California Suite
A COMEDY IN TWO ACTS
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SCENE THREE!: Visitors from Chicago 1
It is a Sunday afternoon, about four o’clock—the Fourth pk
of July, as a matter of fact. Roth rooms are bright and sunn-,

STFI ‘a8 The front door opens, 2nd MORT ‘and BETH HOLLENDER |
r¥ enter. They are in tennis clothes, a bit sweaty. MORT carries ul
two tennis rackets and a can of balls—but mostly be carrie; ’ E

B

EJ(-‘ﬂq'Q‘G—m&:’m. She has ber arm around bis shoulder; be bas bis ars
Tt QE.E around ber waist. She is bobbling o7 one foot and in enorrmon. y
pain—she has obviously injured ber ankle or foot. :

morT Easy ... Easy, nOW . -~
| o 3

BETH ,/Km/’gl\lp‘pfhg’/lra‘m,,t'ew’ﬂgw/Oﬁ‘ pUt dQW‘:'E {hﬁ:

tennis balls—who needs used tennis balls? § got a
- P

broken foot.

vort (He drops the balls from bis left band, which was
around her waist) 1t's not broken Aflirwig\broken

/Lyﬁw\fb@a‘lmm/rﬂ
BETHW@WW I'm tel\ing you, it feels

broken. It's my foot, isn’t it? Put me down in here

MorT Which-chair-would-you like?
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Wﬁf—e you getung upset for:
se—you-ask—me such—stup); |
/\B/eegu o ks Sy Stupnd questions

_ ' :--__ . | |
The sofa; alheight?~(tle-beads ber for the nearest-chgis)
7.0 udi ﬁ_
. (fr,'fg\mﬂmse\_ber nto the chatr) I'm trying .
MOL

put the goddamn rackets down!
H
pel ,
: Sorry! ['m sorry.
MOR (He drops the rackets, still bolding her in o )q Ifstand

iﬂg'b"/f sitting position)

ne lowers berself into the chair)  Oh, shit . o

) ,
gTH ( _ : :
B hit shit shit shit’

ORT Nods sympatbetically) It really hurts, heh:

When have you heard me say shit five timeg

BETH

g7 Forty’

(MORT Sstarts for the batbroom)

wort The thing that kills me 1s that they saw your
shoelaces were untied. That’s why they kept lob-

bing over your head.

seTH ook at that ankle-puffup. It's-the size-of a
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MORT (In the bathroom) And they justkept lobbing

/-bau,wf\md——lob lob lob, the sor:

bitches.

sern When I fell, I heard something go snap. [ 5.
to myself, “Please God, let it be my brassiere "

MORT (Comes out with water and aspirins) That wasn'
tennis out there, that was war/ They only hit it 1o
you when the sun was in your eyes, and they only
hit it to me when my shorts were slipping dou.‘n:

BeTH WIill you get the doctor?

MORT (Angry and frustrated) Who? 1 don’t know any
doctors in Los Angeles. '

BETH Look in the Yellow Pages under orthopedic.

MOR* ~ ST a2

AONIRARE AN OHSE

h? You-expectadacter

o rouxth?
BETH \ Mert, 4t's gexung-excrucrating! If you can't get
a doctor, call a druggist . . . I'll take a laundry man,

a delivery boy, just get somebody, please!

MORT (Thumbs tbrougb the phone book with irritation)

O0P-10D 10D C ons-of-hi 4 (Hestopsata
page, runs /m Sfinger down 1t) All rlght here's the or-

thopedics . . . Abel, Abernathy, Abromowitz, Bar-
nard, Benson, Berkowitz . . . Pick one.

BETH None of them sound good.
Q2
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what’s wrong with Brunckhorse:

(He picks up the phone)

ok Nuick, cover the phone, here CW“’
’ J' o

Mymonrh&WKhWF thefront_desl
pteases

¢/

i)

'

... IO QPETate itwds my-wate . . . Hello
. This is Mr. Hollender in 203 . . . My wife just
had an accident on the tennis court. She thinks
her foot might be broken. Can you possibly get
us a doctor? . . . Would you? . . . Oh, thank you

very much. (He bhangs up) He'll have someone
call.

ie7H,__Youshouldtave told-them-what%md-ofa doc-

MORT
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WW(Tbe pbone rmgs) Hello’ "ud

denly bis tone turns icy) Yes . . How is she:
. How do you think she 159

BetH Who i1s 1t?

MORT (With bis band over the mouthpiece) 1t’s them—the

“Lobbers” (Into the pbone) ,Her/fom\ma,ybe bvé

to know what they can do . . . (Back into the phone)
['ll tell you what you can do—
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- Are you crazy? Those are our best friends

gET
JORT [ said 1'd pay for the balls, didn’s 2

; The four of us never should have taken 1 Vaea
.o together . .. There-was-trouble-from ¢hsc...

