody.

Doris. You faint often?

GeorGe. Only in emergencies.

Dogis. Is it the sight of blood that—

Georce. Please, Doris! My stomach’s already
squeamish. Oh, listen, something just occurred to me.
Instead of leaving at my usual time would you mind
if T left a little earlier?

Doris. When did you have in mind?

GeorGge. Well, there’s a plane in half an hour.

Doris. You want to leave twenty-three hours early?

GEORGE. Look, I know how you feel, I really do, and
I wouldn’t even suggest it if you weren’t a mother. 1
mean I wouldn’t even think of it if this crisis hadn’t
come up. (He moves his suitcase to the bed and starts
packing through the following.) Oh, it’s not just the
tooth-fairy but she could have swallowed the tooth. It
could be lodged God knows where. Now I know this
leaves you up in the air but there’s no reason for you



24 SAME TIME, NEXT YEAR ACT 1

to leave too. The room’s all paid for——have you seen
my hairbrush? Anyway, I'm probably doing you a
favor. If I did stay I wouldn’t be very good company.
(Doris throws the hairbrush at him. It sails past his
head and crashes into the wall. There is a pause.) You
feel somewhat rejected right? I can understand that
but I want you to know my leaving has nothing to do
with you and me. Doris, I have a sick child at home.
This 1s an emergency.

Doris. Will you stop it. It’s got nothing to do with
the goddam tooth-fairy. You're just feeling guilty and
the only way you think you can deal with it is by
getting as far away from me as possible.

GrorGe. Okay, I feel guilty. Is that so strange?
Doris, we're cheating! Once a year we lie to our fam-
ilies and sneak off to a hotel in California and commit
adultery. Not that I want to stop doing it! But yes, I
feel guilt. 1 admit it.

Doris. You admit it! You take out ads. You prob-
ably stop strangers on the street. I’'m surprised you
haven’t had a scarlet “A” embroidered on your jockey
shorts? You think that by talking about it you can
excuse what you're doing. So you wander around like
an open nerve saying, “I’'m cheating but look how
guilty I feel so I must really be a nice guy”! And to
top it all, you have the incredible arrogance to think
you're the only one in the world with a conscience.
Well, that doesn’t make you a nice guy. You know
what that makes you? A hLorse’s ass.

GEORGE. You know something? T liked you a lot
better before you joined the Book of the Month Club.
Doris, it’s not the end of the world. I'm not leaving
permanently. I’ll see you next year.

Doris. No, I don’t think you will.

GeorGE. I don’t believe this. Just because I have to
leave early one year you’re willing to throw away a
lifetime of weekends? How can you be so casual?

Doris. I don'’t see any point in going on.

GeorGe. Oh, no. Don’t do that to me, Doris. Don't
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try to manipulate me. I get enough of that at home.
That’s not what our relationship is about.

Dorts. What is it about?

GeorGE. You don’t know?

Doris. Yes. But it seems to be completely different
from what you think it’s about. That's why I think
we should stop seeing each other.

GeorGe. You’re serious.

Doris. George, what’s the point of meeting in guilt
and remorse? What joy is there in that?

Georce. Doris, I have a commitment there.

Doris. And you have none here?

GeorGe. Here? I thought our only commitment was
to show up every year.

Doris. Just two friendly sex partners who meet once
a year, touch and let go.

GeorGeE. Okay. Maybe I was kidding myself. I'm
human.

Dorts. Well, so am 1.

Georce. But you're different. Stronger. You always
seem able to cope.

Doris. During the past year I picked up the phone
and started to call you ten times. I couldn’t seem to
stop thinking about you. You kept slipping over into
my real life and it bothered the hell out of me. More
to the point I felt guilty. So I decided to stop seeing
you. At first I wasn’t going to show up at all but then
I thought I at least owed you an explanation. So I
came. When you walked in the door I knew I couldn’t
do it. That no matter what the price I'm willing to
pay it.

GEeorGe. Oh God, I feel so gulty!

Doris. I think yvou’d better leave, George.

