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Arsenic and Old Lace was presented by Howard Lindsay and Russcl
Crouse ar the Fulton Theatre in New York, on August 18, 1941,

with the following cast:

ABBY BREWSTER ..veverercsssrsrsressnsessnsnsssasensssissssrenses Josephine Huil
THE REV. DR HARPER .oececvirvornimesnrienscssensiseasscsassss hWy:lcy Blg:h
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

The entire action of the play takes place in the living room of
the Brewster home in Brooklyn. Time: the present.

ACTI
An afternoon in September.

ACTII

That same nighe.

ACTIII

SceNE 1: Later that night.
ScenE 2: Early the next morning.
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ARSENIC AND OLD LACE

ACTI

TiME: Late afternoon. September. Present.

pLACE; The living room of the old Brewster home in Brooklyn,
N.Y, It is just as Victorian as the swo sisters, Abby and Martha
Brewster, who occupy the house with their nephew, Teddy.

There is a staircase™ U. R. leading to the upper floor, broken by a
landing with a window looking out on the front porch. At the
top of the stairs a balcony with a door leading o bedrooms, and
an archway beyond which are stairs to the top floor. There is a
large window D. L. below which is a long window seat. There is
a door U, C. that leads to the cellar, another to L. of it, that leads
to the kitchen, and at R. the main door of the house, which
opens onta the porch, D. R. (See stage diagram on page 98.)
Wihen the curtain rises, Abby Brewster, a plump little darling in
ber late sixties, is presiding at the tea table. The table is lighted
by candles. Seated in armchair at her left is the Rev. Dr. Harper,
and on her right, standing, her nephew, Teddy, whose costume
includes a frock coat and pince-nez attached to a black ribbon.
Teddy is in his forties and has a large black mustache, and his
manner and makeup suggest Theodore Roosevelt.

ABBY. Yes, indeed, my sister Martha and I have been tatking all weck
about your sermon last Sunday. It really wonderful, Dr. Harper—in

* "Ihe staircase and landing described here are a necessary pare of the sct as originally
produced. However, in certain theatres it may nor be possible to construct a practical
saircase and landing; in which case a wide entrance can be substituted for the bottom
ol the smirs, with perhaps two or theee practical sieps showing. Seme rearrangement of
business and lines will, of course, in this case be necessary.

5




only two short years you've taken on the spirit of Brooklyn.
HARPER. Thar's very gratifying, Miss Brewster.

ABBY. You see, living here next to the church all our lives, we've
scen so many ministers come and go. The spirit of Brooklyn we
always say is friendliness—and your sermons are not so much
sermons as friendly talks.

TEDDY. DPersonally, I've always enjoyed my talks with Cardinal
Gibbons—or have I met him yet? .
ABBY. No, dear, not yet. (Changing the subject.) Are the biscuits
good?

TEDDY. (He sits on sofa.) Bully!

ABBY. Won't you have another biscuit, Dr. Harper?

HARPER. Oh, no, I'm afraid I'll have no appetite for dinner now.
I always eat too many of your biscuits just to tste that lovely jam.
ABBY. But you haven't tried the quince. We always put a licde
apple in with it to take the rartness out.

HARPER. No, thank you.

ABBY. We¢'ll send you over a jar.

HARPER. No, no. You kecp it here so I can be sure of having your
biscuits with ic.

ABBY. I do hope they don’t make us use that imitation flour
again. | mean with this war trouble. It may not be very charitable
of me, but I've almost come to the conclusion that this Mr. Hitler
isn't a Christian.

HARPER. (With a sigh.) If only Europe were on another planet!
TEDDY. (Sharply,) Europe, sir?

HARPER. Yes, Teddy.

TEDDY. Point your gun the other way!

HARPER. Gun?

ABBY. (Trying o calm him.) Teddy.

TEDDY, To the West! There’s your danger! There's your enemy!
Japan!

HARPER. Why, yes—yes, of coutrse.

ABBY. Teddy!

TEDDY. No, Aunt Abby! Not so much talk about Europe and
more about the canal!

ABBY. Well, let’s not talk about war. Wil you have another cup of
tea, dear?

TEDDY. No, thank you, Aunt Abby.

ABBY. Dr. Harper?

HARPER. No, thank you. I must admit, Miss Abby, that war and
violence seem far removed from these surroundings.

ABBY. It is peaceful here, isn't ir?

HARPER. Yes—peaccful. The virtues of another day-—they're all
here in this house. The gentle virtues thar went out with candlelighe
and good manners and low taxes.

ABBY. (Glancing about her contentedly.) IU’s one of the oldest houses
in Brooklyn. Ir’s just as it was when Grandfather Brewster built and
furnished it—ecxcept for the electricity—and we use it as litde as
possible. It was Mortimer who persuaded us to put it in.
HARPER. (Beginning to freeze.) Yes, I can understand that. Your
nephew Mortimer seems to live only by electric light.

ABBY. The poor boy has to work so late. I understand he’s taking
Elaine with him to the theatre again tonight. Teddy, your brother
Mortimer will be here a little later.

TEDDY. (Baring his teeth in a broad grin.) Dee-lighted!

ABBY. (To Harper.) We'e so happy it's Elaine Mortimer takes to
the theatre with him.

HARPER. Well, it’s a new experience for me to wait up until chree
o'clock in the morning for my daughter to be brought home.
ABBY, Oh, Dr. Harper, I hope you don't disapprove of Mortimer.
HARPER. Well—

ABBY, Wed feel so guilty if you did-—sister Martha and 1. I mean
since it was here in our home that your daughter met Mortimer.
HARPER. Of course, Miss Abby. And so I'll say immediately thar [
believe Mortimer himself to be quite a worthy gendeman. But I must
also admit that I have watched the growing intimacy berween him
and my daughter with some trepidation. For one reason, Miss Abby.
ABBY. You mean his stomach, Dr. Harper?

HARPER. Stomach?

ABBY. His dyspepsia—he’s bothered with it so, poor boy.
HMARPER. No, Miss Abby, I'll be frank with you. I'm speaking of
your nephew’s unfortunate connection with the theatre.

ABBY. The theatre! Oh, no, Dr. Harper! Mortimer writes for a
New York newspaper.

HARPER. I know, Miss Abby, I know. But a dramatic critic is
constantly exposed to the theatre, and I don’t doubt but what some
of them do develop an interest in ir.

ABBY. Well, not Mortimer. You need have no fear of that. Why,
Mortimer hates the theatre.



HARPER. Really?

ABBY, Oh, yes! He writes awful things about the theatre. Bur you
can’t blame him, poor boy. He was so happy writing about real
estate, which he really knew something about, and then they just
made him take this terrible night position.

HARPER. My! My!

ABBY. Bur, as he says, the theatre can’t last much longer anyway
and in the meantime it’s a living. (Complacently) Yes, I think if we
give the theatre another year or two, perhaps... (A knock on R
door.) Well, now, who do you suppose that is? (They all rise as Abby
goes to door R. Teddy starts for door at same time, but Abby stops him.)
No, thank you, Teddy. I'll go. (She apens door to admit two cops,
Officers Braphy and Klein.) Come in, Mr. Brophy.

BROPHY. Hello, Miss Brewster.

ABBY. How are you, Mr. Klein?

KLEIN. Very well, Miss Brewster.

(The cops cross to Teddy who is standing near desk, and salute him.
Teddy returns salute. )

TEDDY. What news have you brought me?
BROPHY. Colonel, we have nothing to report.
TEDDY. Splendid! Thank you, gentlemen! At ease!

(Cops relaxc and drop D.5. Abby has closed door, and turns to cops.)

ABBY. You know Dr. Harper.

KLEIN. Sure! Hello, Dr. Harper.

BROPHY, (Turns to Abby, doffing cap.) We've come for the toys for
the Christmas Fund.

ABBY. Oh, yes.

HARPER. (Standing below table.) Thar's a splendid work you men
do—fixing up discarded toys to give poor children a happier
Christmas.

KLEIN. It gives us something to do when we have to sit around
the station. You get tired playing cards and then you start cleaning
your gun, and the first thing you know you've shot yourself in the
foot. (Klein drifts v. L. around to window seat.)

ABBY. (Crossing to Teddy,) Teddy, go upstairs and get that big box
from your Aunt Martha’s room. (Zeddy crosses upstage toward stairs.
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Abby speaks to Brophy) How is Mis. Brophy today? Mrs. Brophy
has been quite ill, Dr. Harper.

BROPHY. (7o Harper) Pneumonia!

HARPER. I'm sorry to hear that.

(Teddy has reached first landing on siairs where be stops and draws an
imaginary sword.)

TEDDY. (Shouting.) CHARGE! (He charges up stairs and exits off
balcony. The others pay no attention o this.)

BROPHY. Oh, she’s better now. A litde weak still—

ABBY. (Starting toward kitchen.) I'm going to get you some beef
broth to take to her.

BROPHY. Don't bother, Miss Abby! You've done so much for
her already.

ABBY. (At kitchen door) We made it this morning. Sister Martha
is taking some to poor Mr. Benitzky right now. I won't be a minute,
Sit down and be comfortable, all of you. (She exits into kitchen.)

. (Harper sits again. Brophy crosses fo table and addresses the other two.)

BROPHY. She shouldn't go to all that trouble.

KLEIN. Listen, try to stop her or her sister from doing something
nice—and for nothing! They dorit even care how you vote. (He sits
on window seat.)

HARPER. When I received my call to Brooklyn and moved next
door my wife wasn't well. When she died and for months before—
well, if T know what pure kindness and absolute generosity are, it's
because I've known the Brewster sisters.

(At this moment Teddy steps out on balcony and blows a bugle cal.
They all look.)

BROPHY. (Stepping U.S.... Remonstrating.) Colonel, you promised

not to do that.

‘FEDDY. Bux I have to call a Cabinet meeting to get the release of
those supplies. (Teddy wheels and exits.)

RROPHY. He used to do that in the middle of the night. The
neighbors raised cain with us. ‘They're a lictle afraid of him, anyway.
[1ARPER. Oh, he’s quite harmless.
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KLEIN. Suppose he does think he’s Teddy Roosevelt. There’s a lot
worse people he could think he was.

BROPHY. Damn shame—a nice family like this harching a cuckoo.
KLEIN. Well, his father—the old girls’ brother, was some sort of
a genius, wasn't he? And their father—Teddy's grandfather—seems
to me I've heard he was a little crazy too.

BROPHY, Yeah—he was crazy like a fox, He made a million dollars.
HARPER. Really? Here in Brooklyn?

BROPHY. Yeah. Patent medicine. He was a kind of a quack of
some sort, Old Sergeant Edwards remembers him. He used the
house here as a sort of a clinic—tried "em out on people.

KLEIN. Yeah, I hear he used to make mistakes occasionally, too.
BROPHY. The deparement never bothered him much because he
was pretey useful on autopsies somerimes. Especially poison cases.
KLEIN. Well, whatever he did he left his daughters fixed for life.
Thank God for that—

BROPHY. Not that they ever spend any of it on themselves.
HARPER. Yes, I'm well acquainted.with their charities.

KLEIN. You don't know a tenth of it. When I was with the Missing
Persons Bureau I was trying to trace an old man that we never did
find (Rises,) —do you know there’s a renting agency that’s got this
house down on its list for furnished rooms? They don't rent rooms—
but you can bet that anybody who comes here lookin’ for a room
goes away with a good meal and probably a few dollars in their kick.
BROPHY. It's just their way of digging up people to do some
good to.

(& door apens and Martha Brewster enters. Martha is also a sweet elderly
woman with Victorian charm. She is dressed in the old  fashioned manner
of Ably, but with a high lace collar thar covers her neck. Men all on feet.)

MARTHA. (At door.) Well, now, isn't this nice? (Closes door.)
BROPHY. (Croses to Martha.) Good afternoon, Miss Brewster.
MARTHA. How do you do, Mr. Brophy? Dr. Harper. Mr. Klein.
KLEIN. How are you, Miss Brewster? We dropped in to get the
Christmas toys.

MARTHA. Oh, yes, Teddy’s Army and Navy. They wear out.
They're all packed. (She turns to stairs. Brophy staps her.)

BROPHY. The Coloncl’s upstairs after them—it seems the Cabiner
has ro OK it
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MARTHA. Yes, of course. I hope Mrs. Brophy's better?
WROPHY. She’s doin’ fine, maam. Your sister's gerting some soup

for me to take 10 her.

MARTHA. (Crossing below Brophy to c) Oh, yes, we made it this

morning. 1 just took some to a poor man who broke ever s0

many bones.

(Abby enters from kitchen carrying a covered pail)

ABBY. Oh, you're back, Mattha. How was Mr. Benitzky?
MARTHA. Well, dear, it’s pretty scrious, I’m afraid. The doctor
was there, He's going to amputate in the morning

ABBY. (Hopefiully) Can we be present? -
MARTHA. (Disappointment.) No, | asked him but he says 1ts
against the rules of che hospital. (Martha crosses 0 sideboard and puts
pail down. Then puts cape and hat on small rable U. L)

(leddy enters on balcony with large cardboard box and comes down-
ctairs to desk, putting box on stool. Klein crosses to 1oy box. Harper

speaks through this.)

HARPER. You couldn’t be of any service—and you must spare

yourselves something. B
ABBY, (7o Brophy.) Here’s the broth, Mr. Brophy. Be sure its good
and hot.

BROPHY. Yes, ma'am. (Drops v.s.) '

KLEIN. This is fine—ic'll make a lot of kids happy- (Lifts out foy

soldier,) That O’'Malley boy is nuts about soldiers.
TEDDY. That’s General Miles. T've retired him. (Klein removes ship.)
What's this? The Oregon! .
MARTHA. (Crosses to U. L. ) Teddy, dear, put it back.
TEDDY. But the Oregon goes ©© Australia.
ABBY. Now, Teddy—
TEDDY. No, I've given my word to Fighting Bob Evans.
MARTHA. But, Teddy—
KLEIN, Whar's the difference what kid gets {t—Bobby Evans, lzzy
Cohen? (Crosses to R door with box, apens door. Brophy follows.)
We'll run along, maam, and thank you very much. .
ABBY. Not at all. (The cops stop in doorway, salute Teddy and exit. Abby
crasses and shuts door as she speaks. Teddy starts upstairs.) Goodbye.

11
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HARPER. (Crases o sof, gess hat.) I must be gerting home.
~ ABBY. Before you go, Dr. Harper—

(Teddy has reached stair landing.)

TEDDY. CHARGE! (He dashes upstairs. At top he stops and with a
sweeping gesture over the balcony rail, invites all to follow him as he speaks.)
Charge the blockhouse! (He dashes through door, closing it after him.)

(Harper looks afier him. Martha, to L. of Harper, is fooling with a pin
on her dress. Abby r. of Harper.)

HARPER. The blockhouse? )
MARTHA. The stairs arc always San Juan Hill.
HARPER. Have you ever tried to persuade him thar he wasnt
Teddy Roosevele?
ABBY. Oh, no!
MARTHA. He’s so happy being Teddy Roosevelt.
ABBY. Once, a long time ago— (She crosses below to Martha,)
remember, Martha? We thoughe if he would be George Washington
it might be a change for him— .
MARTHA. But he stayed under his bed for days and just wouldn’t
be anybody. ’
ABBY. And we'd so much rather hed be Mr. Roosevelt than nobody.
HARPER. Well, if he's happy—and what's more important you're
happy— (He takes biue-backed legal paper from inside pocket.) you'll
see that he signs thesc.
MARTHA. What are they?
ABBY. Dr. Harper has made all arrangements for Teddy to go to
Happy Dale Sanitarium after we pass on.
MARTHA. But why should Teddy sign any papers now?
HARPER. It's better to have it all settled. If the Lord should take
you away suddenly perhaps we couldn' persuade Teddy to commit
himself and that would mean an unpleasant legal procedure. Mr.
Witherspoon understands they're to be filed away until the time
comes to use them.
MARTHA. M. Witherspoon? Who's he?
HARPER. He's the Superintendent of Happy Dale.
ABBY. (7o Martha.) Dr. Harper has arranged for him to drop in

tomorrow or the next day to mect Teddy.
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[{ARPER. (Crossing to k. door and opening it.) I'd berter be running
along or Elaine will be over here looking for me.

(Abby crasses to door and calls out after him.)

ABBY. Give our love to Elaine—and Dr. Harper, p-ltfase don’t
think harshly of Mortimer because he's a dramatic critic. Some-
body has to do those things. (Abby closes door, comes back into room.)

(Martha crosses to sideboard, puts legal papers on it. .. notices tea things
on table.)

MARTHA. Did you just have tea? Isn't it rather late?
ABBY. (As one who has a secret.) Yes—and dinner's going to be late

{00.

(Teddy enters on balcony, starts downstairs to first landing. Martha
steps to Abby.)

MARTHA. So? Why? ’
ABBY, Teddy! (Teddy stops on landing. ) Good news for you. You're
going to Panama and dig another lock for the canal.

TEDDY. Dec-lighted! That's bully! Just bully! I shall prepare at once
for the journey. (He turns to go upstairs, stops a5 if puzzled, hurries back
to landing, cries CHARGE!, and rushes up and off)

MARTHA. (Elated.) Abby! While I was out?

ABBY. (Taking Marthas hand.) Yes, dear! 1 just couldn't wait for
you. I didn't know when you'd be back and Dr. Harper was coming.
MARTHA. But all by yourself?

ABBY, Oh, I got along finc! ‘
MARTHA. Il run right downstairs and sec. (She starts bappily for

cellar door.)
ABBY. Oh, no, there wasn't time, and T was all alone.

(Martha looks around room toward kitchen.)

MARTHA, Well—

ABBY. (Coyly) Martha—just look in the window seat. (Martba
almaost skips to window seat, and just as she gets there a knock is heard
on . door, She stops. They both look toward door. Abby hurries to door
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and opens it. Elaine Harper enters. Elaine is an anractive girl in her
twenties; she looks surprisingly smart for a minister’ daughter.) Oh,
it’s Elaine. (Opens door.) Come in, dear.

(Elaine crosses to C. Abby closes door, crosses to C. )

ELAINE. Good afternoon, Miss Abby. Good afternoon, Miss
Martha. I thought Father was here.

MARTHA. (Stepping to L. of table.) He just this minute left. Didn't
you meet him?

ELAINE. (Pointing to window in L. wall,) No, I took the short cut
through the cemetery. Mortimer hasn't come yet?

ABBY. No, dear.

ELAINE. Oh? He asked me to meet him here. Do you mind if
I wair?

MARTHA. Notarall

ABBY. Why don’ you sit down, dear?

MARTHA. But we really must speak to Mortimer about doing
this to you.

ELAINE. (Sits chair R of table.} Doing what?

MARTHA. Well, he was brought up to know better. When a gentle-
man is taking a young lady out he should call for her at her house.
ELAINE. (7o both.) Oh, there’s something abour calling for a girl
at a parsonage that discourages any man who doesn’t embroider.
ABBY. Hc’s done this too often—we're going 1o speak to him.
ELAINE. Oh, please don't. After young men whose idea of night
life was to take me to prayer mecting, it’s wonderful to go to the
theatre almost every night of my life.

MARTHA. It's comforting for us too, because if Mortimer has to
see some of those plays he has to see—at least he’s sitting next to a

minister’s daughter. (Martha steps to back of table.)

(Abby crosses to back of table, starts putting tea things on tray. FElaine
and Martha belp.)

ABBY. My goodness, Elaine, what must you think of us—not having
tea cleared away by this time. (She picks up tray and exits to kitchen.)

(Martha blows out one candle and takes it to sideboard. Elaine blows our
ather, takes to sideboard.)
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MARTHA. (As Abby exits.) Now don't bother with anything in the
kitchen until Mortimer comes, and then I'll help you. (To Elaine.)
Mortimer should be here any minute now.

[{LLAINE. Yes. Father must have been surprised not to find me at
home. I'd better run over and say good night to him. (She crosses to
#. door.) '

MARTHA. It's a shame you missed him, dear.

LAINE. (Opening door.) 1f Mortimer comes you tell him I'll be
right back. (She has opened door, but sees Mortimer just outside.)
Hello, Mort!

(Mortimer Brewster walks in. He is a dramatic critic. )

MORTIMER. Hello, Elaine. (s he passes her going toward Martha,
thus placing himself between Elaine and Martha, be reaches back and
pats Elaine on the fanny. ..then embraces Martha.) Hello, Aunt Martha,

(Martha exits to kitchen, calling as she goes.)
MARTHA. Abby, Mortimer’s herel
(Elaine slowly closes door.)

MORTIMER. (Turning r.) Were you going somewhere?
ELAINE. Iwas just going over to tell Facher not ro wait up for me.
MORTIMER. 1 didn’t know that was still being done, even in
Brooklyn. (He throws his hat on sofa.)

(Abby enters from kitchen. Martha follows, stays in doorway &)

ABBY, (Crasses to Mortimer at c.) Hello, Mortimer.

MORTIMER. (Embraces and kisses her.) Hello, Aunt Abby.
ABBY. How are you, dear?

MORTIMER. All right. And you look well. You haven't changed
much since yesterday.

ABBY. Oh, my goodness, it was yesterday, wasn't it? We're seeing 2
great deal of you lacely. (She crosses and starts to sit in chair above
table.) Well, come, sit down. Sit down.
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(Martha stops her from sitting,)

A%T%h;&bby—haven't we something to do in the kitchen?
MARTHA. You know-~the tea chings,

ABBY. (Suddenly seeing Mortimer and Elaine, and catching on.) Oh
yes! Yes! The tea things— (She backs towand kitchen,) Well—you
two just make yourselves at home, Just—

MARTHA. —make yourselves at home.
(They exit kitchen door, Abby closing door,)

ELAINE. (Stepping to Mortimer, ready to be kissed, ) Well, can'c you
take a hing?
MORTIMER. (Complaining.) No...th bvi
lack of inventiveness, I should say. s precy obrious A
ELAINE. (Only slightly annoyed as she crosses to table, and puts
handbag on it.) Yes—that's exactly what you'd say.
i;*gORTIMER. (He is at desk, fishing various pieces of notepaper from
is pockets, and separating dollar bills that are mixed in with papers,)
Where do you want to go for dinner?
ELAINE. (Opening bag, looking in hand mirror.) 1 don't care. I'm
MORTIMER.”
MER. Well, I just had breakfas it unti
i cha j I t. Suppose we wait until
ELAINE. Burt that'll make it prery | tic?
' ty late, won't it?
MORTIME}{ Not with the little stinker we're seeing tonight.
From whar I've heard about it we'll be at Blake’s by ten o'clock.
ELAINE. (Crosses to u.s. ¢.) You ought to be fair to these plays.
MORTIMER. Are these plays fair to me?
ELAINE. e never seen you walk out on 2 musical.
MORTIMER. That musical isn't opening tonight.
ELAINE. (Disappointed,) No?
xORTIMER. Darling, you'll have tolearn the rules. With a musical
ete are a]'w-ays four changes of title and three postponements
They liked it in New Haven but it needs a lot of work. .
ELAINE. Oh, I was hoping it was a musical,
MORTIMER. You have such a light mind.
ELAINE. .NOI a bit. Musicals somehow have a humanizing effect on
you. (He gives her a look.) After a serious play we join the proletariat in
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the subway and I listen to a lecture on the drama. After a musical you
bring me home in a taxi, { Turning away,) and you make a few passes,

MORTIMER. (Crossing 0. c.) Now wair a minute, darling, that’s
W very inaccurate piece of reporting.