Aia‘.}\

. " - . : hws : s . . 2
1E Re-said he'd

= § - e S ,
Is;-Lkr ~WEre1n Torie,

\j

- [ will never travel with them again. Erght pieces

of luggage for two skinny people? What have they
got in there?

e Where?
_yert—Tn_the-tuggage.

seri Her make-up. Every new perfume that comes

out, she’s got 1t—=Bab€, i€, " Huarold
;7 whatever \_/ (There is a knock on the door)
| e JOULt W

lIn-cfeam. ¢
(He opens the door. STU and GERT FRANKLYN stand
there. She 1s 1n a white tennis dress; be 15 in a yellow
warm-up sust. Each carries a racker. GERT also bas

a bottle of skin lotion. sTU bas a can of tennis
balls)

te V

-

u‘

)Y \

6
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4

cerr My God inful? (Goes to touch ir) ¢y,

what happened? We thought iy .
| Is it very pail |

)

t! | yell shit when you do thﬁti

/IS,' 10 MORT) Here! Thl‘i 1S ﬂ~
.. You want me to take the
MORT turns away from bim in ang;

you called a doctor? (No respgyg,.
doctor?

3E 16 &
y ’ | ’
she have ice e o
GERT (10 MORT) Shouldn't : : on that leg,
Mort> (He won't answer) Mort? . . . Should we g,
some ice’

stu (T0 MORT) Gert's talking to you. What the hejs

wrong with you?

MorT (Turns, hands on bips, takes a deep breath) [y,
sorry, Stu. I'm very upset-Beth's-foot-may be-byy:

eR—NTY-temper B¢ vest of-me. [Nordered some
“1ee—okay?
stu | understand.

MorT It's been a rough three weeks. After-a-while,

su startto get on—each othrer’s nerves, you know?

STU Sure.
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1V What are you, crazy:
for? It wasn’t our fault.

agTH (Closes ber eyes in pain) Could
this in the bedroom. I need this

- Ob . .. defecation!

you all please ¢,
room to vyel} i

stu (Starts towards BETH) Can [ look at it

MmorT (To sTU)  You touch her foot, and they ship you
back to Chicago on Air Freight.

stu (Backs away) Don’t threaten me. I've taken

enough crap from you these last few weeks—don’t
you threaten me.

MorT Ohh, 1t’s coming out now. Now _wetea_all
-Mzﬂbomgﬁ?\{t\smed\mmhpm
got the room-with the-view in-Henotuty,. and-you
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California Suite’ by Neil Simon



I'll get you the towel myself.
(She goes into the bathroom)

(sTU rushes over and throws ber other arm around p;

neck )

stu All right, honey, just-put-all your weight on us,
Here-we go. One-two-three . . .

(stu and MORT pull in opposite directions)

BETH Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus, that hurts.

stu__Don’t stepdowm-emit.

08
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AR Y .
. aoant Mt

.o-.»”"

oRT (A5 they make beadway towards 4, )7,

, ) Agg
you»beﬂwmf)’- (YEIIS Out) ‘Wherevs fht\ Pi?;;

rowel, for chrissakes?

vorT What is it?> What happened:

Gert (Coming out) 1 broke a bottle of perfume, 'y
awfully sorry.

(They all bump into the door frame)

seTH My “Bal de Versailles? My duty-free ninety-
dollar “Bal de Versailles”? (The men get in ber way as
all three try to get through the connecting door) Merme

£ . F » » -
. -
vA® 5 . o & ‘ - .
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CALIFORNIA SUITE

: —Hreakl erf |
worr_ Of all-the seupd<ass™ eaking perfume Jq,

- 1 ' She didn’
stu [t was an accident, W}é& e didn't ¢,
it on purpose.
(In bis anger he

wall)

morT That's right. So

Jets BETH £0. She grapples wit) th

far we got two accidents ;-

stu  We'll pay for the perfume. I owe you nipe::

dollars, all right?

BETH an-W€e _aC
get me on the bed, please.
(They resume carrying her to the bed)

cerT Beth, be careful when you walk 1n the bath-
~oom. There’s broken glass on the floor.

BETH [I'm glad you told me. [ was gOing tc walk 1N

there a lot today.
(GERT goes back into the bathroom for the cold towe!

They are near the bed with BETH)
morT All right, let’s get her down gently.

BETH Yes. Please do it gently.

GERT (From inside the bathroom) Dammit to hell
(She comes out bolding ber finger in a face towel)

Have you got a Band-Aid? I cut my finger on the
glass.
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> )
e In a minute, Gert. Let’s take PNe casualty g, ,

tyme- .
(GERT goes back into the bathroom)

All right A~ . h_ma,y'*(‘-“f?(, T
a4 ,\;\‘

1.do, de U‘t“sm:px:'rS‘e"ﬁl”“e:\Te’N

s’

2 F 3ACKWAI USv >} her - "‘-‘Il,ib‘lekwa/rds
(MORT-nd STU turn-around with ppry g that they
all bave-their baeksTo~the bed)

stu  All right, when [ say three, we sit on the bod
Ready, now: One . . . two . .

peTH Me too?

stu  Certainly you too! Who do you think we're do.
ing 1t for?

