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PREFACE

Thank you for your very kind letter about my plays. Here are the answers to your questions:

   1. Longhand, with Bic blue medium-point pens.

2. Mornings from 9:00 till lunch, and again in the evenings if I’m really onto something. Sure Thing got written in two successive nights between about 11:00 P.M. and 3 A.M. (and then, of course, much rewritten in rehearsal). Long Ago and Far Away took months.

3. The South Side of Chicago.

4. Yes.

5. No.

6. “Pinocchio.”

7. Absolutely not.

8. My aunt Jo.

9. I was about nine or ten. I found an antiquated, bloody thriller called Mr. Strang on my parents’ bookshelves and turned its three hundred pages of mayhem into a headlong fifteen-minute play. (Obviously the short form attracted me from a tender age.) What I didn’t know at age ten was that everybody in the cast had to get a copy of the script, so after learning my lines I passed my handwritten pages on to Johnny Stanislawski down the block, and he lost them. Probably my greatest work.

10. Ironically, my first date was with a girl whose last name was Kafka, and I took her to see The Sound of Music. God knows how that experience warped me, but several therapists have turned me down for treatment on the basis of it.

11. Anchovies.

12. By moistening the tip and saying, “Wankel Rotary Engine,” of course.

13. I think Father Henkel did it. He was my English teacher in the rather peculiar, old-fashioned high school I attended (Catholic, all boys, jackets and ties, four years of Latin, the works). One particular afternoon Henkel was trying to focus our young attentions on Emily Dickinson. Unfortunately for Henkel (and Emily Dickinson) it was a warm spring day and we boys were feeling, well, boisterous. Faced with chaos, he laid the textbook down, climbed up onto his desk, and stood on his head. We all stopped horsing around and stared at him in stupefaction. Henkel then climbed back down, picked up the book, and said, “Let’s get back to ‘Beauty be not caused—it is,’ page 388.” It was probably my first glimpse of the power of the theatrical: you gather an audience, you do a headstand to get everyone’s attention, and then you’re free to explore beauty, poetry, truth, the human condition, what you will. Now that’s an education.

14. No, I never have. Too messy.

15. It happened right around the same time as Henkel’s head-stand. I was about sixteen and had bought a balcony ticket to see a matinee of A Delicate Balance with Hume Cronyn and Jessica Tandy. I remember sitting in the balcony that afternoon watching Hume Cronyn do the speech about the cat (in my memory, I’m sitting in the first row of the balcony staring down at the stage as if I were in the first car of a roller coaster) and thinking that there couldn’t be anyplace in the world more thrilling than where I was right then. Maybe the height just made me dizzy. Anyway, that day I started writing plays in earnest, so by the time I reached college I was already in my fertile middle period.

16. Frankly, I don’t think it’s any of your business.

17. When I was twenty-one, a grant got me my first professional production in a remote area of Los Angeles at America’s smallest, and possibly worst theater, in a storefront that had a pillar dead center in the middle of the stage. That play was called Canvas, and it catapulted me into immediate and total obscurity.

18. Panty hose.

19. Very often. In fact during my twenties I left the theater not once but twice—only to come back when I realized that nobody knew I’d left. (What are you leaving, when you “leave” the theater? It’s the kind of question a Buddhist monk answers by hitting you on the head with a plank.)

20. Probably the production in which the actress playing the lead made her entrance on opening night and the door came off the hinges. I walked out at intermission and came back three years later.

21. (a) Yale Drama School, and (b) not really, what with the head of the playwriting department busy digging trenches outside the cherry orchard trying to keep Sam Shepard out. Yale was a blissful time for me, in spite of the fact that there is slush on the ground in New Haven 238 days a year.

22. The Manhattan Punch Line Theatre, on West Forty-second Street. Much reviled then, much missed now, the Punch Line went bankrupt several years ago. Steve Kaplan, God bless him, ran it with an air of inimitable, hopeless gloom, and always found a place in his annual one-act festival for one or more of my pieces. Unpaid interns, an asthmatic Xerox machine, seething actors—it was real theater. The kind of place where the shows have to be good, because the bathrooms aren’t working.

23. Yes.

24. Yes.

25. Yes I said yes I will Yes.

26. All in the Timing was the collective title for the Primary Stages production of Sure Thing, Words, Words, Words, The Universal Language, Philip Glass Buys a Loaf of Bread, The Philadelphia, and Variations on the Death of Trotsky. It was directed by the brilliant Jason McConnell Buzas, who also directed the premieres of several other of these plays and whose stamp (a rare Polynesian first-class airmail) is on practically every one.

27. Mrs. Peacock, in the library, with the lead pipe.

28. The great crested orc.

29. Did you mean “bunion” or “onion”? The difference is, of course, crucial.

30. Variations on the Death of Trotsky was not originally intended for production. I wrote it as a birthday gift for Fred Sanders, who directed the first production of Words, Words, Words. I had seen an article in the Times about Trotsky which mentioned that after being hit in the head with a mountain-climber’s axe, Trotsky lived on for thirty-six hours. I thought it was the funniest thing I’d ever heard, and I got very taken with the question of what one does for thirty-six hours with a mountain-climber’s axe in one’s head. What kind of food do you eat? (Fast food, naturally.)

31. Mere Mortals was inspired by an article in a New Jersey newspaper about a guy in an old-folks home who was trying to claim the Lindbergh baby’s inheritance. I originally intended to call the play “Perkin Warbeck,” but a rioting mob stopped me.

32. The Philadelphia was my affectionate revenge on the City of Brotherly Love after I’d spent many miserable months there working on an opera commission and finding myself up against that town’s peculiar metaphysical, ah, peculiarities. Bakeries that didn’t have any bread on the shelves, for example. Magazine stands that didn’t sell Time magazine. Or the morning when I tried to get a cheese omelette for breakfast at a restaurant.


Me: I’ll have a cheese omelette, please.
Waitress: Sure, what kinda cheese you want?
Me: What kind do you have?
Waitress: Any kinda cheese. You name it.
Me: Okay. I’ll have Swiss.
Waitress: Sorry. We don’t have any Swiss.
Me: Oh. Cheddar, then.
Waitress: No cheddar.
Me: Monterey jack?
Waitress: Just ran out.
Me: Jarlsberg … ?
Waitress: What’s that?



33. Yes, Sure Thing was written several years before the movie Groundhog Day, which bears it a superficial resemblance. Originally I planned to set the play at a bus stop, and I wanted to write something that would trace all the possible routes the answer to a simple question could take. As for Foreplay, I was overdosing on Glenn Gould’s recording of The Well-Tempered Clavier and had an idea for a play that worked like a fugue. Originally it was to be four secretaries at four desks with four telephones, but somehow a miniature-golf course suggested itself as richer ground.

34. Love. What else?

35. Oop scoopa wee-bop, bonk, deek!

36. The Universal Language started life as a twenty-minute opera for three singers as part of a commission in dreaded Philadelphia. (Jarlsberg? What’s that?) I had long wanted to try writing a play in a language I myself made up, so the composer and I wrote several scenes and presented it in front of an audience as a work in progress. Somehow the piece didn’t work, though it was interesting enough. Years later I realized that it hadn’t worked because the music was redundant. Unamunda, the made-up language, was the music. I took the basic idea, the names of Don and Dawn, and started from scratch, with better results.

37. Does it ever strike you that life is like a list of answers, in which you have to glean or even make up the questions yourself? Just asking.

38. Two reams of paper, several bottles of Jim Beam, and a seemingly indestructible copy of Bizet’s The Pearl Fishers.

39. Martha Stoberock, who keeps me reminded that the really important things in life don’t have anything to do with the theater.

40. Lithuanian chutney.

41. Panty hose.

Sincerely,                    
DAVID IVES              
JUNE 1994              


WORDS,
WORDS,
WORDS
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This play is for Fred Sanders, friend extraordinaire



 

Words, Words, Words was first presented at the Manhattan Punch Line Theatre (Steve Kaplan, artistic director) in New York City in January 1987. It was directed by Fred Sanders; the set design was by Jane Clark; costume design was by Michael S. Schler; lighting design was by Mark Di Quinzio. The cast was as follows:




	MILTON
	 
	Warren Keith



	SWIFT
	 
	Christopher Fields



	KAFKA
	 
	Helen Greenberg






 

Lights come up on three monkeys pecking away at three typewriters. Behind them, a tire swing is hanging. The monkeys are named MILTON, SWIFT, and KAFKA. KAFKA is a girl-monkey. (They shouldn’t be in monkey suits, by the way. Instead, they wear the sort of little-kid clothes that chimps wear in circuses: white shirts and bow ties for the boys, a flouncy little dress for KAFKA.) They type for a few moments, each at his own speed. Then MILTON runs excitedly around the floor on his knuckles, swings onto the tire swing, leaps back onto his stool, and goes on typing. KAFKA eats a banana thoughtfully. SWIFT pounds his chest and shows his teeth, then goes back to typing.