ELAINE. (Leaning against D.s. end of table.) Oh, I will admit that
after the Behrman play you told me I had authentic beaury—and
thac's a hell of a thing to say to a girl. It wasn'c until after our firse
musical you told me I had nice legs. And I have too.

(Mortimer stares at her legs a moment, then walks over and kisses her.)

MORTIMER. For a minister's daughter you know a lot about life.

Whered you learn it?

ELAINE. (Casually) In the choir loft.

MORTIMER. Uil explain that to you sometime, darling—the
close connection berween eroticism and religion.

ELAINE. Religion never gets as high as the choir loft. (Crosses below
table, gathers up bag.) Which reminds me, I'd betcer tell Father please
not to wait up for me tonight.

MORTIMER. (Almost to himself;) Pve never been able to rationalize

it.

ELAINE. Whar?

MORTIMER. My falling in love with a girl who lives in Brooklyn.
ELAINE. Falling in love? You're not stooping to the articulate,
are you?

MORTIMER. (Ignoring this.) The only way I can regain my self-
respect is to keep you in New York.

ELAINE. (Few steps toward him.) Did you say keep?
MORTIMER. No, no. I've come to the conclusion that you're
holding out for the legalities.

ELAINE. (Crossing to him as he backs away.) | can afford to be a
good girl for quite a few years yet.

MORTIMER. (Stops and embraces her,) And 1 can’t wait that long.
Where could we be married in a hurry—say tonight?

ELAINE. I'm afraid Father will insist on officiating.
MORTIMER. (Turning away R. from her.) Oh, God! I'll bet your
father could make even the marriage service sound pedestrian.
ELAINE. Are you by any chance writing a review of it?
MORTIMER. Forgive me, darling. It’s an occupational disease.
(She smiles at him lovingly and walks toward him. He meets her
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halfway and they forget themselves for a moment in a sentimental
embrace and kiss. When they come out of it, he turns away from her
quickly...breaking U.s. near desk.) 1 may give that play tonight a
good notice.

ELAINE. Now, darling, don pretend you love me that much.
MORTIMER. (Looks at her with polite lechery, then starts toward
her.) Be sure to tell your father nor to wait up ronighr.

ELAINE. (Aware that she can’t trust either of them, and backing v.s.)
[ think ronight I'd beteer tell him to wait up.

MORTIMER. (Following her) I'll telephone Winchell to publish
the banns.

ELAINE. (Backing D.s.) Nevertheless—

MORTIMER. All right, everything formal and legal. But not later
than next monch.

ELAINE. (Runs into his arms.) Darling! I'll talk it over with Father
and set the date.

MORTIMER. No-—we'll have to see whar’s in rehearsal. There'll
be a lot of other first nights in October.

(Teddy enters from balcony and comes downstairs dressed in wropical
clothes and a solar topee. At foot of stairs he sees Mortimer, crosses to
him and shakes hands.)

TEDDY. Hello, Mortimer!

MORTIMER. (Gravely) How arc you, Mr. President?

TEDDY. Bully, thank you. Just bully! What news have you
brought me?

MORTIMER. Juse this, Mr. Presidenc—the country is squarely
behind you.

TEDDY. (Beaming.) Yes, I know. Isnt it wonderful? (He shakes
Mortimer’s hand again.) Well, goodbye. (He crosses to Elaine and
shakes hands with her.) Goodbye. (He goes to cellar door,)

ELAINE. Where are you off to, Teddy?

TEDDY. Panama. (He exits through cellar door, shutting it. Elaine
looks at Mortimer inquiringly.)

MORTIMER. Panama’s the cellar. He digs locks for the canal

down rthere.

(Elaine takes his arm and they stroll D. 1. to &. of table.)
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ELAINE. You're so sweet with him—and he's very fond of you.
MORTIMER. Well, Teddy was always my favorite brother.
ELAINE. (Stopping and turning to him.) Favorite? Were there more
of you?

MORTIMER. There’s another brother—Jonathan.

ELAINE. I never heard of him. Your aunts never mention him.
MORTIMER. No, we don't like to talk about Jonathan. He left
Broaklyn very early—by request. Jonathan was the kind of boy
who liked to cut worms in two—with his teeth.

ELAINE. Whart became of him?

MORTIMER. I don't know. He wanted to become a surgeon like
Grandfather bur he wouldn’t go to medical school first and his

practice got him into trouble.
(Abby enters from kitchen, crossing D. L. of table.)

ABBY. Aren't you two going to be late for the theatre? (Mortimers
1. arm around Elaine’s neck, he looks ar bis wristwatch,)
MORTIMER. We're skipping dinner. We won't have to start for
half an hour.

ABBY. (Backing v. r.) Well, then I'll leave you two alonc together
again.

l’jgl:jAINE. Don't bother, darling. (Breaking &. in front of Mortimer.)
I'm going to run aver to speak to Father. (70 Morsimer.) Before I go
out with you he likes to pray over me a litdle. (She runs to r door
and opens it, keeping her L. hand on outside doorknob.) I'll be right
back—I'll cut through the cemetery.

MORTIMER. (Crosses to her, puts his hand on hers.) 1f the prayer

isn't too long, I'd have time to lead you beside distilled waters.
(lilaine laughs and exits. Mortimer shuts door.)

ABBY. (Happily, as she crosses to c.) Mortimer, that’s the first time
I've ever heard you quote the bible. We knew Elaine would be a
good influence for you.

MORTIMER. (Laughs, crosses L., then turns to Abby) Oh, by the
way—I'm going to marry her.

ABBY. What? Oh, darling! (She runs and embraces him. Then she
tlashes toward kitchen door as Mortimer crosses to window L. and looks
out.) Martha, Martha! (Martha enters from kitchen.) Come right in
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here. I've got the most wonderful news for you—Mortimer and
Elaine are going to be married.

MARTHA. Married? Oh, Mortimer! (She runs over to . of Mortimer,
who is looking out window 1., embraces and kisses him. Abby comes doum
to his L. He has bis arms around both of them )

ABBY. We hoped it would happen just like this.

MARTHA. Well, Elaine must be the happiest girl in the world.
MORTIMER. (Pulls curtain back, looks out window.) Happy! Just
look at her leaping over those gravestones. (As be looks out window
Mortimer’s attention is suddenly drawn to something.) Say! What's
that?

MARTHA. (Looking out on his k. Abby is on bis r.) What's what,
dear?

MORTIMER. See that statue there. That's a horundinida carnina.
MARTHA. Oh, no, dear—that's Emma B. Stout ascending to
heaven.

MORTIMER. No, no,—standing on Mrs. Stouc’s left ear. Thar
bird—thar’s a red-crested swallow. I've only seen one of those before
in my life.

ABBY. (Crosses around above table and pushes chair & into table.) |
don’t know how you can be thinking about a bird now—whart with
Elaine and the engagement and everything,

MORTIMER. It's a vanishing species. (He turns away from window,)
Thoreau was very fond of them. (As he crosses to desk to look through
various drawers and papers.) By the way, I left a large envelope around
here last week. It was one of the chapters of my book on Thoreau.
Have you seen it?

MARTHA. (Pushing armchair into table.) Well, if you left it here it
must be here somewhere.

ABBY. (Crossing to D. L. of Mortimer,) When are you going to be
married? What are your plans? There must be something more you
can tell us about Elaine.

MORTIMER. Elaine? Oh, yes, Elaine thought it was brilliant.
(He crosses to sideboard, looks through cupboards and drawers.)
MARTHA. Whar was, dear?

MORTIMER. My chapter on Thoreau. (He finds a bundle of papers
[script] in R. drawer and takes them to table and looks through them.)
ABBY. (A: c) Well, when Elaine comes back I think we oughr to
have a little celebration. We must drink to your happiness. Martha,
isn't there some of that Lady Baltimore cake left?
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(During last few speeches Martha has picked up pail from side board
and her cape, hat and gloves from table in v. 1. corner.)

MARTHA. (Crossing p. 1.) Oh, yes!

ABBY. And I'll open a bottle of wine.

MARTHA. (As she exits to kitchen.) Oh, and to think it happened

in this room!

MORTIMER. (Has finished looking through papers, is gazing

around room.) Now where could I have put that?

ABBY., Well, with your hancée sitring beside you tonighe, I do

hope the play will be something you can enjoy for once. It may be

something romantic. What's the name of ic?

MORTIMER. “Murder Will Out.”

ABBY. Oh dear! (She disappears into kitchen as Mortimer goes on

tilking.)

MORTIMER. When the curtain goes up the first thing you'll see

will be a dead body. (He lifts window seat and sees one. Not believing
it, he drops window seat again and starts downstage. He suddenly stops

twith a ‘take,” then goes back, throws window seat open and stares in.

IHe goes slightly mad for a moment. He backs away, then hears Abby

Imimming on her way into the room. He drops window seat again and
holds it down, staring around the room. Abby enters carrying a silencer
and tablecloth which she puts on armchair, then picks up bundle of
papers and returns them 1o drawer in sideboard. Mortimer speaks in a

sumewhat strained voice.) Aunt Abby!

ABBY. (At sideboard.) Yes, dear?

MORTIMER. You were going to make plans for Teddy to go to

that...sanitarium—Happy Dale—

ABBY. (Bringing legal papers from sideboard to Mortimer.) Yes, dear,

it's all arranged. Dr. Harper was here today and brought the papers

fur Teddy to sign. Here they are.

(1le takes them from her.)

MORTIMER. He’s got to sign them right away.

ABBY. (Arranging silencer on table. Martha enters from kitchen door
with table silver and plates on a tray. She sets tray on sideboard. Goes
i table » ) That's what Dr. Harper thinks. Then there won't be any
legal difhculrics after we pass on,
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MORTIMER. He's got to sign them this minute! He's down in the
cellar—get him up here right away.

MARTHA. (Unfoldin tablecloth. Shes 1
R nff g ¢; above table on k) Theres no
ABRY. No. When Teddy starts worki y
lrtidsomind o hing cle rking on the canal you cant ger

RTIMER. Teddy's got to go to Ha Dal i
ppy Dale now—tont ht.

MARTHA. Oh, no, dear, that’s not untl after we're gone. ®
MORTIMER. Right away, I tell youl—right away
Aﬁu]'BY.?(TummgmManimen) Why, Mortimer, how can you sy such
a thing? Why, as long as we live we'll never be separated from Teddy.
MORTIM'ER. (Trying to be calm.) Listen, darlings, I'm frighcfully
sorry, but I've got some shocking news for you. (The aunts stop work
and look at him with some interest.) Now we've all got to try and
keep our heads. You know we've sort of humored Teddy because we
thought he was harmless.

ﬁgRTHHA Why he is harmless!

RTIMER. He was harmless. That's wh he has t H
Eglc. Why he has to be confined. ¢ 080 to eREY
BY. (Stepping to Mortimer,) Mortimer, wh h
;:Irgfai_raggnst "Teddy?—your own brother? yaveres .
IMER. You've got to kn i i

O ey o —lled a ;gn " ow sometime. It might as well be
MARTHA. Nonsense, dear.

(Mortimer rises and points to window seat.)

MORTIMER. There's a bod in the wind 1
ABBY. Yes, dear, we know. / e windowrseat

(Mortimer ‘takes” as Abby and Martha busy themselves again at table.)

MORTIMER. You know!
MARTHA. Of course, deas, but it has nothing to do with Teddy.

; i?; ,t:znyTnn; :jiebaard—amnge: silver and plates on table: three

deg\im};I;\:; I.VIommer, just forget about it—forget you ever saw
MORTIMER. Forget?
ABBY. We never dreamed you'd peck.
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MUORITMER. But who is he?

ABBY. His name’s Hoskins—Adam Hoskins. Thats really all 1

know about him—except chat he’s a Methodist.

MORTIMER. That's all you know about him? Well, what's he

doing here? What happened to him?

MARTHA. He died.

MORTIMER. Aunt Martha, men don't just get in0 window seats
wil die.

ABBY. (Silly bay) No, he died first.

MORTIMER. Well, how?

ABBY. Oh, Mortimer, dor’t be so inquisitive. The gentleman died
because he drank some wine with peison in it.

MORTIMER. How did the poison get in the wine?

MARTHA. Well, we put i¢ in wine because irs less noticeable—
when it's in tca ithas2 distinct odor.

MORTIMER. You putit in the wine?

ABBY. Yes. And 1 put M. Hoskins in the window scat because

Dr. Harper was coming,

MORTIMER. So you knew what youd done! You didn't want
Dr. Harper to see the body!

ABBY. Well, notat tea—that wouldn't have been very nice. Now,
Mortimer, you know the whole thing, just forget about it. 1do
think Martha and I have the right to our own litdle secrets. (She
crosses to sideboard 1o get B0 goblets from L. cupboard as Martha
comes to table from sideboard with salt dish and pepper shaker.)
MARTHA. And dont you tell Elaine! (She gess third goblet from
sideboard, then rurns ¢ Abby who takes 1y from sideboard.) Oh,
Abby, while 1 was out 1 dropped in on Mrs. Schulez. She's much
better but she would like us © take Junior to the movies again.

MARTHA. Yes, bu this cine we'll go where we want to go. (She
starts for kitchen door. Abby follows.) Junior’s not going o drag me
into another one of those scary pictures. (They exit into kitchen as
Mortimer wheels sround and looks afeer chem. Abby shuts door.)

MORTIMER. (Daged, looks sround the room. His gyes come 0 rest on
phone on desk; be crosses to it and diaks a aumber. Into phone.) City
desk! (There is a pause. )Hello, Al. Do you know who this is? (Pause.)
Thar's right. Say, Al when I lef the office, 1 told you where I was
going, rcmember?——-Wcll, where did 1 say? (Pause. ) Uh-huh. Well,
it would take me about half an hour to get 10 Brooklyn. What time
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have you got? (He looks at his watch.) That's right. I must be here.
(He hangs up, sirs for a moment, then suddenly leaps off stool toward
kitchen.) Aunt Abby! Aunt Martha! Come in here! (He backs 1o c.
stage as the two aunts bustle in. Martha has mray with plates, cups,
muin:' and soup cups.) What are we going to do? What are we going
to do?

MARTHA. (k. of rable.) What are we going to do about what, dear?
MORTIMER. (Pointing to window seat.) Therc’s a body in there.
ABBY. (u. L. of Mortimer.) Yes—Mr. Hoskins.

MORTIMER. Well, good heavens, I can’t turn you over to the
police! But what am I going to do?

MARTHA. Well, for one thing, dear, stop being so excited.
ABBY. And for pity’s sake stop worrying. We rold you to forget the
whole thing,

MORTIMER. Forger! My dear Aunt Abby, can’t I make you realize
that something has to be done?

ABBY. (A little sharply) Now, Mortimer, you behave yourself,
You're too old to be flying off the handle like this.

MORTIMER. But Mr. Hotchkiss—

(Abby, on her way to sideboard, stops and turns to Mortimer.)

ABBY. Hoskins, dear. (She continues on her way to sideboard and
gets napkins and rings from L. drawer. Martha purs ber tray, with cups,
plates, erc., on table. Mortimer continues speaking through this.)
MORTIMER. Well, whatever his name is, you can't leave him there.
ABMARI HA. We don't intend to, dear.

BY. (Crossing to table 1. with napkins and rings.) No, Teddy’
down in the cellar now digging the lock. “ "
MORTIMER. You mean you're going to bury Mr. Hotchkiss in
the cellar?

MARTHA. (Stepping to him.) Oh, yes, dear,—thar’s what we did
with the others.

MORTIMER.  (Walking away to 2.) No! You can't bury Mr.—
(Double take. Turns back to them.) —others?

ABBY. The other gendemen.

MORTIMER. When you say others—do you mean—others?
Mote than one others?

MARTHA. Oh, yes, dear. Let me sce, chis is eleven. (To Ab

of table.) Isn't it, Abby? e A
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ABBY. No, dear, this makes twelve.
(Mortimer backs away from them, stunned, toward phone stool at desk.)

MARTHA. Oh, I think you're wrong, Abby. This is only eleven.
ABBY. No, dear, because I remember when Mr. Hoskins first came
In, it occurred to me that he would make just an even dozen.
MARTHA. Well, you really shouldn't count the first one.

ABBY, Oh, Jwas counting the first one. So that makes it twelve.
(Phone rings. Mortimer, in a daze, turns toward it and without picking
Hp receiver, speaks.)

MORTIMER. Hello! (He comes to, picks up receiver.) Hello. Oh,

hello, Al. My, it’s good to hear your voice.
(Abby, at table, is still holding out for a “twelve” count.)

ABBY. Well, anyway, they're all down in the cellar—
MORTIMER. (T2 aunts.) Ssshhh— (Into phone, as aunts cross to
sideboard and put candelabras from top to bostom shelf)) Oh, no, Al,
I'm sober as a lark. I just called you because I was fecling a litde
Pirandello—Piran—you wouldn’t know, Al. Look, I'm glad you
called. Gee hold of George right away. He's got to review the play
tonight. I can’t make it. No, Al, you're wrong, I'll tell you all about
it tomorrow. Well, George has got to cover the play tonight! This is
my department and I'm running it! You get ahold of Georgel (He
hangs up and sits a moment trying to collect himself.) Now lec’s sce,
where were we? (Fle suddenly leaps from stool.) TWELVE!
MARTHA. Yes, Abby thinks we ought to coun the first one and
that makes twelve. (She goes back 1o sideboard.)

(Mortimer takes chair R. of table and faces it toward R. stage, then takes
Martha by the hand, leads her to chair and sets ber in it.)

MORTIMER. All righe—now-—who was the first one?
ABBY. (Crosing from above table to Mortimer.) Mr. Midgely. He

was a Baptist,
MARTHA. Of course, I still think we can’t claim full credit for

him because he just died.
ABBY. Martha means without any help from us. You sce, Mr.
Midgely came here looking for a room—
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MARTHA. It was right after you moved to New York.

ABBY. —And it didn't seem right for that lovely room to be going
to waste when there were so many people who needed jt—

MARTHA. —He was such a lonely old man...

ABBY. All his kith and kin were dead and it left him so forlorn and

unhappy—

MARTHA. —We felt so sorry for him.

ABBY. And then when his hearr agrack came—and he sar dead in

that chair (Pointing 20 armchair.) looking so peaceful—remember

Martha—we made up our minds then and there that if we could

help other lonely old men to thar same peace—we would!

MORTIMER. (A¥ ears.) He dropped dead right in that chajp!

How awful for you!

MARTHA. Oh, no, dear. Why, it was rather like old times. Your

ngran dfath_;rdacllwz;lysdusbcd todhave a cadaver or two around the house,
ou see, Te ad been digging in P

Midgely was ayYellow Fever gig(:til'gn. wnama and he thoughe M

ABBY. That meant he had to be buricd immediately.

MARTHA. So we all took him dawn ro Panama and put him in the

lock. (She rises, puts her arm around Abby) Now that's why we rold

in here and dropping dead.
AB!SY. Of course, we realized we couldn’t depend on that happening
again, So—
MARTHA. (Grosses to Mortimer) You remember those jars of poison
that have been up on the shelves in Grandfather’s laboratory all
these years—:
AB?Y. You know your Aunt Marthas knack for mixing things,
You've eaten enough of her piccalill,
MARTHA. Well, dt_nr, for a gallon of elderberry wine I take one
teaspoonful of arsenic, then add a half teaspoonful of strychnine
and then just a pinch of cyanide,
MORTIMER. (Appraisingly,) Should have quite a kick.
ABBY. Yes! As a matter of fact one of our gentlemen found time ro
say “How delicious!”
MARTHA. (Stepping v.s.) Well, I'll have to ger things started in
the kitchen,
ABBY. (75 Mortimer,) 1 wish you could stay for dinner.
MARTHA. I'm trying out a new recipe. ¢
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MORTIMER. I couldn' eat a thing,

(Murtha goes out to kitchen.)

ABBY. (Calling after Martha.) T'll come and help you, dear. (She

wshes chair R, into table.) Well, I feel so much berter now. Oh, you
ﬂlwc to wait for Elaine, don't you? (She smiles.) How happy you
inust be. (She goes to kitchen doorway.) Well, dear, I'll leave you alone
with your thoughts. (Ske exits, shutting door.)

(Uhe shutting of the door wakes Mortimer from his trance. He crosses to
winidow seat, kneels down, raises cover, looks in. Not believing, be lowers
cuver, rubs his eyes, raises cover again, This time he really sees Mr.
Hoskins. Closes window seat hastily, rises, steps back. Runs over and
tloses drapes over window. Backs up to above table. Sees water glass on
tuble, picks it up, raises it 1o lips, suddenly remembers that poisoned
Wwine comes in glasses, puts it down quickly. Crosses to cellar door, opens
it, Elaine enters ., he closes cellar door with a bang. As Elaine puts her
hag on top of desk he looks at her, and it dawns on him that he knows
her. He speaks with faint surprise.)

MORTIMER. Oh, it's you. (He drops p.s. Elaine crosses to him,
takes his hand.)

LELAINE. Don't be cross, darling! Father could sce that I was excited—
s0 L cold him about us and that made it hard for me o ger away. Bur
listen, darling—he’s nor going to wait up for me tonight.
MORTIMER. (Looking at window sear.) You run along home,
Elaine, and I'll call you up romorrow.

ELAINE. Tomorrow!

MORTIMER. (Irritated.) You know I always call you up every day
or two,

ELAINE. But we're going to the theatre tonighe.

MORTIMER. No——no we’re not!

ELAINE. Well, why not?

