NT. BUD'S APARTMENT - EVENING

The living room is dark, except for a shaft of light from

the kitchen, and the glow of the colored bulbs on a small

Christmas tree in front of the phony fireplace.

Hunched up in one corner of the couch is Fran, still in her

coat and gloves, crying softly. Pacing up and down is

Sheldrake. His coat and hat are on a chair, as are several

Christmas packages. On the coffee table are an unopened

bottle of Scotch, a couple of untouched glasses, and a bowl

of melting ice.

                         SHELDRAKE

                   (stops and faces Fran)

            Come on, Fran -- don't be like that.

            You just going to sit there and

            keep bawling?

                   (no answer)

            You won't talk to me, you won't

            tell me what's wrong --

                   (a new approach)

            Look, I know you think I'm stalling

            you. But when you've been married

            to a woman for twelve years, you

            don't just sit down at the breakfast

            table and say "Pass the sugar --

            and I want a divorce." It's not

            that easy.

                   (he resumes pacing;

                   Fran continues crying)

            Anyway, this is the wrong time. The

            kids are home from school -- my in-

            laws are visiting for the

            holidays -- I can't bring it up now.

                   (stops in front of her)

            This isn't like you, Fran -- you

            were always such a good sport --

            such fun to be with --

                         FRAN

                   (through tears)

            Yeah -- that's me. The Happy

            Idiot -- a million laughs.

                         SHELDRAKE

            Well, that's more like it. At least

            you're speaking to me.

                         FRAN

            Funny thing happened to me at the

            office party today -- I ran into

            your secretary -- Miss Olsen. You

            know -- ring-a-ding-ding? I laughed

            so much I like to died.

                         SHELDRAKE

            Is that what's been bothering

            you -- Miss Olsen? That's ancient

            history.

                         FRAN

            I was never very good at history.

            Let me see -- there was Miss Olsen,

            and then there was Miss Rossi --

            no, she came before -- it was Miss

            Koch who came after Miss Olsen --

                         SHELDRAKE

            Now, Fran --

                         FRAN

            And just think -- right now there's

            some lucky girl in the building

            who's going to come after me --

                         SHELDRAKE

            Okay, okay, Fran. I deserve that.

            But just ask yourself -- why does a

            man run around with a lot of girls?

            Because he's unhappy at home --

            because he's lonely, that's why --

            all that was before you, Fran --

            I've stopped running.

Fran has taken a handkerchief out of her bag and is dabbing

her eyes.

                         FRAN

            How could I be so stupid? You'd

            think I would have learned by

            now -- when you're in love with a

            married man, you shouldn't wear

            mascara.

                         SHELDRAKE

            It's Christmas Eve, Fran -- let's

            not fight.

                         FRAN

            Merry Christmas.

She hands him a flat, wrapped package.

                         SHELDRAKE

            What is it?

He strips away the wrapping to reveal a long-playing record.

The cover reads: RICKSHAW BOY - Jimmy Lee Kiang with

Orchestra.

                         SHELDRAKE

            Oh. Our friend from the Chinese

            restaurant. Thanks, Fran. We better

            keep it here.

                         FRAN

            Yeah, we better.

                         SHELDRAKE

            I have a present for you. I didn't

            quite know what to get you --

            anyway it's a little awkward for

            me, shopping --

                   (he has taken out a

                   money clip, detaches

                   a bill)

            -- so here's a hundred dollars --

            go out and buy yourself something.

He holds the money out, but she doesn't move. Sheldrake

slips the bill into her open bag.

                         SHELDRAKE

            They have some nice alligator bags

            at Bergdorf's --

Fran gets up slowly and starts peeling off her gloves.

Sheldrake looks at her, then glances nervously at his wrist

watch.

                         SHELDRAKE

            Fran, it's a quarter to seven --

            and I mustn't miss the train -- if

            we hadn't wasted all that time -- I

            have to get home and trim the

            tree --

Fran has started to remove her coat.

                         FRAN

            Okay.

                   (shrugs the coat back on)

            I just thought as long as it was

            paid for --

                         SHELDRAKE

                   (an angry step toward her)

            Don't ever talk like that, Fran!

            Don't make yourself out to be cheap.

                         FRAN

            A hundred dollars? I wouldn't call

            that cheap. And you must be paying

            somebody something for the use of

            the apartment --

                         SHELDRAKE

                   (grabbing her arms)

            Stop that, Fran.

                         FRAN

                   (quietly)

            You'll miss your train, Jeff.

Sheldrake hurriedly puts on his hat and coat, gathers up his

packages.

                         SHELDRAKE

            Coming?

                         FRAN

            You run along -- I want to fix my

            face.

                         SHELDRAKE

                   (heading for the door)

            Don't forget to kill the lights.

            See you Monday.

                         FRAN

            Sure. Monday and Thursday -- and

            Monday again -- and Thursday

            again --

                         SHELDRAKE

                   (that stops him in

                   the half-open door)

            It won't always be like this.

                   (coming back)

            I love you, Fran.

Holding the packages to one side, he tries to kiss her on

the mouth.

                         FRAN

                   (turning her head)

            Careful -- lipstick.

He kisses her on the cheek, hurries out of the apartment,

closing the door.

