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AN ADULT EVENING
OF SHEL SILVERSTEIN

ONE TENNIS SHOE

HARVEY. This is not going to be easy to say.

SYLVIA. Try.

HARVEY. It’s not an easy subject to discuss —

SYLVIA. Whar is it?

HARVEY. Well okay — okay.

WAITER. Can I get you anything else?

HARVEY. No. No thank you.

WAITER. Very good.

SYIVIA. What? What? Are yon sick? Are yon — ?

HARVEY. I'm fine —

SYLVIA. You're having an affair — you're in love with somebody
else —

HARVEY. No, I'm fine — I love yon —

SYLVIA. Well, then what?

HARVEY. I cant — say it —

SYLVIA. Then don't say it — I want another espresso —
HARVEY. T've got to say it — I'm going to say it — you — are
— becoming —a —

SYLVIA. Yes — yes — what — ? I'm becoming a what? I'm
becoming a nag? I'm becoming a bore? What?

HARVEY. Worse, .

SYLVIA. Nothing is worse than a bore. Harvey — what? Whar
am I becoming?

HARVEY. You — are becoming a — you are turning into a — 2
— bag lady.




SYLVIA. A baglady —

HARVEY. Yes. Tharts the hardest thing I'll ever have to say.
SYLVIA. I'm turning into a bag lady.

HARVEY. Yes, I'm afraid you are.

SYLVIA. T assume you mean one of those crazy old raggy ladies
who pick things out of garbage cans and carry all their clothes in
shopping bags and have lice i their hair and talk to themselves —
I assume we're talking abont the same ladies.

HARVEY. I didn’t say you had lice in your hair.

SYLVIA. But yon did say I was a bag lady.

HARVEY. I said turning into — not weas —

SYLVIA. Turning into a bag lady — well, thar’s pretty much like
wiening into a werewolf, isn't it?

HARVEY. Please — I'm just trying to —

SYLVIA. You are trying to tell me I'm a bag lady.

HARVEY. It’s been evident for some time — you've been show-
ing signs for quite some time,

SYLVIA. Signs —

HARVEY. Indications — symptoms — manifestations —
SYLVIA. Of becoming a bag lady.

HARVEY. Yes.

SYLVIA. There’s no chance that you could be mistaken — you're
sure.

HARVEY, I wish I was mistaken — I want to be wrong.
SYLVIA. Well, I think I'd like a second opinion.

HARVEY. I'm serions about this. )

SYLVIA. Harvey — look at me. Tell me — look at me, Harvey
— woulduT yon say I was a little too young to be a bag lady?
Maybe a little too old to be qneen of the prom — but just a teen-
sy weensy too young to be an old bag lady?

HARVEY. You think old bag ladies started ont as old bag ladies?
They started ont as young women and then —

SYLVIA. And then they went to a wild party and somebody

slipped them a shopping bag and it was all over.

HARVEY. I'm trying to make you understand —

SYLVIA. That I am a bag lady — because I am carrying a singu-
lar shopping bag — a Bloomingdales shopping bag — that makes
me — a bag lady — oh — Harvey — you are such a schmuck.
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HARVEY. Its not because of carrying a shopping bag — it is
because of what’s iz the bag —

SYLVIA. Because of what’s in the bag?

HARVEY. Yes.

SYLVIA. Well I'm sorry if the contents of my bag don’t meet your
standards — from now on I'll try to carry only Gueci shoes and
Pierre Cardin —

HARVEY. I'm not talking about —

SYLVIA. You'e telling me what to carry in my bag.

HARVEY. I'm telling you what 7oz to carry.

SYLVIA. What not to carry — what should I not carry, Harvey?
What should I not carry so that you will not think I am a bag lady?

Tell me and I'll stop carrying it — tell me — tell me —
HARVEY. A sweater.

SYLVIA. A sweater.

HARVEY. And a plastic raincoat.

SYLVIA. A sweater and a raincoat make me a bag lady.
HARVEY. And a tennis shoe.

SYLVIA. Raincoat, sweater and tennis shoes make me a —
HARVEY. Tennis shoe — shoe singular — one shoe.

SYLVIA. One shoe makes me a bag |ady.

HARVEY. Why are you carrying one tennis shoe?

SYLVIA. Im taking it down to the Bowery — to meet my wino
lover — my one-legged wino lover — on Avenue B.

HARVEY. May I inquire abont the picrure frame?

SYLVIA. Whar abour ic? '

HARVEY. A picture frame — you tell me abount it.

SYLVIA. It a picture frame — beveled wood — probably pine
— approximately nine by twelve with a wire —

HARVEY. Why the picture frame?

SYLVIA. Why indeed — how about to hang a picture with? How .
about that?

HARVEY. Why did yon pick it up — out of the garbage can?
That’s what [ —

SYLVIA. Notout of the garbage — it was next to the can — lean-
ing against the can — not tonching the garbage.

HARVEY. Why did you pick it up from next to the can?
SYLVIA. Well, how can I hang a picture in it if I didn't pick it up?
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HARVEY. Why didn't you buy a frame?

SYLVIA. Why buy a frame when this is a perfectly good frame?
HARVEY. That somebody threw away.

SYLVIA. Yes, that somebody threw away —

HARVEY. And the couch cushion —-

SYLVIA. It’s a perfectdy good cushion — I can use it on my desk
chair.

HARVEY. So you just took it.

SYLVIA. When this cushion is covered in a blue floral pattern it
will be so —

HARVEY. And the magazines — all the magazines —

SYLVIA. Why are you attacking me like this? What's really both-
ering you!?

HARVEY. This — this is what’s really bothering me — what
could bother a man more than seeing his wife collecting picrure

frames and tennis shoes and — .

SYLVIA. Well, dont forget the grapes while you're at it.
HARVEY. You have grapes in there?

SYLVIA. T have everything in here — I'm a bag lady, aren't I?
HARVEY. You area bag lady — you say you have grapes and ten-
nis shoes in there like its perfectly normal — it is not normal —
you are a bag lady.

SYLVIA. A moment ago I was becoming a bag lady — now 1 am
a bag lady.

HARVEY. A moment ago [ didn’t know about the grapes.
SYLVIA. The grapes make me a bag lady.

HARVEY. The grapes and the raincoat and the tennis shoe —
SYLVIA. Stop harping on the tennis shoe — if the tennis shoe
offends you I'll get rid of it — There —- all righe?

HARVEY. And the rest of the stuff.

SYLVIA. You want me to throw it all away? I will — I can just
leave the bag here and walk away.

HARVEY. 1 just want you to —

SYLVIA. Except for the picture frame —

HARVEY. That’s what I —

SYLVIA. We can leave the rest right here — :
HARVEY. Sylvia, do you not see what s happemng o you’
SYLVIA. What is happening to me is you — youre attacking me —
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HARVEY. I'm trying to reach you — 'm trying to make you see
what you're doing.

SYLVIA. U'm not dozng anything. [ just found a nice little picture
frame and you turn it into a —

HARVEY. We can stop this now — if were aware of it we can nip
it in the bud —

SYLVIA. I don't see what needs nipping — what? What am I
doing?

HARVEY. Will you do me a favor? One favor.

SYLVIA. What is it?

HARVEY. Open your purse.

SYLVIA. Why?

HARVEY. As a favor to me — as a whim.

SYLVIA. Why should I cater to your whims?

HARVEY. Will you open your purse?

SYLVIA. You think there’s another tennis shoe in my purse?
HARVEY. Will you — open your purse? Will you open your
purse?

SYLVIA. No.

HARVEY. Will you allow me —

SYLVIA. A woman’s bag — purse — is a personal thing —
HARVEY. I'm going to open this purse — (She releases it.)
SYLVIA. You will nor find another tennis shoe.

HARVEY. (Opens purse — looks away — then looks ar her — be
extends purse toward her,) Look — (She looks away) Look — (She
darts a glance,) Please look at this purse — (She nervously looks.)
What do you see? What? What do you see in your purse? (Sylvia
mumbles.) What? (Sylvia mumbles .:zgmn ) Speak out — let me hear
you —

SYLVIA. Oatmeal — oatmeal! All right?

HARVEY. Oatmeal!

SYLVIA. Yes — are you happy now? Are you satisfied — you
sadistic son-of-a-bitch — oatmeal —

HARVEY. Cooked oatmeal.

SYLVIA. Yes — cooked oatmeal — cold cooked oatmeal — you
are vicious — you knew there was oatmeal in that purse — you

know i,
HARVEY. I want you to know it. I want you to see it.
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SYLVIA. I seeit—1 see it

HARVEY. Now — Why? — Why — is your purse filled — filled
to the brim with old cold wer cooked oatmeal.

SYLVIA. 1 see it’s filled with oatmeal.

HARVEY. Why?

SYLVIA. Oh Harvey —1 —

HARVEY. (Gently) Why, Sylvia, why?

SYLVIA. 1 don't know.

HARVEY. Do you want a parse full of oatmeal?

SYLVIA. No —

HARVEY. Does any woman want a purse full of cooked oatmeal?
Do anybody need that?

SYLVIA. No —

HARVEY. Do you need ir?

SYLVIA. No — I don’t think so.

HARVEY. You don't #hink so?

SYLVIA. No — I know — I don’t need it.

HARVEY. Then why is ic there, Sylvia?

SYILVIA. I — don’t know.

HARVEY. It’s there because you put it there.

SYLVIA. I'm so embarrassed.

HARVEY. All right — so yox put it there — didn’ you.
SYLVIA. Isuppose so — yes.

HARVEY. And yon got it where?

SYLVIA. Please, you've made your point -— I can’t —

HARVEY. Where did you get the oatmeal? Did you cook it this
morning at home? Did you cook it and then ponr it into your
purse?

SYLVIA. No.

HARVEY. Did you buy iv?

SYLVIA. Buyie

HARVEY. Then you found it — somewhere.

SYLVIA. Stouffers.

HARVEY. Sronffers — You went into Stouffers for breakfast and
you —

SYLVIA. For coffee.

HARVEY. And you saw a bowl of oatmeal on the next table and

reached —
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SYLVIA. On the same table — (Pause.) on the table where I sat
down. They hadn cleared the table yet.

HARVEY. You sat down at a dirty rable.

SYLVIA. It was crowded — they were busy. .

HARVEY. And you emptied it out of the bow! into your purse.
SYLVIA. Tdidnt empty it — I put it in my purse — all of it
HARVEY. The bowl too — (He pokes two fingers into purse and
half pulls out oatmeal bowl — he pushes it back down and snaps purse
shut.) Sylvia — What does this make you?

SYLVIA. The oatmeal?

HARVEY. The oatmeal and the hubcap and the ketchup bottle
and che chicken bones. Chicken bones, Sylvia. You're an intelli-
gent woman — what does this — (Liffs purse.} make you?
SYLVIA. A — bag — lady? I don’t want to turn into a bag lady,
Harvey — I don't want to push a supermarket cart down the street
talking to myself and screaming at everybody — I don’t want to
sleep in a doorway —

HARVEY. You'll never sleep in a doorway —

SYLVIA. This is how it starts — the catmeal — and shopping bags
— then talking to myself, then screaming ar people on the street
and rummaging through garbage cans and begging for money and
not bathing and weaving things into my hair and growing a mous-
tache and drinking wine and sleeping in doorways and getting
arrested — oh my God, Harvey, dor’t let them arrest me — don’t
let me sleep in the doorway, please, Harvey — please —
HARVEY. Don't get hysterical —

SYLVIA. And if I start weaving that crazy swff into my hair
you've got to stop me — slap me —

HARVEY. I could never slap —

SYLVIA. You've got to — you must — Try it — do it now. Slap
me.

