The Odd Couple

ACT ONE

TiME: A hot summer’s night.

SceNE: The apartment of OLIVE MADISON. One of
those six-room affairs on Riverside Drive, New
York, in the eighties. The building is about fifty
years old and still has vestiges of its once glorious
past. High ceilings, walk-in closets and thick walls.

We are in the combination living room-dining room.
Two steps up is the front door and next to that, a
hall closet. A window at s.L. with a broken air con-
ditioner. Towards center rear, a doorway leads to
the kitchen. At s.rR., a hallway leads to the back
bedrooms and the bathroom.

The apartment is quite unkempt. Books are a mess in
the bookshelves. Magazines and old newspapers on
the floors and tables. Unopened mail and unopened
laundry packages lie about.

AT Rise: A dining table at s.r. is being used for the
Girls’ weekly Trivial Pursuit game. Four women are
at the table playing, two on each side. RENEE and
SYLVIE, a compulsive smoker, on one side; VERA
and MICKEY, a uniformed policewoman, on the
other. Food and drinks, none too appelizing, are on
the table. MICKEY is standing.

MIckEeY. (shakes dice in hand) C'mon, baby, we need
a piece of the pie. (She throws dice.) . . . Five! (She
counts off spaces on the board.) One—two—three—
four —five! . . . Science and Nature. (She sits. RENEE
takes card from the box and looks at it.)
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RENEE. Oh, you're going to love this . . . “How many
times a year does a penguin have sex?” (MICKEY looks
at her partner, VERA, puzzied.)

Mickey. Do you know any penguins? . . . Intimately?

VERA. That shouldn’t be Science and Nature. That
should be gossip.

Mickey. I'll say they do it six times.

VERA. Why only six times?

Mickey. Did you ever see what they look like?

VERA. They live on icebergs. What else could they do
all winter? (to opponents) I say twenty times.

RENEE. Wrong. They do it once.

SYLvIE. Once? Jesus, I married a penguin.

RENEE. Christ, it’s hot in here. When is she going to
fix her air conditioner?

SYLVIE. (hands the dice to RENEE) Your roll.

REeNEE. I’'m going to pass out, I swear.

VERA. Someone told me you were seeing a doctor. Is
it anything serious?

REeNEE. No. We only had two dates. (rolls dice) Four.
(counts off with marker) One—two— three—four . .
Oh, Christ. Sports!

SyLvie. Go the other way. (2o VERA) We take Sci-
ence. (RENEE moves marker the opposite way.)

Mickey. Two minutes to go and counting down.

SyLvie. (to MICKEY) Do you mind if she asks the
question first? (f0 VERA) Go on, Vera.

VERA. (reads from card) “What does C mean in Ein-
stein’s Theory of Relativity, E equals MC squared?”
(SYLVIE and RENEE look at her with their mouths
open, dumbfounded.)

Syrvie. We'll try sports.

VERA. You can’t change after you’ve heard the ques-
tion.
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RENEE. She picked it on my turn. I pick sports. (She
moves marker back.)

MICKEY. (looks at watch) A minute thirty and count-
ing down.

VERA. (reads) “Who pitched back to back no-hitters
for the Cincinnati Reds in 1938?” (SYL VIE and RENEE
stare again with mouths open, dumbjfounded.)

SYLVIE. (0o RENEFE) You want to take a crack at MC
squared?

RENEE. (fo VERA) Give us a hint.

VERA. What kind of hint?

RENEE. Is it baseball or football?

VERA. It’s baseball. I’ll give you another hint. He has
a Dutch name . . .

SyLviE. . . . Dutch Schultz.

Mickey. Dutch Schultz was a gangster.

RENEE. Joe Rembrandt.

VERA. Is that your answer?

SyLvie. Peter Windmill.

VERA. Is that your answer?

MickEey. Sixty seconds and counting down.

SyLvie. What is this, liftoff at Cape Canaveral? ( calls
off towards kitchen) Olive, we need help.

OLIVE. (offstage) I'm coming. I'm coming.

VEera. Do you give up?

RENEE. Not yet . . . Bobby Amsterdam . . . Tony
Tulips.

VERA. Give up. Youw’ll never get it. I have to leave by
twelve.

Syrvie. Where the hell are you running?

VERA. I told you that when I sat down. I have to leave
by twelve. Mickey, didn’t I say that when I sat down? I
have to leave by twelve.

Mickey. I'm really starting to worry about Florence.
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She’s never been this late before.

VERA. I told Harry I'd be home by one the latest.
We're making an eight o’clock plane to Florida. (SYL-
VIE glares at her.)

Mickey. Who goes to Florida in July?

VERA. It’s off-season. There are no crowds and you
get the best rooms for one-tenth the price.

SyLvie. Some vacation. Six cheap people in an empty
hotel.

Mickey. Maybe Florence is sick. I'm really getting
nervous.

VERA. Do you give up?

SyLvie. Mickey Dikes . . . I hate this game.

Mickey. Did you know Florence once locked herself
in the bathroom overnight in Bloomingdale’s? She wrote
out her entire will on a half a roll of toilet paper . . .
(looks at watch) Time is almost up.

SyLvie. (calls out) Olive! We're running out of time.

(OLIVE comes out of the kitchen with a tray of food
and soft drinks.)

Ouve. Alright, what’s the question?

Mickey. You only have four seconds.

VErA. Who pitched back to back no-hitters—

OLIVE. (in one breath) Johnny Van Der Meer on June
11th against the Boston Braves, three-nothing, and on
June 15th against the Brooklyn Dodgers, six-nothing,
his overall record for the year was fifteen wins and ten
losses, I have one second left over, ask me another ques-
tion.

REeNEE. She’s incredible.

Syrvie. You really love sports, don’t you?

Ouve. I love big men in tight pants . . . Who gets a no
caffeine nutra sweet one calorie Pepsi?
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Mickey. I do.

OLIVE. (brings her the can) One can of chemicals for
Mickey the Cop.

Mickey. (holds can) It’s warm.

RENEE. Because her refrigerator’s been broken for
two weeks.

OLve. So it drips a little, who wants food?

Mickey. What have you got?

OLIVE. (looks at sandwiches) 1 got brown sandwiches
and green sandwiches.

Mickey. What’s the green?

OLIVE. (looks) It’s either very new cheese or very old
meat.

Mickey. I'll take the brown.

RENEE. You're going to eat food from that refrigera-
tor? I saw milk standing in there that wasn’t even in the
bottle.

OLive. What are you, some kind of health nut? Eat,
Mickey. Eat.

SyLviE. (fo RENEE) We go again. Roll ’em.

RENEE. (f0o OLIVE) I thought you had a new maid
starting to work on Monday.

Orive. No. I didn’t pass the interview.

RENEE. (shakes dice . . . to others) The woman pro-
duces a prime time news show and she doesn’t have a
maid. (She throws the dice.) Five. One—two —three—
four—five . . . Science and Nature.

VERA. Oh, this is good . . . “What closes when a frog
swallows?” (RENEE and SYLVIE look at OLIVE.)

Syrvie. HIS EYES!! . . . They close their eyes.

Mickey. That’s right. How did you know that?

SyLvie. I went out with a guy who looked like a frog.

MickEey. (fo RENEE) Your turn again. Roll ’em.

REeNEE. Hey, Olive, can we make a rule? Every six
months you have to buy fresh potato chips.
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Ouive. I do. Eat those until September.

RENEE. At least at Florence’s house you get decent
food.

Onive. My food isn’t decent?

RENEE. It’s not even food.

OLve. Alright, I'm through being the nice one. You
owe me six dollars apiece for the buffet. (They all react
derisively.)

Syrvie. Buffet? Hot diet colas and two sandwiches
left over from when you went to high school?

RENEE. (moves her marker) One—two—three . . .
Again sports.

MIckEY. (reads card) “What did Forrest Smithson
carry in his hand for inspiration while running the hur-
dles at the 1908 Olympics?” (RENEE and SYLVIE turn
and look at OLIVE.)

OLIVE. . . . Extra jockey shorts.

VERA. Is that your answer?

SyLvie. (to VERA) If you say that one more time,
I'm taking you hostage, I swear to God.

MICKEY. Sixty seconds and counting down.

OLive. He carried a Bible.

VERrRA. That’s right.

REeNEe. The woman’s unbelievable.

MickEY. (to OLIVE) How could you know about the
1908 Olympics?

Orive. From Phil. Phil knew more about sports than
any man I ever knew . . . I think we’d still be married to-
day if only I could have won the Kentucky Derby. (She
looks off, thinking of Phil.)

ReNee. Don’t get that mournful look in your eye
again. The man lost your entire life savings at the track.

RENEE. Two. Science and Nature.

VERA. What's the strongest muscle in a man’s body?

SyLvie. Before or after?
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N!,ICKEY. You'’re not still sending Phil money, are
you?

Orive. Nah.

Mickey. Yes she does.

OLIVE. . . . a few hundred dollars. Just until he gets
his life straightened out.

Mickey. He’s been trying to get straightened out for
two years. How bent was he?

OuLive. I can’t help it. Every time I hear his voice on
the phone, I end up sending him a check. He’s so good
at it. He puts a little whimper in because he knows it gets
to me.

ReNEE. I would never support an ex-husband. Not
until women are getting equal pay with men.

SyLviE & MICcKEY. Right!

VERA. Well, you have to look at it both ways. What's
sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.

SYLVIE. (looks at her) You’re going to be some big hit
in Florida.

VERA. You give up on the strongest muscle?

RENEE. The tongue.

VERA. That’s right.

RENEE. (throws dice) Don’t ask me how I know that.
Three. One—two—three . . . Sports and Leisure. ( The
phone rings.)

VERA. (reads) “What's the southern dish made of
pigs’ small intestines called?”

OLive. Airplane food.

Syrvie. Chitlins.

OLIvE. (She picks up phone.) Hello? Oh, my God.
Phil! . . . I was just talking about you.

Mickey. Somebody hide her checkbook. (RENEE
throws dice again. She moves the marker during
OLIVE’s conversation.)

OLIVE. (into phone) How have you been, Phil? . . .
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You sound good. Tired? . . . Yeah, you sound like you
have a little cold . . . Haven’t been sleeping, heh? (hands
over phone, to girls) He’s whimpering. This is going to
cost me.

Mickey. Don’t give in. Remember the Alamo.

Ouve. (into phone) So what have you been doing,
Phil? . . . Mostly thinking of me. Ah, that’s sweet. (fzands
over phone, to girls) We're talking about four f}gures
here. (back into phone) You’re in a bind? What kind of
bind?

Syrvie. You want us to cut the wire?

OLwvE. (holds up her hand to quiet SYLVIE; into
phone) You owe two months’ back rent? Oh gee, I'm
sorry . . . How much does it come to?

RENEE. (fo girls) A million six.

OLIVE. (into phone) Gee, I wish I could help you out,
Phil, but I’'m broke myself. I just paid the last two years’
taxes.

Mickey. That’s it. Hang in, girl. Win this one for the
Gipper.

OLvE. (into phone) 1 know . . . I know you hate to
ask, Phil. And I hate to turn you down.

Syrvie. Hang up. Hang up before his voice cracks.

OuvE. (into phone) What’s wrong with your voice,
Phil? . . . Oh, gee. Phil, don’t do that . . . Please don’t,
Phil . . . Listen, I'll send you three hundred dollars, is
that alright?

RENEE. Gloria Steinem hates you! .

OLIVE. Stop coughing, Phil . . . Sympathy is not going
to work with me . . . ’m sending you five hundred
dollars and that’s it. X

SyLVIE. (fo girls) Even money she goes to six-fifty.

OLvE. (into phone) Phil, I've got to go . . . It_was
nice speaking to you . . . It’s what? . . . Our anniver-
sary? . . . When? . . . My God, next week, you’re right
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...Oh. .. Well the same to you, Phil . . . Sure. Six-
fifty’s fine . . . G’bye, Phil. (She hangs up. She looks at
the girls, embarrassed and ashamed.) He sounded like
Orphan Annie in a snowstorm, what do you want
from me?

RENEE. (holding potato chips) You give your ex-hus-
band six hundred and fifty dollars and your best friends
get to eat the Dead Sea Scrolls?

OLive. I have a fatal flaw in my character. Him. Go
ahead and shoot me.

Mickey. If you mean it, I have my gun here.

VERA. (reads) “What’s the oldest known vegetable in
the world?” (Everybody stares at her, astonished.)

SyLviE. . . . You are!!

RENEE. (fo OLIVE) There’s other men around, you
know.

OLIVE. (pacing) You think I don’t know? There’s two
Spanish brothers in this building who are crazy about
me. Sexiest guys you ever saw . . . I must be crazy. Why
am I sending a shiftless gambler like Phil seven hundred
and fifty dollars?

Mickey. (to RENEE) Hand me my purse. I’ll shoot
her now.

VERA. (fto SYLVIE and RENEE) Is that your final
answer?

SyLvie. Yes! You are the oldest vegetable known to
man.

VERA. Wrong. It’s the pea.

SyLvie. Then you're runner-up. (VERA tosses the
dice, moves her marker.)

OLive. The kids today are smarter than us. Why go
through all the trouble of marriage when you can have a
roommate? I'm going to start looking around on the bus
tomorrow.

VErA. Entertainment.
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RENEE. (reads) “What group starred in the movie,
Rock Around the Clock?”

OLive. Everybody, all together!

ALL FIve WoMEN. (ALL raise fists in air.)

“BILL HALEY AND THE COMETS”!!!

OLvE. (snaps fingers) Yeah! God, give me one more
night in the back of a T-Bird! Whoo-hoo!

Syrvie. Remember Danny Flannigan? Hot! Hot
stuff!

Mickey. He wore size 28 jeans on a 32 body.

RENEE. I remember the first time I danced close with
him. He kept saying, “It’s not what you think. I got two
packs of cigarettes in my pocket” . . . I had to go to con-
fession the next day. v WY

OLvE. Always had a pound of grease in his hair. Re-
member the winter he went out and his head froze. He
had to comb his hair with a hammer and chisel.

VERA. You know who I thought the cutest one in the
school was? . . . Mr. Schwartzman, the Principal. ( The
girls look at each other.) ‘

OLIvVE. Jesus, I hated being seventeen . . . until I got
to be thirty-five. You know what I mean? ( They all get
lost in thought.)

Mickey. Yeah.

Syrvie. Yeah.

RENEE. Yeah.

VERA. Yeah.

(SYLVIE, RENEE and MICKEY nod . . . Then the)_J
all become quiet as they ponder this thought qui-
etly. They are all momentarily lost in memories
of their youth. The phone rings. It’s as though
they don’t hear it. It rings again. OLIVE crosses
and picks it up.)
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OLIVE. (into phone) The Chubby Checker Fan Club.
Hello. (She suddenly smiles, lowers her voice, turns
away from the others.) Oh, hello, sweetheart. ( She be-
comes very seductive. The others listen.) I told you not
to call me tonight . . . I can’t talk to you now . . . You
know 1 do, darling . . . Alright. Just a minute. (She
turns.) Mickey! It's your husband. (Ske lays down
phone.) i

Mickey. (gets up, crosses to phone) 1 wish you were
having an affair with him. Then he wouldn’t bother me
all the time. (She picks up the phone.) Hello, Stanley.
What’s wrong? Did you make yourself dinner? . .
What'd you have? . . . Lamb chops? That’s very good,
Stan.

VERA. Your husband can make lamb chops?

