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Por what, “The World Cellar Theater Festival”? Jesus,
wen in more plays in more cellars and more lofts. Lofts
i ellars. If I ever get a job in a real theater, I'll probably go
10 the boiler room out of sheer habit. '
INCY, pertly: Don’'t worry, you'll get something soon.
shall we start?
i Page 15, from the top. He rises. The two guys are stand-
Maﬁcrtheboothlightgoesoff.wec!othethix:sabout
I like to do, then I say, “What do you like to do'

, reads: “Promise you won't tell?”’ »
looking out toward imaginary booth: “Pmmi;se.
ANCY: “I like to pee in the middle of the bowl.’
: ces a bit as he works: “Oh, really?”
' Cq : “It sounds like a thousand waterfalls.”
i “Why do you do gh:t;n?“ e ek

ICY: “The er. eone ;
i Uh ...‘msmﬂywmethin&" To her: 1s that right?
nods. “That's really something.”
NANCY: “That’s very brave of ycu.”

D, stops, thinks: *“What?”
MANCY: “Say it. That'’s very brave of you.”
DI “That’s very brave of you.”
NCY: “Louder.”

AT HOME
by Conrad Bromberg

@t c———

SCENE 1

This short play takes place in the New York apartment

and Nancy, a young couple who have been married
years. Bob is a struggling actor who has had “exactly fo
ing jobs in the last six years.” Nancy is an assistant edit j
trade journal. Bob is trying to memorize his part in an €

Broadway play. Nancy begins to help him. What starts

an innocent attempt on her part to clarify a section of the
for him turns into a family spat about their sex life. From
they move through a series of confrontations concerning
true feelings about themselves and each other.

BOB: practicing lines: “Oh, really?” Thinks of other cha
line, then: “Why do you do that?” Other's Ioi{z;. “That's OM: “Louder ... louder ... do I say it again?” She nods.
something.” Other’s line, then he can’t remember his *hat's very brave of you.”

“Uh...."” Mutters other’s line. “That’s very brave of yo NANCY: “With gestures.” -

that's very brave of you . .. beg pardon?” Consuits script, I OB, gestures wildly: “That's very brave of youl” Flops his
right? Nol “What?” Of course, “what?” Not the hardest w( wms down. Shit, I don’t understand this at all. What does he
in the English language. “What?” Reads other character's {? Why am I doing this for pim?

line, then reads: “That's very brave of you.” Hmmm. He th ANCY: Well, he’s your boss, isn’t he?

then calls out to Nancy: You about done? . B: In the studio, yes.

NANCY: Be right there. , ANCY: And he’s insecure.

BOB, 10 himself, musing over i: “That’s very brave of you.” B: Yes, but what a ridiculous thing to applaud a man for
sus, avant-garde plays. ng in the middle of the bowl.

NANCY, entering from kitchen: What? ]
BOB: This play doesn’t make much sense. He hands her se
She sits across from him on sofa. Doesn’t relate to anything
have to make up stories to Justify every line.
NANCY: You wanted to do it.

BOB: To be doing something.

NANCY: It’s good practice.

ANCY: It’s that kind of play, dear.
BOB: It’s totally unbelievable. So unrelated to life.
NANCY: Oh, I don’t know. It does strike a note.
POB: Nancy, come on. Where did you ever hear two people
talking like that?
NANCY: Maybe not like that, but . ..
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BOB: Or even close to it.
NANCY: Well . .. (suddenly remembers, in all innocence)
matter of fact I can think of something. You know wh
and I make love? And you say to me, “Do you know what
doing to you?” Well, of course I know what you’re doing to
but you want me to say it, so I say it. |
BOB: That’s lovemaking. These two guys aren’t making l¢
NANCY: But it’s the same thing is all I mean.
BOB: Not at all. The situation’s different, the relationsk
different. Goes 10 her, takes script. See here, when I say,
very brave of you™? The stage direction reads “uncomfortal
as if there’s something holding me back, as if I don’t w
say it. That’s not the case with us. You love to say it. She
lent. He waits for her to affirm what he’s said. Don't you?
NANCY, a bit uncomfortable: Well . . . -
BOB: You always said you did.

NANCY, trying to gracefully retract: 1 love to please you.
pOB: No, you've said time and again that you love to talk I
in sex. |
NANCY: Well, I do . .. sometimes.

BOB: Sometimes? What about the other times?
NANCY: Well . . . look, Bob, it’s not important. I only
to make a point about the play. !
BOB: It is important. You’re saying that for five years of a
riage, you've been doing something you don’t like to do.
NANCY: I didn’t say that.

BOB: You implied it. { !
NANCY: I only meant that I get pleasure from pleasing yo
BOB, pained: 1 thought it excited you. She doesn’t
Didn’t it? No response. It didn’t.