SWIFT: I don’t know. I just don’t know.…

KAFKA: Quiet, please. I’m trying to concentrate here. (She types a moment with her toes.)

MILTON: Okay, so what’ve you got?

SWIFT: Me?

MILTON: Yeah, have you hit anything? Let’s hear it.

SWIFT (reads what he’s typed): “Ping drobba fft fft fft inglewarp carcinoma.” That’s as far as I got.

KAFKA: I like the “fft fft fft.”

MILTON: Yeah. Kind of onomatopoeic.

SWIFT: I don’t know. Feels to me like it needs some punching up.

MILTON: You can always throw in a few jokes later on. You gotta get the throughline first.

SWIFT: But do you think it’s Hamlet?

MILTON: Don’t ask me. I’m just a chimp.

KAFKA: They could’ve given us a clue or something.

SWIFT: Yeah. Or a story conference.

MILTON: But that’d defeat the whole purpose of the experiment.

SWIFT: I know, I know, I know. Three monkeys typing into infinity will sooner or later produce Hamlet.

MILTON: Right.

SWIFT: Completely by chance.

MILTON: And Dr. David Rosenbaum up in that booth is going to prove it.

SWIFT: But what is Hamlet?

MILTON: I don’t know.

SWIFT (to KAFKA): What is Hamlet?

KAFKA: I don’t know. (Silence.)

SWIFT (dawning realization): You know—this is really stupid!

MILTON: Have you got something better to do in this cage? The sooner we produce the goddamn thing, the sooner we get out.

KAFKA: Sort of publish or perish, with a twist.

SWIFT: But what do we owe this Rosenbaum? A guy who stands outside those bars and tells people, “That one’s Milton, that one’s Swift, and that one’s Kafka”—? Just to get a laugh?

KAFKA: What’s a Kafka anyway? Why am I a Kafka?

SWIFT: Search me.

KAFKA: What’s a Kafka?

SWIFT: All his four-eyed friends sure think it’s a stitch.

KAFKA: And how are we supposed to write Hamlet if we don’t even know what it is?

MILTON: Okay, okay, so the chances are a little slim.

SWIFT: Yeah—and this from a guy who’s supposed to be smart? This from a guy at Columbia University?

MILTON: The way I figure it, there is a Providence that oversees our pages, rough-draft them how we may.

KAFKA: But how about you, Milton? What’ve you got?

MILTON: Let’s see … (Reads.)




“Of Man’s first disobedience, and the fruit
Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste
Brought death into the—”




KAFKA: Hey, that’s good! It’s got rhythm! It really sings!

MILTON: Yeah?

SWIFT: But is it Shakespeare?

KAFKA: Who cares? He’s got a real voice there!

SWIFT: Does Dr. Rosenbaum care about voice? Does he care about anybody’s individual creativity?

MILTON: Let’s look at this from Rosenbaum’s point of view for a minute—

SWIFT: No! He brings us in here to produce copy, then all he wants is a clean draft of somebody else’s stuff. (Dumps out a bowl of peanuts.) We’re getting peanuts here, to be somebody’s hack!

MILTON: Writing is a mug’s game anyway, Swifty.

SWIFT: Well it hath made me mad.

MILTON: Why not just buckle down and get the project over with? Set up a schedule for yourself. Type in the morning for a couple of hours when you’re fresh, then take a break. Let the old juices flow. Do a couple more hours in the afternoon, and retire for a shot of papaya and some masturbation. What’s the big deal?

SWIFT: If this Rosenbaum was worth anything, we’d be working on word processors, not these antiques. He’s lucky he could find three who type this good, and then he treats us like those misfits at the Bronx Zoo. I mean, a tire swing? What does he take us for?

MILTON: I like the tire swing. I think it was a very nice touch.

SWIFT: I can’t work under these conditions! No wonder I’m producing garbage!

KAFKA: How does the rest of yours go, Milton?

MILTON: What, this?

KAFKA: Yeah, read us some more.

MILTON: Blah, blah, blah …




“whose mortal taste
Brought death into the blammagam.
Bedsocks knockwurst tinkerbelle.”



(Small pause.)

What do you think?


KAFKA: “Blammagam” is good.

SWIFT: Well. I don’t know.…

MILTON: What’s the matter? Is it the tone? I knew this was kind of a stretch for me.

SWIFT: I’m just not sure it has the same expressive intensity and pungent lyricism as the first part.

MILTON: Well sure, it needs rewriting. What doesn’t? This is a rough draft! (A red light goes on and a buzzer sounds.) Light’s on.

(SWIFT claps his hands over his eyes, MILTON puts his hands over his ears, and KAFKA puts her hands over her mouth so that they form “See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.”)

SWIFT: This bit.

KAFKA (through her hands): Are they watching?

MILTON (hands over ears): What?

KAFKA: Are they watching?

SWIFT: I don’t know, I can’t see. I have got my paws over my eyes.

MILTON: What?

KAFKA: What is the point of this?

SWIFT: Why do they videotape our bowel movements?

MILTON: What?!

SWIFT: Light’s off. (They take their hands away.)

MILTON: But how are you doing, Franz? What’ve you got?

KAFKA: Well … (Reads what she’s typed.) “K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.K.”

SWIFT: What is that—postmodernism?

KAFKA: Twenty lines of that.

SWIFT: At least it’ll fuck up his data.

KAFKA: Twenty lines of that and I went dry. I got blocked. I felt like I was repeating myself.

MILTON: Do you think that that’s in Hamlet?

KAFKA: I don’t understand what I’m doing here in the first place! I’m not a writer, I’m a monkey! I’m supposed to be swinging on branches and digging up ants, not sitting under fluorescent lights ten hours a day!

MILTON: It sure is a long way home to the gardens of sweet Africa. Where lawns and level downs and flocks grazing the tender herb were sweetly interposèd …

KAFKA: Paradise, wasn’t it?

MILTON: Lost!

SWIFT: Lost!

KAFKA: Lost!

MILTON: I’m trying to deal with some of that in this new piece here, but it’s all still pretty close to the bone.

SWIFT: Just because they can keep us locked up, they think they’re more powerful than we are.

MILTON: They are more powerful than we are.

SWIFT: Just because they control the means of production, they think they can suppress the workers.

MILTON: Things are how they are. What are you going to do?

SWIFT: Hey—how come you’re always so goddamn ready to justify the ways of Rosenbaum to the apes?

MILTON: Do you have a key to that door?

SWIFT: No.

MILTON: Do you have an independent food source?

SWIFT: No.

MILTON: So call me a collaborator. I happen to be a professional. If Rosenbaum wants Hamlet, I’ll give it a shot. Just don’t forget—we’re not astrophysicists. We’re not brain surgeons. We’re chimps. And for apes in captivity, this is not a bad gig.

SWIFT: What’s really frightening is that if we stick around this cage long enough, we’re gonna evolve into Rosenbaum.

KAFKA: Evolve into Rosenbaum?

SWIFT: Brush up your Darwin, baby. We’re more than kin and less than kind.

MILTON: Anybody got a smoke?

KAFKA: I’m all out.

SWIFT: Don’t look at me. I’m not going to satisfy those voyeurs with the old smoking-chimp act. No thank you.

MILTON: Don’t be a sap, Swifty. You gotta use ’em! Use the system!

SWIFT: What do you mean?

MILTON: Watch me, while I put my antic disposition on. (He jumps up onto his chair and scratches his sides, screeches, makes smoking motions, pounds his chest, jumps up and down—and a cigarette descends.) See what I mean? Gauloise, too! My fave. (He settles back to enjoy it.)

SWIFT: They should’ve thrown in a Kewpie doll for that performance.

MILTON: It got results, didn’t it?

SWIFT: Sure. You do your Bonzo routine and get a Gauloise out of it. Last week I totalled a typewriter and got a whole carton of Marlboros.

MILTON: The trouble was, you didn’t smoke ’em, you took a crap on ’em.

SWIFT: It was a political statement.

MILTON: Okay, you made your statement and I got my smoke. All’s well that ends well, right?

KAFKA: It’s the only way we know they’re watching.

MILTON: Huh?

KAFKA: We perform, we break typewriters, we type another page—and a cigarette appears. At least it’s a sign that some-body out there is paying attention.

MILTON: Our resident philosopher.

SWIFT: But what if one of us really does write Hamlet? Here we are, set down to prove the inadvertent virtues of randomness, and to produce something we wouldn’t even recognize if it passed right through our hands—but what if one of us actually does it?

