like to know? Of all the blessings ever bestowed on the brow
of \uffering mankind, Room Service has been the greatest . . .

you re¥ on to bring up your dinner? Room Service! When you
have a t\gperature of 103 and your bones ache with the virus,
who is theMg to succor you in your hour of need? Room Service!
Don’t talk tiNt way to me—you can attack my taste, my judg-
ment, even my\poor little talent—but don’t ever attack Room
Service!

NELL. Very touchWg—but we’re staying out here just the same.
| know why you waN to move back to New York—so you can
split your time betwedy Lindy’s, Sardi’s, Old Vienna, and the
Pavillon
ELLIOTT. Stop, my darli you don’t know what you’re say-
ing ——

N%LL. (Goes to bim tenderly\ It’s for you, Elliott, you know
that. You admit yourself you wa¥Ng your time eating and talking
when you should be working—an\J don’t like to mention this
delicate subject . . . (She pats his mRddle gently.) but we both
know . . .

ELLIOTT. (Sighs.) Yes, yes—like Oscar \ilde, temptation is the
only thing I can’t resist.

NELL. How’s the script coming? How many
ELLIOTT. Half a page.

NELL. Half a page.

ELLIOTT. I can’t concentrate.

bends over typewriter, fingers ready. Changes bis mind, geNup.
and spins chair around to make it bigber. Sits down again, Wgd
like a piano virtuoso at the keyboard before playing, rubs b
bands, bis fingers—Dblows on them a little—and finally bits one

MRS. CHANDLE-R,. (C.oming through Tlrencb windows.) Hello
there! _

ELLIOTT. Come in, Mrs. Chandler. (Quickly closes den door.)
MRS. CHANDLER. | have some wonderful news for you.
ELLIOTT. Somebody wants to buy the house?

MRS. CHANDLER. Yes. The Mac Gruders!
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ELLIOTT. Who?

MRS. CHANDLER. You don’t know Jonathan MacGruder?!!
ELLIOTT. I’'m ashamed . . . but I don’t.

MRS. CHANDLER. Hc’s just one of the biggest gas station mag-
nates in Nassau County. Owns dozens and dozens of them. . . .
ELLIOTT. Oh . . . those MacGruders. . . .

MRS. CHANDLER. Charming man. . . . His wife drinks (poor
dear), and they’re looking for a little house like this where her
nurse can take care of her . . . unobtrusively . . .

ELLIOTT. Yes—well—Im afraid we can’t do anything about it
now, Mrs. Chandler. My wife is more determined than ever not
to sell—so Mrs. MacGruder will have to find another place to do
her drinking.

MRS. CHANDLER. You can’t pass up a chance like this
MacGruder’s got all the money on Long Island! He’ll go for fifty
—fifty-five thousand without batting an eye.

ELLIOTT. Fifty-five.

MRS. CHANDLER. Certainly! And where do you think we’ll get
another sucker like him so fast?

ELLIOTT. That’s so true—where will we?

MRS. CHANDLER. Did you do what I told you to do?

ELLIOTT. Yes, yes—I feel like a criminal. The water heater has
broken down three times, there’s a leak in the attic, and the
garbage disposal hasn’t worked in a week—I've dropped whole
oranges into the plumbing, I've sabotaged the living heart out of
this house, and she refuses to be discouraged ! Just calls up
the plumber to fix it—I can’t keep it up—I feel like a criminal,
Mrs. Chandler—a criminal, 1 tell you!

MRS. CHANDLER. Nonsense, Mr. Nash—you’re just a normal
husband, fighting for his virility against a typical emasculating
American woman
ELLIOTT. (Breaks in.) 1 am not! I love my wife! She’s the finest,
dearest, sweetest, most thoughtful (Nell bas come into the
room from the passage D. L., wearing a batbrobe, shower cap, and
slippers—and listens to this, startled.)

NELL. Elliott, darling! In front of Mrs. Chandler—really!
ELLIOTT. (Whirls guiltily.) Darling, I tell everybody how much
I love you—it’s—it’s a phobia!

NELL. (Laugbs.) A mania, not a phobia, darling.—Hello, Mrs.
Chandler. And what can be on the agenda for today, | wonder?
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MRS. CHANDLER. (&asily.) Oh, nothing . . . nothing at all—
I just dropped by to see how you two were enjoying the house
NELL. (Firmly.) We’re adoring it, aren’t we, Elliott? (She looks
at him, almost accusingly.)