HARVEY. Sylvia, [ can't just slap —

SYLVIA. Slap me and I'lf leave this whole bag right where it is —
bring me to my senses and we can go home —

HARVEY. Sylvia —

SYLVIA. You've got to be forceful, Harvey. They have no homes
— they prowl the streets — they don’t get their hair done — they
don have to bathe — they don't have to shave their legs — they
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dont worry about it — No cooking to do — no house to clean —
No man to — consider. They scream out “Hey buster, watch your
fender — you son-of-a-bitch — Watch out, you rotten creep —
Fuck you, pompous self-righteous — Kiss — me.” Ow! (Slap.)
Thank yon, Harvey — I'm leaving thart bag right there — We can
go home. I'm all right now!

HARVEY. I just wanted you to be aware of —

SYLVIA. T'm grateful — you saved me, I'm lucky to have you,
Harvey. I'm going to take this sandwich home for later —
HARVEY. Sylvia ...

SYLVIA. That’s all right — I don’t need it. Wair a minute — what
if they see we're leaving the bag — what if the waicress sees — and
shouts — “Hey lady, you're forgetting your bag” — I'd die of
embarrassment, Harvey, I'll tell you what — I'll take it outside and
we can dump it in the nearest trash basket — Now, I know there’s
a large basket over on Third Avenue and Fifty-Seventh — oh, wait
— theres a better one on Fifty-Ninth Street — we can just — (She
continues to talk as they exit and the curtain falls.)

BUS STOP

Irwin stands on streer corner. He is a listle drunk and very
happy. In one hand he holds a beer can. In the other he holds

a pointed “Bus Stop” sign. He sings saftly. Celia enters. Frwin
steps toward her, holding up sign.

IRWIN. Bus stop!

CELIA. What?

IRWIN. Bus stop. :

CELIA. I'm not waiting for a bus.

IRWIN. Not bus stop — Bust stop.

CELIA. Bus...?

IRWIN. Bust — B-U-5-T — see the 7? Tiny T? Bust stop. You
got the bust? Stop. (He uses point of sign to peint.) You got the
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bazaoms? You got the cans? The headlights? You got the knockers?
The Fogans? The Hermans? — Stop. You got the mams, maam?
... Jugs — 1 forgot jugs — You got the jugs? — Stap — in the
name of love — You got the melons? The pointers? The — boobs?
The boobies? The tizties? | hate the word #its — I do — rirties, okay
— but tits — it’s demeaning. Caws have tits — zeazs — there’s got
to be an udder word. Ha ha ha — an udder word? — for tits? —
You got the ... (thinks, mouths possibilities — counts on fingers.)
The mounds — the apples— the lung warts— the Fogans ... Jesus
— Jesus Christ almighty — Jesus, 1 forgot — breasts — breasts —
the most obvious word and I forget it — How can that be? That
we ignore the obvious — no pun intended — the thing that ...
that pokes us in the eye — no pun intended — Why do we over-
fook — the obvious in search of the — obscure? Is it that the
obvious holds no fascination for ns — reality holds no charm?
Only our own poetrty — our own ... (She advances on him — be
backs up.) Fantastic exaggeration? Those draw us, compel ns.
CELIA. So — ? So what do you wanz?

IRWIN. What?

CELIA. Whar do you want to do?

IRWIN. I want to — find another synonym — jugs, cans, boobs
— hooters — 1 forgot hooters —

CELIA. I stopped — you said bust stap — 1 got the bust — 1
stapped — 1 got the jugs, the boobies, the globes, the cans, the
cleavage, the pillows, the chee-chees, the boobs, the boobies, the
bosom, the bazooms, the knockers, the tits, the titties, the bust —
the bust stops here — here — the bristols ... You wanna see? —
(Advances.) You wanna touch? — You wanna lick? — chew? — nib-
ble? You wanna put something berween 'em? You wanna put your
litele dickie between ‘em? Your little pee-pee? — Your big prick?
Your little peter? Your pecker? Your cock? Your eel? (She is bastering
him into the ground.) Your prick? Your — hot mear? Your schlang?
Your schvants? — (She uses the pointed “Bus Stop” sign to make her
“point” — she grabs sign and points with i) Your salami? Your
banger? Your wanker? Your joy stick? Your ding-a-ling? Your dong?
Your prick? Your wing dang doodle? Your love muscle? Your trouser
snake? Your red helmet warrior? Your purple-veined throbber? Your
tool? Your uniz? Your shafs? Your liztle Elvis? Your meat sucker? Your
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one-eyed monster? Your third leg? Your danglin’ doozie? Your stiff
proposition? Your rod? Your prod? Your poker? Your pud? Your penie?
Your weenie? Your wanker? Your pole? Your dick? Your dork? Your
bone? Your pork? Your sausage? Your worm? Your dummy? Your dog-
gin? Your rope? Your hose? Your whammer? Your stammer? Your
rammer? Your rail? Your creamer? Your club? Your flasher? Your
basher? Your shorty? Your softie?Your sword? ... (She stands over him
as he simpers and whimpers, continuing her barrage as the lights

Jade.)

GOING ONCE

AUCTIONEER. Okay. Now I'll tell you what — It’s an auction
— that’s right — Now you're gonna say, “Oh that’s a shame —
that’s like slavery — thar’s like selling off an animal.” Well, as far
as the slavery part, let me tell you, friends — She wants it — she’s
askin’ for it — Aren’t you, Annie? Speak up goddamnit — Tell
them I'm no Simon Legree — goddamnit — I've got no hold on
this woman — I don't own her for God'’s sake — I’m acting as an
agent so don't go callin’ me no son-of-a-bitch. I don’t go where you
work and cuss you out for selling cornflakes or elevator shoes or
Ford Grenadas thar fall apart as soon as you drive ’em off the lor
so don’t call me no slave driver — I ain’t drivin’ her I'm sellir’ her
— and [ aint keeping the money — twelve percent standard auc-
tion fee — that’s what I get — she gets the rest— So le’s drop the
slave stuff and as for the animal part — daes this look like an ani-
mal to you — twrn around, Annie. Okay — show ’em your teeth.
Show ‘em. (He reaches in and pulls her mouth open.) There you go,
only one missing — way in the back — only — two — fillings
and one that looks like it could use a filling— I'm not gonna bull-
shit you — I'm not going to misrepresent and sell you damaged
goods — okay — [ hear it — I hear it — Just like a horse — He’s
showing her just like a hotse — Well I'll tell you something — A
woman’s teeth are just as important as a horse’s and a lot more
important — you got a horse — that horse gets a totten tooth,
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that horse is gonna still pull his weight — And he ain’t gonna bitch
about it — but a woman’s got a voice — let ’em hear your voice
Annie ...

ANNIE. Hello.

AUCTIONEER. Let ’em hear you say — “My tooth hurts.”
ANNIE. My tooth hurts.

AUCTIONEER. Louder.

ANNIE. My tooth hurts.

AUCTIONEER. Now lets hear a string of "em run together.
ANNIE. My tooth hurts my tooth hurts my tooth hurts ...
AUCTIONEER. Okay how'd you like to listen to that all day and
all night? You'd wish she was a horse — Now you ask, “Whart will
she do — If I do invest this whole ot of money, what do I get for
it?” — Well that’s a fair question — A sensible question — Heck,
if you didn’t ask that question, I'd think something was wrong with
you. Okay — what will she do? — Anything — that’s right — you
heard me — A-N-Y-T-H-I-N-G — And everything — show ‘em
your tits Annie — (She unbuttons blouse.) — Show ’em — you'll
be showin "em later so you might as well show ’em now — We got
nothing to hide — Let ’em see whart they're buyin’ — (He pulls
apen blouse.) Okay — no foam rubber here — no stuffed bra —
No silicone — Now please — Please spare me this feigned indig-
nation — “Oh he’s showing her breasts” — Yes I'm showing her
breasts ~— And don’t pretend breasts don't matter — they marter
plenty — lets stop the hypocrisy for God’s sake -— breasts maiter
— And I don’t mean just for nursing babies — I'm not promising
you three generations — Am I? But say you got her washing the
car — or trimming the hedges, well how bad is it to walk up and
grab a little feel — you tell me how bad it is. A lot better than
those little peanut titties that air’t even a pinch-full let alone a
handful — and a lot betrer than them watermelon juggers — that
look good for about two years and then fall to her knees — You
tell me — you've seen ’em — And you've seen them fried eggs and
flapjacks — and marble in a sock — you seen ’em all now take a
look at these — Look but don’t touch — And that’s all you're
gonna see — we're not here to give you a free show are we, Annie?
Hell na — we're here to sell a person. Please please — I've heard
it all — I've heard it — You're offended — If this was Barbra
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Streisand or Olivia Newton-Johu here or if this was Raquel Welch
ot Zsa-Zsa Gabor or Sophie’s Choice or Rosemary Clooney or any
one of them — And I was their agent — then it would be okay —
then I could sell their voices or their asses or whatever and you'd
say fine and dandy — And — And you'd pay twenty dollars plus
enterrainment tax for the privilege of seeing their show and yon
wouldn't own nothing. Not a damn thing. You'd walk out of there
wich less than you walked in with. And you might not even have
seen a good show — they don’t guarantee you a goad performance
— they guarantee to show up — and some of ’em don’t even show
up — Judy Garland — case in point — okay — now getting back
to what will she do? — She'd do what you want her 10 do — you
pay her price — we'll get to price in a minute — you pay the price
and she’s yours — Not for the nighr like some ladies we've seen —
not for a year or two until they can ger a divorce — like some
ladies we know — but forever — for — ever — So anybody who
was thinking they might find a two-dollar bargain — betrer fold
up their tent like the A-RABS and silently steal away — No two-
dollar special here — No two-hundred-dollar misunderstanding
— no two-thousand-dollar arrangement — no two-hundred-thou-
sand-dollar — well if you've got two hundred thou chen, stick
around and we might do some business — right, Annie — show
‘em your things — not too much — This ain't no giveaway — let’s
uot let our enthusiasm carry us away eh? Okay what will she do.
For those who dou't know whar everything encompasses let me
enumerate — she will (Counts on fingers.) wash the windows,
scrub the floars, do the dishes, do the laundry, type your letters,
make the beds, trim your hais, trim your nails, trim the hedges,
(He cops feel.) weed the flowers, cook soup — cook stews — coak
bouillabatsse — bake pies — cakes — cookies and croissants —
She’ll brew coffee — make biscuits — fry — bake, boil or broil —
meats — poultry, fish or veal — She'll answer the phone —
answer the doarbell, answer your correspondence — She'll go to
church and sing like an angel or stay up and do cocaine all night.
She'll drive the car, wash the car, fix the car, simounize the car —
She'll sing you songs, read you books, rell you stories. She’ll dance
— walz — polka — rumba — samba — go-go-disco —
Charleston or Black Bottom — She'll paint the house — strip the
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furniture — mix martinis, rub your shoulders — She’ll play gin
rummy, throw darts, bow] in the two hundreds — She'll tell jokes,
share smokes, fuck, suck and make the bed and if thar ain’t every-
thing iCll have to do uniil everything comes along. If thar ain’t
everything just fill in the blank spaces — I don’t have to draw you
pictures — do I? Do I? I mean there are minoss present — I don’t
personally give a damn whar anybody does behind closed doors
and I'm not going to elaborate just to give a few voyeurs some
cheap verbal thiills — Okay now — Now — Lets talk wrkey —
let’s get this show going — because somebody — some one person
— and notice I did not say man — [ said person — hey there are
minois present (He winks.) some one person and I say one so don’t
think you're going to form some cooperarive conglomerate or
something like that — this ain’t no carpool for God’s sake — one
person — some oze person is going to walk away with this unique
piece of merchandise and the rest of you are going ro walk off talk-
ing to yourselves and giggling with each other and romorrow
you'e gonna wake up with nothing — norhing but a memory that
is fading fast — while that one person who is smart enough —
enterprising enough — and — and rich enough — ch yes — oh
yes — this is not a charity bazaar — rich — rich will scrarch the
itch — poor will hir the door — money talks and bullshit — well
— bullshit doesn’t even have the strength to walk — bullshir just
lays there — So who is that person — thar one person gonna be?

