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JANICE. You’re standing there screeching that yo

dould not stand for me to talk to you and judge you lj
You would not stand for it.

SBSIE. That was how I felt.

JANXCE. But I wasn’t judging you, I kept tryis § to tell
you. I was\judging him, I was waming you.

SUSIE. just was so in love with him. Jow did you
stand it?

JANICE. I 8n’t know. And then ygl went into the
baby madness! (8&abbing up the beard) —and I thought,
“She’s berserk. Thi§ is paranormal.” # wanted to ask you,
do you care nothing Yor the aestheyic requirements of the
world? I mean, the Efyironmengfll Protection Agency is
going to post your namig on e official penalties list
you start procreating witt\thi€ set of chromosomes, they
have a face like a cannoli, sgfnebody took a bite out of it—
they threw it away, so foy else stepped on it, he’s
what'’s left. How does ghybody manage such a nose that
takes so long to arrivefat this idigtic point, and these eyes
set in there like day#0ld rat turds 1§ the snow. I mean, “Is
this what you waflt to inflict upol us?” That’s what I
wanted to ask yoff—"yet another envifgnmental disaster?!”
(Thrusting thegear into Susie’s arms, SANICE strides up
1o the shelvegfby the window, where SHB\finds a bikini.) 1
did not kngv what to conclude except thit you had lost
your mig#l! I mean, THERE WE WERE 1} the land of
surferbgiies, the land of the lean, the sun-tarfged and the
blong#—guys who were the product of the Bgach and
vitaffacks and oil and nautilus, and there you weRg in this
agPlescent snit over this meatball from an unknown flanct,

e should not have left Mulberry street ever! It\was
incomprehensible! .

Qs"‘
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SUSIE. You know, Janice, I think maybe— (SHE
stops.)

JANICE. What?

SUSIE. No, no, I was going to say something, but I
think I shouldn’t.

JANICE, What?

SUSIE. No, no, I don’t want to get into an argument
with you.

JANICE. Will you give me a break here, for godsake? I
always want to know what you’re thinking. It’s very
important to me.

SUSIE. Well, I just SORTA feel—I mean RIGHT
NOW I feel, and I'm sure I'll feel differently in a couple
weeks or more, or months anyway if not weeks—but right
now I think maybe you are trashing Phil a little
unnecessarily. Being a little—

JANICE. I'm what?

SUSIE. Harsh, you know.

JANICE. Are you serious?

SUSIE. It’s just what I feel, and I said I didn’t want to
fight with you, okay. So I don’t.

JANICE. I don’t either—I just need to know what
you’re suggesting—I mean, you are not suggesting that
you have taken offense because I have defamed this bozo?

SUSIE. Have I not established the fact—I hope I have
cstablished the fact—1I have been trying to establish the fact
that I don’t want to talk about this anymore. (SHE leaps
up.)

JANICE. Why?

SUSIE. (Storming to the bedroom closet, SHE grabs a
luvndry bag.) Because I don’t wanna fight with anybody
anymore. That’s what I am trying to explain. I’'m
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seriously, like opposed to fighting from this day forward,
okay. That’s what I’'m saying. It gets me nowhere. It’s just
all this screaming, and you might as well, you know, drink
Drano. You might as well put your hand in the garbage
disposal and stick a fork in your eye. (Flopping down in
the swivel chair SHE sorts the clothing.)

JANICE. We’'re not fighting.

SUSIE. Oh, sure, that’s easy for you to say, but I am,
in my heart—see—sick of everybody being mad at me
because I'm just trying to live my pathetic little life, you
know, and fulfill a few of my ridiculous—I know they
are—dreams—but if T have wanted something, and it’s in
my head, like what am I supposcd to do? I can’t help it
how I feel?

JANICE. Just because a person is trying to point out
certain things you might rather avoid does not mean they
are fighting with you.

SUSIE. Well, 1 think you are. Can 1 tell you
something? I think you’re trying to see how far you can
push what is your own personal individual animosity about
Phil, and this is just an opportunity for you, and you have
lost track of the fact that my marriage is maybe
disappearirg from the planet but all this has nothing to do
with me, because I don’t hate him. You hate him.

JANICE. You’re the one he whacked around—unless
you’ve forgotten that? I'm just saying good riddance—
that’s all I’m saying—

SUSIE. Well say it nicer, okay.

JANICE. Wait a minute.

SUSIE. That’s all I'm asking.

