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WINTER JOURNEY

Presented by Henry Sherek and Sam Wanamaker at the St James’s Theatre,
London, on grd April 1952, with the following cast of characters:

(in the order of their appearance)
Bernie Dobb, stage director Sam Wanamaker
LARRY, stage manager Guy Kingsley Poynter
Puan. Cook, producer Robert Perceval
Paur UnGeRr, playwright Arthur Hill
Nancy STODDARD, an actress Hazel Penwarden
Frank ELcIn, an actor Michael Redgrave
Georcie ELcIN, Frank’s wife Googie Withers
RavLPH, Frank’s dresser Ian Main

ScenE 1
ScenE 2
SceENE 3
ScENE 4
SceENE 5

SCENE 1

SceNE 3

The play directed by Sam Wanamaker
Décor by Anthony Holland

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
ACT I

The stage of a New York Theatre. Morning

The Elgins’ furnished room in mid-Manhattan. Later the same day
The stage. Ten days later. Late at night

The Elgins’ room. A week later. Early morning

A dressing-room in a Boston theatre. A week later. After midnight

ACT II

The Boston dressing-room. A few nights later. After midnight
The same. The following day. Early afternoon
A dressing-room in a New York Theatre. Some weeks later. Evening

The action is contemporary






WINTER JOURNEY

ACT I

SCENE 1

ScENE— The stage of a New York Theatre. Morning.

The stage ts bare and disposed for rehearsal. There is a heavy iron
door off R leading to the dressing-rooms and stage door. The producer’s
table is set down c with three chairs R, L, and below tt. There is a
chair, and a table with a telephone on it up L, and a bench up c. The
usual stage equipment, packs of scenery and spotlights, floods, etc., are
stacked against the walls. An electrician’s ladder stands at the back.

(See the Ground Plan and Photograph of the Scene)

The CURTAIN rises on a muted gloomy atmosphere. The stage is lit by a
working light c. Soft radio music, a popular Mexican song, ““Way-
Saring Stranger,” handled by a lamenting but insinuating tenor, can be
heard off R. BERNIE DoDD, the director, is perched on the upstage edge
of the table c, facing L and sofily whistling with the song. BERNIE can
be very direct; he is small but with lots of wiry and graceful physical
energy. At just thirty-five he is very successful, somewhat fre tful and
prowling when in rehearsal. Normally, however, his manner is friendly
if a little watchful. From former excess of feeling about any and all
things he has become saturnine and impassive in the face; there is a
gloomy, thoughtful overtone about him. This gives him an air of un-
willingness, as if he no longer wanted to be personally involved with
persons or things; actually it is a form of protective distrust, expressing
itself in what seems a main quality of being objective and impersonal,
as if one were working with a screwdriver on a cold piece of machinery.
But, of course, this mask of impersonality is not the truth. PauL
UNGER, the playwright, is seated in the chair below the table c, with
his back to the audience. He is aged thirly, tender-hearted and open,
simple in a good sense. PriL COOK, the producer, is leaning on the
chair L of the table c gravely and thoughtfully smoking a cigar. He is
always gloomy, with a certain heavy pout about him, always dependent
and uncertain of himself, but never wanting to admit it. It is very
evident that the men have something on their minds, There is a pause.
Cooxk scratches. Looking intently at Cook, BERNIE finally stops
whistling.

I
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BERNIE (fo no-one in particular) Where is that music coming
from? (He pauses, then rises) Well, what about it?

(Coox’s face tightens and he will not reply.
LARRY, the stage manager, enlers R and crosses to Bernie)

Larry (respectfully) Do you want me to hold the company,
Bernie? They’re waiting.

BERNIE. Dismiss them. No. But tell them to stand by for a
possible seven o’clock call tonight.

Larry. Right. (He turns to go)

BerNIE (fo Larry) Elgin, I want Elgin to wait.

LARRY (stopping and turning) Frank Elgin?

BerniE. Yes, have him wait. Where’s that music coming from?

Larry. Prop man’s room.

Berni. Oh.

(LARRY exils R)

(To Cook) Well, what’s the verdict?
Coox (in a low voice) I wish I could lay myself away in a safety
deposit box for a few months.

(BERNIE snorts not impolitely. UNGER fturns and represses a yawn)

(He looks painfully and resentfully at Bernie) Bernie, you get the
damndest ideas of any man I ever met.
BerNIE (quietly) I'm as annoyed as you are, Phil, but a little
realism is of the essence, to quote one of your favourite lines.
Cook (crossing below Bernie to R of him) But what the heck’s
realistic about giving Elgin a reading? (He crosses below Bernie to L
of the table c) Am I dumb?

(NANCY STODDARD, @ young ingénue, enters very timidly R, She is
an aclress, seventeen and virginal, which is to say untried and initiatory ;
but she has real if unfocused talent)

Why not let the doorman read for the part?
BernE (sternly) Don’t come in here, Nancy—we’re busy.
Nancy. I’m awfully sorry, Mr Dodd. (She moves to the bench up c)
I left my part on the bench. May I?