Georce. Doris, I love you. I'm an idiot, I suspect
I'm deeply neurotic, and I'm no bargain—but I do
love you. Will you let me stay? (She turns to him and
smiles. They move into each other’s arms.) What are
we going to do?
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Doris. Touch and hold on very tight . .. until
tomorrow.

THE CURTAIN FALLS
END ACT ONE, Scene 2

ACT ONE
ScENE 3
Tue TiME: A day in February, 1961.
THE PrACE: The Same.

ATt RisE: GEORGE 8 on the telephone. He has obviously
just arrived. He still has his raincoat and hat on.
Hzis switcase s sitting unopened at the foot of the
bed

GEORGE. (Into phone.) No, of course I haven't left
Helen. I'm on a business trip. I come out. here every
year—I am not running away from the problem. Of
course I know it’s serious. I still don’t think it’s any
reason to phone me long distance and— Yes, I saw a
doctor. He said it’s no big deal. It happens to every
man at one time or another. Look, if we have to discuss
this you may as well pronounce it correctly. It’s
impotence, not impotence. What do you mean, did I
catch it in time? It’s not a terminal illness, it’s a slight
reflex problem. It’s not a question of nipping it in the
bud. Look, how did you find out about this anyway?
What sort of hints? You asked her and she looked
funny. Terrific! Look I really don’t want to discuss
this. I'm going to be okay—soon—1I just know, that’s
all. I'm seeing an expert out here! Look, I don’t think
we should even be discussing this! I’'m sorry, I'm going
to hang up now. Goodbye, Mother! (He slams the
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receiver down. He opens his suitcase and takes out his
pajamas and robe and exits into the bathroom. There
18 a slight pause and the front door opens to reveal an
obviously pregnant Doris. She crosses and puts her
suttcase down by the bed. She goes to the bathroom
door and calls out.)

Dogris. George!

GreorGe. (Offstage.) Be right out, darling! (Doris
crosses to the fireplace and with some difficulty lights
the fire. She s standing facing Downstage with her
back to the bathroom door when GEORGE comes out of
the bathroom wearing his pajamas and robe.) How are
you lover? (She turns to face him revealing her preg-
nancy. GEorGE s dumbfounded. He sinks slowly onto
the hassock.)

Dogris. Guess what?

Georce. What have you done to yourself?

Doris. Well, I can’t take all the credit. It was a
mutual effort. Honey, when you haven’t seen an old
friend for a year isn’t it customary to kiss them hello?

Georck. Yes, of course. (He gives her a kiss.)

Doris. Are you okay, pal?

GEeorGE. I'm fine. I'm a little surprised.

Doris. You're surprised. I insisted on visiting the
dead rabbit’s grave! George, how come you’re in your
pajamas and robe in the afternoon?

GeorGE. I'm rehearsing a Noel Coward play.

Doris. George, is there something on your mind?

GEeorGE. Not anymore. You must be eight months
pregnant!

Doris. Exactly. Honey, it’s not that tragic. We’ll
just have to find some other way to communicate.

Grorce. Great! You have any ideas?

Dogris. We could talk.

Greorae. Talk T can get at home!

Dorrs. Well, sex I can get at home. And as you
can see, that ain’t just talk.

Greorce. What is that supposed to make me?

Doris. What'’s the matter?
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GEeorce. Matter? I'm the only man in America who
just kept an illicit assignation with a woman who looks
like a frigate in full sail. What was that crack about
sex at home? Is that supposed to reflect on me? You
don’t think I have normal desires and sex drives?

Doris. Of course I do. I think you’re very normal. I
just meant I look forward to this weekend all year for
a lot of reasons besides sex. I just love being here, don’t
you?

GeorGE. Of course I do. Of course. You drive all the
way up here in your condition and then I behave like
a ridiculous idiot. I'm very sorry. You should have
thrown something at me. I'm sorry.

Doris. Is something else bothering you?

Georce. No, it’s nothing I really want to talk about.

Doris. Well, every year we meet it’s a bit awkward
at first but we usually solve that with a lot of heavy
breathing between the sheets.