JANICE. What are you asking? That I should say good
riddance nicer?

e
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SUSIE. See, you're attacking me. You’rc so goddamn
judgmental, Janice. I can’t stand it.

(As SUSIE moves in on Janice, JANICE flees to the
kitchen to refill her wine glass.)

SUSIE. I feel like you just feel everything I do is stupid
and cverything I say and everything I think, and you feel
my hair is stupid and my house and furniture. And my
busband is stupid!

JANICE. Your husbard is stupid.

SUSIE. 1 can just feel you looking around at all of my
things, thcy might as well have come out of a backed-up
sewer the way you look at them. Don’t deny it. (Stroking
the swivel chair in a way that suggest it's hers.

=, YY VOU do Vo 4 1endcy

‘hintzy pieces, Susie. But thal’s Olkgs®

SR & Y : )
JANICE. (Joining her, trying to explain, to be patient.)

But you told me you wanted everything replaced if I

thought it clashed or lacked pizzazz. That’s what you told

me.

SUSIE. Because you're so goddamn self-centered I told

you.
JANICE. What?
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SUSIE. I knew it was what you wanted to hear.

JANICE. You lieg? You lied to me?

SUSIE. No.

JANICE. If it isn’t true, it’s a lie.

SUSIE. I half-lied. (Fleeing.)

JANICE. You placated me? Is that what you’re saying?

SUSIE. I mean, it’s true that I admire your taste in
things, like clothes and furniture, I envy your taste,
actually, but I'm just saying I like some of the things 1
picked out myself. (Picking up the green statue of a swan
from the liquor cabinet, SHE moves to pack it in the
suitcase.) I like them a lot.

JANICE. Not that? You're not suggesting—you like
that piece of-—

SUSIE. See, you're just attacking me—you’re mocking
me and fighting with me, and picking on me and belittling
me and making me feel shitty and if everybody doesn’t stop
picking on me—I'1 kill myself, goddamnit. (Rushing off
10 the bedroom.)

JANICE. Oh, don’t start that.

SUSIE. Because I can’t stand it. (SHE rushes into the
bedroom, slamming the door behind her.)

JANICE. Oh, don’t waste your personalized
monogrammed manipulations on me, okay. (SHE starts
cleaning up, folding clothing.) Save them for Phil!

SUSIE. (From off.) Shut up.

JANICE. Because I am not interested in your suicidal
razzle dazzle, all right. I have my own.

shelf in front of the picture window
anything in my entirg li . I haven't. Growin’ up in

1
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desert for a vacation, but I grew up in it. I looked out th
indow, I saw the sand. I mean, what do 1 know abg
biNging fumniture or having a life. My mother liked yfCsc
lam® with women on them, their tits lit up wheff you
pulled§pe switch. She liked them. She ran off g6 many
times I surprised when she was home. Mogl kids run
away not tir mothers. You gotta know whatg'm tryin’ to
say.
JANICE.

background and 1§
they bleed togethe

sie, honey, the background is the
foreground is the fgfeground and sure
obody knows ghat better than rhe.

(Crossing to the kit%gen, SHE sitgfat the table, facing

wg a littlf wine)) But what I'm
ewhfre in that marshmallow
hgbing to reconcile with this
guy, he might as well be a bfapt instrument—and maybe
he is a genius in bed, [fdomy know, it could be—I
persontally doubt it—but Jfwant to'§p on record, that if you
are thinking of taking Jim back, I g no longer available
for your goddamn a.m. phone c#ls, I am your nine-
one-onc, you are dgfperate in the middiRof the night, you
are feeling anxioyf, Phil didn’t come hom§, or worse, Phil
DID come horgf, you are feeling you haveNgst your self,
you are feelig empty. Do you know why yolare feeling
empty at thgfe a.m., Susie? Because you are empig. And do
you knoy/ what else, Susie? Everybody's empty{Susie.
I’m emyfly. That’s the way it is today—people are Cigpty.

away from Susie, po
concemed about is that
you have for a brain you ar8

They #on’t have anything inside them, and so they eat 2Nt
or ¢fink a lot or watch T.V., or they go to church, beca
cyfrything is outside them. Or better yet, they watch

.urch on T.V. while they eat and that’s best of all—SO
GIVE ME A GODDAMN BREAK, SUSIE!