ELLIOTT. Adoring it
NELL. (To Mrs. Chandler.) And, I thought you said everything
had been completely renovated a year before we bought it?
MRS. CHANDLER. That’s right—I showed you the bills.

NELL. Well, everything’s gone to hell on wheels fast. The roof
leaks, the water heater broke down, and now the plumbing has
gone out. (Elliott smiles regretfully at ber and shakes his bead
sadly.) 1 was taking a shower when suddenly everything gurgled
to a halt and the throne practically erupted like Vesuvius!
ELLIOTT. Really? Now what do you suppose could have possibly
caused such a thing? (Nell looks from one to the other sus-
piciously—intuitively, she suspects.)

NELL. I don’t know, but there are too damn many things going
on here—call the plumber, will you, Elliott>—Excuse me, Mrs.
Chandler. (Nell exits p. L. Elliott looks at Mrs. Chandler guiltily.)
ELLIOTT. She suspects! She may even know! Don’t come here
again, Mrs. Chandler. I'll come to your office.

MRS, CHANDLER. My God, Mr. Nash. She’s really got you
bulldozed, hasn’t she? Well, I'll try to keep MacGruder hot—you
keep on hacking away at this house—get to work on the fuses—
try to louse up the electricity or something. (She goes out French
window.)

ELLIOTT. Pll call you. (Elliott goes to typewriter and starts peck-
at keys at random. Matilda comes i from front door, carry-
of groceries.) What’s in the bag?

Y our dinner—celery, carrots, lamb chops, rye crisp,
and a lovely gMwgfruit. (At every word, Elliott droops a little
lower. Matilda exits itchen, he reaches for phone and dials.)
ELLIOTT. Hello? Is this&ghers? This is Elliott Nash. I'd like
to order a very large tureen o e de foie gras with truffles—
imported—from Strasbourg—and o ottle of Chateau 1947
vintage. Send it over to Mr. Harlow Edis®wgnd tell him to hold
it for me. Right away, it’s an emergency. Than u. (He bangs
up, and takes a letter opener from the desk. Cross the bar
and pulls back the lower picture, revealing a safe. Opens
and reaches inside and brings out a salami wrapped in alumin
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ol Culs a slice, gets two biscuits from box also in safe, replaces
Nuni, closes safe, and replaces picture. Makes a sandwich but as
about to take a bite, the doorbell rings. He burries back to
k. putting bis sandwich in the drawer. At the second door-
Nell enters from the den.)

NELI alling.) Matilda? . . . Isn’t anyone going to answer
the door?

FILIOTT. Wu told me to concentrate. (Nell comes back, very
exvaitedly, with\elegram in band.)

NELL. Elliott! T is it! I've got it! I've got it!

HTIOTT. You g\ what, darling? (Nell goes to hall and comes
Iack with package sh\brought in and left there before.)

NELT. Wait! Il shoMyyou! (She runs off as Elliott stares after

her then looks back a

parckage and sets it down
junt wait! (She unwraps

heantiful 2!

FEEIONT. Yes—what is it?

NIt A Gazebo!

FITTOTT. A what?

NITL. A Gazebo.

1 1TIOTT. Oh, a Gazebo.

NULI.. This is just the model—the real th

feet high and fourteen feet around

111 1OTT. Oh, what does it do?

NELIL. Nothing. It’s a sun house. I put in a bid

anction was held today, and my bid won. Imagine

t111OTT. Wait a minute—wait a minute—what a

about? Start from the beginning.

NEILL. Sarah Wilson knew this woman—a charming ol

hone anxiously. Nell returns with the
the table proudly.) Wait’ll you see it
e model of the Gazebo) Isn’t it

o | bought is about 18

dicd they were selling off her estate and nobody wante

Cazebo
FLLIOTT. (Murinurs.) Nobody but my wife
NELL. (Jgnores this)) So [ stole it for five hundred dollars an
'~ coming from Connecticut tomorrow on a van
I'T.LIOTT. You stole it for what ——?2 Well, you go right back
.nd give them another five hundred dollars before the news gets
wround and we’re disgraced.
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