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MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT
STORY OF THE PLAY
(3 males; 8 females)

Middle of the Night, which is billed as “a love story,”
is the tale of a widower, aged 53, who falls in love with
a blonde, aged 24. Mr. Chayefsky has written it in a
minor key, deliberately holding down the emotion and
laying emphasis on the homeliness of the material. Every-
one is intentionally average—the manufacturer and his
daughter and sister; the blonde and her mother, sister and
impulsive husband.

The reactions to a love affair between a middle-aged
man and a girl who is younger than his daughter are
average, and the dialogue is composed of average talk.
Toward his material Mr. Chayefsky has a kind of
O. Henry sense of familiarity. Apparently it is part of his

design to underwrite the plot.



MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT

Play by Paddy Chayefsky; staged by Joshua Logan;
settings and lighting by Jo Mielziner; costumes by Mot-
ley; incidental music by Lehman Engel; presented by
Mr. Logan at the ANTA Theatre, February 8, 1956.
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ACT ONE
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The Manufacturer’s apartment; 3:00 P.M.
The Mother's apartment; 3:30 P.M

ACT TWO

The Mother’'s apartment. Six months later;
6:30 P.M.

The Manufacturer’s apartment; 10:00 P.M.
Same as Scene I1; 11:30 P.M.
ACT THREE

The Mother's apartment; 12:00 P.M.
The Manufacturer’s apartment; 1:30 P.M.
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Middle of the Night

ACT ONE
Scene I
The Mother's apartment; 8:30 A.M.

THE GIRL is lying on the studio-couck bed. THE MOTHER
opens the door to the landing, puts the garbage out,
and picks up two milk bottles and takes them in,
closing the door. THE GIRL gets out of bed, crosses
to the phone, sits in chair and dials. THE MOTHER
enters and crosses to the bedroom door during the
dialing.

THE GIRL. (On the phone) Hello, who’s this—Caro-
line? Caroline, this is Betty—Betty Preiss. I just called
in to say I won’t be in to work today. No, no it’s nothing
like that, it’s a personal matter.

THE MoTHER. (Opens door to bedroom) Come on get
up because it’s half past eight. (She pulls Venetian blind
in bedroom.)

TuEe Kip SiSTER. I'm up.

(THE MoTHER comes back and exits into foyer.)

TaE GIrL. (On phone) The only thing is T just re-
membered I took some sales slips home with me yester-
day. I don’t know. I think these are the sales slips Mr.
Eliman sent down from the factory in Brooklyn yester-
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6 MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT ACT 1

day. No, I don’t have them on me, Caroline. I left them
home. Wait a minute. Yes, I do. I have them in my purse.
No, I'm at my mother’s house, 120 West 81st Street,
apartment 6E. E like in Easy. It’s on the top floor. All
right, you’d better tell Mr. Kingsley about the sales slips.
No, Caroline, that’s really very sweet of you but I’ll be in
tomorrow. And remember it’s my turn to buy lunch be-
cause you took me last time. All right, I’ll see you. Thank
you, Caroline. Goodbye.

THE Kip Si1STER. (Enters from bedroom) How’d you
sleep. That’s not so bad to sleep on is it.

TueE MoTHER. (Has entered from the foyer) Did you
just call in to say you wasn’t going in to work today? I
think you should go in to work, keep your mind occupied.
I'm getting dressed, I’'m going in to work myself. And
Alice’ll be in school all day because I'm not up at the 79th
Street Cushman’s anymore. They switched me down to
the 59th Street bakery, and you'll be here all alone. (To
TrE Kip Sister) Will you get dressed and go to school!

(THE KIp SISTER goes into bedroom.)
(To Tue GirL) Well, Betty, I've got to get dressed.

THE GIRL. Ma, could you stay with me for about half
an hour this morning?

THE MorHER. Betty, I have a seventeen-year-old
daughter still in high school I have to support—

THE GIrL. Ma, George and I are not getting along
at all. T wouldn’t have come over here and bothered
you with my problems, but I was in a panic last night
about two o’clock in the morning. (Rises, crosses Left)
When I got down into the street there were a couple
of tough-looking kids hanging on the corner, so I just
came up here. Ma, stay with me for about half an hour.
Just let me talk my thoughts out. You don’t have to say
anything. I just want to think aloud. Please, Ma. Call the
bakery and say you’ll be a little late this morning.

THE MoOTHER. (Sits on downstage end of bed, Right
side) Well, what do you want to say, Betty?

THE GIRL. (Crosses quickly to bed; sits on upstage
end, Left side) Well, Ma, the simple truth is George and
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I have a physical marriage, that’s the simple truth, Ma.
That’s the only time I feel he wants me. The rest of the
day I feel he’s always trying to get away from me. He’s
got this job with a band in Las Vegas. He’s leaving Mon-
day. He came in yesterday evening and he said, “Listen,
want to go out to Las Vegas with me?” but the next min-
ute he said, “Maybe you better not come because you
won’t have any fun out there, it’s just a desert. You’ll be
by yourself all the time. I’ll be playing with the band all
day.” Do you understand what I mean, Ma? He asked
me to go because he felt it was his duty as my husband,
but he really didn’t want me to. He really doesn’t like to
be with me. Then around eight o’clock I asked him if we
could stay home alone that evening. So about five minutes
later he said, “Let’s go to a movie.” That’s his idea of
being alone with me. You see, we can sit in a movie and
he doesn’t have to deal with me. He avoids me all the
time. So we didn’t go to a movie. We watched T.V. the
whole night. I don’t think we said a word. Ma, it’s not
just last night. It’s every night. Then I went to bed. Then
he came in around one o’clock. He gct undressed and got
in bed. I turned over to him and I said, “George, just hold
me in your arms a little,” and he reached over and began
feeling my leg. You see, I just wanted him to hold me
and talk to me. You know what he was thinking, Ma? He
just wanted to get me to sleep so I wouldn’t bother him
anymore. So I waited until he was asleep, and I got up
and came over here.

THE MoTHER. You get along in bed all right?

TuEe GirL. Ma, I just told you. We get along fine that
way.

Tue MoTHER. Because that’s the whole thing, how you
get along in bed.

THE GirL. Ma, I think I want a divorce.

TuE MoTHER. (Rises) Oh, for God’s sakes.

THE GIRL. I've been thinking about it for a couple of
months.

THE MoTHER. You had a fight with your husband, for
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heaven’s sakes. You’ll be kissing and making up before—
How long you been married, one year, for heaven’s sakes.
Stop acting like a baby, will you? Divorce! (She starts
to go.)

THE GIRL. (Rises) Ma, please don’t go yet.

THE MoOTHER. (Returns) Well, Betty, T've got a
seventeen-year-old daughter still in high school I've got
to support. Your father abandoned me with two little
girls on my hands, one of them one-year-old. I had no
source of income. I have scrubbed floors for my two
daughters. As heaven is my witness I have gone down on
my knees and scrubbed floors so my two children could
eat. I can say now that my two girls are decent girls who
have never been in any trouble.

THE GIRL. (Moves Left to T.V. set) I'm in trouble
now, Ma.

Tue MoTHER. (Returns) Well, as long as you get
along in bed, that’s the whole thing.

THE GIrL. Well, you better get to work, Ma.

TuaE MoTHER. Yeah, I'd better get to work because I'm
not working up at the 79th Street Cushman’s anymore.
They switched me down to the 5oth Street bakery. I'm
working mornings now. (Starts to go—turns back.) How
do you feel? Do you feel all right?

THE GIRL. I'm fine, Ma. You go to work.

Tue MotHEeR. All right, so I'm going to get dressed.
(She exits into foyer.)

(THE KID SISTER enters from bedroom and crosses to
foyer.).

THE GIrL. Oh, Alice!
TuEe Kip S1sTER. I've got to run, Betty. I'm late. (Ske
exits.)

