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that’s important to me. Don’t you understand? You per-
sonify what I hate.

Doris. You didn't hate it last night.

Fer1x. That’s what disgusts me. All my life I fought
that animal taint. It’s like finding a fungus you loathe
growing on your own skin! =

Doris. (Shaken badly.) Oh, that’s a disgusting thing
to call somebody—*fungus”! ‘

FeL1x. I didn't call you that.

Dorts. Sure—I'm some slimy moldy fungus, right?

Ferix. I didn’t say that.

Doris. Oh yes, you did say that! \

FeLix. All right, I said it! I mean it! Now will you
get out—will you go? :

Doris. I never met anybody in my life that made me
feel so cheap and dirty.

Ferrx. Then get out of here.

Doris. I don’t understand why I love you.

FEer1x, Get out! I hate you!

Doris. Not as much as I hate you!

FeLx. Then get out! Get out!

Doris, No! I'm gonna stay here and hate you right
to your face!

FeLix. All right, then I'm going.

Doris. Fine. Great. Go on.

Ferix. It's the only way.

Doris. Well, go on—get out.

Ferix. What do you mean, “Get out”? This is my
home. I live here. Don’t you tell me to get out.

Doris. Well, I'm not getiing out. You can try to throw
me out if you want to. :

FeLix. I wouldn’t dirty my hands.

Doris. I wouldn’t want your slimy hands on me.

FELIX. I ought to turn you over to the police.

Doris. Fine, Why don’t you?

FeLix. That’s what I should do.

Dori1s. Go ahead. Call them.

Ferix. That's what I'll do. That’s just what I'll do!

Doris, Go ahead. _
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Ferix. That's just exactly what I'm goi

Doris. All right. Fine. You do that. i

FELIX. You bet I will. You can just bet on itl
ImDu:t!ut:. You call the police. You do that. It's fine with

FeLrx, Don’t you for a moment think I won't|
Il?onts. (‘)}1, ylt; 'd do it! -
ELIX. You bet I would. And 's j g
s e that's just what I'm
Doris. Fine. You turn me in. Y. y
acPons Hh in. You do that. You’re the

wlgoszl.uc. I most certainly am, and that’s what I'm going

BLACKOUT

ACT 11
sms_

FeLIX, (On telephone. The Stage is in darkness.)
Nothing serious, Victor. No—I'm a little tired. I had a
very bad time last night. No—I hate to take them, they’re

enervating. Thank you, but I'll ' '
I’ll come in then. i Y -

(LIGHTS come up slowly, Morning light through the
window. DoRS stands mear Fzmxgpming agt him
through the binoculars.)

Dorts. Ooh, look at the big man. (He ignores her
Don’t you love me? Oh, that’s right—anlygin the bed)-
::Em. I {orgat——lt :!;peniis on what room we’re in. Let’s

€ a shower together. I want to find
about me in the bathroom. ‘ Ptdey o fed

FeLIX. Doris—I'm not coming back to this apartment

tonight, I mean it.

Doxis. Honey—what are you fighting? Why don’t you
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i i ; hes her
it easy? (She tries to embrace him. He pus
to}kek:mckizg t(ke orange out of ker hand. DoRris laughs,
pic,ks up the orange.) You better bring some more oranges.
! ing out. N

wi‘gg:‘:.n ?!:r%r? 't be coming back. Did you hear me?
Doris. (Humoring a child.) Sure, You'll be back after
work to pack your things, though? (Silence Jrom FELIX.)
Would you like me to pack for you and have it ready?

. Shut up.
5?:1’;. SI coull:'l put it all 3utside _tl_le door so you
’t even have to come inside.
wo;::i?x.eYo?xr humor is like you are—crude and clums:,:.
Doris. (Going to him—tenderly.) Baby—why don’t
?

yo;;lt_‘?mf you call me “baby” once mtlare: 1= t(.!.'.ﬂraks

ound desperately.) I'll smash your te evision set.
arDonls.g‘E%oes iﬁ )hs'm, feels his head.) I think you've
go;':.l.f;c‘teihooking to heaven.) Oh God! Arfe you listening

laughing? She says I've got a ever. !
_ggn)l(s.iuYos’gre ngt going to work today—you'’re getting
back into bed.

ﬂggltu.l?:k(!?‘o heaven.) Do you hear? The tower of my
mind is crashing down—wrecked by a termite—and pov;r
the termite is putting me to bed! God—do something

(She’s pushing and pulling him to the sofa.)

Doris. Don't talk to God that way. He'll strike you

de;'(::.nx. Oh no! Not while He’s having so much fun

with me!
(She pushes him down on the sofa—feels his head again.)

Doris. Does it hurt any place?

FeLrx. Listen—I'm going to beg you—please—go away
—pl leave me alone. .

pDoe:sl:. (Feeling his throat.) Does this hurt?
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FELIX. You're grinding your heel in my raw soul, That
is what hurts,

Doris. Wow!That’s good! You ought to use that in a
story.

FELix, ( Weakly.) You must g0 away. Why won’t you
g0 away? Tell me why|

Doris. Because, sweetheart—I can make you happy—
I do make you happy—if you'll only let me—

FeLIX, No—no—you make me miserable,

Doris, But, baby . .