MickEey. (hands over phone) He boils them in water.
(back into phone) Who? . . . No, she didn’t show up to-
night. What’s wrong? . . . You're kidding! . . . How
should I know? . . . Alright. I will . . . Yes. Goodbye.
(fo others) What did I tell you?

RENEE. What’s the matter?

Mickey. Florence is missing.

RENEE. Oh, my God!

Mickey. I fold you something was up.

SyLvie. What do you mean, missing?

Mickey. She wasn’t home all day today. She can-
celled her facial appointment and her pedicure. She
never showed up for her Yoga class or her spiritual ad-
visor. No one knows where she is. Stan just spoke to her
husband.

Orive. Wait a minute. No one is missing for one day.

RENEE. That’s right. You’ve got to be missing for
forty-eight hours before you’re missing.

SyLvIE. She loves the Museum of Modern Art. Maybe
she went there.
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VERA. Maybe she got locked in the museum. I once
talked to a security guard there for twenty minutes until
I found out he was a statue. (SYLVIE glares at her.)

RENEE. Maybe she had an accident.

OLIvE. They would have heard.

RenEE. If she’s lying in a gutter somewhere? Who
would know who she is?

OLIvE. She’s got charge plates for forty-seven stores.
If eight hours go by without her shopping, New York
shuts down.

RENEE. Maybe she was mugged.

Ouive. Do you know what she carries in her handbag?
Tear gas, a siren and a police radio. If you tap her on
the shoulder, a squad car shows up.

Mickey. I don’t know. I have a feeling in my bones
she’s someplace in trouble right now.

OLivE. What are we guessing for? I'll call Sidney.
(She starts for phone.)

SyLviE. Wait a minute! Don’t start anything yet. Just
because we don’t know where she is doesn’t mean some-

body else doesn’t know . . . Is she seeing someone? On
the side?

VERA. You mean like a hypnotist?

SyLVIE. (glares at her) Are you on Valium? . . . Did

you ever think of taking speed so you can keep up with
the rest of us?

OLve. Florence doesn’t play around. She didn’t even
take her clothes off when she had her children . . .
Please.

SyLvie. You never can tell. It's a different world we
live in today. What a man can do, a woman can dox?.
I’'ve never personally done it myself, but I’ve gotten the
itch once in a while. Admit it. We all have.

VERA. | haven’t.
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Syrvie. I'm talking about normal women.

_OLmz. (dialing) We're wasting time. I'm going to call
Sgdney and find out what’s what. (into phone) Hello?
Sidney? . . . Olive. I just heard. Listen, Sidney, do you
have any idea where she could be? . . . She what? .
You'’re kidding? . . . Why? . . . No, I didn’t know .
Qee, that’s too bad . . . Alright, listen, Sid. You just sit
tight f;md the minute I hear anything I’ll let you know
e Right. Goodbye. (She hangs up. They all look at her
with great suspense. She crosses wordlessly to the end of
the sofa, lost in thought. They just stare at her. Finally
she turns to them.) They broke up.

VERA. Who?

OLive. Who??? . . . Florence and Sidne :

They broke up. The marriage is over. s

VERA. Don’t tell me.

RENEE. I can’t believe it.

SyrLvie. After fourteen years.

VErA. They were such a happy couple.

MICKEY._ Fourteen years doesn’t mean you’re a happy
couple. It just means you’re a long couple.

Syrvie. What happened?

Orive. The man wants out, that’s all.

l_VIICKI-:Y. She’ll go to pieces. I know Florence. She’s
going to try something crazy.

SyLvie. She used to say, “Our marriage will last a
hundred years” . . . What happened?

OLIvE. She missed by eighty-six years.

N’IICKI::Y. She’ll kill herself. You hear what I’'m saying.
She’s going to go out and try to kill herself.

: SyrLvie. Will you shut up, Mickey? Stop being a po-
licewoman for two minutes. (fo OLIVE) Where’d she
go, Olive?

OLive. She went out to kill herself.
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MickEey. (to SYLVIE) What'd I tell you?

RENEE. (fo OLIVE) Are you serious?

Ouive. That’s what the man said. She went out to kill
herself. She didn’t want to do it at home because her
mother was sleeping over.

VERA. Why did she want to kill herself?

OLvE. Why? Because she’s an hysteric.

Sywrvie. (to OLIVE) You mean she actually said, “I'm
going out to kill myself”? What did she do, leave a
note?

OLive. No. She sent a telegram.

MIcKEY. A suicide telegram?

RENEE. If she wants to kill herself, why does she send
a telegram?

OLvE. Because the quicker it gets there, the quicker
she has a chance to be saved.

VERA. Oh, I get it. She really doesn’t want to kill her-
self. She just wants sympathy.

Mickey. We get people like her all the time. They
crave attention. We have a man who calls us every Sat-
urday from the top of the George Washington Bridge.
We don’t even answer it.

RenEE. 1 don’t know. There’s always a first time.
Maybe this is the one time she really means it.

Ouve. Please. She’s too nervous to kill herself. She
wears her seat-belt in a drive-in movie.

SyLvie. Well, we can’t sit here and do nothing.

VERA. Isn’t there someplace we could look for her?

Syrvie. Where? Where would you look for a suicidal
person who wants to live? ( The doorbell rings.)

OuvE. (lowers voice) Of course! If you're going to
kill yourself, where’s the safest place to doit? . . . With
your friends.

VERA. (starts for door) I'll let her in. (ALL talk

quickly, nervously.)
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RENEE. Wait a minute! She ma i
NEE. ! y be hysterical. Let’
lay it i :
gahj;l .1 nice and easy. If we’re calm, maybe she’ll be
Mickgy. That’s right. That’s h
: ow they talk to th
people out on ledges. Gentle and soothing, like a pri:sste
XJERA. What’ll we say to her? '
ICKEY. Nothing. We sa i i
et g y nothing. As if we never
SyrLvie. Maybe we should notif i
y the police.
Mickey. (angrily) What th i
e A e hell do you think 7 am,
OLIVE. Are you girls throu i is di i
gh with this discussion? Be-
;ause she already could have died of old age out in tlfe
:ll_. . . Everybody, sit down. ( They all rush into their
fm‘;gk Eﬁ?g crosses to the door. Sitting with RENEE
s . . . To Mickey:) Alright, ask us a ques-
MICKEY. ice fi
. You have to roll the dice first. Get your cate-
Orive. Who gives a cra i
ISl p what the category is? Just
Mickey. My mind is too logi :
. y gical. I can’t i
nlleomeone gives me a category. e U
ENEE. Sports and Leisure. ( The bell rin ]
: s again.
SyLvie. Not Sports and Leisure—it’s toob:ouggh 4
OLive. I can’t believe this. .
VERA. Should I tell Florence to wait a minute?

OLIVE. to MICK 3 L
2l a‘oor_f( EY) Movies! Entertainment! Open

(MICKEY picks up a card as VERA opens the door.
F:LORENCE stands‘r there, dressed neatly. She car:
gz.: i' purse. She tries to act as if everything is fine
nearhj can sense the tension and anxiety under-
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FLorencE. Hello, Vera.
VERA. Oh, hello, Florence. We practically forgot all
about you. (She scurries back to her seat. FLORENCE
steps into the apartment.)
OLive. One more piece of the pie is all we need.
FLoreNce. Hello, girls. (The girls barely look up.
They throw her a perfunctory, “Hello, Florence,” but
their attention is on the game.)
SyLvIE. (fo MICKEY) Could you repeat the question,
please?
MickEey. I didn’t ask it yet . . . “Name three actors
who played Charlie Chan on the screen.”
FLORENCE. (wanders around) I’'m sorry I’'m late.
Ourive. Five, ten minutes. Big deal . . . There are some
sandwiches there if you’re hungry.
FroreNcE. Yes, [ am. I didn’t eat all day. (She crosses
to sandwiches; looks in the sandwich.) No. Never mind.

OLive. What was the question?

RENEE. Three actors who played Charlie Chan.

FLoRENCE. Is there anything to drink?

OLivE. Sure. Coke, Pepsi, 7-Up, anything.

FroreNcE. I meant hard stuff. Do you have any hard
stuff? . . . A Dubonnet?

OLive. Dubonnet? . . . No, I just killed my last case.

FLoreNCE. It’s not important. (as she turns away
Jfrom them,; audible sigh) Nothing is very important.

OLive. (back to the game) . . . Three actors who
played who?

Mickgey. Charlie Chan! Charlie Chan! How many
times do I have to say it? Charlie Chan!

SyLvie. Alright, take it easy, everyone. Calm down.

FLORENCE. (stands behind VERA, plays with VERA’s
hair) . . . Anyone call about me?

Ouive. Call? Not that I can remember. (fo others)
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Did anyone call for Florence? ( i
I ! (They quickly mumbi,
the 2, » e
call?y can’t remember.”) Why? Were you expecting a
grl:ouNE:tE. Meg’J Who would call for me?
IVE. (furns back to game) Er. t
plged Charlie Chan, is thag ity " 210 Who
ICKEY. That’s it. That’s the i i
’ question. You !
I(V)ILIVE. Yc;? mean in the same picture? on
ICKEY. (losing patience) How can the i
K Y play in the
same picture? What do they want three Charlie Chans in
th% same Goddam picture for?
ERA. T i i
s hey had two Tarzans in the same picture

Mickey (attacking her) Never!
C ; er! i

e stiiad ) Never two Tarzans in
RdeRA. One of_' them pretended to be Tarzan.

u ICKEY. (losing control) Then it wasn’t two Tarzans.
was one Ta.rzan and one pretending to be Tarzan.
RENEE. Alright, take it easy. Take it easy.

I\?ILWE. C:—.;lm down, everyone, alright?
ICKEY. I'm sorry. I can’t i
st y help it. Everyone makes

SyLvie. That’
o s because you make everybody else ner-

MICKEY. (sarcastically) I’ i 2
i myself!( ically) I'm sorry. Forgive me. I'll go

OLIvE. ( warning her) Mickey! {

y! (Motions her head ¢

FLORENCE; they all sit in silence q moment as FIL ch-’
ENFCE crosses to the window. )
. FLORENCE. Gee, it’s a pretty vi
ek pretty view from up here. What

OLIVE. (gets up very qui

: quickly) No. It’s only elev

(S{ae closes the window quickly.) It says twelv)c{e but ?tl’ls
only eleven . . . Want to sit down and play, Flo? It’s still
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early. (as OLIVE crosses back to table)
FLORENCE. No . . . I don’t think I could concentrate

tonight.
Syrvie. It’s your favorite category. Movies.
FLoRENCE. I wouldn’t know one movie from another
tonight.
OLvE. You'd know this one . . . “Name three actors
who played Tarzan in the movies.”
Mickey. Charlie Chan! CHARLIE CHAN!!
FLORENCE. Sidney Toler, Warner Oland and Peter
Ustinov . . . Excuse me. (crosses)
OLve. Where are you going?
FLoreNCE. I have to go to the bathroom.
OLIVE. Alone?
FLORENCE. I always go alone . . . Why?
OLIvE. No reason . . . You gonna be in there long?
FLORENCE. . . . As long as it takes. (She goes into the
bathroom.)
MICKEY. Are you crazy? Letting her go in there alone?
Orive. How is she going to kill herself in the john?
SyLvie. What do you mean, how? She could take
pills. She could slash her wrists.
Ouve. It’s the guest bathroom. There’s nothing in
there. What is she going to do, swallow a towel?
Mickgy. She could jump.
VERA. That's right. Isn’t there a window in there?
OuvE. It’s only six inches wide.
Mickey. She could stick her head out and slam the
window on her neck.
Ouve. She could also flush herself into the East
River. I'm telling you she’s not going to try anything.
VERA. Shh! Quiet! (They all listen. We hear FLOR-
ENCE sobbing in the bathroom.) She’s crying.
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thezngrigg% il;c;gﬁ -do s.omething. She shouldn’t be in
heav;zz‘e‘tsol;'kzt ﬂz::;t}_z tc)> go in there and cry with her? ( We
_;2: Li;e ;zzi gs;;%:) ;Er:zg"h(:;:e(a?g :Zg g}iﬁiﬁéggf g:g!’
of being rfelaxed );’fda:‘iis?g:éd?"h;{(r)e].sz‘;t?n]ireczg)sitions
ou(t) flr‘zgz ug;:; dgefrrgyes and nose.) _ i
o ar{d s \t?s ia:d) “What picture did Claude
: @Eﬂjﬁg}éﬁ‘%ﬂ’:ﬁfﬁf’?&} e
i ! are you going to walk this time of
gi?vl}:Nfliie Ir ig:;tv know. Along the river is nice.
gi?leffql%%. You heard something, didn’t you?
FLORENCE. Yes. You’ ied I’ i
::Ilzfi:;:altlﬁ: %iﬁ?ei) clllu:r:u\avt;(; iifed ;f::rgf%:ftzgrir;eiz?g
rusé"les f(;r the fror);t t;i‘o:)!;t;'&:"l:i)i .I’(v.(s:hgo?t‘;sgo’;mo a
LIvE. Florence, no!!
wiﬁzEzgi.) Don’t do it, Florence, please! ( They all Dplead
FLoreENCE. Don't st i
Lfﬁﬁﬁfﬁ%ﬂf i:!r-};in; A the o i i
toltldslf:my. Florence, we’re your friends. You can talk
o et e
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(MICKEY, the cop, grabs FLO and pulls her arm back
behind her. With her free arm, FLORENCE jabs
MICKEY in the ribs with her elbow. MICKEY
doubles over in pain. Leaving MICKEY behind, she
breaks away from them and rushes across the room
to the bathroom on the opposite side. They all rush
after her in single file because there’s only room be-
hind the table and chairs to run that way. They all
Sfollow FLORENCE into the bathroom. The last
one in closes the door. There is a loud commotion
inside unseen by the audience. Suddenly it stops.
The first one out is OLI VE who holds her hand in
pain. She is followed out by RENEE.)

ReNEE. You didn’t have to hit her so hard.

OLIvE. She was biting my neck. What did you want
me to do, lick her face?

MICKEY. (comes out walking backwards, directing
with her hands as if she was directing traffic) Lay her
down on the sofa. (SYLVIE comes out carrying the un-
conscious FLORENCE on her shoulders, followed by
VERA.)

SyLvie. Rub her wrists.

RENEE. She’s coming around.

FLORENCE. Leave me alone, will you? I'll work it out.
Just please, everybody, leave me alone . . . Oh, God!
Oh, my stomach.

Mickey. What’s the matter with your stomach?

VEera. She looks sick. Look at her face.

FLORENCE. I'm not sick. I'm alright. I didn’t take any-
thing, I swear.

OLIvE. What do you mean you didn’t take anything?
What did you take?

