PETER. It’s too bad she didn’t let me march. I know the
curator.
HEIDI. Really. What team does he play on?
PETER. Guess.
HEIDI. Oh, Christ.
PETER. Heidi, I know that somewhere you think my world
view is small and personal and that yours resonates for
generations to come.
HEIDI. I’m going to hit you.
PETER. Oh, c’'mon, 1 dare you. Put up your dukes. (He takes
her hand and punches it against his arm.) That’s for my having
distorted sexual politics.
HEIDI. Correct. (Peter punches himself with her hand again.)
PETER. And that’s because your liberation is better than
mine.
HEIDI. Correct again. (He punches himself with her hand
again.)
PETER. And that's for my decision to treat sick children
rather than shepherd radical sheep. (He hits himself.) And
that’s for being paternal. And caustic.
HEIDI. Correct. (She begins hitting him on her own.) And
that’s for being so Goddamned . . .
PETER. Narcissistic? Supercilious?
HEIDI. No.Um . . .
PETER. Sounds like.
HEIDI. Oh, I give up. (Suddenly she hits him again.) And
that’s for liking to sleep with men more than women. (She hits
him again.) And that’s for not being desperately and hope-
lessly in love with me.
PETER. That hurts!
HEIDI. Suffer.
PETER. (Pushes her.) And that’s for making me feel guilty.
HEIDI. Idid?
PETER. Yes. (Heidi sighs as if it’s all over. Pushes her again.)
And that’s for not remembering our tenth anniversary.
HEIDI. We've known each other for ten years?
PETER. Well, nine, but we don’t look it. (He puts his arm
around Heidi.) Heidi, for the first time in my life, I'm opti-
mistic. We just might have very happy lives with enough
women'’s art for everybody. Judy Chicago in the morning,
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PETER. (Runs after them.) Women in Art!

END SCENE
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Begin Peter: I left out one thing. End at end of scene.