(THE GIRL paces, stops by bed, picks up pillow, lifts face,
tears, as LIGHTS fade.)
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ACT ONE
ScenE 11
The Manufacturer's apartment; 3:00 P.M.

THE MANUFACTURER entcrs from the foyer, crosses to
the phone on the desk, sits and dials.

TuE ManuracTUurer. Hello, Sylvia, this is Mr. Kings-
ley. T want you to go into my office, you’ll find a piece o
paper on my desk with Betty Preiss’s name on it, and
an address. No, no, she’s s*aying at her mother’s house,
somewhere up here in the Eighties. Ask Caroline, she
knows where it is. Some.ody’s sick in her family or some-
thing. No, don’t send the voy up "1l pick them up on my
way to the factory. She lives rigut here in the neighbor-
hood.

(THE SisTER and THE WiDow enter from foyer.)
All right, I’ll hang on.

THE SisTER. What are you doing home so early?

THE MANUFACTURER. I just stopped in for a minute.
I'm going on to the factory. I want to change my shirt. I
er* some dye on it.

ifuE SisTER. Rosalind, you know my brother, Jerry?

TaE Wipow. Sure, sure, how are you there? (Crosses
in and shakes hands.)

(He rises with phone in hand; takes off hat.)
OFFSTAGE VOICE. So, Mrs. Silver, will you have the next
game of Canasta with me?
THE MANUFACTURER. How do yon do? What’s going
on in there, the cardplayers?

(Winow crosses down Left to T.V. set.)
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Tue SisTer. Yeah, we’re playing a little cards. Your
daughter Lillian is here with the baby.

THE MANUFACTURER. Oh, yeah? With the baby?

THE SisiTER. She dropped in about an hour ago. She
drove in to shop a little, so she dropped up here. She wants
us to come out to New Rochelle tonight for dinner.

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, I'll tell you, Evelyn, I'm
a little tired, and I've got to go to Brooklyn yet, and—

THE Wipow. (At T.V. set) Mr. Kingsley, 1 just want
to tell you, you have a lovely apartment here. I was away
in Europe, my married daughter and myself, for three
months, we had a wonderful time, so this is my first time
in this apartment, and as I was telling your sister, it’s just
beautiful. How much rent do you pay, if I may ask?

THE MANUFACTURER. Three hundred ten.

THE Wipow. Oh, I was in your other apartment once
when you lived on Central Park West. (Up to kim) I don’t
know whether you recall me or not. My name is Mrs.
Nieman.

TuaE MANUFACTURER. How do you do?

THeE Wipow. I knew your wife casually. She was a
lovely woman, and I was distressed at the news. We were
in Bermuda at the time, we had a wonderful time, and
Mrs. Hillman, I don’t know if you knew her but she was
a close friend of your wife’s, called me on the phone and
told me of her passing, and I wondered whether I should
send some kind of greeting, but I felt we were not that
well acquainted, so I would like to take this opportunity,
helated as it is—it’s more than a year now, isn’t itP—to
express my sympathy and my condolences.

THE MANUFACTURER. Thank you. Well, listen, don’t
let me hold you from your game.

THE SISTER. I just got up to make coffee anyway. Would
you like a cup?

THE MANUFACTURER. Yeah, make me a cup. (Sits at
desk again with phone.)

THE Si1sTER. (To THE WinOW) Stay here, it’ll take me
a minute. (Exits in foyer.)
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(THE Winow crosses down Right.)

THE MANUFACTURER. (On phone) Yeah, that’s right.
Wait until I write it down. All right, so listen, Sylvia, I'm
going out to the factory from here. I'll be there about
half past three. If Lockman calls, tell him I'm getting
the samples. I'll have the boy bring them down to the
shop.

p(THE Wibow examines silver ash tray.)

So I won'’t be in the rest of the day. All right. (Hangs up
receiver,; looks at Winow, who sits on sofa; takes off coat,
leaves it on rail) Nieman, Nieman, I used to know a Nie-
man, used to supply us with embroideries about seven,
eight years ago.

Tue Wipow. That’s my brother-in-law, used to be in
embroideries.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Rises; crosses Center) Is that
right? A very nice fellow. Whatever happened to him?

Twe Wipow. He moved to Los Angeles.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses down Center) Oh, yeah,
that’s right.

THE "Dow. He’s in the L~"pital now. Gall bladau.r.
Nothing serious. We thought for a while he had to have
an operation, but he’s responding to treatment beauti-
fully. - ,

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, listen, you get to our age,
you figure a couple of weeks in the hospital every year.

THE Wipow. Absolutely.

THE MANUFACTURER. These are the years, you know.
Everybody starts dropping dead around you. A man I
knew for twenty years, played cards with him every
Wednesday for years. He died '~st week in the hospital.
Cancer. (Lights cigar.)

TrE Wipow, Perhaps you knew Roger Benedict. He
used to live in this neighborhood. His wife was president
of the P.T.A. here in Public School 9 for many years.

THE MANUFACTURER. I'm afraid I don’t know him.

Ture Wioow. He died last month, a cerebral hemorr-
hage. A relatively young man, fifty-eight, far from old.
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THE MANUFACTURER. (Crossis down Right) My wife
was only foriy-eight when she died.

TaE Wipow. My own husband passed away only last
July.

THE MANUFACTURER. I'm very sorry to hear that,

Tae Wipow. I have a twenty-six-year-old son. I live
with him, and my married daughter is very solicitous.
They took me, ske and her husband, for three months in
Europe, we had a wonderful time. My son-in-law works
for a chemical concern, very successful. But it’s very
difficult to give up a companionship ot so many years.

TuE MANUFACTURER. Yes, it’s a very lonely business.
There’s no doubt about it. (Crosses Center) But you get
used to it.

Tue Wipow. Well, I must admit I'ra very lonely.

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, if you'll excuse me, Mrs.
Nieman—

TuE DAUGHTER. (Entering foyer carrying baby) Hello,
Pa, how are you?

Tue MANUFACTURER. Well, for God’s sakes!

TuE Wipow. (Rises; to Center) How old?

THE DauGHTER. Eleven weeks.

TuE ManuracTUrer, What did you do, drive all the
way in with the baby?

Tue SISTER. (Following THE DAUGHTER in, crosses
down Right to end table with cup) Jerry, I'm putting
your coffee here.

THE MANUF. <TURER. How are you, sweetheart? What
did you do, just feed him? Look how he’s sleeping.

THE Si1sTER. Rosalind, do me a favor. The coffee is all
ready. Pour in the cups and take it in on the tray where
the cake is,

THE MANUFACTURER. Here, let me hold him.

THE SisTER. Also there’s some petti-fours in the re-
frigerator. )

THE DAUGHTER. Put the cigar down first, Pa.

TuE MANUFACTURER. All right. (Puts cigar down on
desk.)
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THae SiSTER. And you know where I put the serving
plate with the doilie on it—

THE Wipow. Oh, you want me to serve the coffee?

THE SisTER. Would you, please, Rosalind? I'll be right
in.

THE DAuGHTER. All right, Pa.

TaE MANUFACTURER. (Takes baby) I’ll take good care
of him.

TaeE Wimow. So, Mr. Kingsley, it was wonderful to
have made your acquaintance.

THE MANUFACTURER. Very nice to have met you, Mrs.
Nieman.

Tae Wipow. And some time, when your sister drops
over for a visit, why don’t you come along?

THE MANUFACTURER. Absolutely, Mrs. Nieman. Very
nice to invite me.

THE SisTER. I'll be in in a minute, Rosalind. Pour six
cups.

(THE Wipow exits in foyer. THE MANUFACTURER
crosses down into room.)

A very nice woman, really. Her husband died just about
a half year ago, left her quite an estate. A well-educated
woman and very sweet really.