MORT (To sTu) That’s right, yell at her. Why don't
you push her?

sTU Can we get this over with? . . . Ready, now: One
CEWO e

0]

California Suite’ by Neil Simon



stu  What? What 15 1t? What bappened? .
(GERT comes 0ut of the bathroom staggering, holdin.,

the back of ber head)
.1 banged my head on the medicipe

seru First me, then Gert! [ was first!

SR VEpm—— T} (The three of them fal;

backwards onto the bed in their attempt to sit. BETH
screams out in pain. Then STU gets up and rushes around
to GERT on the floor as MORT attempls 10 straighten BETH

out on the bed)

sTU (Picking up GERT s bead) She’s out like a light! Get

me a cold wet towel—hurry’
(GERT moans, opens ber eyes)

cert Ohhhh ... Stu... Did I pass out?

stu Just for a second, hon. Where 1s it? Where did
you hit 1t?

GerT | had my head down in the sink. I was trying
to rush with the towel, and I stood up too quickly
... I think 1t’s a concussion.
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your head. (70 MorT) Wil| YOou get me 4 wet;

onto :
owel, for chrissakes!

(MORT rushes into the bathroom)

i (Lying flat on the bed) She should have a doctor
Mort, give herseour=doctorsw s Get her Brunck;

horst.

«tu Idon't think so, honey. I don’t think you should

be moved.
(MORT comes out of the bathroom with two wet tow-

els. He 1s limping)

vorT (Hands stu a towel) Here! A piece of glass went
through my goddamn sneakers—I hope you're sat-
isfied. (He crosses to BETH and puts the wet towel on her
ankle) Does that hurt?

BETH No, because it’s on the wrong ankle.
(He changes 1t to the other ankle. She winces in pain)
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CALIFORNIA SUITE

p me up-: The floor is cold. I feel chilly

) (Give mE€ d hand. [.et’s put her on the

ert 1 bled on the carpet. [ got blood on the carpey

Stu.

stu I'm paying for 1t don’t worry about it. (mogp-
comes around to GERT s feet) All right, grab her feer_

and don’t lift until [ tell you.

ORT o"'(/.‘ dowun 10 pL berfe

__dalcaral in_here.

stu- All right, one ... . EWO - three, lift! (They by
lift her up and start t0 CarTy ber towards the bed) Easy.

easy! All right, put her down ger.ltly..
(They put ber down on the bed, jostling BETH in th.

G

=SUS, 1t kﬁg(a

L-ever_took—1A._my

MOT .e.---' :

sTU (Angrily to MORT, taking out bis wallet) All right,
let’s settle our accounts, I want to get outta here!

morT Forget it. I don’t want your money~Xeep your
lov 1€ Tobimos—towards the charr) T think:

e hOne.

stu I'm paying for everything, you understand? |
want an itemized list: the perfume, the blood on the

carpet, the tennis balls I'm shoving up my ass—
everything! And~then 1wz acerptforT
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Hey, hey. Calmdown. Take it easy bet's o

O 101

You call this a vacation? | had 2 better V

sTV d my hernia o | L
Jhen | ha. my peration . .. I'm sjck of your

face. LrS1er O SPETHISE MECORTTiRars. Afterthree

\oks MYy €1otNes: 28 shum.
gof- I'm sick of your breakfasts. I'm sjck of youlr
lightly buttered rye toast and eggs over lightly ey.-
ery goddamned morning. Would it kill yoy to have
, waffle once in a while? One stinkin’ litt]e waffle for

my Sake?

qort What are you, crazy? We got two invalids in
bed and you're talking about waffles:

aqu We did everything you wanted. You made 4] the

morT\_Hey,-hey; wait_a_minute. Your-wife beught
too. Whatabout apairef Africanearrin gsthat hang

~down to her navel?

sTu A year | planned for this vacation. You know
what I got to show for it? Two purple Hawaiian

10§
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('ALIFORNIA SUITE

h(‘:m On}: cnﬂff/lnorm,

wagad N HoanUlU'Wh'lc five ! ChJDf:SC tarlors Mes.
Fnt'dOlm{Oﬂ{K)ng

surcd xouiut
hc/box [.spent half an ﬁfterm

that-fell apart-imt
on_Fisherman's~W harf watching 2 near-sig} o

wfmmlwmkuhmg a_charcoal p,
;wf’\ouhzﬁ"ok&_hkc’ CharlesLaughton ;

had cnough' [ want to go home! I’'m a nervous wre.
| need a vacation.