Is it gonna be you? You tell me. Lemme hear an openiag bid of one
hundred dollars ... (Lights fade.)

THE BEST DADDY

LISA. Okay?

DAD. A little further.

LISA. Here? Can I open my eyes?

DAD. Hold my arm.

LISA. I'm going to bump into it.

DAD. You wou't bump into anything. Keep your eyes closed.
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Now hold my arm, a couple more steps here.

LISA. Can I look now?

DAD. All right ... Open your eyes right ... now.

LISA. Is that him, there?

DAD. That’s right.

LISA. Why is he covered with a blanker?

DAD. Well, he ...

LISA. He doesn look like a pony.

DAD. Well he is, a thoroughbred gelding 350-dollar Shetland
pony.

LISA. Ts he laying down?

DAD. Um yes.

LISA. Why is he laying down? Is he sick?

DAD. Pure strain Kentucky-bred Shetland.

LISA. Why is he laying down?

DAD. Lisa ... I didn’t want to tell you this ...

LISA. Why is he laying down? He is sick, he is.

DAD. He’s dead.

LISA. He ... he's-dead?

DAD. 1Its a helluva thing to have to tell your danghter on her
birthday.

LISA. Dead? A dead pony?

DAD. We've got to face the facts.

LISA. You ... you got me a dead pony for my birthday?

DAD. T didn't get you a dead pony for your birth ...

LISA. What happened to him?

DAD. Lisa, I'm going to be honest with you ...

LISA. Whar happened to my pony?

DAD. You're thirteen years old now and I'm going to talk to you
like an adult ...

LISA. What happened to my poay?

DAD. I shot him.

LISA. Y — you shot him?

DAD. About an hour ago, but hear me out.

LISA. Y — you shot my pony? You ... you shot my birthday
pony?

DAD. Itold you not to get excited, didn’t I? Answer me, did T or
did I not say, “Don't get too excited ... ”
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LISA. Why did you shoot my pony?

DAD. I did not shoot your pony. He wasn't your pony when [
shot him. You didn't even know he existed. He was a pony.

LISA. Why did you shoot a pony?

DAD. He bit me.

LISA. Batyon didn't have to shoot him. You didn’t have to ... he’s
only a little pony. He didn* know what he was doing.

DAD. You werer’t there, you don’t know the situation.

LISA. My pony is dead. I'm thirteen years old today and you gave
me a dead pony for my birthday.

DAD. I told you, he bit me.

LISA. But you gave him to me anyway. You took me out here to
show me a dead pony?

DAD. Well, I thought about that. I thought, Well, if I rake her
out here and show her a dead pouy that will upset her, but if I
don’t give her anything she’ll think I forgot her birthday.

LISA. What could be worse than getting a dead pony for your
birthday?

DAD. Listen now, someday you'll have children of your own. I
never shot a pony before. I wanrt you to believe that, never in my
life before today.

LISA. You hated my pony, you always hated him.

DAD. I didn’t always hate him, I never even ...

LISA. You did. You hated him becanse you knew I loved him.
DAD. When I saw him I liked him, he was cute.

LISA. Youn knew he loved me and he conld show his feelings and
you couldn’t stand that. Oh no ’cause you could never love any-
one. You're all bottled up. You keep all your feelings all bottled up.
And he conld show his love. He could swish his tail and toss his
head, and lick my hand when I gave him sugar. And late at night
when I'd ride him bareback through the gray mountains ...
DAD. You never rode him — I just bought him ...

LISA. (Music.) You didn’t know. I nsed to sneak out late at night
when you thought I was sleeping. I'd climb out of my bedroom
window and I'd tun to the pasture ...

DAD. Pasture? What pasture?

LISA. And hed smell my scent and come galloping toward me,
and I'd leap outo his back, and we'd go galloping over the moon-
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lit moor ...

DAD. Moonlit moor? :

LISA. ... with the wind in my hair. And now he’s dead. You killed
my pouny. You killed Black Thunder. -

DAD. Black Thunder?

LISA. You killed the only thing I ever loved.

DAD. I didn'. '

LISA. You did.

DAD. I didm'.

LISA. You did. You said you did. (Muszc stops.)

DAD. (Blows party whistle.) APRIL FOOL! (Laughing.)

LISA. April Fool? But, bur ic’s not April, it’s my birchday.

DAD. BIRTHDAY FOOL! (Blows whistle, laughs,)

LISA. You mean Black Thunder’s not dead? Then who is under
that blanker?

DAD. Not “who” but “what.”

LISA. Wh-whae? Wh-what’s under there?

DAD. Three guesses.

LISA. I...Idout know. You're cruel. You're the cruelest daddy in
the whole world.

DAD. Three guesses.

LISA. A ... 2 candy bar?

DAD. Uh-uh.

LISA. A ... arurtle, a big gigantic turtle?

DAD. Nope, two down, one to go.

LISA. A ... a...arubber raf?

DAD. No...

LISA. What then, what is it?

DAD. Its your sister!

LISA. What?

DAD. It’s your big fat sister!

LISA. Cathy? If’s Cathy?

DAD. Big fat Cathy!

LISA. Why is she hiding under there? And you said it was a what,
not a who, Cathy is a who.

DAD. Not exactly.

LISA. Not exactly? Cathy? Ca — Cathy?

DAD. Itsa... what .., it’s Cathy’s body.
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LISA. Cathy’s body? )

DAD. She’s the one that bit me,

LISA. You shot Cathy?

DAD. Teeth like a damn wild grizzly.

LISA. You gave me my dead sister’s body for a birthday present?
First you tell me my pony is dead,"and now you tell me you shot
my favorite sister? You are the cruelest meanest most vicious ...
DAD. DOUBLE APRIL FOOL! (Blows whistle, laughs.)

LISA. Double April Fool?

DAD. It’s not your sister. I wouldn't shoot your far little sister.
Three more guesses!

LISA. (Crying.) T'm not guessing anymore. You ruined my birth-
day. You're a mean, cruel ...

DAD. It's the motorcycle you wanted!
LISA. The Honda?

DAD. Uh-huh.

LISA. The red one?

DAD. Ubh-huh.

LISA. (Screams.) Really and truly?

DAD. Mmm-hmm.

LISA. No April Fool?

DAD. No.

LISA. No Birthday Fool’s day?

DAD. Mmm-mmm.

LISA. Oh Daddy. (Kisses him.) Daddy, you're the bestest daddy in
the whole wide world! (KZsses, kisses, kisses.)

THE LIFEBOAT IS SINKING

Jen and Sherwin sit in bed.

JEN. The waves are getting higher — thirty feet — forey feet —
whitécaps — wind — (Sound.) The sea is screaming — we're tak-
ing on water — too much weight ... we're sinking — what do you
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do? (Sounds.)

SHERWIN. T wait.

JEN. You can’t wait. It’s life or death. There is only food enongh
for three people. And no fresh water — just a few drops — I
squeeze it into a handkerchief — the one you gave me for onr
anniversary — I squeeze out a few drops — Nancy cries “More
water, Mommy” — Hush dear — Grandma needs a littde water
100 ~—

SHERWIN. Jesus. :

JEN. The waves — coming in — the boat’s too heavy — we’re
sinking —

SHERWIN. Life jackess!

JEN. No life jackets — yon forgot to bring them — we're sinking
— too heavy. Somebody has to go overboard for the good of the
others. What do yon do?

SHERWIN. We may sight [and.

JEN. We can’t sight land. We're five hundred miles from land.
What do yon do? Somebody has to go. What choice do yon make?
SHERWIN. We bail — we pitch in and we all —

JEN. All right — bail — bail — faster — faster — the water, it’s
— ir’s coming in too fast — Nancy's hands are ticed — she cries
— “Daddy, I'm tired — hold me, Daddy ~— Save me, Daddy.”
SHERWIN. 1 bail faster — I bail all the water ont of the god-
damn —

JEN. (Wave sound.) Washed away — The bailing can is — washed
right out of yonr hand — gone — “Help me, Daddy — I'm
afraid” — She’s saying, “Choose Daddy — please — make the
decision. Choose.” Wife, danghter or ... or ... mother.
SHERWIN. Where is your mother?

JEN. W¢ll do my mother fater — choose — the waves are getting
higher — the water is cald — the wind — the gulls screaming —
choose — choose —

SHERWIN. Why are you doing this?

JEN. Were doing it — to find out — like we said wed find out
— all right? Yon agreed — so finish the game — cthe waves are
crashing ~— Breaking — smashing — gulls screaming — the wind
— Nancy is crying — “Help me, Da — "

SHERWIN. Stop saying Nancy is crying, stop trying to influence
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me —
JEN. Well I'd be crying too — or bravely trying not to cry — I'd
take Nancy in my arms — “Don't worry, baby — Daddy will find

n

a way to —

SHERWIN. Stop telling me what everybody is saying — stop try-
ing to sway me with —

JEN. Sway you? Your wife and daughter are drowning and you —
SHERWIN. Al right — and what is my mother saying? Let’s
have it all.

JEN. Shes nort saying anything — She doesnt Aave to say any-
thing. She feels secnre — she knows shé’s staying in the boar.
SHERWIN. If you know she’s staying in the boat why ask me? —
Why make me —

JEN. She thinks shes staying in the boat — nobody knows for
sure ~— Ypu're the one that knows — ¥ou have to decide — Now
— (Sounds.)

SHERWIN. 1 cant — Okay? — I can’t just —

JEN. Then we'll 2/l die — all of ns — is that what you want? —
for all of vs to drown? :

SHERWIN. 1 don't want anybody to drown — I didn’t want to
even play this dumb fuckin’ —

JEN. Then choose — save two of us — any two — but choose —
SHERWIN. /— Me — I go ~— [ jump overboard — I drown —
okay? Everybody’s happy — I drown —

JEN. You cant — You're needed — to navigate — You're needed

for navigarion. You're the only one strong enongh to throw one of
us overboard —

SHERWIN. Why do 7 have to choose?

JEN. These are your people — we are all yours — Your wife —
Your — danghter — Your mother — we're all tied together
throngh you — you! You have to choose — Now — Now before
wete all dead and drowned and just sightless, lifeless bloared
corpses — floating to the bottom of the cruel and stormy sea ...
choose — (She continues ocean sounds.) We're drowning — (Gurgle.)
We're all ...

SHERWIN. I know what you want me to say, okay? Yon want me
to say my motber. You ... want me to throw her into the sea —
you do'— You want me to ... visualize — throwing her into the
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sea ... you want her to drown.

JEN. Somebody has to drown —- that’s the situation — somebody
has to gurgle — and clutch and scream — but who? Choose who —
SHERWIN. T'll tell yon what. My mother wouldn’t let me choose.
She'd jump over to save her grandchild.

JEN. And her son.

SHERWIN. That’s right.

JEN. And her daughter-in-law? Ha.

SHERWIN. Shed jump.

JEN. Suppose she doesn’ jump.

SHERWIN. She would.

JEN. She’s not jumping. She’s siting thel.‘c clinging to the side,
clutching, drinking all the water and eating the biscuits.
SHERWIN. All by herself? She’s the only one — You're not eat-
ing or drinking anything?

JEN. Okay, I'm earing too. And Nancy is eating. Do you mind
thae? If Nancy and I have a sip of water and bite of a soggy biscuit?
Oh my God, there goes the biscuit — another wave — Nancy —
gtab her — hang on — hang on —

SHERWIN. You’re tearing my heart out.

JEN. Its supposed to tear at your heart.

SHERWIN. Is that what you want to do? Tear me apart?

JEN. 1 want you to find our something. Admit something about
yourself.

SHERWIN. What? What?

