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Murder at the Howard Johnson’s

ACT ONE

SCENE 1

PLACE: Room 514. A Howard Johnson’s hotel.

TIME: Mid December. Evening.

AT RISE: It is a typical blue and orange Howard Johnson
hotel room, with the usual hotel furnishing. Upstage,
there are three windows side by side. The middle
window has a desk and chair in front of it. The Stage
Left window has a dresser. All three windows pivot on
their centers, in frames. The bed unit is at Stage Right
and includes two small bed tables on each side. One
table has a telephone. There are two doors, Stage
Right. The furthest Downstage is the closet door, the
other, the bathroom door. The front door to the room
is Stage Left. Between the bed and the front door is a
floor lamp and two armchairs. There is a Christmas
wreath on the headboard. A shopping bag filled with
Christmas presents is on top the dresser. A TV on a
stand is Downstage Left. In the background, we hear
Christmas music.

ARLENE MILLER, an attractive woman, is seated on the
bed, almost madonna-like, obviously troubled. From
the bathroom we hear the bathtub water running for a
few beats and then being turned off. Another beat or
two and then the bathroom door opens and DoCTOR
MiTcHELL LOVELL enters. MITCHELL is a dentist and
a contemporary of ARLENE’s. He’'s wearing a rather

loud plaid jacket.
.
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MiTcHELL. Well, the bathtub is ready. (He goes Down-
stage, and brushes his hair in front of an imaginary mir-
ror.) What’s the matter, honey? You’re not nervous, are
you?

ARLENE. I was just thinking, Mitchell. This is going to
be the first Christmas in thirteen years that Paul and I won’t
be spending together.

MITCHELL. You’ve got to stop thinking about it, sweet-
heart. You’ve got to keep your mind on what we’re doing.

ARLENE. If only he didn’t love me so much. It would be a
lot easier if he didn’t love me so much. But, oh, God, how
he loves me.

MITCHELL. (Sits down on the bed next to her.) He doesn’t
love you any more than I do.

ARLENE. Of course he does. He loves me more than any
woman deserves to be loved.

MitcHELL. Well, if he loves you so damn much, why
don’t you stay with him?

ARLENE. You’re jealous.

MitcHELL. Of course I'm jealous. I never felt this way
before. I can’t stand the thought of anybody but me touch-
ing you. I'm a dentist, Arlene. You know I can have any
woman [ want. But all I want is you.

ARLENE. Oh, Mitchell.

MiTcHELL. I never told you this before, but remember
when I put in that bridge for him and he went home in
terrific pain? I purposely did that to him. I put in the wrong
sized bridge. I wanted to hurt him.

ARLENE. 1 love you, Mitchell. (They embrace
passionately.)

MiTcCHELL. I've got to have you, Arlene.

ARLENE. No please, not now. (Rises.) I've got too much
on my mind. I wouldn’t be any good.

MITCHELL. You may be right. (Rises.) Okay, let’s go
over the plan once more. One, I open the door.

ARLENE. Two. I say, come in, Paul, and don’t ask any
questions.
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MitcHELL. Three. I hit him over the head with a lamp.

ARLENE. Four. I give him a karate chop in the neck.

MitcHELL. Five. I hit him over the head with a chair.

ARLENE. Six. I shove a handkerchief in his mouth so he
won’t scream.

MITCHELL. Seven. I give him the injection and he sinks
to his knees. (They heighten the pace.)

ARLENE. Eight. We drag him into the bathroom.

MITCHELL. And nine, we dump him into the bathtub face
down and hold his head under water for as long as it takes.

ARLENE. (Embracing MITCHELL excitedly.) Kiss me!
Kiss me! I’ve got to have you, Mitchell.

MiTcHELL. Not now, Arlene. You wouldn’t be any
good, remember? (MITCHELL goes into bathroom.)

ARLENE. Poor Paul. He’s going to hate this so much. But
what about me? Am I not entitled to life? Don’t I deserve to
know tenderness, warmth and passion without having to get
up in the middle of the night, get dressed and take a taxi
home? (MITCHELL comes out with a doctor’s bag.) Oh,
Mitchell, I don’t know if happiness will ever be in the cards
for a woman like me.

MITCHELL. We’ve got to think positive, Arlene . . .
Where the hell is he? He said he’d be here at six.

ARLENE. Not if he’s in the middle of a deal. You know
when you’re selling used cars, you can spend a whole day
promising a guy the moon.

MiTcHELL. I know. I bought my mother’s Oldsmobile
from him. The day after the warranty expired the motor fell
out.

ARLENE. Paul used to tell me after he had a few beers that
when you buy a used car, you're buying somebody else’s
troubles.

MitcHELL. Well, I'm getting even this time. He thinks
he’s coming up here to make a deal on some stolen cars.

ARLENE. [ used to love him. I think I used to love him
more than he loved me. Then suddenly things started to
reverse themselves. I found myself being loved more than I
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could love in return. Do you have any idea what it’s like
being loved more than you can possibly love in return?

MitcHELL. Of course I do.

