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(He embraces her and they all laugh.)

N. Four weeks,
proud of the

wo days, and six hours. I'm especially
< hours. It shows I can really stick with _

DARIA. I must say, this cast of yours gives me endless things
ﬁ write about. It’s like I invented you just for the pur-

Ido kn | g pose.
ow about it, and I plan to put it . )
in my cgfimn on Monday morning. I mean, just look | \ GE. We'd rather you wrote about the play and not us.
o of you. You're :nm&_:n news! One minute DARIA. Oh, nonsense. Of course you wouldn’t. Everyone
v\o: ¥ character actors, the hext minute you’ve inher- wants publicity. It’s magic, and it’s changing the world.
A half of the Pacific Northwest, : Look at me, I'm a sorceress. A wave of the pen and I
SIMGN. What do you mean? _ can make you a star. Poof. Publicity equals fame equals

money. It’s like a drug, but it never stops. And I must
say, you've all been hogging the limelight beautifully,
| haven’t you. First the shooting, which in itself must
have doubled my readership, then the inheritance and

NE: V4 : ow the murder —
#Ecuse me, but I am a reforter. When I found the A Murder?

mnoa.m on your Bmﬂ._wmo I rmvwmzmﬁ to see Hugo’s
| ?
i1l and testament. AGGIE. What murder:

.WhatdoI-? UE._EW.
Widow of Manhattan

you’ve just married the Merry
sake.

e you don’t..
) Do you know about it?

Very rich?
(Nod.)

GILLETTE. The police asked me to identify the body this

Mm.?mmmmmmmmmwwmmmmm_ I'm gch, I'm rich, I'm ..m.\_%u\ = morning. It happened late last night, appags
ow do you do? I'm rich. Ygi may touch me, DARIA. I was there
(He rushes to AGGIE, but stoffs abruptly:) \\\ _ GILLETTE. Excuse me?

You just made my day.




