MORTIMER. He’s got to sign them this minute! He’s down in the
cellar—get him up here right away.

MARTHA. (Unfolding tablecloth. Shes above table on r.) There’s no
such hurry as that.

ABBY. No. When Teddy starts working on the canal you can’t get
his mind on anything else.

MORTIMER. Teddy’s got to go to Happy Dale now—tonight.
MARTHA. Oh, no, dear, that’s not until after we're gone.
MORTIMER. Right away, I tell you!—right away!

ABBY. (Turning to Mortimer.) Why, Mortimer, how can you say such
a thing? Why, as long as we live we'll never be separated from Teddy.
MORTIMER. (7rying to be calm.) Listen, darlings, I'm frightfully
sorry, but I've got some shocking news for you. (7he aunts stop work
and look at him with some interest.) Now we've all got to try and
keep our heads. You know we've sort of humored Teddy because we
thought he was harmless.

MARTHA. Why he is harmless!

MORTIMER. He was harmless. That’s why he has to go to Happy
Dale. Why he has to be confined.

ABBY. (Stepping to Mortimer.) Mortimer, why have you suddenly
turned against Teddy?—your own brother?

MORTIMER. You've got to know sometime. It might as well be
now, Teddy’s—killed a man!

MARTHA. Nonsense, dear.

(Mortimer rises and points to window seat.)

MORTIMER. There’s a body in the window seat!
ABBY. Yes, dear, we know.

(Mortimer ‘takes” as Abby and Martha busy themselves again at table.)

MORTIMER. You know?

MARTHA. Of course, dear, but it has nothing to do with Teddy.
(Gets tray from sideboard—arranges silver and plates on table: three
places, U. L. and R.)

ABBY. Now, Mortimer, just forget about it—forget you ever saw
the gentleman.

MORTIMER. Forget?
ABBY. We never dreamed youd peck.
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MORTIMER. But who is he?

ABBY. His name’s Hoskins—Adam Hoskins. That’s really all I
know about him—except that he’s a Methodist.

MORTIMER. That’s all you know about him? Well, what’s he
doing here? What happened to him?

MARTHA. He died.

MORTIMER. Aunt Martha, men don't just get into window seats
and die.

ABBY. (Silly boy.) No, he died first.

MORTIMER. Well, how?

ABBY. Oh, Mortimer, don’t be so inquisitive. The gentleman died
because he drank some wine with poison in it.

MORTIMER. How did the poison get in the wine?

MARTHA. Well, we put it in wine because it’s less noticeable—
when it’s in tea it has a distinct odor.

MORTIMER. You put it in the wine?

ABBY. Yes. And I put Mr. Hoskins in the window seat because
Dr. Harper was coming.

MORTIMER. So you knew what youd done! You didn’t want
Dr. Harper to see the body!

ABBY. Well, not at tea—that wouldn’t have been very nice. Now,
Mortimer, you know the whole thing, just forget about it. I do
think Martha and I have the right to our own little secrets. (She
crosses to sideboard to get two goblets from L. cupboard as Martha
comes to table from sideboard with salt dish and pepper shaker.)
MARTHA. And don’t you tell Elaine! (She gess third goblet from
sideboard, then turns to Abby who takes tray from sideboard.) Oh,
Abby, while I was out I dropped in on Mrs. Schultz. She’s much
better but she would like us to take Junior to the movies again.
ABBY. Well, we must do that tomorrow or next day.

MARTHA. Yes, but this time we'll go where we want to go. (She
starts for kitchen door. Abby follows.) Junior’s not going to drag me
into another one of those scary pictures. (7hey exit into kitchen as
Mortimer wheels around and looks after them. Abby shuts door.)
MORTIMER. (Dazed, looks around the room. His eyes come to rest on
phone on desk; he crosses to it and dials a number. Into phone.) City
desk! (There is a pause.) Hello, Al. Do you know who this is? (Pause.)
That’s right. Say, Al, when I left the office, I told you where I was
going, remember:—Well, where did I say? (Pause.) Uh-huh. Well,
it would take me about half an hour to get to Brooklyn. What time
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