ARLENE. It drives you crazy. So you force yourself to
love that person more than you do and before you know it
you hate him for putting you through all this. Do you know
what I’m saying?

MitcHELL. Thoroughly. God, when you two first came
into my office to have your teeth checked, I would have
sworn you were the happiest couple on earth. (Closes the
drapes.) .

ARLENE. (Primping in Downstage imaginary mirror.)
When I met Paul Miller, I was young, I was foolish, I was
innocent . . . But then I started reading. At first newspa-
pers. Then magazines . . . and suddenly, before I knew it,
books. Little by little, I outgrew him. He went to the right, I
went to the left. He went in. I went out. I went up. He went
down. I went here, he went there . . .

MiTcHELL. I couldn’t live with a man like that.

ARLENE. Yet, he tried his best. He gave me everything.
A house, fumniture, clothing, silverware . . . I have five
watches.

MitcHELL. No one needs five watches.

ARLENE. Of course not. Oh, sure, Paul and I were happy
at first. I didn’t know any better. My eyes were still closed.
I hadn’t awakened as a person yet. And then when I met
you, the whole thing really crystalized. I wasn’t the same
girl that Paul had slept with thousands and thousands and
thousands of times.

MiITCHELL. Arlene, I don’t want to hear numbers.

ARLENE. Mitchell, he still is my husband.

MiTcHELL. Well, that’s all going to change today.

ARLENE. Kiss me. Kiss me. (They kiss passionately.
There is a knock at the door.) That's him.

MitcHELL. Bad timing.

PauL. (Offstage.) Mr. Zapata!
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MitcHELL. (Fake voice.) Uno momento! (ARLENE looks
at MITCHELL puzzled.) 1 told him on the phone, I was
Mexican.

ARLENE. You have a very good accent.

MitcHELL. Thank you.

ARLENE. (Goes to him.) Oh, Mitchell. I can’t help but
wonder. Do we really have the right to take another per-
son’s life?

MiTcHELL. Of course not. That’s why it’s called murder.
You want total happiness, don’t you?

ARLENE. Yes, yes.

MitcHELL. Well, he’s keeping you from total happiness.

ARLENE. I'm so confused.

MitcHELL. Look, would it make you feel any better if we
tried talking to him first? Who knows, he might even agree
to a divorce.

ARLENE. Never. The poor guy loves me too much.

MITCHELL. Let’s try. If he says no and we have to kill
him, at least we’ll have a clear conscience. (There is
another knock at the door.) Uno momento! (To ARLENE.)
.What do you say, Arlene?

ARLENE. Okay, we’ll try it, but don’t get your hopes up.

MITCHELL. I love you, Arlene.

ARLENE. I love you, Mitchell.

MitcHELL. Think positive.

(He turns on more lights in the room, opens the door and
stands behind it. PAUL MILLER, a man a year or two
older than his wife, is standing there. He is wearing a
grey overcoat, a grey suit, and a grey tie. When he
sees ARLENE he is completely confused.)

PauL. Arlene!?!?

ARLENE. Come in, Paul, and don’t ask questions.

PauL. (Entering.) Arlene, what are you doing here? I
was supposed to meet a Mr. Zapata.
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MITCHELL. (Closes door.) Hi, Paul, how’s business?
PauL. Doctor Lovell! What’s going on? Where’s Zapata?
MiTcHELL. I'm Zapata.

PauL. You? You’re our dentist. You don’t make enough
money overcharging us? You have to operate a stolen car
ring, too?

ARLENE. Paul, give me your coat. Dr. Lovell has some-
thing to tell you. (To MITCHELL.) Go ahead, honey. (She
takes PAUL’s coat and hangs it up.)

PauL. Honey? Who calls a dentist honey?

MiTcHELL. Paul, here’s the story. I love your wife. Your
wife loves me. We're all adults. These things happen. What
more can I say?

PAUL. You mean there are no hot cars?

MiTcHELL. (To ARLENE.) You talk to him.

ARLENE. Paul, I want a divorce.

PauL. A divorce!

MiTcHELL. What do you say, huh, Paul? A nice clean
split. We let the lawyers handle everything, we stay friends,
and from here on in, all your dental work is fifty percent off.

PAUL. A divorce? I don’t understand, Arlene. I’m really
thrown. Just the other night we had sex like it was gang-
busters. (MITCHELL gives ARLENE a look.)

ARLENE. (To MITcHELL.) I thought it was going to be his
last time. I tried to make it special.

PAUL. (Sits on foot of bed.) A divorce!

ARLENE. What about it, huh, Paul! Yes or no?

MITCHELL. Otherwise we have to get rough.

PAUL. (Stunned, to ARLENE.) You and Doctor Lovell are
in love?

ARLENE. I'm afraid so.

PauL. In love with a man who butchered my mouth. It
still hurts from that lousy bridge he put in.

MITCHELL. So don’t pay me.

PAUL. (Rises.) I didn’t.