MORTIMER. (Turning to ber.) Elaine, something’s come up.
ELAINE. Whar, darling? Mortimer—you've lost your job!
MORTIMER. No—no—I haven't lost my job. I'm just not covering
that play tonight. (Pushing her 2,) Now you run along home, Elaine,
ELAINE. But I've got to know what's happened. Certainly you
can tell me,
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MORTIMER. No, dear, I can’.
ELAINE. Bucif we're going ro be married—
MORTIMER. Married?
ELAINE. Have you forgotten that not fifteen minutes ago you
proposed to me?
MORTIMER. (Vaguely) I did? Oh—yes! Well, as far as T know
that’s still on. (Urging her 8. again.) Now you run along home,
Elaine. I've got to do something,
ELAINE. Listen, you can't propose to me one minute and throw
me out of the house the next.
MORTIMER. (Pleading.,) I'm not throwing you out of the house,
darling. Will you get our of here?
ELAINE. No, I won't get out of here, (Mortimer crosses toward
kitchen. Elaine crosses below to window seat.) Not until I've had
some kind of explanation. (Elzine is about to sit on window sear
Mortimer grabs her by vhe hand. Phone rings.)
MORTIMER. Elaine! (He goes to phone, dragging Elaine with him.)
Hello! Oh, hello, Al. Hold on a minute, will you?-—All right, it's
important! Bur it can wait a minute, cant ic? Hold on! (He puts
receiver on desk. Takes Elaine’s bag from top of desk and hands it 1o
her. Then takes her by hand and leads ber 1o door 2. and opens it.)
Look, Elaine, you're a sweet girl and 1 love you. But I have some-
thing on my mind now and I want you to go home and wait until
I call you.
ELAINE. (In doorway.) Don't try to be masterful.
MORTIMER. (Annoyed to the point of being literate.) When we're
married and I have problems to face I hope you're less tedious and
uninspired!
ELAINE. And when wc're married ifwe're married—1I hope 1 find
you adequate! (She exits. Mortimer dges take, then runs out on porch
afier her, calling—)
MORTIMER. Elaine! Elaine! (He runs back in, shutting door, croses
and kneels on window seat 10 open window, Suddenly remembers contenss
of window seat and leaps off it. Dashes into kitchen but remembers Al is on
phone, reenters immediately and croses o phone.) Hello, Al? Hello. ..
hello... (He pushes hook down and starts o dial when doorbell rings. He
thinks its the phone. Abby enters ffom kitchen.) Hello, Hello, Al?
ABBY. (Crossing to & door and apening it.) Tha's the doorbell, dear,
not the telephone. (Mortimer pushes hook down. ..dial. Mr. Gibbs
steps in doorway ®.) How do you do? Come in.
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(IBBS. T understand you have a room to rent.

(Martha enters from kitchen. Puts “Lazy Susan” on sideboard, then
gris to &, of table. )

ABBY. Yes. Won't you step in?

GiIBBS, (Stepping into room.) Are you the lady of the house?
ABBY. Yes, 'm Miss Brewster. And this is my sister, another
Miss Brewster.

GIBBS. My name is Gibbs.

ABBY. (Easing him to chair r. of table.) Oh, won't you sit down?
I'm sorry we were just setting the table for dinner.

MORTIMER. (Into phone.) Hello—let me talk to Al again. Ciry
tlesk. (Loud ) ALY CITY DESK! WHAT? I'm sorry, wrong number.
(e hangs up and starts dialing again as Gibbs looks ar him. Gibbs
tiurns to Abby)

(IBBS. May I see the room?

MARTHA. (b. . of table.} Why don't you sit down a minute and
ket's get acquainted.

GIBBS. Thar won't do much good if I don't like the room.

ABBY. Is Brooklyn your home?

(1IBBS. Haven't got a home. Live in a hotel. Don't like it.
MORTIMER. (/nto phone.) Hello. City desk.

MARTHA. Are your family Brooklyn people?

GIBBS. Haven't got any family.

ABBY. (Another victim.) All alone in the world?

GIBBS. Yep.

ABBY. Well, Martha— (Martha goes happily to sideboard, gers bottle
of wine from U. L. cupboard, and a wine glass, and sets them on tabl,
1.8, end. Abby eases Gibbs into chair k. of table and continues speaking
io him, then to above table.) Well, you've come to just the right house,
Do sic down.

MORTIMER. (Into phone.) Hello, Al? Mort. We got cuc off. Al, I
ean't cover the play tonighe—that’s all there is to it, I cant!
MARTHA. (L. of table.) Whar church do you go to? There's an
iipiscopal church practically next door. (Her gesture toward window
brings ber to window seat and she sits,)

(:1BBS. I'm Presbyterian. Used to be.

MORTIMER. (Into phone.} What's George doing in Bermuda?
(Rises and gets loud.) Cerrainly I told him he could go to Bermuda——
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i's my deparement, isn't it? Well, you've gor to ger somebody. Who
else is there around the office? (He sits on second chair.)

GIBBS. (Annayed. Rises and crosses below table 1o L. of it.) Is there
always this much noise?

MARTHA. Oh, he doesn't live with us.

(Abby sits above table.)

MORTIMER. (/nto phone.) There must be somebody around the
place. Look, Al, how about the office boy? You know the bright one—
the one we don't like? Well, you look around the office, I'tl hold on.
GIBBS. I'd really like to see the room.

ABBY. (After seating Gibbs R of table she has sat in chair above table.)
Tt's upstairs. Won't you try a glass of our wine before we start up?
GIBBS. Never touch ir.

MARTHA. We make this ourselves. It’s elderberry wine.

GIBBS. (7o Martha.) Elderberry wine. Hmmph. Haven't tasted
elderberry wine since I was a boy. Thank you. (He pulls armchair
around and sits as Abby uncorks bottle and starts to pour wine.)
MORTIMER. (Into phone.) Well, there must be some printers
around. Look, Al, the fellow who sets my copy. He ought to know
about whar I'd write. His name is Joe, He's the third machine from
the left. Bur, Al, he might turn out to be another Burns Mantle!
GIBBS. (7o Martha.) Do you have your own elderberry bushes?
MARTHA. No, but the cemetery is full of them.

MORTIMER. (Rising.) No, I'm not drinking, but I'm going to
Start now.

GIBBS. Do you serve meals?

ABBY. We might, but first just see whether you like our wine.

(Mortimer bangs up, puts phone on top of desk and crosses 1. He sees
wine on table. Goes to sideboard, gets glass, brings it to table and pours
drink. Gibbs has his glass in hand and is getting ready to drink.)

MARTHA. (Sees Mortimer pouring wine.) Mortimer! Eh eh eh ch!
(Gibbs stops and looks at Martha. Mortimer pays no attention.) Eh ch
¢h eh!

(As Mortimer raises glass to lips with L. hand, Abby reaches up and
pulls his arm down.)
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ABBY. Mortimer. Not that. (Moertimer, still dumb, puts his glass
down on table. Then he suddenly sees Gibbs who has just got glass to his
lips and is about to drink. He points across table at Gibbs and gives a
wild cry. Gibbs looks at him, putting bis glass down. Mortimer, still
pointing at Gibbs, goes around above table toward him. Gibbs, seeing
it madman, rises slowly and backs toward c., then turns and runs for
exit R, Mortimer following him. Gibbs opens R. door and Mortimer
fuishes him out, closing doar after him. Then he turns and leans on
door in exhausted relief Meantime, Martha has risen and crossed to
below armchair, while Abby has risen and crossed to D. C. [If necessary
10 cover Gibbs' cross and exit, Mortimer has the following lines... “Get
out of bere! Do you want to be poisoned? Do you want to be killed? Do
Jou want to be murdered?”] Abby, great disappointment.) Now you've
spoiled everything. (She goes to sofa and sits.)

(Martha sits in armchair. Mortimer crosses to . and looks from one to
the other...then speaks to Abby.)

MORTIMER. You can't do things like that. I don’t know how to
cxplain this to you, but it’s not only against the law. It's wrong! (7o
Martha.) It's not a nice thing to do. (Martha turns away from him
is Abby has done in bis lines to her.) People wouldn't understand.
(vints to door afier Gibbs.) He wouldn't understand.

MARTHA. Abby, we shouldn’t have told Mortimer!
MORTIMER. What I mean is—well, this has developed into a
very bad habit.

ABBY. (Rises,) Mortimer, we don't try to stop you from doing
things you like to do. I don't see why you should interfere with us,

(I"hone rings. Mortimer answers. Martha rises to below table.)

MORTIMER. Hello? (Its Al again.) All righe, I'll see the first act
and I'll pan the hell out of it. But look, Al, you've got to do some-
thing for me. Get hold of O’Brien—our lawyer, the head of our
legal department. Have him meet me at the theatre. Now, don't let
me down. OK I'm starting now. (He hangs up and turns to aunts,)
.ok, I've got to go to the theatre. 1 can't get out of it. But before I
#tv will you promise me something?

MARTHA. (Grossing ro Abby at ¢.) We'd have to know what it was first.
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MORTIMER. I love you very much and I know you love me. Yo
know I'd do anything in the world for you and I want you to du
just this lirde thing for me.
ABBY. What do you want us to do?
MORTIMER. Don't o anything. I mean don't do anything. Don
let anyone in this house—and leave Mr. Hoskins right where he is.
MARTHA. Why?
MORTIMER. 1 want time to think—and I've got quite a litdle to
think about. You know [ wouldn't want anything to happen to you.
ABBY. Well, what on carth could happen to us?
MORTIMER. (Beside himself.) Anyway—you'll do this for mc,
won't you?
I:{IARTHA. Well—we were planning on holding services before
inner.
MORTIMER. Services!
MARTHA. (A listle indignant.) Certainly. You don’t think we'd
bury Mr. Hoskins without a full Methodist service, do you? Why
he was a Methodist.

MORTIMER. But can't that wait until I ger back?

ABBY. Oh, then you could join us.

MORTIMER. (Going crazy bimself,) Yes! Yes!

ABBY., Oh, Mortimer, you'll enjoy the services—especially the
hymns. (7o Martha.) Remember how beautifully Mortimer used to
sing in the choir before his voice changed?

MORTIMER. And remember, you're not going to let anyone in
this house while I'm gone—it’s a promise!

MARTHA. Well—

ABBY. Oh, Martha, we can do that now that Mortimer’s cooperating,
with us. (7o Mortimer.) Well, all right, Mortimer.

(Mortimer heaves a sigh of relief. Crosses to sofa and gets his hat. Then
on his way to opening R. door, he speaks.)

MORTIMER. Have you got some paper? I'll get back just as soon
as | can. (Taking legal papers from coat pocket as he crosses.) There's a

man ['ve got to sce.

(Abby has gone to desk for stationery. She hands it to Mortimer.)

ABBY, Herc’s some stationery. Will this do?
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ORVIMER. (Takin stationery.) That'llbe fine. T can save time if
ﬂwnc my review on ﬁu: way to the theate. (He exits R ?TJ; zunt:i
phare fier bim. Martha crosses and closes door. Abby goes 10 5 ofz;
al brings two candelabras to table. Then gets matches from side-
fntrd—Lights candles during lines)

MARTHA. Mortimer didn't seem quite himself today. .
AWBY. (Lighting candles.) Well, that's only narural—T thin ow

why. i
ARVHA. (Lightin floar lamp.) Why? .
THHY. He's juft befome engaged 1o be married. 1 suppose that
plways makes a man NErvous. B
MARTHA. (During this speech she goes to first landing and cioses
drapes over window, then comes downstairs and turms off remote
wteh.) Well, I'm so happy for Elaine—and th_eu- homz)rmocvr;l
pught to give Mortimer a real vacation. I don't think he got muc
this summer. _ _
K:’:BY} chll, at least he didnt g0 kiting off to China or Spain.
MARTHA. 1 could never understand why he wanted to go t©
se places.
*;;EYP a\;’ell, 1 think to Mortimer the theatre has ;':l?v:ays seemed
pretey small potatocs. He needs something big o criticize—some-
thing like the human race. (She sets one candelabra . L. the other
, . on table. _
'I:'lg\Panl-;A. ?At ¢c.) Oh, Abby, if Mortimer's coming back1 for tl'-lt:
services for Mr. Hoskins, we'll need another hymnal, Theres one 10
my room. (She starts wpstairs to first landing.) I
ABBY. You know, dear, it’s really my wurn to read the services, but
since you werent here when Mr. Hoskins came | want you {0 do it.
MARTHA. (Pleased) That's very nice of you. dear—but, are you
sure you want me to?

BBY. It’s onl fair. ’
‘:AART[-{Z.O%H, 1 think I'll wear my black bombazine and Mothers

old brooch. (She starts up again when doorbell rings.)

ABBY. (Crossing as far as desk.) Vll go, dear. _—
MARTHA. (Hushed.) We promiscd Mortimer we woulant et
%}03:; 1?7'" rying to peer through curtained window in door.) Who do

ose it is? o
WTPI?IA. Waic a minute, ' look. (She turns to landing window and

peeks out the curtains. ) Ifs two men—and I've never seen them before.

33




- ABBY. Are you sure?

MARTHA. y

ABBY. Let :;T ‘l:;fask? ;;2:;:31 N 'Curb_t}.,e}, must have come in th
Abby peeks out the curtains.) rries up stairs. There is a knock on dum
MARTHA. Po you recognize them?

ABB‘%_I_}-I‘A.CYTC strangers to me.

MAR We'll just have >

fo’!em /Juddk bdt‘k in camef:);‘;::;’?sg‘jcm notat hOme_ (7?18 Hiwr

(Another knock ar the door ., the knob is turned, and door swing

slowly open. A tall man walks to c, looking about the room. He walks

:: ::;rb a;n-;ri:z‘ce azd ease as though the room were familiar to him—
in o :?;,, ,::,,T ut ,:{"” of the stairs. There is something sinister
abous the man~ _zrme..t ing that brings a slight chill in his presence. Ii
iy his wall ; earing, and his strange resemblance to Boris !Gzrloﬁ '
ey nding Abby a:nd Martha watch him, almost afraid to
peak ing completed bis survey of the room, the man tu d
resses someane outside the front door.) i

o .
L}Jﬁﬁ:’w. Come in, Docror. (Dr. Einstein enters &, He is some-
wha w’j;g;i;n a.ppcmznce. His face wears the benevolent smirk of a
an whe es in abp asant haze of alcohol. There is something about
bim the suggests the unfrocked priest. He stands just inside the do
couldn’tu:v;‘i?izmm) Th;: is the home of my youth. As a bo; ri

esca . 3

couldr wa pe from this place—now I'm glad to escape
EINSTEIN. (Shutti 1
EINSTEIN. utting door, His back to aunts.) Yah, Chonny, ic's a
_L(r)ml\llifs\;l;kaI'IANbly | E:::ﬁ:?;lg mu;:ts}t1 still live here. There’s something so

0 L]

Ea]n(;;\;aé?ﬁg [{::;e[um o tiil:: ; reo gil-;\]rsmrs. I hope there’s a fatted

. Yah, I'm hungry. (He swddenly se
gry. es the fatted calf i

{i’n’? of tf’z 3‘11;10 glasses of wine on table.} Lof),k, Ch:nﬁ;iy edrti-fl{sz'n(}{}e

JON?’IE‘,[-]_;N w tgs table. Jonathan crosses to above side.) , T
. As though we were expected. A good omen.

(They aise glsesto their b
’?mz 'r)zzue glasses to their lips as Abby steps down a couple of stairs and

ABBY. Who are you? What are you doing here?
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( Moy both put glasses down. Einstein picks up his hat from armchair,

wm]y to run for it. Jonathan turns to Abby.)

JONATHAN. Why, Aunt Abby! Aunt Martha! It’s Jonathan.
AWVHA. (Frightened.) You get out of here.
(ONATHAN. (Crossing to aunts.) I'm Jonath

pmthan,
AIlY. Oh, no, you're not. You're nothing like Jonathan, so don’t

Hutend you are! You just get out of here!

(INATHAN., (Crossing closer,) But L am Jona
yating Einstein.) is Dr. Einstein.

ABRY. And he's not Dr. Einstein either.
JONATHAN. Not Dr. Albert Einstein—Dr. Herman Einstein.
ARBY. (Down anather step. ) Whe are you? You're not our nephew,
Jpnathan.

JONATHAN. (Peering at Abbys outstretched hand.) 1 see you're still
wearing the lovely garnet ring that Grandma Brewster bought in

s, looks at ring.) And you, Aunt Martha, still the

I'ngland. (Abby gasp
high collasr—to hide the scar where Grandfather’s acid burned you.

(Martha's hand goes to her throat. The aunts look at Jonathan. Martha
comes down a few steps to behind Abby. Einstein gets to C.)

an—jyour nephew,

than. And this (fndi-

MARTHA. His voice is like Jonathan's.
ABBY. (Stepping down to stage floor.) Have you been inan accident?
JONATHAN. (His hand goes to side of his face.) No— (He clouds.)

—my face—Dr. Einstein is responsible for that. He’s a plastic surgeon.

He changes people’s faces.

MARTHA. (Comesdown to Abby.) But T've seen that face before. (To
Abby,) Abby, remember when we took the lirtle Schulrz boy to the
movies and I was so frightened? It was that face!

(Jonathan grows tense and Ipoks toward Einstein. Einstein crosses o C.
and addresses aunts.)
EINSTEIN. Easy, Chonny—ecasy! (To aunts,) Don't worry, ladies.

The last five years I give Chonny three new faces. I give him another
one right away. This last face—well, I saw that picture too—just

before 1 operate. And [ was intoxicated.
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- JONATHAN. (With a growing and dangerous intensity as he will
‘ roward Einstein, who backs D.5.) You see, Doctor—you see wha
you've done to me. Even my own family—
EINSTEIN. (75 calm him, as he is forced around R. stage.} Chon
ny—you're home—in this lovely house—— (7o aunts. ) How often 1
l tells me about Brooklyn—about this house—about his aunts th
he lofes so much. (72 Jonathan.) They know you, Chonny. (75 Abby
1l as he leads ber toward Jonathan.) You know it’s Jonathan. Speak 10
him. Tell him so. (He drifis above table to b. L. of it.)
, ABBY., Well—Jonathan—it’s been a long time—what have you
b been doing all these years?
! MARTHA. (Has come to far D. &) Yes, Jonathan, where have you been:

! JONATHAN. (Recovering his composure.) Oh, England, South
| Africa, Australia, the last five years Chicago. Dr. Einstein and |
| were in business there together.
Ul | ABBY. Oh, we were in Chicago for the World’s Fair.

| | MARTHA. (For want of something to say,) Yes—we found Chicago
| awfully warm.

EINSTEIN. (He has wandered above v. . and down to below table.)

i§ | Yah—it got hot for us too.
| JONATHAN. (Titrning on the charm as he crosses above Abby, placing
himself between the aunts,) Well, it’s wonderful to be in Brooklyn
again. And you—Abby—Martha you don't look a day older. Just as
I remembered you—sweet—charming—hospitable. (The aunts
don't react too well to this charm.) And dear Teddy— (He indicates
with bis hand a lad of eight or ten.) —did he get into politics? (He furns
to Einstein.) My lictle brother, Doctor, was determined to become
President.
ABBY. Oh, Teddy's fine! Just fine! And Morzimer’s well roo.
JONATHAN. (4 bit of a meer.) 1 know about Mortimer. I've seen
his picture at the head of his column. He's evidently fulfilled all the
promise of his early nasty nature.
ABBY. (Defensively.) We're very fond of Mortimer.

(There is a slight pause. Then Martha speaks uneasily as she gestures
toward r. door.)

MARTHA. Well, Jonathan, it’s very nice to have seen you again.

JONATHAN. (Expanding,) Bless you, Aunt Martha. (Crosses and
sits chair r. of table.) It's good to be home again.
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et then speaks to ]anathan.)

i = et s P A i

[ Hhe anis look at each other with dismay,)

ARBY. Well Martha, we mustn'e ket what's on the stove boil over.

(§lse sturss go kischen, ohen sees Martha isn't following: She crosses back

il tiugs at Martha, shen crosses toward kitchen again. Martha follows

MARTHA. Yes. 1 you'll excuse us for 2 minute, Jonathan. Unless

Ja'ie ina hurry te go somewhere.

Martha crosses around above table,

. . . b .th Ab@.
ine and puts it back in sideboard, then exits Wi
';;’f}:{ f"::;j: ?’f;u,bem wﬁiting in kitchen doorway Jor Martl;;z, cjases
A'amfaﬁer them. Einstein crosses U. L. around to bebind Jonathan.

(fonathan looks at her balefully

here? We got 1o

INSTEIN. Well, Chonny, where do we go from
llitlr:l': faE;t. The ;olice. The police hgvve got plcam':l:sszfn t:l:;tl afzzct:olr

erate on you right away. We got to hin
llkl‘::uff::?d we got to find a place for Mr. Spenalzo 100
JONATHAN. Don't waste any worry on that rat. ;
INSTEIN. But, Chonny, we got a hot stiff on our han ls.
]ONATHAN. (Flinging hat onto sofa.) Forget Mr. Spenalzo.

, in the rumble seat.
| INSTEIN, But you can't leave a dead body 10 122 ey 0o

You shouldn't have killed him, Chonny. He's a nice
ves us a lift—and what happens?

]ONATHAN. (Remembering bztrer{’;a )

Karloff! (He starts for Einstein.) That's your wo

1
tlljlalfl.t?'?l'[ng (Hes backed away #0 D. L. of table.) Now, Chonny—

we find 2 place somewhere—I fix you up quick!

THAN. Tonight! ’ ’
JSS?T EIN. Chomxg —1 got to eat first. I'm hungry—T1'm weak.

(The aunts enter from kitchen. Abby comes 10 Jonathan at C. Martha
remains in kitchen doorway. )

Hesaid 1 looked like Boris
tk, Docror. You did

1 bered us and took

Y. Jonathan—were glad that you remem
ﬁBtroug)lc to come in and say “Hello.” But you were n(:\:rcr.happy
in this house and we were never happy while you were 11 it—so,

we've just come in 10 53y goodbye.
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JONATHAN. (Takes a menacing step toward Abby, then decides 1
7y the “charm” again.) Aunt Abby, I can’t say that your feeling tow:nl
me comes as a surprise. I've spent a great many hours regretting 1l
many heartaches I must have given you as a boy.

ABBY. You were quite a trial to us, Jonathan.

JONATHAN. But my great disappointment is for Dr. Einstein.
(Einstein is a listle surprised,) 1 promised him that no marzer how
rushed we were in passing through Brooklyn, I'd take the time t
bring him here for one of Aunt Martha’s home-cooked dinners.

(Martha rises to this a bit, stepping D.5.)

MARTHA. Oh...

ABBY. (Backing u. 1.)I'm sorry. I'm aftaid there wouldn't be enough.
MARTHA. Abby, it’s a pretry good-sized pot roast.
JONATHAN. (How wonderful,) Pot roast!

MARTHA. I think the least we can do is to—

JONATHAN. Thank you, Aunt Martha! We'li stay to dinner.
ABBY. (Backing to kitchen door and not at all pleased,) Well, we'll
hurry it along.

MARTHA. Yes! (She exits into kitchen,)

ABBY. (Stopping in doorway,) Oh, Jonathan, if you want to freshen
up—why don’t you use the washroom in Grandfather’s old laboratory?
JONATHAN., (i Crossing to her,) Is that still there?

ABBY. Oh, yes. Just as he left it. Well, Il help Martha get things
started—since we're all in a hurry. (She exits into kitchen,)
EINSTEIN. (Stepping v.s.) Well, we get a meal anyway.
JONATHAN. (Above table.) Grandfather’s laboratory! (Logks
upstairs.) And just as it was. Doctor, a perfect operating room.
EINSTEIN. Too bad we can't use it.

JONATHAN. After you've finished with me—Why, we could
make a fortune here. The laboratory—that large ward in the artic—
ten beds, Doctor—and Brooklyn is crying for your talents.
EINSTEIN. Vy vork yourself up, Chonny? Anyway, for Brooklyn
I think we're a year too late.
JONATHAN. You don’t know this rown, Doctor. Practically every-
bedy in Brooklyn needs a new face,

EINSTEIN. But so many of the old faces are locked up.
JONATHAN. A very small percentage—and the boys in Brooklyn
are famous for paying generously to stay out of jail.
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L[_"INA'l'HAN. (Crossing up to sofa.) Leave it to me,

* {Jwnny? This nice quiet house.

