Harold/Penelope/Paul

HAROLD

Well--what have we here? A family.
He faces

PENELOPE

Almost a Christmas scene.

HAROLD

Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye.

PENELOPE

Just one favor.

HAROLD

Money? There's plenty of that.
Mildred got the brewery. You'll
probably get the baseball team.
PENELOPE

I want you to tell me that you
loved me once.

HAROLD is about to dismiss this request majestically, but
PENELOPE cuts him off with a sharp, dangerous warning.
PENELOPE

I mean it! I must have that, and
so must Paul. Tell him that he was
conceived in love, even though you
hate me now. Tell both of us that
somewhere is our lives was love.
HAROLD experiments inwardly with responses of various kinds,
obviously saying them to himself, directing himself with his
hands. Nothing quite satisfies him.
HAROLD

Testimonials of that sort are--are
beyond my range. I don't do them
well.

(sincerely, not

liking to fail in any way)

That's a failing, I know.

PENELOPE

(accepting this ruefully)

I see.

PAUL

I don't care. I don't care if
there was love or not. That's all
right. I'm going to go to my room
and close the door. I don't want
to hear any more.

PAUL exits wretchedly to his room.
HAROLD



See how you've upset him. He was
so merry and hale before you came
home.

PENELOPE

How unhappy he's going to be--alone
in his room.

HAROLD

He'll play with his rifle, I expect.
That will cheer him up.

PENELOPE

Rifle?

HAROLD

I bought him a twenty-two
yesterday--on the way home from
Hamburger Heaven. And where is the
good doctor? Have you two
feathered a love nest somewhere?
PENELOPE

He's in East St. Louis with his
mother--visiting an aunt.

HAROLD

Last I heard, his mother was going
alone.

PENELOPE

He's afraid of you, Harold. He
knew you'd want to fight him. doesn't know anything about
fighting. He hates pain.

HAROLD

And you, a supposedly healthy
woman, do not detest him for his
cowardice?

He

PENELOPE

It seems highly intelligent to me.
HAROLD

What kind of a country has this
become? The men wear beads and
refuse to fight--and the woman
adore them. America's days of
greatness are over. It has drunk
the blue soup.

PENELOPE

Blue soup?