, .
MORT Come on, Buddy, PAl-getyoua deink—H.

about_a Pl sPunch?

SW—PMPWPUW}]

T3 tOO'el(I.

shirts for my ki
ans wouldn’t wear t

y()u AV. .t‘

Y

) BAF e -
ey again, -

p .

don’t we just shake hands and forge:

cerT Shake his hand, Stu. Please
(Leans over on BETH )

BeTH You're on my leg—

GerT Sorry. I'm sorry.
MORT (Yells at cert) Watch what you're doing, you
idiot! o

sTU (Gets up, slightly crazed) Take that back! [ wantan
apology. Either you apologize to my wife for calling

106:
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v (Through crazed, gritted teeth)

. -
. . &
- -

et Someone’ll get hurt and fall op me.

STU rRreerss

MORT (Still backing away ) I’ll punch you With my ﬁst
Stu. |

stu Four...

MorT ['m talking about a closed hard fist, no open
hands.

STU  Are you going to apologize before I say five
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- 1 You afraid to say 1t? I'll say it £,
MORT S:.ly it! Say 1 it all right? FIVE!

grabs STU around the bead 4,
o g hammerlock bold)

MORT (Squeezing bis eck) Drop it! Drop the racke

stu (A squeaky, 817/ess voice) Nemmer...nemmer,

morT ['ll turn you blue' Wfbh&e
dy&u/H‘e./thLor/d&Lk/”
stu (Flatling bis arms belplessly)
you!

. get out of bed) Leave him alope

BETH (Grabs ber to restrain her) Let them kill eaci,
other, we have to take care of ourselves . . .

(The two women tussle on the bed as MORT hegy s

vowards the living room With STU'S bead clampe,

under his arm)

MORT You want to play? All right, let’s play in the

bathroom. JLU,,SQQJNW ce little game inthe

_bathroommcalled\"K iltyourfriend ™
(And the two of them scuffle into the bathroom; now

they are both out of view. GERT 4nd BETH 5top strug-
ghng)
GerT (Crying) He'll kill him! I'll be on the plane with
a dead husband, God help me!
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ﬂﬁﬂ'
| ha

of glflff and an awful mogn, oy |
bamvcly — v, batbroom d - ' .
comes out staggering, holding bo .

1S 7o

e (Hoarsely) He kicked me Oh

lace he kncked 2Ll Consn,, |

(L
P

over bis mouth)

qu (Mumbles) Get a dentist! Look
gonna lose some teeth PeeRtis
. ’ m

GerT | don’t believe what’s going o
at's
b going on here . . . It’s like

109
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sTU (Starts to cry) Jesus - - -
~rving about’ H Jcould it o,

vorRT What are Yo
. > SAIF ACE.

leg ek youts
cts poised) ~You want more? Come g,
srniScandsupif SO se. I'll take you all on!

Come on, all of you
> Stop it! Stop it: Everybody.

Y

0%,

GERT Are you Crazy

(GERT falls back on the char, .and MORT falls on i
of ber. sTU falls on the bed, right on BETH 5 bad ;.
BETH pounds ber fist 07 the bed. There s @ Jong sile;

4 very long silence as all four lie there qui:.;.
in pain. Then the sobbing subsides, and we just h:
them sigh and breathe)

vorT What was that doctor’s name? | think mayh-

‘we should all see him.
seru Did he kick you hard, Mort:

vorT Listen, where he kicked me, even easy would

hurt.

stu (On the floor) 1 still have a few good teeth left. '}
bite your goddamn leg off unless you apologize
Gert for calling her a moron.

MORT (On the floor, facing away from bym) 1 didn’t cal
her a moron. I called her an 1diot. (Suddenly stu /ess
out a war cry and lunges for MORT s leg. He grabs it and
bites into his calf. MORT screams in pain) Oh, Jesus! Oh,
God, get him off me.

(STU holds on tenaciously)

I10
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You crazy bastard!

(He throws STU to the ground and Ju
him, straddling bim)

woRT
mps on fop of

grugeiits

sTU

vorT (To sTu) All right. Now, nobody is leaving this

room until we all make up with each other. We
3-and we-re leavi

rou~Qastarda’

v
.,‘ Sh =W
o ~ ‘."

)

’ -

(He chokes bim)

“AC

GErT Make up with him, Stu. It’s the only chance we
have.

nakeup .

I11
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rmpAaced JdP< %S'e/I'C\Sta\LLT&‘;%,;_

(ng.

_Let\me .

MorT And you wa
next year!

ot to take another vacation with

stu Crack my ribs! Crush me! I won’t say that!

(The curtain starts 10 fall)

MORT, BETH and GERT Say it! Say 1t! Say it!
TP(Q{Q
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