ARLENE. Fellas, please . . .
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PauL. I can’t believe it, Arlene. After all we’ve meant to
each other. (To MiTcHELL.) I love that woman. I treat her
like a goddess. Whatever she wants, I get for her. You
know, I bought her . . .

PauL and MiTCHELL. Five watches.

PauL. I'd buy her anything. You know that, Arlene.
Name me one thing you want that you haven’t got.

ARLENE. Happiness.

PAuL. Arlene, you’re talking about a very small part of
life. I've failed you, haven’t I?

ARLENE. No, Paul, it’s not that simple. It’s just that

. well, some people change.

PauL. (Proudly.) 1 didn’t.

MiTcHELL. Well, some people change and some people
don’t.

ARLENE. What I’m trying to say, Paul, is simply that it’s
not there anymore. The magic, the violins, the sunsets

. the rain on my face, the moonlight walks . . .

MiITcHELL. (Sighs.) I love all that stuff.

PauL. I'm stunned. I'm really stunned. Why, Arlene,
why? What’s the real reason? Where did I go wrong? Was I
too strong? Too weak? Too lenient? Too strict?

ARLENE. It doesn’t matter now. It’s all yesterday’s news.

PauL. What do you mean yesterday’s news? I just found
out about it. I have to know. Is it because I have no sense of
humor?

ARLENE. No, of course not. A wife doesn’t have to laugh
all the time.

MITCHELL. (Interested.) Then what is it, Arlene?

ARLENE. (A little annoyed.) I met you.

MitcHELL. Of course.

PauL. (Sits again.) I’m stunned. I'm really stunned.

MITCHELL. Oh, come on. You mean you didn’t suspect
anything? Your wife goes to a dentist two or three times a
week, sometimes even on Sundays, doesn’t come home till
midnight and you don’t suspect anything?
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PauL. I trusted her.

ARLENE. He was good that way.

PAUL. (Rises.) Something is wrong here. You’re keeping
something from me. A woman doesn’t walk out on the
perfect husband without a reason.

ARLENE. There are a lot of reasons, Paul. You’re shal-
low. You’re dull. You're gloomy. You never smile . . .

PAuL. You have a good memory.

ARLENE. The other day I went into your closet. Did you
know your entire wardrobe is grey? You go into Mitchel’s
closet, there’s color, there’s life. There’s reds and greens
and yellows . . .

MiTcHELL. And plaids and checks and stripes . . .

ARLENE. There is adventure in Mitchell’s closet, excite-
ment, a lust for life.

MITCHELL. I've got wide lapels, narrow lapels, flared
pants, pants with cuffs. You name it. I'm ready for all fads.

PauL. Doctor Lovell, what the hell kind of a man goes
around stealing wives?

MITCHELL. Put yourself in my place. You're a perfectly
healthy, normal, good-looking, dentist. An attractive mar-
ried woman walks in one day, sits on your chair, you start
examining her. Before you know it you’re having drinks
together and the rest is history.

PauL. (To MITcHELL.) My respect for you has hit a new
low.

MITCHELL. So don’t recommend me.

PauL. I never do.

ARLENE. Paul, I'm only flesh and blood. You expected
too much of me.

PauL. I expected you to behave like a wife. Didn’t I
satisfy you sexually?

ARLENE. Sometimes you did and sometimes you didn’t.

PauL. And you don’t call that a good batting average?
Arlene, marriage is like baseball. Sometimes you pitch.
Sometimes you catch. Sometimes you hit a home run.
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Sometimes you strike out. Sometimes you go into extra
innings. Sometimes it’s called on account of rain. But the
sport goes on year after year after year after year.

MITCHELL. (Interested.) And then what?

PauL. And then it’s football season . . .

ARLENE. Paul, I'm not happy with you.

PauL. I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that.

ARLENE. Of course you didn’t hear that. You don’t
listen. Mitchell listens. He's interested. He cares. He wants
to know what makes me tick. There are lots of things
bothering women like me these days. Things that seem
unanswered in our lives.

PauL. Like what? I’ll answer it.

ARLENE. Like what makes us feel so restless? What
makes us feel so incomplete? What makes us feel so lost?

PAuUL. Who can answer all that?

ARLENE. At least with Mitchell at night when I talk, he
doesn’t fall asleep.

MiTcHELL. How can you possibly fall asleep with this
woman next to you?

PauL. I’m tired. Marriage takes a lot out of a person.

MitcHELL. Take time to smell the roses, Paul?

PauL. Shove the roses. (To ARLENE.) You don’t think I
was disappointed from time to time in our marriage?

ARLENE. Like when?

PauL. There were times. Lots of times. Like reading in
bed all night long with the lights on. That bothers me. You
always leaving the table before I finish eating. That bothers
me. Some of the phone calls you take in private. That
bothers me. Your using all my wooden hangers . . . I
could go on and on.

MiTcHELL. I really think this is getting too personal.

PauL. I know his kind, Arlene. He’s going to break your
heart. He meets too many women in his line of work.

MiTcHELL. Oh, yeah? Well, in fifteen years of medical
practice, I've only had three affairs with married patients.
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PAuL. You hear that?