(BERNIE nods impatiently and watches Nangy)

(She picks up her part from the bench, turns and crosses to R) Please
excuse me, everyone,

Coox (fumingly) Damn it, Bernie, I don’t follow you and that’s
the truth,

(NaNGyY exits R)

BERNIE (moving to R of Cook; coldly) What don’t you follow?
We’ve been in rehearsal four days. (Sarcastically) Due to a
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technical fluke with the contract—not your fault, of course—
Mr Billy Hertz, our leading man, is on his way to Hollywood
and a flowery two picture deal. As of today, here and now, we are
minus a leading man. Since we are booked into Boston on the
twenty-eighth we are in trouble.

(The music off ceases for a moment, then a new record “Am I Blue”
commences)

Cook (impatiently) I know all of this. . .

BerNIE. Then let me read Elgin for the part. (He crosses above
the table c to R of it) Twelve years ago I saw him give two per-
formances that made my hair stand up. (He turns abruptly and calls
off ) Close that door and keep it closed.

(The stage door off R is heard to slam and the sound of the music
ceases)

(He turns to Cook. Angrily) Clookie, don’t you understand? All I’'m
saying is let me read him for the part.

PauL (rising; quietly) That’s right, Phil. (He moves to R of the
table) It doesn’t do any harm to give the man a reading.

Cook (after a pause; shrugging his shoulders) All right, read him,
read him—I don’t say don’t read him. (He sits in the chair below
the table)

(BERNIE, annoyed, prowls to R)

Bernie. But don’t make any cracks when I call him in.

Cook. But I happen to remember you looked this Elgin up
five weeks ago for the part. He didn’t do then and he won’t do
now.

BERNIE (crossing to R of Cook) But I gave him the general under-
study, didn’t I?

Cook. Proving what?

Bernie. Proving I didn’t think the whole future was behind
him.

(Coox mutters)
What?
Cook. Nothing.

(BERNIE looks at Cook, then turns abruptly and moves R)

BERNIE (calling) Larry—Larry. (He' turns and moves above the
table c)

(LARRY enfers R)
(To Larry) Ask Frank Elgin to come in, kid.

(LARRY exifs R. BERNIE prowls up c, then turns and prowls La.
He crosses below the table c and leans against the proscenium
arch . COOK, disgusted, grinds his cigar underfoot.
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Frank ELGIN enters R. He is followed on by LARRY. FRANK
is an actor of fifty, whose present seediness does not hide a certain
distinction of personality. He is nervous but nevertheless deports himself
like the important actor he used to be. He stands there awkwardly,
quite aware that three pairs of eyes are searching him. PAUL indicates
Bernie with a nod. LARRY moves above the table c. As FRANK and
LARRY enter the music off is heard and continues during the following
speeches) '

Frank. You want me, Mr Dodd?
Bernie. Yeah, Frank, sit down a minute.

(FRANK sits on the chair R of the table c)

(To Larry) Company dismissed?
RY. Yes, sir.

Bernie. Frank, I want you to do something for me. Not so
much for me as for our producer and Mr Unger, the author.
Read the part of Judge Murray for them.

Frank. Billy Hertz is out for good, huh?

BERNIE (ignoring Frank’s remark) Not that I can promise any-

g.
Frank. Why do you want me to read?
Cooxk (darkly) Why does someone want you to read a part?

(FRANK is puzzled and nervous)

BERNIE (turning abruptly and calling) Hey, Props. Shut off that
radio or close the door. (He moves up c)

(The door off R is heard to slam and the music ceases abruptly)

(He moves and stands up L. of Frank. Gently) Read the part, Frank.
- Frank. Sure. All right. (He rises but his attitude seems slow and
reluctant)

Cooxk (annoyed) Of course, you wouldn’t take the part if we
offered it to you, would you?

FraNk (humbly) I'm not fighting, Mr Cook. (He takes a packet
of cigarettes from his pocket) If you want me to read for you . . . (He
takes a cigarette from the packet)

Larry. What do you want, Bernie?

Bernie. The disclosure scene, end of Act Two. Find the place
for him and wait outside, kid.

(LARRY picks up a part from the table c and finds the place in it)

Cook. Everyone in the theatre is slightly bats-in-the-belfry.

LARRY (handing the part to Frank) Don’t want me to cue him
in? (He picks up a second part from the table)

BERNIE (taking the second part from Larry) No, I’ll do it.

(LARRY crosses and exits R. FRANK takes a box of matches from
his pocket and fumbles with it)
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(He moves to Frank, takes the matches from him and lights Frank's
cigarette) Take it easy, Frank. I’'m not looking for a performance.
(He returns the matches to Frank) Sit, walk, anything you want.