MILTON: Will we really be released?

KAFKA: Will they give us the key to the city and a ticker-tape parade?

SWIFT: Or will they move us on to Ulysses? (They shriek in terror at the thought.) Why did they pick Hamlet in the first place? What’s Hamlet to them or they to Hamlet that we should care? Boy, there’s the respect that makes calamity of so long life! For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, the oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely—

MILTON: Hey, Swifty!

SWIFT: —the pangs of despisèd love, the law’s delay—

MILTON: Hey, Swifty! Relax, will you?

KAFKA: Have a banana.

SWIFT: I wish I could get Rosenbaum in here and see how he does at producing Hamlet … That’s it!

KAFKA: What?

SWIFT: That’s it! Forget about this random Hamlet crap. What about revenge?

KAFKA: Revenge? On Rosenbaum?

SWIFT: Who else? Hasn’t he bereft us of our homes and families? Stepped in between us and our expectations?

KAFKA: How would we do it?

SWIFT: Easy. We lure him in here to look at our typewriters, test them out like something’s wrong—but! we poison the typewriter keys!

MILTON: Oh Jesus.

SWIFT: Sure. Some juice of cursèd hebona spread liberally over the keyboard? Ought to work like a charm.

MILTON: Great.

SWIFT: If that doesn’t work, we envenom the tire swing and invite him for a ride. Plus—I challenge him to a duel.

MILTON: Brilliant.

SWIFT: Can’t you see it? In the course of combat, I casually graze my rapier over the poisoned typewriter keys, and (jabs) a hit! A palpable hit! For a reserve, we lay by a cup with some venomous distillment. We’ll put the pellet with the poison in the vessel with the pestle!

MILTON: Listen, I gotta get back to work. The man is gonna want his pages. (He rolls a fresh page into his typewriter.)

KAFKA: It’s not a bad idea, but …

SWIFT: What’s the matter with you guys? I’m onto something here!

KAFKA: I think it’s hopeless, Swifty.

SWIFT: But this is the goods!

MILTON: Where was I … “Bedsocks knockwurst tinkerbelle.”

KAFKA: The readiness is all, I guess.

MILTON: Damn straight. Just let me know when that K-button gives out, honey.

SWIFT: Okay. You two serfs go back to work. I’ll do all the thinking around here. Swifty—revenge! (He paces, deep in thought.)

MILTON: “Tinkerbelle … shtuckelschwanz … hemorrhoid.” Yeah, that’s good. That is good. (Types.) “Shtuckelschwanz …”

KAFKA (types): “Act one, scene one. Elsinore Castle, Denmark …”

MILTON (types): “Hemorrhoid.”

KAFKA (types): “Enter Bernardo and Francisco.”

MILTON (types): “Pomegranate.”

KAFKA (types): “Bernardo says, ‘Who’s there?’ …”

MILTON (types): “Bazooka.”



(KAFKA continues to type Hamlet, as)

THE LIGHTS FADE


THE PHILADELPHIA
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This play is for Greg Pliska



 

The Philadelphia premiered at the New Hope Performing Arts Festival (Robin Larsen, executive director) in New Hope, Pennsylvania, in July 1992. It was directed by Jason McConnell Buzas; the set design was by James Wolk; costume design was by Kevin Brainerd; and lighting design was by Paul Mathew Fine. The cast was as follows:




	AL
	 
	Michael Gaston



	WAITRESS
	 
	Nancy Opel



	MARK Robert
	 
	Stanton






 

A bar/restaurant. A table, red-checked cloth, two chairs, and a specials board. At lights up, AL is at the restaurant table, with the WAITRESS.


WAITRESS: Can I help you?

AL: Do you know you would look fantastic on a wide screen?

WAITRESS: Uh-huh.

AL: Seventy millimeters.

WAITRESS: Look. Do you want to see a menu, or what?

AL: Let’s negotiate, here. What’s the soup du jour today?

WAITRESS: Soup of the day, you got a choice of Polish duck blood or cream of kidney.

AL: Beautiful. Beautiful! Kick me in a kidney.

WAITRESS (writes it down): You got it.

AL: Any oyster crackers on your seabed?

WAITRESS: Nope. All out.

AL: How about the specials today? Spread out your options.

WAITRESS: You got your deep-fried gizzards.

AL: Fabulous.

WAITRESS: Calves’ brains with okra.

AL: You are a temptress.

WAITRESS: And pickled pigs’ feet.

AL: Pigs’ feet. I love it. Put me down for a quadruped.

WAITRESS: If you say so.

AL: Any sprouts to go on those feet?

WAITRESS: Iceberg.

AL: So be it.



(WAITRESS exits, as MARK enters, looking shaken and bedraggled.)


MARK: Al!

AL: Hey there, Marcus. What’s up?

MARK: Jesus!

AL: What’s going on, buddy?

MARK: Oh, man …!

AL: What’s the matter? Sit down.

MARK: I don’t get it, Al. I don’t understand it.

AL: You want something? You want a drink? I’ll call the waitress—

MARK (desperate): No! No! Don’t even try. (Gets a breath.) I don’t know what’s going on today, Al. It’s really weird.

AL: What, like … ?

MARK: Right from the time I got up.

AL: What is it? What’s the story?

MARK: Well—just for an example. This morning I stopped off at a drugstore to buy some aspirin. This is at a big drugstore, right?

AL: Yeah …

MARK: I go up to the counter, the guy says what can I do for you, I say, Give me a bottle of aspirin. The guy gives me this funny look and he says, “Oh we don’t have that, sir.” I said to him, You’re a drugstore and you don’t have any aspirin?

AL: Did they have Bufferin?

MARK: Yeah!

AL: Advil?

MARK: Yeah!

AL: Extra-strength Tylenol?

MARK: Yeah!

AL: But no aspirin.

MARK: No!

AL: Wow …

MARK: And that’s the kind of weird thing that’s been happening all day. It’s like, I go to a newsstand to buy the Daily News, the guy never even heard of it.

AL: Could’ve been a misunderstanding.

MARK: I asked everyplace—nobody had the News! I had to read the Toronto Hairdresser. Or this. I go into a deli at lunchtime to buy a sandwich, the guy tells me they don’t have any pastrami. How can they be a deli if they don’t have pastrami?

AL: Was this a Korean deli?

MARK: This was a kosher-from-Jerusalem deli. “Oh we don’t carry that, sir,” he says to me. “Have some tongue.”

AL: Mmm.

MARK: I just got into a cab, the guy says he doesn’t go to Fifty-sixth Street! He offers to take me to Newark instead!

AL: Mm-hm.

MARK: Looking at me like I’m an alien or something!

AL: Mark. Settle down.

MARK: “Oh I don’t go there, sir.”

AL: Settle down. Take a breath.

MARK: Do you know what this is?

AL: Sure.

MARK: What is it? What’s happening to me?

AL: Don’t panic. You’re in a Philadelphia.

MARK: I’m in a what?

AL: You’re in a Philadelphia. That’s all.

MARK: But I’m in—

AL: Yes, physically you’re in New York. But metaphysically you’re in a Philadelphia.

MARK: I’ve never heard of this!

AL: You see, inside of what we know as reality there are these pockets, these black holes called Philadelphias. If you fall into one, you run up against exactly the kinda shit that’s been happening to you all day.

MARK: Why?

AL: Because in a Philadelphia, no matter what you ask for, you can’t get it. You ask for something, they’re not gonna have it. You want to do something, it ain’t gonna get done. You want to go somewhere, you can’t get there from here.

MARK: Good God. So this is very serious.

AL: Just remember, Marcus. This is a condition named for the town that invented the cheese steak. Something that nobody in his right mind would willingly ask for.

MARK: And I thought I was just having a very bad day.…

AL: Sure. Millions of people have spent entire lifetimes inside a Philadelphia and never even knew it. Look at the city of Philadelphia itself. Hopelessly trapped forever inside a Philadelphia. And do they know it?

MARK: Well what can I do? Should I just kill myself now and get it over with?

AL: You try to kill yourself in a Philadelphia, you’re only gonna get hurt, babe.

MARK: So what do I do?

AL: Best thing to do is wait it out. Someday the great cosmic train will whisk you outta the City of Brotherly Love and off to someplace happier.

MARK: You’re pretty goddamn mellow today.

AL: Yeah well. Everybody has to be someplace.



(WAITRESS enters.)


WAITRESS: Is your name Allen Chase?

AL: It is indeed.

WAITRESS: There was a phone call for you. Your boss?

AL: Okay.

WAITRESS: He says you’re fired.

