GEORGE & CHARLOTTE

START

(The massage continues. GEORGE is relaxing.
He’s almost asleep.)

CHARLOTTE. George?

GEORGE. Hm?

CHARLOTTE. Can I ask you a question?

GEORGE. Mm.

CHARLOTTE. Did you sleep with Eileen?

GEORGE. (Sitting wp with a start.) Charlotte! How can you
say such a thing?!

CHARLOTTE. I've seen how you look at her.
GEORGE. She’s a pretty girl. I'm not dead.

CHARLOTTE. Not yet. I know exactly when it happened,
George. We were in the middle of that terrible fight.

GEORGE. And whose fault was that?

CHARLOTTE. It was your fault, dear. You called me the
world’s oldest living ingenue.

GEORGE. I merely mentioned that a woman in her fifties
should not try to play Saint Joan. It’s like watching
Eleanor Roosevelt play Peter Pan.

CHARLOTTE. I happen to admire Eleanor Roosevelt.

GEORGE. So do I, but I don’t want to watch her fly out the
window.

CHARLOTTE. You're changing the subject.
GEORGE. For heaven’s sake, Eileen barely knows I exist.

CHARLOTTE. Oh, please. When you walk into the room she
starts to glow. I could use her for a reading lamp.

GEORGE. You are off your rocker. It’s extraordinary. It is
unkind.

" CHARLOTTE. George, I don’t mind as long as you tell me

the truth! Did you sleep with her or didn’t you?! Yes or
no?!
GEORGE. ... Nol!! All right?! The answer is no!!
CHARLOTTE. (Skeptically.) Really?
GEORGE. O, it’s killing you about the film, isn’t it.
CHARLOTTE. Don’t be gilly, that has nothing to do with it.

GEORGE. Scarlet Pimpernel, Scarlet Pimpernel.

CHARLOTTE. Oh, stop it.

GEORGE. Greer Garson!

CHARLOTTE. Don’t be an idiot!

GEORGE. I'm sure it’s slaying you to be stuck out here
in Siberia while Miss Garson swans around the set in
Hollywood like the Queen of Sheba.

CHARLOTTE. George—

GEORGE. I'm sure you had fantastical visions of being
slobbered over by a legion of toadies, having your ears
powdered.

CHARLOTTE. All right, George, I'm sorry!

GEORGE. (The injured husband.) Well it’s too late now, isn’t it?!
You have hurt my feelings! END

(GEORGE turns away and sits down, rolling his

eyes, thinking that she can’t see him.)

CHARLOYJE. ...I saw that.
GEORGE. Saw what?
CHARLOTTE. You_big faker.
GEORGE. I don’t kiqw what you’re talking about.
(CHARLOTTE 3i¢s on GEORGE’s lap and starts to
tickle him.)
CHARLOTTE. Faker, faker, fakex, faker...
GEORGE. (Laughing, overlapping. NStop it! Charlotte! I'm
warning you—!
(And EILEEN walks in from the stregf. She’s young
and very beautiful. They see her and sivg cold.)
Eileen!
CHARLOTTE. Good morning.

(Beat. EILEEN bursts into tears and runs across
the room and out the door to the dressing rooms.)

GEORGE. Eileen! Wait! Eileen!