(FRANK drops the matches. PAUL picks up the box and returns it to
Frank)

Got the place?
(PAUL indicates the place in the script to Frank)

FRANK (hefting the part in his hand; with attempted humour) Yes.
Feels like a Telephone Directory. (He moves up c)

BerniE. We can cut down to—Bert is already in—the Judge’s
line: “I didn’t ask you to sit down . . .”

(FRANK, trying to hide his agitation, moves uneasily about up c,
looking upward for the best light by which to read)

FRANK (reading) “I didn’t ask you to sit down—because I don’t
want a louse on my furniture.” (He looks up) That it?

BERNIE (sitting L of the table ¢) Yes. (He reads his part) “I don’t
think this furniture will be yours much longer, Judge Murray.”

Frank. “And I think I’ll have to ask for an explanation of this
big-mouth attitude. You damn Reform Party kids come and go
like a ten cent piece of ice. Now get out before I kick you out!
You only got in here because you know Ellen!”

BeRNIE (bending forward and half rising) “I resent that!”

Frank. “Not as much as I . . .” (He moves nervously to Paul and
points to the part) What is that? I can’t make it out.

(Coox snorts)

Oh! (He reads) “Not as much as I resent you, you little Wop
bastard !”

Bernie. “I’'m not letting you put this discussion on my personal
plane. There’s too much at stake!”
(together) “‘I represent the collective will of thou——"

BERNIE }
(Cooxk sighs)

BERNIE (rising) No, that’s my line, Frank.

Frank (lamely) Well, it’s in this part. I can’t see what I'm
reading. I mean the light, I mean . . . Hertz is got the whole part
pencilled up.

BErNIE (urgently) Go on, don’t stop.

Frank. I can’t. I'm sorry. I’m saying, “Hands, behave!” but

they’re shaking like a leaf.
Bernie. Start right from where we left off. (He reads) “I
represent the collective will . . .”

(FRANK looks at Bernie and Cook from under his eyebrows, not
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lifting his head, then he drops his eyes, slowly shakes his head, shuts
his part and moves to R of the table up L)

What’s the matter?

Frank. It won’t do, Mr Dodd. I always was a dead bunny
when it came to sight-reading. Thanks for the chance, but it won’t
do. (He moves to the table c with bitter dignity, puts the part on it, and
crosses to R)

(Coox enjoys this part of the scene)
BERNIE (fo Paul; annoyed) Give him a clean script, Paul.
(PAUL crosses to the table up L and picks up the script)

FrANK (unhappily) What’s the use? You’ve been very nice,
Dodd—you looked me up before—gave me the general under-
study—1I appreciate what you did, but . . .

(The door off is opened and the sound of music is heard)

BerRNIE (calling angrily) Dammit, I want that door shut and
stay shut. (He tosses his script on to the table c)

(The door off is shut and the music ceases abruptly)

(He crosses to Frank) 1 can’t be that wrong, Frank—I know an
actor when I see one. Let’s forget the damn script. Let’s improvise
the scene. Just the situation—not the author’s scene.

(BERNIE and PAUL mouve to the table c, pick it up and move it to R.
PAUL then picks up the chair previously R of the table c, moves it R and
sits. BERNIE flings the chair previously L of the table away to L)

Frank. How do you mean?

Bernie. Ad lib., just ad lib. it—improvise it.

Frank. Look, Mr Dodd. I've never done that kind of Stani-
slavsky stuff.

Bernie. Never mind. Come on, Cookie.
(Coox rises, picks up his chair, places it down R and sits)

(To Frank) Look at me! I’m a fresh kid—I wanna marry your
grandchild and you don’t want me to. That’s the situation. (He
perches himself on the table up L. Acting angrily) “I don’t leave this
house until I get your answer. Don’t call in any servants or I’ll
knock them all on their ears.”

FrANK (moving about like an old man) “Is—my daughter in the
house? I have the greatest confidence in her. (Scornfully) Now I
think I asked you to get out of here about a long moment ago.”
(He moves to ® of Bernie and glares at him)

BERNIE (after a pause) That’s it, Frank—that’s the way you
used to go. (He glances triumphantly at Cook and Paul)
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(FRANK continues the scene with strength and bitterness)

Frank. “Now get out of here! Don’t look at me that way.
Nobody wants your pity or your help. It’s no satisfaction in a cold
world to have your colder pity.”

(BERNIE rises, moves down LC and squats with his back to the
audience)
“Werba was a great man in his day—that’s what all the loafers are
saying. Werba made his millions, but the boy wonder is living
with his in-laws now, they say. And now you come here and tell
me, “Mr Werba, you’re going to prison within the month.” Well,
let me tell you—Werba won’t give up his name and take a
number—Werba is still a great man. He tore an empire out of the
world before he was thirty and he’ll live to do it again. And when
that time comes—you listen to this—I won’t forget my enemies
" or my friends. I will never forget those who dragged me down.”
(He stops abruptly and sighs deeply, breaking a strange spell of majesty)
Bernie, That was the last speech of Werba’s Millions, wasn’t it?
FRANK (moving to the table up L. and leaning on it) Yes. (He rubs
his hands and shakes his head as if dizzy. He gives the impression of
slowly waking into a colder, shabbier world) It came back to me.