EINS PN, Take it easy, Chonny. Your auncs—they don't want us
I?J'EA'I'I'IAN. We're hete for dinner, aren’t we?
INSTEIN. Yah—but after dinner? S—
i ] for years.
uidle it. Why, this house'll be our headquarters _
Iﬁnl\;l\klllth y(A pretty picture.) Oh, that would be beautiful,
any? Th Those aunts of yours—what sweet
hem already. I ger the bags, yah? .
ll‘:::::\ill-m egtopping him.) Doctor! We must wait un
fnvited. .
UINSTEIN. But you chust said thac—
[ONATHAN. We'll be invited. :
MINS . And if they say no— ‘
}{(STQ%EHANIN . Doétor—-)-(two helpless old women-——? (Hesits on so{a. )
RINSTEIN. (Zakes bottle flask from hip pocket and unscrews cork as

1 s li eautiful dream—
he crosses to window seat.) It's like comes true a b

Only I hope you're not dreaming. (He stretches out on window seat,

' ie from bottle.) It's so peaceful. ’ .
jﬁfgi’;ﬁ%ﬁ (Stretched out on sofa.) Thar's what makes this house

w perfect for us—it’s so peaceful,
blows a terrific blast on his bugle, as Jona-

and on up to first landing as the
ishment.)

til we're

(Teddy enters from cellar, :
than backs r. Teddy marches to stairs
two men look at his tropical garb with some aston

TEDDY. CHARGE! (He rushes up the stairs and off)

m foot of stairs, Einstein, sitting on window

i o
(Jonathan watches him fr in comes down on the

seat, takes a hasty swig from his flask as the curta
word CHARGE!)
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I1}4Y, "this looks more the way you used to look, bur still T wouldn't

— Bhnw you.
e '
ACTH :il ‘(lNA’I'HAN. I think we'll go back to that face, Doctor.
- HINSTEIN. Yah, it's safe now.
SCENE: The same. Later that night. ¥ ;__ ﬁmif:.gu(iﬁging. ) Well, 1 know you both want to get ro—where
Jonathan, with g L ) & II {NATHAN. (Relaxing even more.) My dear aunts—I'm so full of
L. of table, w‘_;m;!::.fﬂﬁ;{mer cigar, is occupying armchn il delicious dinner 'm unable to move a muscle.
o windews sear am)’{‘ his }j{l«fe. Abby and Martha, scared | ~ JUNSTEIN. (Relaxing t00.) Yah, it’s nice here.
attitude of Pm},’lf wﬁ:m;‘gb 'g;rnge;'uo:: “”’L’foﬂ inthe B 0 MARTHA. (Rises.) After all—it’s very late and—
Einstein is relaxed and ha : LB L) home ¥
: ippy in chair R. of table. Dinnr | o b  book

dishes have been cleared. There is a red cloti'zf on rable.tz:;z E ,: Lfmng rg:e:jlkﬂ’!}' wearing his sola tope, camyg & 300% P

JONATHAN. Yes, Aunties, th

. ) : ﬁ o o

aE?;]g%st the busiest and happiest oosfemyvlifgms in Chicago were

o /I:‘IN.‘ And from Chicago we go 1o South Bend, Indian
e shakes his head as though he wishes they hadn’.) ' "

(fonathan gives him a look.)

JONATHAN. 't be i i
S They wouldn’t be interested in our experience in
ABBY. Well, Jonathan, you’ i
- » you've led a very interesting life, I
but we really shouldn’t have all I o
. owed
;E) rlz\sli .{‘onat}mn seats her just by tbec tm};: lal_; ert atg{ics:)late. (She stares
JON ch;IhAN'hhfy meeting Dr. Einstein in London, I migh sa
o t}% 1 1e whole course of my life. You remember I had been i);;
Jouth A :-Inc:;k::: ;he dmgond business-—then Amsterdam, the
. 1 want i ’

Eir;;tein made it possiblcefo:cr,nge? back to South Afica—and Dr.
bgndSTfsEIﬁ'A f_Eom.’( job, Ch‘onny. (1o aunss,) When we take off the
jONj&gT is Icle look so different, the nurse had to introduce me
Ao dI-IAN. oved Fhat face, I still carry the picture with me.
£ i aam:‘;? ;Zapsfot-zz.:: picture from inside coat pocket, looks a;‘
iy , then hands it to Martha. She looks at it and bands it
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TEDDY. (Descending stairs.) 1 found it! I found it!

JDNATHAN. What did you find, Teddy?
I'EDDY. The story of my life—my biography. (He crosses above to

. of Einstein.) Here's the picture I was telling you abour, General.

(He lays open book on table showing picture to Einstein.) Here we ate,
hoth of us. “President Roosevelt and General Goethals at Culebra

Cut.” That's me, General, and that’s you.

(Linstein looks at picture.)

EINSTEIN. My, how I've changed.

(Teddy looks at Einstein, & little puzzied, bur makes adjustment.)

TEDDY. Well, you see that picture hasn’t been taken yet. We
haven't even started work on Culebra Cut. We're still digging locks.
And now, General, we will both go to Panama and inspect the new

lock.
(Hands him tapee.)

ABBY. No, Teddy—not to Panama.
EINSTEIN. We go some other time. Panama’s a long way off.

TEDDY. Nonsense, it’s just down in the cellar.

JONATHAN. The cellar?
MARTHA. We let him dig the Pan

ama Canal in the cellar.
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TEDDY. (Severely,) General Goethals, as President of the Usir, i
States, Commander-in-Chief of the Army and Navy and the wnn
who gave you this job, I demand that you accompany me on il
inspection of the new lock.

JONATHAN. Teddy! I think it’s time you went to bed.
TEDDY. 1 beg your pardon! (He crosses above to 1. of Jonuthun
pusting on his pince-nez as he crosses.) Who are you?
JONATHAN. I'm Woodrow Wilson. Go to bed.

TEDDY. No you're not Wilson. Bur your face is familiar. Let 1
sec—You'te not anyone [ know now. Perhaps later—On my huntiug
trip to Africa—yes, you look like someone I might meet in the jungle

(Jonathan stiffens. Abby crosses in front of Teddy, getting between him
and Jonathan.)

ABBY. It’s your brother, Jonathan, dear.
MARTHA. (Rising.) He's had his face changed.
TEDDY. So that’s it—a nature faker!

ABBY. And perhaps you had better go 1o bed, Teddy—Jonathan
and his friend have to go back to their hotel.

JONATHAN. (Rising.) General Goethals, (7o Einstein.) inspect
the canal. (He crosses to v. ¢)

EINSTEIN. (Rising,) All right, Mr. President. We go to Panama,
TEDDY. Bully! Bully! (He crosses to cellar door, opens it.) Follow
me, General. (Einstein goes up to 1. of Teddy. Teddy taps solar topee in

Einstein’ hand, then taps his own head. ) Its down south you know,
(He exits downstairs.)

(Einstein puts on topee, which is too large for bim. Then turns in cellar
doorway and speaks.)

EINSTEIN. Well—bon voyage, (He exirs, closing door.)
JONATHAN. Aunt Abby, I must correct your misapptehension.
You spoke of our hotel. We have no horel, We came directly here—
MARTHA. Well, there’s a very nice lirtle hotel just three blocks
down the—
JONATHAN. (Cutting her aff’) Aunt Martha, this is my home,

ABBY. But, Jonathan, you can’t stay here. We need our rooms.
JONATHAN. You need them?

ABBY. Yes, for our lodgers.
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L in this house?
= JINAL  (Alarmed.) Are there lodgers in
i': }::P ['I| I|:\§ch(il, not ju;t n;v, bfxt )w';h I;E?n;c’o}lﬁﬁ;mi:.s .
JOINATUAN. (Curting heroff again) Then oy 0.2 (0%
e , there’s no place for Dr. _
" ifn\/:'l'll‘;l;\‘lgl?n; Ct!::::es t0 below sable, drops cigar ashes into saucer. )

1ol share the room with me. . , ‘
;ﬁlltYafl lI:ILo, Jonathan, I'm afraid you can't stay here

=

1 jgar £ in squcen then starts
2 aﬂﬂlﬂhﬁﬂ is btbw fdbk. He gﬂnﬂﬁ' Clgd out i .

': ﬁm”l‘rf aunts ’Ibey back around above table to C, Mar tha ﬁ’“
o ¥ s

]

= Jonathun surns back and crosses below table to Abby at c.)
| % HAN. Dr. Einsteinand I need a place to sle
%1- ‘fu)r'::}'l;hm af.tcm(.)on, that as a boy 1 could be

[ X for any of us if— i

E % here tonight—
£ mv?rweu, T ov,ernigilta];?:;h ?fn)'(ou’ll get my room ready—

. Thar's settled. ] . y~
ﬁ)ﬂgﬂHﬁSIar;ng upstairs, Abby ﬁa!!awmg.) It only needs airing

Rl;;iSY We keep it ready to show our lodgers. 1 think you and Dr.

Finstein will find it comfortable.

en. You remem-
tﬂsagrecable. It

(Jonathan follows them to forst landing and leans on newel-post. Aunts

are on balcony,)
est in Dr. Einstein.

- + a d gu
THAN. You havea most distinguishe : il
{Fr)nNa?raid you do?x't appreciate his skill. Buz you will. In a few wee

ou'll sce me looking like a very different Jonathan.
)I(AARTHA. He can't operate on you here.

JONATHAN (Ignoring.) When Dr. Einstcin and I get organized—

hen we resume practice—Oh, 1 forgot to tell you. We're tumning
W

Grandfather's laboratory into an opera

%g\;n;?;athan. we will not let you turn this ho

JONATHAN. (Laughing.) A hospital—heavens n
beauty parlor.

ting room. We expect to be

use into a hospiral.
o! It will be a
(Einstein enters excitedly from cellar.)
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ONATIHAN. (Einstein has opened door.) 1 don’t want to leave it in

EIN . f =
STEIN. Hey, Chonny, down in the cellar— (e sees aunts and S F/\ll'l'l IA. It's all right where it is—until morning.

ONA . instei i
{v&h th'I;g&N Dr. Einstein—my dear aunts have invited us t s,
%SXTWeIL you're sleeping here tonight. |
HAN- v.veﬁlfl‘sc get our room ready immediately,
ABBY. For tonight.

(They exit through arch. Jonathan comes 1o Joot of stairs.)

EINSTEIN. i
R Chonny, when I go down in the cellar, whac do you

JONATHAN. Whar?

EINSTEIN. The Panama Canal,

}]E(I)I\I‘;‘ISJ.\]'"I' HAN. (Disgusted, crossing 10 c,) The Panama Canal,

] EIN. It just fits Mr. Spenalzo. It's a hole Teddy dug. Six fee
ong and four feet wide. & o
ONATHAN., ;

{)own LA (Gets the idea. Opens cellar door and lpoks down.)

EINSTEIN. Youd think th ingi

dlong, That' hespielin ey knew we were bringing Mr. Spenalzo

JONATEP}N: (Closing cellar door,) Rather a good joke on m

;unts-— eir living in a house with a body buried in the cellar. ’

] é?}i?’glN. How do we get him in? .

HAN. (Drops b.5.) Yes. We cant i i

( _ : just walk him through
ggﬁ;’.c (;i]:i .r:;: window in Ld.lwall) We'll drive the car up bcz?:gn i:
e cemetery—then wh : Il bri

g&gg%mlm o e :q ":df:v .Lhey ve gonc to bed, we'll bring

IN. (Taking out botrle i 2
St mri o gz;ng )ﬂa.rk.) Bed! Just think, we've gor 2
]ONA:I'HAN. (Grabbing his arm. ) Easy, Doctor. Remember you're
operating tomorrow, And this time you'd better be sober
EINSTEIN. 1 fix you up beauifl, '
ABII;%T(‘I-SI'A}:;EI\;H j;a; if gou don't— (Gives Einstein shove o door,)
= . artha enter on balcony,) Jonathan! Your room js

JONATHAN. Th , .
behind the house. €n you can go to bed. We're moving the car up

- e ey gy o
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- {h wrect—thar might be against the law. (He exits Y,

EIN . 1
el b} ;E {Hfimicin follows him out, closing door. Abby and Martha start down-
3 % #irs and reach below table,)

o

MARTHA. Abby, what are we going to do?
- ABBY. Well, we're not going to let them stay more than one night

~ 1 this house for one thing. What would the neighbors chink?
Peaple coming in here with one face and going out with another.
" (She has reached table D.s. Martha is at ber R.)
~ MARTHA. What are we going to do about Mr. Hoskins?
MY, (Crosses to window sear. Martha follows.) Oh, M. Hoskins.
It can’t be very comfortable for him in there. And he's been so
wtient, the poor dear. Well, 1 think Teddy had better get Mr.
{uskins downstairs right away.

MARTHA. (Adamant.) Abby—1I will not invite Jonathan to the

funeral services.
ABBY. Oh, no. We'll wair until they've gone to bed and then come

down and hold the services.

(Jeddy enters from cellar, gets book from table and starts k. Abby stops
bhimat c.)

'EDDY. General Goethals was very pleased. He says the Canal is

just the right size.
ABBY. (Crosses to c) Teddy! Teddy,

e

PR N

there's been another Yellow

Fever viceim.

TEDDY, (Takes off pince-nez.) Dear me—this will be a shock o

the General.

MARTHA. (Stepping #.) Then we musen'e tell him about it.
TEDDY. (Crosses below Abby ro Martha.) But it's his department.
ABBY. No, we mustn't tell him, Teddy. It would just spoil his visit.
TEDDY. I'm sorry, Aunt Abby. It's out of my hands—he’ll have to
be told. Army regulations, you know.

ABBY. No, Teddy, we must keep it a secrer.

MARTHA. Yes!

TEDDY. (He loves them.) A state secrec?

ABBY. Yes, a state secret.
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MARTHA. Promise?
TEDDY. (What a silly request,) You have the word of the Presil. i
of the United States. (Crasses bis heart.) Cross my heart and hape 1n
ie. (He spits.) Now let's see— (Puts pince-nez on, then prets arm
around both aunts.,) how are we going to keep it a secrer?
ABBY. Well, Teddy, you go back down in the cellar and whe |
turn out the lights—when ic's all dark—you come up and take th,
poor man down to the Canal. (Urging him to cellar door, which he
opens,) Now go along, Teddy.
MARTHA. (Following v.s.) And we'll come down later and holi
services.
TEDDY. (In doorway.) You may announce the Presidenc will say 4
few words. (He starts, then turns back.) Where is the poor devil?
MARTHA. He’ in the window seat.
TEDDY. It seems to be spreading. We've never had Yellow Fever
there before. (He exits, closing door,)
ABBY. Martha, when Jonathan and Dr. Einstein come back, fet’s
see if we can get them to go to bed right away.
MARTHA. Yes. Then by the time they're asleep, we'll be dressc
for the funeral. (Sudden thought) Abby, I've never even scen
Mr. Hoskins.
ABBY. Oh, my goodness, that's right—you were out, Well, you
just come right over and sce him now. (They go to window seat, Abby
Jfirst.) He's really very nice looking—considering he’s a Methodist.
(As they go to lift window sear, Jonathan throws windew open from
outside with a bang. Aunts scream and draw back. Jonathan puts his
bead in through drapes.)
JONATHAN. We're bringing—the luggage through here.
ABBY. (Now at ¢} Jonathan, your room’s waiting for you. You can
go right up.

(Tivo dusty bags and a large instrument case are passed through window
by Einstein. Jonathan puts them on floor.)

JONATHAN. I'm afraid we don’t keep Brooklyn hours—but you

two run along to bed.

ABBY. Now, you must be very tired, both of you—and we don’t
go to bed this early.

]?NATHAN - Well, you should. It’s time I came home to take care
of you.
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instei i athan
" flnning. (Einstein starts upstairs. Jon
- :j’mr:way upstairs as Einstein passes her. Ab

~ wy'rc all going to

E i, -
i j&:’l‘\-\}’) I'll wair till you're up, then turn out the lights.

' (lopsthan, going upstairs, sees Einstein pa
S{r::imasr up to balcony)

1 o't planning to go until—
@‘A‘ llll ?Age(;vhcerfnmgr.) Aunt Martha, did you hear me say go to

{Aunt Martha starts upstairs as Einstein comes in through window

gl pcks up swo bags. Jonathan takes instrument case and puts it U.s.

i the laboratory in the
instruments can go to :
by closes window. Martha

by isat R c.) Now, th'cn,
bed. (He crosses to C. as Abby breaks D. R. to light

“wilidow seat.)

using at balcony door. Martha

JONATHAN. Another flight, Docror. (To Martha,) Run along,

es i instei through
. _ (Martha hurries into doorway. Einstein goes :
: :;:'ztwl\fz:trdhj%gn Jonathan continues on to L. end of balcony. Abby is

e light swiseh.) All right, Aunt Abby.

ing. Looks toward celiar.doar.) I'll be right up.
?ggiTgﬁﬂ?gNnﬁ, Aunt Abby. (Definite.) Tutn out the lights!

3 ] t for spot
itch, plunging stage into darkness excep
fﬁf:gwgn:gzr: zf:agrw:f; from arch. Abby ﬁg:e; up ;tz:rz ;c; ;;e’;;i;;;
js waiti last frightened (00 :
where Martha is waiting. She takesa e
] Ioses door. Jonathan goes off throug )
‘:;:i 3:::: 2!?;1’:; :ut the spot. A street light shines through main door

k. on stage floor. Teddy opens cellar door, then turns on cellar light,

i jt—the
outlining him in doorway. He crosses 10 window seat and opens it

window seat cover giving out its usual rusty squeak. He rf:;ze; z;:) zze:

pulls Mr. Hoskins [a live “dur}am!}_}" Iigbﬁaz;gh 2:: :;zr nd who can
in st in rigor martis]. He gets Mr. 1105

:::T ;Zisﬁgmu:;;ogw seat open, crosses to cellaI: door ;’;;d nff;fnﬁﬁ:

7 ] . Hoskins. Closes door. Jonathan and L1 ‘

:Ziﬁ:;ila;rzr?tf:iar;s They light matches and listen at the aunts’ door

for a moment. Einstein speaks.)

EINSTEIN. All right, Chonny.
(The matches go out. Jonathan lights another and they come down to

foor of stairs.)

47

— % 1“‘
N

L




JONATHAN. I'll get the window open. You go around and hand
him through.

EINSTEIN. No, he’s too heavy for me. You go outside and push--
I stay here and pull. Then together we get him down to Panama.
JONATHAN. Al right. (He blows out match, crosses and opens
door. Einstein to his t.) Tl take a look around outside the housc.
When I tap on the glass, you open the window.

EINSTEIN. All right. (Jonathan exits, closing door. Einstein lights
match and crosses L. He bumps into table and match goes out. He feels
his way L. from there. We hear ejaculations and noise. Einstein has
Jallen into window seat. In window seat he lights another match and
slowly rises up to a sitting position and looks around, He blows out
match and hauls himself out of window seat, speaking.) Who left dis
open? Dummkopf! (We hear the creak of the cover as be closes it. in
the darkness we hear a tap on L. window. Einstein opens it. Then in u
hushed voice.) Chonny? OK. Allez Qop. Wait—wait a minure, You
lost a leg somewhere.—~Ach—now I got him. Come on—ugh—
(He falls on floor and there is a crash of a body and the sound of
“Sshhhh” from outside.) That was me, Chonny. 1 schlipped.
JONATHAN. (Voice,) Be more careful.

(Pause,)
EINSTEIN. Well, his shoe came off. (Pasuse.) All right, Chonny. |

got him! (There is a knock at R door.) Chonny! Somebody at the door!
Go quick. NO. I manage here—go quick!

(A second knock at door. A moments silence and we hear the creak of

window seat as Einstein puts Mr. Spenalzo in Mr. Hoskins’ place. /1
third knock, as Einstein struggles with body. A fourth knock and then
the creak of the window seat as Einstein closes it. He scurries around to
beside desk, keeping low to avoid being seen through door. Elaine enters
R., calling softly)

ELAINE. Miss Abby! Miss Martha! (In the dim path of light she
comes toward C., calling toward balcony) Miss Abby! Miss Martha!
(Suddenly Jonathan steps through door and closes it. The noise swings
Elaine around and she gasps.) Uhhh! Who is it? Is that you, Teddy?
(Jonathan comes toward her as she backs into chair R. of table.) Who
are you?
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JONATHAN. Who are you?

ELAINE. I'm Elaine Harper—1I live next door!

JONATHAN. Then what are you doing here?

ELAINE. I came over to see Miss Abby and Miss Martha.
JONATHAN. (7o Einstein, without turning. Einstein has crept to
light switch afier Jonathan cros.) Turn on the lights, Doctor. (The
lights go on. Elaine gasps as she sees Jonathan and sits in chair. Jonathan
looks at her for a moment.) You chose rather an untimely moment
for a social call. (He crosses toward window seat, looking for Spenalzo,
but doesn't see him. He looks up, behind table. Looks out window, then
comes back into the room.)

ELAINE. (Trying to surmmon courage.) | think youd better explain
what you're doing here.

JONATHAN. (b. L. of table.) We happen to live here.

ELAINE. You don’ live here. I'm in this house every day and I've
never seen you before. (Frightened, ) Where are Miss Abby and Miss
Martha? What have you done to them?

JONATHAN. (4 step to below table.} Pechaps we'd better introduce
vurselves. This— (Jndicating.} —is Dr. Einstein.

ELAINE. (Looks ar Einstein.) Dr. Einstein? (She turns back to
Jonathan, Einstein, behind her back, is gesturing to Jonathan the
whereabouts of Spenalzo.)

JONATHAN. A surgeon of great distinction— (He looks under
table for Spenalzo, and not finding him—) —and something of a
magician.

ELAINE. And I suppose you're going to tell me you're Boris Kar—
JONATHAN. I'm Jonathan Brewster,

ELAINE. (Drawing back almost with fright.) Oh—you're Jonathan!
JONATHAN. I see you've heard of me.

(Finstein drifts to front of sofa.)

ELAINE. Yes—just this afternoon for the first time.
JONATHAN. (Sizpping toward her,) And what did they say about me?
ELAINE. Only that there was another brother named Jonathan—
that's all that was said. (Calming.) Well, thar explains everything. Now
that I know who you are— (Running to &. door,) T'll be running
long back home. (The door is locked. She turns to Jonathan.) If you'll
kindly unlock the door.
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([a;atbabn ZU:UEI ‘o /mi then, before reaching her, be turns D.s, 1o k. dom
:;m ;:30 of— ;:uu Ezmgz: drifis down to chair & of table. As Jonathn
gl partway, Liaine starts toward it. He turns and stops her unih

_LO:A’];HAN% - “That explains everything™? Just what did you mean
E{Aj ?\t].E : yhdicl )I;ouI come here at this time of night?