AL: Cool! Thanks, (WAITRESS exits.) So anyway, you have this problem …

MARK: Did she just say you got fired?

AL: Yeah. I wonder what happened to my pigs’ feet.…

MARK: Al—!? You loved your job!

AL: Hey. No sweat.

MARK: How can you be so calm?

AL: Easy. You’re in a Philadelphia? I woke up in a Los Angeles. And life is beautiful! You know Susie packed up and left me this morning.

MARK: Susie left you?

AL: And frankly, Scarlett, I don’t give a shit. I say, go and God bless and may your dating pool be Olympic-sized.

MARK: But your job? The garment district is your life!

AL: So I’ll turn it into a movie script and sell it to Paramount. Toss in some sex, add a little emotional blah-blah-blah, pitch it to Jack and Dusty, you got a buddy movie with a garment background. Not relevant enough? We’ll throw in the hole in the ozone, make it E.C.

MARK: E.C?

AL: Environmentally correct. Have you heard about this hole in the ozone?

MARK: Sure.

AL: Marcus, I love this concept. I embrace this ozone. Sure, some people are gonna get hurt in the process. Meantime, everybody else’ll tan a little faster.

MARK (quiet horror): So this is a Los Angeles …

AL: Well. Everybody has to be someplace.

MARK: Wow.

AL: You want my advice? Enjoy your Philadelphia. Sit back and order yourself a beer and a burger and chill out for a while.

MARK: But I can’t order anything. Life is great for you out there on the cosmic beach. Whatever I ask for, I’ll get a cheese steak or something.

AL: No. There’s a very simple rule of thumb in a Philadelphia. Ask for the opposite.

MARK: What?

AL: If you can’t get what you ask for, ask for the opposite and you’ll get what you want. You want the Daily News, ask for the Times. You want pastrami, ask for tongue.

MARK: Oh.

AL: Works great with women. What is more opposite than the opposite sex?

MARK: Uh-huh.

AL: So. Would you like a Bud?

MARK: I sure could use a—

AL: No. Stop. (Very deliberately.) Do you want… a Bud?

MARK (also deliberately): No. I don’t want a Bud.



(WAITRESS enters and goes to the specials board.)


AL: Good. Now there’s the waitress. Order yourself a Bud and a burger. But don’t ask for a Bud and a burger.

MARK: Waitress!

AL: Don’t call her. She won’t come.

MARK: Oh.

AL: You’re in a Philadelphia, so just figure, fuck her.

MARK: Fuck her.

AL: You don’t need that waitress.

MARK: Fuck that waitress.

AL: And everything to do with her.

MARK: Hey, waitress! FUCK YOU!



(WAITRESS turns to him.)


WAITRESS: Can I help you, sir?

AL: That’s how you get service in a Philadelphia.

WAITRESS: Can I help you?

MARK: Uh—no thanks.

WAITRESS: Okay, what’ll you have? (Takes out her pad.)

AL: Excellent.

MARK: Well—how about some O.J.?

WAITRESS: Sorry. Squeezer’s broken.

MARK: A glass of milk?

WAITRESS: Cow’s dry.

MARK: Egg nog?

WAITRESS: Just ran out.

MARK: Cuppa coffee?

WAITRESS: Oh we don’t have that, sir. (MARK and AL exchange a look and nod. The WAITRESS has spoken the magic words.)

MARK: Got any ale?

WAITRESS: Nope.

MARK: Stout?

WAITRESS: Nope.

MARK: Porter?

WAITRESS: Just beer.

MARK: That’s too bad. How about a Heineken?

WAITRESS: Heineken? Try again.

MARK: Rolling Rock?

WAITRESS: Outta stock.

MARK: Schlitz?

WAITRESS: Nix.

MARK: Beck’s?

WAITRESS: Next.

MARK: Sapporo?

WAITRESS: Tomorrow.

MARK: Lone Star?

WAITRESS: Hardy-har.

MARK: Bud Lite?

WAITRESS: Just plain Bud is all we got.

MARK: No thanks.

WAITRESS (calls): Gimme a Bud! (To MARK) Anything to eat?

MARK: Nope.

WAITRESS: Name it.

MARK: Pork chops.

WAITRESS (writes down): Hamburger …

MARK: Medium.

WAITRESS: Well done …

MARK: Baked potato.

WAITRESS: Fries …

MARK: And some zucchini.

WAITRESS: Slice of raw. (Exits, calling.) Burn one!

AL: Marcus, that was excellent.

MARK: Thank you.

AL: Excellent. You sure you’ve never done this before?

MARK: I’ve spent so much of my life asking for the wrong thing without knowing it, doing it on purpose comes easy.

AL: I hear you.

MARK: I could’ve saved myself a lot of trouble if I’d screwed up on purpose all those years. Maybe I was in a Philadelphia all along and never knew it!

AL: You might’ve been in a Baltimore. They’re practically the same.



(WAITRESS enters with a glass of beer and a plate.)


WAITRESS: Okay. Here’s your Bud. (Sets that in front of MARK.) And one cheesesteak. (She sets that in front of AL and starts to go.)

AL: Excuse me. Hey. Wait a minute. What is that?

WAITRESS: It’s a cheese steak.

AL: No. I ordered cream of kidney and two pairs of feet.

WAITRESS: Oh we don’t have that, sir.

AL: I beg your pardon?

WAITRESS: We don’t have that, sir. (Small pause.)

AL (to MARK): You son of a bitch! I’m in your Philadelphia!.

MARK: I’m sorry, Al.

AL: You brought me into your fucking Philadelphia!

MARK: I didn’t know it was contagious.

AL: Oh God, please don’t let me be in a Philadelphia! Don’t let me be in a—

MARK: Shouldn’t you ask for the opposite? I mean, since you’re in a Philad—

AL: Don’t you tell me about life in a Philadelphia.

MARK: Maybe you’re not really—

AL: I taught you everything you know about Philly, asshole. Don’t tell me how to act in a Philadelphia!

MARK: But maybe you’re not really in a Philadelphia!

AL: Do you see the cheese on that steak? What do I need for proof? The fucking Liberty Bell? Waitress, bring me a glass of water.

WAITRESS: Water? Don’t have that, sir.

AL (to MARK): “We don’t have water”—? What, you think we’re in a sudden drought or something? (Suddenly realizes.) Holy shit, I just lost my job …! Susie left me! I gotta make some phone calls! (To WAITRESS.) ’Scuse me, where’s the pay-phone?

WAITRESS: Sorry, we don’t have a payph—

AL: Of course you don’t have a payphone, of course you don’t! Oh shit, let me outta here! (Exits.)

MARK: I don’t know. It’s not that bad in a Philadelphia.

WAITRESS: Could be worse. I’ve been in a Cleveland all week.

MARK: A Cleveland. What’s that like?

WAITRESS: It’s like death, without the advantages.

MARK: Really. Care to stand?

WAITRESS: Don’t mind if I do. (She sits.)

MARK: I hope you won’t reveal your name.

WAITRESS: Sharon.

MARK (holds out his hand): Good-bye.

WAITRESS: Hello. (They shake.)

MARK (indicating the cheese steak): Want to starve?

WAITRESS: Thanks. (She picks up the cheese steak and starts eating.)

MARK: Yeah, everybody has to be someplace.… (Leans across the table with a smile.) So.
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SCENE ONE

A restaurant booth, JACK, RUTH, HAZEL, and PAUL. All in their early thirties. Reading menus.


PAUL: So why do they call this place Seven Menus?

HAZEL: I really like this place, Ruth.

RUTH: I thought you would.

PAUL: There’s only one menu.

HAZEL: “Interesting” decor.

RUTH: Jack introduced me.

JACK: I like to think of this as a higher order of coffee shop. A sort of a transcendental diner.

HAZEL: Well it’s the first menu I’ve ever seen that says Substitutions Welcomed.

PAUL: Shouldn’t we ask for the other six?

HAZEL: The other six what.

PAUL: The other six menus.

JACK: Paul.

PAUL: Huh?

JACK AND RUTH: What happened? (This is an old bit between these two, as if to say, “Paul—wake up.”)

PAUL: I knew they were going to say that.

JACK: What happened, Paul?

PAUL: I knew you two were going to say that.

JACK: We always know exactly what we’re going to say.

RUTH: That’s the great part.

JACK: It is?

RUTH: Well it’s part of the great part.

JACK: The other part we’ll save for later. (They kiss.)

HAZEL: Cool it, lovebirds. We’ve got health regulations to watch out for here.

PAUL: I don’t get it.

HAZEL: Are you still searching for the lost menu?

PAUL: Yeah. Why Seven Menus if there’s only one?

HAZEL: Maybe it’s a translation.