THE MANUFACTURER. Now don’t matchmake, Evelyn.
I don’t like it.

THE SisTer. What are you talking about? Did I know
you were coming home three o’clock in the afternoon?

Txz MANUFACTURER. No, you didn’t know, but if I'd
come home at the regular time, she would have been here
just the same.

THE SisTER. Oh, Jerry.

TuHE DAUGHTER. Is she trying to marry you off, Pa?

TaE SiSTER. (To THE DAucHTER) He sits around the
house, for Heaven’s sakes, every night. He comes home,
he eats dinner, he goes to sleep

Tre MANUFACTURER. I work hard, I come home and
I'm tired, I—

THE SisTER. Helen died, it’s almost two years now. It’s
time to stop mourning, Jerry.
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THE MANUFACTURER. I'm not mourning. Stop makmg
a soap opera out of this. (To down Right; sits in wing
chair.) Now, I want an end to this business. Is that clear?
I’'m very annoyed by this.

(THE DAUGHTER sits Left side of sofa.)

Tue SisTER. So, do you want to go up to Lillian’s
tonight or not?

THE MANUFACTURER. ( Angry ) 1 said no, didn’t I?

Tue Sister. All right, Jerry. (Starts toward foyer.)

TaE DAuGHTER. I'll be in in a little while, Evelyn. I
just want to put the baby to sleep. I'll put him on your
bed, all right?

THE SISTER. Sure, nobody will bother him. (Ske exits.)

Tue MANUFACTURER. You know something, Lillian,
lately I lose my temper at any little thing. You should
have seen me scream at a salesman this morning. I think
I'm going through a change of life.

TaE DAUGHTER. Oh, really.

THE MANUFACTURER. Oh, Stevie, Stevie boy, we woke
you up. He's a sweetheart.

THE DAUGHTER. Yeah.

THE MANUFACTURER. (To THE DAUGHTER) You know
a friend of mine, Louie Sherman, he used to come up
when we used to live on Central Park West, play cards
all the time—

THE DAUGHTER. Sure, I know Mr. Sherman.

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, he’s retiring from his busi-
ness. He was up the office today, his doctor told him he
has very low blood pressure. If you remember he once
fainted in our house. Anyway, he’s retiring. It seems like
everybody’s dying, everybody’s in the hospital, every-
body’s retiring. Listen, when you get to be fifty, fifty-
five, believe me— I’ll be sitting in the shop there, cutting
a pattern, when suddenly for no reason, I'll think: “My
God, I'm fifty-three years old. I'll be an old man with
white hair pretty soon. My life is coming to an end.” I
know it sounds very irrational, but, listen—
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TuE DAUGHTER. No, I can understand how you feel,
Pa.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Rises; crosses upstage to THE
DaucHTER) You're a good kid, Lillian. I look at you, and
I say to myself: “I didn’t do so bad if I have a couple of
mature, grown-up kids like you and Paul.”

THE DAUGHTER. So why don’t you come up to New
Rochelle and have dinner tonight?

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, we were up to your house
Monday, and we were there Thursday before.

(THE BaBy is restless.)
Listen, he’s getting restless. You’d better take him.

THE DAUGHTER. (Points to large chair up Left) Just
put him on the chair, Pa. He’ll fall asleep.

THE MANUFACTURER.( Putting THE BaBY on chair)
I'd better get a shirt, it’s getting late. I got to go out to
Brooklyn. Lockman is taking out a buyer tonight, and
the samples are still out in the factory, so I'd better get
out there.

THE DAUGHTER. (Bringing another chair from desk)
Pa, you’d better put this chair there.

THE MANUFACTURER. All right. (Places second chair
in front of other chair.)

THE DAUGHTER. (Returns to sofa. Sits) Pa, sit down
a minute. Let’s talk a minute.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses to desk; gets cigar) 1
don’t know, Lillian, I'm going through a kind of period—
a change of life is the best way I can describe it. (Crosses
to Center) It’s a transitional thing. I’ve seen my friends
go through it. (Crosses to down Center) Listen, you met
Walter Lockman, one of my partners.

TaE DAuGHTER. Oh, yes.

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, he’s going through hell.
He’s a man fifty-nine, going to be sixty, and, in the last
couple of years, he has become absolutely obsessed with
women. That’s all he talks about. (Crosses away) He
comes in the office, the first thing he says, he’s got a story
about some girl he was out with. It’s always a beautiful
girl, and it always winds up the girl tells him that he’s a
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better lover than all the young men she knows. And he
sees doctors, pills, everything. If it wasn’t so sad, it would
be comic. And listen, this is a man with four grown
children, a grandfather three times. Lockman, I'll tell
you quite frankly, I'm worried about. (Crosses to down
Right) But with me, it's a sort of vaguely depressed
state. Your mother went through the same thing. In fact,
I recognize many symptoms about myself. (Crosses Left
to chair; sits) Look, don’t let me bother you with all this,
because you don’t understand it, and you’ll make more out
of it than it really is.

Tue Davcurer. Pa, Evelyn tells me that you sit here
in the living room like a corpse.

Tur MANUFACTURER. Evelyn. You don’t know by
now not to listen to Evelyn.

Tue DAUGHTER. Pa, how’s your sex life?

THE MANUFACTURER. (Rises; crosses to THE DAUGH-
TER) You're all right, Lillian. (Takes her hand.)

TuE DaucHTER. I'm serious, Pa. You're a vigorous
man with normal appetites.

Tue MANUFACTURER. You're funny. All right, my sex
life is not so hot.

Tue DAuGHTER. I meant it very seriously.

TueE MANUFACTURER. I know you did, sweetheart.
(Crosses to down Right; takes cup of coffee) Oh, I know
a woman. [ go up to see her every now and then. A nice
woman. A widow. She’s a buyer for one of the department
stores. Lord and Taylor’s, if you want to know. She’s a
very tasteful woman, quite attractive, in her early forties.
Actually, I haven’t seen her in a couple of months. I
asked her to marry me, and she said no, and I was very
hurt actually. Oh, what am I telling you all this nonsense
for? (Puts cup down on end table.)

Tue DaucHTER. Don’t be silly, Pa. You’ve got to pour
out your heart to somebody.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses to Left) No, no, I'm
putting you in a terrible position. You're not my wife.
I'm going through a kind of temporary depression. It’l]
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pass in time, a month, two months. Don't worry about
it. (Sits chair Left.)

THE SISTER. (Entering from foyer with shirt) Lillian,
don’t you want some coffee?

THE MANUFACTURER. Go ahead, Lillian, have some
coffee.

THE DaucHTER. Well, all right. (Rises and returns
chair to desk.)

THE Sister. I brought you a new shirt, Jerry. Mrs.
Mason feels a little sick, she’s lying dawn on your bed,
so you change in here. Nobody’ll come in. All right, dear?

THE MaNUFACTURER. All right. (Takes shirt; rises;
crosses Right; starts unbuttoning shirt.)

(THE SISTER goes to T.V. set.)

THE DAUGHTER. (Tabing Tur Basy) All right Pa,
so when will we see you?

THE MANUFACTURER. We'll be up some time next week.

TuE DavucHTER. Listen, Evelyn, I'll put him on your
bed.

THE SISTER. Fine.

TuE DAUGHTER. Pa, come in and say goodbye before
you go.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Puts shirt on sofa) All right,
I'll come in. (Takes coffee cup.)

(THE DAUGHTER exits in foyer.)

THE SiSTER. (Takes ash tray from T.V. set to desk;
empties it in silent butler) You want to eat in a restaurant
tonight, because I really haven’t got anything in the
house.

THE MANUFACTURER. Fine.

TrE S1sTER. I was going to go shopping this morning,
but I woke up with a headache and before I knew it the
girls were here for Canasta, and I never had a chance
even to phone down and order.