(BERNIE rises, glances briefly at Paul and Cook, then crosses to
Frank)

BerNIE (gently) Frank, would you wait outside for me? (He
leads FraNK to R) Two minutes, in one of the dressing-rooms,
please.

Frank. Yes, I’ll wait.

(FRANK exits R)

BERNIE (crossing to c; repressing his satisfaction) Well, what did
you see?

PauL (rising and crossing to R of Bernie) If you’re asking me,
something I wouldn’t have believed. Where was that seedy guy
hiding all that power and majesty?

Cooxk (1!':'.1‘:':r1g§J We’ve done three shows together—Bernie, I
know you well. You’re a man of violent preconceptions.

BerNIE. Didn’t that scene speak for itself? (He crosses to Cook)

Cook. What did it speak? Does five minutes of ad lib. prove
he can memorize and play eighty sides?

(PAUL crosses and resumes his seat R)

Just bear in mind this is for a potent seventy thousand bucks.
He’s been laying in pickle for a good ten years.

BERNIE (quietly) Someone took a chance one day with an
actress named Laurette Taylor—and look what she did in her last
few years.



8 WINTER JOURNEY Act I

Cook (loudly) But, darling, that man’s a bleary bum! (He
moves up C)

Bernie. Don’t raise your voice—I don’t want him to hear you.
(He moves to Cook. After a pause) Well, what about him?

Cook. Look, you own twenty per cent of this show yourself.
(He crosses to Paul) You’re the playwright—doesn’t this worry you?

PauL (promptly) Not if it doesn’t worry Bernie.

(Momentarily stymied, Coox hesitates then turns to Bernie)

Cooxk (quickly) What about Ray Norton? He’s still available.

BerNIE (sharply) 1 don’t want Ray Norton. He’s my idea of
nothing, just nothing.

Cook. Well, what do you think you can get out of kim?

BerniE (flatly) I don’t know.

Cooxk (crossing to R of Bernie and facing him; aghast) You don’t
know!

Bernie. How the hell should I know? (He makes a mark in the
air) He's a big dark X! (He prowls down L) Do you think I under-
estimate the job if I use this lush?

PauL (smiling to himself) Don’t raise your voice.

BERNIE (moving below the table up L) We open in Boston in three
weeks and two days. I’ll have to manipulate and out-think him
every inch of the way. (He snorts) Big comfort—my father was a
drunk. I have some background for the job. (He crosses to Paul)
But if this comes off you're apt to get something that happens
once in twenty years.

PAuL (impressed) 1 believe you if you say so.

Coox (perching himself on the table up L) And he’s apt to have an
ulcerated sponge for a brain, too.

BERNIE (crossing to L and tfurning) We can stay out till he’s
letter perfect. The season’s young.

Cook. But I’m not.

Bernie. Then what do you want to do? Postpone? (He answers
his own question) Postpone!

Cooxk (dismayed) How can we postpone? We’re in for a twenty
thousand dollar bite already. The scenery’s ordered, the guaran-
tees on the house . . .

Berne (swiftly) Then what do you want to do?

Coox (after a pause) Could we—look around for someone else
while he’s rehearsing?

BerNIE (firmly) No, I won’t do that. Once we start we don’t
let him go without real cause. A binge is real cause. Or if he can’t
retain lines. (He pauses) And, hold your hat, I wanna give him a
run-of-the-play contract, not a two weeks’ deal. (Quickly) Because
I’d need his complete confidence, Cookie. Give him a two weeks’
deal and he knows we can let him out any time.

Cook (rising; indignantly) No, sir! No run-of-the-play contract
for Mr Elgin. (He moves R) I’d rather go back to Dallas, and . . .
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(The door off R is opened and the music is heard of ““Sunny Side of
the Street.”” CooK turns to go. BERNIE crosses quickly to Cook, takes
him by the arm and turns him)

BERNIE (quietly) Okay, Phil—two weeks’ deal.
Cook (after a pause; disturbed) What do we pay him?
BerNIE. A coupla hundred a week.
(There is a pause. COOK agrees by not answering and crosses down L)

(Warningly) But I mean it, Phil—I don’t let him out without real
cause.

Cook. Umm.

BERNIE (fo Paul) Agreed with you, Paul?

Pavr. Umm.

(Poised, as if a dancer, BERNIE’S eyes and manner begin to sparkle;
his attitude is tense but quietly expressive)

BerNIE. I'm one of those fools who saw Laurette Taylor in
The Glass Menagerie eight times. Now—maybe something here—
I’m not saying what—but it needs your real co-operation.