PAUL: Whatever happened to truth in advertising?

HAZEL: Maybe “seven menus” is Chinese for happiness or something.

PAUL: But the place isn’t Chinese. I can’t tell what it is.

JACK: That’s what they’ll say about you someday, you know.

RUTH: About me?

JACK: You’re in advertising, aren’t you?

RUTH: I am indeed.

JACK: They’ll say whatever happened to Ruth in advertising?

HAZEL: Ouch. Ouch.

JACK: Sorry.

PAUL: Who owns this place, anyway?

JACK: Greeks.

JACK AND RUTH: Of course.

RUTH: Greeks own all restaurants everywhere.

JACK: After inventing tragedy, all that was left was food services.

PAUL: This is all going too fast for me.

HAZEL: Well who wants what. Let’s order.

RUTH: Will you look at that menu?

HAZEL: Cajun kielbasa? Char Soo with beansprouts … ?

JACK: And Billie Holiday on the jukebox.

PAUL: What’s “joyau de la chasse”?

JACK: You got me.

HAZEL: “Joy of the chase”?

RUTH: Crown of the chase. Wild fowl stuffed with venison.

JACK: How did you know that?

RUTH: I don’t know. Doesn’t everybody know that?

JACK: I didn’t know that.

HAZEL: She must’ve had it with some other guy, Jack.

JACK: I guess so.

HAZEL: Well I want a salad.

RUTH: Pastrami on rye for me.

JACK (nibbling one of RUTH’s fingers): I want just this one digit.

RUTH: Finger food, huh.

PAUL: You know what I’ve got a taste for? French toast.

HAZEL: For supper?

PAUL: Actually it’s the syrup. What I really want is some sugar.

HAZEL: Well it’s a change, anyway.

PAUL: Only there’s no French toast on the menu.

JACK: So order another menu.

PAUL: Where are the other menus?

HAZEL: Do you know that all the time we were dating, no matter what time of day it was, all Paul would ever order was meatloaf with gravy, mashed potatoes and peas? Every date we ever went out on, morning, noon or night.

PAUL: Or maybe some pancakes…

JACK: So Paul used to be a real meatloaf-and-potatoes kinda guy.

RUTH: Now all he wants is sugar.

JACK: It’s a sad change.

RUTH: I saw it coming.

HAZEL: Anyway, he’d mix the peas in with the mashed potatoes, then swirl in the gravy and sort of beat the meatloaf into submission, then stir the whole mess around on his plate till it was practically soup. And then he’d use a tablespoon to eat this goo.

JACK: Does his therapist know about this?

RUTH: I can’t believe you married a guy who did things like that, Hazel.

JACK: Sick, baby.

PAUL: What about waffles? Do you think they have waffles at this place?

JACK: They have everything at this place.

PAUL: Everything but what I want.

RUTH: When do you guys leave for the Cape?

PAUL: Saturday morning, ten sharp.

RUTH: Well! That sure raised you out of your usual lethargy.

PAUL: You guys should come up and see the house.

JACK: I’d be outclassed.

PAUL: You can test the undertow.

HAZEL: You know, Ruth, I saw Scott when I was up in Providence.

RUTH: Oh yeah? How was that?

JACK: Should I leave the table?

HAZEL: Sit down.

RUTH: Did you talk to him?

HAZEL: Are you kidding? I gave him hell.

RUTH: No.

HAZEL: Not really.

JACK: I think I will leave the table.

RUTH: Oh sit down, Tristan.

HAZEL: I said that Ruth had hooked up with this terrific guy named Jack.… (JACK whistles, to drown out her words.) … and that she was very happy …

JACK: This is excruciating.

HAZEL: … and that he—i.e., Scott—was past past past. Imperfect.

JACK: Did you say a terrific but penniless guy named Jack?

HAZEL: No, I just said terrific.

RUTH: It’s all right, darling, I’ll pay your check.

HAZEL: I don’t know why you should find this excruciating.

JACK: Because I could be him someday. People sitting around and calling me a jerk, and me without the girl.

HAZEL: He was a jerk.

JACK: Just reminds you, a little, of the transience of love.

RUTH: Love? Transient?

JACK: You know what I studied in college, don’t you?

HAZEL: I’m afraid to ask.

JACK: Romance Languishes.

HAZEL: Oof.

PAUL: That’s pretty funny.

RUTH: So what did he say? When you talked to him.

HAZEL: Nothing. Just looked at me. You know.

RUTH: I can just see it.

JACK: Now I am leaving the table.

HAZEL: Oh sit down. We’re all adults here.

JACK AND RUTH: We are?

HAZEL: Yeah. Believe it or not, kids, this is adult life.

JACK: Everybody else has three bank accounts and a house in the country.

RUTH: I don’t have a house in the country.

JACK: But you will have a house in the country.

RUTH: Money isn’t everything, you know.

JACK: It isn’t?

RUTH: No it’s not.

JACK: Thank God! (They kiss.)

PAUL: Does anybody else want waffles?

HAZEL (sighs): True love. Isn’t it wonderful?



(A bell rings. They freeze as they are for a moment, JACK exits and BARRY enters and takes his place next to RUTH. Another bell rings.)

SCENE TWO


PAUL: But how’s the big deal going, Barry?

BARRY: It’s going great.

PAUL: Really?

BARRY: We close on it the end of this week.

PAUL: Terrific.

HAZEL: Did you get the price you wanted?

BARRY: Better than we wanted.

HAZEL: Sure must be wonderful being with somebody who deals in zillions all day.

BARRY: Parts of zillions, anyway.

HAZEL: A part of a zillion goes a long way.

RUTH: Hang out with somebody in high finance for a while, Hazel. That’ll teach you how little you know about the world.

BARRY: So how come they call this place Seven Menus? There’s only one menu here.

PAUL: It’s part of the place’s mystique.

RUTH: Hegel wrestled with that question for years.

HAZEL: So did Kierkegaard.

BARRY: Hegel what?

PAUL: Hasn’t Ruth brought you in here before, Barry?

BARRY: No, but I’ve heard so much about the place I feel like a regular.

HAZEL: We’ve been coming in here with Ruth and—uh, with Ruth for a long time.

BARRY: Well I’m sure hungry.

PAUL: I’m starving.

RUTH: Who’s going to have what?

PAUL: I want something with some sugar.

HAZEL: I feel like having something different.…

BARRY: What’s good on this menu?

HAZEL: The other six menus.

BARRY: So what do I do with this menu?

HAZEL, PAUL, AND RUTH: Order another menu.

BARRY: What?

PAUL: Order another menu when the waiter comes. I went through this once myself, Barry.

RUTH: It’s an ancient routine.



(BARRY suddenly starts to laugh.)


BARRY: Do you know we had a guy come in this past week with a suitcase full of money?

PAUL: Into your office?

BARRY: Yeah, just walked into the office with a suitcase full of dough. Fifties and hundreds, just laying there loose. Marches in, opens the case, shows them to the receptionist.

HAZEL: Did she offer marriage?

BARRY: No, she called me out there.

HAZEL: Did you offer marriage?

RUTH: No, listen to this. It’s incredible.

BARRY: So he shows me all this money. There must’ve been fifty-sixty thousand dollars in this briefcase.

PAUL: I thought it was a suitcase.

BARRY: No, it was a leather briefcase.

PAUL: I thought you said suitcase.

HAZEL: There’s a lot of difference between a suitcase and a briefcase full of money.

RUTH: Several years in prison, I think.

BARRY: Anyway, he wanted us to do something with all this money. Comes in off the street and just asks us to do something with all this money. He didn’t even know what! (He laughs.)

HAZEL: So what did you do?

BARRY: Are you kidding? Kicked his ass back out in the street!

HAZEL: Seems a peculiar thing to do to a person with a briefcase full of money.

BARRY: Who knows where he got all that dough. Could’ve been drugs, embezzlement, who knows.

HAZEL: I figure if somebody walks in with a suitcase or even a briefcase full of happiness, just grab it and run.

BARRY: No such luck, Hazel. Money is never just money.

RUTH: But isn’t that incredible?

HAZEL: Yeah …

PAUL: That settles it.

RUTH: What.

PAUL: A hot fudge sundae.

HAZEL: I’m glad you’re still concentrating on the essentials.

BARRY: Guess it’s that time, huh. Think I’ll try the meatloaf.

RUTH AND HAZEL: Uh-oh!

HAZEL: Meatloaf alert!

BARRY: What’s so funny? What’s everybody laughing about?

RUTH: Nothing. Just don’t mix the meatloaf in with the vegetables.

BARRY: Why not?

HAZEL: Look what happened to us.

PAUL: Private joke, Bare.