FrLoreNCE. Nothing!
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OLive. Do you swear?
FLORENCE. I swear.
OLive. On your children’s life?
FLORENCE. No. On my husband’s.
E‘TCKEY. You hear that? She took pills.
i ORENCE. Just a few, that’s all. (ALL react in al
concern for the pills.) s
OLive. How many pills?
;/ILI;JKEY. What kind of pills?
RENCE. I don’t know. Littl j
o i V. € green ones. I just
£ crazy.Yt ng out of Sidney’s cabinet. I must have
OLive. 'm gonna call Sidn
ey. He'll check th i
hFLORENCE. NO!! Don’t call him! If he hearg ;:abmct.
whole bottle of pills— -
TL%I%K;%IQL\&I;IOLE SOTTLE?? A WHOLE BOT-
! ?? . . . Quick! Call f
(RENEE picks up phone and dials.) AR
r?dx;::v:E Yo‘;lv lclion’t even know what kind
Y. { i :
o at’s the difference? She took a whole
OLIvE. Maybe the itami
v : y were vitamins. Sh
he;lthlest one in the room . . . Take it eeas;m:icilllbe i
LORENCE. Don’t call Sidney. Promise m ; you.’
call Sidney. e

Mickey. Sla i
woblicey ip her face. Open the window. Give her
Syrvie. Walk her around
. Don’t let her go
(s rn‘; VIE and J;ﬁ(_m’iy pull FLORENCE u:Jo f}fﬁﬁé
, i Ed
ey e r shoulders and begin to walk her
MICKEY. (waiting on phone) Rub her wrists. Keep her

circulation going. :
ing. going. Keep walking. Keep her blood mov-
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ital i hangs up. OLIVE
£. The hospital is busy. (She. i
ha?E;eEen sitting on the sofa watching this madhouse
ously. . <o
cogirc,;;t.u( to (};L).I VE) Isn’t there a doctor in the build
ol . ,
mgdt.ms. He’s an optometrist. If she goes blind, I'll call
im. (They continue to waik_her.) : ;
hugugnﬁngﬁ. Please let me sit down. I can't walk this
ithout my Nikes. _ )
mlll\(/:ltllc\;:ztv. You’xye not sitting down till we get those pills
oult*“.wRENcr-:. I got them out. They’re out. (SYL VIE and
MICKEY stop and look at her.) :
Mickey. When did they come out? il
FLoreNcE. I had a pizza on Broadway. I't r’;: 31 o
the elevator. (SYLVIE and MI?KEY Iookhat ll"’{;link 4
walk away, leaving her .ah:me.()i I_n;( sorrlgge'gog’?
id it . . . Can I have a drink, SO PR
do%’;ﬁ.ltl'll get it. Do you want a Fresca or a?Spnte?
Sywvie. (yells) Will you just _get her a Flnnk. griiory
VERA. Alright. (She scurries into the kitchen.
is sitting in club chair.) ‘
El\lc'ffnmcz. (gcrying) Fourteen ycars!?Dld you know
we were married fourteenly:ars. Renee?
. Yes, Florence. 1 knew. :
gfg::NCE. And now it’s over. Just like that. Fourteen

t the window. )
yegl;sLs\é. Maybe it was just a fight. You've had fights

e. :
beg‘c;.l;)nENCE. No. It’s over. He’s getting a lawyer to-
morrow . . . My cousin.

Mickey. It’s alright, darlingl,. Le; it ou(t:.mljgtgit %Imd(:)‘:nt’t
RENCE. Twelve hours I've been CIyins.
an:)Lu?where it’s all comir}g f::om. I think it’s all the same
tears just going around in circles.

L —
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VERA. Is Dr. Pepper alright?
FLORENCE. Don’t call him. I’'m fine.
VERA. No, it’s a drink.

FLORENCE. Oh. Thanks, Vera. (She takes soda and
slowly drinks entire can; burp.) Pardon me.

Ouive. Florence, everyone’s been worried sick about
you. Where have you been for the whole day?

FLORENCE. I don’t know. I just wandered around the
city . . . I ended up in the Museum of Modern Art. I
talked to this security guard for an hour, he just stood
there listening to everything I said. So patient. ( They all
look at VERA. She shrugs.)

Mickey. Alright, let’s not stand around looking at
her. Let’s break it up, heh?

OLIVE. Yeah. Come on. She’s alright. Let’s call it a
night. (MICKEY, SYLVIE, RENEE and VERA cross
back to table to get their things.)

FLORENCE. I'm so ashamed. Please forgive me, girls.

VERA. It’s okay. We understand.

MICkEY. (lowers voice) Do you know the number for
the Suicide HotLine?

OLvE. (looks at her) I'll get it from Florence, she has
an account there . . . (MICKEY nods and goes. The
other girls file out.)

Girts. Goodnight, Flo . . . Take care, honey . . . We'll
call you tomorrow. (They all leave. The door closes.
Then it opens as RENEE sticks her head in.)

RENEE. If anything happens, Olive, just call me.
(OLIVE nods, RENEE goes, closes door. It reopens
and SYLVIE sticks head in.)

SYLVIE. (fo OLIVE) I'm three blocks away. I could be
here in five minutes. (OLIVE nods, SYLVIE leaves,
closes the door. It opens again and VERA comes in.)

VERA. If you need me, I’ll be at the Meridian Motel in
Miami Beach.
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Ouve. You'll be the first one I call, Vera. (VERA
nods and leaves.)

MickEY. (fo OLIVE) You sure?

OLIVE. I'm sure.

Mickey. (loud, to FLORENCE) Goodnight, Flor-
ence. Try to get a good night’s sleep. I guarantee you
things are going to look a lot brighter in the morning.
(to OLIVE, whispers) Hide all your belts and plastic
bags. (OLIVE closes the door, looks at FLORENCE,
then slowly crosses into the room.)

Ouve. Ohh, Florence, Florence, Florence, Florence.

FLORENCE. | know, I know, I know, I know . .. What
am I going to do, Olive?

Ouve. You're going to wash down those pills with
some hot black coffee. I'll make it.

Frorence. The terrible thing is, I still love him. It’s a
lousy marriage, but I still love him. I didn’t want this
divorce.

OLve. You want a brownie? A chocolate brownie?
It’s about three weeks old but I could toast it.

FroreNce. If Sidney and I break up, I’ll be the first
one in my family to be divorced.

Ouve. You told me your mother and father were

divorced.

FLORENCE. I mean since them . . . My sister is still
married . . . Separated but married.

OLive. How about some espresso? With Stella D’Oro
cookies?

FroreNce. How dare he treat me like this? How dare
he? (In anger, she bangs her fist down on the arm of the
chair and suddenly grabs her neck in great pain.) Oh!
Oh, my neck! My neck!

Ouve. What did you do?

FLoreNCE. (holding her neck) It’s a nerve spasm. I
get it in the neck. Oh, God. Oh, God, it hurts.
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gqu. What can I do?
LORENCE. A towel. Get me a hot tow
b el. Very hot.
%;i’ R1gh‘t'!;s What about some aspirins? i
NCE. Aspirin is good . . .
. 0 I can’t move my neck. o A i o5
LIVE. Hot towel, aspirin and brandy. A i
5 . An ?
FLORENCF. Ben-Gay. To rub in afte¥. o
OLive. Right. (starts inside)
- ELOREI:ICE. And a scarf. A woolen scarf . . . Cashmere
e nf;ttﬁ: n]gf {v(:; have. oneb{lpaces, rubbing neck) 1 knew
s coming, ive. I knew we were in trou-
lt-);e. In the middle of the night I’d tiptoe into the batg-
sa\?:] and I vgould pray, “Please, God, please help me
= r]r:y m’arnag_e. Please, God, tell me what to do. Tell
Aedw at Im' doing wrong. Please, God, help me” .
£ P:east:ez} old d he;:r hSidm:y in the bedroom sayin.g'
s , ma et,
e T e her shut up. Tell her to be quiet,
OLIVE. (comes back in with j
tray of medica
Ht;fe. Put the(scarf on. Take your as{;irins L
LORENCE. (sits at table) I’m not a co plai
) i mplainer. I’
never once tr1ec} to change Sidney . . . He weg:s.a toup::
two sizes t00 big, he looks like an English sheep dog, I
never said a word. -
chI)VE. Drink them down with brandy.
LORENCE. Now he’s into cowbo i
y boots. Five fi
:hr;'e and a half, he wears cowboy boots. They comeol?;
fo l.; knees . - He lc_:oks like he jumped off a hundred
Si(:: ato:ls;e. 1I\I{e s glslcl) mlto languages. He’s studying Rus-
the New School. Instead “Da.”
e of yes, he says, “Da.
OLive. You’ i i
e ou're tensing up again, Florence. Stop tens-
FLORENCE. I’'m married to a fi i
' . ive foot three inch
with an oversized toupee and boots up to his knees I\:ﬁ:
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ME???
ing, “Da,” and he walks out on
wa&sﬁéowgls;gﬁnrgelax!! RELAX, dammit! Your neck
ike Arnold Schwartzeneggef. ;
feelg‘ici)lli(:Nc;. Sometimes I think.I m crazy. Sometimes I
think I should be put in an insututlor,l. Yy
Ouve. Later, if the massage dqesnt wo(r} 3
FroreNncg. That doesn’t smell h‘l;itBeII;’-s t?gthpaste.
. (looks at tube) You’n_'e right. '
g;crafm(cg. I don’t think this is helping me. (She wipes

toothpaste with towel.)
Of{)u\rﬁ. Because you won
been this tense?
eFLORENCE. Since I was a baby.
irloi k just with my gums.
sugll.?v:t.eger{d over. (FLORENCE bends over. OLIVE

back.)
ins to massage up and dt_)wn her :
be%T(fRI?NCE. I do terrible things, Olive. I cry. I panic. 1

get)2¥3;erlleill massaging) 1f this l’lurts just tell me

because 1 don’t know what the hell 'm d(()):irbge. -
Frorence. I take advant_age of you, 5

our friendship. I know I drive you crazy.

Onive. No, you don’t.
FLORENCE. Yes, I do.

u don’t. _
gf(;;ﬁENgg I do. I see you grit your teeth together

have much longer teeth.
I talk to you. You used to
Wh(glrjrvB‘ (stops massaging) Okay. How does your neck
feel?

FrLoreENCE. Better.

Ouve. Good.

FLORENCE. But it never lasts long.

IvE. Maybe this time.
ICT)II:ORENCE. No. It just came back. (Sh

again.)

’t relax. Have you always

1 could chew a thick

e rubs neck
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OLIVE. (shakes head in despair) Drink your brandy.

FLORENCE. I don’t think I can. It doesn’t go down,

OLive. I'll get you a plunger . . . Come on, drink the
brandy. You'll feel better.

FLORENCE. Thank God the kids are away at summer
camp. They’ll be spared this until September.

OLivE. Please drink your brandy.

FLORENCE. I don’t want to get divorced, Olive. I don’t
want to suddenly change my whole life. Talk to me. Tell
me what to do.

OLIvE. Alright, alright. First of all, you'’re going to
calm down and relax. Then you and I are going to figure
out a whole new life for you.

FLorRENCE. Without Sidney? What kind of a life is
there without Sidney?

OLive. I don’t live with Sidney and I'm very happy.
You can do it, Florence, believe me.

FLORENCE. Olive, you’ve been through it yourself.
What did you do? How did you get through it?

OLIVE. (She drinks some brandy.) 1 drank for four
days and five nights. I couldn’t work. I ate a quart of
Haagen-Dazs jamocha almond fudge every night. I
gained fourteen pounds, seven on each hip. I looked like
I was carrying my laundry in my pockets . . . But I got
through it.

FLORENCE. And what about Sidney? He’s human too.
How’s he going to get through this?

OLive. He’s a man. Men have freedom. He can meet
women anywhere. We have to donate a kidney and hope
the man is grateful and single.

FLORENCE. You think Sidney is thinking of other
women? At a time like this?

OLive. I guarantee you by tomorrow night he’ll be at

a singles bar sitting on a stool on top of two telephone
books.
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FLoRENCE. You think so? (She’s been playing with
her ear. She suddenly starts to make strange noises as
she tries to unplug her ear.)

OLivE. What's the matter now?

FLORENCE. (standing) My ears are closing up. It's a
sinus condition. I’'m allergic. (She makes the sinus
sound again, then crosses to the open window. OLIVE
follows nervously behind.)

FLORENCE. I’'m not going to jump. I just want to
breathe. (She takes deep breaths.) I was even allergic to
perfume. I had to wear Sidney’s after shave lotion. Old
Spice Menthol . . . I always felt like I just sailed home
from Singapore. (She suddenly bellows like a moose.)

OLIVE. (looks dumbfounded) What are you doing?

FLORENCE. I’'m trying to clear my ears. You create a
pressure inside and then it opens up. (She bellows
again.)

Ouve. Did it open up?

FLORENCE. A little. (rubs her neck) 1 think I strained
my throat.

OLve. Florence, leave yourself alone. Don'’t tinker.

FroreNck. I can’t help myself. I drive everyone crazy.
A marriage counselor once kicked me out of his office.

He wrote on my chart, “Lunatic”! . . . I don’t blame
Sidney. It’s impossible to be married to me.

OLvE. It takes two to make a lousy marriage.

FLorencE. What'll T do with the rest of my life,
Olive? I have so much of it left. If only I was seventy,
seventy-five, I could get through it.

OLvE. I'll tell you what you’re going to do. You're go-
ing to start your life over and stand on your own two
feet. Be independent!

FLORENCE. You're right.

Orive. Of course I am.
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FLor )
was a I;r:::t' ghais what I was before I was married. I
Waterhouse tod(;c;r kYegﬂ?:e I :0111(1 have been Pric;e
! . right, 2
independent. A self-sufﬁcie:ﬁg “togznback to work. Be

gLIVE. You’re damn right ]

LORENCE. Maybe I should

ask for m j
. ey. - ;

Goddam idiot!! T hate m:.d » the mistakes I've made.

OLIvE. You don’t h
ate you. ?
no one has problems likeyy (‘)'lu.You love you. You think

FLORENCE. You'r
i ¢ wrong. I happen to know I hate my

OLIvE. Come on, Fl
) » Florence. I’
in love. If you had
out dancing. ¥ i
gi?vR:Nfim I ?}?ﬂgh[ you were my friend
] . That’s why I 1 i
love you almost as much is ;:trll ctiilk e
gLORENCE. Then help me. i
YouL:;g.kHow’car! I help you when I can
i I]vl:asyoukl'”e impossible to live with? I was slo
s S:l _ id. I got married in a white gown \glg})lf
N 3::1: onit. ..My mind is into other thin
P ite, I like to paint, I like photograph ¥
FLORENCEC Iez:!:cz) :,1: dI lqa\;e amess after I read a goﬂkl
3 0 it for myself. I li i .
come home to a clean house. I want my ::Efﬁi:%: l;er:gvtvo

ing up having re i
i g respect for things. How else will they

OLIVE. But what’s

V€ never seen anyone so
egs, you'd take yourself

’t help myself?

the point of it all? When you’re
you anyway.
. . Maybe I should

dead, they’re going to throw dirt on

FLORENCE. If onl
AR y I could change .




36 THE ODD COUPLE

. What for? , 1
gll,‘cly‘lrtincs. To talk it out again. Maybe we left some

thi(gil:rlg sa\?ﬁere’s your self-respect? You want to crawl
back on your hands and k,nees?_ -
Frorence. He wouldn’t notice. rie
ing the floors. A o2
scr(t)l?lk:;l.g Florence, listen to me . . To.mgl':g yc:)u trlg 151 3
ing to sleep here. Tomorrow youre gc:tmgfter gshave 2
mzﬁ:k up your sinus medicines and your a
{)ions and move in here w;th me. !
FLoreNCE. Won't I be in the way?
Ouive. Of course you will.
. 'm a pest.
gﬁ.?vR:Nf];cnow you’re a pest. I was the one who gave
you the name.
FLORENCE. T
YO(II)'iNE Because—I can’t stand living by myself either
: ’s why.
se I’'m lonely, that’s w . '
' -I*:Lgigruca. I never th’ought of you being lonely. Yo
friends.
havoe Isw?EmI?Eznds go home at eleven o’clocé( ; .0 ﬁ?v(;rxﬂe
on ;lor;:nce, I’'m proposing to you. What do y s
4 -
g it, Olive, there’s a lot 1
. If you really mean it, Olive, the
all:Lt;)(I;B ;gﬁnd gerc. I could turn this place into some-
C j jgest.
i f Architectural Digest. : ; .
it o:t ‘r?“lorence, Sports Illustra_ted is t:ine \Elt:l nrlréedo
(F?:(I;VRE-NCE I want to do something, Olive. Le

Sox(gig:ang}dright. Tomorrow you can build me a ter-

i ou want. ! :
ra(isl..oﬁ:rﬁ:}:.n g( gegins to tidy up) You'll eat like you

'd think I was

hen why do you want me to live with
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never ate before. You like hot Russian blinis? Or
Shashlik Caucasian? I’ll make it for dinner. (picks up
dirty dishes)

OLIVE. You don’t have to cook. I like eating out.