ARLENE. He’s only human, Paul. I admire that in a man.
You, you never even looked at another woman. That’s not
natural.

PauL. Why should I look at other women? I hate women.

MitcHELL. Well, I love women, and I especially love
Arlene.

ARLENE. Did I get lucky, Paul?

PauL. Look, Lovell, I know what Arlene is to you. A
quick jump in the sack. A wham bam, thank you ma’am.
Love is a lot more than pretty words. You single guys make
me sick. Love! What do you know about love? What have
you bought her in the last month?

MitcHELL. What do I know about love? That’s a laugh.
Who’s winding up with Arlene, you or me?

PauL. That’s not love. That’s sex.

MITCHELL. Sex is love.

PAUL. Sex is sex. Love is love.

ARLENE. I think basically you're both saying the same
thing.

PAUL. Arlene, you don’t think I could have affairs?
There are women coming to buy cars all the time. All I have
to do is knock two hundred dollars off the sticker price and
I’m in business. But I'm loyal. And as long as there’s an
ounce of breath left in this body, you’re going to be loyal
too. Get your coat! (He gets his coat.)

MiTcHELL. Paul, for the last time, are you or are you not
going to give Arlene a divorce?

PauL. Never. Get your coat. (MITCHELL and ARLENE
look at one another.)

MiITCHELL. Well, we can’t say we didn’t try.

ARLENE. (Goes to door, takes the ‘‘Do Not Disturb’’
sign and places it on the outside of the door. She then locks
the door.) Paul, what happens from here on in is your own
doing.

PauL. What are you talking about?
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ARLENE. Do you want to tell him?

MITCHELL. No, you tell him.

ARLENE. Okay, Paul, as cruel as this may sound at first,
and as cold blooded as it may appear and as callous as . . .

MITCHELL. (Impatient.) Tell him already!

ARLENE. (Her arm around PauL.) We're going to kill
you, Paul.

PAuL. Say that again.

MiTcHELL. We're going to kill you, Paul. (He pulls out a
white dentist jacket from his bag and proceeds to put it on.)

PAUL. (A beat. Looks at them.) Get your coat, Arlene.

ARLENE. We’re serious, Paul. We’re going to kill you.

PauL. Don’t make me laugh.

MiTcHELL. She’s not kidding, Paul. The party’s over.

PAUL. (Chuckling.) Let me get this straight. You’'re
going to kill me? You two amateurs are going to kill me?

MiITcHELL. We’re amateurs now, but when we leave here
we’ll be seasoned veterans.

PauL. This, I gotta see.

ARLENE. You don’t think we’re going to do it, huh?

PauL. I don’t think you’re going to do it. I don’t think
you can do it. You think it’s easy to kill someone? To stop
their hearts from beating? To take their life away? People
like us don’t go around killing people. We’re much too
middle class for that.

MITCHELL. Who the hell are you calling middle class?
I’'m a professional dentist with diplomas all over the wall.

PAUL. You want to kill me? Okay, go ahead and kill me.
What do you want me to do, sit in a chair while you tie me
up? (Takes off his coat and hangs it up.)

MiITcHELL. Well, we really weren’t going to do it that
way, but it’s not a bad idea.

ARLENE. No, not at all. Thank you, Paul. (Pulls chair to
Center of Stage.) Listen, you sit right here. I'll be right
back. You’ll see how cleverly we planned this whole thing.
I think you’re going to get a kick out of this. (To
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MitcHELL.) Don’t kill him till I get back. (She exits into the
bathroom.)

PAUL. (Sits in chair.) Come on. Tie me up. Let’s kill me.

MiTcHELL. All right. What'’s the catch?

PauL. (Rises.) I don’t think you can do it. I don’t think
you have the guts. If you can, go ahead. But if you can’t,
then Arlene walks out of here with me, and we get a new
dentist.

MiITCHELL. Leave it to a used car dealer to come up with
a scheme like that.

PauL. Have we got a deal?

MiTcHELL. You’'re on. (They shake hands.) Have a seat.
(PAuUL sits down again. MITCHELL takes his own tie and
begins tying PAUL’s hands behind his back and to the
chair.)

PAauL. You know what my wife’s problem is? It’s those
damn women’s magazines she reads. They’re too honest.
They confuse her. They make sex look like a fun thing.

MITCHELL. (Finishes tying PAUL’s hands.) Is that too
tight?

PauL. No, it’s fine.

MITCHELL. I’m going to have to borrow your tie.

PauL. Take it. I've got a dozen more just like it.
(MITCHELL removes PAUL’s tie and begins tying his feet to
the chair.) Maybe it’s her age. You know how women are
about losing their youth. It’s tough on a woman when she
hits thirty-eight.

MITCHELL. (Stops and reacts.) She’s thirty-eight?

PauL. Didn’t she tell you?

MiTcHELL. I didn’t know she was thirty-eight. How do
you like that. I’'m two years younger than her.

PauL. Does that mean it’s all off?

MitcHELL. Of course not. But why would she lie to me?

