



























































46 ORPHANS
(HAROLD enters from the kitchen.)

Harorp. Treat, I didn’t hear you come in. How’s
everything?

TrEAT. Everything’s fine.

HaroLp. Did you have a good day?

TreAT. I had a fabulous day! What are you drinking,
Harold? (TREAT is at the side table with the liquor.)

Harorp. I’'m having bourbon and water.

TREAT. (mixing) Bourbon and water coming up!

Harorp. Only constant thing in my life, Treat. Every-
thing else is in flux, the whole goddamn universe is in
flux except for this one constant . . . whenever liquor
makes an appearance you can bet your bottom dollar,
old Harold is sure to order bourbon and water.

TREAT. (stirring drink) That’s good to know.

Harorp. These are the facts of life, Treat, memorize
them.

TreAaT. They’re memorized! (TREAT offers HAR-

OLD his drink and takes his own. HAROLD sits on the
couch.) Wadaya think of this fit, Harold?

HaroLp. It’s a perfect fit.

TREAT. It ain’t too tight in the crotch?

Harorp. The crotch is fine.

TrEAT. You like this suit as much as you like the beige
one?

HaroLp. I like it even more.

TreaT. No kidding! Even more than the beige! (ad-
miring himself in mirror) I'll tell you something, Harold,
I can really get into this shit! You don’t mind if I hold
on to your American Express Card a few more days?

HaroLD. Be my guest. (TREAT holds up the Ameri-

can Express card.)
TreAT. This little bastard is changing my life! The
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reason I wanna hold on to it, Harold, is I seen this real
sharp navy blue suit in the window at Bonwit’s. I realize
I got the beige suit and this here baby, plus a few sport
jackets and slacks, but there are seven days in the week,
Harold, seven fucking days!

HaroLp. And on the seventh day we rest, Treat.

TrEAT. I don’t mind resting, Harold, as long as I'm
resting in one of these here Pierre Cardin suits.

HAroLD. You're developing a sense of style, Treat,
thatfs fine . . . but remember, please, everything in mod-
eration.

TREAT. I don’t know much about moderation, Harold.

Harorp. I can see that, Treat. Did you pick up my
paper?

TREAT. I sure did, Harold. I stopped off at the out-of-
town newsstand.

HARoLD. Let’s have it. (TREAT hands the paper to
HAROLD. He opens it.) | appreciate that, Treat. [ have
a terrible nostalgia for Chicago. (HAROLD takes out a
Tiparillo. TREAT lights it. TREAT sits on the other
end of the couch and takes out his own Tiparillo. They
both sit in the same position, smoking.)

TreAT. You know, Harold, it’s a real pleasure picking
up your Chicago Tribune and mixing you them bourbon
and waters, but when are you gonna send me out on a
real assignment?

HaroLp. Whenever you're ready, Treat.

TreAT. I'm ready, Harold. I've taken good care of
you, haven’t I?

HAroLD. I have no complaints.

TREAT. Nobody’s laid a hand on you, have they?

HaroLb. Nobody.

TREAT. Not even a finger.

HaroLp. Not a finger.
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