. I thought [ saw i
e someone prowling around the housc. |

(Jonarhan closes door and locks i, leaving key in lock.)

ONATHAN.
{he LATH You thought you saw someone prowling arounl
fm E. Yes—Ywaren’t you outside? Isn't that your car?
HAN. Yous
AR aw somcone at the car?
JONATHAN. 7
oA (Coming toward her as she backs u. 1.) What else did
ELAINE. Just someone walking around th
{3?,1:1?\] IEHA] N. d?f/hat else did ygu se:’n e house o the car
. Just that~—rtharts all, Thar's why I came over he
. L [
to t?[uthss Abby to call the police, Bur if it was you, ancie tha‘::sa;lc:fi
car, I don't nced to bother Miss Abby. I'll be running along. (She takes
a O:rep toward door above Jonathan. He steps in her path.)
:1‘3 Lillfl\\JTl’EHA(IJ\EIx '\szat was t’he man doing at the car?
{LAINE. cited ) 1 dou’t know. You sec I was on my way over
{E?SSATTEI?AN (Forcing her as she backs .) 1 think you're lying
EINSTEIN. (Crase o . 2 ) I ik she tels the truch, Chs
e let her go now, huh? B
i%fAT?N' (Still forcing her 1) I think she’s lying, Breaking into
2 usc this time of night. I think she's dangerous. She shouldn’t be
owed around loose. (He seizes Elaines arm. She screams )
ELAINE. Take your hands off me— ‘
JONATHAN. Doctor—

(As Einstein starts 1., Teddy enters .
Jonathan L., then speaks 1 67 Bmm{f‘:j cellar, shutting door. He looks ar
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TEDDY. (Simply)1t's going to be a private funeral. (He goes up stairs
1o fivst landing. Elaine crosses to desk, dragging Jonathan with her.)
[I{,AINE. Teddy! Teddy! Tell these men who I am.

(¢dely turns and looks at her.)

I'EDDY. That's my daughter—Alice. (Fe cries “CHARGE!” Dashes
H/' stairs and exits.)

{f) AINE. (Struggling to get away from Jonathan and dragging him to
& «.) No! No! Teddy!

(Jonathan has Elaines arm twisted in back of ber, his other hand is
puer her mouth.)

JONATHAN. Doctor! Your handkerchief (As Einstein hands him
4 handkerchief, Jonathan releases his hand from Elaines mouth to
(ke it. She screams. He puts his hand over her mouth again. Spies the
cellar door and speaks to Einstein.) The cellar!

(Einstein runs and opens cellar door. [Cellar light is on. ] Then he runs
back and turns off light switch, putting stage in darkness. Jonathan
pushes Elaine through cellar doorway. Einsein runs back and down
cellar stairs with Elaine. Jonathan shuts door, remaining on stage as
the aunts enter on balcony above in their mourning clothes. Every-
thing is in complete darkness except for siveet lamp.)

ABBY, What's the marter?
MARTHA. What's happening down there? (Martha shuts her door

and Ably puss on lights from switch on balcony They look down at the
room a moment, then come downstairs, speaking as they come.)

ABBY. What's the matter? (Reaching foot of stairs s she sees Jonathan.)

What are you doing?
JONATHAN. We caught 2 burglar—a sneak thief. Go back to
your room.

ABBY. We'll call the police.
JONATHAN. We've called the police. We'll handie this. Go back

to your room. Do you hear me?

(The doorbell rings, followed by several knocks. Abby runs and gpens R.

door. Mortimer enters with suitcase. At vhe same time, Elaine runs out
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of ¢ ; imers
?f; ;gar ﬁ:zrd[mta Azfc'irtzmer: arms, Jonathan makes a grab for Eluin /11
3 eaves bim D.5. C. Einstein sneaks D.s. behind Jonathan )

II\.:/IORI‘:I{EI'VIE?Q? rti_}nei!h(fﬁ drops suitcase.) Where have you been
0 the Nora Bayes Theatre and
known better. (He sees Jonathan.) My God!-—l’lzrllnstilll ts}tlc:-z!d e

(Abby is at R. of Mortimer,)
ABBY. This is your brother Jonathan—and this is Dr. Einstein.
(Mortimer surveys his aunts all dressed in black.)

%%l}}[MER. I know chis isn't a nightmare, but what is j?
MORTII[_\IAJ;I;I{: I(Ee czme back home, Mortimer. -

oy voking at him, and then to Abby.) Who did you
ABBY. It's your brother Jonath g i

ﬂrg;‘é}{} e o oier::tio:;n. He's had his face changed, Dy,

MER. (Taking a closer ook as Jonath,
an. !
you always were a hotror, but do you have to loiﬂmtl;ﬂ?lonathmh

(Jonathan takes a step t e P i
and Martha draw b:ﬁé‘:‘z:fi’:kﬁm' Einstein pulls on bis sleeve. Elaine

E(I)I:ISTEIN. Easy, Chonny! Easy.

{10 mA’I;Il-l{tII:I. Mortimer, have you forgorten the things I used to

do & )}; y en we were boys? Remember the time you were tied

1\?{ (E_) E edpost—the needles under your fingernails—? N
I'TMER. By God, it is Jonathan.—Yes, [ remember, I remember

you as the m ici
you s the ost detestable, vicious, venomous form of animal life |

(Jonathan grows rense. Abby steps between them.)

ABBY. Now don't i i

youve seen oy tg:: two boys start quarrelling again the minure

i\\r:l(r:l)tR;;lf:IER. {Crosses ta’door; gpens it.) There won't be any fight

o Y. Jonathan,' youre not wanted here—get out! g
THAN. Dr. Einstein and I have been invited to stay.
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- MORTIMER. Nor in this house.
 AIBY. Just for tonight.
- MORTIMER. 1 don't want him anywhere near me.
- AWBY. Buc we did invite them for tonight, and it wouldn't be very
ke 10 go back on our word.
- MORTIMER. (Unwillingly) All right, ronight. But the first
 thing in the morning—out! (He picks up his suitcase.) Where are
= {hey slceping?
% ABBY. We pur them in Jonathan’s old room.
MORTIMER. That's my old reom. (Starts upstairs.) I'm sleeping
i that room. I'm here to stay.
~ MARTHA. Oh, Mortimer, 'm so glad.
~ PINSTEIN. Chonny, we sleep down here.
~ MORTIMER. You ber your life you sleep down here.
" WINSTEIN. (7o Jonathan.) Yousleep on the sofa and I sleep on the
~ window seat.
(At the mention of window seat, Mortimer has reached the landing;
" dfier hanging his hat on ball tree, he turns and comes slowly down-
' ituirs, speaking as be reaches the floor and crossing over to wi ndow seat.

- M drops back at U.s. end of window seat.)

5

MORTIMER. ‘The window scat! Oh, well, let’s not argue abour it.
~ “That window seat’s good enough for me for tonight. I'll sleep on
' the window seat. (As Mortimer crosses above table, Einstein makes a
gesture as though to stop him from going to window seat, but hes too
lute. He turns to Jonathan as Mortimer sits on window seat.)
 EINSTEIN. You know, Chonny—all this argument—it makes me
think of Mr. Spenalzo.

JONATHAN. Spenalzo! (He steps v.5. looking around for Spenalzo
again. Realizing it would be best for them to remain downstairs, be
speaks to Mortimer.) Well, now, Mortimer—It really isn’t necessary
to inconvenience you like this—we'll sleep down here.
MORTIMER. (Rising.) Jonathan, your sudden consideration for
me is very unconvincing.

EINSTEIN. (Goes upstairs to landing.) Come along, Chonny. We

get our things out of the room, eh?
MORTIMER. Don't bother, Doctor!
JONATHAN. By the way, Doctor, I've complerely lost track of

Mr. Spenalzo.
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MORTIMER. Who's this Mr, Spenalzo?

f,{,rf{,sn];f}j (From landing.) Just a friend of ours Chonny’s L4
ggg_}:g\éf&l ’W':ll]l, don't bring anyone else in here!

ST {H; ai: 2 ngh'tz,d Chonny. While we pack I tell you il

doou .{’Dm gpm Dt;p) aM tl:.mugb arch. jan'atban starts upstiins |

b ! fq[h - Erumer, you don't have to sleep dlown
G HA%\' by artha and you can take my room.

] - (He has reached the balcony ) No ouble at all, Aun

Abby. We'll be packed in a few mj
room, Mortimer. (Fe exits r/ﬂ"auglfjl 2:;1 )ﬂm A then you can have h

gg;:rim;r crosses up 10 sofa. Martha crosses to above armchair as 1. of

Spmaz ;;affg':;nfr speaks b:be Dpicks up sport shoe belonging 1
X stein puts there in blackout 7

anyone. She pretends to dust hem of her dre.r:.o)u e wnmoried In

MORTIMER. You'ej ; . i
down hem, oute just wasting your time—1 told you I'm sleepiny,

(Elaine leaps up from stool into Mortimer's arms. y,

ELAINE. Mortimer!
EAORTIMER. What’s the matter with you, dear?
MLS_}I{I;T_{E (Serm-/:yst’eﬁml) I've almost been killed.
MER. You've almost been— (He looks quicki, he
aunts.) Abby! Martha! il
MARTHA. No! It was Jonathan,
E\BBY. é—le mistook her for a sneak-thief.
. No, it was Ie i
i{/{LAJgnhnN S ognhoir;.than thar, He’s some kind of maniac,
RTIMER. Why, darlin y i
T6 aunts.) Have you got any f;n):ﬁ':l:; ::i:’blmg- (Stsber an sf
MMOARR%HQ.ERI\‘IO. but do you think some hot tea, or coffee—?
. Coffee. Make some for me, too—and 50 d
wiches. I haven’t had any dinner, esne

MARTHA. We'll make something for both of you.

(Mortimer starts to question Elaine
. as Abby takes off b
and purs them on sideboard, Talking to ﬂZﬂb:a%: :::zi‘:fif jaw:
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; ~ AWBY. Martha, we can leave our hats downstairs here, now.

 {Mortimer turns and sees her. Steps 1.)
F MORTIMER. You weren't going our somewhere, were you? Do you
* ktlow what time it is? It’s after twelve, (The word awelve rings a bell,)

\VELVE! (He turns to Elaine.) Elaine, you've got to go home!

"~ JIAINE, Whaa-t
~ ABBY. Why, you wented some sandwiches for you both. It won’t

 titke 2 minute. (She exits into kitchen.)

" (Mortimer is looking at Elaine with his back to Martha. Martha croses

to him with shoe in hand by her U.S. side.)

 MARTHA. Why, don't you remember—we wanted to celebrate
~ your engagement? (She punctuates the word “engagement” by pointing
' the shoe at Mortimer’s back. She looks at the shoe in wonderment.

Wondering how that shoe ever got in her hand. She stares at it a
moment [the other two do not see it, of course], then puts it on top of
the table. Finally dismissing it, she turns to Mortimer again.) Thacs
what we'll do dear. We'll make a nice supper for both of you. (She
starts out kitchen door, then turns back.} And we'll open a bortle of
wine! (She exits kitchen door.)

MORTIMER. (Vaguely.) All right. (Suddenly changes his mind and
runs to kitchen door.) No WINE! (He closes the door and comes back
to C. as Elaine rises from the sofa to him. She is still very upset.)
ELAINE. Mortimer! What's going on in this house?
MORTIMER. (Suspicious.) What do you mean—what’s going on
in this house?

ELAINE. You were supposed to take me to dinner and the theatre
tonighe—you called it off. You asked me to marry you—I said I
would—and five minutes later you threw me out of the house.
Tonight, just after your brother tries to strangle me, you want to
chase me home. Now, listen, Mr. Brewster—before 1 go home, 1
want to know where I stand. Do you love me?

MORTIMER. (Taking her hands.} 1 love you very much, Eline.
In fact I love you so much I can't marry you.

ELAINE. Have you suddenly gone crazy?
MORTIMER. I don't think so bur it's just a matter of time. (They
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both sit on sofa as Mortimer begins to explain.) You see, insanity (111
in my family. (He looks upstairs and toward kitchen.) It practic 4lly
gallops. That's why [ can't marry you, dear.
ELAINE. Now wait a minute, you've got to do better than th.
MORTIMER. No, dear—there’s a strange taint in the Brewst
blood. If you really knew my family it's—well—it’s what youil
expect if Strindberg had writeen Hellzapoppin.
ELAINE. Now just because Teddy is a litle—
MORTIMER. No, it goes way back. The first Brewster——the a1
who came over on the Mayflower. You know in those days 1h
Indians used to scalp the settlers—he used to scalp the Indian:.
ELAINE. Mortimer, that’s ancien history.
MORTIMER. No, the whole family... (He rises and poinss 10 u
picture of Grandfather over the sideboard,) Take my grandfather—
tried his patent medicines out on dead people to be sure he wouldn’
kill them.
ELAINE. He wasnt so crazy. He made a million dollars.
MORTIMER. And then there’s Jonathan. You just said he was a
manijac—he cried to kill you.
ELAINE. (Rises, crosses to him.) But he’s your brother, not you. I'm
in love with you.
MORTIMER. And there’s Teddy, too. You now Teddy. He thinks
he’s Roosevelt. No, dear, no Brewster should marry. I realize now
that if I'd mer my father in time I'd have stopped him.
ELAINE. Now, darling, all this docsn't prove you’e crazy. Look at

your aunts—thcy're Brewsters, aren't they>—and the sanest, sweetest
people I've ever known.

(Mortimer crosses above table to window seat, speaking as he goes.)

MORTIMER. Well, even they have their peculiarities.

ELAINE. (Turning and drifting r,) Yes, but what lovely peculiarities'—
Kindness, generositcy—human sympachy—

(Mortimer sees Elaines back is to him, He lifis window seat to take a
peck, and sees Mr. Spenalzo instead of Mr. Hoskins, He puts window
seat down again and staggers to table, and leans on it,)

MORTIMER. (76 himself) There’s another one!
ELAINE. (Tirning to Mortimer.) Oh, Mortimer, there are plenty
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A uthess. You can’t tell me anything about your aunts. _
?:‘;’;:;TISMER I'm not going to. (Crossing to her) Look, Elaine,

ni've got to go home. Something very important has just come up.

[ILAINE. Up, from where? We're here alone together.

G

% MORTIMER. Tknow I'm acting irrationally, but just put it down

3 + fact that I'm a mad Brewster. . -

= ‘l‘i,l‘l}‘:ltfgagt If ;:)u think you're going to get out of :!us by pretending

(& rnu'rc insane—you're crazy. Maybe you're not going to marty
I ¥

me,

ut I'm going to marry you. I love you, you dope.

L NORTRVER. (Urging her to & door) Wel, if you love me will you

hell out of here! ’ , .
\;;lt,:l‘le\]; V?Tzll, at least take me home, won't you? I’'m afraid.

- MORTIMER. Afraid! A licde walk through the cemetery?

. . o
(Elaine crosses to door, then changing tactics, surns 1o Mortimer.)

0 a » » ht?
il AINE. Mortimer, will you kiss me good nig .
il;lORTIMEI;i (Holding out arms.) Of course, dear. (be:t Momr:er
lans to be a desultory peck, Elaine turns into a product:ar;lr::lrln er.
pHe comes out af it with no less of poise.) Good night, dear. I you

inad wWo. '
:I;.KII;IE?Y(?S?J: walks to R, door in a cold fury, opens it and turns to
i’lortimcr.) You—you critic! (She slams door after her.)

(Mortimer looks at the door helplessly then turns and stalks to the
kitchen door.)

MORTIMER. (In doorway.) Aunt Abby! Aunt Martha! Come in

here!
) We'll be in in a minute, dear.
&B(];I{:I'I(b?i%g.ge()]ome in here now! (He stands down by U.S. end of

window seat.)

(Abby enters from kitchen.)

" Yes, dear, what is it? Wheres Elaine? |
ﬁggﬂﬁsER. I thought you promised me not t©© let anyone in
this house while I was gonc!

(The following speeches averlap.)
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ABBY. Well, Jonathan just walked in—

MORTIMER. Idon’t mean Jonathan—

ABBY. And Dr. Einstein was with him—

MORTIMER. I don’t mean Dr. Einstein. Who's that in the winds

seat?
ABBY. We rold you—Mr, Hoskins.

(Mortimer throws open the window seat and steps back v. 1.)

MORTIMER. It is 7ot Mr. Hoskins.

[Abby, a listle ; .

ABBY. Who can that be?
MORTIMER. (r. of Abby.) Are you trying to tell me you've neves

seen this man before?
ABBY. I certainly am. Why, chis |
- Why, this is a fine how d s gerting:
15\?1 gnf{’?'?gggnlﬁ he can walk into this h:uv:e. P o dot s iy
. Now Aunt Abby, don’ i
thzg;s}another one of your gendgmc‘:!lt 7O S 10 gt o of thit
- Mortimer, how can you say such a thi
: _ y such a thing! Th ’
;{n(%of{s‘tlgd And if he came here to be buried in our ce?la: h;: n,::lnnfcc;:l
M IMER. Oh, Aunt Abby, you admitted to me thar vou ut
r. Hoskins in the window seat. TP
ABBY. Yes, [ did.
MORTIMER. Well, this man couldn’t have just got the idea from

Mr. Hoskins. — i i
ml;a ! dc;z ¢ )ns By the way—where is Mr. Hoskins? (He looks toward

MORTIMER. (Going up to her.) A stranger! Aunt Abby, how can
I belicve you? There are twelve men in che cellas and you admit you

- uilsoned them.

ANBY. Yes, I did. But you don’t chink I'd stoop to telling a fib.
Mattha! (She exits into kitchen.)

" (At the same sime Jonathan enters through the arch onto balcony and
 smes down quickly to foot of stairs. Mortimer crosses to D. R. C. Jonathan
. wey him and crosses to him.)

" JONATHAN. Oh, Mortimer—Id like to have a word with you.
. MORTIMER. (Standing up to him.) A word’s about all you'll have

time for, Jonathan, because Pve decided you and your Doctor friend

ire going to have to get out of this house just as quickly as possible.
- JONATHAN. (Smoothly.) I'm glad you recognize the fact thar you
* und I can’t live under the same roof—but you've arrived ar the

wrong solution. Take your suitcase and ger out! (He starts to cross

 above Mortimen, anxious to get to the window seat, but Mortimer

makes big sweep around above table and comes back to him at D.5. c.)
MORTIMER. Jonathan!—You're beginning to bore me. You've
played your one night stand in Brooklyn—move on!
JONATHAN. My dear Mortimer, just because you've graduated
from the back fence to the typewriter, don't think you've grown up...
(He takes a sudden step U.5. around Mortimer and gets to the window seat
and sits.) 'm staying, and you're leaving—and I mean now!
MORTIMER. (Crossing to him.) If you think I can be frightened—
if you think there’s anything I fear—

JONATHAN. (He rises, they stand facing each other,) U've lived a
strange life, Mortimer. But it’s taught me one thing—to be afraid

of nothing! (They glare at each other with equal courage when Abby
. marches in from kitchen, followed by Martha.)

~ ABBY. Martha, just look and see what’s in that window seat.

(Abby crosses above table to u, ¢, )

ABBY. He must have gone to Panama
%c;ﬁngm Oh, you buried him?

- INo, nor yet, He’s just down there waiting for th i
poor dear. We haven't had 2 minute what with Jonafhan in teh:el:\:;e:,
((34}: the mention of Jonathan’s name, Mortimer closes the window seat )
o Zdear. We've always wanted o hold a double funeral, (Crossin z:o

itchen door.) bux I will nor read services over a total stranger. ¢
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(Both men throw themselves on the window seat simultaneously. Jonathan

D.s. end.)
MORTIMER and JONATHAN. Now, Aunt Abby!

(Mortimer turns his head slowly to Jonathan, light dawning on his
face. He rises with smiling assurance.)
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MORTIMER. Jonathan, let Aunt Martha see what's in the windin:
Et. (Jonathan freezes dangerously. Mortimer crosses belpw tabj up 1o
[ hg 3 éeunt Abcli»y, Lowe you an apology. (He kisses ber on Jorchead |
Loave ry so:)h news for you. Jonathan is leaving, He's taking i »
p Zn;:n and their cold companion with him. (Jonathan rises fus
olds his gr'ounaf) Jonathan, you're my brother. You're 2 Brewster, |,
going to give you a chance to get away and take the evidence wirl,
you—you can't ask for more than that. (Jonathan doesns move ) Ve
well,—in that case Il have to call the police. (Mortimer osit ‘
Phone and picks it up,) e
JONATHAN. Don't reach for that telephone. (He crosses t0 1. o

Mortimer.) Are il givi i
i Mr.mse; in alm);ou still giving me orders after seeing what's happenedd

MARTHA. (Shes above table, ) Spenalzo?
ABBY. (v. ¢ )1 knew he was a foreigner,
JONATHAN. Remember what happened to Mr. Spenalzo can

happen ro you too.

(There is a knock on R dpor. A .
O'Hara sticks his head in.) o Aby croses and opens it and Officer

O'HARA. Hello, Miss Abby.
ABBY. Oh, Officer O’Hara, Is there something we can do for you?

‘Morti J /
fu r:;-;;zer puss phone down and drifis down close to O'Harg, Jonathan

O'HARA. I saw your ligh

( ghts on and thought th i i

;n dit:xc house. (He sees Mortimer ) Oh, yoE got :;emrg;gnht_bersmkncss
turbed you. sy

MORTIMER. ing O

Ay n{ftﬁng OHara by the arm.) No, no, come in,

(I;/"[JARTHA (i C'ms:{ng o door.) Come right in, Officer O'Hara

arr;zne; leads O'Hara in a couple of steps and shuts door. Abk
crosses back 10 U.S. C. Martha is near desk. Jonathan is in Jront of. :qf:

R of Abby. Martha, to O'Hara.) This i ,
O’HARA. Pleased to meet you. is is our nephew, Mortimer.

(Jonathan starts toward kitchen, )
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 ANBY. (Stopping Jonathan.) And this is another nephew, Jonathan.
~ {YHARA. (Crosses below Mortimer and gestures v Jonathan with his
iyl stick.) Pleased to make your acquaintance. (Jenathan ignores
 m. O'Hara speaks to aunts.) Well, it must be nice havin' your

fiephews visitin' you. Are they going to stay with you for a bic?

~ MORTIMER. I'm staying. My brother Jonathan is just leaving.

" {Jonashan starts for stairs. O'Hara stops him.)

{YHARA. I've met you here before, haven't I?
ABBY. I'm afraid not. Jonathan hasn't been home for years.

. ('HARA. Your face looks familiar to me. Maybe 1 seen a picture

~ ol you somewheres.
JONATHAN., 1 don't think so. (He hurries upstairs.)

~ MORTIMER. Yes, Janathan, I'd hurry if I were you. Your things

* are all packed anyway, aren't they?
~ (’HARA. Well, you'll be wanting to say your goodbyes. I'll be

. running along.
. MORTIMER. What's the rush? I'd like to have you stick around

- until my brother goes.

(fonathan exits through arch.)

O'HARA. I just dropped in to make sure everything was all right.
MORTIMER. We'te going to have some coffee in a minute. Won't
you join us?