FLORENCE. Breakfast and dinner at home, we’ll save a
fortune. We'll need it. Because ’'m not taking one single
penny from Sidney.

OLive. Wait a minute. Let’s not be hasty.

FLORENCE. You told me to have self-respect, didn’t
you? How am I going to have self-respect if I take
money from Sidney?

OLIvE. Money is the one area where self-respect
doesn’t work.

FLORENCE. I don’t need anything from Sidney. Il
show him. I’ll show him what I can do. ( The telephone
rings. She looks at it.) That’s him. That’s Sidney. I can
tell his ring. (It rings again. OLIVE crosses and picks
it up.)

OLIvE. Hello? Oh, hello, Sidney. (She nods to
FLORENCE.)

FLORENCE. (waves her arms JSrantically) 'm-not here.
You didn’t see me. You don’t know where I am. I didn’t
call. You can’t get in touch with me. I'm not here.

OLIVE. (into phone) Yes. She’s here.

FLORENCE. DON'T TELL HIM THAT! DIDN'T I
TELL YOU NOT TO TELL HIM THAT?

OLIVE. (into phone) Yes, she told me everything.

FLoRENCE. How does he sound? Is he worried? What
is he saying? Does he want to speak to me? Because I
don’t want to speak to him.

OLWVE. (into phone) 1 agree with that, Sidney.

FLORENCE. You agree with what? Don’t agree with

him. Agree with me! Pm your friend. I can’t believe you
agreed with him.
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OLIVE. (into phone) Well, personally I think she’s
taking it very well, Sidney.

FLORENCE. I am NOT taking it well. I'm taking it like
a crazy womarn. You call this taking it well?

OLIVE. (into phone, warmly) Oh, 1 know you have,
Sidney. You've been wonderful that way, God bless
you.

FLORENCE. WHAT DO YOU MEAN, “GOD BLESS
yoOu”? DON'T «GOD BLESS HIM”!!

OLIVE. (f0 FLORENCE) He sneezed, what do you
want from me??

FLORENCE. I'm sOITy. Does he want to speak to me?
Ask him if he wants to speak to me?

OuvE. (into phone) Er, Sidney, would you like to

talk to her?
FLORENCE. (reaches out) Give me the phone. I’ll talk

to him.
OLIVE. (into phone) Oh, you don’t want to talk to

her.
FLORENCE. (shocked) He doesn’t want to talk to me?

OLIVE. (into phone) Yes. [iseedins 1 understand . . . 1
agree . . - You're absolutely right . . . Okay. You take
care toO . . - Goodbye. (She hangs up.)

FrorencE. He didn’t want to speak to me?

OLIVE. (sympatheticaily) No.

FLoRENCE. Then why did he call?

Ouve. He just wanted to make sure you were alright.

FLoreNCE. He did?

Ouve. He said he loves you Very much and that
you're a wonderful mother and a wife.

FLORENCE. He said that? . . . What else did he say?

OLIvE. It wasn’t important.

FLoRENCE. What else did he say?

OuvE. It was nothing.
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glic:RENCE. What else did he say?

Fw‘;i;; ]3;311 a;ha woman, you’re crazy as a bedbug
P . (She walks to kitchen door, stops and ,
hairl::ately.) Oh, _really? shansedsithat \:vhat the Shsays
anmhesr c‘g\g;tr)lzi; sle;::i?l;].e .ifwlfll,l_tell him he’ll never grrltc,l

: e
(SI(t)e goes into kitchen with dt'shl:.s) feshiear i aang.
e I;I;;E.N.e {V'Jg?;dl ttt):edroom do you want? One you
SRR y, the other you can see a guy who
FLORENCE. (She come.
: : mes out of kitchen.) Y
}tn:i I%ilna"tis ilzc]:(c;:lzz :1;: _fmallx made me reali;e. f.tt; l;:'l::
up()) il just this minute. (continues to tid}"
LIVE. You wa i i
B 2 nt some sleeping pills? Take some
FLoRrENCE. I can’t swall
5 ow them.
gf;\:é. You can ’sucﬁ{ on them all night.
& NCE. I don’t think I believed him until just
3(() marnia?%e is really over. il
LIVE. Florence, let’
e et’s go to bed. I have another career
FLORENCE. Somehow i
CE. it doesn’t
mt:z)iilnlr thlak I can live with this thsif:legm o Ratlic |
E. Good. Li ith 1 ;
Rz ive with it tomorrow. Go to bed

FroreNcE. I will. I j
h E. I will. just want to st i
life. Get things in order. Do you hf:l:"ert afei:;‘gngmg o
m%(e out the menus for the week s
wani.rt\;ﬁr.nggal:ldyE;:(l)JnSé Don’t plan my food. I don’t
b ses to a roast chicken. Please go
hasz?ﬁbéﬁi;:tcan I please be alone for a few minutes? I

my thoughts. (starts to pick up the deb’ris
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i ’m cleaning.
1 think better wher_l I'mc
fr%w:—li};e ‘Igi\f";f'l)’t sleep if I hear you in here. You want to
lean g6 downstairs and clean‘tbe elevator.irl i
; e; : reNCE. You'll appreciate it in the morn go.u /43
get :I?is junk‘ out of here, yout’)ll dsefI:’ ltiusig::tytgs gor s
. Go on. Go to bed. _
g‘siw(?h?;: ccim her hands and knees cleaning up under

theofrfrf. zz'ou’rr: not going to do anything big, are you?

i i aper? ;
Lll;iéaglt:gg u'?e: ar\rlllirijluf':es. That’s all I’'ll be. I promise.
(kiss) Olive! -
OuiveE. (who rte
(FLBRENCE climbs on dinin
fixture.)

FLORENCE. )
must have been awful for you wit

OLIVE. (re-enters, looks at her,
... We'll see!!

hat?
ted for bedroom) Wha
has starte g{; ble and begins dusting

It
: ou were so lonely.
I never realized yhout anyone else here.

with foreboding) Well

CURTAIN

ACT TWO
SCENE 1

Two weeks later. About 10:00 P.M.

The Trivial Pursuit game is in progress. OLIVE, VERA
and MICKEY are on one side of the table, RENEE
and SYLVIE on the other. An empty chair, pre-
sumably FLORENCE’s, is on SYLVIE's team’s
side.

The appearance of the room is decidedly different than
in the first act. It is sterile, spotless and shining. No
laundry bags around, no newspapers on the floor or
old magazines, no dirty dishes.

MICKEY tosses the dice, then moves her marker Six
paces.

Mickey. Entertainment!

OLivE. My meat. Go ahead.

RENEE. (looks back towards kitchen) How long does
it take Florence to make coffee?

OLive. Well, first she has to go to Colombia to pick
the beans. Come on, come on. What’s the question?

SYLVIE. (reads from card) . . . “In the 1940’s, who was
known as the ‘Queen of Republic Pictures’?”

OLIvE. Oh. Oh. Easy. I know that. Don't tell me, It’s
er ... what’s her name? . . . Oh, Christ, I know it. Big

blonde. Lousy actress. I think her husband owned the
studio.

VERA. Give us a hint.

Orive. NO!! No hints. I don’t want hints . . . Alright,
give us a hint.

SyLvIE. She had the same name as a cereal.
MICKEY. A cereal?

VERA. . . . A cold cereal or a hot cereal?

41
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glare at VERA. FLORENCE

i is wearing a frilly

m the kitchen. S}.ze is o
appearsglrg carries a tray with glasses, dj;osg c;he
apmn.napkins. After J,r)uttin:gr the 'traythem (;ut s
i‘?ffgv the napkins one at a z;rme,t iﬁ'rqusout it
d starts to lay . y

fl;;;;f;e‘,;;f; c:!ne at a time from left to right aroun

p )

the table.)

=
Mickey. (to SYLVIE) What do you mean? Like
I :

Grape Nuts?
ere’s no actress nam
rerxgr;l:\b'ezh(FLORENCE continues sprea

kirg OnEthIs? 5 ‘Ii;’esytﬁéa:;lzne of the company. Kellogg.
LIVE. i

i Nabisco. (FLOR-
i Nabisco . . . Nora Nabisco.
R o & Perit lass with ice in it.)

a Pepsi into a g i 4 T
Ehéffnggg;s‘ Anpice—cold Pepsi for Mickey. (
crosses to MICKEY.)

Mickey. Thank you.
FLORENCE. (holds fack g
ghs:;:(.‘,ﬁM{(:)v:ra tc:-oastg:r. I just bought a beautiful

I . Y
set of plastic coasters.

ne\‘a\;EM. (holds up a brov_vntscoas
i colate mints. -y

th?l.::;;:f gll\?rays try to use your coasters, girls

7
Shg;rgwc;n (t?;i;ec.’sdl:.ser hand) Sherry on the rocks. (holds

ter.
nd I have my coas 4
upFi%féirgﬁA( crosses back to food tray) 1 hate to

p

= i and
thi)il::fl:h.(srill on the game) Farina? (fo VERA

MICKEY) Is it Farina?

1d
Grape Nuts. [ wou
i " ding the nap-

9
lass) Where’s your coaster:

ter) Here. I thought
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VERA. Wasn’t Farina in the Our Gang comedies?

MickEey. Right. The cute little black girl with a circle
around her eye,

FLORENCE. Aaaand we have a clean ashtray for Syl-
Vick s

SyLvie. Thanks.

OLIVE. . . . It’s three names. Something something
cereal.

FLORENCE. Aaaand a sandwich for Vera. (She wipes
the bottom of the dish with napkin and places it in Jront
of VERA.)

VERA. That smells wonderful. What is it, Florence?

FLORENCE. It’s crab salad with curry sauce and a little
dash of dill on Swedish rye.

VERA. You went to all this trouble just for me?

FLORENCE. It’s no trouble. Honest. You know how |
love to cook. (VERA is about to bite in when FLOR-
ENCE pushes VERA’s head forward.) 1 just vacuumed
the rug, try to eat over the dish . . . Olive, what did you
want?

OLive. Peking duck for seven! . . . Can’t you see I'm
trying to concentrate?

FLORENCE. Gin and tonic. I'll be right back. (She

starts for kitchen, Stops at metal box on table.) Who
turned off the Pure-A-Tron?

Mickey. The what?

FLORENCE. The Pure-A-Tron. (She turns it back on.)
Don’t play with this, girls. I'm trying to get some of the
grime out of the air. (She flicks the air with her napkin.)

OLIVE. (losing Dpatience) You're purposely doing this,

aren’t you? You're trying to distract me so your team
can win.

FLORENCE. No, I'm not. I don’t even know the ques-
tion,

Mickey. Who was the Queen of Republic Pictures?




% THE ODD COUPLE

FLORENCE. Vvera Hruba Ralston. (She goes into
kitchen. OLIVE yells.)

VERa. Ralston! That’s the cereal.

OuvE. (stands and shouts) THAT’S NOT HER
QUESTION!!! T HAT WAS MY QUESTION!!! . .. I
did all the hard work and she gets the fun of saying Vera
Hruba Ralston!!! (She throws her napkins down on the
table.) Goddam it! . . . Mickey? What would it cost me
to hire a hit man?

SyLvie. (gets up) 1 can’t take this anymore. In three
hours we haven’t got past four questions . . . I can’t
think. I get nervous she’s going to sneak up behind us
and shampoo our hair.

RENEE. (holds throat) 1 can’t breathe. That lousy ma-
chine has sucked all the air out of here.

VERA. (tastes sand wich) This is delicious. The toast is
crisp without being dry.

Mickey. You know what I hear? I hear Sidney looks
terrible. Sends out for Chinese food every night. Stanley
saw him on the street with soy sauce on his mouth.

VERA. (still eating) Everything on the sandwich is so
fresh. Where does she get fresh crab?

Ouve. We raise them in the bathtub.

Syrvie. Is that hotel in Florida still open? I think I
may go.

RENEE. (indicating Pure-A-Tron) I'm telling you that
thing could kill us. They’ll find us here in the morning
with our tongues on the floor.

SyLvie. Do something, Olive! She’s turned a nice
friendly game into the Christian Science Reading Room.

VERA. 1 was just in the bathroom. The towels are so
clean and fluffy. And they smell so good. Does she do
that too, Olive?

Ouve. No, she sends them to India and they beat

them on rocks.
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MickEey. The trouble is, Florence should have lived a

hundred years ago. Sh
that world. go. She would have been appreciated in

OLIVE. I'm trying to arrange it.

R 5

macﬁ?l'ls:i'l ;;if:a ::gttiﬁw,d touches drapes) Jesus, that
. e ’ :
v v ol i rapes. It’s probably vacuum-

SYLVIE. (putting on j i
rh g g on jacket) Listen. Forget it. I'm go-

OLIVIIEE.D ?n? She’s probably putting up shelf pa
SYLVII:; L?I]t leave, Sylvie. The game isn’t over per.
Butiit’s ﬂ-le :)Sten,_l don’t even like this game that n‘mch
Plistsilkocen I{;;‘- f;ight a week I can spend with the girls.
quirer : Butt Ikwgiﬁssmi : ‘Tm exentalk Netigpal En.
Bl not talk crispy to i
:((i)r‘:r;sls.o g_ She puts her shoulder bag %3;-) %‘Slieerl;l:rﬂl:ffy
T g;ﬁg]e who drive you crazy in this v:or}:io
av ; .
sepaztad. gave up smoking and those who just got

VERA. (fo SYLVIE
B L ) You really have to learn to have

SYLVIE. (points to VE.
: . RA) An
areo the third k,md. (She heagis focr" gg?aflf A i
< ;..iVE. Do,nt go, Sylvie. Not yet. :
VIE. It’s your own fault. You’re the one who

stopped her from killi
o illing herself. (She opens the door

OL1vE. She’s ri
ght. The woman is right
KEEEI ;v}cl)uld have talked sex. No oie l'arought itu
- I hope I have my wallet so they can identig;

my body.

OLIvE. (yells into kitchen) Florence, Goddammit

we’ iti
re all waiting. Close up the kitchen and get out here

RENEE. (picks up question cards) What’s that smell?
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isi It’s the cards. She
Ils cards.) Disinfectant! . . . A
&fs:s‘;é:lnethc cards. (She throws them down. FLOR
ENCE comes in with a drink EJ;)r qOuI;;'tll:ﬁlz
. Alright, what’s the que: ] _
g;(;IP;aEErTC(Zetting up) Name a Philip Marlowe movie

starring Robert Mitchum.
_ Farewell, My Lovely.
Elil;s(;l;?c:nd goodnight to you, sweetheart. (She puls
on her jacket and goes.) ! i
g. Gee, I'm soITy. Is it my fault® . :
f/];a(;iwl*(jo. I guess no one feels much like playing to

ight.
p gNlICKEY. I gotta get ug ea)rly
j d shoulder bag ' ;
Onﬁvfg;c:;g:. Does your husband like you being a cOP,

i q - .
erfflkl?;c.mr. (getting up) Well, all he wants to dois kinky

things. _
FLORENCE. Like what? :
MickeY. Like handcuffl_ng you to
rA. Did you ever do it?
VI\;IEICKEY. Once. But he fell asleep an
trying to get to the bathroom. (heading

for work anyway. (puts

the bed.

ask me, you two ar

ou.
d FLORENCE. Envy us? Why?