NANCY: Not really. He is crestfallen. She rushes in to
the situation: 1t’s just that I'll be feeling something and thin
something, and then, when you ask the question, it sort of d
tracts me. It’s like patting your head and rubbing your tum
at the same time. I was never very good at that. She rises,
and embraces him, fondly. Bobby, it’s not a big thing, real
Please, let’s go on with the cueing. He’s not convinced, 1
making love with you. She takes the script and returns to
sofa. Shall we go back?

BOB, muted thinking: No let's go on. [0

CY: All right.

she looks to him, waits. He flails his arms feebly as his
ter: “How brave of you.”

WNCY, correcting him: “That’s very brave of you.” 4

M, repeats: “That’s very brave ...” Thinks. I won’t do it

re.

'Y: Do what?

Ask you that quut;zn xfn bedd

'Y, shyly: It’s all right if you do. !

i No, yyou should have your own pleasure undistracted Py
Catches himself: What am I saying? I'm ghe one you’re

Ing love with. What I mean is, I shouldn’t impose on you

sething you don’t like. Never again.

ANCY, softly: All right. A moment of silence.

N, a bit concerned: What'll I do instead?

IC'Y, shrugs: Just make love. filt

U, nonplussed: Without talking? Just go at it in silence?

'Y: What's wrong with that?
Dl It's lonely.

ANCY: Well),, we can say things like “Oh, Bob,” “Oh,

y
Dl You never say,t:'Oh, lBl?b:”
NC'Y: But I will, if you like it. 3 ¥4 :
0l | don’t want you to say it, because I like it. That’s the
{ of all this.
(Y, after a moment: Why do you feel the need to talk at

W | enjoy it. It's . .. ribald. If's festive. Like the guest and
hostess exchanging toasts. “Do you know what I’m doing to
41" “Yes, you're blah-blah-blah!” Cheers! He looks at her.

W & unconvinced. 1 don’t know why I like it. I guess to make

sort of contact. That’s usually why people talk.

NCY: But I'm there with you.

Wi Yes, I guess I don’t trust it enough. I look at you, and

seem to be into your own world. Not really with me.

NCY: I'm with you. Then quickly: It’s not a big problem.

's do the lines. She picks up script again. All right, from the

“That's very brave of you.”

W, again the feeble flopping of arms: “That’s very brave of

¢
™
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of his character and strength. And every day he passes the
| That's why he’s not insecure! Any man who can run two
u day is not insecure! In the face of that why are you im-
g | am insecure?!

ANCY: I'm not! I don’t understand why you're suddenly so

slve.
i I'm not! 1 just want it clear that if there is a sex problem
us, it doesn’t stem from my need for applause.

NCY: I never said it did. I don’t think there’s any problem.

:OAI;%;};% \II et;eycl 8!;105'31'1'. strong, capable, defiant.”
gOAg,?t{o:p:.lsm TL{ }lnegzl%u:e,nt{:eally liked those i .
gﬁ%&@%ﬂ'ﬁa’ﬁh& I'm doing to you?” ete., ‘
ISNIOAHIN}I}:SYO mxt back. You say, “Very good.” |
BOB: “Very good.”

NANCY: “I assert my individuality.” ) ;
i “ya A T B Right! Okay, let's go on. She looks for place in the script,
:2:&1.".113: T0 Guite an individual.” Ae starts in again: In fact, the more I think about it, there’s

g ol hing wrong with talking during sex. I mean outbursts, excla-

BOB, louder: ““You’re quite an individuall”
il;ui\tl?VC\’: “With gestures!” Bob stops, studies her, thinks.
BOB: Do you think I'm insecure?
gagcge:f No. Why?

: Before, you described this character as insecure, b
he had to have my character applaud him all the time. D«

lons, things like that. What if, in the heat of it, I burst out
love you!” What's wrong with that?

NCY: Nothing!

DIl Would it distract you?

NANCY: Well, no, of course not . . . not really.

BON; Not really?

NANCY: Not at all.

gj\nﬁé@{t}ﬁgm . flecta] W I Wait a minute. You said not really. Just exactly what are
- : \ A ?
BOB: But you said it. You related it to us. o r&i;](kl&% tof wgt'\en we make love

NANCY: I was talking about the play. Only the play.
BOB: If the analogy fits, we have to gvear n’.' e
NANCY, sighs: Bob, you are not insecure. '

“BON: But before you said you werel
MANCY, rises: 1 don’t like this conversation. It's silly and dan-
s. Do you want to run lines or not?

goAg'cvvamoa 0 BON: | want to know your thoughts while in bed with me!
D s e et st b 'NANCY: I have nonel

CY: But youn i ' )N Nancy, I can tell when you're evading! I need to know
INANCY: But you’re not! ] B posce of mind!

