
ROBERT: I think they’re going to hurt themselves.

JOANNE: What if their mothers came in and saw them up there doing that. Think of their poor 
mothers. He’s embarrassing.

ROBERT: Anyway, those people that laugh and carry on and dance like that – they’re not happy.

JOANNE (Yelling in Larry’s direction): Think of your poor mother!

ROBERT: He’s not what you’d call self-conscious.

JOANNE: He’s not what you’d call! Big show-off. It really shocks me to see a grown man dance
like that! I am shocked, you hear, shocked! Where was I? Oh – my first husband. He is so 
difficult to remember. Even when you’re with him. We got married here in New York. I was just
out of college. See. He was here on some business deal, but he owned a big meat-packing 
company in Chicago. Attractive? Well, we lived in New York for almost a year and then one day
he had to go back to Chicago. And you know, he was actually surprised when I told him I would 
just wait here for him. I mean, I still really don’t know quite where Chicago is. It’s over there 
somewhere. (She points front) He said he didn’t really plan to come back… so I knew we were 
in a tiny dilemma – or at least he was. I was still too young. But I was old enough to know where
I was living, and I had no intention of leaving New York. I have never left New York. Never 
have, never will. And least of all would I ever want to go to a place where they actually feel 
honored being called “hog butchers to the world.” They’re proud of that! I said, “Kiss off, 
Rodney,” but I said it nicer. Well, we got a divorce. A divorce. Huh! One word means all of that.
(Calling to a passing waiter) Another drink, guy… sir. OH, SIR!

(The waiter ignores her. The dance ends; Larry and the patron say goodbye and he crosses to 
Joanne)

LARRY: Whew!

JOANNE (Looking up at him and away): We already gave.

LARRY: You all had a few while I was dancing, huh?

JOANNE: Larry, what the hell was all that carrying on? What was that? Shocking.

LARRY: I asked you to dance.

JOANNE: I only dance when you can touch. I don’t think standing bumping around and making 
an ass out of oneself is a dance. I find it unbelievably humiliating watching my ownb husband 
flouncing around the dance floor, jerking and sashaying all over the place like Ann Miller. Take 
off the red shoes, Larry. Off. (The waiter enters again) SIR. TWO MORE BOURBONS AND A 
VODKA STINGER! SIR! (To Larry and Robert) Do you know that we are suddenly at an age 
where we find ourselves too young for the old people and too old for the young ones. We’re 
nowhere. I think we better drink to us. To us – the generation gap. (She yells at the other women 
sitting in the club) WE ARE THE GENERATION GAP! (To Larry and Robert) Are they staring 
at me? Let ‘em stare – let ‘em, those broads. What else have they got to do – all dressed up with 
no place to go.
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LARRY: What time is it?

JOANNE: In real life? Will somebody get us another drink! I would like a cigarette, Larry. 
Remember when everyone used to smoke? Here, Rob! Smoke!

ROBERT: No, thank you.

LARRY: Joanne, honey, c’mon – he doesn’t.

JOANNE (She lights a cigarette, inhales deeply, exhales): That’s the best. Better than Prozac. 
Smoking may be the only thing that separates us form the lower forms.

LARRY: You wanna split?

JOANNE: Of what?

LARRY (To Robert): See, everyday Joanne tests me to see if I’ll go away. Twice a year my wife
here packs up to leave so I’ll ask her to stay. My mother was a very difficult woman… and my 
old man left her… and he regretted it until the day he died. Now m, hey, I married this wildly 
conceited broad with no self-esteem. I got a wife who still has this hard time believing that she 
found a guy she daily fascinates. And, unlike my father, I’m a very happy man. She doesn’t act 
like this when you’re not around, Bobby. I hope you get to me Joanne sometime. She’s really a 
terrific lady. IN fact, you ever decide to get married, Bobby, make sure you find someone just 
like Joanne.

JOANNE: Don’t every get married, Robby. Never. Why should you?

ROBERT: Oh, for company, I don’t know. Like everybody else.

JOANNE: Who else?

ROBERT: Everybody that ever fell in love and got married.

JOANNE: I know both couples and they’re both divorced. Oh, Larry, you interrupted me before. 
See what happens when you rush me. I wanted to toast my second husband.

LARRY (Getting up): It’s late. I’m going to the john. And when I come back we’ll be leaving. 
The holiday is ending. Okay? (He exits)
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