2
re :
MicKEY. Because youre | :
want, go where you like. Live out your fantasies
]

r?

FrLoreNCE. Is that how you f_eel, Vera?

VERA. I'm not good at fantasies.
and gives it to me.

MICKEY. (nearing door) B

be single. I look aroun

than they ever were before.

d I slipped a disc
for door) If you
¢ the lucky ones. I envy the both of

free. You can do what you

Harry makes one up

elieve me, this is tt_le time to
d. Men are better looking today
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FLorRENCE. Why do you think that is?

MickEy. Because they're eleven years younger today.
(VERA and MICKEY exit.)

FLORENCE. (starts to clean up table) That’s some-
thing, isn’t it, Olive. They think we’re lucky. They think
we're enjoying this. They don’t know, Olive. They don’t
know what it’s like.

Orive. (flat and cold) I'd be immensely grateful to
you, Florence, if you didn’t clean up just now.

FLORENCE. (still cleaning up) It’s only a few things
. .. Can you imagine they actually envy us.

Orive. Florence, leave everything alone. I'm not
through dirtying up for the night.

FLoORENCE. It’s just a few dishes. You want me to
leave them here all night?

OLivi. I don’t care if you have them cleaned by your
dentist. But don’t make me feel guilty about it.

FLorENCE. I’'m not asking you to do it.

Orive. That’s why you make me feel guilty. You're
always in my bathroom hanging up my towels. When-
ever someone smokes, you follow them around with an
ashtray. Last night I found you washing the kitchen
floor, shaking your head and moaning, “Footprints!
Footprints!” . . .

FrLoreNcE. I didn’t say they were yours.

OLive. Well, they were mine, dammit. I have feet and
they make prints. What did you want me to do, climb
across the cabinets?

FLoreNCE. No. I want you to walk on the floor. (She
crosses to clean the telephone.)

Orive. Can I? Oh, that’s wonderful. (FLORENCE
cleans the phone with a rag and then cleans the wire as
well.)

FLORENCE. I'm just trying to keep the place liveable. 1
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don’t want to irritate you.

Ouve. Then don’t wipe the telephone. Some of my
favorite fingerprints are on that telephone.

FLORENCE. (Looks at OLIVE, puts down cloth and
sits in a chair; self-pity is coming on.) . . . 1 was won-
dering how long it would take.

Ouive. How long what would take?

FLoreNCE. Before I got on your nerves.

Ouive. 1 didn’t say you got on my Nerves.

FroreNcg. Well, it’s the same thing. You said I irri-
tated you.

OLive. You said you irritated me. I didn’t say it.

FLoRENCE. Then what did you say?

Ouve. I don’t know what I said. What's the differ-
ence what I said?
FLORENCE. It doesn’t make any difference. I was just
repeating what I thought you said.
OLIVE. (angrily) Well, don’t repeat what you thought
I said. Repeat what I SAID!! . . . My God, that’s irri-
tating.
FLORENCE. (picks up a cup, paces) I'm soITy. Forgive
me, Olive. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.
Ouive. And don’t pout. If you want to fight, we'll
fight. But don’t pout. Fighting I win, pouting you win.
FLoreNCE. You're right. Everything you say about me
is absolutely right.
OLIVE. (getting angry) And don’t give in so easily. I'm
not always right. Sometimes you’re right.
FLORENCE. You're right. 1 do that. I always figure I'm
in the wrong.
OLvE. Only this time you are wrong and I'm right.
FLoreNCE. Oh, leave me alone.
Ouve. And don’t sulk. That’s the same as pouting.
Frorenck. I know. I know. (She squeezes cup with
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anger.) Damn me! Why can’t I do i
! one lousy thing ri
E f:ecz;dgg[{ ;'sct'ogcs herl arm back angrily zbo;:tgr;l%tl::t;
i : :
il wall, then thinks better of it and
OLIVE. (watches this) Why didn’t you throw it?

Orive. Then why didn’t
you throw the cup?
FLORENCE. Beca ¢ i .
e use I’'m trying to control myself.
gli'(l)vREN‘(ifﬁ What do you mean, why?
E. y do you have to control ‘ ¢ i
angry, you felt like throwing the cupyovtrlliselfl' \,’ou .
throw it? ’ g
FLoRENCE. Because there’ i i
; S no ’d sti
an%ry and I'd have a broken cuppmnt e e
Live. How do you know hc;w g
: you'd feel? Mayb
glcr)ll; lcé i:.;fé éﬁdiirjgﬁ Wﬁ;y gg 3\1;u have to control evir;
3 ‘ ur head? Why don’t you let
glrll(cie in your life? Po something that you fgel likee (ig?rfe
: ll{not what you’re supposed to do . . . Stop keepinlg
ooks. Relax! Get drunk! Get angry! (85 g'
BREAK THE GODDAM CUP!! kit g

(FLgffN(;rE s_uddenl y gets a surge of anger, faces the
and with all her might, throws the cup against

the wall. It smashes to bi
arm in pain.) 0 bits. She suddenly grabs her

FLoreENCE. Ohh !
s , my arm! I hurt my arm! (She is in
OLIVE. (throws u
LIVE. ip her hands i
Yo; re a hopeless mental case! oy e
LORENCE. I'm not supposed to use this arm. I have
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itis. (She rubs it.) :
bu(r)sll,tll\fs.(You’re not going to cry, are you? I think all

dripping on the arm is what gave you bursi-
tg.)sflthefgfvs hl;.r[') a ﬁapkin) z’c?cll:e‘ll(tnow what you are,
2 You're a human a ; :
Flcl,:rf(;l:gNCE. (dabs at knee) Uh huh.. Who Juslt st;a:{;;plfsn;
to cook and clean andqtake care of this house.
lot of money, don’t I?
_ Thank you, Paine Webber.

?II:(?I;}ZNIE. (!i.gips over to table and putsls?:glkc)ir:
pieces of cup on tray) Okay, I may ‘be CC:II‘(I)pL‘lj e
Pm not a grouch. We have our good times to ’aclear o

Ouive. Good times?? . . . Florepce, gt;ttu;lg ue
ture on Channel Two is not my '1dea 0 wq oopee.

FrLoreNcE. What are you tall‘cmg aboutl.l_ edge

OuvE. I've spent enough nights \jvati‘;c 125 niade ot
paper strips between your toes. The night w

better things. e i
ce. Like what? ' Bk
SE?ESNLike the smell of a good cigar circling under

my nose. Listen to me good. There are two s;_xes in télllli
; I didn’t make this up, bt
d. We're one of them. !
::trl:.re demands that our sex sometimes has to get in

touch with their sex. e,
RENCE. YOu mean men: ) ‘
gLL?VE If you want to give it a name, alright. Men .n
FLORE'NCE. That's funny. I haven’t thought about me
in weeks.
. I fail to see the humor. ol
?:;:ZNCE You think I don’t find men attractive: I
find plenty of men attractive.

. Like who? Name one. ) _
gfé:iNcE. I always thought Adlai Stevenson was at

tractive.
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OLIvE. Yes, but he doesn’t date anymore . . . Flor-
ence, we can’t stay home alone every night like this.

FLORENCE. Listen, I intend to go out. I get lonely too.
But I'm just separated a few weeks. Give me a little
time.

OLIvE. What am 1 asking? I would just like to have
dinner one night with a couple of nice guys.

FLORENCE. Who would I call? The only single man I
know is my hairdresser and he’s into other things.

OLIvE. Leave that to me. There are two brothers who
live in this building. They’re Spanish. They used to live
in Spain. They’re a million laughs.

FLorENCE. How do you know?

OLrve. I was trapped in the elevator with them last

week. They asked me to dinner. This’ll be perfect.

FLorRENCE. What do they look like?

OLIVE. Real gentlemen. They wore double-breasted

suits.

FLORENCE. Double-breasted suits doesn’t mean you're
a gentleman.

OLive. These had cuffs on the pants.

FLORENCE. But are they young or old? Are they nice
looking.

OLIVE. 'm trying to tell you, these are two classy
Spanish guys. No taps on their shoes. (finds number)

FLORENCE. Which one do I get?

OLive. Take whoever you want. When they come in,
point to the Spaniard of your choice. (Ske crosses to
phone, starts to dial.)

FLORENCE. I wouldn’t know what to say to them.

OLIVE. (stops dialing) Will you relax. They're easy to
be with. I talked to them for a half hour and didn’t even
understand a word they said.

FLORENCE. They don’t speak English?
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Ouve. They speak perfect English—every once in a
while . . . Just promise me one thing.

FLorRENCE. What?
OLive. Don’t call one of them Sidney. Forget Sidney.

It’s Manolo and Hay-zoos.
FLORENCE. Manolo and Hay-zoos?

Ouive. You don’t pronounce the J.
FLORENCE. (thinks) Where is there a J in Manolo and

Hay-zoos?

OLIvE. Stop worrying, will you? We're going to have
a night out on the town. They know the best Spanish
restaurant in New York.

FLORENCE. I’'m not going out to a restaurant and be-
ing seen by everyone in this city.

OuvE. You think people are lining the streets waiting
to see who we go out with?

FLORENCE. I'm talking about my friends. My family.
What if my mother-in-law walks in and sees me drinking
tequilas with Manolo and Hay-zoos?

OLve. Your mother-in-law lives in Florida!!!

Frorence. THIS COULD BE THE ONE NIGHT
SHE COMES TO TOWN.

Ouve. Florence . . . I need a date real bad. Time is
going by. My hormones are going tick-tock, tick-tock

. . . Give me your hand.

FLoRENCE. What?
OuvE. Give me your hand. (She takes FLORENCE s

hand and puts it on her chest.) Do you feel my breast?

FLORENCE. Yes.
Ouve. Well, it’s not good enough. I want to feel a

bigger hand with knuckles . . . Please!
FLORENCE. Alright. Alright . . . But not outside. Wwe'll

eat here.
OLive. HERE??? . . . Florence, this is not a date
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?il;?lltlltn fofod. It’s abo'ut nibbling fingertips. It’s about
2 Rg;: or a womz’:tnls honor and making sure we /ose!
it IT;ICE I dox}t intend to lose anything. You wani
o wit’h Spr::il;f) drziréner. I’lllmake aroast chicken Valen-
' €, €
lings and lemon souffle.g R s e
neg!Llr'n‘;?i) gr;egt((;u tcra;zglr]? You'll blow them up. They’ll
& :
o] of the chairs. I want them romantic,
FLORENCE. My food is li
: ght. My food is fluff ki
tell me how to cook. You want them to nibble )c{m?:::l:

fingers, I'll s
ohe) pread pdté on them. (She crosses to

I?LLIVE. Who are you calling?
o ;)R;ENCE. My !clds._ I want them to know what I'm
tramp. (139 ;:.Sf?nt'hzu f;:_e}'lds tell them their mother is a
; ] ishes dialing. ]
£ 8. As she waits for Phone to
gLIVE. Hay-zoos.
LORENCE. How do you s it?
Ouve. JESUst o Pellit?
FLORENCE. That’s Jesus! His name is JESUS?77

OLIVE. It’s a diff .
£t God's saioe] erent Jesus. Will you stop worrying,

FLORENCE. You didn’t tell me his name was J esus

I’ll make so, i i i
itz mething simpler. Fish and loaves or some-

CURTAIN

ScENE 2

g Sew a’q ys later. Early evening.
0 one is onstage. The dining table looks like a page
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out of House and Garden. If’s set up for dinner for
four, complete with linen tablecloth, candles and
wine glasses. There is a floral centerpiece, flowers
about the room, crackers and dip on the coffee

table.

The front door opens an
her purse, briefcase, a paper bag with win
looks around the room with gleeful smile.

d OLIVE enters. She carries
e. She

Ouve. (aloud to kitchen) Oh, God, it’s gorgeous
... It looks like a Noel Coward play. (She kicks off her
shoes, takes off her jacket, throws it on chair but it
misses and hits the floor. She starts to take off her skirt.
She has already put her briefcase on the dining table.) 1
feel alive again . . . I feel glamorous . . . I feel like

somebody on “Dynasty” . . .

(She crosses into bathroom carrying the dress in the
plastic bag from the cleaners that she brought in
with her.

FLORENCE comes in from the kitchen. She is carrying
a large green garbage bag. She looks around at the
mess OLIVE has left. She goes around and picks up
the items, the briefcase, the skirt, blouse, shoes and
one by one, puls them in the garbage bag. Then she
twirls it into a knot, crosses to the hall closet, opens
the door and throws the bag in along with five or six
other filled garbage bags. Then she crosses back

into the kitchen.

OLIVE comes out of bedroom, zipping up her dress,
brushing back her hair. She crosses to table against
wall and gets out bobby pins and her shoes from
one of the drawers.

ELORENCE comes out holding a wooden ladle and
glares at OLIVE. FLORENCE sits.)
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OLr j : doi
beaut;ﬁi ( ;‘o]ntmued, d_omg up her hair) Oh you look
b tﬁe m;t\tre tl;:el big earrings. Very Es;;anol
er, Florence? . . . S ing’ 8. 1
can te!l _by your conversation ogllefhmg i
S - - . Alright. Come on.
FLORENCE. What is it? i
B S 1t? Let’s start with what time do
OLIVE. What time? f
B ime? I don’t know. Seven-thirty?
SLORENCE._Try eight-twenty!
FLL;\I;E. Alright, so‘it’s eight-twenty. So?
. ENCE. You said you’d be home b .s
Fuws. Is that what I said? it
LORENCE. That’s what ; id. “I wi
se\gn” e you said. “I will be home at
LIVE. Okay. I said I’'d b
. e h i
en%;twenty. So what’s the prob?elrr;le? g
RENCE. If you knew i
W S . L yYou were going to be late,
?LL;:E. I couldn’t call you. I was busy
; ENCE. Too busy to pick up a ph e
fot phone? Where were
OLIVE. I was runnij
LIVE. ning u i
lo%kmg for a pair of earrings e il L
LORENCE. I have d ' i
W = e ozens of earrings. I could have

OLve. I told yo ) :
earlobes closed :p u. I can’t wear pierced earrings. My

FLORENCE. I co
: . uld have pirt
Su(i)ney was late, he always callede,:n;hem s
. HI;IVI-: I{Sif?t?dl"t{? not late!! I was the first one in th,

FLOR].EI\-TCE ?’" llerence does it make what time it is"’3
I co-minthtI g;ou wl;]qt difference. You told mt::
i ven-thirty. You were goj

at seven to help me with the hors d’oi?xl:flrgesmzi
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seven-thirty they arrive and we have cocktails. At eight
o'clock sharp we sit down and have dinner. It is now
eight-twenty-one and I have a big beautiful bird that’s
ready to be served. If we don’t eat in five minutes, it
might as well fly the hell out of here.

OLIvE. (looks up) Oh, God, help me!

FLoreNCE. Never mind helping you. Tell him to save
my twelve pound capon.

OLive. Twelve pounds?? You cooked twelve pounds???
They’ll fall asleep without us.