FELIX. “Baby” you make happy, yes—but “Felix” you
make miserable, and that’s me—Felix—I am Felix. Will
you listen to me? I am not “Baby.” I don’t want to be
“Baby.”

Dorss. T wish you'd go to bed. Do you have a ther-
mometer? .

FeLIX, It’s a nightmare—I'm caught in a fog—I'm
screaming! But I can’t make a sound!

Doris. Lie down on the sofa.
l;urx. (Limp, ke flops down on the sofa.) What's the
use

Doris. That's my boy.

FELIX. Yes. That's your boy. I confess, Felix un-
masked. Felix captured and brought to Justice—“Baby—
honey—sweetheart” alias “Felix.”

Doris. Now just relax, (Ske feels his forehead again,)
Does it hurt any place?

FeLrx. No. All the nerves have died,

Dorts. Now be serious, Is your throat sore? Do you
have a headache? Should I call the doctor?

FELIX. That’s ridiculoys| The disease never calls the
doctor,

Doris, Now don'’t say nasty things! Be nice,

FELIX, (Rising kysteria.)” Nice? You're absolutely
right! Now that I have come to live in Niceville I must
do as the nice people do—~I must be nice, “Baby sweet-
heart” must be nice,

Doris. (Beginning to pe afraid.) You're absolutely
crazy. I never heard such crazy talk in my life,
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i i k the
. You're right again. Baby must not speal
lnn?;gg’f: of Felix. Felix the mind is dead. Long live Baby!
it. y
]I:")!?::I:sc: Elaeials;:tﬂg;by"—say “please stop it, Baby”—

: t want to.

I]?::’:;. Ivgﬁ; not? That’s ’who I.am—I'm Baby.

ho ou’re scaring me.

?l?f;:: %&gj’yes——neg&r}iy—that's because I'm not talk-
ing Baby’s language. How's this? (Tough.) What do you
say we feed the face, Sweetie, and then we can hor’) into
the sack and knock off a quickie.dyet'gtba&t’:e}: asv ege:

i lime and roll around in it.
f‘ﬁ: ;:ont?tin;.mfet’s hump. 1(lAs Doris withdraws from

im.) That’s it, hump, hump, hump. ]
kﬂ];c)ms. (Cm;:ple:ez;; depressed by now.) All right—all
right, you win, -

. I win? What do I win?
ll;?:é. II’:::ngoing. (She exits to bedroom; _H:en, from
Offstage.) T'll come back later to get my things. When
: t here. )
yo%;:.g: (Calls.) Are you really iior’?g_;?aby?
. That’s what you want, isn t 1t on
?::;;. It’: not my first cl;guie.hMy tg:stt? choice is for
to have come. Cou ave
yoil)g::sirYou sure fooled me. I thought I had you figured.
Frrrx. You did—I'm the one I had fooled. 4t whon
Doris. (Ske opens the door.) I'll call you tonight w
I get set and let }:;ixl know where I am.
1x, Don’t call.
!P:;f)irs. Don’t be such a baby. You can always hang
up on me if you don’t want to talk to me.
Feurx. I won'’t be here. '
Doris. You better take care of yourself or you’re gonna
be sick. You hear me? ;
. (Wryly.) 'l take an aspirin.
g;t;. éoo:lyige)a-—no—-—-there's some fizz powder on the
dresser. It gets into the bloodstream seconds faster than

aspirin.
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FELrx. I grew up with asprin, I refuse to believe there’s
a short-cut aspirin doesn’t know about.

Doris. Just the same—take that powder. And I'll call
you tonight,

FELIX. (Shouting as Doris exits.) I won’t be herel
(Alone now, FELIX sits for @ moment staring at the floor.
He puts his hands to his face in a stab of panic. He rises
and paces rapidly. He goes to the window. His eyes fall
on the binoculars. He picks them up, turns them over,
carries them to the s. L. platform and lays them on the
corner. He goes to the sink and opens the drawer. Takes
out a hammer and goes to them. He kneels and systemat-
ically pounds the binoculars to pieces as )

CURTAIN FALLS

ACT I1
Scm;rs 4

Two A.M. the following morning. The room is dark. We
hear FELIX'S footsteps and his key in the lock. The
door opens and he enters. Turns on the LIGHT. His
eyes go first to the bedroom door. Then to the floor
where Doris’ television set still occupies its spot.

FELIX. (Addressing the bedroom door as ke crosses to
st.) I see you couldn’t find a room again. I should have
known you were lying. What made me think you'd keep
your word? You don’t know how to— (He has exited to
bedroom on the last words. There’s a pause. From of-
stage.) Doris! Doris—? (FELIX comes slowly out of the
bedroom. He goes to the closet door, opens it, looks inside;
then opens the bathroom door and looks inside; closes
the door. Doris has gone. He goes to the sofa, sits, looking
at the TV set. The PHONE rings. He reaches for it, pulls
back: he rises and lights a cigarette mervously as the
PHONE continues to ring. It's a slow patient ring with all