PauL. People lie. They lie to each other. Sometimes on
the lot I even have to do it. Me, Honest Paul Miller! All life
is a lie. When you're a kid they tell you there’s a Santa
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Claus, that there’s a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.
They tell you if you work hard, you’ll be a success, if you
find the right woman, you’ll be happy. I’m living proof that
everything’s a lie. Everybody shafts you. But unlike
Arlene, I’ve learned to live with it.

MITCHELL. At times, Paul, you come off as a very bitter
person.

PAauL. I’m not bitter. I'm just realistic. I know that
. . . (Winces in pain.) Oooooow!

MITCHELL. What’s wrong?

PauL. It’s that lousy bridge you put in.

MITCHELL. (Goes to bag and gets some dental instru-
ments.) Here, let me have a look.

PauL. No, no. It’s all right.

MiTcHELL. Open wide. (Looks into PAUL’s mouth.)
Have you been using your water pik?

PauL. Who’s got time?

MITCHELL. You’re lucky you're going to die, Paul. You
need twelve hundred dollars worth of work there.

PauL. I wouldn’t go to you if you were the last dentist on
earth.

MITCHELL. Paul, for you, I am the last dentist on earth.
(The bathroom door opens and ARLENE comes out wearing
a floozie wig.)

ARLENE. (To PauL, playing a sexy hooker.) Hello, big
boy. You want to have some fun?

PauL. What the hell is this?

ARLENE. It’s me, Paul, Arlene.

PAUL. (Annoyed.) I know it’s you.

ARLENE. This is how I registered downstairs as Kitty
Latour. So that when they find your dead body, they’ll
connect it to this girl. (Points to herself.)

MITCHELL. You really look sexy in that wig.

PAuL. I think she looks cheap. She looks like a hooker.

ARLENE. Of course. That’s what I'm supposed to be.

PAUL. You would associate my death to a hooker?



20 MURDER AT THE HOWARD JOHNSON’S ACT 1

MITCHELL. It’s the perfect crime. You came here to meet
"this hooker, you had sex in the bathtub, you hit your head
and you drowned. .

PAUL. Sex in the bathtub? And how will you explain my
being tied to a chair?

ARLENE. Grow up, Paul. There are people who have sex
like that every day.

PAUL. (Shocked.) Every day? What a world!

MITCHELL. The bathtub’s all filled with water and all we
have to do is drag you in there and dump you in, face down.
(To ARLENE.) Then you and I can go out and get something
to eat.

PauL. Why don’t we order something up?

ARLENE. (Goes to phone.) Great idea. Ever since we
thought of killing you at Howard Johnsons, I've had a taste
for fried clams.

MITCHELL. Arlene, hang up.

ARLENE. You love ice cream. They have twenty-eight
flavors.

MitcHELL. I had my desert. I had a Milky Way before I
came up.

PauL. A Milky Way. What a baby. (Taunting.) You're a
baby. Little baby . . .

MiTcHELL. Hang up, Arlene. We’'ll eat when we’re
finished. Maybe I'l] even take you dancing.

ARLENE. (Into phone.) Never mind. We’re going to g0
dancing. (Hangs up.)

MitcHELL. I love dancing, Paul. I just love it. (Starts
dancing.) One two, One, two, three.

PAuL. Well, I hate it. I'm on my feet all day, all night

. . Why should I want to dance? I want to sit and relax.

ARLENE. Well, I didn’t. That’s what ruins marriages,
Paul, more than anything else.

PauL. What? Not dancing?

ARLENE. No, not doing things together!

PauL. Okay, so we’ll do things together.
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ARLENE. It’s too late. You are who you are and you’ve
gone as far as you can go. The big difference between us,
Paul, is that you're tied down and I'm free. I've found
myself. You didn’t even go out looking.

PAUL. Arlene, I work twelve hours a day, seven days a
week. I don’t have time to find myself. You think I’m doing
it for me? I’m doing it so I can buy you things. I don’t need
anything. All I need are shoes so I can continue to work to
buy you those things.

ARLENE. Paul, you’ll never understand. The basic fact is
that I’ ve outgrown you. I’ve matured. I’ve blossomed.

MiTcHELL. That reminds me, Arlene. He said you were
thirty-eight.

ARLENE. Paul, you’re a very petty person.

MITCHELL. Do you think I care about age? Nobody cares
about age anymore.

ARLENE. You're as young as you feel. And I feel like a
spring bride. I want to go. I want to do. I'm restless. I can’t
be contained. I want to write. I want to paint. I want to take
ballet lessons. I want to go around the world.

PauL. (To MitcHELL.) Doctor Lovell, do you have any
idea what that’s going to cost you?

ARLENE. I’ve spent too many years just sitting around
waiting. Waiting for something to happen. Waiting for
something to begin. Waiting! Waiting! Waiting! Well, my
plane’s on the runway, my seat belt is fastened and I'm
ready to take off.

MiTcHELL. And this time you’re going first class.

PauL. (Trying to get loose—frightened.) Goddamn it,
you really got me tied up here.