NANCY: It won’t give you peace of mind! Jt’s out of the bag.
) stand there shocked at it in the air between them.

W, with dreadful quiet: Tell me.

ANCY, falls back on sofa: Do you remember Youssef?

)1: Your old boyfriend from college?

ANCY: Yes, from the Arab legation. Well, when we made
, which wasonlyafcwtimes,hedidaceminthingfor

BOB: Wait. Listen to this. Pretend I'm speaking of a st
He paces. In his six-year career he’s has exactly four pa
jho:):.‘dh: onqcl:; at;tually &ke the author’s words. For th
h variety of parts. you ever fi his Orman
Passerby”? Or his stirring portrayal mmp;ﬁom H
thirty years old (a moment of silence for that). Every oth
month he gets a check from his younger brother, the real
whiz! And last but not least his monthly rent check is signed
his wife! In the face of all that why would this man not be |
cure?! She starts to respond, but he continues: T'll tell you wh
Because he runs! Winter and summer, fair and foul weather,
suits up and runs. He runs two miles a day. He regards it as

B: Which I do for you, too!
ANCY: I know! And every time you do it, it starts me think-

:\! of Youssef!
B, turns away: Oh, shit!
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I;IANCY, goes to him: It’s terrible, I know. I didn’t want to
ou.
gOAg:CI;m co?petmgho, hwith e(tih; ghost of a talented Arabianl

» With wholehearted honesty: O f
as good as he was! Better! .
BOB: Then why don’t you think of me?
NANCY: I don’t know! It's just that every time you
thgre’s Youssef! I've thought about it constantly! I'm just
guilty about it, I don’t know what to do! But I can’t stop itl .
BOB, sits, slgakes his head: Terrific. Five years of innocent §
sure gone, wiped out. Replaced by the leering smile of a Syr
NANCY, drops o her k

s drops to her knees beside him: I'm )
BOB: Don'’t be. I pursued it and I got it. 4 sm Let’s for
g,.AL;t&do the llines. Where were we?

s consults script: 1 assert my indivi ity.”
BOB: Is that the lme?p gy
NANCY: What?
BOB: Is that the line or are you saying it?
NANCY: It’s the line. I'll take it back further. “Yes, I feel
self, strong, capable, defiant.”
BOB: “Very good.” He thinks. About the sex thing. It's ng
problem. Let’s forget it.

s humorous relationship between an initially unwilling wom-
# and her seemingly ferocious abductor.

I'he scene that follows opens the play. It is a stormy night.
e enters his basement apartment with Gloria thrown over his
shoulder. His raincoat is over her head.

WLORIA, muffled voice, kicking her legs: For your own
‘;‘. . Put me down. Put me down. ..

, carries her across to bed: Stop it! Stop it! Do you think I'm
E:ng games with you? Is that what you think? Ha! That’s a

This is strength you're feeling on your bones, lady, prim-

animal strength. There’s no arguing with that. Oh, no.

{a Is seated on edge of bed, Ben turns on lamp. Now you

M4y there. Don’t move. Don’t budge an inch. I'll be right with

E:'ln a minute . . . In a minute . . . He runs to door, closes it,
Iy

curtains over small window above bureau. Gloria rises,
s blindly about the room. Ben grabs her, drags her to the
en chair. Come back. Come back here. He ties her wrists
ind the chair with the belt of his raincoat.
ORIA, muffied voice: What are you doing? Take this off.
I can’t breathe under here, I can’t. ..
| Scream; scream all you want. You have my permission.
s not going to help you, though. Not here, it won't. We'’re
% alone. Quite, quite alone. No conditions. I insist on that. 1

{ accept conditions of any kind. That’s a point for you to

in mind. She is tied to chair, he moves around to face her.

o that's it. Each of us in his ‘proper place. Removes rain-

{ from her. You like flirting, don’t you, lady? Do anything

‘a good time. I had those propositions before. Don’t make

mistake about that. He takes towel from line, wipes his face.

ORIA: But I never flirted with you. I didn’t. I swear, that’s
truth. This is silly. Please, let me go.

| Go? Let you go? After all that trouble of dragging you

ough those back alleys? After getting my new pants wet? Oh,

w Not a chance. Not tonight, lady. I've got something else in

W for you.

LORIA: I don’t know what you want; really, I don’t. But I

#un't tell anyone anything. I promise. So far as I'm concerned

wone of this ever happened. I didn’t see you. I kept my eyes

THE TIGER
by Murray Schisgal

Ben is a disgruntled New York City mailman who is outra
and feels victimized by the unfair “system” that forces him |
carry mail for a living. In an attempt to assert his power he ki
naps a young suburban housewife while she is in town for
weekly bridge game. This is the beginning of a rather strang