FLoreENCE. When I have company, I serve the best.
And tonight I'm serving the best dried capon money can
buy.

Ouve. Can’t you keep it moist for a while?
(FLORENCE exchanges wine bottle.)

FLORENCE. MOIST??? Don’t you understand, it
DRIES UP!! . . . Food can’t be cooked forever. It

turns into fossils.
OLve. Well, then slice it up now and we'll serve cold

capon.

FLORENCE. (slightly crazed) Cold capon?? . .. COLD
CAPON??? . . . For a sit-down dinner? . . . You think
I’'m some kind of BARBARIAN? . . .

Ouve. It was just a suggestion.

FLORENCE. Really? How about franks and beans?
What about four Big Macs and some milkshakes? You
think I went to Elizabeth Arden’s today for a leg wax so
I could serve COLD CAPON??

OLve. You asked my advice, 'm giving it to you.

FLORENCE. (waves ladle in her face) Why don’t we
have a bag of Halloween candy and let them grab what
they want?

Ouve. Alright, Florence, get ahold of yourself.

FLORENCE. You think it’s easy? Go on. Go out and
shop and clean and make floral arrangements and stamp
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littl i i
€ Spanish designs on the butter patties. I'm slaving in

a hot kitchen all da
] kit Y and you’re i i iti
fice giving out baseball s)éoreze. sty

gLORENCI,E. Where the hell is Baggi?
FLIVE. It’s a new African country
LORENC.E. Since when? .
guvn. Since Thursday.
LORENCE. No kidding?
B e i mng? Well, I have a capon that’s

OLIvE. Who tells you to cook? We could ha

the C i ;
asa mi Ca-sa watching Flamenco dancers irfs?::cril gtE

FLORENCE. Well
get a chain saw
kitchen)

g;;vs. STA"Y WHERE YOU ARE!!

- nlgsN%I;h ;,;nbl::;] Eil;ing tl;evl‘)[lt'ilme for this dinner
AL : ng you? 0 even .

e dinner? We're havu_lg a date tonight, notc: l::k:-boof];t

» they’re here. Our dj
e nner guests. I’ll
and cut the wings off. (starts for

pfaoil; to th,em exactly what happened

b IKI% P’ll write a full confession on their dinner

. - Now take off that Peter Pan apron b I
pening the door, 5 et
FLORENCE. Wh i

L : y don’t w

cher’s for some fish sticks?e Sae ol
OLIVE. Are you through?
FLORENCE. I am through.
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i
(FLORENCE forces a smile as OLIVE opens the doo

] le-breasted suits,
MEN in dark doub '
TW(e)acgEvﬁt];aLf mustache and each holding a box of

dy and a bouquet of roses, stand there. {:;yaﬁ:";
gfc?re{nely polite, good—nature%z go?ﬁeg;cufv el
; % ”
aging personalities e e
ﬁc;l:cemeﬁcfnts. They are, of course, MANOL

JESUS.)
(13 nas
Ouve. Well, hello there. Or should I say, “Bue

e “Buenas
Dl:: : oLo. You can, but ees wrong. Say Bue
ANOLO.

tardes.” )
JEsus. Dias ees morning.

MANOLO. Ta!rd?s Zese::;:fling.
%m}.g oltlé:t.. Ygug‘lcoig;:lrendo.”

ﬁiﬁrﬁﬁgé I(}Segrs:pi::dtt)aees Spanish.
Ic\)dmlé.ml‘d;ﬁzrstnd is English. (The boys and

OLIVE laugh.)

me on in, “amigos.” "
OLive. Well, co il

Manoro. Amigos! Very good'!?. (They

Jesus? You have something to sayt i

eJES;JS Si. With our deep fel:cxtatlof ’h e
br(')ught you fresh flowers and rgshair
ha;:ANOLo. And red roses for your re 4

Ouive. Oh, how sweet.

i are
Jesus. And the candy. I hope you like them. They

ood.
noOgLWE. They're no good?

sus. Si. :
gmvn. The candy is no good?

Manolo and I

-~
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Manoto. Si. Very chewy.

OLve. Do you mean nougat?

Manoro. Ah, yes! Nou-gat! (1o JESUS) Not no
good. Nougat!

JEsus. P'm sorry . . . We are still new at English.

OLIve. But very thoughtful. Il put them in water.

Manoro. Just the flowers, Candy in water is no good.

JEsus. (ro MANOLO) 1 thought it was nougat.

ManNoLo. No, this time I meant no good was no good.

OLIVE. (holding two bunches of flowers and two
boxes of candy) Well, they certainly are beautiful, [ feel
like Miss America.

JEsus. I feel the same. I miss Spain sometimes.

Manoro. (ro JESUS) No. She means the girl in the
bathing suit. We’ll talk later. (ro OLT VE) Are you alone
tonight?

OLivE. No. Where is she? -+ » Manolo! Jesus! Id like
you to meet my roommate and chef for the evening,
Florence Unger.

FLORENCE., Mrs. (extends her hand) How do you do?

brother, Hayzoos Costazuela,

FLORENCE. (extends her hand) How do you do?

JEsus. I am filled with much gratification to meet
you. ( He kisses her hand, bows. Her Joot automatically
bends up behind her.)

OLIVE. (extends her hand) And one for me.

Jesus. Always a pleasure. (bows, kisses OLIVE’s
hand) ;

Manoro. And I double the pleasure. (bows, kisses
her hand) Thees ees a charming surprise for me, Mrs,
Unger.
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Ouive. Why don’t we all sit down, boys?
MANOLO. Gracias. You like me een thees chair?

Ouve. 1 don’t know. Park it anywhere.
jesus. We did. The car is outside.

o. No. She means park yourself. (The
sit on the sofa?

os, why don’t you
o much trouble.

, eef eet’s not to
Ouve. Well, do it the easiest way you can. ( The boys
laugh.) And, Florence, why don’t you sit on the sofa
next to Hayzoos? . . - OF the chair. (FLORENCE sits in
the single club chair. JESUS sits.) Manolo, aren’t you
going to sit?
ManoLo. After
Jesus. (gets up) O
OLIVE. (f0 JESUS) You don’t
jesus. No, 1 love this chair. Perhaps you

chair. .
Ouve. No, no. I gave you that chair. Please sit.

Jesus. Of course. ( He sits.)
ManoLo. (fo JESUS) Not until Olivia sits.
stupid. Forgive me.

Jesus. (He gets up.) I'm so
ManoLo. (fo OLIVE) Now you sit, Olivia.

Ouve. Good. It’s my turn. (She sits.)
ManoLO. NOW 1 sit. (He sits. To JESUS:) Now you

sit. (He sits. FLORENCE gets up.)
FLORENCE. Would anyone like anything? (MANOLO

and JESUS get up.)
Ouve. Why don’t we just see if we can all sit at the

same time?

you, Olivia.

h, excuse me.
like that chair?
like this

Manoro. Of course. (He sits.)
sit! (FLORENCE

OLIVE. (snaps fingers) Florence,

sits as MANOLO and JE
boys, down. (The boys sit.)

SUS rise in deference.) DOWI,
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ManoLo. Thees h
2 appens all the ti 3
w:'ly we have to take siestas . . . (;alit:'li]: fen Sy
pressed with your home. ! I am so much im-
I\O/IIAI;E Ohi You like it?
NoLo. Like it? No : ;
Beautiful, like an El Gre;: OLO"e it! (kisses his fingers)
Orive. Who? :
O o ot
pafriteet . (?&AS jgaoimd, shrugs) 1 don’t remember wh
Manoro. You li Q a1d. 5L Kugh lpraanoi] (;
L e to me, Olivia. You say to us eet o
OLIvE. Y ppy —here to invite us. Ees not slo a
o . Yes, but since then I have a w o
t;:\;y day. oman who cleans
ANoLo. I have the same thi
: e thing. It’
pai:ﬁ;;" éESUS. They all enjoy t%zislt)s ST Balkas
il ai'e 35 true. I like my house very clean. M
Alwayeoi t_ery different. I am neat, he is not aIHOIO
live togeth ime, he is always late. Ees very diffi !
O get Iel', gt understand? y ifficult to
LIvE. I’'ve heard of e
h : people like th »
921;_((1) ISEf people like that, haven’t yo?lt, P)‘Ilfasré' . ;f e
Polge EINgfécgpm;lses ... then to MA;‘VOLOI)ICC. Y
e e
= use i . i
ba;irfoa little een the COnversatgo?llv' - - Vs iose
RENCE. No. I cau : :
m%m it B Hlence:) ght up. (There is an awkward
LIvE. Well, this is i
otl;;f day how we rnelt-‘.eajly st s hohe
ANoLO. Ahh ... W
OLIVE. She is. e
FLORENCE. I am.
OLive. Flo is short for Florence.
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Jesus. Noo. She is not too short.
OLve. No. Her name is.

Jesus. Her name ees too short?
Ouve. No. It’s likeer . . . a nickname. Like my name

is Olive. But sometimes they call me Ollie. It’s shorter.
JEsus. Ollie ees shorter than Olive?
OLIVE. . . . It’s a tricky language.
FLORENCE. . . . Actually, El Greco was Greek.

MaNoLO. Si.

Jesus. Ah!

FLoreNci. That's what the name El Greco means
. . . “The—Greek™!

Manoro. (nods) Yes, we know. We speak Spanish.

FLORENCE. I know. I was speaking about art. I read
about him in a travel guide. He lived in a Spanish city
called Toleedo.

Jesus. (correcting) Tolaydo.

FrLorENCE. I thought it was Toleedo.

jesus. No. Ees pronounced Tolaydo.

OLIvE. (sings) “She says Toleedo and you say To-
laydo, she says Tomeeto and you say Tomayto . . i
(She and the boys laugh.)

FLORENCE. . . . We have a Tolaydo in Ohio . . . To-

laydo, Ohio.

Jesus. No . . . I think that’s Toleedo.

FroreNce. Oh.

Manoro. You see, Castillian Spanish, you pronounce
different than English. Barselona ees Barthelona. San
Jo-say is San Ho-say. Very very good vitamins ees berry
berry good bitamins . . . So— they haf berry berry good
bitamins in San Ho-say but berry berry bad bodka mar-
tinis in Barthelona . . . I do good, Hay-zoos?

Jesus. Berry berry nith. (They laugh . . . Then—there

is an awkward silence.)

-

makes two good points
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OLIVE. Say— hasn’t thi
IVE. n’t this bee
Ol;\}[ i Ln berr())i berry sorry. i
0LO. Oh, eet ees the
N most
Lagthght Jesps and I sleep with :;thilncan e
M;;f)}‘(se%a!y) Is that right? T
e (;,ooile old couple next door see us naked. W
open for the breeze. They see us 'Lh e
» Lhey

FLORENCE. Brothers?

Manoro. N
o 0. Not brothers. You know. Happy peo-

OLIVE. Gay?
Manovro. Si. Gay.
JEsus. We are not
are the opposite. W
OLIVE. Not gay.
JEsus. Si. Yes. We are not gay

MANOLO We ar.
g e the
U'}ley laugh at this.) most not gay that ees possible.
Esus. Tell me Flor
ivi ’ ence — !
OI;:\:;,‘ So pe%)lc think you arebge:;;lse you live with
NCE. Of co pit
do you ask? urse not. That's ridiculous . . . Wh
ManoLo Becaus
' e each Friday ni
wo - yotiighit
FTS:EI;I)C‘;ee:’:/t you,dp eople say fungny tﬁ?rlljg? R
i VCE. We used to pla "
ial Pursuit. What’s wrongpwi)t{hcatllr]gi"w now we play Triv-

g S

FLORENCE. Why is i
. : y is i
thinks that they’re gay

MaNoLo. That ees

ne shitty summer? . .

g:;;s.lel]ey think we are gay
', believe me. ( They lay .
hat is the opposite of gay? el

Y

t when men play poker, no one

another good point, Florence
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Jesus. In America, people are very suspicious of peo-
ESUS. ;

t married. )
plehgvhc:);r)e r‘l{zs Ees true. Jesus makes a very g
ANOLO. ;

g is leading two points to one . .
lorence 1s le . .
'?L;ml.’ns"‘:ztie the boys would like a cocktail firs i
I\;\ll’i)-il(in’t you, boys? (;’:‘lhg gsf; ;l:n ze |
. Than would be ce.
MANEL%ood. What would you like? o
%L;;o'w I don’t wish to put you to trouble.
perhaps a double vodka.
Jesus. Manolo! You p
b her ees like my mother
hear? My brot my o
MAtl'qrﬁgs)‘ gt?tuhe’s right. I'm not good w;tliehquor
oo ag.gressive. Somet'nqes I attack _pel:( p .Ancl s
get()\;:')é Come, on, let the kid have a drink . . .

y

o ing right up.
tm(liuvla I’ll put a sponge in the glass. Coming right up

he kitchen.) 8
(Sgicf;‘:aﬁscfl(}oﬁowing her) Where are you going

11 gi of
Ouve. To get the refreshments. I'll give you plenty
time to get acquainted.

romise me. No more double

t. She
L ORENCE seems los

f;ley smile at her. She crosses
crossing her legs. There is

jts i kitchen.
She exits into the
( looks over at thg boys, |
back to her chair ar?a' sits,
a long, awkward silence.)

o
’re brothers, are you:
FLORENCE. So . . . Youre .

Both of us.
0. Oh, yes . . . ot
ﬁgﬁ;CE. That’s nice . . . Where are you
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JEsus. Barthelona,

FLORENCE. Ah . . . And how long have you been in
the United States of America?

JEsus. Tres anyos. Three years,

FLORENCE. Three years . . . Youre on a holiday?

ManNoro. No, no. We work here, yes, Jesus?
JEsus. Yes. Iberia.

FLORENCE. You work in Siberia?

JEsus. No. Iberia. The Spanish airlines.
FLORENCE. Oh. I did

n’t understand . . . Are you
pilots?
ManoLo. No, no. Sales and administration.
FLORENCE. I’

m really going to have to learn Spanish.
Today everyone in New York does. If you don
what Caballer

room.

ManNoro. That’s another very good point. Now you
have three good points, Fly.

FLORENCE. Fly?

MaNoro. Isn’t that your name for short?

FLORENCE. Flo,

Manoro. Flo! I am so much sorry, Flo.

FLORENCE. That’s alright, Manny,

MaNoLo. Manny? . . . Oh, ees short for Manolo.
Very good, yes, Jesus?

JEsus. Not Hayzoos . . . H

ayz! (They all three laugh,
then FLORENCE calls out.)-

FLORENCE. OLIVE?? YOU NEED HELP?
OLIVE. (peeks in door) I'm fine. I’'m just having a lit-

tle trouble with the ice cubes. (dis

appears)
JEsus. So, Flo . . . What occupation are you?

FLORENCE. I’'m separated.
JEsus. F-~m your job?
FLORENCE. No, from my husband.

't know
0 means, you're afraid to go to the bath-
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Jesus. Forgive me, I didn’t understand.

Frorence. I used to work but then I stopped to be-
come a mother.

Manoro. You have children?

FLORENCE. (explaining 1o foreigners) Yes. Mothers-
have-children.

Manoro. How many?

FLORENCE. All mothers have children.

Manoro. No. How many children have you?

FLORENCE. Oh . . . er, three . . . No! Two ... I was
counting my husband. (She laughs embarrassedly. They
do too.) But now that I'm separated, I'm going to look
for a job again.

Manoro. That ees where Spain ees very different than
America. Spain is still very traditional, very old-fash-
ijoned. They feel eet ees the man who should steal the
cake.