(PAUL rises, crosses to the bench up ¢ and picks up his brief-case)

(He turns and calls off R) Frank. Frank Elgin. Oh, Frank. (He turns
and prowls expectantly c)

(LARRY enters R)

Larry. You want Mr Elgin?
BERNIE (crossing to Larry) Yes, send him in,
Larry. He’s gone—he left.
Bernie. What do you mean—he left?
Larry. He left about five minutes ago.
BerNiE (impatiently) Where? Coffee? What?
Larry. He just walked out, Bernie. He didn’t say.
(BERNIE’S face grows grim. COOK smirks at Bernie's back)
BerniE. I see I'll have to go and get him.
(BERNIE pauses a moment, glowers then crosses and exits hurriedly R)

Cooxk (bitterly) He’s going to go and get him. (He crosses to R)
In what Eighth Avenue bar?

Cook wags his head, and exits R. PAuL follows him off as—
the CURTAIN falls
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SCENE 2

SceNE—The Elgins’ furnished room in mid-Manhattan, west of Eighth
Avenue. Later the same day.
It is a shabby, dark room. The door is R and there is a small window
up L. A large double bed stands R of the window with small tables
R and L of the head of it. There is a sink and dresser L. A wardrobe
trunk stands in an alcove above the door. Below the door there is a
small table on which stands a portable radio. An armchair and a dining
chair complete the furniture.
(See the Ground Plan and Photograph of the Scene)

When the CURTAIN rises it is not possible to tell that it is high noon
outside. Small wall brackets are lit, giving a feeble light. Loud music
is coming from the radio. GEORGIE ELGIN, Frank's wife, is obviously
doing two things—suffering toothache, and standing R of the bed, packing a
suitcase whick is open on 1t. She is in her early thirties but looks younger,
and is very attractive. Without her spectacles she is rather near-sighted.
After a few moments there is a knock at the door.

GEORGIE (moving to the radio and calling) Yes, yes, I’ll turn it
down. (Instead she turns off the radio completely. Numb and listless, she
moves to the bed, picks up a dress on a hanger and examines it)

(The knock on the door is repeated. GEORGIE glances at the door in
surprise)
(After a pause) Who is it?

BerniE (off) Is Mr Elgin in?

GEORGIE (calling) Just a minute. (She moves quickly to the foot of
the bed, picks up a blouse from the bed rail, puts it into the suitcase along
with the dress, closes the case and pushes it under the bed. She quickly
smooths out the top of the bed, then moves warily to the door and opens it)

(BERNIE is standing outside the door)

Yes?
Bernie. Is Mr Elgin in?
GeorgGiE. No. I don’t know when he’ll be back.
BeErNE. Are you Mrs Elgin?

(GEORGIE nods)

I wanted to talk to Frank.
Georacik. I don’t know when he’ll be back—he’s rehearsing—
in a show, you know.
BerNIE (pushing past Georgie; briskly) I’ll wait—it’s important.
(He crosses to c, and looks around the room)
(GEeoRGIE looks rather stupidly at Bernie, and only when he looks at
her does she seem to come-to with a start)

GEORGIE (crossing to the stove) I was just going to make some
coffee. (She puls the percolator on the stove, looks vaguely at Bernie,
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wondering who he is, then atiempts to make conversation) Is it raining
hard outside?

BERNIE (leaning against the foot of the bed) It isn’t raining.

GEORGIE (moving to the window sill and picking up the bottle of milk)
Isn’t? Felt as if it were. It’s cold out—the summer collapsed so
abruptly, didn’t it? (She moves to the stove and continues making the
ca_ﬁ’se}:You could fall asleep here and not wake up till they called
you for the Judgement Day.

BERNIE (taking .a notebook and pencil from his pocket) What do I
smell, incense? (He makes some notes in the book)

GEORGIE. It cuts the restaurant odours from down below.

BerniE. I think I'd rather have the restaurant.

GEeorgIe. It always comes in such spooky flavours, Sandalwood,
Wisteria—this one’s called Cobra.

Bernte. I guess it’s supposed to kill you. (He snorts)

(GEORGIE smiles but abruptly winces)

GEeorcie. Does my face look swollen?

Bernie. No.

GEeorGIE. I have a bad toothache. All of Autumn’s in this
tooth. (She turns and moves to L of Bernie) You don’t look like one
of Frank’s friends.

Bernie. I’'m the director of the play he’s working in.

Georcie. Oh! You're what’s-his-name?

BerNIE. Bernie——

g;;‘:;m ] (together) Dodd.

GEORGIE (afier a pause; staring at Bernie) You’re even younger
than I thought, from what I've read and heard.

BerNiE (archly) In this spot, most people would put in a
flattering word.

GeorgiE. I amuse you, don’t I?

BERNIE (glancing impatiently at his watck) No, but you act like an
old lady and you’re not.