Tue MANUFACTURER. Fine, we'll eat out.
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TuE SisTER. (Crosses to Center with ask tray) You
want to go to a movie tonight?

THE MANUFACTURER. (Puts cup down) Look, Evelyn,
I'm a little tired. Why don’t you call one of your friends
and go to a movie with her?

THE Si1STER. (Crosses to T.V. set; puts ash tray down)
Tell you the truth, I got a little headache. Maybe, we'll
take a little walk after dinner. (Into Center) Well, listen,
maybe, if you don’t want to see Lillian, maybe we’ll drive
down and see Paul and his —

THE MANUFACTURER. (Angry) Evelyn, I den’t want
to visit my children!

THE SisTER. All right, I'm sorry, Jerry.

THE MANUFACTURER. I hope to God I haven’t reached
that point where I don’t know what to do with myself,
I have to go visit my children!

THE S1sTER. All right, all right—

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses Left, around THE
S1ster) God Almighty, you can drive somebody right
out of their minds! How many times—

THE Si1sTeR. All right, all right—

THE MANUFACTURER. —do I have to tell you I don’t
want to visit my children! I'm tired, for God’s sakes! I'm
fifty-three years old! Will you get that in your mind,
God Almighty! I do a hard day’s work! I come home!
I want to watch a little TeeVee, go to sleep. Stop trying
to marry me off! Stop trying to fix me up with all your
friends!

(THE CANASTA PLAYER enters foyer.)
I'm fifty-three years old!
THE SISTER. (Indicating the intruder) Jerry.

(THE CANASTA PLAYER exifs.)

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses to Right; picks up
shirt and throws it on sofa) Oh, to hell with it. I'm only
going to the factory anyway. I don’t need a new shirt.
Evelyn, I'm a little depressed and angry today. It would
be a good policy for you to stay away from me.
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TuE SisTER. All right, I'll leave you alone. (Ske starts
to go) So you’ll be home around six. (Ske exits foyer.)

Tae MANUFACTURER. Yeah. (Pause. He makes de-
cision, goes to phone, sits and dials) Hello, Lord and
Taylor’s? Infants’ wear department, please. (Pause)
Hello, is Miss Herbert there? Miss Herbert, the buyer?
Could you switch me, please? (Pause) Hello, Grace? This
is Jerry Kingsley, how are you, for God's sakes. Yeah,
Jerry Kingsley. Listen, are you busy just now or can you
spare me a few minutes? No, no, nothing important. I
just called, it’s been how many months now. Frankly, I'd
like to see you— (Pause) Oh, is that right, when are you
leaving? Well, listen, there’s the whole week-end. How
about tonight? We’ll have a little dinner, maybe take in
a show— (Pause) Are you angry with me, Grace, be-
cause you seem so unfriendly?—Oh, really? Well, T didn’t
know that of course. Congratulations. Do I know the
man?—Well, that’s,K wonderful, Grace. I hope from the
bottom of my heart that you'll be very happy because
you're a good woman— Well, he’s a very lucky fellow
whoever he is— Of course, dear. No, no, don’t let me hold
you up from your work. You must be terribly busy with
the season starting and—of course. My very best wishes
to you and your future husband— Of course, goodbye—
(Puts receiver down. Pause. Rises; puts on coat and hat;
takes slip with address; crosses to foyer. Calling) Lillian,
Lillian, sweetheart—no, no, stay there. I'll tell you what.
It’s a little after three now. Why don’t you stick around?
I'll be back around six, and, what the hell, we’ll drive out
to New Rochelle, and have dinner with you.

THE DAUGHTER. (Off stage) That's wonderful, Pa.

Tue MANUFACTURER. All right, then. So I'll be back
as soon as I can. So tell Evelyn.

(He exits through outside door as LIGHTS dim out.)
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ACT ONE
Scenk II1
The Mother's apartment; 3:30 P.M.

THE GIRL is seated in front of the T.V. set, smoking. She
rises, crosses to the landing, looks down the stairs,
comes back into the room, slamming the doors, sits
on sofa and watches television. She gets up, goes to
phone and dials.

Tue GirL. Where have you been, for Pete’s sakes,
Marilyn? This is Betty. I must have called you twenty
times. Wait a minute. (Ske crosses to the T.V. set and
turns it off; returns to the phone) 1 called you around
eleven o’clock. I called you every half hour on the half
hour and it’s three-thirty now. Well, how’s Frank and the
kids? No, I'm at my mother’s house. Well, who told you?
Oh, really, when was this? You mean George called you
at four o’clock in the morning? Then you know all about
it. Listen Marilyn, can I come over and stay with you
for a couple of nights? I'll sleep on the couch, but I'm
over here at my mother’s and I’'m going out of my mind.
Well, when will Frank get home? I'm not blaming George,
Marilyn. Listen, he’s a nice guy, but— I can’t talk about
it over the phone, Marilyn. Can I come over and see you
for a few minutes? Can I come over after dinner then?
Listen, I wouldn’t ask you but I need to talk to some-
body— Oh, I'm sorry. How seriously sick is she? Well,
give Frank my best. No, no, no, it’s all right, Marilvn.
No, I'm all right, Marilyn. No, it’s— No, I'll call » .u @ i
tonight. Sure— Okay, I'll see you. (She puts cigarcitc out
in ash tray, knocking it on floor) Oh, for God’s sakes! For
God’s sakes! For God’s sakes!

(THE MANUFACTURER, on landing, pushes door
buzzer. There is snow on his coat and hat.)
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(THE GIRL picks up cigarette, ash tray, goes to door)

THE MANUFACTURER. Hello, there, Betty.

THE GIRL. Oh, Mr. Kingsley. I didn’t expect you person-
ally. I thought they were going to send the boy up.

THE MANUFACTURER. It was on my way. I live in this
neighborhood.

THE GIrL. Well, come in for a minute, Mr. Kingsley.
(She goes back into the room for slits.)

THE MANUFACTURER. (Following her to foyer door)
Perhaps it would be better if I waited out here.

THE GIrL. There’s nobody home, Mr. Kingsley.

THE MANUFACTURER. I was under the impression that
someone was sick in your family.

THE GirL. Oh, no, no, please come in. Please excuse
the condition of the room, Mr. Kingsley. Here are the
slips, Mr. Kingsley. I hope they’re the ones. (Ske crosses
Left; picks up cigarettes from floor, bedding, etc.)

THE MANUFACTURER. (Coming into room) You seem
very distraught. Is there something I could do?

Tae GIrL. No, no, Mr. Kingsley, no, that’s all right.
I'm all right. Well, I'll tell you what it is. I had a fight
with my husband. (Ske breaks into tears; sits in chair
Left) I'm sorry, Mr. Kingsley.

THE MANUFACTURER. Don’t worry about me.

THE GirL. Excuse me, Mr. Kingsley.

THE MANUFACTURER. Isn’t there somebody home with
you here? Your mother or somebody?

Tae Girr. Could you stay with me a minute, Mr.
Kingsley?

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, Betty, I don’t know—

THE GIrL. I'm sorry about this, Mr. Kingsley.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Crosses to down Right; sits in
chair) Don’t be so embarrassed. Sornetimes life gets so.
complicated, the only thing you can do is scream.

THE GIrL. (Rises; comes Center) It just burst out
of me. I’ve been sitting here trying to think out what’s
the matter with my marriage, but I just can’t think
clearly at all. I've been calling my :riends all day, but
none of them are home. It’s just one of those days. He’s
a nice guy, reaily, my husband. Everybody likes him.



22 MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT ACT I

He’s a piano player. No, he’s more than that. He’s a
pianist. He plays classical as well as jazz. He’s very good-
looking, by the way. He flirts a lot, but I don’t think he
ever did anything. That’s just one of his little vanities,
that he’s so attractive, and I don’t mind it really. No,
that’s not true. I do mind it a lot. But that isn’t it, his
flirting, I mean. Oh, Mr. Kingsley, you'd better grab
those sales slips and escape. (Moves away) Don’t let me
take advantage of you like this.

