
CLIFFORD. Oh, Belle Forrester called before you came down. 
(Resumes typing.) Wanted to know if she could bring over a 
casse­role or come sew a button. I told her we were managing just 
fine. 

The doorbell chimes. Clifford starts to rise but Sidney puts 
up a hand. 
SIDNEY. Don't. We don't want to break the flow, do we? 

He heads for the foyer. Clifford resumes typing. Sidney opens 
the front door. Porter Milgrim is there, a man of substance 
in his mid-fifties; in hat, topcoat, and business suit, carrying 
a briefcase. 

Porter! It's good to see you! Come on in. 

They shake hands. 

PORTER. How are you, Sidney? 

SIDNEY. Doing fairly well, thanks. 

PORTER. (Entering the foyer.) There are a couple of things I want 
to talk to you about. Am I disturbing you? 
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