ABBY. Oh, I forgot the coffee. (She goes out to kitchen,)
MARTHA. (Crosing to kitchen door.) Well, I'd better make some
more sandwiches. I ought to know your appetite by this time, Officer
O'Hara. (She goes out to kitchen as O'Hara follows as far as C.)
O'HARA. Don't bother. I'm due to ring in in a few minutes.
MORTIMER. You can have a cup of coffee with us. My brother will
be gone soon. (He leads O'Hara below table 1w armchair} Sit down.
O’HARA. Say—ain't I seen a photograph of your brother around
here some place?

MORTIMER. I don't think so. (He sits r. of table.)

O'HARA. He certainly reminds me of somebody.

MORTIMER. He looks like somebody you've probably seen in

the movies.
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O'HARA. I never go to the movies. I hate 'em! My mother say - 1ln
movies is a bastard art.

MORTIMER. Yes, it’s full of them.—Your, er, mother said thu
O’HARA. Yeah. My mother was an actress—a stage actress. I'ci
you heard of her—Peaches Latour.

MORTIMER. Itsounds like a name I've scen on a program, Wha
did she play?

O’HARA. WEll, her big hit was Muz and Jeff- Played it for thiee
years. I was born on tour—the third season.

MORTIMER. You were?

O'HARA. Yep. Sioux City, Iowa. I was born in the dressing o
at the end of the second act, and Mother made the finale.
MORTIMER. What a trouper! There must be a good story i
your mother—you know, I write about the thearre.

O'HARA. You do? Saayl—you're not Mortimer Brewster, tl
dramatic critic!

MORTIMER. Yes.
O’HARA. Well, I certainly am glad to meet you. (He moves his lut
and stick preparatory to shaking hands with Mortimer. He ako picks up
the sport shoe which Martha has left on the table. He looks ar it just fon
a split second and puts it on the D.s. end of table. Mortimer sees it and
stares at it.} Say, Mr. Brewster—we're in the same line of business.
MORTIMER. (Still intent on shoe.) We arc?
O’HARA. Yeah. I'm a playwright. Oh, this being on the police
force is just temporary.
MORTIMER. How long have you been on the force?
O’HARA. Twelve years. I'm collecting material for a play.
MORTIMER. I'll bet it’s a honey.
O'HARA. Well, it ought to be. With all the drama 1 see being a
cop. Mr. Brewster—you gort no idea what goes on in Brooklyn.
MORTIMER. Ithink I have. (He puts the shoe under his chair, then
looks at his watch, then looks toward balcony.)
O’HARA. Say, what time you got?
MORTIMER. Ten after one.
O'HARA. Gee, 1 gotta ring in. (He starts for R door but Mortimer
stops him at C.)
MORTIMER. Wait a minute, O’Hara. On that play of yours—I
may be able to help you. (Sits him in chair r.)
O'HARA. (Eestasy) You would! (Rises.) Say, it was fate my walking
in here tonight. Look—TI’ll tell you the plot!
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(/A1 this point Jonathan eners on the balcony followed by Dr. Einstein.

he kitchen.
' bag. At the same momens Abby enters ﬁt?m the kit
II ;:?}:ﬁflc ﬁsﬁi}z‘rﬁp his been, Mortimer does not want @0 listen to his d};lot.
At he backs away from him he speaks to Jonathan as they come down

 yfetirs.)
: MORTIMER. Oh, you're on your way, eh? Good! You havent got

imuch time, you know.

: : ing’s j dy. (Sees Jonathan
 ABBY, (. L) Well, everythings just about rea ;
; :}nd Eim(tein at foot of stairs,) Oh, you leaving now Jonathan?

Cloodbye. Goodbye, Dr. Einstein. (She sees instr?ument case above
window sear.) Oh, doesn't this case belong to you?

~ (This reminds Mortimer of Mr. Spenalzo, also.)
. MORTIMER. Yes, Jonathan—jyou can’t go without all of your

; y im. ) Well, O'Hara, it
ings. 10 get rid of O'Hara. He turns t0 {nm) ,
l::.'1:::%:ice.ar\:-}:':::'ting you. I'{sce you again and we Il ealk a@out your plt':t[y.
O'HARA. (Refusing to leave.) Oh, 'm not leaving now, Mr.
Brewster.

IMER. Why not? . i
g’?&TRA. Well, yoj:x just offered 1o help me with my play, didn't

ing to write my play together. .
{\?Ilgg%l&g%{.m? ‘:il’%:io %hat, O’Hara—I'm not a creative Writer.
O'HARA. Ili do the creating. You just put the words to it.

R. But, O'Harn— _ '
gm%\]o. si: Mr. Brewster. | ain't leaving this house cill T eell

\ot. (He crosses and sits on window seat.} ‘ ,
}r?)uNLR'eI'[I)-IOAtN( FSrarting for k. door.) In that case, Mortimer...we 1l

ing along. )
ﬁgﬁ.‘%ﬁé{. gDcm’t: try that. You cant go yet. You've gor to Z:ice
everything with you, you know. (He turns and sees O'Hara on w;l;: Mw
seat and runs to him.) Look, O’Hara, you run along now, eh? My

ther’s just going—
g?l-lilrlsﬁf. I Ean \;g.'ait. I've been waiting twelve years.
(Martha enters from kitchen with a tray of coffee and sandwiches.)

MARTHA. I'm sorry I was so long.
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MORTIMER. Don't bri . ,
us for a bite in the kitch::?g that in here. O’Hara, would you poin
MARTHA. The kitchen?

ABBY. (7o Martha.) Jonathan’s leaving,

MARTHA. Oh. Well % ni
(She exits to kitcben.)e » that’s nice. Come along, Officer () L1

(O'Hara gets to kitchen doorway as Abby speaks.)

ABBY. Sure you don’t mind eating i .
o ing in the kitch i s
HARA. And where else would 301[ eaf? tchen, M. Q'Hasa:

ABBY. Goodbye, Jonathan, nice to have seen you agin.

(O'Hara exits to kitchen, follo
, followed by Abby. Morti .
doorway and shuts door, then :um?;a ]abr{arb:::}m” crosesto il

M ;
begss?ir:d ;\]}cs i)?agcl;‘in{c;ut cat;lne back to. Brooklyn, Jonathan.
out is your boy friend, Mr. Sp;a];:w you out—and che first on

(He lifis up window seas. As b
: . e does so, O'Hara, jich i
enters from kitchen. Mortimer drops t:?ndaw ;::. ;ﬂﬂdwwb e

1(\)4 Ic;llf{\_?IAM Look, Mr.-Brcwstcr, we can talk in here.
ER. (Pushing him into kitchen.) Coming right out.

JONATHAN. I mi ;
with a policeman, ght have known you'd grow up to write a play

MORTIMER. (From ki .
of you. (He exits, shu #ingﬁ;’; jiaorwa]-) Get going now—all threc

(Jonathan puts bag down and crosses to window seat.)

JONATHAN. Doctor, this affai
got to be settled. or, this affair berween my brother and me has

EINSTEIN. (Crossin 1

‘ . ing to window seat for instrument ingi;

:r:fhck to fbat of stairs,) Now, Chonny, we got troub‘i:‘z::igbl'lm;gmg
er gives us a chance to get away—what more could you as.lc?our

JONATHAN. You don’ P
e manyr;r::a 1;:dcrsta.nd. (He lifis window seat.} This

EINSTEIN. (Foot of stairs.) Naw, Chonny, lec’s get going.
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~ {INSTEIN. With a cop in the ki

~ wiidow seat.

{NATHAN. Thars all he's got on us. (Puts window seat down.)

b e L

tight back here.—Then i
. Jlinstein crosses to L of him and faces him.)
. JINSTEIN. Now, Chonny.

A

 fast! (He mouves to bags o L. ent
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g JON ATHAN. (Harshly) We're not going. We're going to sleep

I here tonight.
cchen and Mr. Spenalzo in the

<1l take Mr. Spenalzo down and dump him in the bay, and come
£ he tries to interfere— (He croses to C.

JONATHAN. Docror, you know when [ make up my mind—

RINSTEIN. Yeah—when you make up your mind, you lose your
head. Brooklyn aint a good place for you.

JONATHAN. (Peremptorily.) Docror!
FINSTEIN. OK. We got to stick together. (He crosses to bags.)

Some day we get stuck together. If we're coming back here do we
got to take these with us?

JONATHAN. No. Leave them here. Hide them in the ccllar. Move
d of sofs as Einstein goes down cellar with
instrument case.) Spenalzo can go out the same way he came in! (He
bneels on window seat and looks out. Then as he starss 1o lift window
seat, Einstein comes in from the cellar with some excitement.)
EINSTEIN. Hey, Chonny, come quick!

JONATHAN. (Crossing to him.) What's the matter?

EINSTEIN. You know that hole in the cellar?

JONATHAN. Yes.
EINSTEIN. We got an acein the hole. Comeon I show you. (They

both exit into cellar. Jonathan shuts door.)

(Mortimer enters from kitchen, sees their bags still there. He apens window
seat and sees Spenalzo. Then he puts his head out window and yelks.)

MORTIMER. Jonathan! Jonathan! (Jonathan comes through cellar
door unnoticed by Mortimer and crosses to back of him. Einstein comes

down into C. of roam.) Jonathan!

JONATHAN. ( Quietly,) Yes, Mottimer.
MORTIMER. (Leaping backwards to below table.
two been? I thought I told you ro get—

JONATHAN. We're not going.
MORTIMER. Oh, you're not? You think I'm not serious about

this, ¢h? Do you want O'Hara to know what's in that window seat?

) Where have you
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JONATHAN. We're staying here.

MORTIMER. (Grossing around above table to kitchen door) All 1iyiv!
You asked for it. This gets me rid of you and Officer O'Hara ac the s
time, (Opens kitchen door, yells out,} Officer O'Hara, come in her!
JONATHAN. Ifyou tell O’'Hara what's in the window sea, ['ll .|
him what'’s down in the cellar.

(Mortimer closes kitchen door quickly )

MORTIMER. The cellas?

JONATHAN. There’s an elderly gentleman down there who scein
to be very dead.

MORTIMER. What were you doing down in the cellar?
EINSTEIN. Whar's /e doing down in the cellar?

(O’Hardas voice is heard offstage.)

O’HARA. No, thanks, ma'am. They wete fine, I've had plenty.
JONATHAN. Now what are you going to say to O'Hara?

(O’Hara walks in kitchen door.)

O’HARA., Say, Mr. Brewster, your aunts want to hear it too, Shall
I ger them in here?

MORTIMER. (Pulling him r) No, O'Hara, you can’t do thar now.
You've got to ring in.

(O'Hara stops at C. as Mortimer opens the door.)

O’HARA. The hell with ringing in. I'll get your aunts in here and
tell you the plot. (He starts for kitchen door,)

MORTIMER. (Grabbing him.) No, O'Hara, not in front of all
these people. We'll get together alone, some place later.

O'HARA. How abour the back room ar Kelly’s?

MORTIMER.  (Passing OHara &. in front of him.) Fine! You go
ring in, and I'll meet you at Kelly's.
JONATHAN. (At window seat.) Why don't you two go down in
the cellar?

O'HARA. Thart’s all right with me. (Starts for cellar door.} 1s this
the cellar?
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3 MER. Tll dirch this guy and be back i ’
'- m[?cig) find you gone. (Changes bis mind,) Wait for me. (He exits &)

. EINSTEIN. We got him right where we want

MORTIMER. (Grabbing him again, pushing toward door.) Nooo!

¥ ) ¥ . . . the Way.
W Ilv's. But you're going to ring in on
il :x)r'cl-llli&c{,f{? ?’;:Y;e ex:'tIYR.) All right, thac'll only take a couple of

iinutes. (Fek gone.)

| (Mortimer vakes his hat from ball tree and crosses to apen R. door.)

n five minutes. TH

: (Einstein sits R. of table.)

JONATHAN. We'll wait for him, Doctor. I've waited a great many
years for a chance like this. S

?S;ZY;LTHAN (Rising.) Take the bags back up to our roor, Doctor.

(Einstein gets bags and reaches foot of stairs with them. Abby and
Martha enter from Litchen. Abby speaks as she enters.)

ABBY. Have they gone? (Sees Jonathan and Einstein.) Oh—we

heard somebody leave. - |
;lg;J%:l’It'gj\Nciu(Cmﬁng to &. C.) Just Mortimer, and }’m 1l I?el:;agk
in a few minutes. Is there any food left in the kitchen? I think Dr.
Einstein and 1 wouldbzn)j(g a bite.  bave dime
MARTHA. (L. of table.) But you won .
ABBY. (Ar c.() ng, if you're still here when Mortimer gets back he
\Eﬁ:g'lll']gill\; (Dropping D.5. &) He'll like ix. He's gotta like it. N
JONATHAN. Get something for us to eat while we bury Mr.
Spenalzo in the cellar. '
MARTHA. (Crassing to below table.) Oh no! ,
ABBY. He c:n':asmy%n our cellar. No, Jonathan, you've got to take
?(])nll\l‘;% There's a friend of Mortimer’s downstairs waiting
for him. 1 o Mortimers

i ortimers?
?3§I§TAHAN&ICI.I I?Ic and M. Spenalzo will get along fine together.

They're both dead.
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umonia if I hadn't shot him.

- JONATHAN. Hewouldnt have got pne O of paeamonis. He

JIINSTEIN, (Adamant.) No, Chonny,

~ lun't count, ‘
I8 HAN. He counts with me. I say thirteen.
' Jl:i);ngIN. No, Chonny. You got rwelve and they got twelve.

" {Crossing to aunss.) The old ladies are just as good as you arc.

MARTHA. They must mean Mr. Hoskins.

EINSTEIN. Mr. Hoskins?

JONATHAN. You know about what’s downstairs?

ABBY. Of course we do, and he's no friend of Mortimer's. He's o
of our gentlemen.

EINSTEIN. Your chentlemen?

MARTHA. And we won't have any strangers buried in our culln
JONATHAN. (Noncomprehending.) But Mr. Hoskins—
MARTHA. Mr. Hoskins isn't a stranger.

ABBY. Besides, there’s no room for Mr. Spenalzo. The cefli s
crowded already.

JONATHAN. Crowded? With what?

ABBY. There are twelve graves down there now.

TR R

¥ i
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 (The swo aunts smile at each other happily. Jonathan turns, facing the

' three of them and speaks menacingly.)

" JONATHAN. Oh, they are, are they? Well, that's easily taken care

: i s all—j ore.
ol All T need is one more, that's all—just one m

l + 1] - 0
 (Mortimer enters hastily R. closing door behind him, and turns ?

3 . . . e-
(The two men draw back in amazement.) them with a nervous smile.)

JONATHAN. Twelve graves! ~ MORTIMER. Well, here [ am!

ABBY. Thar leaves very little room and we're going to need it. ; S idening eyes of someone
JONATHAN. You mre};n you and Aunt Marthga ha%’e murdered— ¢ . (Jonathan turns and [aai.} a bmgt;lzzriﬁ:;%wjgjng et

ABBY. Murdered! Certainly not. It's one of our charities, who has just solved a proviem, as

MARTHA. (Indignantly) Why, what we've been doing is a mercy.
ABBY. (Gesturing outside.} So you just take your Mr. Spenalzo out
of here.

JONATHAN. (Stll unable to believe,) You've done thac—here in .
this house— (Points to flaor,) and you've buried them down there! E
EINSTEIN. Chonny—we've been chased all over the world—
they stay right here in Brooklyn and do just as good as you do. s 3
JONATHAN. (Facing him.) Wha? |
EINSTEIN. You've got rwelve and they've got twelve.
JONATHAN. (Slowly,) I've got thirteen.

EINSTEIN. No, Chonny, twelve,

JONATHAN. Thirteen! (Counting on fingers.) There's Mr. Spe-
nalzo. Then the first one in London—two in Johannesburg—one
in Sydney—one in Melbourne—two in San Francisco—one in
Phoenix, Arizona—

EINSTEIN. Phoenix?

JONATHAN. The filling station, The three in Chicago and the
one in South Bend. That makes thirteen!

EINSTEIN. But you can’t count the one in South Bend. He died
of pneumonia.

e e
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ACTIII

SCENE 1: The scene is the same. Still later that night. The curtui
rises on an emply stage. The window seat is apen and wn «.,
that its empty. The armchair has been shified to R. of 1abl
The drapes over the windows are closed. All doors except colln
are closed. Abbys hymnal and black gloves are on sidebouii
Marthas hymnal and gloves are on table. Otherwise the roum
is the same. As the curtain rises we hear a row from the cellu,
through the open door. The speeches overlap in excitement and
anger until the aunts appear on the stage, from cellar door.

MARTHA. You stop doing that!

ABBY. This is our house and this is our cellar and you can't do tha.
EINSTEIN. Ladies! Pleasel—Go back upstairs where you belong.
JONATHAN. Abby! Martha! Go upstairs!

MARTHA. There’s no use your doing what you're doing because
it will just have to be undone.

ABBY. I rell you we won't have it and youd beteer stop it right now.
MARTHA. (Entering from cellar.) All right! You'll find our. You'll
find out whose house this is. (She crosses to door D. &, opens it and

looks out. Then closes it.)

ABBY. (Entering.) 'm warning you! You'd better stop it! (.5, ¢. To
Martha.) Hasn't Mortimer come back yer?
MARTHA. No.

ABBY. It’s a terrible thing to do—to bury a good Methodist with
a foreigner. (She crosses 1o window seat.)

MARTHA. (Crossing to cellar door) 1 will not have our cellar
desecrated!

ABBY. (Drops window seat.} And we promised Mr. Hoskins a full
Christian funeral. Where do you suppose Mortimer went?
MARTHA. (Draps p.5.) 1 don't know, but he must be doing some-
thing—because he said to Jonathan, “You just wait, I'll serde this,”
ABBY. (Crossing up to sideboard,) Well, he cant very well secde it

while he's out of the house. Thar’s all we want settled—whar's going
on down there.
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- l {Mortimer enters R, closes door.)

.,'

. MORTIMER. (As one who has everything sertled ) All right. Now,

where's Teddy?

(1he aunts are very much annoyed with Mortimer.)

~ ABBY. Morimer, where have you been?

MORTIMER. I've been over to Dr. Gilchrist's. T've got his signaure
on Teddy's commitment papers. b vou?
MAR imer, what is the matter with y .
ABB\—’[‘I_}%; brﬁc(v)::u::ble.) Running around gerting papers signed at
a time like this!  doing?
MARTHA. u know what Jonathan's doing®

BY. He’s Dt?u];ﬁg Mr. Hoskins and Mr. Spenalzo m] to%:,the?He
?/IBOR:I'IMEE. (To cellar door.) Oh, he is, is he? Well, let him,
shuts cellar door.) 1s Teddylin his r}c:olm?
MARTHA 't be any help. .
MORTIM.I:’.g?d(\i)}(’/l\::::lnhe signs these commitment papers [ can
tackle Jonathan. .

they got to do with it?

ABC])SIE\PLI'IVI\VAhEIt{.h?:u heay(l %o go and el Jonathan about those mzcl,\::
I::wcs 1€ can make Teddy responsible for those I can protect you,
}d\%n;’}mul\?zel don't sec... And we pay taxes to have the police

{ORTIM i irs.) 'll be back down in a minute.

ER. (Going upstairs.) U'll be ba ,

%BOBI:}TI(I\TA?:&J gloves aid hymnal from table.) Come, Martha. We're

going for the police.

(Martha gets her gloves and hymnal from sideboard. They both start R.
to door.)

i i d rushes down-
ER. (On landing.) All right. (He surns arn :
?i(z‘)rifllrdaar b(e'ﬁrc they can reach it.) The police. You can't go for
lice. ,
m’r&. (D. R, but L. of Abby) Why cant we? e e
MORTIMER. (Near &. door,) Because if you tell che ]&0 o dyout
Mr. Spenalzo theyd find Mr. Hoskins too, {Crosses to Martna.
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that might make th i (

R.,Bcjvc Cilie em curious, and they'd find out about the ol

thir}l?'kY;:hM'r;:lrl:lmtEr, we kru:np\-r the police berter than you do. | don
MORTI?\%[ Elg‘ry 1Bnt<t) ?fu:h pl’lV;l.te affairs if we asked them n;.)t 10

ut i ;

have to repart to hesdep a:t);r:und your twelve gentlemen they
ThMAeyR,("iI'ii_e t(Pml&’;rlsz on her gloves,) I'm not so sure they'd botli:
b " 0 make out a very long repori—and if there!

v g?r{ ':i‘ i:o iceman hates to do, it's to write. s

! IS/IF.R. You can't depend on that. It migh leak our!—ain
you couldn’t expect a judge and jury to understand -
ABMARByTHA. O'h, Judge Cullman would, .
. (Dmlz_lwr;ﬁ' on her gloves.) We know him very well,

AMARBBYI HA.And hc' Ways comes to church to pray—just before election
MARTH_A (;lsl coming here to tea some day. He promised |
p Mam.";eﬂ) Iil;ﬂ‘l:’?gg cwi\fedeSt speak t0 him again abou't thar.
e ied a few years ago and it’s left him very
ABBY. Well, come alo

ﬁ“ pillyond ng, Martha. (She starts toward door & Mortimer

ORTIMER. No! You can’t do thi
‘ ! o this. I won't | i
kc;tg:‘[thl‘fv inlclm-:_e, al"ld you can't have Judge Cullm;:: ty: l:c.aYou =
ABBY. » it you're not going to do something about Mr. Spenalzo,
MORTIMER. I am goi
[IMER. going o d i
mr_:llj;an {fte’r, buc if w%: do, F;Zﬁlteil 1:cg ﬁyn;:f ii: o cal
ouve got to get i '
ﬁggﬂﬁggr Spcnajm,gfog!onadmn our of this house!
Will you pl i
K%rg upstairs.) I've gozto s[t):ce?l"iilg:; L
\". (Facmg Mortimer on stairs,) 1f they're not out of h
K}(gr&rrl%MMortlmen we're going to call the police. wre by
MORTI) i}}ﬂ yﬁf ::f; '}Z{ )G E}é?y.me out, I promise you that!
: ou? 55 et out of th

you look like Judith Anderson. (He exits ;g'nto ball, clas?;; 3:;:1;5 a

(The aunts watch him off, Martha turns to Abby)

A%TI-\I’A. V‘(';‘cll, Ab'by, t’hat’s a relief, isn't it?
- Yes—if Mortimer’s really going to do something at last, it
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just means Jonathan's going to a lot of unnecessary trouble. We'd
better tell him. (Abby starts to cellar door as Jonathan comes in. They
meet U.s. C. front of sofa. His clothes are dirty) Oh, Jonathan—you
might as well scop what you're doing.
JONATHAN. Ics all done. Did I hear Mortimer?
ABBY. Well, it will just have to be undone. You're all going ta be
out of this house by morning. Mortimer's promised.
JONATHAN. Oh, are we? In that case, you and Aunt Martha can
go to bed and have a pleasant night’s sleep.
MARTHA. (Always a little frightened by Jonathan, starts upstairs.)

