LOVELIFE (Trimark, 1997)

INTERIOR. ALAN AND MOLLY’S HOUSE – DAY

MOLLY comes into the house. where ALAN is asleep on the sofa.

MOLLY: Alan?  Alan?  Alan?  Alaaan…

She sneaks up on him and wakes him up.

M: Alan!  Hi!

ALAN: Hi.

M: So what did you think?  Did I write it well?

A: Yeah, you know, it’s um, hard – it’s a start.  It’s two pages.

M: Come on, tell me.  Really.

A: It’s hard to say.  It’s two pages.  It’s missing the, uh, middle and end.  It’s most of the beginning.  What?

M: Wouldn’t it be easier just to say you don’t like it?

A: Honey, it’s two pages!  What do you think, you’re gonna sit down the first time and write Moby Dick?

M: Well no, it’s not a novel, it’s for television.

A: Well, okay, the television equivalent of Moby Dick.  What is that, The Jeffersons?

M: You’re so funny, Alan.

A: Honey, what do you think I do all day?  Do you think I write two pages and pat myself on the back?  I mean, it – no, I’m sorry.  You know, you’re right.  Jesus.  What was I thinking?  This – you know, I think you should retire on these two pages.  Really.  Because I must have been out of my mind.  ‘Cause I think you have reached insights here that just have eluded the greatest – ah, (reading from paper) “I like being a kid.  No one expects anything of me.”  Oh boy, that just really – 

She takes the paper from him and starts to walk away.

A: What do you want me to say?  It’s two pages!  I can’t – (He starts to stand and stubs his tow on something.)  Ow!  Fuck!  Goddamnit!  Fucking lamp!

M: You okay?  You want me to get you some ice?

A: I’m fine!  It’s just like this, fucking, like knitting needles, and just like, you stub your toe on everything around, it’s like a little household, a household mine field of household disasters!  I should walk around on stilts in this place, really, it’s like this fucking pigsty, lookit – 

She starts to gather up the mess.

A: Leave it there, it’s my shirt.  I’ll pick it up.

M: Oh, it’s just a few things.

A: Yeah, it’s my mess.  Don’t pick it up!  They’re mine!  You don’t have to pick it up!  You don’t have to clean up!

M: I’m putting ‘em in the hamper, okay?

A: Well, don’t put ‘em in the fucking hamper!  Jesus Christ, listen to me.  No, don’t listen to me!  I – Why do you put up with me?  Jesus Christ!  I lecture you on your writing, like, I mean, what do I know?  I mean, I can’t con anyone into publishing my stuff!  I come home late, I don’t call you – this place is a fucking pigsty and it’s my fault!  It’s my mess!  And you clean it up!

M: It’s not that bad.

A: I mean, everything is my fucking fault!  Why don’t you get angry at me?  Really!  Why don’t you just tell me, Alan, you are a real prick, you know that?

M: Because you’re not!  You’re – why would I say that?

A: I am a prick, you know that.

M: I wish you’d stop saying that.

A: You know, sometimes I wonder what it would take for you to get angry at me?  Really.  What it would take for you to say Alan, you are a real prick.  I mean, if there is such a thing.  If there is such an act that could be perpetrated – 

M: Alan, do me a favor and tell me what it is you’ve done.

A: Done?  No, I, I haven’t – 

M: Tell me!

A: Okay.  Okay.  I met someone.  You know, someone else.  I don’t want you to think it’s you.  It’s not, you know, some shortcoming in you – Goddamn toe!  Why do you want to marry me?  Why do you think I’d be better at marriage than I am at anything else in my life?  Oh, Jesus Christ, I, I feel nothing but full of these horrible clichés right now.

M: And what a crime to be unoriginal.  Right, Alan?

A: Look, I don’t want you to worry.  I’ll move out, I want you to keep the house, we’re paid up through the end of the month, and I’ll, I’ll get out.  You know, I’ll steer clear.

M: I’ll have a place by morning.  I’ll have a great fucking place.