MiTcHELL. That’s the name of the game.

PauL. Arlene, look in my left pocket.

ARLENE. Why?

PauL. Just look. What have you got to lose?

ARLENE. (Reaches into his pocket and takes out a small
gift wrapped box.) Oh, Paul, you shouldn’t have. I didn’t
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get you anything for Christmas. I didn’t think I’d have to.
(She sits down on nearby chair and unwraps the gift.)

PauL. I didn’t have time to buy a card. (To MITCHELL.)
How late are the stores open?

MitcHELL. ’'Til nine o’clock, but I don’t think you’re
going to make it. (PAUL manages to move himself and chair
next to ARLENE.)

ARLENE. (Taking a watch out of the box. Disappointed.)
Another watch! He bought me another watch. (Reprimand-
ing.) Paul, do you take pleasure in tormenting me?

PauL. That’s a digital. You don’t have one like that.

ARLENE. I don’t want this watch. (Puts it back.in box.)
You take it back where you bought it.

MiITCHELL. How can he take it back? Let me see that.
(Takes the box from her and looks at the watch.) Not bad
How much did you pay for this?

PauL. A hundred bucks.

MiTcHELL. Bullshit! It’s a Timex.

PAUL. You want to buy it? I'll take fifty.

MitcHELL. I’ll give you twenty.

ARLENE. (To MiTcHELL.) Why do you want a lady’s
watch?

MiTcHELL. It’s for my mother. I like to buy her things.

PAuL. For your mother? What a baby! He’s a baby. Little
baby . . .

MiTcHELL. We’ll see who’s a baby. (Takes a hypodermic
needle from his bag.) Ahhh, here it is. (Squirts out some of
the liquid into the air.)

PauL. (With growing concern.) What the hell’s that?

MiTcHELL. Novocaine. I give you a shot in both arms. I
give you a shot in both legs, and before you know it you’re
a ball of rubber and all we have to do is bounce you into the
bathroom.

ARLENE. Your only hope is to hold your breath in the
bathtub and try to stay afloat, but how long can anyone do
that?
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PAuUL. Arlene, get your coat. We're going home,
ARLENE. If you could only let me go. Give me a divorce.
PauL. Never!

MITCHELL. (Studying PauL.) We have a problem here.
You’re going to have to take off your jacket and roll up your
sleeves.

PauL. Oh, yeah? And who do you think I am, Houdini?

MITCHELL. Let’s see if I can work something out here.

(While holding the needle in one hand, he proceeds to push
PAUL’s jacket off his shoulders and unbutton his shirt
so that he can expose his arm for the needle.)

PAauL. It’s the insurance, isn’t it?

MiTcHELL. What insurance?

PauL. My life insurance. That’s the real reason you're
killing me. Now it makes sense. I knew it had nothing to do
with love.

ARLENE. Paul, Mitchell doesn’t need your money.

MitcHELL. Well, how much is it, exactly?

PauL. Two hundred thousand dollars. (MITCHELL
whistles. He’s impressed.)

ARLENE. Paul, I thought you only had fifty thousand.

PauL. Well, last month I thought it over and I didn’t
think it would be enough.

ARLENE. Paul Miller, you’re a good man.

PAuUL. And that’s only the beginning. If I die in a plane
crash, it’s double.

MitcHELL. Well, we can’t get a plane in here, so let’s get
on with it.

PAUL. (To ARLENE.) You had a good thing being married
to me. I don’t care how you felt about it. The trouble with
people like you is that you’re never satisfied. Don’t you
realize nobody has it perfect. Look at that wedding band
you’re wearing. I remember you wouldn’t even get married
unless I got you that ring. You wanted everyone to know
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that you were Mrs. Paul Miller. That you belonged to me.
‘That I belonged to you. That I owned you and that you
owned me. That we owned each other. (To MITCHELL.)
And you, Doctor Lovell. You'll live to regret not remaining
single. If I can’t make my marriage work, what chance have
you got?

MiTcHELL. Love conquers all.

PauL. Love conquers shit! Arlene, if you wanted to have
an affair, all you had to do was come to me and ask me. I
would have said ‘‘no’’ and that would have been the end of
1t.

MiTcHELL. (To ARLENE.) Help me get his pant legs up.
(As MITCHELL and ARLENE roll up PAUL’s pants, they dis-
cover he’s wearing garters.) Garters! Who wears garters!
Now that tells you something about the man.

PAuL. So help me God, if you go through with this I'll
come back and haunt you from the grave. (Makes weird
whistling sounds.)

ARLENE. (A little suspicious.) What do you think,
Mitchell?

MitcHELL. He’s just bluffing.

PAUL. You want my personal opinion of this whole
thing?

MITCHELL. Sure.

ARLENE. Yes.

PauL. (Yelling.) Help!

MITCHELL. Are you crazy? You're gonna bring every-
body up here.

PauL. Help!

ARLENE. What'’s the matter with you, Paul?

PauL. Help!

MitcHELL. Quick! Bring me a washcloth.

ARLENE. What for?

