
SIDNEY: Hey--David...David! Can you come down a sec--(but David is right 
there, on his way out, in trenchcoat) 
DAVID: (a grin) Oh, you caught me. Waaal, I decided to go out after all. It--it 
seemed emptier than usual up there. I swore I wouldn’t, you know--sort of go out 
and strut around...But by God, it’s almost like I have to. I mean-- (he laughs 
freely) I feel pretty good. 
SIDNEY: (half steering, half pushing him inside) Well, why not! Who 
wouldn’t?...C’mon in a sec… 
DAVID: Don’t make fun of me, Sidney! The truth is today is not yesterday. 
Nothing could have made me believe this yesterday, but--I am somebody else 
today. It’s in my rooms, it’s in my coat...it’s in my skin. Christ, Sid, I’m famous. I 
have to go out and find out what it’s like to wear it in the streets. As if I can’t 
guess. Everybody will just be more self-conscious, phonier than yesterday. Just 
because my picture was in the papers. It’s crazy. The phone keeps on ringing. For 
years I made fun of people who had unlisted numbers. First thing Monday--I get 
one. G’night, Sid. 
SIDNEY: No, wait a minute. Please. I’d like to talk to you. You want a drink? 
DAVID: What do you want, Sidney? I’m in a hurry. 
SIDNEY: (as he mixes drinks) Hey--David...it’s as good as on, isn’t it? 
DAVID: What--? 
SIDNEY: (a little madly) Your next play. Every producer in town will be-- 
DAVID: (annoyed to talk about this; a modest person) Well...my agent said 
there’ve been some calls…(a sigh about producers) First you can’t get into their 
offices, then you can’t get out of them-- 
SIDNEY: (advances, drinks in hand) You’re very talented, David. 
DAVID: I have to go. 
SIDNEY: No. Look, remember that play that Iris was in a couple of years ago? 
DAVID: Yes? 
SIDNEY: Well, you thought she was pretty good. Even better than I did...You said 
so. 
DAVID: Those were my polite years. When I still cared what people thought 
about me. 
SIDNEY: No, come on, you said she was pretty good. 
DAVID: When she just danced. When she spoke, when she had lines-- (he shrugs 
helplessly) it was horrible. 
SIDNEY: Well, not horrible. Just average. 
DAVID: What do you want, Sidney? 
SIDNEY: She’s a hung up kid, David. She needs something to happen for her. 
DAVID: What is it that you want, Sidney? 
SIDNEY: Write her into your play, David. Something simple. With dancing 
maybe. 
DAVID: (absorbing it) I have to go now, Sid. 



SIDNEY: It wouldn’t have to be a big part, for Christ’s sake! Look, she needs 
something to happen for her, don’t you understand? 
DAVID: You solve your marriage problems any way you have to, Sidney. I won’t 
judge you. But don’t bring them to me. (He opens the door) 
SIDNEY: I’ll do the review--(Sidney stops himself, amazed at the thought.) 
DAVID: (turning slowly back to him) What did you say? (Sidney is quiet knowing 
the enormity of his error.) Okay, Sid, I’ll pretend I never heard you. I am going 
out now. I don’t need to experience the other part of this scene. The Recovery of 
Morality and all that. That’s uptown drama. I can’t stand those. (He starts out. 
Sidney grabs him.) 
SIDNEY: What’s so awful about it? For Christ’s sake, can’t you write about more 
than two characters at a time? 
DAVID: (removing Sidney’s hands) Sidney, I’ll tell you something. Prostitutes 
interest me clinically; I’ve not the least intention of ever becoming one. 
SIDNEY: (in profound humiliation) Don’t feel so holy about it, David. I asked and 
you refused. Let’s forget it. It was such a little--such a tiny little act on the part of 
a slightly desperate man… 
DAVID: Such a tiny little corruption. That’s the magic of the tiny corruptions, 
isn’t it? Their insignificance makes them so appealing. 
 


