
[Bill and Steve laugh. The bar starts to dim, and a special 

spot comes up on Steve. The violin number still plays under.] 

STEVE: I guess Violet's a pig, all right, and I ought to be 
ashamed to go around with her. But a man unmarried, forty­
seven years old, employed as a short-order cook at a salary he 
can barely get by on alone, he can't be choosy. Nope, he has to 
be satisfied with the Goddam scraps in this world, and Violet's 
one of those scraps. She's a pitiful scrap, but . . .  [He shrugs 

sadly and lifts the beer bottle to his mouth.] . . .  something's 
better than nothing and I had nothing before I took up with her. 
She gave me a clap once and tried to tell me I got it off a toilet 
seat. I asked the doctor, is it possible to get a. clap off a public 
toilet seat, and he said, yes, you can get it that way but you 
don't. [He grins sadly and drinks again, wobbling slightly.] ... 
Oh, my life, my miserable, cheap life! It's like a bone thrown 
to a dog! I'm the dog, she's the bone. Hell, I know her habits, 
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She's always down there in that amusement arcade when I go

to pick her up, she's down there as close as she can get to some

Navy kid, playing a pinball game, and one hand is out of sight.

Hustling? I reckon that's it. I know I don't provide for her, just

buy her a few beers here, and a hot dog on the way home. But,

Bill, why's he let her mess around with him? One night he was

braggin' about the size of his tool, he said all he had to do to

make a living was wear tight pants on the street. Life! . . .

Throw it to a dog. I'm not a dog, I don't want it. I think I'll

sit at the bar and pay no attention to her when she comes out ...
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I Violet comes downstage, and the light is focused on her.]

v101.ET: It's perfectly true that I have a room over the amuse-
111rnt arcade facing the pier. But it wasn't like Leona describes 
i1. It took me a while to get it in shipshape condition because 
I was not a well girl when I moved in there, but I got it clean 
""d attractive. It wasn't luxurious but it was clean and attractive 
"ml had an atmosphere to it. I don't see anything wrong with 

living upstairs from the amusement arcade, facing the pier. I 
don't have a bath or a toilet but I keep myself clean with a 
�ponge bath at the washbasin and use the toilet in the amuse- 

1m·nt arcade. Anyhow it was a temporary arrangement, that's 
ijll it was, a temporary arrangement ... 
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QUENTIN: That's closer, much closer. Yes, that's almost it. The 
word that I had in mind is surprise, though. The capacity for 

being surprised. I've lost the capacity for being surprised, so 

completely lost it, that if I woke up in my bedroom late some 
night and saw that fantastic fish swimming right over my head, 
I wouldn't be really surprised. 

LEONA: You mean you'd think you were dreaming?
QUENTIN: Oh, no. Wide awake. But not really surprised. [Thespecial spot concentrates on him. The bar dims, but an eerieglow should remain on the sailfish over the bar.] There's a 

coarseness, a deadening coarseness, in the experience of most 
homosexuals. The experiences are quick, and hard, and brutal, and the pattern of them is practically unchanging. Their act oflove is like the jabbing of a hypodermic needle to which they'readdicted hut which is more and more empty of real interest and 
surprise. This lack of variation and surprise in their . . . "love life" ••• [He smiles harshly.] ... spreads into other areas of ..."sensibility?" [He smiles again.] ... Yes, once, quite a long whileago, I was often startled by the sense of being alive, of being my­self, living! Present on earth, in the flesh, yes, for some completelymysterious reason, a single, separate, intensely conscious being, myself: living! ••• Whenever I would feel this ... feeling, this ... shock of ••• what? •.. self-realization? ... I would be stunned,I �ould be t�understruck by it. And by the existence of every­

thmg that exists, I'd be lightning-struck with astonishment ...it would do more than astound me, it would give me a feeling ofp�nic, the sudden sense of ... I suppose it was like an epileptic
seizure, except that I didn't fall to the ground in convulsions; no,I'd be more apt to try to lose myself in a crowd on a street until
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1 he seizure was finished ... They were dangerous seizures. One 
lime l drove into the mountains and smashed the car into a tree, 
""ll I'm not sure if I meant to do that, or ... In a forest you'll 

Nlllllctimes see a giant tree, several hundred years old, that's 

Nl"llrred, that's blazed by lightning, and the wound is almost ob­
Nl'llrcd by the obstinately still living and growing bark. I won-
11rr if such a tree has learned the same lesson that I have, not 

111 feel astonishment any more but just go on, continue for two 

or three hundred years more? ... This boy I picke� up tonig_ht,
1hr kid from the tall corn country, still has the capacity for bemg 
Nurprised by what he sees, hears and feels in this kingdom of 
rianh. All the way up the canyon to my place, he kept saying, 
/ rnn't believe it, I'm here, I've come to the Pacific, the world's 

)lrr:m:st ocean! ... as if nobody, Magellan or Balboa or even 

1he Indians had ever seen it before him; yes, like he'd discovered 

1his ocean, the largest on earth, and so now, because he'd found 

11 himself, it existed, now, for the first time, never before . .  , 
/\ nd this excitement of his reminded me of my having lost the 
11hility to say: "My God!" instead of just: "Oh, ':ell." I've asked 

1111 the questions, shouted them at deaf heaven, till I was hoarse 
in the voice box and blue in the face, and gotten no answer, not 

1hc whisper of one, nothing at all, you see, but the sun co_ming
up each morning and going down that night, and the galaxi�s of 
the night sky trooping onstage like chorines, robot chonnes: 
one two three kick, one two, three, kick ... Repeat any ques­
t iot; too 

'
often 'and what do you get, what's given? ... A big

rurvcd rock by the desert, a ... monumental symbol of worn­
out passion and bewilderment in you, a stupid stone paraly�ed 
\phinx that knows no answers that you don't but �ornes on hke 
1 he oracle of all time, waiting on her belly to give out some 
111111:ries of universal wisdom, and if she woke up some midnight 

111 the edge of the desert and saw that fantastic fish swimming 
ovrr her head ... y'know what she'd say, too? She'd say: "Oh, 
wrll" ... and go back to sleep for another five thousand years. 
I /Ir turns back; and the bar is relighted. He returns to the table
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