Yes. Come, Abby.
(Abby follows Martha upstairs.)

JONATHAN. Good night, Aunties.
ABBY. Not good night, Jonathan. Goodbye. By the time we get up

you'll be out of this house. Mortimer's promised.
MARTHA. (On balcony,) And he has a way of doing, it too!
JONATHAN. Then Mortimer is back?

ABBY. Oh, yes, he’s up here talking to Teddy.

MARTHA. Goodbye, Jonathan.

ABBY. Goodbye, Jonathan.
JONATHAN. Perhaps you'd better say g

ABBY. Oh, you'll sce Mortimer.
JONATHAN. (Sitting on stool. ) Yes—I’ll see Mortimer.

oadbye to Mortimer.

thout moving. There is murder

r. He dusts off bis srouser cuffs,
rt shoes.)

(Abby and Martha exit. Jonathan sits wi
in his thought. Einstein enters from cella
lifiing his leg, and we see he is wearing Spenalzos spo

Smooth like a lake.
(Jonathan still sits with-
eight hours we didn’t
let’s go up, yes?

EINSTEIN. Whew! That's all fixed up.
Nobodyd ever know they were down there.
out moving,) That bed feels good already. Forty-
sleep. (Crassing o second stair.,) Come on, Chonny,
JONATHAN. You're forgerting, Doctor.
EINSTEIN. Vae&

JONATHAN. My brother Mortimer.
EINSTEIN. Chonny—tonight? We do that tomorrow or the next

day.
JONATHAN. (Just able to control himself;) No, tonight! Now!
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EINSTEIN. (Down to floor.) Chonny, please—I'm tired
tomorrow | got to operate.
JONATHAN. Yes, you're Operating tomorrow,
we take care of Mortimer,
EINSTEIN. (Kneeling in front of Jenathan, trying to pacify /um |
But, Chonny, not tonight—we go to bed, ch?
JONATHAN. (Rising. Einstein straightens up to0.) Doctor, lool
me. You can see it’s going to be done, can't you?
EINSTEIN. (Retreating.) Ach, Chonny—I can see. I know dac lool!
JONATHAN. It a licdle too late for us to dissolve our partnerships
EINSTEIN. OK, we do it. Buc the quick way. The quick twist lili
in London. (He gives that London neck another twist with bis humi:
and makes a noise suggesting strangulation.)
JONATHAN. No, Doctor, I think this calls for something special
(He walks toward Einstein, who breaks u.s. Jonathan has the lool: uf
beginning to anticipate a rare pleasure,} 1 think perhaps the Melbourn
method.
EINSTEIN. Chonny—no—not that. Two hours! And when
was all over, what? The fellow in London was just as dead as the
fellow in Melbourne.
JONATHAN. We had to work too Fast in London. There was no
esthetic satisfaction in it—but Melbourne, ah, there was somethiny,
to remember.
EINSTEIN. (Dropping b.5. as Jonathan croses him.) Remember! (He
shivers,) [ vish I didn't, No, Chonny—not Melbourne—not me!
JONATHAN. Yes, Doctor. Where are the instruments?
EINSTEIN. Iwen'tdo it Chonny.—I won't do it.

JONATHAN. (Advancing on him as Einstein backs D.5.) Ger your
instruments!

EINSTEIN, No, Chonny!

{S},NATHAN. Where are they? Oh, yes—you hid them in the cellar,
ere?

EINSTEIN. Iwon' tell you.

JONATHAN. (Going to cellar door,) VIl find them,
exits to cellar, closing door,)

Al

Docror. But tonylu

Doctor. (He

(Teddy enters on balcony and lifis bis bugle to blow. Mortimer dashes

out and grabs his arm. Finstei

n has rushed to cellar door. He stands
there as Mortimer and Teddy speak,)
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MORTIMER. Den'tdo that, Mr. President.

'iDDY. I cannot sign any proclamation without consulting my

cabinet. ' .

RTIMER. But this must be a secret.
'hl{ll?DD‘L A sccret proclamauolgi How :li;l;tfsu:iléncd

mustr't know un signed. _

¥E%Rl§%hﬁikm!%pha;e yellow devils. T'll sign it ngh_t a\;’ay.n(ﬁkiﬁg
legal pap'er ﬁEJm ‘Mortimer,) You have my word for it. I ca
cabinet know lat{:’r. PR |
!;?I?DRIS)F;M‘%;RJ w:::: ;ereigA secret prociamation has to be signed
iI\l:IgIc:%.MER. But at once, Mr. President.

TEDDY. I'll have to put on my signing clothes. (Teddy exits.)

el
instei imer’s hat
(Mortimer comes downstairs, Einstein crosses and takes Mort

off of hall tree and hands it to him.)

EINSTEIN. (Anxious to get Mortimer out of the house.) Ah, you go
nMog’If'?';MER. (Takes hat and puts it on desk.) No, Doctor, I'm
waiting for something, Something important. |
EINSTEIN. (L ofMartimen) Please——yf)u go now! esorully
MORTIME:.R. Dr. Einstein, I have nommg.agmnsc; yov: gm s
You seem to be a nice fellow. Take my advice and ge
house and get just as far az;l\:m‘?f as possd;le.
ble, yah! You gerout. . .

&Igig%gﬁgr?gmﬁgg to c.) All right, don’ t say I didn’t warn you
EINSTEIN. [m warning you 20wy 050 - hercany
MORTIMER. Things are g
Eer i % in a bad mood. When he’s

. (p. &) Listen—Chonny’s in a : _
EII{:ISIEIE:\’TS a fnadman——t_hings happcn——t:':jr;:gle things.

\ than doesn't worry me A
Egls{ggb?&&?zir:mcl—don't those plays you see teach you
anything?

About what? .
ggg'gl;ﬁk‘/eﬂ. :t least people in plays act like they got sense—

thar’s more than you do.

MORTIMER. (Interested in this observation. ) Oh, you think so, do
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you? You think peopie in plays act ineelligently. I wish you had to a1
through some of the ones I have to sic through. Take the little opus |
saw tonight for instance. In this play, there’s 2 man—he’s supposed 10
be bright.... (Jonathan enters from cellar with instrumens case, stands 1
doorway and listens to Mortimer,) —he knows he’s in a house witly
murderers—he ought to know he’s in danger—he’s even been warne|
to get out of the house—bur does he go? No, he stays there. Now | ash
you, Doctor, is that what an intelligent person would do?
EINSTEIN. You're asking me?

MORTIMER. He dido’t even have sense enough to be frightencd,
to be on guard. For instance, the murderer invites him to sit down.

EINSTEIN. (He moves so as to keep Mortimer from seeing Jonathan.)

You mean—"“Won't you sit down?”
MORTIMER. (Reaches out and pulls armehair to him ». of table

without turning his head from Einstein.) Believe it or not, that onc
was in there too.

EINSTEIN. And what did he do?
MORTIMER. (Sisting in armchair) He sat down. Now mind you,
this fellow’s supposed to be bright. There he sits—just waiting ro be

trussed up. And what do you think they use to tie him with.
EINSTEIN. Var?

MORTIMER. The curtain cord.

(Jonathan spies curtain cords on either side of window in L. wall. He
erosses, stands on window seat and cuts cords with pen-knife.)

EINSTEIN. Vell, why not? A good idea. Very convenient,
MORTIMER. A little too convenient. When are playwrighs going
to use some imagination! The curtain cord!

(Jonathan has got the curtain cord and is moving in slowly behind
Mortimer.)

EINSTEIN. He didn't sce him ger jr?

MORTIMER. Sec him? He sar there with his back to him. That’s the
kind of stuff we have to suffer through nighr afeer night. And they say
the critics are killing the theatre—irs the playwrights who are killing
the theatre. So chere he sits—the big dope—this fellow who's supposed
to be bright—just waiting to be trussed up and gagged.
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(Jonathan drops loop of curtain cord over Mortimers sba:;!dae:' _;l::;d,-
draws it taut. At the same time he throws other loop of co o flor
beside Einstein. Simultaneously, Einstein leaps to Ma‘;rt'me}:{ e ?g ;rg}
him with handkerchicf, then takes his curtain cord and ties

legs 10 chair.)

EINSTEIN. (Finishing up the tying.) You're right about dat fella—
't very bright. o
?Sm%?rﬁow, Mortimer, if you don't mind—we'll ﬁnbl.;:l th;
story. (He goes to sideboard and bringx‘ Lwo can_delafnfs d:%m ,:::-)
speaks as he lights them. Einstein remains kneeling beside M i
Mortimer, I've been away for twenty years, but never olnc;;nl sl chpe
time—my dear brotheli:—wcre y;)lu qult olc"l rr:lyi :g:ﬁp:m Cizcooluxf‘.eh

ight, I drcamed of you—when ande ‘
Z[:t:r:;gg: satisfaction—-once more | was in the same coun;r’ird\}r;it}:
you. (Jonathan has finished lighting candles. Fe crosses D. k. and f ﬁ;
light switch, darkening stage. As be crosses, Einstein gets :ﬂ[D[: e eras
to window seat. Jonathan picks up instrument case at ce l'r boriy u_;;
and sets it on table betw;en ca:dzlabrm z;;zd ap:nngznre;z:ai :::iig aa; il

ical instruments both in the bottom of case i

iﬁf%?ﬁu Doctor, we go to work! (Fe removes an !:mtzumen’: f:rf
the case and fingers it lovingly, as Einstein crosses and kneels on chai
of table. He is not too happy about all this) '
EINSTEIN. Please, Chonny, for me, the quick way! o L
JONATHAN. Doctor! This must really bn? an artfsncdac ievement.
After all, we're performing before a very distinguished critic.

EINSTEIN. Chonny!

HAN. (Flaring.) Docror! _
%.?Sg EIN. (B(eatcn. )gAll right. Le’s get it over. (Fe closes drapes

1 ] hree or four more
] d sits on window seat. Jonathan takes t '
:ﬁjﬁmﬁ:ts ;;:r of the case and fingers them. At last, l{awng the necessary
equipment laid out on the towel [also in case] he begins to put on a pair
of rubber gloves [akso in casel.)

THAN. All ready for you, Doctc’)r! o _
{E?ISI?I‘ EIN. I gorra have a drink. I can' do this without a drink.

(He takes bottle from pocket. Drinks. Finds itk empty. Rises.)

ATHAN., Pull yourself together, Doctor. .
'}ECI)II\;ISTEIN. [ gotta have a drink. Ven ve valked in here this after-
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noon there was wine here—remember? Vere di
: ? Vere did she puc thar? (/4
f;};ﬁ: at ;;de!foard and renf:mbm. He goes to it, apens L. Eupéa;:d im/
b gs bortle and two wine glasses to D.S. end of table top.) Look
rhet;nn}z \;; gota drink. (He pours wine inta the two glasses, empgum:
the ba;rth.necodrzﬁe;' zal;[l}e: :im‘z Dar’s all dere is. I split it with you.
rink. (He han 1
08’1 e ggp;af:?;fjd“ te Jonathan, then raises Iy
{naﬁIATI;IAEI;I. dOne moment, Doctor—please. Where are your
Morgil;se.r (; 1 e arl'e.:p: D.s. 1o R of Mortimer and looks at him.) Yeu
» | realize now it was you who brought me back 10
ll?;ozlirn:;; df:; !_t;ok;{ atdz:z'rjd:, t/i’en draws it backg:nd ﬁrtba:id:‘-:-
 nose it. He decides that its all righ :
raises his glass—) Doctor—to my dear dc[;d gf)t‘;l:ff R

(As they ges the glasses to their lips, Teddy steps out on the balcony and

blows a terrific call on his bugle. Einstei
spilling the wine. Teddy tu ;ng:ndlzzj and Jonathan drop their glasses,

EINSTEIN. Ach Gott!
JONATHAN. Damn that idiot! (He starts for stairs. Einstein rushes

over and intercepss him.) He goes nexd! Thar's all—he goes nex!

EINSTEIN. )
Teddy1 N. No, Chonny, not Teddy—that’s where I shtop—nor

JONATHAN. We get to Teddy later!
}ECI)I;J\]SATTEIN We don’t get to him at all.
HAN. Now we've
Mortimer, Einstein in front g});;:rz;ijaﬂ! (e eroses above o . of
}iél;lliTEIN. Yah, the quick way—eh, Chonny?
Jort 'gfI HAN!’.. Yes, Doctor, the quick way! (He pulls a large silk hand-
ief from his inside pocket and drops it around Mortimer’s neck,)

(At this point the d. .
very exci’;ed.) e door bursts open and Officer O'Hara comes in to c,

%HARANA TH.AII;I]ey! fT[hc Colopcl’s gotta quit blowing that homn!
s b ﬁ;m( (; :[:d .Sizrla'{re;:uarc standing in front of Mortimer,
. i ’ :
gjgmy Jfrom OH t5 all right, Officer. We're taking the
) . 'There’s going to be hell i i
promised the neighbors he wouldn"it d::ot}?:g a:;rnti:frcmommg‘ e
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JONATHAN. It won't happen again, Officer. Good night.

O'HARA. TI'd beter speak o him myself. Where are the lights?
(O’Hara puts on lights and goes upstairs to landing, when be sees
Mortimer.) Hey! You stood me up. I waited an hour at Kelly's for
you. (He comes downstairs and over to Mortimer and looks at him
then speaks to Jonathan and Einstein.) What happened to him?
EINSTEIN. (Thinking fast.) He was explaining the play he saw
tonight—that’s what happened to the fella in the play.
O’HARA. Did they have that in the play you saw tonight?
(Mortimer nods his head—yes.) Gee, they practically stole that
from the second act of my play— (He starss so explain.) Why, in
my second act, just before the— (He turns back to Mortimer.) T'd
better begin at the beginning. It opens in my mother’s dressing
room, where 1 was born—only I aint born yer— (Mortimer rubs
his shoes together to attract O'Haraks artention.) Huh? Oh, yeah.
(O'Hara starts to remove the gag from Mortimer’s mouth and then
decides not to.) No! You've got to hear the plor. (He gets stool and
brings it to R. of Mortimer and sits, continuing on with bis ‘plot” as
the curtain falls.) Well, she's sitting there making up, sec—when
all of 2 sudden through the door—a man with a black mustache
walks in—turns to my mother and says—"Miss Latour, will you
marry me?” He doesn’t know she’s pregnant.

SCENE 2: Scene is the same. Early the next morning. When
the curtain rises again, daylight is streaming through the
windows. All doors closed. All drapes open. Mortimer is still
tied in bis chair and seems to be in a semi-conscious state.
Jonathan is asleep on sofa. Einstein, pleasantly intoxicated, is
seated L. of table, his head resting on tabletop. O'Hara, with
bis coat off and his collar loosened, is standing over the stool
which is between him and Mortimer. He has progressed to
the most exciting scene of bis play. There is 4 bortle of whiskey
and a water tumbler on the table along with a plate full of

cigarette busts.

O'HARA. —:here she is lying unconscious across the table in her
lingerie—the chink is standing over her with a hatchetr— (He rakes
the pose.) —1'm tied up ina chair just like you are—the place is an
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inferno of flames—it’s on fire—when all of a sudden—through 1l
window—in comes Mayor LaGuardia. (Einstein raises bis head m/
looks out the window. Not seeing anyone he reaches for the bottly 1
pours himself another drink. O’Hara crosses above to him and takes 1)y
bottle.) Hey, remember who paid for that—go easy on it.

EINSTEIN. Vell, I'm listening, ain't I? (He crosses to Jonathan on
the sofa.)

O’HARA. How do you like it so far?
EINSTEIN. Vell, it put Chonny to sleep.

(O'Hara has just finished a swig from the bortle.)

O’HARA. Ler him alone. Ifhe ain't got no more interest than thae—
he don't get a drink. (Einstein takes his glass and sits on bostom stair, At
the same time O'Hara crosses, puss stool under desk and whiskey botrle on
10p of desk, then comes back to center and goes on with his play—) All
right. It’s three days later—I been transferred and I'm under charges—
thar's because somebody stole my badge. (He pantomimes through
Jollowing lines.) All right. 'm walking my bear on Staten Island—
forty-sixth precinct—when a guy I'm following, it turns out—is
really following me. (7here is a knock on door. Einstein goes up and
looks out landing window. Leaves glass behind p.s. drape.) Don’t let
anybody in.—So [ figure I'll outsmart him. There’s a vacant house
on the corner. | goes in,

EINSTEIN. I¢’s cops!

O’HARA. I stands there in the dark and I sce the door handle turn.
EINSTEIN. (Rushing downstairs, shakes Jonathan by the shoulder.)
Chonny! It's cops! Cops! (Jonathan doesn't move. Einstein rushes

upstairs and off through the arch.)
(O'Hara is going on with bis story without a stop.)

O’HARA. I pulls my guns—braces myself against the wall—and
says—"Come in.” (Officers Brophy and Klein walk in &, see O'Hara
with gun pointed at them and raise their hands. Then, recognizing their
Sellow officer, lower them.) Hello, boys.

BROPHY. What the hell is going on here?

O'HARA. (Goes o Brophy) Hey, Par, whaddya know? This is

Mortimer Brewster! He's going to write my play with me. P'm just
tellin’ him the story.
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KLEIN. (Crossing to Mertimer and untying him. ) Did you have to
ic him 1 him listen? _
;‘;{houlr’ll-‘;g t;o:en :;l:ix bl::tcr report in at the station. The whole force
i ing for ya.

lé)?ml.mgidoth@ send you here for me?

idn’t know you was here. ,
‘é]ﬁgl{l;qHYW%g;igr;e 0 wz.rn the old ladies that theres hell to pay.

in i i f cthe nighe.
hat bugle again in the middle of the 1 .
TKTE?NOIO;fLﬂcg: \::y thge neighbors have becn calling Hl-l. ;2::11:1 :
youd think the Germans had dropped a bomb on Flatbus .

(He has finished untying Mortimer. Puts cords on sideboard.)

e Colonel’s

BROPHY. The Lieutenant’s on the warpath. He says th

ot to be put away someplace.

to feet.) Yes! Yes!
ngERG.ai(rf?gefdorfmen) Gee, Mr. Brewster, 1 got to et

i ick.
. so 'll just run through the third act quic
?\)Ingfl?IME{R. (Staggering R.) Get away from me.

(Brophy gives Klein a look, goes to phone and dials.)

KLEIN. Say, do you know whar time it is? It’s after eight o'clock in

gfﬁoﬁn% is? (He follows Mortimer to stairs.) Gee, Mr. Brewster,

i t see anything we can
them First two acts run a lictle long, but I don't see ything

ﬁgﬁ;ﬁEK (Almost to landing.) You can jeave it all out.

(Brophy sees Jonathan on sofa.)

BROPHY, Who the hell is this .gyy?
MORTIMER. (Hanging on railing,

%rlgé)h;;-{Y Oh, the one that ran away? 50 he came back.

MORTIMER. Yes, he came back!

almost to balcony) That's my

(Jonathan stirs as if to get up. )

BROPHY. (Inte phone.) This is Brophy. Get me Mac. (To O'Harma.
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sitting an bottom stair.) I'd berrer ler them know we found you, Joc.
(Into phone.) Mac? Tell the Lieutenant he can call off the big man
hunt—we got him. In the Brewster house. (Jonathan hears this and
suddenly becomes very much awake, looking up 1o see Klein to 1. of him
and Brophy to his r.) Do you want us to bring him in? Oh—all
right, we'll hold him right here. (He hangs up.) The Licutenant’s on
his way over.

JONATHAN. (Rising.) So I've been turned in, eh? (Brophy and
Klein look at him with some interest.) Al right, you've got me! (Turning
to Mortimer, who is on balcony looking down.) And 1 suppose you
and that stool-pigeon brother of mine will split the reward?
KLEIN. Reward?

(Instinctively Klein and Brophy both grab Jonathan by an arm.)

JONATHAN. (Druagging cops p.5, c.) Now I'll do some turning in!
You think my aunts are sweet charming old ladics, don't you? Well,
there are thirteen bodies buried in their cellar.

MORTIMER. (As he rushes off to see Teddy,) Teddy! Teddy! Teddy!
KLEIN. What the hell are you talking about?

BROPHY. Youd better be careful what you're saying about your
aunts—they happen to be friends of ours.

JONATHAN. (Raving as he drags them toward cellar door.) Tl
show you! Ill prove it to you! You come to the cellar with me!
KLEIN. Wait a minute! Waic 2 minute!

JONATHAN. Thirteen bodies! I'll show you where they're buried.
KLEIN. (Refusing to be kidded.} Oh, yeah?

JONATHAN. You don’t want to see what's down in the cellar?
BROPHY. (Releases Jonathan’s arm, then to Klein.) Go on down in
the cellar with him, Abe.

KLEIN. (Drops Jonathan's arm, backs p.5. a step and looks at him.) I'm
not so sure | want to be down in the cellar with him. Look ar that
puss. He looks like Boris Karloff. (Jonathan, at mention of Karloff.

grabs Klein by the throat, starts choking him.) Hey—what the hell—
Hey, Par! Get him off me.

(Brophy takes out rubber blackjack.)

BROPHY. Here, what do you think you're doing! (He socks Jonathan
on head. Jonathan falls unconscious, face down.)
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(Klein, throwing Jonathans weight to floor, backs away, rubbing his throat.)
KLEIN. Well what do you know about that?
(There is a knock on door )

O'HARA. Come in.

(Lieutenant Rooney bursts in ., slamming door after him. He is a very
tough, driving, dominating officer.)

ROONEY. What the hell are you men doing here? 1 told you [ was

i die this. ¥
%{Lm.‘é%:lo l@ll,iir, we was just about to— (Klein's eyes go to Jonathan

ees him.)
ﬂlgggg?.:%at happened? Did he putup a fight? T i AR
BROPHY. This ain't the guy that blows the bugle. This is hi
ied to kill Klein. ' .
;;?Ed}g. }?;e:;;rcfghis throat.) All L said was he looked like Boris Karloff.

ROONEY. (His face lights up.) Turn him over.

: . Klein steps back. Rooney
turn Jonathan over on bis back. K :
”(Tbmj:;j;;;;péf Brophy to take a look at Jonathan. Brophy drifis to &. of

Rooney. O'Hara is still at foot of stairs.)

i i Y here.
" We kinda think hes wanted somew

gg%l;qﬂl;’ Sh, you kinda think he's wanu:hd som.cwhzﬁ;lsf[ ?;:

o irculars we hang up in the stauon, ;
guys dor P ive, (Bi inly he's wanted. In Indianal
could read True Detective. (Big) Cerfmp y e e e

the prison for the Criminal Insane! He ]

Esoc?lge:kféodit's ht?w he was described—he Jooked like Karloff!
KLEIN. Was there a reward mentioqed?
ROONEY. Yeah——and [in claimingd . e it

Y. He was trying to get us down in tht 5
I?II,R%)III)\IH He szid there was thirteen bodies burle.d dqwn }tlhcrc.u i
ROON'E,Y. (Suspicious.) Thirteen bodies buried in the cellar:

(Deciding its ridiculous.) And that didn't tip you off he came out

of a nurt-house!

