INT. ALEX'S CARRIAGE HOUSE - DAY





The door bell RINGS.





ALEX


Minute !





A beat later Alex, dripping wet and clad only in a towel, pops open the door and scampers back to his bathroom.





ALEX


Bag's right there.  Just let me--





MARTY


Alex.





He peeks around the corner.





ALEX


Uh, oh hey.





MARTY


Ellie told me what happened--





He motions to his nearly nude self.





ALEX


Mind if I get pants ?


MARTY


No. Sure.





And disappears again.





MARTY


(Shouting)


You know my show's on hiatus.





ALEX


(offscreen)


Yeah, look could we talk about this when--





MARTY


Jake-- my producer--said I could stay longer...





With pants in hand, Alex wanders back out.





MARTY


...if I wanted to.





ALEX


Huh ?





MARTY


You know, if there was a good reason.





ALEX


Uh-huh.





MARTY


Well ?





Alex shakes his head.  Marty points to herself and smiles.  Suddenly like a lightening bolt he knows what she means.





ALEX


What ?  You--you will ?





She nods.





ALEX


You're kidding ?





She shakes her head.  Alex is elated.  He jumps around the room, saved.





ALEX


Yes!  You'd do that ?





He lifts her up and spins around.


ALEX


Woo-hoo !   YES !





His towel slips a little.





ALEX (embarrassed)


Oh man !





Suddenly he's pumping her hand for all it's worth.





ALEX


Thank you-thank you-thank you.








MARTY (overlapping)


You're welcome.  You're welcome.





He aborts a half hug.





ALEX


I'm--I'm wet.  I'm just...thank you!





He heads back to the bathroom.





ALEX


WOOO!





MARTY


One thing.





ALEX


(offscreen)


Sure! 





MARTY


Marry me.





ALEX


(instantly)


Do huh ?





Again he's back out, unsure of what he just heard.





MARTY


(matter of factly)


Marry me.





Alex stands frozen, trying to compute.





MARTY


I mean it.   You need a name, right?  Let's get 


married. I'll do your shows and everybody'll win.  


You'll win.  I'll win.





ALEX


Hold, hold, hold.  You, you-- You're kidding.





She doesn't move.








ALEX


You're not kidding.  Look, Marty, if you got a crush 


on me--





MARTY


Get real.  Look just scratch my back and I'll 


scratch too okay?   





Alex backs away.  She's insane.  She must be insane.





MARTY


Hey, I'm not talking forever here. Just a few months. 


 We'll get married.  I'll do the shows.  I'll fly back to LA 


and we'll divorce in Mexico.  Ever been to Mexico ? You'll 


love it.  Enchiladas.  Spiders. And think of the box office 


Alex.  All those people. (searching) Oh!  Oh!  And this is 


the great chance to prove to everyone you're not gay.





ALEX


Gay ?  People think I'm gay ?





MARTY


Well, you never date.





ALEX


Who thinks I'm gay ?





MARTY (hesitantly)


I dunno.  Everybody.





ALEX


The whole world thinks I'm gay?





Beat.





MARTY


No, just the people that know you.





Alex looks like he's about to have apoplexy.





MARTY


Hey you're not going to make me get down on my 


knee, are you?





He takes her arm and heads her toward the door.





MARTY


Don't say "no" just yet.  Just think about it cause 


I'm gonna leave here and you're gonna say 


"That Marty,  she's crazy."





He opens the door.





MARTY


"She's loony.   She's on crack.  She's horny." 





Alex moves her out the door.





MARTY


But it's not true, Alex.  It's not true.





He shuts the door.





MARTY (OFFSCREEN)


Think about it.