GEORGIE (moving lo the window table and picking up the clock) What
time is it? (She winds the clock)

Bernie. Twenty minutes to twelve.

Georcie. Three clocks, a radio—and never know the time.
(She turns) Twenty after twelve?

BERNIE (crossing down R) Twenty to twelve. (He looks at the
photograph on the wall down R)

(GEORGIE sets the clock and replaces it on the table)

(He indicates the photograph) That’s a good photograph of Frank.
Recent?

GeorciE. Oh, a very long time ago—the year we were married.
‘We went out to Hollywood that year.

BERNIE (surprised) Was Frank ever in pictures?



12 WINTER JOURNEY Acr I

GeorciE. For a year or two, but it was spooky.

(BERNIE moves up R of the bed and looks at the photograph on the
bedside table)

People were endlessly kind, but it never worked out, and we came
back. (She indicates the photograph that Bernie holds. Sarcastically)
That’s my father. I come from Hartford.

(BERNIE moves below the bed, takes his cigarettes from his pocket
and offers them to Georgie)

No, I won’t, thanks. (She moves to the dresser, picks up a small bottle
of hand lotion and rubs the lotion into her hands) Isn’t it strange—I
thought it was raining. My hands are numb.

Bernie (lighting a cigarette for himself) Does Frank usually come
right home?

GeorGIE. Unless he sits out on the brown stone stoop.
(Abruptly) Is something wrong?

BerniE. Does Frank still drink?

GEORGIE (with sudden alert evasion) Just like us—one mouth and
five fingers on every hand.

(BERNIE looks archly at Georgie)

What did you think I'd answer, Mr Dodd?

BerNiE. Touché.

GEORGIE (replacing the boltle on the shelf; not hearing) What?

BerNIE. Touché. That means . . .

GEORGIE (interrupting) Oh, come, everyone knows what touché
means. (She crosses to R of the bed and tidies it)

BERNIE (faintly annoyed) What are we doing, jockeying for
position? (He moves to the window table and jabs a finger at the books)
Who reads these books?

GEORGIE (coldly) 1 borrow them on a library card.

Bernie. Balzac, Dreiser, Jane Austen. (He moves to the chair
down L and sits. With a smile) I’m afraid to ask you if you enjoy
them—you’ll bite my head off.

GEORGIE (moving below the bed to L of it; intently) 1 enjoy them.
But I’d like to know what you’re doing here. You’re making me
very nervous and I don’t like it. What is this about Frank?

(FrRANK enters and stops abruptly when he sees Bernie. They stare
at each other, a very direct man looking at a very indirect man. GEORGIE
removes her spectacles and puts them on the window table)

BerniE, What happened to you? _

FRANK (removing his hat) I decided to walk . . .

BernIE. I asked you to wait.

FRANK (after a pause; closing the door) Any coffee, Georgie?
Make some coffee. (He puts his hat on the shelf R)
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(GEORGIE crosses to the dresser, glances at the cqﬁ&e pot, then looks |
at Frank)

BERNIE (rising) I'm a busy man, Frank.

FraNk (uneasily) What do you want me to do?

Bernie. Make up your mind—I want you to play that part.

GEORGIE. I’m an innocent bystander. Don’t shoot me—just
tell me what this is all about.

FrANK (removing his coal and hanging it on the door) Mr Dodd
says he wants me to play the lead in his play. (He takes a newspaper
Jrom his coat pocket)

BERNIE (briskly annoyed) It’s a starring part that needs an actor
who can stay seber and learn lines. Are you that actor or not?

Frank (flaring) Well, I'm not one of those goddam micro-
phone actors, like Billy Hertz. I’m an actor.

(GEORGIE fills two cups with coffee)

BERNIE (after a pause) That’s what I used to think.

FRaNK (evasively) What about the producer? If looks would
kill, I was dead.

BerniE. He’s afraid you’re a drinker.

FRANK (sullenly) I don’t drink on a show. (He mouves to L of the
bed and sits on the downstage end of it)

BerNIE (sharply) Not according to Gilbert. I checked with
him—you worked with him in forty-four?

(GEORGIE offers a cup of coffee to Bernie)
(He shakes his head at Georgie. To Frank) What happened?

(GEORGIE hands the coffee to Frank, then crosses below Bernie and
sits in the chair down L)

FrANK (after a pause) We lost our little daughter—that year.

BERNIE (after a pause; quietly) Can you stay on the wagon now?

FRANK (after a pause) Look, son, I think we oughta forget it.

Bernie. Don’t call me son. You've played bigger parts—you
used to be a star.

FraNK (gloomily) Yeah, I used to drink a glass of money for
breakfast, too. -

BERNIE (angrily) What'’s the matter with you?

GEORGIE (as if waking up) You don’t listen, Mr Dodd. Don’t
you see he’s afraid of the responsibility?

BERNIE (furning to Georgie) But I’'m willing to take a chance—
the gamble’s all on my side.