O'HARA. 1 thought all along he talked kinda crazy.
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(Rooney sees O'Hara for the first time. Turns to him.)

ROONEY. Oh, it's Shakespeare! (Crossing to him.) Where have

you been all nighe? And you needn’t bother to tell me.

O’HARA. T've been right here, sir. Writing a play with Mortimer

Brewster,

ROONEY. (7ough.) Yeah? Well, you're gonna have plenty of time

to write that play. You're suspended! Now get back and report in!

(O'Hara takes bis coat, night stick, and cap from tap of desk. Goes 10 ».
door and opens it. Then turns 1o Rooney,)

O'HARA. Can [ come over sometime and use the staion typewriter?
ROONEY. No!~—Get out of here. (O’Hara runs out. Rooney closes
door and turns to the cops, Teddy enters on balcony and comes down-
stairs unnoticed and stands at Rooneys back to the ®. of him. Rooney,
to cops.) Take that guy somewhere else and bring him to. (7%e cops
bend down to pick up Jonathan.) See what you can find out about
his accomplice. (The cops stand up again in a questioning attitude.
Rooney explains.) The guy that helped him escape. He's wanted too.
No wonder Brooklyn's in the shape it’s in, with the police force full
of flatheads like you—falling for that kind of a story—thirteen
bodies in the cellar!
TEDDY. But there are thirteen bodies in the cellar.
ROONEY. (Tiurning on him.) Who are you?
TEDDY. I'm President Roosevelt,

(Rooney does a walk u.s, on this, then comes down again,)

ROONEY. What the hell is chis?
BROPHY. He's the fellow that blows the bugle.
KLEIN. Good morning, Colonel.

(They salute Teddy, wha returns it. Rooney finds himself saluting Teddy
also. He pulls bis hand down in disgust.)

ROONEY. Well, Colonel, you've blown your last bugle.

TEDDY. (Seeing jonathan on floor.) Dear me—another Yellow Fever
victim?
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ROONEY. Whaat? o
TEDDY, All the bodies in the cellar arc Yellow Fever victims.

(Rooney crosses exasperatedly to k. door on this.)

isi in the White House.
BROPHY. No, Colonel, this is2spy we caughtint
ROONEY, (Pointing to Jonathan.) Will you ger that guy out of here!

(Cops pick up Jonathan and drag him to kitchen. Teddy follows them.

Mortimer enters, comes down stairs.)

TEDDY. (Turning back to Rooney) If thercs any questioning of

spies, that's my dcpartmcnt!‘: "
ROONEY. You keep out of this!
TEDDY. You're forgetting! As President, 1 am also head of the

Secrer Service.

(Brophy and Klein exit with Jonathan into kitchen. Teddy follows
them briskly. Mortimer has come to C.)

MORTIMER. Captain—I'm Mortimer Brewster.
. Are you sure?
&%%%&Eﬁ.r i:d like to talk ro you about my brother Teddy—
ho blew the bugle. ’
;lllgg;flg\’. Mr. Br:::wsm%1 we aint going to talk about that—he’s
got to be put away! . Sy i
MORTIMER. 1 quite agree with you. In fact, it's all arranged for.
1 had these commitment papers signed by Dr. Gilchrist, our [‘-’tlmlijr
physician. Teddy has signed them himself, you see—and I've signed
them as next of kin.
ROONEY. Wherc’s he going?
MORTIMER. Happy Dale. X '
ROONEY. Al right, I don’t care where he goes as long as he goes!
MORTIMER. Oh, he’s going all right. Bur I want you to kr!ow
that everything thac's happened around here Teddy's responsible
for. Now, those thirteen bodies in the cellar—
ROONEY. (He’s had enough of those thirteen.) Yeah—yt?ah—thosc
thirteen bodies in the cellar! It ain’t enough that the neighbors are
all afraid of him, and his disturbing the peace with thac bugle—but
can you imagine what would happen if that cock-cyed story about
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thireeen bodies in the cella ' i
Yellow Fever scare. Cute, airl;'rg 35 seounds And now het stardng,
angTlI:I)VIER (Greatly relieved, with an embarrassed laugh.) Thirteen
R(E) SSNE Yo you think any’body would believe that story?
ROONEY. Well, you can't tell. Some people are just dumb enough
ou don’t know what to believe sometimes. About a year ago a

crazy guy starts a murder rumor over in G - ,
B 171 e Y e _in reenpoint, and ! had co dip,

(There is a knock on R door.)

?h?,inhﬁ} ‘\:’/V'iﬂ you excuse me? (He goes to door and admits
Elai and Mr. ftberspann, an elderly, tight-lipped disciplinaria

e is carrying a briefrase.) "
IEILC};INE. (Briskly) Good morning, Mortimer.
v R'I'g\rl'l;%hRi.s ’(NI:; krgtéwt;ng what to expect.) Good morning, deat

LAINE. is Mr. Wi s | .
E/IL%S‘IMER_ e WL c‘;;;;;oon. He’s come to meet Teddy.

E. Mr. Witherspoon’s the superi
perintendent of Happy Dale.
AI\;ORTIMER.. (Eagerly) Oh, come right in. (They :i:izz ha fis
. Srgﬁgnd:mtes Rooney) This is Captain— -
. Lieutenant Rooney, I'm glad you’
you're taking him back with yc):u tr:dg;'l! e
WITHERSPOON. Today? I didn’t know that—
&L(f)\f{l_\}f,Ml(s Curting in.) Not today!
R. Look, Elaine, I* i
so you run along home andel’ll zzl?(;rto?.lls;: Fusinesstostend o
%VI:[ATI'}I;JE. Nurs! (She crosses to window seat and sits.)
ROON]-IEERSPOON. I had no idea it was this immediate.
Y. The papers are all signed, he goes today!

(Teddy backs int ; ; ;
(T ﬁ, jacks in :)raam Srom kitchen, speaking sharply in the direction

TEDDY. Complete insubordination!
on! Youm ill f i
mollycoddle. (He slams door and comes down e; Zlowntjbc}:j I\;Vnhgg

Il\l/IOONE.Y. There’s your man, Super.
ORTIMER. Justa minute! (He crosses to Teddy and speaks to him
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as to a child,) M. President, I have very good news for you. Your
term of office is over.
TEDDY. Is this March the Fourth?
MORTIMER. Practically.
TEDDY. (Thinking,) Lets sce—OH!—Now 1 go on my hunting
trip to Africa! Well, I must get started immediately. (Fe starts across
the room and almost bumps into Witherspoon at C. He looks at him
then steps back to Mortimer.) Is he trying to move into the White
House before I've moved out?
MORTIMER. Who, Teddy?
TEDDY. (Indicating Witherspoon.) Taft!
MORTIMER. This isn't Mr. Taft, Teddy. This is Mr. Witherspoon—
he's to be your guide in Africa.
TEDDY. (Shakes hands with Witherspoon enthusiastically.) Bully!
Buily! I'll bring down my equipment. (He crosses to stairs. Martha
and Abby have entered an balcony during last speech and are coming
downstairs.) When the safari comes, rell them to wait. (As be passes
the aunts on his way to landing, he shakes hands with each, without
stopping his walk.) Goodbye, Aunt Abby. Goodbye, Aunt Martha.
I'm on my way to Africa—isn't it wonderful? (He has reached the

landing.) CHARGE! (He charges up the stairs and off)

(The aunts are at foot of stairs.)

MORTIMER. (Crossing to aunts.) Good morning, darlings.
MARTHA. Oh, we have visitors.
MORTIMER. (He indicates Rooney at ,) This is Lieutenant Rooney.
ABBY, (Crossing, shakes hands with him.) How do you do, Licutenant?
My, you don't look like the fussbudger che policemen say you are.
MORTIMER. Why the Licutenant is here—You know, Teddy
blew his bugle again last night.
MARTHA. Yes, we're going to speak to Teddy about that.
ROONEY. If’s a lirtle more serious than that, Miss Brewster.
MORTIMER. (Easing aunss to Witherspoor who is above table where
he has opened his briefease and extracted some papers. ) And you haven't
met Mr. Wicherspoon. He's the Superintendent of Happy Dale.
ABBY. Oh, Mr. Witherspoon—how do you do?
MARTHA. You've come to meet Teddy.
ROONEY. (Semewhat harshly.) He's come to take him.
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(The aunis turn to Rooney questioningly.)

MORTIMER. (Making it as easy as possible.) Aunties—the police

want Teddy to go there, today.
ABBY. (Crossing to R of chair.) Oh—no!
MARTHA. (Behind Abby.) Not while we're alive!

ROONEY. I'm sorry, Miss Brewster, but it has to be done. The

papers are all signed and he’s going along with the Superintendent.
ABBY. We won't permit it. We'll promise to take the bugle away
from him.
MARTHA. We won't be separated from Teddy.
ROONEY. I'm sorry, ladies, but the law’s the law! He’s committed
himself and he’s going!
ABBY. Well, if he goes, we're going too.
MARTHA. Yes, you'll have to take us with him.
MORTIMER. (Has an idea. Crosses to Witherspoon.) Well, why not?
WITHERSPOON. (To Mortimer) Well, that’s sweet of them to
want to, but it’s impossible. You see, we can’t take sane people at
Happy Dale.
MARTHA. (Turning to Witherspoon.) Mr. Witherspoon, if you'll
ler us live there with Teddy, we'll see that Happy Dale is in our
will—and for a very generous amount.
WITHERSPOON. Well, the Lord knows we could use the money,
but—I'm afraid—
ROONEY. Now let’s be sensible abour this, ladies. For instance,
here I am wasting my morning when I've got serious work to do.
You know there are still murders to be solved in Brooklyn,
MORTIMER. Yes! (Covering.) Oh, are there?
ROONEY. It ain't only his bugle blowing and the neighbors all
afraid of him, but things would just get worse. Sooner or later we'd
be pur to the trouble of digging up your cellar.
ABBY. OQur cellar?
ROONEY. Yeah.—Your nephew'’s been telling around thar there
are thirteen bodies in your cellar.,
ABBY. Bur there are thirteen bodies in our cellar.

(Rooney looks disgusted. Mortimer drifis quietly to front of cellar door.)

MARTHA. If that’s why you think Teddy has to go away—you come
down to the cellar with us and we'll prove it 1o you. (Goes v.s,)
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j 't belong here and

BY. There’s one—Mr. Spenalzo—who doesnt

?vl]io will hzvc to leave—but the other twelve are our gentlemen.
.S, |

ﬁ%K%TMER). I don’t think the Licurenant wants to g0 dt?wn in

the cellar. He was telling me that only last year he had to digup a

half-acre lot—weren't you, Lieutenant?

EY. Thas right. .
igng (To Rooney.) %)h, you wouldn't have to dig here, The graves

ked. We put Aowers on them every Sunday.
Kga(ljllflng’rf : Floweprs? (He steps up toward Abby, then n&ms to
Witherspoon, indicating the aunts as he speaks.).Suipenntcn ent—
don’t you think you can find room for these ladies?
WITHERSPOON. Well, I— ' .
ABBY. (T2 Rooney,) You come along with us, and we'll show you

tfi‘g%r;}’g‘[ I'll take your word for it, jady—I'm a busy man. How

] ?
avg?%;%ggf’gbbl. Well, theyd have to be comm'itted. .
MORTIMER. Teddy committed himself. Can't they commit
themselves? Can't thcyws{lgn the pali)ers?

ON. , certainly. .
?;I-IA'II;I:II'EI;&S.P(?:'H in chairz. of table as Witherspoon draws it out ﬁn;ﬁer ,:
Oh, if we can go with Teddy, we'll sign the papers. Wl}ergr are he.y.
ABBY, (Sitting &. of table. Mortimer helps her with chair.) Yes, where

are they?
(Witherspoon opens brigfcase for more papers. Klein enters from kitchen.)

KLEIN. He's coming around, Lieutenant.

ABBY. Good morning, Mr. Klein.

MARTHA. Good morning, Mr. Klein. Are you here too? .
KLEIN. Yeah. Brophy and me have got your other nephew out in

itchen. .
tl:g)g;\IE? Well, sign em up, Superintendent. 1 want to get this

all cleaned up. (He crosses 1o kitchen door, shaking his head as he exits
and saying:) Thirteen bodies.

(Klein follows him out. Mortimer is o the L. of Abby, fountain pen in
band, Witherspoon to k. of Martha, also with pen.)
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WITHERSPOON. (Handing Martha pen.) If you'll sign right herc.
(Martha signs.)

MORTIMER. And you here, Aunt Abby.

(Abby signs.)

ABBY. (Signing,) I'm really looki .
borhood here hgas cha;;cdysf:okmg forward to going—the neigh-
MARTHA. ]Just think, a front lawn again.

(Einstein enters through arch and do ;
suitcase. Ele picks hat om ball ”:::;eswa ;zm .rtazj' to door b, R, carrying

WITH ; i
TE&SP%‘):{ Oh, we're overlooking something,
WITHERSPOON., i i i
WITH Well, we're going to need the signature of a
zg%gf%&(ﬁg%gﬁe sees Einstein about to disappear through the
.) Dr. IWi d li
o you come over here—wed like you to sign
EINSTEIN. Please, I must—
ﬁ?&;lﬁhﬁiﬁ gl(qulmtﬁ to g)’;;md)1 Jgt come righe over, Doctor, At
e fas » 1 thougnt the Doctor was going to :
me. (Einstein puts down suitcase and his hat just ?:::d% tbeocgfar: )h}s;

come right over, Doctor. (Finstei
sign right here, Doctor. (Einstein crosses 1o tabl, L. of Abby,) Just

(The Doctor signs Abbys paper and Martha's paper. Rooney and Klein

enter from kitchen. R :
near gtcljm ;a::" ) voney crosses to desk and dials phone. Klein stands

ABBY. Were you leaving, Doctor?
E/E;I]gTEIN. (S{g’ning papfr:.) I think I must go.
EINSTI EHINA. Aren t you going to wait for Jonathan?

. I don't think we're going to the same place.

(Mortimer sees Elaine an window seat and crosses to her.)
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MORTIMER. Hello, Elaine. 'm glad to sec you. Stick around, huh?
ELAINE. Don't worry, I'm going to.

(Mortimer stands back of Marthas chair. Rooney speaks into phone.)

ROONEY. Hello, Mac. Rooney. We've picked up that guy that’s
wanted in Indiana. Now there’s a description of his accomplice—
it’s right on the desk there—read it 1o me. (Einstein sees Rooney at
phone. He starts woward kitchen and sees Klein standing there. He
comes back to & of table and stands there dejectedly waiting for the
pinch. Rooney repeats the descriprion given him over phone, looking
blankly at Einstein the while,) Yeah—about fifty-four—five foot
six—hundred and forty pounds—blue eyes—talks with a German
accent. Poses as a doctor. Thanks, Mac, (He hangs up a5 Witherspoon

crosses to him with papers in hand.)
WITHERSPOON. It's all right, Lieutcnant. The Doctor here has

just completed the signatures.
(Rooney goes to Einstein and shakes bis hand.)
ROONEY, Thanks, Doc. You're really doing Brooklyn a service.

(Rooney and Klein exit to kitchen,)

(Einstein stands amazed for a moment then grabs up his hat and suit-
case and disappears through R. door. The aunts rise and cross over,
looking out after him. Abby shuts the door and they stand there D. R.)

WITHERSPOON. (Above table.) Mr. Brewster, you sign now as
next of kin.

(The aunts whisper 1o each other as Mortimer signs.)

MORTIMER. Yes, of course. Right here?
WITHERSPOON. That’s fine.
MORTIMER. That makes everything complete—everything legal?

WITHERSPOON. Oh, yes.
MORTIMER. (With relief.) Well, Aunties, now you're safe.
WITHERSPOON. (7o aunts.) When do you think you'll be ready

to start?
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ABBY. (Stepping 1.) Well, Mr. With '

upstairs and tell Teddy juse what helcaﬁr::l:l?: ;11,0:1"}:}’ S
WITHERSPOON. Upstairs? ¢
MORTIMER. I'll show you.

ABBY. (Stopping him.) No, Mortimer, you stay here. We want to

talk to you. (70 With \ _
e erspoon.) Yes, Mr. Witherspoon, just upstairs

(Witherspoon puts bis briefcase on
. sofz and :
keeping an eye on him while talking t{ Ma’:tiﬁf) upstairs the aunts

MARTHA. Well, Morti . :
chﬂy . e ortimer, now that we'rc moving, this housc
BY. Yes, dear, we want :
? B you to live here now.

MORTIMER. (Below t .

R elow table.) No, Aunt Abby, this house is too full
MARTHA. But you'll need a hom.

_ ¢ when you and Elai .
gﬁ&M?ﬁ. Dar:’ngs, that’s very indZﬁnitc. neare martied.
: .. (Rises and crosses to L g Morti ) .

kind—we're going to be married ri'ght :wa’;eﬂ) It’s nothing of the

(Witherspoon has exited off balcony.,)

ABBY. Mortimer— i I
s imer—Mortimer, we're really very worried about
MO i i
MAIF{{T'I:II_IL;[LER(.)hNom darlu,lgs, you're going to love it at Happy Dale.
MARTHA. + yes, we're very happy about the whole thin
t’s just it—we don't want anything to go wron ¢
ﬁngTIﬁill they inyestigate those signatures? &
THAER’ Don't worry, they're not going to look up Dr. Einstei
ABMAR It’s not his signature, dear, it's yours - "
BY. You see, you signed as next of kin. .
MOR;!_"IMER. Of course. Why nor?
BMAU,; anI;IA. '\ZVcll, dear, it’s songr:thing we never wanted to tell you
Buc o you're a man—’—and it's something Elaine should kn. '
o. You sce, dear—you're not really a Brewster. ™

(Mortimer stares as does Elaine.)

ABBY. Yo
ur mother came to us as a cook—and you were born about
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three months afterward. * But she was such a sweet woman—and
such a good cook we didu't want to lose her—so brother married her.
MORTIMER. 'm—not—really—a—Brewster?

MARTHA. Now, don't feel badly about it, dear.

ABBY. And Elaine, it won't make any difference to you?
MORTIMER. (Turning slowly to face Elaine. His voice rising.)
Elaing! Did you hear? Do you understand? I'm a bastard!

(Elaine leaps into bis arms. The two aunis watch them, then Martha

starts U. L. a few steps. )

MARTHA. Well, now I really must see about breakfast.

ELAINE. (Leading Mortimer to & door; epening door.) Mortimer's
coming over to my house. Father's gone to Philadelphia, and
Mortimer and 1 are going to have breakfast together.
MORTIMER. Yes, | need some coffee—T've had quite a night.
ABBY. In that case I should think you'd want to get 0 bed.
MORTIMER. (With a sidelong glance at Elaine.) 1 do. (They exit .,

closing door.)

(Witherspoon enters on balcony, carrying two canteens. He starts
downstairs when Teddy enters earrying large canoe paddle. He is dressed
in Panama owutfit with pack on bis back.)

TEDDY. One moment, Witherspoon. Take this with you! (Fe exits
off balcony again as Witherspoon comes on downstairs 1o sofa. He puts
canteens on sofz and leans paddle against wall.)

(At the same time Rooney and the two cops with Jonathan between
them enter. The cops have twisters around Jonatharn'’s wrists. Rooney
enters first and crosses 10 R. C. The other three stop D. L. of table. The

aunts are k. of the table.)

ROONEY, We won't necd the wagon. My car’s out front.

MARTHA. Oh, you leaving now, Jonathan?
ROONEY. Yeah—he's going back to Indiana. There’s some people

* Dircctors who may wish to modify the situation mentoned by Abby may add the
following to the text after the words “three months afterward™: .. .her poor husband
had just died, and she was such.” ¢tc. Then add, “So we ado ted the baby and brought
him up ourselves.” Morgmee's line “I'm a basgard” will, in tﬁis casc, be omitied.
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there want to take care of him for the rest of his life. Come on.

(Rooney apens door as the two cops and Jonathan cross to &. ¢. Abby steps
D.S. after they pass.)

ABBY. Well, Jonathan, i’s nice to know you have some place to go.
MARTHA. We're leaving too.

ABBY. Yes, we're going to Happy Dale.

JONATHAN. Then this house is seeing the last of the Brewsters.
MARTHA. Unless Mortimer wants to live here.

JONATHAN. I have a suggestion to make. Why don’t you rurn
this property over to the church?

ABBY. Well, we never thought of that.

JONATHAN. After all, it should be part of the cemetery,
ROONEY. All right, get going, I'm 2 busy man,

JONATHAN. (Holding bis ground for his one last word. ) Goodbye,
Aunties. Well, I cant becter my record now but neither can you—at
least I have that satisfaction. The score stands even, twelve to twelve.
(fonathan and the cops exit ., as the aunts look out after them.)

(Witherspoon crosses above to window seat and stands quietly looking
out the window. His back is to the aunts.)

MARTHA. (Starting toward k. door to close it.) Jonathan always
was a mean boy. Never could stand to sce anyone get ahead of him,
(She closes door)
ABBY. (Turning slowly around 1. as she speaks.) 1 wish we could
show him he isn't so smart! (Her eyes fall an Witherspoon. She studies
him. Martha turns from door and sees Abbys contemplation, Abby
speatks sweetly) Mr, Witherspoon? (Witherspoon turns around facing
them.) Daes your family live with you ar Happy Dale?
WITHERSPOON. I have no family.
ABBY. Oh—
MARTHA. (Stepping into room.) Well, 1 suppose you consider
cveryone at Happy Dale your family?
WITHERSPOON. I'm afraid you don't quite understand. As head
of the insticution, I have to keep quite aloof.
ABBY. 'That must make it very lonely for you.
WITHERSPOON. & does. But my duty is my duty.
ABBY. (Turning to Martha.) Well, Martha— (Martha takes her cue
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b!"-.'.'m{::‘g,-;iﬁ;v_mg_. R

I P P 1 E Lol

? ; le in L. cupboard is empty.
to sideboard for bottle of wine. Bott .

g’ifﬁf; z": Za:k and -gkes out full bortle from R. cupba:'zk@ Sjbelgr;:;{g:
bottle and wine glass to table. Abby continues taiking. ) 16 MG
Witherspoon won' join us for breakf?st, I think at leas
should offer him a glass of clderberry wine. i
WITHERSPOON. (Severely) Elderberry wine:

MARTHA. We make it ourselves. .
WITIE;?SPOSII\II. (Melting slightly.) Why, yes..- (Severe? agitln_.)'
OF course, at Happy Dale our relationship will be more m:;; T
bue i (He sits in chair L. of table as Martha pours wme.CI b_—y_ :
beside Martha.) You don't see much elderberry wine nowadays
thought I'd had my last glass of it.

AM%‘?IE".'['I-CI)}’I:.’ l}g;tding him glass of wine.) No, here its.

(Witherspoon toasts the ladies and lifts glass to his lips, but the curtain
fals before e dses...)

it i lemen file out o,
(For a curtain call it is suggested the swelve elderly f;:’tbaw? fi of

the cellar entrance, stand in a line across the stage,

THE END
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