THE MANUFACTURER. Please, Betty, don’t worry
about me.

THE GIrRL. (Crosses in) You know what my husband
would do if he came in like you just did and found me
breaking down like I just did, do you know what he’d do?
He’d turn on the television set, do you know what I
mean, Mr. Kingsley? Or else he’d invite the neighbors
in. Anything except sit down with me and talk things out.
Oh, I'm not being fair to him. He tried, he really tried, but
T tried too. I tried everything. You just can’t imagine
how naive I was about marriage, Mr. Kingsley. I really
thought you lived happily ever after. Look, Mr. Kings-
ley, if I sound like I’'m blaming my husband, I don’t
want to sound that way. This is me. I wanted poor George
to make up for everything I never had in my life. I
wanted him to be my father and my mother—my father
ran away when I was six years old. Oh, Mr. Kingsley,
here 1 go again. (Crosses to chair Left) You'd better get
out of here because I've been building up all day like a
volcano.

THE MANUFACTURER. Please don’t worry about me.

THuE GIrL. (Holds on to chair; faces front) Did you
ever go downtown in the afternoon by the Paramount
Theater? Did you ever see those fourteen, fifteen-year-old
kids hanging around, cutting school. They’re the loneliest
looking kids in the world. Well, that’s just what I was
like when I was a kid. I used to go to the Paramount three
or four times a week. I didn’t cut school though. I was
always very good in school. (Crosses in to him) Can I get
you something to eat or drink, Mr. Kingsley? I don’t
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know what we have in the house. I haven’t eaten all day,
but do you know what I mean by lonaly kids, Mr. Kings-
ley? (Pause. Begins to cry again. Moues away) I'm sorry,
Mr. Kingsley, but just seeing you sitting there, listening
to me— Boy, you came here just to pick up a couple of
sales slips. Oh, Mr. Kingsley, I'm so glad you came—
(Gets control of herself. Sits end of sofa) My husband,
George, the last couple of months we’ve hardly talked to
each other. He comes home and I ask him what happened
during the day. He always says, “Nothing.” We never eat
home anymore. We go to a restaurant and we just sit there,
eating. (Rises and paces) He doesn’t know what to do with
me, do you know what I mean? I’m his wife, so he comes
home for dinner. But it’s nothing, do you know what I
mean? There’s no love or anything. Well, I can't stand
that. I want him to love me. I want him to be pleased to
see me, I want him to come home and tell me all that’s
happened to him and how he feels about things. And I
want to tell him how I feel. I want something. I mean,
is this what marriage is? Is this what 'ife is? Boy, life isn’t
much if that’s what it is. The other night we had this big
fight and be came in the next morning—

(LIGHTS fade to out for time passage. THE ManNv-
FACTURER takes off his coat. TH: GIRL changes posi-
tion on sofa.)

TuE GrL. (As the LIGHTS come up) It sounds funny
now, but it was awful then. So anytime we have a fight,
that’s just what happens. So, one time, you know what
happened?

THE MANUFACTURER. (Looks at wrist watch) Betty,
do you know what time it is?

THE GIrL. Boy, I've been talking your head off.

THE MANUFACTURER. It's half past six. Do you mind
if I use your phone? (Pulls light switch.)

TrEe GirL. Mr. Kingsley, I'm terribly sorry I used up
your afternoon like this. Gee, half past six. I don’t know
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where my family is. Would you like to stay for dinner,
Mr. Kingsley?

TueE MANUFACTURER. No, I don’t think so, dear. I
have to make a call though.

THE GirL. (Points to phone) The phone’s right there.
(THE MANUFACTURER reaches for the phone.)
(THE GIRL rises; crosses Left) So what do you think I
ought to do? I've been considering a divorce for a couple
of months now, but it seems so complicated. I don’t know
anybody who’s divorced, so I don’t know how you go
about it. My mother, she won’t hear about divorce. My
grandmother was Catholic. My mother’s a Lutheran, but
even so. My husband, it would just kill him. His vanity

would be so hurt.

THE MANUFACTURER. Betty, tell me something. How
old are you?

THE GIrL. I'll be twenty-four in March.

THE MANUFACTURER. (Puts phone down) Twenty-
four years old. (Rises. Crosses to Center) Well, I have a
daughter of my own, twenty-five years old, lives out in
New Rochelle. She’s married now and has a fine baby
boy, and you make me think of her when she was ten
years old. So I'm going to talk to you like I was your
father. Now about twenty times tonight, you’ve asked
me: “What should I do about my husband?” Betty, this
is a decision you have to make for yourself. Don’t expect
your mother to make it for you, or your husband’s mother,
and don’t worry so much about hurting your husband.

THE GIrL. Because I know this would hurt him.

Tue MANUFACTURER. The only person you have to
worry about hurting is yourself. You have to do what you
want to do, not what other people want you to do; other-
wise you and everyone else concerred will be miserable.
You have to say to yourself: “Do I want to go back to
him or do I think I can find something better for my
life?”

THE GIrL. I don’t want to go back to him.

THE MANUFACTURER. All right, there’s your decision.
If it means a divorce, then you go ahead and get one. You
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go to a lawyer and he’ll tell you what you'll have to do.
It may be a little complicated, but nothing is too compli-
cated. Then you start going out on dates again, and take
my werd for it, you'll run across some young fellow who
will understand that what you need is a lot of kindness.
There are plenty of nice young fellows around, believe
me.

TuE GIrL. You know something? I really feel much
better now—

THE MANUFACTURER. Sure you do—

THE GIrL. —talking it all out this way.

TaE MaNUFACTURER. Well, you made a decision, and
suddenly there’s not such big, black clouds in the sky,
and it isn’t going to rain and life isn’t so terrible. Life,
believe me, can be a beautiful business. And you’re a
young kid, and you’ve got plenty of joy ahead of you. So
go wash your face, I want to make a phone call. (He goes
to phone.)

THE GirL. I want to thank you very much; Mr. Kings-
ley.

THE MANUFACTURER. There’s nothing to thank, sweet-
heart.

Tue Girr. No, no, I want to thank you very much.

(He dials.)
Your wife must have had a wonderful life with you.

TuE MANUFACTURER. That’s a very sweet thing for you
to say, my dear.

Tue GirL. Well, I'll go wash my face. (Ske exits to
foyer.)

TutE MANUFACTURER. (On the phone) Hello, Evelyn,
this is Jerry. No, I'll tell you what happened. Is Lilliar
still there? Remember I told you about this girl in the
office today who was sick. I didn’t tell you? No, Betty
Preiss, the very pretty one. She sits by the reception win-
dow. You know her. The very pretly one. So I had to
stop off at her house to pick up some papers she had, she
didn’t come in today. So I came up here and I tell you
this girl was in an emotional state. So to cut a long story
short, T talked to her, and it turns cut she’s leaving her
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husband. That’s why she couldn’t come in today, it
poured out of her, the whole story. No, no, no, the blonde
girl, the very pretty one. The fat one is Elaine. The ex-
ceptionally attractive one. This girl is a real beauty. I've
seen lots of girls on television who aren’t so beautiful. An
intelligent girl, a good worker, but emotionally very im-
mature. Oh, don’t be foolish. What do you mean, I’'m
showing a marked interest in how beautiful she is? It so
happens that she’s a very pretty girl. All right, all right.
Well, look it’s half past six and I tell you I'm very, very
tired right now. So why don’t you drive out with Lillian,
and I'll catch a bite around the corner, and you can take
the train in from New Rochelle tomorrow.
(THE GIRL returns to the room; arranges pillows.)
No, I'll be fine. Apologize to Lillian for me. Absolutely,
why should you stay in the house? Fine, give my regards
to Jack and the baby. All right, I'll see you. (He hangs
up.)
Tae GIrL. I don’t know what happened to my family.
THE MANUFACTURER. (Rises) Well, I'll take the slips
here with me.
TaE GirL. T hope I didn’t inconvenience you too much,
Mr. Kingsley.