FLORENCE. Steal the cake?

Manoro. The cake stealer?

FLoRENCE. The breadwinner?

Manoro. Si. The breadwinner . . . But Jesus and I are
very up-to-date. Very new-fashioned. Tell her, Jesus.

Jesus. Manolo and I are very up-to-date. Very new-
fashioned. That ees why we divorced our wives. That
ees why we come to this wonderful country to start our
lives over. We still love Spain but it was time to say

adios.
FLORENCE. How sad . . . Are there any children still

over there?
Jesus. Oh, yes. Millions of children. They have plenty

of children.
Frorenci. No, 1 meant yours.
Jesus. Ah. No. No children. We are honorable men.

If we had children, we would have stayed there with our
wives and family and been miserable forever.

»

-_—

Flo, bu-t in time eet will be
expression. “The house

from the chimney” . . . You understand?
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FLORENCE. It’s hard, isn’t i
: » 1sn°t it? When you lose

a 9
ManNoLo. Ah, yes . . . What ees a spouse? i

FLORENCE. (reali
S zes they don’t understa
nd

(S;‘: Aﬁ’;’;’é&l)):d. 3 M)lf( husband is a spouse Je o]

. Did you ¥
B o y now he was a spouse before you

FLORENCE. No. Th
: . I'he perso ’ : :

spouse. Your wife was apspour;e?rou re married to is a

ManNoro. I don’t thi
. n’t think g
from each other, so. We did not keep secrets
FLORENCE. No
= s YOU see, when you get :
person you're married to becomes yourgspo?;:g oo

FLORENCE. Si. Si. Grathias. Mucho thank God

JESuUs. You are u
spouse? nhappy to be separated from your

FLORENCE. Well
] ! , after f
wrenching, isn’t it? i
g JEsus. Wrenchin
ing?

MaNoLo. (shrugs) Wrenching . . . No comprendo

FLORENCE. (illustr
: A ates leari ]
Wrenching. Tearing apart. ko

Jesus. Your husband tore you apart?

FL /
ORENCE. No. Life tore us apart. Problems tore us

.

Jesus. Oh, yes. It’s nougat.

MaNoLo. (correctin
Jesus. It’s no good.g) .

ManNoLo. (to FLORENCE) You are unhappy now

better. In Spain
| . we have an
1s not built until smoke comes

en years, sure. It’s so

g? (looks puzzled) Que es wrench-

—
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cE. No. . .
32:31:0. Maybe thees will expla’tn o
not cry till his horns tom;h)the sky?. .
head. . !
el I_1er hen the sailor is lost
e comes home when tl
JE(sgiié srff:;eih;igr head.) “The dog drinks water when

theN_I-ANOLO. Never mind, Jesus. (FLORENCE takes pic-

j hem.)
table and shows it to t 4 .

m’ifsofli.g:?c; This is the worst part of bret?h;l(%: ::pwere

N:‘ANOLO. (rises, looks at pictures) Ah.

i weethearts? : :
Chggggggcsﬁ. No. That’s my httlé: bgy :I:gtémc.:hildren.

i uc
Manoro. Ohh. Preciosos.

. Preciosos, no? ' ' :
Lofﬁl;,ugesou;. lS).i. Muy preciosos. (points) The little girl

looks like you. ‘
’s the little boy. 3
FLORENSEATI?} S T'lghey live with their father'.’He,S y
1;?&;1;‘1)511‘4(:.13 No. They’re still in_ summer l‘iampt;ut s
wo;derful f-ather. He’s very strlctti;v;;l; Itn :nm s
ir. Si ’s a Very excep :
?llwa‘{); fa\:'ll-l'atsfr?lelysaying? You don’t want to hear any
== 3
W do. Eet ees good to get
o. But of course we do. _ deg!
evx;t;(i):g up. We got it up. You have to get it up to
FI%LORENCE I'm trying. (rake{f out another picture,
hows it to them) That’s him. Sldne:y. oo 9
; Manoro. (looks at picture,_ a {u‘ﬂe 4 e;;
Very distinguished. Jesus, distl_nguls}(;el:!, n:s. :
Jesus. (looks; just as skeptu{;al)q Syesi
distinguished . . . He ees a cowboy: i
FLoreNCE. No. He just likes to wea

. “The bull does
Yes? (Still puz-

. Very

-
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JEsus. (looks at picture) He has beautiful thick black
hair. Is he Spanish?

FLORENCE. No, but I think the hair is. (She picks out
another picture. ) Isn’t this nice? (JESUS looks at it. He
is puzzled. He shows it to MANOLO, who is puzzled
too. They turn it upside do wn, then right side up.)

JEsus. There ees no one een this picture.

FLORENCE. I know. That’s a picture of our living
room. We had a gorgeous apartment.

MaNoLo. Oh, yes. Ees very beautiful.

JEsus. (looks at picture) The lamps are very beauti-
ful.

FLORENCE., We bought those lamps in Italy. Very rare
lamps. I loved my apartment so much, I never wanted
to go out. It was such a happy place, everybody laugh-
ing, everybody talking to each other. I thought it would
go on forever . . . And suddenly it’s all gone . , . Sidney,
the laughter, the lamps — (She can’t Sinish. She breaks
down, sobbing.)

JEsus. . . . Don’t be sad, Flo . . . There’s a place in
Brooklyn you can get the same lamps.

FLORENCE. Please forgive me. I didn’t mean to get so
emotional. Would you like some guacamole dip? (She
hands them dish as the tears Slow again.)

MaNorLo. Eet ees good to cry. It washes the pain
away, ees true, Hayz?

JEsus. Si. When Manolo say goodbye to his spouse,
he cried for three days.

FLORENCE. Really?

Manoro. Iloved her like no man could love a spouse.
(His voice starts to crack with emotion. He cries. ) Every
night I still theenk of her. Is this true, Zoos?

JEsus. Hays! . . . Ees true. Every night I hear him
thinking of her.
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ipi A times I theenk I have
. (wiping his eyes) Sm_ne o
%Azor;?stg:’é? Eef I loved Salina so muchl, :;h)(r g:? %
:n:vee her? I was insane. And now ees too late.
e 7
sobbing.) 8 s
t's not too late. ]
I;;_:;(E)?: El.?.gf 2:: folo late . . . (tearfully) She got mar
s Only was much worse.
the same. Only we !
iy f:lcc;fam\iaie—s- forgive me—unfaithful. c(ic;}:rnfg
o 5)32; I would forgive her. Because I lc:lvf:i o
Bt:.lrty much. I will never find another woma
v :
o i ho the other man was?
d you know who t n |
l;;:tl;: NgiE .(‘szin%s to MANOLO) His ex-wife’s new
husband.
FLORENCE. My God!!

All three are crying. OLIVE suddenly walks into the
( room with the drinks.)

t the
OLvE. Is everybody happ);:?h e( ySf:;lsg,pfod;ﬁ% ‘:hem-
] udlin scene. : 5
Sle%ﬁés(;j;;;l;!ga) What the hell happened? What did yo
S ;
say to them? &
n ¥ . -
Ic:)ﬁ.?s: N&};élr?; yloﬁ really want to cry, go inside and
vour dead bird. o
look at your dead bir AP
. (jumps up) Oh, my ! : o
call;L&l::E’NfEto% ycﬁi to call me. (She rushes into
ki%‘)t?\’:;a) I should have warned Yyoul; boys. She’s the
i : ra in New York. >
hlghlfllisr:“;f(t)edl st(;:}ﬁkogﬁe is the most sensitive woman I

have ever met.

—— b

great year for women . |
dip. (She grabs wine bottle. )

understand them .
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JEsus. So fragile. So delicate. So S
kind of woman you find only in Barthelona,

OLIvE. Well, when she comes out of that kitchen,

that’s where she may head for. ( The kitchen door opens
and FLORENCE comes out. She wears potholder
gloves.)

FLORENCE. | hope ever
OLIVE. Wait a min
FLORENCE. Save w

the Maltese Falcon.
Manoro. (sympathetically) Can we look at it, Flo?
JEsus. Please? (FLOR

ENCE reluctantly goes in
kitchen, then comes o

ut with dark, smoldering bird,
shows them the remains.

Manoro. (crosses, looks at it) Hmmm . . . Thees ees
a berry berry burnt bird.

JEsus. Ees no problem. Wi
upstairs in my house in ten
FLORENCE. With this?

JEsus. No. I have Stouffers frozen paella. Ees better
than real food.

MaNoLo. Then we

OLive. We won’t e

MANoLo. Ees try

panish. She is the

ybody likes dark meat.
ute. Maybe we can save it.
hat? The Black Bird? It looks like

€ can have chicken paella
minutes.

S€e you upstairs. Apartment 14B.
ven wait for the elevator.

€. There’s always dogs in there,
both rush to the door and
in a flash. OLIVE turns to FLORENCE, beaming.
OLIVE. Are they cute?? . . . ARE THEY CUTE???
.+ . Our time has come, Florence. This is going to be a

- Come on, get the guacamole

FLORENCE. I'm not going.
OLive. What?

FLORENCE. I don’t know how to talk to them. I don’t

. . “The ship comes home when the
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2
ilor i ”? What does that mean? .
Sal(l;)l,rnlfi kiszlo.n’t know. I’'m not a Spanish phll(::?(gh::l:é
I'm a fr'ustrated American woman . . . Now

gu;i?)l:l;rlﬁzgf pl.can’t. I feel too guilty. Emotionally I'm

still tied to Sidney. \ e
ce . . . defrosting paella

no?;iivlllsl.tef;?r;%tw, take the guacamole dip. (She starts

e dzggg')(She gets the guacamole dip. She stagts for
i ) Ail right, all right, but it’s not going t(;1 edany

i a‘o,or.t nse as a board. Even my dress_ fee_ls ar .1

g eStop it, Florence. You’'ll get sick in thhe q:-t

vag;'“z;Eg'ain (FLbRENCE grabs her back on the fir

step.)

m OH, MY
_OHH!! ... OH, GOD!!! . .
BAI:(LZCI)(R‘??C% .c())HH! It’s broken. My back is broken. It
feeésL:Dvrg ks{r;ur back isn’t broken . . . Let’s _get) to the
hair (I:"LORENCE can’t move from the ioazr:l.,t ol
3 FLC')RENCE. (at top of stairs) NO!!! .. . 1ca

inst the wall.)
: me! (She leans against the b
DOC!)ILEVIEO\IFDCamn i(t, you're going to ruin my whole eve
i can’t leave you like this. " -
mr;:gl.(-)RAENLE. 1 want you to go. You’re just making me
, just go. i 3
ten(iiz;fﬂp Ie;ff ,ojet you some aspirin. (Sh"?l goes info
kitchen. FLORENCE stands there, immobi eDued .
IF -ENCE . . Please, God, don’t let me '1;1 et
let r;?:Rdie he.ré God, please, I still have two childre
i Gode .
ralgﬁt\?;cﬁom in kitchen) Please, God, make her shut
up. Plea.se, God make her be quiet.

CURTAIN
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SceNnE 3

The next evening about 7:30 P.M.

The room is once again set up for the game, the chairs
set around it. FLORENCE is vacuuming the living
room rug. The door opens and OLIVE comes in

looking a little weary. She wears a raincoat over her

slacks and shirt. She carries the evening newspaper,

FLORENCE is oblivious to OLIVE. OLIVE takes
off her raincoat, then she crosses to the wall plug
and unplugs the vacuum. FLORENCE notices it
and turns and sees OLJVE. OLIVE sits in the wing
chair and opens her newspaper.

FLORENCE takes the vacuum cleaner and crosses into
the kitchen with it

OLIVE steps on the cord, as FLORENCE yanks from
the kitchen. On the third yank, OLIVE lifts her JSoot
and we hear a loud crash Jrom the kitchen,

FLORENCE comes out limping as OLIVE smiles and
sits on sofa. FLORENCE is carrying a tray with a
Steaming dish of spaghetti on it. She sits at the table
and sprays cheese on the spaghetti and begins to
eat.

OLIVE gets up, takes deodorizer can and crosses. She
sprays all around FLORENCE to erase the scent of
the spaghetti and gives one final spray into the dish

of spaghetti itself . . . FLORENCE puts down her
Jork and napkin, trying to contain her anger.

OLIVE has resumed her seat on the sofa and con-
linues reading.

FLORENCE. Alright, how much longer is this going to

go on? Are you going to spend the rest of your life not
talking to me?

OLIVE. You had your chance to talk last night. I
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i ith me. I was looking for
d you to come upstairs witl 1g fc
‘:c?fr%:ncz and instead I got a petrified woman s;ﬁm(ti_mi :11:
my doorway. I never want to hear the sound of y
voice again, do you understand? '
FLORENCE. Si. Yo comprendo. Gracias. ro i
OLvE. (takes key out of pc;)ckel:, ;‘gg:segtigk e
' A he bac 8
'NCE) There’s a key to t .
ﬁallwa; and your room and you wor‘lr t get“hlirtt. .
FLORENCE. (indignant) Oh, really? W’e , let i
mind you that I pay half the rent and Pll go in
ant. )
r‘)(())r:,]lwlnswNot in my apartment. I don’t want to see you.
Cover the mirrors when you walk t_hrough the ll;ic:luse our
(threatening) And I’'m sick and tl're: of srn;eo lyugn;ram-
i z i th you
king. I’ve had it up to here wi
g:t?:d ogils. Now get that spaghetti off of’my tﬁblt%nny
FLORENCE. (laughs) That’s funny. That s.r;:a y .
Ouive. What the hell’s so fqnn): at.)out_lt..
FLORENCE. It’s not spaghetti. It’s linguini.

] 7 Then OLIVE
looks at her as if she’s crazy. J
(OL;I?K‘ES 3;; the plate of pasta, crosses to the k:tchenrf
door and hurls it into the room against the far, u

seen wall.)

Ouve. Now it's garbage!! (OLI lf'E Iooksh s::j;
atisfied. FLORENCE looks into the k:fchen, af ast.
p FLORE-NCE Are you CRAZY??? . .. I’'m not cleaning
thatup. .. l't’s your mess . . . Look at it hanging all over

the walls.

. (looks at it) 1 like it. ; d
(F?:g{iN(CE. You’d just let it hang there, wouldn’t you?

Until it turns hard and brown and yich—I'm cleaning it
up! (She starts in.)
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OLIVE. (yells) You touch one strand of that linguini
and I'll break every sinus in your head.

FLORENCE. Why? What is it I’'ve done? What’s driving
you crazy? The cooking? The cleaning? The crying?
What?

OLive. Ill tell you exactly what it is. It’s the cooking,
the cleaning and the crying. It’s the moose calls that
open your ears at two o’clock in the morning. I can’t
take it anymore, Florence. I’'m cracking up. Everything
you do irritates me. And when you’re not here, the
things I know you’re going to do when you come in ir-
ritate me . . . You leave me little notes on my pillow.
“We're all out of corn flakes. F -U.”. .. It took me three
hours to figure out that F.U. was Florence Unger . . . It’s
no one’s fault, Florence. We’re Just a rotten pair.

FLORENCE. I get the picture,

OLive. That’s just the frame. The picture I haven't
even painted yet . . . Every night in my diary I write
down the things you did that day that aggravate me . . .
This is June and so far I filled up till January . . . And I
haven’t even put down the Gaspacho Brothers yet.

FLORENCE. Oh! Is that what's bothering you? That I
loused up your sex life last night?

OLIVE. What sex life? I can’t even have dirty dreams.
You come in and clean them up.