MiTcHELL. I want to gag him.

ARLENE. Right.

PauL. Help! Help!
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MitcHELL. Hurry! (ARLENE rushes to the bathroom.
MITCHELL puts his hand over PAUL’s mouth to quiet him.)

PauL. Help!

MitcHELL. Will you stop that! (PAUL bites his hand.)
Owwww! (Pulls back in pain.) Son of a bitch bit me.

PauL. Help!

ARLENE. (Rushes out with the washcloth.) Quiet, Paul!
(Hands towel to MiTcHELL.) Here. (MITCHELL takes the
washcloth and hands her the needle.) Here. (He starts shov-
ing washcloth into PAUL’s mouth.)

PauL. Help!

ARLENE. (To MITCHELL.) I can’t get over how clean the
bathrooms are here. I wouldn’t mind coming back again.
(PAuL stops shouting.)

MiTcHELL. There!

ARLENE. (Impressed.) That’s very good. I didn’t think
that would work.

MITCHELL. (Backs up to admire his work and accidentally
backs into needle that ARLENE is holding.) Owwww!

ARLENE. I'm really sorry. Thank God you weren’t facing
me.

MitcHELL. Forget the novocaine. Let’s get this over
with.,

ARLENE. (Looking at PAUL who seems to be sinking
fast.) Mitchell, would you mind very much if I said good-
bye to him first?

MitcHELL. No, just hurry it up. (He goes into bath-
room.) :

ARLENE. (Walking around PauL. She tries to be very
tactful. PAUL winks at her furiously, trying to get her to free
him.) You know, Paul, there are things in life that are very
difficult to justify. You haven’t been a bad husband. I'll bet
a lot of women would have traded places with me. Unfortu-
nately for you, you were the wrong guy at the wrong place
with the wrong woman. I'd hate to have you go out thinking
this is all your fault. Is it so wrong for a person to put her
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personal needs ahead of everyone else’s? (PAUL shakes his
head.) You’re probably right, but everybody’s doing it. I'd
give anything not to have to go through with this. Anything.
If only you weren'’t so possessive. If only you weren’t so in
love with me. If only you would give me a divorce. How
about it, Paul? (PAUL shakes his head furiously indicating
that he won’t. He tries to move himself and the chair toward
the door.) I've got to hand it to you, Paul. You’re a ‘‘one
woman man.’’

MITCHELL. (Coming out of the bathroom. He's limping
as a result of the novocaine in his rear.) Let’s get this over
with. Okay, Paul. It’s time for your bath. (The two drag
PAUL in the chair, into the bathroom.)

ARLENE. Do you think we should add some hot water?
He hates a cold tub.

MiTCHELL. What’s the difference? I hate this kind of
work. (They're now in the bathroom. There’s a beat fol-
lowed by a loud splash. A moment later, ARLENE comes out
followed by MITCHELL.) Are you all right?

ARLENE. I think so. Is he dead?

MitcHELL. (Glancing back into bathroom.) 1 guess so.
He’s kind of blue. Let’s get out of here.

(They go about gathering their things quietly. We hear the
faint sound of Christmas music. MITCHELL gets his
coat and his doctor’s bag. ARLENE gets her coat and
her shopping bag. The two manage not to look at one
another until they get to the front door. MITCHELL
unlocks the door. ARLENE looks at him.)

ARLENE. Merry Christmas, Mitchell.
MITCHELL. (Opens door.) You’d better drive. My ass is
asleep.

(MITCHELL turns off the lights and shuts the door behind
them. There is a beat. Suddenly PAUL comes stagger-
ing out of the bathroom. The chair is still attached to
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him. He has the shower curtain wrapped around him
and is soaking wet. The gag is gone from his mouth.)

PauL. That’s it. Tomorrow morning we’re seeing a mar-
riage counselor. (He slumps down in chair as the Christmas
music swells. The CURTAIN COMES DOWN .)

END OF SCENE |

ACT ONE

SCENE 2

Room 907, the same Howard Johnson hotel. The room is
identical except for different color drapes and a dif-
ferent color bedspread. The floor lamp has been re-
placed by a low, round table. It is the 4th of July, six
months later. Early evening. There is a red, white and
blue bunting on the headboard, replacing the Christ-
mas wreath. In the background we hear patriotic
march music.

AT RISE: ARLENE is pacing back and forth, nervously. She
goes to her handbag and takes out a vial of pills
and goes to the phone. The march music fades out.
ARLENE dials the phone.

ARLENE. (On phone.) Hei.., Mitchell. This is Arlene.
Don’t ask questions. I'm at the Howard Johnson’s, room
907. Hear this? (She shakes the pills into the mouthpiece.)
These are sleeping pills. I just want you to know I'm killing
myself. (She hangs up. There is furious knocking at the
door.)

PauL. (Offstage.) Arlene! Arlene! You didn’t do it yet,
did you?
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(ARLENE opens the door and lets PAUL in. He is wearing
a grey summer suit, white shirt, black shoes and a
striped grey tie with a touch of color. He is carrying a
paper bag.)