(THE MANUFACTURER puts on coat. THE GIRL helps him.)

THE MANUFACTURER. No, no, Betty, it was no incon-
venience. I was supposed to go out to the factory but it
can wait until tomorrow. This was more important. You
didn’t eat anything today, did you?

THE GIrL. You know, I don’t think I did.

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, it’s almost seven o’clock.
Go eat something now. Listen, you want a bite to eat?
Come on, I'll buy you a bite to eat.

TaE GIrL. I'd like to very much, Mr. Kingsley. I have
to put some make-up on. '

THE MANUFACTURER. Well, hurry up, put some make-

up on.
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THE GIRL. I'll just be a minute, Mr. Kingsley. (Ske
hurvies into bedroom.)

THeE MANUFACTURER. You like Italian food? There’s
a very good restaurant here on Seventy-Ninth Street.
(To himself) Jerk. Jerk. What are you doing, jerk?

CURTAIN



ACT TWO
SceNE I
The Mother's apartment; three months later; 6:30 P.M.

THE Kip S1STER is seated at the T.V. set, studying. THE
NEIGHBOR, ¢ stout, amiable woman, is seated on the
sofa. THE GIRL FRIEND, a young woman in her late
20’s, is leaning against door Left.

Tue NEicHBor. Oh, absolutely. The whole neighbor-
hood has gone to pot. The whole block is Puerto Rican.

Tue GirL Frienp. Well, T used to live on Ninety-
Eighth Street, just off the park, you know.

THE NEIGHBOR. Oh, sure, sure, what the hell.

TuEe GIrL FrIEND. That used to be a very nice neigh-
borhood.

(THE MOTHER comes on the landing from outside with
snow on her coat and hat. Takes off overshoes, car-
ries Cushman box of pastry. Wears Cushman uni-
form.)

THE NEIGHBOR. Oh, sure, absolutely.

THe GirL Frienp. I live up in Washington Heights
now with my husband, there’s a lot of Puerto Ricans up
there.

THE NEIGHBOR. Well, that’s the way it is, sure.

(THE MOTHER opens the door.)

THE GIRL FrIEND. Is that you, Mrs. Mueller?
THE MoTtHER. Who’s that?
THE Kip Si1sTER. (Rises; crosses to Right) Who's that,
my mother?
28
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THE GIRL FRIEND. (Comes doum) This is Marilyn,
Mrs. Mueller.

THE MoTHER. (Coming into the room) Hello, Marilyn,
how are you, dear? O, it’s really snowing out.

THE GIrrL Frienp. I was downtown, so my husband
took the kids over to his mother’s, so I thought I'd just
drop up and see if Betty wants to go to a movie. (Crosses
to T.V. set; puts gum in ash tray; sits in chair; looks at
school book.)

Tue Kip SisTER. (Takes box of pastry from MOTHER)
Listen, Ma, you’d better get dressed because he’s coming
over here. I came home, and Betty was just going in to
take a shower—she’s in the shower now—so she says:
“Don’t go running around the house in your underwear
because Mr. Kingsley’s coming over here tonight.”

THE MoTHER. What do you mean Mr. Kingsley is
coming over here tonight?

Tue Kip SisTEr. I came home, Betty was getting un-
dressed, and she told me—

THE MoTHER. What time’s he corning over?

TuE Kip SisTEr. I don’t know. She went in to take a
shower, so then Mrs. Carroll rang the bell— (Crosses
down and opens box.)

THuE NEIGHBOR. Hello, Mrs. Mueller, how are you?

THE MoTtHER. I'm fine, Mrs. Carroll, how are you?
(To Tue Kip Sister) What did she say exactly? What
time is he coming over? She didn’t tell me nothing about
his coming over.

(THE KID SISTER exits into foyer with box.)
(Sits chair Right) Well, I'd like to get a look at him.

THE GIrL FrRIEND. Mrs. Mueller, I talked to Betty
about this at length, and she is absolutely infatuated with
this man, and my advice to you is just let the affair run
its course.

THE MoTtrER. Well, I'll tell you, I’'m worried sick about
it. I was thinking about it all day, and I had no appetite
at all. Because she sees him three and four times a week.
He’s fifty-three, you know. She told me that just yester-
day. I had no idea he was that old. I thought he was in his
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late thirties, and that was bad enough. Because I told her,
you know, “There’s plenty of young fellows your own
age.” Because a man, fifty-three, what the hell does he
want with a kid like her except for you-know-what. Oh,
God knows what she does with him.

TaE GirL Frienp. Mrs. Mueller, I wouldn’t interfere
with her.

THE MOTHER. (Rises; starts toward foyer door) Oh,
my God, I live in a living terror she’s going to come in
some night while I’'m in bed and tell me she’s pregnant.
(Exits. Hangs coat and hat in foyer.)

THE GIRL FRrIEND. She can take care of herself, Mrs.
Mueller.

Tue MotHER. (Returning) She’s only a kid, for God’s
sakes. She ain’t got much more sense than Alice here.
(Crosses to sofa; sits by THE NEIGHBOR) I always fav-
ored Alice. The living truth is, I didn’t want Betty when
she was born. She came almost a month early. I had a
terrible fight with her father, that’s what brought her on.
I didn’t even want to see her after she was born. There
was an old Irish lady lived next door, gave her the milk
and diapered her and everything. I didn’t do a thing for
her for a month.

(TuE Kip SISTER returns. Stands by closet and eats
pastry.)

Tue GIrL FrIEND. Mrs. Mueller, a lot of girls find
older men attractive because they’re debonair. I have a
girl friend who went with a married man for eight years,
and she finally had a nervous breakdown.

Tue NEIGHBOR. Oh, sure, what the hell.

THE MoTHER. (To TrHE Kb SisTER) You’re not sup-
posed to be listening to any of this.

THE GIrL FrIEND. I knew a girl in my neighborhood
who was running around with a man in his forties. She
bhad to have an abortion, but everything turned out all
right.

Tae MoTHER. You're full of cheerful anecdotes today,
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Marilyn. (Gestures THe Kip SISTER to start studying at
T.V. set.)

THE GirL FrRIEND. Mrs. Mueller, I’ve known Betty for
six years now, and she’s got a good head on her shoulders.

(THE KID SISTER crosses to T.V. set; takes book; sits.)

THE Moturk. Well, I won’t say nothing to her no
more.

THe GIRL FRIEND. (Rises; crosses to Right) She’s
having a big romance right now. She thinks she’s going
out with Spencer Tracy. But in the hottom of her heart,
she’s still crazy about George. (Sits chair Right.)

Tue MotHeEr. Well, I won’t interfere because she
doesn’t listen to anything I say anyway. She’s always had
her own way, and I gave up long ago trying to tell her
anything.

(Tue GIRL enters in pink bath robe; carries towel;
stops at closet; takes out hose.)
This is the last time you'’re going out with that man, do
you hear me, Betty! (To Tre NEIcHBOR) This is the
last time she’s going out with that man!

Tue GirL Frienp. Hello, Betty.

THE GirL. Oh, hello, Marilyn, I didn’t know you were
here.

THE GIrL Frienb. I yelled at you through the shower,
but I guess you didn’t hear me.

Tue GirL. I got my hair wet. I'll be right out. (Crosses
Left with hose) Ma, Mr. Kingsley’s coming over here
tonight. He’ll be here any minute, so be nice. Hello, Mrs.
Carroll, how are you? I didn’t see you there. I don't see
why he can’t come up and call for me just like any other
man. So please, the minute I introduce him, don’t start
telling him stories about Tommy Manville.