GeorGe. Honey, if we're not going to do it, would
you mind not talking about it?

Doris. I just meant maybe we need something else
to break the ice.

GEeorcE. I'm wide open to suggestions.

Doris. How about this? T'll tell you some secret
about myself I've never told anyone before and then
you do the same.

Grorce. I think I've had enough surprises for one
day but go ahead.

Doris. You'll like this one. I've been having sex
dreams about you.

GeorGe. When?

Doris. Just lately. Almost every night.

GEorGE. What sort of sex dreams?

Doris. That’s what’s so strange. They’re always the
same. We’re making love but always under water. In
caves, grottos, swimming pools but always under water.
Isn’t that weird? Probably something to do with me
being pregnant.

GeorGE. Under water, huh?



ACT I SAME TIME, NEXT YEAR 29

Doris. Now you tell me some deep, dark secret about
yourself.

GEORGE. I can’t swim.

Doris. Do you mean literally ?

GEORGE. Of course literally! When I tell you I can’t
swim I simply mean I can’t swim.

Doris. Okay, I just asked. How come?

GEORGE. I just never learned when I was a kid. Helen
found out when she pushed me off a dock and I almost
drowned but my kids don’t even know. When we go
to the beach I pretend I'm having trouble with my
trick knee.

Doris. You have a trick knee?

GEoORrGE. No. They don’t know that either.

Doris. You see, it worked. Now we’re talking just
like two people who have made love and everything.
(She mowves to the other end of the couch and puts her
feet up.) Boy, T'll tell you something, that Ethel
Kennedy must really like kids.

GeorGe. Hey, I'm really sorry about before. I'm very
happy to see you.

Doris. Don’t you want to tell me what’s on your
mind?

GeorGe. Okay, I may as well get it out in the open.
It’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s my sex life. Lately
Helen hasn’t been able to satisfy me.

Doris. She’s lost her interest in sex?

GEeORGE. Oh, she tries—God knows. But I can tell
she’s just going through the motions.

Doris. Do you have any idea why this is?

GeorGe. Well, Helen’s always had a lot of hang-ups
about sex. She’s always thought of it as a healthy,
normal, pleasant function. Don’t you think that’s a
little bit twisted?

Doris. Only if you’re Catholic.

GEORGE. You're joking but there’s a lot to be said
for guilt and shame. I think if you don't feel a certain
amount of guilt you’re missing half the fun. To Helen
sex has always been good, clean entertainment. No
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wonder she grew tired of it. Anyway, for some reason
my sex drive has increased while hers has decreased.

Doris. That’s odd. Usually, it’s the other way
around.

GeorGE. (Defensively.) Are you accusing me of
lying?

Dogis. Of course not. Why are you so edgy?

Georce. Naturally I feel funny talking about this
when she’s not here to defend herself.

Doris. Would you like to get to the more formal
part of your presentation?

GEORGE. About Helen?

Doris. Yes.

George. Okay. I'll start with the good story about
her.

Doris. You've never done that before. You must be
mellowing.

GeorGe. Doris, do you mind? We went to London.
We were checking into a hotel and there was a man
in a formal coat and striped trousers standing at the
front entrance. Helen handed him her suitcases and
breezed on into the lobby. The man followed her and
very politely pointed out that not only didn’t he work
at the hotel but that he was the Danish Ambassador.
Without batting an eye she said, “Well, that’s mar-
velous. Now you can tell us the best restaurants in
Copenhagen.” And he did. The point is it doesn’t
bother her when she makes a total ass of herself. I
really admire that.

Doris. And what is it that you don’t admire?

GEeorGE. That damned sense of humor of hers!

Doris. Oh, good these are the stories I like the best.

George. We'd come home from a party and we’d had
a few drinks and we went to bed and we started to
make love. Well, nething happened—for me—I
couldn’t— Well, you get the picture. It was no big
deal. We laughed about it. Then about half an hour
later, just as I was about to fall asleep she said, “It’s
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