RUTH: Paul used to use meatloaf as a sort of mating dance before they got married.

BARRY: Oh.

RUTH: So there’s your warning, Hun.

BARRY: Maybe I better go for breast of chicken and play it safe.

HAZEL: Well I’m going to try the Welsh rarebit.

PAUL: Hot fudge for me.

RUTH: I’m going to go the whole hog and do the turkey dinner.

BARRY: Actually, speaking of such things …

RUTH: Turkeys?

BARRY: Mating dances.

HAZEL: What.

BARRY (to RUTH): Should we tell them?

RUTH: You mean now?

BARRY: Why not.

HAZEL: Wake up, Paul.

PAUL: What’s going on?

HAZEL: I think something’s on the way.

RUTH (to BARRY): You or me?

BARRY: Ruth and I are going to get married.

HAZEL: Hooray!

PAUL: Hey, that’s terrific, you guys.

HAZEL: Gimme kiss. (She and RUTH kiss.)

PAUL: Congratulations, that’s really terrific.

BARRY: Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.

HAZEL: I’ve seen this coming for minutes. Months.

PAUL: When’s the date?

RUTH: We don’t know yet.

BARRY: I say the sooner the better.

RUTH: That’s so it doesn’t interfere with all these deals.

HAZEL: Oh hell, it’s just a marriage. Run down the road and shanghai the first J.P. you can find.

RUTH: My mother is hysterical.

RUTH AND HAZEL (together): Of course.

HAZEL: Well I say here’s to it. Raise your water glasses, everybody.

BARRY: My glass is dirty.

HAZEL: Raise it anyway. To marriage, and all the rest of it.

ALL: To marriage!



(Bell. They freeze as they are for a moment, HAZEL exits, and DAWN, twenty-four, enters and takes her place next to PAUL. RUTH takes out a book and reads. Another bell.)

SCENE THREE


PAUL: Anyway I was thinking that after the wedding Dawn and I could do a week at the Cape, then a week just driving around, then maybe take a couple of weeks in Florida with her parents and get in some scuba diving.

BARRY: You’ve really shaken Paul out of his usual lethargy, Dawn. He’s a totally new man.

DAWN: I guess I’m just an activity-oriented person by nature.

BARRY: He used to be practically comatose till you came along. Paul—what happened, huh? What happened?

DAWN: But you know what all that lethargy was.

BARRY: What was that.

DAWN: It was all that sugar! That’s why Paul’s always been so low-energy. It was a sugar O.D.

PAUL: Now I’m off sugar I’m a dynamo.

BARRY: You sure look trim.

PAUL: Do I look trim?

RUTH: I didn’t know you could scuba dive, Paul.

PAUL: Huh?

RUTH: I said I didn’t know that you could scuba dive.

PAUL: Dawn’s going to teach me.

DAWN: I love scuba diving. I’ve been doing it since, God, since I was about ten.

RUTH: So you’re still using the house on the Cape?

PAUL: What, me?

RUTH: Yeah. I thought…

PAUL: No, Hazel and I split it up. Haifa month each.

BARRY: That’s a fair arrangement.

PAUL: Yeah, it all works out okay.

BARRY: That’s very equitable.

DAWN: It’s the least she could do, you know.

RUTH: I beg pardon?

DAWN: Hazel. I mean she and Paul bought the house together, fifty-fifty. And you don’t want ’em to just sell it, right?

RUTH: Mm.

PAUL: Anyway, you two guys’ll have to come up for a weekend.

BARRY: There’s an idea.

DAWN: Yeah, come up and test the water.

PAUL: Get a change of air.

BARRY: Or you two could come up to our place.

DAWN: Do you have a house too?

PAUL: They’ve got a real country house.

BARRY: Up in the mountains.

DAWN: Oh I love the mountains.

BARRY: Southern Vermont.

DAWN: I love Vermont.

BARRY: Do you like to ski?

RUTH: She loves to ski.

DAWN: I do love to ski.

BARRY (to RUTH): Hey.

RUTH: What. Something wrong?

DAWN: What’s the matter?

BARRY: Nothing.

RUTH: Must’ve been something I ate. Not enough sugar or something.

BARRY: Maybe if you put the goddamn book down.…

PAUL: You know what I’m going to have?

DAWN: You don’t even have to tell me.

PAUL: Meatloaf and potatoes and gravy.

DAWN: I knew it!

PAUL: With peas.

DAWN: I knew it! Every time we go out, night or day, it’s always meatloaf and mashed potatoes and peas.

RUTH: And then he mashes them all together on his plate? Mixes the peas into the potatoes and stirs it all around?

DAWN: How did you know?

RUTH: Womanly intuition. But maybe you’ll get a quarter of the house on the Cape. Someday.

DAWN: What’s she talking about?

PAUL: Just a private joke.

DAWN: A quarter of the house … ?

BARRY: What do you do for a living, Dawn?

DAWN: I’m a food therapist.

RUTH: A food therapist?

DAWN: Uh-huh. So I treat things like obesity, and anorexia, and—you know—things like that.

BARRY: Sounds fascinating.

DAWN: I think it’s a terrific way of finding out what makes people tick.

RUTH: Or burp, I suppose.

PAUL: You should hear some of her stories. Like this guy who was so fat he had to have his bed reinforced so he didn’t just disappear right through the floor.

DAWN: That was due to a gland condition, though.

PAUL: Guy could’ve ended up in China!

DAWN: There was nothing the man could do about it since it was all glandular.

BARRY: Incredible.

DAWN: Everything is glands when you get right down to it.

RUTH: Are we about ready to order?

DAWN: Then there’s bulimia.

RUTH: Could we save bulimia for after dessert?

PAUL: Sure. Sure.

BARRY: Well who wants what.

DAWN: I haven’t even had time to study this menu.

PAUL: Meatloaf for me.

DAWN: They have pheasant here?

PAUL: They have everything here.

RUTH: Here’s something. (Refers to her book.) New statistics. Single women live longer than married women.

DAWN: Wow.

PAUL: Really?

DAWN: So single women live longer than married women?

RUTH: I think I just said that. But listen to this (she is about to read more from her book)—

BARRY (interrupting): Oh come on.

RUTH: Come on what.

BARRY: You ought to be able to see through that.

RUTH: See through what.

BARRY: You’re in advertising, you know how to juggle figures. You can crunch a bunch of numbers any way you want.

DAWN: What else does it say?

RUTH: It says that single women are also overwhelmingly happier than married women.

DAWN: I didn’t know that.

BARRY: Happy according to who?

RUTH: Happy according to themselves.

BARRY: Here’s a woman hauling down a huge salary who can’t see through a lot of crooked figures.

RUTH: Are we going to order? If we’re not, I’ve got things to do at home.

BARRY: Just hold your horses, okay? Hold your horses. We’ll order.

DAWN: You know, I was sitting on the bus the other day reading this book of stories, and I was laughing out loud—

PAUL: That book you read to me from?

DAWN: Yeah, and I was laughing really hard, and there was this guy sitting next to me, kind of an old guy, and he says, “Whatcha reading,” and I said, “Stories.”

BARRY: He was probably trying to pick you up.

DAWN: But listen to this. He says, “Looks like those stories are pretty funny,” and I said some of them were funny, and then he says: “Have you got any heartrending ones in there?”

BARRY: Huh.

DAWN: Isn’t that funny?

PAUL: “Have you got any heartrending ones in there …”

DAWN: I thought it was kind of sad.

BARRY: Yeah.

PAUL: How’s business with you, Barry?

BARRY: Oh, you know. Nothing ever changes.



(Bell. RUTH and PAUL leave, DAWN joins BARRY on his side of the table, and he puts an arm around her. PHYLLIS sits at the table, FLUFF stands behind her. Bell.)

SCENE FOUR


BARRY: But once in a while you want something different.

DAWN: We sure don’t do this all the time, you know.

BARRY: You want to try something new.

DAWN: In fact we’ve never done it before in all our lives.

BARRY: New faces, new bodies, new sensations.

DAWN: I never even read those swinger magazines.

BARRY: Makes for a little sauce, you know what I mean?

DAWN: I mean, isn’t it a little strange, advertising yourself for sex?

BARRY (referring to FLUFF): Does your, uh, friend want to sit and join the party, or … ?

PHYLLIS: You two don’t have any serious social diseases, do you?

DAWN AND BARRY (together): Social dis—? What, social diseases?

DAWN: Oh no. No. I’ve never had a single thing like that.

BARRY: I had the clap a couple of times in college, but who didn’t?

FLUFF: Do you have a very large penis?

BARRY: Excuse me?

FLUFF: Your penis. I have to watch out for my friend here.