ARLENE. Hello, Paul.

PauL. (Still standing at the door.) 1 would have been
here sooner but I got caught in the mob out there waiting for
the fireworks to start. (Looks around.) Are you alone?

ARLENE. Yes.

PAUL. Are you sure? (He peeks around the door.)

ARLENE. Yes, I'm killing myself. I'm not throwing a
party.

PauL. (Enters and closes the door.) Why are you killing
yourself? If it’s about the divorce, my lawyer’s working on
it. He's slow. What can I tell you? I'm trying to work it out
so that you get everything.

ARLENE. I'd rather not talk about it. I just wanted you 1o
be the last person on earth to see me alive.

PauL. That’s very thoughtful. (PAUL starts to empty con-
tents of the bag onto the round table. It's a bucket of Ken-
tucky Fried Chicken and a six-pack of beer.) I got you some
chicken and beer. I thought it might cheer you up.

ARLENE. That’s a very nice tie.

PauL. (Standing and admiring his own tie.) Yeah, I'm
into colors now.

ARLENE. Very becoming. (She sits down at the table.)

PAuL. Yeah, I thought so too. I bought five others just
like it.

ARLENE. (Picking up a piece of chicken.) You remem-
bered. Extra crispy. '

PauL. (Takes off his jacket and sits down.) I missed you,
Arlene. It’s been a long time.

ARLENE. Yes, it has. Almost six months.

PauL. Six months, thirteen days and twenty-three hours.

ARLENE. (Looking through bucket of chicken.) They
gave you all wings.
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PauL. Everyone in this world shafts you. I wanted
breasts.

ARLENE. (Rises.) Paul, do you still love me?

PauL. How’s that?

ARLENE. Do you still love me? I would like to go out
knowing someone still loves me..

PAUL. (Rises.) Do I still love you? Do I still love you?
Arlene, that’s my life loving you. I never stopped loving
you. (Goes to bathroom door and quickly opens it and looks
in. He does the same with the closet door.) Even last De-
cember when you drowned me, I never stopped loving you.

ARLENE. Poor Paul. How I must have hurt you. (She
grabs her pills, leaps over the bed and rushes for the win-
dow.) I'm a rotten person. I deserve to die.

PAUL. (Rushes to her and pulls her away from the win-
dow.) No, no, Arlene. (He embraces her.)

ARLENE. Do you want to know my plan? I'm going to
take a bottle of sleeping pills, sit on the window sill and stab
myself.

PauL. That’s a good plan. That would work. (He takes
the pills from her, looks at vial and puts them in his pants
pocket.)

ARLENE. I didn’t want to take any chances. (They both go
back to the table and resume eating.) Oh, Paul, isn’t life
strange the way it takes so many twists and turns? It’s like
a roller coaster. You're up, you're down, you veer to the
right, you veer to the left, you hope to God you don't fall
out . . .

PauL. Hey, that’s what I’m studying in school.

ARLENE. You're going to school?

PauL. Two nights a week. I know one of the reasons you
left me was because you thought I was shallow. (Rises.) I'm
not shallow anymore, Arlene. You know what I'm doing?
I'm taking a self-realization course.

ARLENE. I’'m very impressed.

PauL. I’ve got a terrific teacher. You should meet him.
You’'d love him. His name is Malcolm Dewey. He’s only
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twenty-five years old and very short, but he seems to know
everything. You’d never kill yourself if you met Malcolm
Dewey. (Sits.) I swear, Arlene, I’'m now able to grasp the
meaning of life and in only one month.

ARLENE. That must be so encouraging.

PauL. He sums up his whole philosophy in two words.
*‘Me first!”” “*If you’'re good to yourself you're good to the
world.”” A truly healthy, selfish person would never commit
suicide. Repeat after me. A truly healthy, selfish person
would never commit suicide.

ARLENE and PAUL. A truly healthy, selfish person would
never commit suicide.

ARLENE. There’s no cole slaw.

PAauL. Another shaft. Next week we go on to physical
awareness. He actually gets you to talk to parts of your
body. It’s great for lonely people. (To hands.) Hello hands.
How are you? Hellow elbow. Hello knees . . .

ARLENE. That’s . . . fascinating. They didn’t give you
any napkins.

PAauL. Another shaft.

ARLENE. (Rises.) I've got Kleenex.

PAuL. (Rises and follows her.) I'm a changéd man,
Arlene. I even stopped drinking.

ARLENE. I didn’t know you started. (She gets Kleenex
from her handbag. PauL takes one and the two of them
begin wiping each other’s mouth.)

PauL. Yeah, for a while I was going through a case of
beer a day, trying to forget you.

ARLENE. It’s a wonder you didn’t put on any weight.

PauL. I cut out potatoes. .

ARLENE. You love potatoes.

PAUL. Yes, but potatoes don’t help you forget . . . So,
it's over. So it’s over between you and the dentist . . . It’s
over.

ARLENE. [ haven’t told you everything.
PauL. No kidding. He hurt you, right? Let me see the
bruises.
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