FRANK (expostulating uneasily) Why kid around? They open in
Boston the twenty-eighth. I couldn’t even learn the lines in that
time. (7o Bernie; lapsing) That part needs a Huston or a
Barrymore.

BeRNIE (sardonically) Bad enough to go to Hollywood to cast—
now you suggest I go to heaven. (He crosses to the door, turns, stares
B
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at them coldly for a moment, then speaks earnestly) Listen, Frank, you
don’t know me. But I was a kid when I saw you give two great
performances in mediocre plays—Proud People and Werba’s
Millions. 1 can get the same show out of you right now—if you
lay off the liquor. I have more confidence in you than you have
in yourself.

GEORGIE (sitting back and watching) Why . . .?

BERNIE (crossing to R of Georgie) Because I saw him as a kid—I
was a hat check boy in the Shubert Theatres. (He turns to Frank)
You and Lunt and Walter Huston—you were my heroes. I know
everything you did.

Frank. Hear that, Georgie?

GEORGIE (with quiet thoughtfulness) Naturally, Mr Dodd, you
exaggerate the sentiment to make your point.

(There is a silence as BERNIE turns and looks very carefully at her)

Bernie. We killed the cat with sentiment? Okay, we’ll bring
him back to life with some antiseptic truth. I come from realistic
people—I'm Italian. (He pauses) I’'m not blind to Frank’s
condition—he’s a bum. But I’m tough, not one of those nice
“humane” people: they hand you a drink and a buck and that’s
exactly where they stop. (He crosses to L of Frank) I won’t hand
you a buck—but I’ll think about you, if you take this job. I’ll
commit myself to you—we’ll work and worry together—it’s a
marriage. And I’ll make you work, if you take this job: I’ll be
your will. (He pauses) But if you do me dirt—only once—no pity,
Frank. Not a drop of pity. Joke ending, kid. (He crosses to R)

(GEORGIE looks more carefully at Bernie. We can almost see her
come lo life as she rises and takes a step or two towards c)

GeorciE. You'll be his “will’—I like that. That’s what he
needs, a will. And “no pity”, I like that, too. I like the
“antiseptic truth”. But what kind of contract do you offer?

BeRrNIE (promptly) Standard two-week contract.

GeorgiE. Not run-of-the-play?

Bernie. No.

GEorGIE. Doesn’t that mean you could let Frank out any time
with two weeks’ notice?

BERNIE (impatiently) That’s what it means.

GeorciE. But suppose he takes the part and opens the show?
He gets you over the top of the hill. How does he know you won’t
replace him?

BERNIE (with flat indignation) No run-of-the-play contract.
Suppose we have to drop him? For drinking or for not retaining
his lines? What do you want? Drop him, replace him and still pay
his salary for the run of the show?

(There is a silence as GEORGIE takes the cup from Frank and
crosses to the dresser)
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GEeORGIE (presently) I don’t think he should take it. He needs
confidence. (Ske refills Frank’s cup) He won’t have it with that two
weeks’ clause over his head. Would you ?

(GEORGIE has spiked Bernie’s guns by presenting to him the same
case he previously presented to Cook. There is a silence)

BERNIE (presently; looking from Frank to Georgie) I have nothing
in my mind except for Frank to play this part.

GeorGIE (sharply) That’s sentiment again.

BernIE (moving c; heatedly) I can’t believe my ears. I came up
here with the best intentions in the world—now I find I'm
victimizing you.

FrANK (rising; nervously) May I get a word in edgewise?

Bernie. What the hell did I do? Bring you a basket of snakes?

GEORGIE (coldly) Noblesse oblige, Mr Dodd. Stop whirling like
a dervish.

FRANK (moving to L of Bernie) Nobody wants to get your goat,
Mr Dodd. I—what I mean, Mr Dodd, it’s only a matter of not
wanting to bite off more than I can chew.

BERNIE (after a pause; coldly) You have the offer. We’re booked
into Boston for two weeks—(he pauses) but the season’s young—
we can stay out till you're letter perfect.

FrRANK (eagerly) And—would you do that?

BerNIE (promptly) Do it? I insist upon it. Do I look green? (He
looks at Georgie) I’ll take that back—I am green. (He turns to Frank)
Call me at the office by three o’clock. (He moves to the door)That
means not later. (He takes a twenty dollar bill from his pocket) You
need a twenty dollar bill? You need it.

(BERNIE puts the bill on the top of the radio, then exits. There is a
silence)
GEORGIE (presently) Is that boy as talented as he throws himself

around?

FRANK (moodily) Best average in both the leagues. (He crosses to
the dresser and picks up his coffee)

Georcie. He’s wilful, but he meant what he said.

FRrANK (moving down 1) I can’t do it, can I?

GeorcIE. Doesn’t it seem strange for you to ask me that?

FRANK (unhappily) You're my wife.

GeorGIE (quietly) Frank, we’ve been through all this before,
many times before. (Ske pauses) I'm tired, Frank.