JEN. Crash — woosh — the water is rising — gurgle — Nancy
is crying — “Help me, Daddy — save us. Daddy — Daddy — do
something —

SHERWIN. You are a cunt.

JEN. “Help! Daddy!” (Gurgle.)

SHERWIN. And you — what are you saying?

JEN. P'm saying choose. Choose me — Throw me — Even if you
don’t throw me — what will that prove? That you fove me? Just
that you need a mother for Nancy. That’s all. So throw me —
throw me —

SHERWIN. I can't throw you.

JEN. Throw me or throw somebody — or I swear — I'll jump —

| will — (She perches.) — T've got Nancy in my arms — We'll both
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jump — and sink from sight in the switling froth — so you and
your mother can sail away into the sunset.

SHERWIN. Don't start that “you and your” —

JEN. (Perched.) Tl jump — Il count to three and then 1 wil/
jump — T'll leave Nancy — 1 don’t want to stack the deck — Tl
leave Nancy crying “Mommy, Mommy” and Tll jump and you'll all
be safe and you can all live together and ear a port roast cooked by
somebody who knows how to cook a pot roast and have your shirts
ironed and live happily ever after — One — (Poised.) Tiwo —
SHERWIN. You've got me crazy.

JEN. Throw me —

SHERWIN. A{/ right — all right — (He sobs.)

JEN. Choose — (Sounds.)

SHERWIN. Al right.

JEN. Who? Who? (Louder sounds.)

SHERWIN. (Mumbling.) My mother.

JEN. Who?I can’t hear you —

SHERWIN. My mother — my mother —

JEN. Then throw her — throw her —

SHERWIN. I to/d you — she’s the one I'd —

JEN. Don't tell me — 4o it — 4o it — throw her.

SHERWIN. (Screams and grabs imaginary mother by arm and leg
— flings her out of imaginary lifeboat into imaginary sea.) AGGHH
— MOMMA — Momma — (FHe breaks down hysterically)

JEN. There — the boat is starting to right itself — we can bail
now ... The storm is starting to subside ~—

SHERWIN. She’s gone — gone — sunk into the waves — (He
cries.) 'l never forgive you for making me go throngh this. All for
a fucking game.

JEN. Calm down — you're distraught.

SHERWIN. Distranghe? P've just thrown my own mother over-
board to sawe your fucking ass. I've drowned my own mother in
the fucking sea. All for your fucking game. Her clutching— hand,

going down. Screaming — gurgling — with her last breach, “I love
you all.”

JEN. All?
SHERWIN. Yes, @/l “You too, Jen. I love you too. Ilo ... 7
(Gurgle. Hand sinks. Sherwin gasps and trembles — he cries — he
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s0bs.} Are you happy now — are you? (Panse,) You are — you're
happy.

JEN. Happy? Happy? 1 just watched my own mother-in-law
drowned — 1 watched her son — pick her up and heave her into
the waves — My daughter saw it — Grandma — her Gama — we
saw your pain -— your anguish — how can we be happy? (He
cries,) It wasn't easy ... but it had to be done — it taught you
something about your priorities — You understand something
now — You've explored your feclings for your mother and for me
and for Nancy. You've said something beantiful. “My mother, I'll
drown my mother.” That’s horrible, but it’s beantiful.
SHERWIN. Momma ... Momma ...

JEN. Shh — shh — the sea is quicting now — the skies clear ~—
bright and blue — we sail into 2 bright sunset — the three of us
— smooth sailing,

SHERWIN. Mocmma — Momma —

JEN. Shh —— Nancy’s sleeping — T've found some fresh biscuirs
— and water — fresh warer — there was fresh water —
SHERWIN. There was fresh water. 1 just threw my own —
JEN. Bat you didn’t know it — It was under the seat — so that
Nancy could live — so she could have her momma — and her
daddy.

SHERWIN. Sightless ... Lifeless ... Bloated ...

JEN. Sherwin —

SHERWIN. Floating down — down — down ... Hair spreading
on the water ... eyes staring ...

JEN. It’s past — the sea is quiet ~— and there — land — land ho!
SHERWIN. Whete?

JEN. There — an island paradise — clear skies — (Swaying.)
palm trees — gentle seas —

SHERWIN. Gentle seas —

JEN. And a happy family — sailing home — o port.
SHERWIN. Happy family —

JEN. Warm breezes —

SHERWIN. Sailing home ——

JEN. To port. A man, his wife and his danghter — brought clos-
er together by a — tragic experience.

SHERWIN. Closer together —

26

JEN. Yes. Calm and quiet seas — watm balmy breeze — bright
clear skies ~— bat wait — what’s that?

SHERWIN. Huh?

JEN. On the horizon — that black spot —

SHERWIN. Wha —?

JEN. Growing larger and larger — it's another typhoon —
SHERWIN. No!

JEN. Thunder — lightning— the skies crashing — the gulls shrieking
— Nancy is crying — the water is running low again — the biscusss —
(Sherwin screams.) Wait — hold on — don panic. if you panic
weTe all lost. There’s just enongh for two people now. Just for two.
Somebody’s got to ...

SHERWIN. NO GODDAMNIT, NO.

JEN. The waves — the thunder — sharks — ob my God, sharks —
the boat — filled with water — too heavy — too heavy — the waves
~— thirty feer — crashing — smashing — forty feet — fifty feet
— (Sherwin stares out in fear as the storm continues and lighss fade.)

SMILE

Bender sits on chair. Snooky and Jimbo drag Gibby in.
Snooky pushes him into room.

SNOOKY. Get in there, you fuckin’ sleaze bag. (Gibby falls to
krees.)

BENDER. He’ the one?

SNOOKY. Absolately.

. GIBBY. Please — I don't know what this is —

BENDER. Shut np. (76 Snooky,) You're sute.

SNOOKY. Hey we found the original — show him, Jimbo.
(Jimbo umwraps large smile sign.)

BENDER. You did this?

GIBBY. DPlease, I was just — (Bender gets up and grabs his neck,)
BENDER. Listen you litde piece of shit — Don’t tell me whar
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you were, when you were, how you were — answer what [ ask yon
— you did this?

GIBBY. Yes — a long time ago ... yes — please, I've got to say
something — I drew it — 1 didn’t design it — there’s a difference.
Someone tells me what to draw — 1 draw it. 'm a drafisman —
I'm not a creator — I don’t have the imagination to create — a —
BENDER. You know what you remind me of? A fuckin’ Nazi war
ctiminal — Doesn’t he remind you of a Nazi war criminal? “I only
followed orders” — only you're worse than a Nazi — the Nazis just
went after the Jews and the Poles — you got everybody — every-
body is a little less because of you, you litde fuck, and what did
you get out of it? How much did they pay you, you fuckin’ Judas?
How much —

GIBBY. Twenty dollars ... really ... truly — I just did the design

— I didn’t manufacture it — twenty dollars I swear ... (He sobs.)
SNOOKY. And “Have a nice day.”

BENDER. “Havea...”

GIBBY. Please — the “have a nice day,” that was part of the copy

— they gave it to me — I just lettered it — please. (He sobs,)

BENDER. Who gave it to you? (Grabs him.) Who gave you?

GIBBY. He never gave his name ... just showed up at my studio.

He had a rough sketch ... and the copy — “Have a nice day.”

BENDER. And you just drew it — Some total stranger comes in

with a thing like that and you just ... what kind of fuckin’ animal

are you? I should just blow you away like a fuckin’ hog — step on

you like a fuckin’ cockaroach — “Have a nice day” — “Smile” and

“Have a nice day.”

JIMBO. They could only have been conceived by the same mind
.. We got out guy.

GIBBY. It wasn't sy mind — Please, I'm not a creative person (Fe

s0bs.)

BENDER. “Smile” and “Have a nice day” (Gibby nods.) — both

for twenty dollars ... (Gibby nods.)

JIMBO. T don't believe it — not for one second — mysterious

stranger — it’s —

BENDER. T believe it — look at the pathetic little cunt — he

couldn’t invent anything. He couldn’t merchandise anything.

JIMBO. Really? You think this is a coincidence? He just hap-
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pened to be the ... what? Drafisman on this — eh? eh? He thinks
that, Snooky ... surprise him.

BENDER. What?

SNOOKY. We found ... some papers ... in his desk.

BENDER. So?

SNOOKY. They ... link him —

BENDER. They link him ... with wha? What do they link him
with?

SNOOKY. “Far out.”

BENDER. Jesus Chuist. (He covers eyes.) “Far out” ...

JIMBO. And ... tell him the test ...

SNOOKY. (Pause.) “Right on” ... (Bender is shocked.)
BENDER “Right on”? Right on? '

JIMBO. We got more than we bargained for ...

SNOOKY. This will clear up four of the major ...

GIBBY. Mistake — it was a mistake — you say something— you
say an innocent something — I'm out at the beach, somebody
says, “Ohh look at that beautiful yacht,” 1 say — “It’s far out” —
meaning — it’s far out — there — in the middle of the lake —
somebody else says “Yeah far out — isn* it far out?” Everybody
says, “Yeah — FAAAR QUT — 7 I say, “Oh wow, dont start
interpreting thatas ... 7

BENDER. O/ wow? Oh wow?

SNOOKY. We got ourselves a prize ...

BENDER. Oh wow?

JIMBO. We stepped in some deep shit — Ob wow.

GIBBY. Oh — ow — ow — they were slapping me on the back
— it huct — oh — ow —

BENDER. And for “right on’? Were they slapping your back for
right on? Were they congratulating you for that monstrous piece
of ...

GIBBY. The words — they misunderstood the words — RIDE
ON — R-1-D-E — A bunch of Hell's Angels came into town —
I wanted them ount — 1 said (Black fist,) RIDE ON — Ride on —
meaning ride ont of here ...

BENDER. (Fist?} Eh?

GIBBY. 1swung at them. (Fisz,) RIDE ON out of here you biker
bastards — You dirty greasy black jacket — piss-drinking greasy
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hairy brown tooth sons of bitches — Haul your asses out of here
— I need my own space — Get your goddamn —

JIMBO. “Ineed my own space™?

GIBBY. Something like chat, words to that effect ...

JIMBO. We got the big fish.

BENDER. I think so.

SNOOKY. Should we ... send him far out? ... Give him his own
space?

JIMBO. We've been waitin’ a long time — It’s gonna be a nice
day. (Jimbo and Snooky open switchblades and advance on Gibby,)
GIBBY. Please ... please, it was so long ago. I was young, what
did I know — these things came to me — they popped out of my
head — like a poet — I couldn’t stop it — I had to do my own
thing. (They wince ) 1 never got credit for it — none of it — I
never made a dime — Tim Leary got “Tarn on Tane in Drop Oat”
— He got the cover of Time — 1 got shit — Okay I did some bad
things — “Sex and Drugs and Rock and Roll” that was bad ~— I
admit it — “Don't trust anybody over thirty.” (7hey wince.)
BENDER. You're responsible for ... .
GIBBY. Whar did I know? I was under thirty — I never learned
to crust people. I learned — I learned to crust — people — over
thirty — yes — yes — Okay — I got caught up ... Yon know
young people — I'd say something like ... “Paul lives” — the next
day everybody in the Haight-Ashbury was saying it — in two days
— the whole country was on it — A week later it's on the Carson
show — They didn’t even let me finish — what I started to say
was, “Paul lives in London” — they wouldr’t wait — took it and
ran with it — I was — my ego was all blown up — [ was a kid —
you don’t blame Elvis for what he did as a kid — Jimi Hendrix?
Janis — if I wasn't into drugs — I wasn't hurting anybody — I
wasn't bad — Bur I learned — 1 did good things too — “Make
Love Not War,” that was mine — (They advance on him.) — that

was mine — “Hell no we wor't go” — “Bombs are bad for chil-
dren and flowers and other living things” — I did that — I drew
the daisy — “Don't give a dose to the one you love most”? — I
learned — I became responsible — “Black is beautiful.” I'm not

black — But I did it — “You can't hug your children with nuclear
arms”? Didn't you see that? Didn't anybody see that — That was
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mine — Not to worry — that’s my latest — Not to worry ...
(They advance on him.) Not to worry?