TrE Moruer. What do you think 1’m going to do, kick
him in the shins? (7o tke OTHERS) She thinks I’m going
to kick him in the shins.

(ArL laugh.)
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THE GIrL. I don’t know why I think that’s funny, but
I can just see my mother— Well, listen, I got to rush. I'll
be right out, Marilyn. (Ske goes into bedroom up Left.)

THE MOTHER. (Rises; crosses to foyer) Well, come
with me, Mrs. Carroll, and let the girl get dressed.

THE NEIGHBOR. (Rises; follows) Oh sure, what the
hell.

TrHE MoTHER. Come with me in my room.

(Tkey exit Right.)

TrE GIrL FrIEND. (Rises; goes Left to bedroom door.
Leaves coat on chair) Can I come in, Betty?
THE GIrL. (From the bedroom) I’ll be right out.

(THE GIirL FRIEND crosses to Center.)

Tue Kip S1sTeER. (Rises; crosses to bedroom door)
You finished in the bathroom?
THE GIrL. (From the bedroom) Yes.

(THE Kip SISTER exits Right to foyer.)

TuEe GirL. (Entering from bedroom in slip with hose
in hand) Would you close the door please, Marilyn?
(Stops at chair Left.)

THE GIrL FrIEND. Oh sure. (Ske closes door to foyer)
Well, how do you feel?

Tue GIRL. Fine.

Tue GIrL FriEnD. What’s new?

Tue GIrL. Nothing. What’s new with you?

THE GIRL FriEND. (Crosses to sofa; sits) Nothing. I
was down at Macy’s, so Frank’s taking the kids over to
his mother’s and you know how I can’t stand her, so I
told him as long as I'm downtown, I'll go in to a down-
town movie.

THE GIRL. I've got a date tonight.

TrE GIRL FriEnD. Yes, I know. (Pause) You hear
anything from George?
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THuE GIRL. (Sits chair Left and puts on hose) Oh, he
called three times last week all the way from Las Vegas.
Three o’clock in the morning he called once.

THE GIrRL Frienp. What did he have to say?

THE GIrL. Well, I wrote him a letter about a week ago.
I asked him for a divorce. I finally went up to see this
lawyer last week. You remember Carol McKeever? Her
brother, he’s a lawyer. So he told me the cheapest way to
get a divorce is to go to Mexico. So I said: “Oh, boy.” So
it really isn’t so complicated. It costs about seven hundred
and fifty dollars, the plane tickets and everything. So I
wrote George and asked him for a divorce. I sent the letter
registered, airmail, special delivery so it would get there
quick. The next night, I swear to God, George was on the
phone from Las Vegas. So we must have talked about
twenty minutes. Oh, boy, I wonder what he paid for that
call. So he called again about three o’clock in the morn-
ing after the last show. (Rises; fastens hose) You know
what was bothering him. He didn’t even care why I
wanted the divorce. He just thought the whole thing was
a big personal insult. So he finally said he wouldn’t con-
test the divorce and that’s the last I heard from him. That
was last Thursday, no, Friday.

THE GIRL FrRIEND. Are you really going to go through
with this divorce?

THE GIRL. Don’t tell my mother because she doesn’t
know about it.

TuE GIRL FrIEND. I’'m your friend, Betty, and I’'m go-
ing to tell you something right from the shoulder. You're
making a big mistake.

THE GIRL. (Crosses Right to closet; takes out dress)
I know you feel that way, Marilyn.

THE GIRL FrIEND. What do you figure, to marry this
man?

TuEe GirL. Yes, if he asks me. (Crosses down Right)
I think I’'m happy, Marilyn. I can’t tell you how I feel
in so many words, but life seems very pleasant to me
right now. I— (Sits chair Right) even get along with my
mother. I think I'm in love.



34 ‘MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT ACT 11

THE GIRL FrIEnD. Oh Betty!

THE GirL. Seriously in love. I feel so full sometimes,
it just wells up in me, my feeling for him. He went away
for three days on a business trip to Detroit, and I thought
I would die before he came back.

THE GIRL FRIEND. Boy, he must be some operator,
this guy.

Tue Girr. You want to know something? (Rises;
crosses to Center; steps into dress.)

(GIRL FRIEND rises and helps her; zips up back.)
In the whole three months, he hasn’t touched me once. I
know what my mother thinks. She thinks I walk out of
this door, I head straight for a hotel. I told you what we
do. We go dancing. We go driving. Mostly we talk. He
hasn’t put a hand on me in the whole three months.

THE GIrL FrienD. Is that good?

THE GirL. No, it isn’t good, and it worries me, if you
want to know. I think he’s afraid of getting too involved
with me.

TrE GirL FriEND. What I mean is, do you think he’s
going to be able to satisfy you sexually?

(Pause. THE GIRL goes to closet; takes slippers;

crosses down Right; sits in chair.)
Well now, Betty, you’re jumping into a marriage and
you have to be a little realistic too. In ten years, he’s
going to be sixty-three and you’re going to be thirty-four.
Do you think you’re going to be happy with a sixty-three-
year-old husband in ten years? Think about that a min-
ute. A sixty-three-year-old husband with white hair.
(Pause. She moves away) You're a kid, you know that?
You realy are. (Turns in) What do you think life is, a
Street and Smith Love Story Magazine? You had a good
marriage with George. You paid the rent and you went to
bed. What are you looking for?

THE GIrRL. I'm looking for more than that, Marilyn.

THaE GIrRL FRrIEND. You want to know what life is? You
live, that’s all. That’s life. You get married, you have
kids—you get up in the morning and you go to sleep at
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night. Frank goes bowling every Thursday, and I man-
age to get down to Macy’s once a week, and that’s it, and
it’s not so bad. (Sits on sofa) I don’t know what you mean
by happiness. You had a good marriage with George. At
least he was hungry for you all the time. It was al! over
his face. That’s more than most of us can say about our
husbands.

THE GIRL. Are you having trouble with Frank, Mari-
lyn?

THE GIRL FRIEND. (Rises; moves away) Frank and
me? We get along fine. We're perfectly happy. He stays
out of my way and I stay out of his. (Pause. Turns in)
You know I envy you George, you know that. You have
a husband who’s crazy about you. (Crosses in) Sure, he
has his faults. He’s a little selfish. Fle’s a little conceited.
But he doesn’t go bowling on Thursday nights or stay up
reading a magazine all night long. And one thing you
know for sure, he isn’t going to be sixty-three in ten years.
(Sits on sofa) You're going to want to have children.
Betty. How do you know he's going to be able to give
you kids? Because after a couple of years, that’s all there
really is—the kids.

(THE MANUFACTURER comes on the landing.)

THE GIrL. You don’t mean that, Marilyn.
THE GIrRL FrIENnD. Yes, I do.

(THE MANUFACTURER presses the door buzzer.)

THE GI1rL. Marilyn, would you answer the door, please.

THE GIrRL FRIEND. (‘Rises) Sure.

THE GIrRL. And keep him in the foyer a minute. I'll be
right out.

THE MoTHER. (Entering) You want me to answer the
door, Betty?

Tre GirL Frienp. I'll get it, Mrs. Mueller. (Exits to

foyer.)
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Tue Kip SisTeEr. (Entering) Where should I go, in
the living room? (Crosses Left.)

Tue NEIGHBOR. (Entering) I’ll just stay back here out
of the way. (Stands next to closet.)

(THE KID SISTER is on sofa trying to see out.)

THE GIRL FRIEND. (Opens door to landing) How do
you do?

THE MANUFACTURER. How do you do? My name is
Kingsley.

THE GirL Frienp. How do you do? I’m Marilyn, Bet-
ty’s friend. Won’t you come in, please? Betty’ll be ready
in a minute.