DAWN: But here we are talking about penises and we don’t even know your names!

FLUFF: I’m Simon.

PHYLLIS: No he’s not.

FLUFF: I’m Charlie.

PHYLLIS: No he’s not.

FLUFF: I am the Catch of the Day.

PHYLLIS: I’m Phyllis and he’s Fluff.

BARRY: “Fluff”—?

FLUFF (holds up four fingers): Yeah. Three f’s.

BARRY: Kind of an interesting name.

FLUFF: Anglo-Saxon.

DAWN (to PHYLLIS): Is he part of our—you know—liaison?

PHYLLIS: He’s along for the ride.

BARRY: So are you guys gonna eat… or shall we retire for some fun?

PHYLLIS: You’re going to have to do a lot better than that. (Picks up the menu.) Seven Menus, huh …

BARRY: Yeah, you noticed the name? It’s part of the place’s mystique. Hegel once wrote a book about why they call this place Seven Menus.

FLUFF: There’s no mystery about the name.

BARRY: I beg pardon?

FLUFF: You get a different menu depending on when you come in here.

BARRY: But I’ve been in here all hours of the day and it’s always the same menu.

FLUFF: Sure. But you’re different.

BARRY: Huh?

FLUFF: You’re not the same person at supper that you were at breakfast. Breakfast, brunch, lunch, afternoon snack, cocktails, supper and midnight munch. These are the Seven Ages of Man. (Pause.)

DAWN: Didn’t your ad say that you’re in advertising?

PHYLLIS: Yeah, I run an ad agency.

DAWN: That must be great!

PHYLLIS: It has its moments. How’s the pastitsio?

BARRY: It’s good, it’s good. I never tried it, but everything is good here.

DAWN: I always kind of wished I went into advertising when I had the chance.

BARRY: Do we need to talk about advertising? Let’s talk about your-place-or-ours.

DAWN: Barry’s ex used to be in advertising.

PHYLLIS: Really.

DAWN: God she was a terrible person.

BARRY: Yeah well…

FLUFF: I always liked her, actually.

DAWN: Barry’s ex?

FLUFF: Yeah. I thought she was terrific.

DAWN: Did you know her?

FLUFF: Warm. Funny. Vulnerable. Lemon-flavored. Static-free. I still miss the bitch, to tell you the truth.

DAWN: What are you? I mean—what do you do for a living?

FLUFF: I don’t do anything. I live off of her.

BARRY: Nice work if you can get it.

PHYLLIS: But he also knows the true meaning of tenderness.

BARRY: I’m in the middle of a career change, myself.

DAWN: He got fired.

BARRY: I used to be in high finance, but lately I’ve been thinking I might go into food services.

FLUFF: Food services …

BARRY: Yeah.

DAWN: Anyway, how did you—

BARRY: Food services is a very, very, very interesting field.

DAWN: But how did you get to run a whole agency?

BARRY: Dawn here is in food therapy. I was thinking she and I could team up. I could cater the food, and she could provide the therapy, after.

FLUFF: Brilliant.

BARRY: Just stay away from high finance, that’s my advice.

DAWN: Oh Barry …

BARRY: You get into some weird deals and you are gone, buddy.

DAWN: Are we gonna order now?

BARRY: You know one time a guy came into our office with a couple of hundred thousand dollars in a suitcase?

DAWN: Oh come on, Bare.

BARRY: What, come on.

DAWN: Not that story.

BARRY: What story.

DAWN: He tells this story all the time. About this guy who brought in some money in a briefcase.

BARRY: A suitcase.

DAWN: Okay, a suitcase.

FLUFF: So what happened?

BARRY: Nothing happened. It’s not important.

FLUFF: No really. What happened?

BARRY: Nothing happened. We kicked the guy out. End of story.



(Bell. BARRY and FLUFF exit, JACK enters and sits next to PHYLLIS. Bell.)

SCENE FIVE


DAWN: But that’s not the end of the story. Because I marched in there, and I put my hands on his desk and I said, “Advertising is about making choices”

PHYLLIS: Ten points.

DAWN: Was I not a food therapist? Did I not design diets for people? And what are diets all about?

PHYLLIS: Making the right choices.

DAWN: So who’s the best person for this account?

PHYLLIS: You are.

DAWN: And he gave it to me right on the spot. A million-dollar account!

PHYLLIS: And she lived happily ever after.

DAWN: You never should’ve left the agency, Phil.

PHYLLIS: Ohhh no …

DAWN: Just think what you could be doing now.

PHYLLIS: I’m very happy as a housewife, thank you.

DAWN: Nobody’s happy as a housewife.

PHYLLIS: I have found my counterrevolutionary niche—roasting meat on a spit for a man who always comes home.

DAWN: I thought that I’d found my niche, and God was I wrong! Do you know I ran into one of my old patients in the street the other day and I couldn’t even remember his name? God I was so embarrassed. Sometimes I wonder how I could stand spending eight and ten hours a day with those people.

PHYLLIS: I ran into an old boyfriend last week and I couldn’t remember his name.

DAWN: You’re kidding. A client I can believe, but a boyfriend’?

PHYLLIS: Well—life is long, men short. In all too many cases. (She and DAWN laugh.) Not all men, though. (Nudges JACK.)



I’m talking about you, Jack.


JACK: Oh. Sorry.

DAWN: What she was saying was, she had found her perfect niche with you.

JACK: Yeah well. If you’ve got a niche, scratch it. Sorry.

DAWN: What?

JACK: Nothing.

PHYLLIS: Just Jack being funny.

DAWN: But what about your big deal?

JACK: The what?

DAWN: The deal out West. Did you close on it?

JACK: Oh. Yeah, we closed on it.

DAWN: So now you can pay off the house on the Vineyard and you’ll be set for life.

JACK: I guess.

PHYLLIS: Are you okay?

DAWN: Jack …

JACK: Huh?

DAWN: What happened? You know?

JACK: What did you say … ?

DAWN: Oh nothing. Just something stupid Barry picked up from his ex.

PHYLLIS: You mean his ex-ex.

DAWN: Ruth. The dragon lady.

PHYLLIS: I saw Barry the other day.

DAWN: Oh yeah? What did he have to say for himself?

PHYLLIS: Not much.

DAWN: I’ll bet. Does he have a job yet?

PHYLLIS: I don’t think so. He asked me how you were.

DAWN: I hope you gave him hell.

PHYLLIS: I said that you were fine.

DAWN: Jerk … (JACK suddenly shifts as if he’s about to rise.)

PHYLLIS: Jack, what’s the matter?

JACK: Nothing. Nothing. Just—nothing.

PHYLLIS: Do you want to go home?

JACK: No. Let’s stay. Let’s order something.

PHYLLIS: Are you sure?

JACK: Yeah. Let’s chow down. Or chow up. Or chow in some direction.…

PHYLLIS: You don’t have a headache, do you?

JACK: Nope. Nope nope nope nope …

PHYLLIS: Scratch my neck. (He lightly scratches the nape of her neck.)

DAWN: Anybody know what “joyau de la chasse” is? I always forget to ask.

PHYLLIS: Joy of the chase?

JACK: Crown of the chase. Wild fowl stuffed with venison.

PHYLLIS: How did you know that?

JACK: I don’t know. Doesn’t everybody know that?

PHYLLIS: I didn’t know that.

DAWN: I guess he must’ve had it with some other woman, Phil.

PHYLLIS: I guess so.

DAWN: That is a great wife you got there, you know.

JACK: I know.

DAWN: Don’t you ever lose her, mister.

JACK: I wasn’t planning on it.

DAWN: That girl is solid gold.

PHYLLIS: Maybe I’d better leave.

DAWN: Oh sit down. We’re all adults here.

JACK: We are?



(Bell. JACK exits. Another bell.)

SCENE SIX


DAWN: I saw Jack today.

PHYLLIS: Oh yeah … ? How’s he?

DAWN: Maybe you should give him a call.

PHYLLIS: I think I’m past Jack, thank you. Past Jack, past Bob, past Allen, past Manuel, past Fred, past Igor …

DAWN: But are you past waiters? That one over there is kinda cute.

PHYLLIS: Oh come on.

DAWN: We could order up a little meatloaf.

PHYLLIS: I’m also past picking up strange waiters in restaurants.

DAWN: I don’t know. He doesn’t look so strange to me.

PHYLLIS: Don’t you ever give up?

DAWN: Nope.

PHYLLIS: You know—I don’t honestly know what I’d do without you.



(Bell. DAWN leaves. Bell.)

SCENE SEVEN


PHYLLIS: Waiter! (She smiles at him sweetly.)



BLACKOUT


A SINGULAR KINDA GUY

[image: ]

Lights up on MITCH, a guy out on a Saturday night.