(FrRANK, brooding, does not look at her)

FRANK (crossing to the radio ; murmuring) What happened? Where
did I get so bolloxed up? I was the best young leading man in
this business, not a slouch.

GEORGIE (moving and sitting in the chair down L) Scripts didn’t
come,

B2
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Frank. I knew it then—in Hollywood—I lost my nerve. And
then, when we lost the money, in forty-thrce after those lousy
plays I produced . . . Theatre jobs . . .! (He pauses, shakes his head,
then takes the photogmph JSrom the wall and tosses it on to the bed) This
is the face that once turned down radio work. (He paces to the
window table and turns) Whatever the hell I did, I don’t know what.
(He moves to Georgie. Abruptly defiant) But I'm good. I’m still good,
baby, because I see what they think is good. (He pauses) Don’t you
think I'm good? I think I’'m good.

GeorGIE (guietly) Then take the part. Make it your own
responsibility, not mine—take the part.

(FRANK looks at Georgie, and it is plain that the idea frightens
him)
Don’t wiggle and caper, Frank. (She rises. Suddenly) Can’t you
admit to yourself you're a failure?
(FRANK moves to the bed and lies on it)

You’d die to save your face, not to fail in public—but I'm your
wife; you have no face. Try to be clear about this offer—think

FRANK (after a pause) 1 didn’t hear him say he’d star me.

GEORGIE (moving to the sink; with dry weariness) 1 have a message
for you, Frank: take the part. (She commences to wash up)

FRANK (after a pause) Yes, but what will you do if I .. .?

GEORGEE (firmly) Leave me out. Take the part and do your
level best. (She slowly moves a hand against her aching jaw)

FRANK (after a pause; uneasily) But what about that two weeks’
clause? You yourself tried . . .

GeorgGIE. All T tried was to get a better deal. But you won’t
get perfect terms.

Frank. You certainly gave him a scrap. (He rises and stands L
of the bed. Abruptly excited and cunning) Georgie, I’ll tell you. That
two weeks’ clause—they can give me notice any time, but I can
give them notice too.

GEORGIE (astounded) But. . .

Frank. Don’t you see? They can let me out, but I can walk out
any time I want. If I feel I'm breaking my neck .

GEORGIE. You can quit?

Frank. Yeah, that’s sort of what I mean, yeah. (Bng!d and
shrewd) You see? Get it?

GEORGIE (dubious and waiting) Yes . . .

FRANK (crossing to R; cunmingly grand) Why, with this two
weeks’ clause I don’t even have to come into New York, do I?
(He moves to 1. of the bed and sits on the downstage end of it, chortling
with glee)

GEORGIE (murmuring) No. (She moves down L)

Frank. That’s the thing, that’s it—two can play the same game.

(FRANK is delighted at this discovery, GEORGIE much less so)
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(He abruptly snaps his fingers and lights up even more) Wait a minute.
Quarter to seven this morning I had a dream. I laughed so hard
it woke me up. That’s a sign, Georgie, a hunch.

GEORGIE (puzzled) A dream?

FRANK (seeing it) A big sign—now get this—a big banner was
stretched across the street: “Frank Elgin in . . .” I couldn’t make
out in what. Mayor La Guardia was in the dream—Iots of people
laughing and feeling good. (He rises and crosses to Georgie) I’'m going
to take that part, Georgie. You don’t have to tell me not to drink—
haven’t I been a good boy all summer? (Wagging around) This
morning I got up early—that funny laughing dream. And I was
thinking about our lives—everything—and now this chance.
Don’t you see that all those people in the dream, they wish me
luck. I won’t fail this time. Because that’s what counts—if the
world is with you—and your wife. (He looks at her, earnest, boyish
and questioning, appealing for her support)

GEORGIE (after a pause; reluctantly) 1 don’t have any appoint-
ments—all winter.

FrANK (excitedly) That’s what counts. I can’t fail this time—I
feel like Jack-A-Million. (He gets his hat from the shelf and takes his
coat from the hook) I’ll let Dodd know—TI’ll go up to the office in
person. (He picks up the twenty dollar bill) But my first stop is the
barber shop—I want the tonsorial works. Anything you want me
to bring you back?

Georcie. No.

FRANK (throwing her an extravagant kiss; really excited) Catch
that, dear.

(GEORGIE catches the gift with an open hand.

FrANK exits. The door swings open. GEORGIE crosses to the door,
shuts 1it, then switches on the radio. Alone, thinking, we see how
unhappy GEORGIE is. Then she remembers her suitcase. She takes it
Jrom under the bed, opens it and looks unhappily down at its contents.
She takes out the dress, then notices the photograph on the bed, picks it
up and gazes at it)

GEeORGIE (murmuring) My God, my God, my God.
She drops the photograph on the bed and turns to hang up the dress

a’h—
the CURTAIN falls
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