BENDER. Smile ... Right on ... Have a nice ...

SNOOKY. My own space ...

JIMBO. Right on. Right on — Righron ...

GIBBY. I was young — please — It was so long ago — so long

ago ... | .
B%ENDER. Did you think we'd forger? Those of us who were there
... Did you think we'd forgee? (Lights fade.)

WASH AND DRY

The laundromat. George sits and waits. Marianne enters

with laundry bag.

MARIANNE. (Entering.) Good morning. (She puts bag on counter.)
GEORGE. Good morning,

MARIANNE. It’s a beautiful morning — (She rummages in purse
Jor ticket.)

GEORGE. It’s in the eye of the beholder. Wash and dry?
MARIANNE. Yes. Thank you. It’s a fresh brisk morning. (Stll
looking for ticket.) . .
GEORGE. (Weighing.) You know how many fresh brisk mornings
there have been in the world? Millions — hundreds of millions —
and what good has it done? Five forry-three.

MARIANNE. Well it’s cool and ctisp and not a cloud in the sky
— all you can see are blue skies — (She pays.)

GEORGE. IfI can see blue skies it’s not a beauriful day — you
know what’s a beaatiful day? When I can’t see any skies ar all —
when those laundry bags are piled so high you can't see the sky at
all — that’s what I call a beaatiful day — (He takes bag.)
MARIANNE. Here’s my ticket — I nsually lose the ricket. I feel
very proud of myself for having it.

GEORGE. Don't be so proud of yourself. You know how many
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lost laundry tickets there've been in the world? Hundreds of thou-
sands — hundreds of thousands of people saying, “I seem to have
lost my ticket,” and hundreds of thousands of laundry owners say-
ing, “Well, you'll have to sign for it” — and hundreds of thou-
sands of — customers lying — “I never got a ticke” — hundreds
of laundry owners saying, “Yon did get a ticket — I gave you 2
ticket — where is yonr ticket? Where is — ?2”

MARIANNE. 1 Aave my ticket — the sun is shining and I have
my laundry ticket.

GEORGE. (Reading.) Twelve-oh-seven — (She looks around.)
MARIANNE. That’s it up there, the blue bag.

GEORGE. All the way up there.

MARIANNE. The blue bag with the rope stting, It martches this

one.

GEORGE. Well?

MARIANNE. Well? Is mine.

GEORGE. Well, nobody’s saying it isn't yours. Who's saying it
isn’t yours?

MARIANNE. Well, may I have it please?

GEORGE. Sure you can have it. It’s yours.

MARIANNE. May I have it now — why not now — Well?
GEORGE. Go get it.

MARIANNE. Go gerie?

GEORGE. Why not? It’s yours, isn’t it?

MARIANNE. I should go get it?

GEORGE. Watch your step climbin’ up there — don't step on

the top rung — it’s rickety — [ can’t be responsible if you step on
that top rung.

MARIANNE. Why don't you get it?

GEORGE. Ha-ha. Thats a very good question. You want a very
good answer — | don’t get it because I don’t have to ger it — I
didn agree to get it — wash and dry — not wash, dry and get.
MARIANNE. Getting it — is — just part of the service — its
expected.

GEORGE. By you.

MARIANNE. By anyone — It’s expected that when you pick up
your —

GEORGE. Don't expect too much of life — you’ll be sorely dis-
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illustoned — you're talking to somebody who knows — don’
expect a bed of roses.

MARIANNE. A bed of roses? It’s just a2 common conrtesy — it's
only —

GEORGE. 1 did not promise wash, dry and courtesy, did I?
MARIANNE. Obviously not.

GEORGE. Well then, I'm not guilty of false advertising, am I?
AmI?

MARJANNE. You're really not going to get it.

GEORGE. Wash and dry, period. (He reads newspaper.)
MARIANNE. Well — I'll tell you something — (She begins to
elimb.) You don’t know how to run a business.

GEORGE. You get what you're promised — consider yousself
lucly — most of the rime we don’t even get what we're promised.
MARIANNE. (Pulling laundry down.} Oops.

GEORGE. I warned you about that ladder, didn't I? I warned you
loud and clear — I said it’s rickery.

MARIANNE. Il eell you something else. I'm not coming back
here anymore.

GEORGE. Never say never — We don’t know what we'll do —
circumstances — change.

MARIANNE. And ... And if I hadn’t paid for this in advance, [
wouldn’t pay for it now.

GEORGE. Oh, [ know that — and that’s exactly why I collect in
advance — exactly why.

MARIANNE. And you'd better not have shrunk my blue cotton
blouse — (She rummages through bag.) 1 distinctly said — no hot
water ——

GEORGE. No hot water was nsed — it’s not shrunk.
MARIANNE. [t better not be.

GEORGE. I guarantee it.

MARIANNE. (Pulling blouse out.) God.

GEORGE. Well —

MARIANNE. It — it’s not even —

GEORGE. I told yon.

MARIANNE. It haso’t been — washed — it’s still — it’s just like
it was when I brought it in —

GEORGE. No shrinkage — a promise made, a promise fulfilled
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— bur dont get wsed to that — don't start expecting that in the
rest of your beautiful day —

MARIANNE. It's all — they're all — still dirty. These clothes
have not been washed. You make me climb up and risk my neck
to get my own laundry that you forgor to wash —

GEORGE. I didnt forget. You don't stay in business by forgetting.
MARIANNE. You didn forget? You just did not —

GEORGE. You get what you contracted for.

MARIANNE. Whar I contracted for? [ contracted for dirty

clothes? I brought them in hete to be washed and dried — I con-
tracted for —

GEORGE. Watched.

MARIANNE. Whar?

GEORGE. Wazched — not washed. Watch and dry.
MARIANNE. Watched?

GEORGE. George's Wazch and Dry. (Sign.) You gotta pay atten-

tion — They'll rob you blind. They'll take the gold fillings our of
your teeth.

MARIANNE. George's Watch and Dry?

GEORGE. They count on the fact that people don’t pay attention

— they depend on that.

MARIANNE. T paid five dollars and forty-three cents to have my

clothes watched?

GEORGE. And dried. :

MARIANNE. But you haven't washed them,

SEORGE. I've watched them. I've been watching them for five
ays —

MARIANNE. Why would somebody want to have their clothes

watched? Why?

GEORGE. Why is a goose not a gander? There’s lots of strange

people in this town — bizarre people with unusual needs — and

desires. I don’t ask questions — They want watch and dry, they get

watch and dry.

MARIANNE. I did not come here to have my clothes wazched. 1

did not pay five dollars and forty-three cents 1o have my clothes
watched.

GEORGE. And dry. . '
MARIANNE. Of course theyre dry. They've never been wert. |
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paid to — have my clothes washed — washed.

GEORGE. You should have taken them to a laundromat.
MARIANNE. [ thought this was a laundromat. That’s why I —
GEORGE. Marianne — Marianne — don’ agitate yourself.
MARIANNE. You know my name?

GEORGE. 'm not like some people. I care. I pay attention. Read
the small print — if you don’t they'll skin you alive — they’ll peel
you like a grape.

MARIANNE. You're peeling me like a grape — you're charging
me —

GEORGE. I'm teaching you — you've got to —

MARIANNE. Teaching me? By charging me five dollars and
forty-three cents to watch my clothes? You think that’s teaching?
GEORGE. If the lesson was free, you wouldn’t learn it.
MARIANNE. | assume you're not giving me my money back.
GEORGE. This is not George’s free Watch and Dry —
MARIANNE. Well, I'm going to the police — directly — I'm
going to the Better Business Bureau and they are going to be all
over you like a rash. [ am not one of those people who suffer in
silence. I do nor ger fleeced silently — I'm not a sheep. I ger raped
and [ identify the rapist. I hunt him down and see him prosecuted
and punished —

GEORGE. I'm only teaching yon what they tanght me — I'm
passing on the information.

MARJANNE. Information? That people will take your money on
a technicality — for watching your laundry — what kind of infor-
mation is that?

GEORGE. Its real information — all the love thy neighbor —
do unto others — sisters and brothers stuff — that’s all misinfor-
mation — you know what they -did to me? They guaranteed my
color TV — at least [ thought they guaranteed it — I assumed —
I assumed that was what I was paying three hundred and eighty-
five dollars for — and then when the tube blew — then and only
then did they inform me that it was not a guarantee — but a war-
ranty — that’s when they told me to read the fine print.
MARIANNE. Your color TV has nothing to do with —
GEORGE. That was the beginning of my education — my trans-
mission was another lesson — my electrical wiring was another
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lesson — and my renpholstery — and my Blue Cross — oh,
they've taught me a lesson or two — That’s when I started paying
attention — that’s when I started passing along the information.
MARIANNE. That’s when you started watching clothes.
GEORGE. Yes, as marter of fact.

MARIANNE. For five dollars and forty-three cents.

GEORGE. Two fifty a load — plus tax.

MARIANNE. A load? Of what? What load.

GEORGE. A machine load.

MARIANNE. Which never goes into the machine.

GEORGE. It's a measurement — You've got to pay attention —
Because something is a machine load doesn’t mean it gess into a
machine. Are yon beginning to comprehend?

MARIANNE. I comprehend that you have charged me five dol-
lars and forty-three cents to watch — my lanndry — and there’s
not proof that you have even watched it. I am going to the police
— I really am —

GEORGE. Go ahead, go to the police — And try to prove I didnt
watch your stapid laundry — and Tl tell you something else,
sweetheart — of all the lanndry I ever watched, yonrs was the most
bizarre —

MARIANNE. Bizarre? My laundry was — ?

GEORGE. Item — chocolate stains on nightgown —
MARJANNE. Chocolate stains? :
GEORGE. Or hot fudge — Who am I to say? — I'm no god-
damn chemist — and butterscotch stains on nightgown, denoting
late night —

MARIANNE. You looked throngh my laundry —

GEORGE. 1 watched your laundry — you want mere proof? Item
stains on blouse — denoting early day dieting and late-night loss
of willpower — also sloppy eating, I might add.

MARIANNE. Sloppy eating — you're judging my — ?
GEORGE. ltem — wine stains on slacks, denoting heavy drink-
ing and possible alcoholism. :
MARJANNE. Alcoholi —

GEORGE. Or potential alcobolism — Item — one white capsule
— possibly Nembutal — in pocket of —

MARIANNE. Possibly what?
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GEORGE. Or it might be an aspirin — How would 1 know?
That's for the boys in the lab to figure ont.

MARIANNE. What boys? What lab?

GEORGE. That’s for me to know and you to find out. If it turns
out to be an aspirin, you have my apology — but if it turns out to
be a Nembutal — I'd say cur ont the booze — It’s a dangerous
combination. Item — One pair of pantyhose — one pair — two
weeks’ laundry — four sets of sheets and pillowcases and only one
pair of pantyhose. Leaving owner’s personal hygiene in question.
MARJIANNE. You —- you count my sheets and my —
GEORGE. And npon two of those sheets — a dried white residue
— possibly semen — I say possibly — possibly dried rubber
cement — possibly semen — possibly indicating a certain sexual
promiscuity —

MARIANNE. I canT believe —

GEORGE. Item — blood stains on underwear and white skirt,
denoting unusually heavy menstrnal flow and possibly due to
recent dilation and curettage. (Marianne gasps — sobs, whimpers,
stammers.) Don't get yourself agirated — learn your lesson —
epileptics have to be careful — fill your prescription — (He unfolds
i.) Don’t leave it in your pocket — stay on yonr medication —
don't get agitated. Dont spend time with men who give you ...
problems. -

MARIANNE. How would youn like your neck broken? Really —
my boyfriend — I could tell him what you're — he’s a big gny —
he is — he could just break your little neck — how would you like
that?

