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B ’
. ﬁ::?ée; ;:;rt;;gly fio. Mother, I’d like you to meet
p: g urice, my mother, Sophie Green-

MAurick. (kissin
v ( g her hand) I am very, very happy to
DaAvip. Sophie ishi
» You look ravishi
So ol
. d:;{;l;tg rto SKA ‘ZI:ISE)?E) I heard all about you from
for what? Dinner is dinnerxlfrvous e .a
MAURICE, Exactly.
BARBARA. Mother | e
Davib. The point is, here you are,

% :
Davip. We're too Crime-conscious.

SOPHIE. (t0 MAU. :
meshugena, RICE) Locked in my room, Like a

BARBARA. Not at all.
g/IAURICE. Oh, no.
OPHIE. Maybe if [ was | in, j
golc\){d, P A ocked in, it was for my own
AURICE. Barbara and i
thcg rer-Bromst David are so fond of you,
AVID. There’s been a wave
of mother- i
SoPHIE. Sure, (to BARBARA) Is he a dsgatchmg.
gARBARA. I told you. ;
AVID. Sophie, how about i
SOPHIE. What a face. et et
SAVID. Sophie, wine?
OPHIE. Why not i
- y not, David. How often do I go to dinner
MaAuRrIcE. Live jt up.

SOCIAL SECURITY 53

SopHIE. Live it up.
Davip. White or red, Sophie?

Sopuie. What?
BaArBARA. WHITE WINE OR RED WINE?

SopHIE. Maurice, what are you having?

Maurice. Excuse?
SopHIE. What kind of wine are you having? (fo BAR-
BARA) His hearing isn’t so good.
Davip. Amazing.
MAURICE. I am having white wine, and it is
marvelous.
SopHIE. Then that’s what I’ll have: white wine.
DAvID. (going to the bar) Done.
SopHIE. (moving closer to MAURICE) A little birdy
told me you’re pushing a hundred.
Maurice. That is an unchangeable fact.
SopHiE. I would have said ninety, tops. You look fan-
tastic.
Maurice. [ have had a very good life.
SoprHIe. That’s the secret. “It’s the circumstances, not

the years.” I read that in Modern Maturity.

MAURICE. Modern. . . ?
BARBARA. It’s for senior citizens.
SopHIE. An alte kocker magazine. But very interest-

ing. Even Barbara looks at it.
BarBArRA. What do you mean, “even Barbara?”

Davip. Honey . . .
MAURICE. I am so busy. No time for magazines.

SopHIE. You’re still working?

MAURICE. Oh, yes.
DaviID. (returning with SOPHIE’s wine) Maurice is a

painter, Sophie.
SopHiE. I know what he is. (fo MAURICE) My son-

in-law is some character, isn’t he?
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MAURICE. He is a illi
Wi g very brilliant dealer of art. As is
BARBARA. Thank you.
ISBOPHIE. I'm sure he is.
ARBARA. (f0o SOP “As i
SDAvn). Py HIE) “As is your daughter.”
OPHIE. My daughter li i
Moo ghter lives like a queen here. He must
gg:;ARA. We live well. A “queen it
. l;E. Th_at ability David has th.at’s i
orn with, am I right? ’ St
Is\’éz;t}:;RICE.S Good taste. Vision
IE. Sure. (t0 BARBA.
cogldn’t make conversation’?BARA) o i
_ BARBARA. I never sai : i
Wl 5 o r said you couldn’t make conversa-
Davip. Heavens
W powers’ no. We were counting on your con-
SOPHIE. (t0 MAURI
. . CEYM
tle discussion before you z)mi\)lle((liaughter £ i
11\34ARBARA. Mother. .
AURICE. Yes. A heart t
IS)opmrs. Exactly. iy
AVID. Might I propo.
BARBARA. Yes. ingriprin
SoPHIE. (ignorin ‘
. th
B ey g them, to MAURICE) You have a
gARBARA. _This isn’t happening!
AVID. Might I propose a toast?
ll\)/IAURICE. David? .
AVID, A toast, To thi i
ISDOPHIE. 2y this evening. To the four of us,
AVID, i
MAU:ICE;O :;1; igntz?su&d ggoc} health and creativity
E. onderful i .
together with your wonderful motl'xell‘fi e%,a;gal;e;ve e
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BarBARA. Thank you. (to no one in particular) 1 can

hear my heart beating.
SopHIE. You remind me sO mu

band.

MAURICE. Yes?

BarBarA. He doesn’t really look like Dad.

Sopuie. He was a painter, t0O. A housepainter. (@
Jook to BARBARA) 1 know that’s not the same.

MAURICE. But it’s an art.
SopHIE. But it’s an art. Bobbsy, remember what they

used to call Daddy?
BarBarA. The Rembrandt of Dinettes.
Sopuie. The Rembrandt of Dinettes—my Sid!
MauURIce. Yes? (fo DA VID) This is true?
Davip. I believe he even signed some of his dinettes.

SopHis. When Sid worked, apartments weren’t like
moldings. Sid

ch of Sid, my late hus-

they are today. They had foyers, nooks,
was so dedicated, he’d stay up all night worrying. “That
dside,” he'd say, “I don’t know

two-bedroom in Woo
whether to go with a g
Maurice. He cared.
Bareara. He really did.
h he cared, Maurice?

SopHIE. You know how muc
ut painting. During the war—some-

And not just abo

thing about Hitler being a housepainter . . .
MauURICE. Yes? Upset him?
SopHIE. Very much.
BarBARA. He had sort of a breakdown.

Davip. Took to his bed.
SopHIE. He just stopped painting. For years, wouldn’t

take a job.
MAURICE. Because of Hitler.
Sopuie. He worked for a friend, Nat Meltzer, re
Rosenberg case came along,

pairing radios. Then the
and it turned out Rosenberg was a radio repairman,

loss or a semi-gloss.”




