hello there, 1 say. Hello there to you, he says. Nothizg about

is shouldn’t have happened. Nothing about I've piissed you,
n&t even that little lie. Sis is visiting; she’s lying’ drunk and
passed out upstairs and not even that litte lie thought I'd
comk over. Yes, you do that. He comes; we logk at each other
and we bath hold in whatever we've been hopling in since that
day he\went away. You're looking well, he/says; and you, too,
1 say, AnY there are no apologies, no re iminations, 1o tears,
no hugs; ¥ry lips on my dry cheeks; y¢s that. And we never
discuss it? Never go into why? Never gb beyond where we are?
We're strangers; we're curious aboyl each other; we leave it
at that.
B. TI'll never foggive him.
A, (Wistful, sad\ No; 1 never do. But we play the game. We
dine; he takes mg places mother, son going to formal
places. We never ...\reminiscg. Eventually he lets me talk about
when he was a littie Roy, byt he never has an opinion on that;
he doesn’t seem to hake gh opinion on much of anything that
has o do with us, with ¥ne.
B, (Clenched teeth.) Ngvex!
A. (To B.) Or with gou. (Yo C; and sad smile) Or you.
C. Did we ... did Ave drivd him away? Did I change so?
B. (Rage) He left!l He packed up his attitudes and he ff2!!
And T never wapt to see him ‘wgain. (Te him.}) Go away!! (Azn-
gry, humiliated, fears.)
A, (Very calify; sad smile) Well, Yes you do, yon see. You do
want to see Him again. Wait twenty\years. Be zlone except for
her upstairy passed out on the floon and the piano top with
the photog in the silver frames, and the butler, and ... be all
alone; you do want to see him again, Yut the terms are too
hard. We never forgive him. We let him\ come, but we never
forgive him. (To him.) I bet you don't knoy ikat ... do youl?
C. (Te A.) How did we change? (Te him.) Now did I change?
(He/strokes “A’s”™ face, shudders a liitle.)

B./ Don’t bother yourself. He never belonged.

(. (Enraged.) 1 don't believe it!

B. (Furious.) Let it alone!

C. No! How did I change!? What happened to mel?
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muxx, (Sighs.) Oh, Go \
. (Determined.) Béw did T dhange!?

B.  ({Sarcasm; io the audience.) She wanis to know how she
changed. She wants to know how she turned into me Next she’ll
want to know how I turned into her. (Indicates A.) No; I'll want
to know that, maybe I'll want to know that.

A. Hahhl

B. Maybe. (To C.) You want to know how I changed?

C. (Very alone.) I don’t know. Do I?

B. Twentysix to fiftyawo? Double it? Double your pleasure,
double your fun? Try this. Try this on for size. They lie to you.
You're growing up and they go out of their way to hedge, to
qualify, to ... to evade; to avoid — to Yz Never tell it how it
is — how it's going to be — when a half-truth can be got in
there, Never give the alternatives to the “pleasing prospects,”
the “what you have to look forward to.” God, if they did the
streets’d be littered with adolescent corpses! Maybe it’s berter
they don’t.

A, (Mild ridicule ) They? They?

B. Parents, teachers, all the others. You fie to us. You don't
tell us things change — that Prince Charming has the morals
of a sewer rat, that you're supposed to fve with that ... and
like it, or give the appearance of liking it. Chasing the cham-
bermaid into closets, the kitchen maid into the root cellar, and
God knows what goes on at the stag at the Clubl They prob-
ably nail the whores to the billiard tables for easy access. No-
body tells you any of this.

A.  (Luaying it on.} Poor, poor you.

C. The root cellar?

B. (To A and C.) Hush. No wonder one day we come back
from riding, the horse all slathered, snorting, and he takes the
reins, the groom does, and he helps us dismount, the groom
does, his hand touching the back of our thigh, and we¢ no-
tice, and he notices we notice, and we remember that we've
noticed him before, most especially bare chested that day heav-
ing the straw, those arms, that butt. And no wonder we smile
in that way he understands so quickly, and no wonder he leads
us into a further stall — nto the fucking hay, for God’s sake!
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— and down we go, and it's revenge and self-pity we're do-
ing it for until we notice it turning into pleasure for its own
sake, for our own sake, and we're dripping wet and he rides
us like we've seen in the pornos and we actually scream, and
then we lie there in the siraw — which probably has shit on
it — cooling dowm, and tells us he’s wanted us a lot, that he
likes big women, but he didn't dare, and will he get fired now?
And 1 say, no, no of course you won't and for a month more
of it I don't, but then I do; I do have him fired, because it's
dangerous not to, because it's a good deal I've got with the
penguin, a long-term deal in spite of the crap he pulls, and
youw'd better keep your nose clean — or polished, anyway —
for the real battles — for the penguin's other lady folk, the real
ones — the mother who just doesn’t like you for no good rea-
son except her daughter hates you, fears you and hates you
— envies and therefore hates you — dumpy, stupid, whining
little bitch! Just doesn’t like you — maybe in part because she
senses the old man's got the letch for you and besides, no
gitl’s good enough for the penguin, not her penguin; the first
two sure weren't and this one’s not going to be etther. Try
to keep on the good side of the whole wreiched family, stand
up for your husband when he won’t do it for hirnself, watch
out for all the intrigue; start really worrying about your sister
who's really stopped worrying about herself — about amyihing
watch your own mother begin to change even more than
you're aware you are, and then try to raise that!? (Points to him.)
That!? — gets himself thrown out of every school he can find,
even one or two we haven't sent him to, sense he hates you,
catch him doing it with your niecedn-law amd your nephew-
in-law the same week!? Start reading the letters he's getting
from — how do they call i? — older friends?, telling him how
1o outwit you, how to survive living with his awful family; tell
him you'll brain him with the fucking crystal ashtray if he
doesn’t stop getting letters, doesn’t stop saying anything,
doesn’t stop ... just ... doesn’t ... stop? And he sneers, and
he says very quietly that he can have me put in jail for open-
ing his mail. Not while you're a minor, I tell him; you just
wait, 1 tell him, you just wait; I'll have you thrown out of this
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house so quick it'll make your head spin. You're going to fire
me, he says, quietly, smiling; You going to fire me tool? Just
like you fired him? He's good in bed, isnt hel? Of course, you
wouldn't know about ded, he says. He gets up, stops by me,
touches my hair. I thought I saw some straw, he says; sorry.
And he walks out of the solarinm, out of the house, out of
our lives. He doesn'l say goodbye to either of us. He says
goodbye to Mother, upstairs; he says goodbye to the Peking-
ese, too, I imagine. He packs one bag, and he leaves. (To kim;
rage.) Get out of my housell (Pause; to C.} Does that tell you a
little something about change? Does that tell you what you
want to know? W\__.Q P

C.  (Pause; spftiy.) Yes. Thank vou. (Silence.)

. ound here. (Peinis to B.) How
you got to\ker is one thing; how you got to me is another.

brufes or hysterics; but hunters it
sogie damn fools. Brisk, burned lea

s that day, entertaining
s in the air, smell of
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