GEORGE. How would his wife like that? — Your big guy —
(Takes shire.) Eighteen-inch neck, thirty-six sleeve — initials V.R.
— V.R. — Vincent Romo? — Disparcher conrrol at United? —
Eh? — V.R.? I think we may have the mysiery man here.
MARIANNE. Mystery man?

GEORGE. Possibly the donor of said semen — or said rubber
cement —- possibly the reason for said alcoholism — and said
compulsive overeating — possibly — of course, if your father or
brother’s initials are V.R. — then theres no problem — but that s
highly doubtful since your mother’s initials are R.D. — nnless, of
course, she married again, in which case —
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MARIANNE. My mother?

GEORGE. (Reading letter) Mrs. Donovan, 623 Lake Terrace
Road, Milwaukee, Wiscousin? You should answer her letters — she
would like some news of you — some news — 623 Lake Terrace
Road — it sounds like a nice street — they've put in some poplar
trees across from the Hanleys' place — but she doesu't think they’ll
take —

MARIANNE. I know what it says — give it to me — (She grabs
the letter,) That's my property.

GEORGE. Hey, it’s yours — you've got a right to it — 623 Lake
Terrace Road, I think the zip is four-oh-oh-five — but I could
look it up

MARIANNE. You could look it up —

GEORGE. If [ wanted to — If I chose to — you don’t control
the postal service, you know — I can write to whom I choose —
I don't need a warrant to write to whom I choose — I'm free to —
MARIANNE. You — You cannor do this — You cannot violate
a person’s life — by prying into their laundry — Listen, my father
happens to be a very prominent attorney in Milwaukee — I hap-
pen to know something about the law — do you realize what

you're perpetrating? Breach of contract — charging me for services
not recei —

GEORGE. W-A-T-C-H — clearly statred — W-A-T —
MARIANNE. Invasion of privacy — going through my —
GEORGE. Hey, I have to handle — that’s part of my —
MARIANNE. Slander — accusing me of —

GEORGE. I'm not accusing — #his is accusing — Irem — small
white powdery residue in front of blue wool sweater — possibly
cocaine — possibly face powder — I'm not a goddamn criminol-
ogist — call ’em in and we'll serdle the question — Your property?
— Hey, it’s none of my business, it's your business — Possibly
Amcrican Airlines might think it’s #4esr business — but [ —

MARIANNE. Go ahead — tell them — Just 7y to tell them. Tell
them [ —

GEORGE. Iwor tell ’em, I'll show ’em.

MARIANNE. Show them what? — This — (Grabs it — George
shows Polaroids.} You took ... Polaroids ... of my — (Reaches.)
GEORGE. Uh-uh — my property — to substantiate my claim —

38

thar I warched — you question whether I really watched — You
cast aspersions on my professional integrity — Okay, I got proof
— I watch —

MARIANNE. You are a rotten, vicious — perverted —
GEORGE. I pay attention — the police pay attention — I'm try-
ing to teach you to pay attention — watch and dry — watch and
dry — read the small print. (Marianne begins to walk out slowly
with laundry) Will 1 be hearing from your father? Your big
boyfriend? Will I be seeing you in court? ... Next Tuesday then.
MARIJIANNE. Next Tuesday — ?

GEORGE. Before four o’clock — I close at four on Tuesday.
MARIANNE. You think I'd ever bring my laundry in here again
— to be watched — to be — violation — a breach of contract —
What's legal? What's illegal? (He fingers vial with cocaine sample —
Marianne stops.} Okay then — (He takes pencil ) T'll put you down
for an eight-pound load on Wednesday — every Weduesday —
(Marianne bites her lip and leaves.) You got to read the small print
— they'll squeeze you like an orange — Don't think they won’t —
Don't assume anything — Pay attention, for God’s sake — (He sits
back down and opens newspaper. Marianne exits, in shock.) And let’s
not wait two weeks on the pantyhose — eh?

KENNETH. (Entering with laundry.) Hi —

GEORGE. Put it on the scale.

KENNETH. (Putting it on scale.) Can 1 get this back before the
weekend?

GEORGE. No problem. Six dollars and twenty-five cents.
KENNETH. (Paying.) Oh, and no starch, please.

GEORGE. Okay.

KENNETH. And I can get it back by Friday? For sure?
GEORGE. Just watch and dry?

KENNETH. Yes.

GEORGE. 1 guarantee it. (He turns back to newspaper as the cur-
wain falk.)
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THINKING UP A NEW NAME FOR THE ACT
Act ]

Lucy and Pete in kitchen. He wears a straw hat. Another straw
hat bangs from the back of her chasr. He sits at the table scrib-
bling on a pad. She stands at stove stirring por. He mouths ideas
silently. He scribbles more. She brings pot to table.

LUCY. Meat? (No response — he scribbles.) Meat? (He looks up
absently, nods — she puts meat on bis plate.) Potatoes? (He griznts —
she puts potatoes on bis plate and starts to serve herself,)

PETE. (Bored with food,) Meat ’n’ potatoes, meat 'n’ potatoes,
meat 'n’ ... (Brainstorm.) Potatoes— meat and poratoes — (He leaps
up.) meat and potatoes. Meat and potatoes — (She stares ar him,
confused.) Mear — (He points to himself) and — (He points o her.)
potatoes — rneat meets potatoes ... poratoes meer meat —
“MMM meat,” “MMM potatoes — ” (Shake hands — imaginary
marquee.) meat and potatoes ... (He grabs straw hat— announcing.)
Mear and poratoes — (Applause — he purs her hat on her, gets behind
ber and staris shufflin’ off to Buffalo — she resists but dances uncom-
Jortably — he smiles — sings to tune of “Theres No Business Like
Show Business.”) A

Meet meat and po-ta-toes

Meet meat ... and po-ta-toes

Mear meat meat meat meat meat meat meat,

potatoes

Meat meat meat meat meat ... po-ta-toes-toes

Meat meat meat meat meat meat meat meat meat meat meat
Meet meat and potatoes. (Applause.) Meat — (He does wild
solo.) Potatoes — (“Take it” — she doesn’t move.) Potatoes —
(She won't dance.) Po-ta-toes — (Wants her to shake her tits.)
Potatoes — (She looks coldly) Meat — (Him.) Potatoes (Her,)
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LUCY. " Meat and — (Marguee.) potatoes?

PETE. (Nods, smiling.) Meat and potatoes.

LUCY. (Shakes her head no — marquee.) Potatoes — and meat.
(She smiles — she starts to slow dance, humming “No business ... ”)
PETE. Potatoes and meat? (She nods, still dancing.) Potatoes and
meat? (He giggles,) Potatoes and meat — (He laughs — she stops —
he looks cold and serious.) Meat ... and potasoes. (He begins dancing
again — she is distressed — he, macho.) Meat — (Delicate — pointing
to her.) potatoes. Meat and potatoes. (She is disturbed — he grabs bis
dick.) Meat — (Tiveaks her nipples.) and potatoes, Meat and potaroes.
LUCY. (Slapping ber own ass.) Meat and — (Pinching bis balls.)
Potatoes. Meat and potatoes, mear and potatoes, meat and potaroes.
PETE. (Angry — grabs dick.) Meat.

LUCY. (Smiling.) Meat? Meat? — ha-ha — Mear.

PETE. (Her tits.) Potatoes — (Grabs dick,) Meat.

LUCY. (Ass) Meat — (Tiss.) meat ... and (Diminutive poinis to
balls.) po-ta-toes.

PETE. (Big balls — King Kong.) Potatoes.

LUCY. (Teente weenie balls.) Potatoes.

PETE. (Grabs her — points to dick.) Meat — meat —

LUCY. Potatoes — (She laughs.)

- PETE. Potatoes? Potatoes? (He starts to unzip pants.)

LUCY. (In feigned awe.) Ooh, mear ... and potatoes. (She laughs.)
PETE. (Grabs her arm and twists it.) Mear.

LUCY. Pot-atoes.

PETE. (Tivisting.) Mear.

LUCY. (In pain but not giving in.) Potatoes.

PETE. (Hurting her.) Meat — (Twists more.) Meat? — (Tiwists.)
Meat — (Tiwvists. ) ‘

LUCY. (Crying, anger.) Potatoes — Potatoes — Potatoes —
PETE. Meat? (Silence.) Meat? :
LUCY. (Finally giving up.) Meat.

PETE. (His dick.) Meat?

LUCY. (Whispers.) Meat.

PETE. (Macho.) Meat.

LUCY. (Macho ) Meat.

PETE. (Her tits.) Potatoes?

LUCY. Potatoes, poratoes — (She starts to sob, he releases her, she
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continues to cry.)
PETE. Meat and poratoes ... Meat and portatoes? (She doesn
answer — pause — bhe tries to charm ber.) Potatoes? (Touches her 13z
-— she pulls away. ) Meat? (Points to dick.) Meat and potatoes? (No
response — points 1o her crotch.) Meat? ... and — (His balls,) pota-
toes? — (No response,) Mear? (Her ass.) And — (Diminutive —
balls.) potatoes? Potatoes? — (He makes licking gesture,) Meat —
(He grabs his dick and makes biting gestures.) Meat meat meat meat
meat meat meat — (No response —- he gets behind ber and starts to
dance and sing romantically)

Meat and potatoes la-la-la

Meat and potatoes la-la-la

Meat and potatoes la-la-la

Potatoes and meat.
LUCY. (Her fist) Meat and — (Punches bhim in balls.) potaroes,
potatocs, potatoes — (He fulls 1o his knees,) Potatoes? (She picks out
one and bounces it off him.) Mear? (She takes pot and pours some over
him.}) Meat and potatoes — (Bows,) Meat — (Introducing him.)
and potatoes — (Curtsy — applause — she grabs straw hat and Jjams
it on.) Meat — (Her ass.) potatoes — (Her tits, ) Potatoes, potatoes
— (She grabs his har and starts to dance off)

Meat and potatoes

Potatoes and meatr —
(She donces off, doing a single and singing, one hat Janning ass, one
hat fanning tits.)

Mear and potatoes

Meat and potatoes —
(He stares afier her — he rises unsteadily to his feet, be sits at table as
her singing fades away. He stares straight ahead dejectedly — he picks
up fork sadly and begins to ear meat and potatoes — s lights fade.)
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Act II

Pete lies dead under cloth. Inspector and Sergeant investigate.

INSPECTOR. (Picks up piece of meat.) Mear.

SERGEANT. (Makes note of it.) Meat.

INSPECTOR. And ... potatoes.

SERGEANT. (Seriboling.) Potato.

INSPECTOR. Potatoes.

SERGEANT. Pota-toes.

INSPECTOR. (Thinking.) Meat and potatoes ... hmm ... meat
— (He examines piece of meat — he smells it — he puts it down.)
potatoes — (He picks one up -— he tastes it — shrugs.) potatoes ...
Meat and potatoes.

SERGEANT. (Goes to Peres body, puils back sheet, reaches under
Pete’s head and lifis red drippy brains.) Meat. (He hands our brains to
Inspector, who takes them gingerly)

INSPECTOR. Meat — (Disgusted «— be looks around — he notices
plant in pot — he walks to it — examines plant — lifis por.) Mmm
— (He removes something from bottom of pot.) Meat — (He com-
pares it with brain mear.) Mear ... and ... (He lifis up Lucys hat and
two potatoes roll out) potaroes. (He smiles in satisfaction as lights

fude)

Act ITI

The courtroom. Judge sits. Prosecutor stands. Bailiff calls

BAILIFE Potatoes ... potatoes. (Lucy steps to witness stand,)
Potatvoes? (She nods — he motions for ber to sit — she does.)
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PROSECUTOR. (Approaches her melodramatically — reaching
behind back, he produces piece of meat,) Meat? (He extends it 1o her

— she looks at it indifferently — be extends it Jurther — it smells.)
Meat?