TaHE MANUFACTURER. Well, I'll tell you, I'm soaking
wet with snow here, and I wouldn’t want to dirty up your
carpets.

THE MoTHER. (Coming on the landing) How do you
do there?

Tue MANUFACTURER. How do you do?

THE MoTHER. Come in the house, for heaven’s sakes.

(THE GIRL goes into the bedroom.)

Tue ManuracTurer. Well,) Il tell you, we're a little
late as it is, and I have tickets here for a play, so just to
come in for a couple of minutes, it really isn’t worth the
trouble.

TaE MotHER. Well, give me your coat, I’ll hang it up
in the bathroom.

THE MANUFACTURER. Thank you, I'm fine.

4 '?I‘HE MotHER. Well, I'm Betty’s mother, how do you
o

(They shake hands.)
THE MaNUrAacTURER. How do you do, Mrs. Mueller?

THE Mortrer. Would you excuse me a minute.
THE MANUPACTURER, Ves, certainly.
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Tue MotHER. (Going into the living room) He don’t
look like no Spencer Tracy to me. ‘At bedroom door to
THE GIrRL) He’s waiting outside.

THE GIRL. (From the bedroom) T’ll be right out.

Tue GirL FriEnDp. (To THE MANUFACTURER) I hap-
pen to be here because my husband is taking the kids to
my mother-in-law's and I don’t happen to get along with
her so I thought I'd go to a downtown movie. It’s really
snowing out, isn’t it?

THE MANUFACTURER. Yes, it’s coming down quite
heavily.

THE MOTHER. (Returning to the landing followed by
Tue Kip Sister and THE NEeicHBor) [ told her you
was here.

TuE GirL Frienp. Excuse me. (She goes into the
foyer.)

Tue Moraer. This is my younger daughter, Alice.
She’s seventeen. She goes to George Washington High
School. And this is my neighbor, Mrs. Carroll—

TuEe NEIGHBOR. (Repeating) Neighbor Mrs. Carroll-—

THE MoTHER. She always comes in when I have din-
ner to pass the time of day.

TuE NEIGHBOR. (Repeating) Pass the time of day.

TuE MANUFACTURER. Well, I’'m very pleased to meet
you all. (Pause) Really, you don’t have to stand here on
my account. I'd come in, believe me, except I would
leave pools of water everywhere. (Pause.)

Tue NEricHBor. We were just talking about the de-
terioration of the neighborhood. There’s nothing but
Puerto Ricans living here now.

THE ManNUracTURER. Well, the Puerto Ricans, after
all, they have to have a place to live too. In my business,
which is the garment business, the operators are paid a
thirty-two dollar a week minimum, and nowadays the
young women don’t care to work for such a salary. And,
of course, we were faced with a serious competitive threat
from the southern garment manufacturers. There’s no
unions down there, you understand. And frankly we have
found that the Puerto Rican women are fine workers,
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very intelligent, very industrious. So that’s the situation.

Tue NEIGHBOR. You're absolutely right.

TaE GIRL FRIEND.

(Entering the living room as THE GIRL comes out of
the bedroom.)
He seems very nice.

Tue Motuer. Would you like me to hang your coat
on the shower?

THE MANUFACTURER. No, no, I'm fine.

THE GIRL. (Te THE GirL Frienp) I don’t believe life
is as meaningless as you make it sound. Marilyn. T don’t
believe it’s just paying the rent and going to bed.

TuE GIirL FrIEND. (Picks up coat and purse from chair
down Right) You're a kid. You really are.

THE MotHER. (To THE MaNUFACTURER) Will you
excuse me a minute.

THE MANUFACTURER. Certainly.

TuaE MotuER. (Entering to Center of living room) Is
he a Jewish man, for God’s sakes?

THE GIRL. (Going Left) So what?

Tue Motuer. Well T just asked, that’s all.

THE GIrL Friexp. (To door up Right) Maybe, we’'d
better get out and leave Betty finish up.

TuEe GIrL. (Crosses to closet; takes coat) I'm all fin-
ished.

Tue Moruer. Where are you going tonight?

THE GirL. We're not going to a hotel, if that’s what
you want to know!

(TuE GirL FRIEND slams the door. THE Kip SISTER
and THE NEIGHBOR enter the foyer.)
In the whole three months, he hasn’t put a hand on me!
Is that what you want to know?

Tae MotHer. All right, all right, he can hear every

word you're saying.

(THE GIRL rushes out to the landing. The OTHERS follow
to the door. THE GIRL sits on radiator box on land-
ing. Puts on rubbers.)
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THE GIrL. All right, Jerry, I'm ready. Let’s go, please.

THE MANUFACTURER. (To the OTHERS) Well, good-
bye, it was nice to have met you.

Tue NEIGHBOR. Goodbye, sir.

THE MANUFACTURER. Goodbye, Mrs. Mueller.

Tue MotHER. Goodbye, Mr. Kinzsley.

THE GirL Frienp. Goodbye, Mr. Kingsley.

(THE MANUFACTURER closes the door. The OTHERS enter
the living room. THE GIRL FRIEND enters first;
crosses Right. THE Kip SISTER follows; crosses to
T.V. THE MOTHER paces.)

Tue MoTHER. He’s a Jewish man. you know.
Tue NeicHBOR. Oh, sure, what the hell.
THE MoTHER. Sit down, Mrs. Carroll.
(THE NEIGHBOR sits on sofa. THE GIRL FRIEND
puts on coat.)
Marilyn, are you going.
TuE MANUFACTURER. Is something wrong, Betty?

(MUSIC begins.)

TuE GIrL. I want to go somewheres with you tonight,
you know what I mean? I want to go to a hotel. I think
it’s time we went to a hotel.

Tue MANUFACTURER. All right.

THE GirL. I just think it’s time, please.

THE MANUFACTURER. We can go to my house. My
sister isn’t there. I don’t want to go to a hotel.

Tue Gire. All right. Your house.

(They exit down steps.)

* THE MOTHER. (Pacing) I never was much of a mother
to her. She keeps throwing that up to me. I want to do
the right thing this time. You know what [ mean?

TuE NEIGHBOR. Oh, sure, what the hell.

(LIGHTS dim out.)
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ACT TWO
SceNE II
The manufacturer’s apartment; 10:00 P.M.

THE GIRL enters from the bedroom up Left, picks up
slippers from Center stage, goes Right to wing chair,
turns on light, puts slippers down, picks up purse
from table and sits. She opens purse, looks at face
in hand wmirror, takes out lipstick. THE MaNU-
FACTURER enters.

Tue MANUFACTURER. (On raised level Center) I'm
sorry, Betty. It wasn’t such a good idea, was it.

Tue GIrL. It was all right. (Ske starts to put on lip-
stick.)

Tue MANUFACTURER. Please, Betty, don’t put on lip-
stick. To jump out of bed and put on lipstick, it’s like a
whore.

(She puts lipstick away. Pause.)
Listen, did you know that Lockman tried to commit
suicide yesterday?

THE GIRL. Mr. Lockman?

Ture MANUFACTURER. (To down Center) He called his
wife from a hotel, and he said he was going to take fifty
sleeping pills. So she called me and I called the police.
(Goes Right) That’s what all the fuss in the office was
about yesterday. That’s why I had to run out. We broke
down the door and they took him to Bellevue. Oh, my
God, what a time that was. (Pause) I know what you
think about Walter Lockman. He’s always pinching you
and flirting. He wasn’t always that way till the last couple
of years. He’s a kind, generous man. I told the psychia-
trist there, I said, “This man, my partner, whom I know
for twenty odd years,” 1 told the psychiatrist, I said:
“He’s getting old, and he’s so terrified of being impotent.”
That’s why he runs around with buyers and prostitutes
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