fiat what you want? Yo
casuall LW my marriage out the window.
- f We;:]l you better throw your marriage ¢
@POw before this Gui i
ol 18 Guinea from Hell throws you out
v lﬁUSIE Yog know what? I am really getting sick of
yo so-palled Jokes at the expense of what is for me the
smlon of my entire liitle life, okay?
over-idegt%' Well_I’m sick of—what I’m sick of is being
1ed with you. It’s ruining my life. 1 mean

maybe my shrink is right—;
from all this— 1s right—maybe I really need a break

SUSIE. Oh, PLEASE, I don’

5 , I don’t
goddamn shrink again! X

JANICE. Why not? Becau i

= e s€ you might hear the truth?
- l:L:;i\fICE Because Sarah says I'm undermining myself
mam_ag:g atrho;:dl )]';)u as long as you are in this idiotic

wi 1l. Because it keeps m i

e, ey e e - KEEps me trying to work out
e Y parents were in this hopeless miserable

SUSIE. YOUR PARENTS?!

7! Now we’re goi

about your parents, for god’s sake?! Gimme a bgreg;cg' S

R, me to just

-

anna hear about your
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JANICE. No, no, no! I'm talking about you and Phil!

SUSIE. “My shrink” this, “my shrink” that, “my
mother, my father “ Jesus Christ, live in the present tensc,
okay? 1 mean, ever since you have started going to this
nasty bitch—yon have not been a supportive, trustworthy
person—you have been someone that another person has to
think twice about if they can survive your so-called
affecuon.

JANICE. That’s a lie.

SUSIE. As if I never had to put up with your endless
tale of woe {rom, you know, the land of barbarian surfers.

JANICE. That was a long tine ago.

SUSIE. But I put up with it, didn’t I—{or what scemed
like the duration of several boring centuries, when you
were pregnant and Brian of the endless summer had
vanished with some other sun-damaged Bimbo.

JANICE. You’re not comparing Brian and Phil.

SUSIE. No, I’m not. Brian was boring.

JANICE. Brian was gorgecous—he was fascinating and
ZOrgeous.

SUSIE. He was also made out of the spare parts of
some abandoned space project with a prick for a brain.

JANICE. (Moving to gather her purse and bag in order
10 leave.) T mean, the next time I bore you, Susie, and you
don’t want to talk about me and my concerns, please don’t
humiliate me by not telling me, okay?

SUSIE. But I did talk about you. That’s all we did.

JANICE. But you resented it. You resented talking
about me and wanted to be talking about you.

SUSIE. No.
JANICE. That's what you’re saying. You don’t even
know what your saying.
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SUSIE. I'm talking about you’re undermining me
now—undermining my hopes and hurting my feelings.
JANICE. What have I ever done to undermine you?
SUSIE. You have undermined me by undermining me,
that’s how you have done it, by just sort of naturally and
thoughtlessly undermining everything I wanted with Phil,
or my desire to have a baby—
JANICE. By offering you some healthy advice?
SUSIE. WHAT healthy advice?

L_S'usie.) Because that’s all I’'m doing. I mean the reality is—
if you want to know what the reality is—the reality is, I

usie. It’s exhausting. I don’t know how much

Y &
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have left for it.
SUSIE. Whata you mean?

JANICE. (Once again moving for the front door.) 1
don’t know how much more I have left for you—
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SUSIE. I told you we were going to have a fight.
ANICE. No, no, no. It’s better that we express thg

thinks.

SHSIE. It is not. It isn’t! How is it better? Nowgvere
mad atach other. How is that better?

JANIQE. Well, we know the truth.

SUSIEN don’t.

JANICENAbout how we feel.

SUSIE. I d4n’t. We’re just mad at each gither, that’s all
I know. I shouldy't have said what I said gffd I knew it, but
you made me. Y8 told me you wouldyf't get mad at me
and then you did. If¥yasn’t fair.

JANICE. You’re Kght.

SUSIE. That’s whalyou did.

JANICE. But if we dgn’t talk#
would we talk about?  §

SUSIE. There’s gotta be
other things. We could find §

JANICE. Maybe we gh
coulda gone out. Maybe 4
wanna go to a movic? &

bout these things, what

Baofficthing else. There’s lots of
Rnething.

da gonc somewhere. We
a gone Lo a movie. You

o

D the swivel cha¥ with the
pftrength. [ feel like I'm tofjlly made
agefficial like tacky material, it\gas no

fas never meant to function. You kno¥ like

et up this direct line by which to pump Rgic

e —