LUCY. (Casually) Meat.

PROSECUTOR. (Produces straw hat with potatoes in it.) Potatoes?
LUCY. Potatoes ... Meat and potatoes. (So what?)
PROSECUTOR. And ... (He produces pot.) meat — (Throws
meas in pot.) Potatoes — (Throws potatoes in pot.) Meat and pota-
toes —

LUCY. (Slowly goes mad — she tells her story beginning with the
cooking, getring wilder and faster as she goes. Cooking.) Meat and
potatoes, meat and potatoes — (Weary,) Meat and potatoes —
(His ideas.) Meat — and potatoes — (Me.) Potatoes — (Him.)
meat — (Dance.) meat and potatoes, meat and potatoes — (Stops.)
FPotatoes and meat. (Him.) Potatoes and megs? (He laughs.) Potatoes
and meat? (Laugh — gets mean.) Mear and potatoes — (Her)
Potatoes and meat — (He.) Mear and potatoes — (Tivists arm.)
Meat and poratoes — (She, grimacing.) Potatoes and meat — (He
— more violent. ) Meat and potatoes — (She, giving in.) Meat-and-
potatoes — meat and potatoes — (Him laughing.) Meat — (He
grabs crotch,) and potatoes — (Tits — per surprised,) Potatoes?
FPotatoes? (She covers breasts — bhe — Jocherous — bolds dick.) Meat-
meat-meat-meat-meat-meat-meat  — (Squeezing, licfeing. )
Potatoes-potatoes-potatoes — (She poinis to his dick.) Meat? (Holds
her breasts.) Meat and potatoes — Mear and potatoes — (Grabs pot
handle.) Mear — (Swings pot) potaroes — (Swings.) Meat —
{Swings.) potatoes — (Swings.) Meat-potatoes-meat-potatoes-
meat-potatoes-meat — (She keeps swinging pot and babbling unril
she collapses — she sobs, head in bands. )

JUDGE. (Sadly summing up.) Mear ... and potatoes. (Lights fade.)
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Act IV

The execution room of Folsom Prison. Executioner stands by
electric chair switch. Lucy enters flanked by two ngm{r
Clergyman follows, reading text. He mumbles almost inaudibly,

CLERGYMAN. Mear and potatoes, potatoes, potatoes, meat
mear meat mcat meat potaroes mear meat meat meat ... Pota-toes
.. (Guard sits Lucy in chair — they strap her in. The executioner
throws the switch — Lucy stiffens, then goes limp.)
FIRST GUARD. (Sniffing) Meas? (Executioner nods.)

UARD. (Sniffing.) Mear.
igl(%g{}l?lgNER. ( m{Z’i g (Reaches under Lucy) potatoes —
(He comes up with three steaming, sz’l—wr@ped batked potatoes —
they start to eat them with gusio as the curiain falk.)

BUY ONE, GET ONE FREE

Merrilee and Sherilee, two street hookers. They hold sign that
says, “Buy one, get one free.” People pass. The girls wait. They

sing.

BOTH. Buy one, get one free. '

SHERILEE. Buy her, we'll throw in me.

MERRILEE. It’s a steal.

SHERILEE. It’s the deal of the century.

MERRILEE. Buy one — get one free — ce —

BOTH. Buy one — get one free — o ‘
MERRILEE}T That “Buy one, get one free” — is that — what it
seems to be?
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SHERILEE. Hi— P'm Sherilee.

MERRILEE. Hi — I'm Merrilee.

BOTH. And it’s an absolute money-back guarantee.
SHERILEE. Enjoy our hospitality. And in the utmost privacy.
The thought you harbor inwardly. Will be performed ...
MERRILLE. Arsistically. Any secret fantasy ...

SHERILEE. Any ... eccentricity?

MERRILEE. Any ... abnormality?

SHERILEE. Like ~— whips?

MERRILEE. Or bestiality?

SHERILEE. Any dark perversity? Some masochistic tendency?
MERRILEE. Some act of harsh brutality?

SHERILEE. A fantasy of chastity — (Pose.)

MERRILEE. Virginity — (Pose.)

SHERILEE. Timidity — (Pose.)

MERRILEE. Some fetish we can ...

SHERILEE. Like six-inch heels — (Shows.)

MERRILEE. Or lingerie — (Shows.)

SHERILEE. Someone we should pretend to be?

MERRILEE. Your mama? (Pose.)

SHERILEE. Daughter? (Pose.)

MERRILEE. A she ... ot a he — (Moustache.)

SHERILEE. Some special words to shake your tree? (Whispers.)
MERRILEE. Some special sight you'd like to see — (Bozh pose.)
SHERILEE. Some special place youd like to pee?

MERRILEE. All iu the lap of luxury. (They mime.)
SHERILEE. A cup of tea?

MERRILEE. Some chilled chablis?

SHERILEE. A fresh croissant?

MERRILEE. A slice of brie?

SHERILEE. A tempting, glowing, overflowing, frosty frozen
daiquiri?

MERRILEE. Or— if you live adventurously —

SHERILEE. Some PC.P?

MERRILEE. Some TH.C.?

SHERILEE. Some hot — erot — photography? (Pose.)
MERRILEE. Shall we anoint you bodily?

SHERILEE. With — mayounaise?
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MERRILEE. Or sea and ski?
SHERILEE. Shall we dress up? Pretend to be your mama? Your
daughter? Or sister Ann Marie?
MERRILEE. Just say her name, Ill be she.
SHERILEE. Whisper his name and I'll be he.
MERRILEE. Ler us probe your — memory
For some special thought we can ser free?
SHERILEE. Some special sight — you'd like to see? (Pose.)
MERRILEE. Some special place -— you'd like to pee?
SHERILEE. You'll find in Merrilee and me
No sugary insincerity
No crass commerciality
No crudeness —
MERRILEE. No vulgarity
No dimly-veiled hostility
In our soft-lit facility
In incense-filled tranquility
You'll witness durability.
SHERILEE. And our extreme agility. (Stretch.)
MERRILEE. We say iu all due modesty
BOTH. We'll take you on an odyssey ... if you —
Buy one, you get one free.
MERRILEE. Try me —
SHERILEE. And ger 2 gift of me —
MERRILEE. It’s the deal of —
SHERILEE. The steal of —
MERRILEE. The century.
BOTH. Buy oue — get one free — ee — ee
Buy one and get one free.
SHERILEE. In half-priced — tax-free — gaiety
And joyous spoutaneity.
MERRILEE. We'll be thrilled to feel and see
Your great desirability, (They wind ‘round him.)
SHERILEE. Your animal zirifzty.
MERRILEE. Your manly electricity.
SHERILEE. But — if there’s some ... incapability —
MERRILEE. Some fear — of infertility?
SHERILEE. Some childlike timidity?
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MERRILEE. Some frigid unrigidiry?
SHERILEE. Some physical deformity?
MERRILEE. No matter the enormity.
SHERILEE. We'll meet it with our emparhy.
MERRILEE. And treat it with our sympathy.
SHERILEE. And with our love capacity

For all your incapacity.
MERRILEE. And our dogged tenacity.
SHERILEE. T’will lead to love’s discovery.
MERRILEE. And your complete recovery.
SHERILEE. The girls view you indifferently?
MERRILEE. We'll strengthen you magnificeutly,

Your sweetheart treats you viciously?
SHERILEE. We'll comfort you — deliciously.

Your wife is Ms. Frigidicy?

I'm heat —
MERRILEE. And P'm bumidizy.
SHERILEE. Just think how it will be to see

‘Two bodies moving gracefully.
MERRILEE. Lovingly. Dreamily.
SHERILEE. Undulating endlessly.
MERRILEE. In orchestrated symmetry. (Harmony.)
SHERILEE. Dou't miss this opportunity.
MERRILEE. To see us love in unicy.
LEE. You and me? (Nod.)

Me and she? (Nod)

She and — thee? (Nod )}

Then all three?
BOTH. In ecstasy —
LEE. Ooh-ooohee — that soliloquy

Struck to the very soul of me

But now speaking confidentially

How much will this love cost — eventually

But now speaking financially

How much will it be — in greenery?
SHERILEE. A C,
MERRILEE. One C.
SHERILEE. One teenie litde C.
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MERRILEE. A safe investment — and tax-free.
SHERILEE. A C.
MERRILEE. One C — that’s practically free.

For a double entrée, like she and me.
SHERILEE. One C for an hour — one lousy ¢ —
MERRILEE. And of coutse, any small gratuicy

Will be remembered till perpetuity.

LEE. A C?One C, one litde bitty €?

I think somebody’s tryin’ to flim-flam me

You think I got the menrality

Of some tourist hick from Tennessee

Who got off the bus at half-past three?

I spend a C and what the hell’s free

That’s just as much as anything would be.
SHERILEE. Tivo for a C? — of this quality?
MERRILEE. You must be out of your friggin’ tree

You want somethin’ here substantially — :
SHERILEE. You gotta put somethin’ bere financially.
LEE. You double the price originally

Theu you hype up the commodity

With a lot of sweet banalities

To play upon our vanities

All that “double electricicy”

Ain’t nothin’ bur duplicity

You're banking on the culpability

Of the uneducated community

And you do it with impunity

But that don’t work with a dude like me

A holder of a Ph.D. degree

From an Ivy League university

Where I majored in economy.
SHERILEE. So— our warmth and generosity

Is met with animosity. (She cries.)
MERRILEE. You — you have the temerity

To question our sincerity

Where is your sense of chivalry

Have you no shred of decency

To speak so disrespectfully
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To two sweet creatures such as we
"Two pillars of the community
Who have coutributed significantly
To this community’s economy
Both holders of Ph.D. degrees.
SHERILEE. In phys. ed. and economy — (Cries again.)
MERRILEE. From a small Midwestern university
And whose father is a rich M.D.
Back home in Schenectady
Two women of sincerity
" And proven populariry.
SHERILEE. And the closest thing to virginity
You'll find in this vicinity.
MERRILEE. You have the effrontery
To say these things in front of me
A man of your obesity
And grating personality
Bad breath, incapability
And latent homosexuality
Verging on senility
You doubt eur credibilicy.
LEE. Hey, cool that animosity
I just expressed some ... curiosity
I wasnt asking for no charity
I just was trying to bring some clatity — (He touches Sherilees

arm.)
SHERILEE. Get your paws off of me please —
Money talks and bullshit flees

So rake yonr nickel and dime mentality
To some more receptive locality
Bye-bye — begone as yon can be
You're blockin’ the product so the buyers can't see. (View.}
LEE. Hey, stop spittin’ your venom at me
Or I'll kick your ass a time or three.
MERRILEE. You'll kick ass — you litde flea
'l mace your face unmercifully — (Pulls mace.)
LEE. You'll mace my face? I'll rip off your tee —
SHERILEE. (Pulling fnife.) And Tll slice your dice inro filigree
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You treat us with such enmity —

I'll cut off your extremity — (Lee backs off')

I'll shorten your longevity

And do it with great levity — (He exzts.)

That’s it, crawl away, you ugly piece

Of shit — you can — (Shouts.)

Hey, kiss my ass — you cheapo — weirdo — kiss my —
MERRILEE. Sherilee — Sherilee —

Everything’s gotta rhyme with E.

SHERILEE. Okay then — kiss my knee ... you S.0.B.

And take your dollar twency-three
And your teenie dick down to Avenue B
And find yourself some chimpanzee
With a crack-crazed pimp and some bad V.D.
And I hope she gives you HIV.
And puts your motherfuckiu’ ass in the cem-e-tety — eee? —
eee?
(Merrilee pulls ber back to reality. She calms down — smiles — they
sing sweetly)
MERJLEE. Buy one — ger one free
Buy me — I'll throw in —
SHERILEE. Me — It’s the deal —
MERRILEE. It’s the steal of the century.
BOTH. Buy ome, 'o’ get one free — ee — ee
Buy one, get one free —

(Lights fade.)