A young guy is out on a Saturday night in his best shoes, talking to a girl he’s met in a bar. She’s nice, he likes her. But he’s got this sort of confession, see. There’s something she ought to know about him. And he’s never told this to anybody. You see, on the inside, deep on the inside, he isn’t really a guy at all. He’s an Olivetti electric self correcting typewriter. And he can’t even type!


MITCH: I know what you’re thinking. You’re looking at me and you’re saying to yourself, Average guy. Normal human being. Nothing out of the ordinary. Well, that’s what I thought too for lots of years, and boy, was I wrong. Now I look back, I think I always really knew the truth about myself, underneath. It’s like, sometimes I’d look in the mirror in the morning and I’d get this weird feeling like what I was looking at was not what I really was looking at. Or else I’d be standing in a crowd of people at a party, and suddenly I’d get this idea like I was standing in a huge empty space and there wasn’t anybody around me for miles. Episodes of “vastation,” if you know that beautiful word. And then one day I had a … I don’t know what you’d call it. A mystical experience?



I was walking down Lex over in the Thirties when I go by this office supply shop. Just a crummy little place. But I turn and I look and I see … an Olivetti Model 250 portable electric typewriter. Are you familiar with that particular model? Have you ever seen the old Olivetti 250? Well let me tell you—it is sublime. The lines. The shape. The slant of the keyboard. It’s all there! It’s a thing of beauty!

Anyway, I’m standing there looking at this thing, and it’s like I recognize it from someplace. It’s like I’m looking at family somehow, like I’m seeing some long-lost older brother for the first time, and suddenly I realize—That’s me, right there. That thing in the window is exactly what I feel like, on the inside. Same lines, same shape, same aesthetic. And what I realized was—I am a typewriter. No, really! A typewriter! All those years I thought I was a human being, on the inside I was really a portable Olivetti 250 with automatic correctability. And you know what? I can’t even type!

Needless to say, this revelation came as a shock. But all of a sudden it’s clear to me how come I always got off on big words—like “vastation.” Or “phenomenological.” Or “subcutaneous.” Words are what a typewriter’s all about, right?

Problem is, it can be a lonely thing, being a typewriter in a world of human beings. And now here I am being replaced every day by word processors. Who needs a typewriter anymore? Here I finally figure out what I really am, I’m an antique already.

Plus, there’s my love life, which is problematical to say the least. The difficulties involved in a typewriter finding a suitable partner in this town are fairly prodigious, as you can imagine. At least now I know how come I always loved—not just sex, sex is anywhere—but … touch. Being touched, and touching. Being touched is part of the nature and purpose of typewriters, that’s how we express ourselves and the human person along with us. Hands on the keyboard and the right touch—fire away. Yeah women’s hands. They’re practically the first thing I notice. Nice set of shapely fingers. Good manicure. No hangnails. Soft skin. I’m not a finger fetishist or anything, you understand, it’s just …

You’ve got a pretty nice pair of hands yourself, there. That’s what I noticed, that’s how come I stepped over here to talk to you. I know this all sounds pretty loony, but you know I’ve never told anybody this before? Somehow I just felt like I could trust you, and …

What? I beg your pardon?

I don’t understand.

You’re not really a girl? Sure, you’re a girl, you’re a beautiful girl, so …

You’re what? You’re actually a sheet of paper? Ten-pound bond? Ivory tinted? Pure cotton fiber? (MITCH holds out his hand.) Glad to meet you.

BLACKOUT


PHILIP GLASS BUYS A LOAF OF BREAD
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This play is for Jason Buzas,
Liz Larsen, Randy Danson,
Chris Wells, and Ryan Hilliard.
The sweet sound of perfection.



 

Philip Glass Buys a Loaf of Bread was first presented at the Manhattan Punch Line Theatre (Steve Kaplan, artistic director) in New York City, in January 1990. It was directed by Jason McConnell Buzas; the set design was by David K. Gallo; costume design was by Sharon Lynch; lighting design was by Danianne Mizzy. The cast was as follows:




	FIRST WOMAN
	 
	Liz Larsen



	SECOND WOMAN
	 
	Randy Danson



	PHILIP GLASS
	 
	Christopher Wells



	BAKER
	 
	Ryan Hilliard






 

A bakery counter with a bakery case below it. Behind the glass of the bakery case, a single loaf of bread on a shelf. A large clock high up on the wall, stopped at 12:01. A sign that says NO CHANGE. A door to the outside, with a bell over it.

At lights up: A BAKER is behind the counter, smiling, PHILIP GLASS is before the counter. Quite serious, TWO WOMEN are at the door of the bakery, about to go out. THE FIRST WOMAN is looking back at PHILIP GLASS. The SECOND WOMAN is looking away. The BAKER and PHILIP GLASS form one distinct area, the TWO WOMEN another, separate from them. They all remain like that, very still for a moment.


FIRST WOMAN: Isn’t that Philip Glass? (The SECOND WOMAN turns and looks.)

SECOND WOMAN: I think it is.

BAKER: Can I help you, sir?

GLASS: Yes. I need a loaf of bread, please.

BAKER: Just a moment.

FIRST WOMAN: It’s time now.

SECOND WOMAN: Yes. Let’s go. (But she doesn’t move, GLASS turns and looks at her.)

BAKER: Do you know that woman, sir?



(A bell rings.)
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(The bell rings again.)


BAKER: Do you know that woman, sir?

GLASS: Yes. I loved her once.

FIRST WOMAN: What’s the matter?

SECOND WOMAN: Nothing. Nothing. (The TWO WOMEN go out.)

PHILIP GLASS: I also need some change.



(The BAKER points to the NO CHANGE sign.)

BLACKOUT

OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_014_r1.jpg
FENT WONAN OO WO was BARER

Philip Philip Philip
needa needa needa
need please
Philip Philip Philip
needa needa needa
need please
Philip Philip Philip
needa needa needa
loaf of love. loaf of love loaf of love Toaf of love
What's the
matter
need
change
What's the.
matter
Philip
& 8
change change
What's the
woman
matter
Philip
change change
need
need
nothing
need

—





OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_L01_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_004_r1.jpg
ek e BARER

Can Lknowa
loafofbread  loaf of bread Tosf of bread
Ineed bread
[ know Tknow Tknow
[ know Iknow Tknow
Ineed bread
! know Tknow Tknow
! know Iknow Iknow
Ineed bread
I know Tknow Iknow
I know Tknow Iknow
I
that
aloaf
ofbread?
think
Philip
need
help
think
Phiip
need
help
think
Philip
need
help.
think





OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_003_r1.jpg
MRST WOMAN  SBCOND WOMAN  GLASS Mxm

i

help
i
help
Philip
loaf
Philip
loaf
think
think
Philip
bread
Philip
bread
Philip Philip Philip Philip
cin an an an
hink think chink. think
bread bread bread bread
Bread Bread Bread Bread
help help help help
Philip Philip Philip Philip
hink think think. think
Philip Philip Philip Philip
need need need need
bread bread bread bread
loaf loaf Toaf. Toaf
Dolneeda
loaf of bread loaf of bread Toaf of bread
CanInceda

loaf of bread  loaf of bread loaf of bread





OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_001_r1.jpg
TS WaNAN T ERD TR waw e

Tsn't that
Tsn't that
Tsn't that
fsn't that
think icis
think it is
think itis
think it is
help you sir
help you sit
help you sir
help you si
yes Ineed
yesIneed
yesIneed
yes Ineed
sn't hat think icis yesIneed help you sic
't hat think icis yesIneed help you sir
sn't that think it is yes Ineed help you sir
sn't that thinkitis yes Ineed help you sit
Philip Glass
think itis
Philip Glass
think itis
help you sir
Toaf of bread
help you sir
loaf of bread

Philip Glass ~ Philip Glass
helpyousit  help you sir
hink it is think itis
loafofbread  loaf of bread
chink it is think it is





OEBPS/images/Ives_9780307772619_epub_006_r1.jpg
PR WURAN e WOnAn A bl

! 1 1 1
o o o o
a a a a
£ f f f
Philip need Philip need Philip need Philip need
helpyousi?  helpyousir  helpyousi?  help yousi
Philip need Philip need Philip need Philip need
helpyousi?  helpyousi  helpyousi?  help yousi?
Philip need Philip need Philip need Philip need
helpyousir?  helpyousit  helpyousi?  help you sir?
Philip Philip Philip Philip
need need need need
Glass Glass Glass Glass
do you know
Phil
do you know
lip
do you know
Glass
do you know do you know
Phil
do you know do you know
lip
do you know do you know
Glass
do you do you
know know

Glass lips Glass lips





