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r,rul: She's going ffnd out sooner or later

CEORGE: you dn uhat l'm telling gu!

(Paul George is alnne)

: Damn damn damn. Piss piss piss. Balls balls

(Eiben enters iloun thc stairs. Sfu's clcarly been cntriag

aail is still on lhe aerge oJ tzars, but slw tries oery lwrd.
to smilz thnrugfi it)

f
f err"ee t' Hi, George.

ceoncs: Eileen!

EILEEN: I guess Paul told you,

csoncB: He did. Yes. Eileen. What can I say? What can

I dD?

t 
","""r, 

I think,you did it already, George.

ceoncr; Eileen, I'm so sorry. We got carried away.

srLEeNr I was such a fool!

ceoncr: We were both fools.

erl-al;,l \breaking iloun): And now we're having a little
i( fooll Oh, George . . .

ACTONE 43

srr-ssx: I hope he looks just like you!

ceonce: Oh, my Codl

sn-ssu: I can't do the matinee today. I'm sorry.

cnoncn: But you don't have an understudy.

prr,esN; Well I can't do itl I'd still be at the doctor's
anyway.

ceonce: The doctor's. For a test . . (Sfu rcds) To
conftrm that you are

rllror: That's right.

ceonce: So then you might noiactually be . . .

srueeN: I'm pregnant, George. Believe me. I'm two
weeks late, and I've been tossing my guts up every
morning for three days. What do you think it is?!

GEoRcE: .. Bad oyster?

rtLseN: I'll see you later.

(Sfu start* to leaoe)

cnonce: Eileen. You, uh, didn't tell Charlotte, did you?

EtleeN: I haven't seen her .

cconca: Goodl

(He ualks awag . . .)"*\*. 
(cr-lr*i ng her-but also $raid of discor:'

ery):Eileen...shh...
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ETLEEN: So I left her a note.

(And hz trips)

GEoRGE: . . What?l

e rlesN: Well she has to know some timel I mean, she's
gonna ffgure it out when I start waddling around
here like a duckl "Romeo, Romeo, Quack quack
quack quack." Anyway, I scribbled it down on some-
thing. I think it was her copy of Varicty.

ctoncz: Varietg?

ACT ONE

peur"/cronce : Hi.

Paul, would you excuse us for a few min-
?

p,rut s

cnonce (to : Stay where you

CIIANLOTTE: the room, Paul.

rauu Yes, ma'am,

(He erits at a run)

cn^RrorrE (still ffiiling) the strangest item ap-
peared in this week's

csonca: Charlotte

L 
err"reN: I've got to go now, George.

erits)

Holy Mother of God.

(Paul.

r,rul: Ceorge, couldn't ffnd

ceoncr: Paul! Go

cHrnI.orre: I
loud. You

CT]ORGE:

you read it, George. Out
I might just ving a menopausal

: Read it, dear. Near the top 'm waiting

Eileenanywhere...

's room, quick, and bring
me her copy of

r,tuu Ceorge, sa of Variety right here.

cnoncs: I t want to read it, idiotl!
gie

e (takes the paper; reads), . "Box Office Big-
Boffo in Burbs."

,&*ttz enters uilh a copy of Yariety)
cHARr.orrE: Below that.

cEoncE: "Dear Charlotte. I'm carrying your husband's
... piles. Files?"crrARu)r-rE (all smibs): Hello, George. Hello, Paul.