BLIND WILLIE AND THE TALKING DOG

BLIND WILLIE. (Sings.)
Have yon ever been somewhere
Where the sun don't never shine
Where you never see a smile
"Canse it’s midnight all the time
Only sunshine comes from the sweet red wine
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Wa-wa-wa-wa-wa-wa-wa. (Harmonica.)
Hello — hello? Is anybody there? If anybody is there, please don't
be shy — step up with a nickel or a dime. I won't be able 1o see it
shine. But it'll help feed this old dog of mine — this mangy hun-
gry skin-and-bones ol’ dog of —
DOG. Hey, cut that shit out.
BLIND WILLIE. Quiet —
DOG. I'm not mangy — and I'm not skin-and-bones — They
can see that, you know — you can’t see but they can see, for
Chrissake, You've got to remember, you're the blind one — You're
the one who —
BLIND WILLIE. Quiet, they can —
DOG. Nobody's here — can you accept that? There hasn’t been
anybody by here for half an hour. Jesus, can't you tell if somebody’s
here or not? You'd think you'd have developed a sense by now —
an acute awareness or sixth sense or something.
BLIND WILLIE.

1 woke up this morning,

I was blue as I could be —

I reached —
DOG. “Woke up this momin’” — “Woke up this mornin™” —
BLIND WILLIE. Shhh. Somebody could walk up and —
DOG. And what? What? And discover that you have a talking
dog? The world’s one and only talking dog? Oh, that wonid be a
disaster, wouldun't it — That would drive them away, wouldn't ir?
~— That would drive them away in droves —
BLIND WILLIE.

I need a sweet lovin” woman, rock me all night long,

I need a sweet lovin’ momma, rock me all night long,
DOG and BLIND WILLIE.
: If she loves me right, I'll never do her wrong.

DOG. _

[ want a two-assed woman who'll work one of ’em off for me.
(Blind Willie stops.) Come on — lemme take one verse — come on
— (A capella:)

I want a two-assed woman who'll wotk one of ’em —
Come on — nobody’s here —
BLIND WILLIE. Its not natural — a dog singing about wanting
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a woman.
DOG. Natural?
BLIND WILLIE. Its perverted.
DOG. Perverted. I'll tell you whar is really perverted — the
world’s one and only legitimate anthentic talking dog — pretend-
ing he can’t talk — pretending he is only another run-of-the-mill
mongrel, pretending to be just an ordinary dog — whete is the
sense in that? — Where is the logic in that kind of waste?
BLIND WILLIE. They don’t want to hear that —
DOG. What rhey dont want to hear — they don’t want to hear
how you woke up this mornin’ just as blue as you can be — they
don’t want to hear it —
BLIND WILLIE. They haven had a chance to hear it — they —
DOG. Theyve had a chance — they've had a million chances.
They walk right by. They don’t like it. Can you see that? — Ha —
can you sense that? — Can you hear their footsteps walking by? —
Not stopping?
BLIND WILLIE.

I want a true lovin’ woman —
DOG. And I want to ear — I want to eat in a style of the world’s
only talking dog. 1 don’t want to drink muddy water and sleep in
a hollow log. I don't want — what about what I want to hear? I
might like to hear the quiet lap of the ocean on the beach at

. Waikiki — I mighr like to hear a hushed silence ar a command

performance before the crowned heads of Europe — I might like
to hear the presidenc say, “Barney, I'd like to shake your paw and
tell you that the First Lady and myself — ” -
BLIND WILLIE. T'll throw up if I have to hear one more fucking
time about the fucking president shaking your fucking paw —
DOG. That is exactly what would happen. The world’s first and
only talking dog — there would be so much money and fame and
applause —

BLIND WILLIE. For who? For you, right? Not for us — Not for
any talent we might have — bur just because by chance you hap-
pen to be able to talk — not due to —

- DOG. Happen to be able to talk? Do you hear yourself, for God’s

sake? Can you at least hear your own idiotic words coming out of
your own mouth?
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BLIND WILLIE. Somebody’s coming —
I'm going to Chicago, baby, I can’t take you —
DOG. Nobody’s coming, ‘
BLIND WILLIE. I hear somebody —
Goin’ to Chicago, baby, I can’t take yon —
Nothin’ in Chicago a monkey woman —
DOG. Nobody’s coming.
BLIND WILLIE. You might not tell me — yon might just be
deceitful enough ro let them walk right np an’ hear you talking —
DQG. Oh, that wonld be deceitful — that would be selfish ...
An act of blind ambition — Ha — Ruthless. We would be “ear-
ing filet mignon and sleeping on a feather bed” — You can't face
it — You can't accept the fact that our ticket to the big time —
BLIND WILLIE. Iam supporting this team — [ am the singer
and the accompanist and the booker and the road manager. You
are the dog. You hear me? I may be blind, and I may be a failure,
but I am a failure — of a man — you are a fucking dog. D-O-G.
DOG. I am a dog because yon keep me a dog. You ruake me a
dog, I was born with a magic in me — You're hiding my magic
under a bushel and we're not making it — and I'm starving.
BLIND WILLIE. You're not starving.
DOG. Iam — I'm hungry and mangy.
BLIND WILLIE. You're not.
DOG. I'm a bag of bones.
BLIND WILLIE. You're not.
DOG. How would you know? — You don't even pet me anymore
— You don't scratch my ears or rub my stomach — or play with
me — or throw things for me to ferch —
BLIND WILLIE. Oh, God — (Reaches into pocket — pulls ont
harmonica — tosses it — lets go of leash.) Ferch — ~
- DOG. Fuck you. :
BLIND WILLIE. You can squash the spirit in a man, do you
know that? — You can kill the music in a man —
DOG. And I'm not a fucking dog.
BLIND WILLIE. I didn't mean that — you get me so crazy some-
times —
DOG. 1 mean I'm not a fucking dog — literally. I'm not a fuck-
ing dog, because I'm not getting any fucking, (Blind Willie sighs.)
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And I don’t mean perversely, like a dog wanting a woman. I mean
normally. Normal canine desires —
BLIND WILLIE.

I woke up this mornin’ —
DOG. I wake up cold and hungry and itching from flea bites and
horny and rubbed raw from that damned leash — a leash on the
world’s one and only —
BLIND WILLIE. Stop!
DOG. Talking dog —
BLIND WILLIE. I've got to do it this way — to make it #his way

) 3, 3
— You've known that — You've always known that. It’s nor that

T've ever lied to you — This is what I have to do —

DOG. What about what I have to do? What about the gifr that I was
born with? Whar about hiding my light under a bushel so that —

BLIND WILLIE. What do you want? Yon want to be free? Is that
what yon want?

DOG. Ionly want to —

BLIND WILLIE. You want to do a single? I'm holding you back?
— You want to go out on your own? Go ahead — let them mar-
vel at the voice — The world’s one and only talking dog — I also
thonght you were the world’s only talking dog friend — Ha —
Oh, they’ll marvel at the voice — the wonderful voice — waa —
bar they’re not just gonna fsten o that voice — they’re not just
gonna buy the records and stand in line to hear it at Caesar’s Palace
— They'te gonna wanna know where that voice is coming from —
those scientists — those vivisectionists — They're gonna have to
know, why is that voice coming ont of a dog — They're gonna
have to tear open that little throar and rip our those uniqne litele
vocal chords and put them under a microscope — and —

DOG. Willie —

BLIND WILLIE. Go — I'm misusing you — I'm degrading you
— go! Give my regards to the president — shake his paw for me.

DOG. Hell shake my paw. '

BLIND WILLIE. He can shake your dick for all I care — He can
put you away with the First Lady — go — I'm sick of being a
trampler of ralent. 'm sick of standing between you and Acapulco
— and filet mignon —

DOG. Willie? — Willie — we can go together.,

55




BLIND WILLIE. As what? — As Barney the Fabulous Talking
Dog and his Blind Boy on a Leash? — Oh, isnt he loyal? — He
had that blind man when he first got started and now that he’s a
star, he still keeps him around — That’s a man for you — they're
loyal — that man’s seventy-three now — that’s twelve dog years —
twelve years old and blind but still foyal — they say the blind man
sleeps at the foot of his bed.
DOG. Willie.
BLIND WILLIE. And barks in case of fire — and sings in case of
fire —
Wake up, wake up,
Talkin' Dog
Your house is burnin’ down
Wake up Mister Superstac
Your house is burnin’ down
Wake up yo birch and them ugly fuckin’ puppies —
(He starts to cry.)
DOG. Willie — Willie — somebody’s coming —
BLIND WILLIE. You talk to them — get discovered —
DOG. Come on —
BLIND WILLIE. I can help it if I've got to do it my way.
DOG. [ know that.
BLIND WILLIE. Ijust couldn’ be the old man at the end of the
leash.
DOG. You've always been honest.
BLIND WILLIE. T just couldn't handle it — some people can
handle it — I can't.
DOG. I've always know that — You've always been straight ahead
—_ People do love blues, yon know — If they'd just stop and listen
—— Well ... see you, Willie —
BLIND WILLIE. Yeah —- Seeya ...
1 once had a friend, Barney was his name —
DOG. Oh, God.
BLIND WILLIE.
I once had a friend and Barney was his name.
DOG. I'm goin’, Willie — ] am — (He exits.)
BLIND WILLIE. '
But ke left me in the darkness chasin’ after money and fame.
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I once found a puppy at the A.S.PC.A.
Found a litde homeless puppy at the A.S.PC.A.
He was wet and sick and skinny

But I loved him anyway.

"Took him home in a snowstorm

Lord, he was almost dead

Wrapped him up in my only blanket
Gave him some milk and bread

And when he got distemper

I held his little pukey head.

Spent every cent I'd been savin’

To get him his license and his shots
Used my white can for firewood

To keep the room nice and hot

But he left me blind, alone and helpless
That’s the thanks I got

If I hadn’t come along

They would of gassed him for sure

If I hadn’t bought him that milkbone

I wouldn't be so destitute and poor

But he wants to do a single

Oh Lord, where can I ...

(Dog sits next to him.)

I'm Blind Willie Johnson
Me and my old dog Jim?

DOG. Jim? Jim?
BLIND WILLIE.

The president shook his paw — my good ol’ dog Jim
He’s a true blue friend

And I can really count on him.

End of Evening
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PROPERTY LIST SOUND EFFECTS

Lump covered with blanket Swelling romantic music
Bed

Laundry scale, ladder, blue laundry bag with blouse
Table and chairs

‘Witness stand

Electric chair

Purse with oatmeal bowl, shopping bag (SYLVIA)

Beer can, pointed “Bus Stop” sign (IRWIN}

Whisde (DAD)

Chair (BENDER)

“Smile” sign (JIMBO)

Switchblades (JIMBO, GIBBY)

Laundry bag, purse with ticket and money (MARIANNE)
Newspaper, pencil and pad (GEORGE)

Letter (GEORGE)

Vial of white powder, Polaroids (GEORGE)

Laundry bag (KENNETH)

. Straw hats (LUCY, PETE)

I Pencil and pad, plate and fork (PETE)

' Pot with mear and potatoes and spoon (LUCY)

i Cloth, piece of meat (INSPECTOR)

i Pencil and pad, brains (SERGEANT)

E Plant and pot with meat underneath, hat with two potatoes
] (INSPECTOR)

Meat, pot (PROSECUTOR)

Bible (CLERGYMAN)

Three foil-wrapped potatoes (EXECUTIONER)

“Buy one, get one free” sign (MERRILEE, SHERILEE)
i Mace (MERRILEE)

|

|

t

Knife (SHERILEE)
Harmonica (BLIND WILLIE)

58 59