FLORENCE. (shakes finger in OLIVE’s JSace) Don’t
blame me. I warned you not to make that date in the
first place.

OLive. Don’t point that finger at me unless you intend
to use it.

FLORENCE. Alright, Olive, get off my back. Off! You

hear me? (She turns away as if she’s just won a major
battle.)

OLIve. What’s this? A display of temper? I haven't
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seen you really angry since the day I dropped my eye-
in your pancake batter. f ¥
iasll:ﬁsmENyCE. g]ive, you're askmg to hgar somjetl;:ri% :
don’t want to say . . . But if I say it, I think you’d bette
e g ing all over. Look
; rcastically) I'm tretr_lblmg ! ’

hoaL;Ylfl tgr‘:lbling all over. (sits in a chair, crosses legs

iml , )
Calg:c')ylech-:. Alright, I warned you . .- You're a “i?r;t
derful girl, Olive. You’ve done o.e\fﬁrythmgl‘t:"lco;1 ;1\1(2. i

’ ; t wou -
weren’t for you, I don’t kn_ow wha e
to me. You took me in ht.'re, gave

Esge;ind something to live for. I’ll never forget you for

at. You’re fops with me, the:. ” b
thOLWE. (motionless, thinking it ovgr) ‘e If I’'ve just
been told off, I think _I may have missed it.

FLORENCE. It’s coming now.

. Good. : )

?;é:iNCE. You are also one of the biggest slobs in the
world.

Ouive. I see. )

FLORENCE. And completely unreliable.

OuvE. Is that so?

Frorence. Undependable.

E. Is that it? ) : ity
g:(l)\I:ENCE. Unappreciative, irresponsible and inde
ibably inefficient.

gcrouvras.( What is that, a Cole Porter song? -
FLoreNCE. That’s it. I'm finished. Now you've bee
told off. How do you like that? (crosses away) o
OLive. Good. Because now I’'m going to tell youlo
(FLORENCE rushes, sits in chair, crosses egs
;'alln:t!y ) For eight months I've lived all alone ll’i this
apartrr;ent. I thought I was miserable. I thought I was
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lonely. I took you in here because [ thought we could
help each other . . . And after three weeks of close, per-
sonal contact, I have hives, shingles and the heartbreak
of psoriasis . . . [ am growing old at twice the speed of
sound . . . I have seven new liver spots on my hand that
look like the Big Dipper . . . I can't take any more,
Florence . . . Do me a favor and move into the kitchen.
Live with your pots, your pans, your ladle and your
meat thermometer . . . ’'m going inside to lie down now
- . . My teeth are coming loose and I'm afraid if I drop
them in here, you’ll get out your vacuum cleaner again,
(She goes off, a wreck.)

FLORENCE. ( waits, then—) Walk on the papers, will
you? I just washed the floors in there. (OLIVE comes
back out, seethin » @ maniacal look in her eyes, bent on
murder. She comes after FLORENCE.) Keep away
from me. ’'m warning you, don’t You touch me.

OLvE. In the kitchen! | want to get your head in the
oven and cook it like a capon.

FLORENCE. You're going to find yourself in one sweet
lawsuit, Olive.

OLIVE. It’s no use running, Florence. There’s only six
rooms and I know all the shortcuts.

(OLIVE chases FLORENCE, who runs into the bath-
room and closes the door. OLIVE chases but in-
Stead of going into the bathroom, she goes back
into the bedroom. The Stage is empty for a moment.
Then FLORENCE screams as OLIVE has appar-
ently entered the bathroom through the other door.
FLORENCE runs out into the living room.)

FLORENCE. Is this how you settle your problems,
Olive? Like an animal? (grabs her Docketbook, takes
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i ints i d back! That’s
object and points it at her) Stan : :
?:ai'ag’;s. {(ou lay one finger on me and you 11 be using
the rest of your life.
eygi:[(‘)fl:;ss‘ You want to see how I settle my pgo}:ler:c‘lz?oll;ll
how I settle them. (She runs into -
g}ggE? ;edroam. FLORENCE takes a siren out of her
cketbook.) . :
pOFLORENCE. (calling out) Alright. I_warned _yc;x. In::
turning on my siren. (She presses swatci_: but it vgﬁsq’s
scream. She holds it to her ear anfi hstfens.) ha .
wrong with this? Have you been playm.g w1t!1 my sm?n.)
(She bangs it on table three or four times in despair.
Goddam it! Twenty-two fifty for a pleg:e of Japgu}:ese
shit! (OLIVE comes out of FLORI:;N?% ? r())om with an
itcase. She throws it on the tabDle.
emggv;w Ic’-ﬁ show you how I settle them! (opens up
suitcase, stands back) There! That’s l}ow 1 settle them.
FLORENCE. (confused, looks at suitcase) Where are
oing? s !
yog)l,gws.g(apoplectic) Not me, you idiot! _You!! Yl(:‘utli:
the one who's going. I'll fix your siren so it can whis
for a cab. . 2
t?
ENCE. What are you talking abou : )
SLL?&. The marriage is over, Florf_:nce. We're getungI
an annulment. I don’t want to live. with you anymore.
want you to pack your things, tie it up with your Saran
Wrap and get out of here.
FL%RENCE. You mean actually move out? Lok |
OLIVE. (heads for kitchen) Actually,'phy_slca y asr;!
immediately. (She gets pots and pans in krtch;n. ang'
comes out with the utensils, drops,them in tiltcedag
slams the bag closed.) There! You're all packed. o
FLORENCE. You know, I've got a good mind to really

leave.

e ——— —

THE ODD COUPLE 79

OLIVE. (looks up to heaven) Why doesn’t she hear
me? I know I'm talking, I recognize my voice.

FLORENCE. In other words, you're throwing me out.

OLive. Not in other words. Those are the perfect
ones. (hands suitcase to FLORENCE, who doesn’t take it)

FLORENCE. Alright. I just wanted to get the record
straight. Let it be on your conscience. (She goes into her
bedroom.)

OLIVE. Let what be on my conscience?

FLoreNcE. That you’re throwing me out. (She comes
out, putting on her jacket.) “Get out of the house” is
what you said. (crosses to her purse and puts in her siren
and tear gas) But remember this: Whatever happens to
me is your responsibility. Let it be on your head!

Orive. What did you put on my head? Don’t put
things on my head! Take it off! (She swats at her hair as
if trying to get insects out.)

FLORENCE. I left you plenty of food, you just have to
heat it up. You can ask the neighbors how to light a
match. (She heads for doorway.)

OLIVE. (rushes to door and blocks the way) You're
not leaving till you take it back.

FLORENCE. Take what back?

OLIVE. “Let it be on your head” . . . What the hell is
that, “The Curse of the Cat People”?

FLORENCE. I'd like to leave now. ( The doorbell rings.)

- - - That’s your bell . . . Aren’t you going to answer it?

OLIVE. Florence, we've been good friends too long to
end it this way. We're civilized people. Let’s shake hands
and part like gentlemen . . .

FLoRENCE. There’s nothing gentle about being kicked
out.

OLIVE. (nods) Okay . . . I tried. (She opens the door.
MICKEY and VERA peer in. They come in.)
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Mickey. What's going on? (Looks at FLORENCE)
Florence, you look white as a ghost. _ .

FLORENCE. (to girls) Olive will explain ever)(thl’ng to
you. Have a nice game. If you're hungry, Olive’ll get
you a plate of linguini. Don’t fprget to duck . . . Good-
bye, everyone. (She goes, closing the .door.)

Mickey. Isn’t Florence playing tonight?

OLIVE. She’s too busy. She has to go out and spread
guilt throughout the land . . . Alright_, }et’s get s'tarted.
Get the game out. (VERA gets the Tri_vml Pr:trsmt game
and opens it on table. MICKEY goes into kitchen, then
stops when she sees what’s on the opposite wa,l!.) :

VERA. (putting game out) 1 kn‘ow wh_at you're going
through. Harry and I had a big fight this morning too.

OLIVE. About what?

VERrA. He's very jealous. He thinks I dress too fexy.

Ouve. (looks at her) Hold on to Harry. He’s an

unusual man.

(The front door opens and RENEE enters, looking
harassed.)

ReNEE. Hi . . . Listen, can I please have a scotch. I've
got really bad news. I broke up with the doctor.

Orive. Did he leave you with a curse on your heqd?

REeNEE. He'’s not a witch doctor. I—Ie’;; a gynecologist.
(The door opens and SYLVIE comes in.) ‘

SyLvie. Everybody sit down. I've got major news to
tell you. !

OLIVE. Jesus, this place is like group therapy.

VERA. Is it good news or bad news? ' ;

Svrvie. It depends what your income is . . . I'm preg-
nant. .

Mickey. Hey! Congratulations.
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SYLVIE. Isn’t it great? The penguin came through.

RENEE. Are you sure you're pregnant? I don’t trust
gynecologists.

SyLvie. Where’s Florence? I want to tell her the big
news.

Ouive. She left. She’s angry because she didn’t like
what I said.

VERA. What did you say?

OLive. I said, “Get out of my house!”

RENEE. You threw her out?

OLrve, I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t take it anymore
. .. It was bad enough watching her straightening out
the telephone cord, but when she put nuts in a bowl,
she would arrange them — almond next to cashew, cashew
next to peanut, peanut next to pecan, pecan next to Bra-
zil nut, Brazil nut next to almond —

SYLVIE. Alright! Stop it, Olive. You’re getting your-
self sick.

OLIvE. —walnuts around the-edges —

SyLvie. That’s enough!!! (puts arm around OLI VE,
comforts her)

Mickey. Okay, we all know she’s impossible, but
she’s still our friend and she’s still out on the street and
I'm still worried about her.

OLive. And I'm not? I’m not concerned? I’m not wor-
ried? Who do you think sent her out there in the first
place?

Mickey. Sidney.

OLive. What?

MickEey. Sidney sent her out in the first place. You
sent her out in the second place. And whoever she lives
with next will send her out in the third place. Don’t you
understand? It’s Florence. She does it to herself.

OLive. Why?
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Mickey. I don’t know. There are people like that.
There’s a tribe in Africa who hit themselves on the head
with rocks all day. .

OLIVE. . . . I'll bet they don’t arrange their nuts.

Syrvie. I wonder where she’ll go this time? (The
doorbell rings.)

Ouive. It’s her. I knew it. She wants to come back.
New York City didn’t want her either.

VERra. I'll get the door. _

Orve. Start the game! I'm not giving her the satis-
faction knowing we were worried about her. Everybody
sit down, like nothing happened. ( They all sit.)

Sywvie. (holds her stomach) 1 hope my baby’s not
listening to this. She’ll think women are crazy.

OLvE. (to VERA) Open it! Open it! (VERA opens
the door. MANOLO stands there.)

VERA. Oh, hello . . . It’s not her, Olive.

Manoro. Buenas tardes.

VERA. Olive, it’s Mr. Tardes. : e

OLIVE. (gets up) Oh, hello, Manolo . . . Girls, I'd like
you to meet my neighbor, Manolo Venezuela.

MaNoLo. Costazuela. Manolo Costazuela. (to OL-
IVE) Olibia, may I see you a moment, please.

OI),WE. (crosses) Certainly, Manolo. (He takes her
aside.) What’s the matter?

Manoro. I theenk you already know. I have come to
pick up Flo’s clothes.

OLIVE. (looks at him in disbelief) Flo’s clothes??? . . .
My Flo’s clothes?

Manoro. Yes. Florence Unger, that sweet t(_)rtured
woman who ees een my apartment now wrenching her
heart out to Jesus . . . You've been a very naughty
spouse, Olibia . . . Friendship is more impor:tant‘ than
capons . . . She is in our apartment now getting it up.

OLIVE. (turns to girls) T'll translate all this later.
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(JESUS comes in, pulling a reluctant FLORENCE.)

JEsus. Manolo, Florence doesn’t want to stay. Please
tell her to stay. (notice girls) Excuse my intrusiveness,
por favor.

FLORENCE. Really, fellows, this is very embarrassing.
I can go to a hotel. (to the ladies) Hello, girls.

GIrLs. (quietly awed) Hi, Florence.

Manoro. (to FLORENCE) Nonsense. I told you we
have a spare room nobody ever uses. You cannot refuse
our invitation.

Jesus. We were not raised to allow a woman to wan-
der the streets alone.

FLORENCE. You sure I wouldn’t be too much trouble?

Manoro. It is we who are the trouble. Jesus snores
and I talk in my sleep.

OLIVE. (to girls) That should sound great with her
moose calls.

ManNoro. (fo OLIVE) 1 do not weesh to be rude,
Olibia, but in Spain, to throw one’s friend out of the
house is like killing a bull with a pistol. (to FLOR-
ENCE) Please, Flo. Just for a few days.

JEsus. Just until you get settled.

FLoreNce. Well—maybe just for one night. I have to
look for a job tomorrow.

ManoLo. Oh, that ees wanderful. (He kisses her
hand.)

JEsus. (fo FLORENCE) Shall we help you up weeth
your clothes?

FLORENCE. (looks at her dress) These clothes?? . .
Oh, the ones inside. No, thanks. I’ll get them.

Manoro. Very well. Come up as soon as you are
ready — Flosy!

OLIvE. Flosy???

Jesus. Don’t be late. Cock-a-tails een fifteen minutes.
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Manoro. And keep studying the Spanish language
book I gave you. rof ke phe

FLORENCE. Monto bastante bien.

N}_ANOLO. Oh, good. I like to ride hqrses too. Buenas
tardes. (The boys leave with a flourish. FLORENCE
turns and looks at the girls on her way towards the
bedroom.) .

ReNEE. Hey, Florence. Are you really going to move
in with two guys? )

FLoRENCE. One kicks you out, two take you in.
Women are finally making progress. (She goes into bed-

m proudly.) i :
mgngm. (amazed at FLORENCE) 1 think I'm going to
give birth right here on the floor. '

OLive. Well, it’s cleaner than a hospital.

VERA. I’m really impressed. I never saw such a change
come over a woman so fast in my life. (;'TLORENCE
comes out with her dresses in'plasnc ba’g.

FLORENCE. (beaming happily) 1 dong kn0\'w, I sud-
denly feel so high. I feel like I'm floating —like when
you take cough syrup . . . Olive, I want to thank you.

Ouve. Thank me? For what? . .

FLorENCE. For the two greatest things you ever di
for me. Taking me in and kicking me out. ( The phone
rings. MICKEY gets up to answer it.) That must be the
boys. Spanish blood is so hot. (MICKEY picks up the

hone. \
it MICIzEY. (into phone) Hello? . . . . Jus_t a mmu,te.

FLORENCE. (fakes items out of purse) Qlive, here’s my
mace and my siren. I think I can handle men on my own
oM husband

KEY. It’s your hus ; ,

?:/I'L](():RENCE. Oh!...Well,domea favpr, Mickey. 'l_"ell

him I can’t speak to him now. But tell him Il be calling
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him in a few days because I think we have a lot to talk
about. And tell him if I sound different to him it’s be-
cause I’'m not the same woman who left that house three
weeks ago. Go ahead, Mickey, tell him.

Mickey. I will when I see him. This is Olive’s husband.

FLORENCE. (embarrassed) Oh! (OLIVE crosses to
phone.) Goodbye, girls. I'll send you down a box of
nougat. (She starts for door, OLIVE stops her.)

Orive. Florence, don’t go yet. (info phone) Hello,
Phil . . . Look, I can’t talk now. Can I call you back?
... What check? . . . Phil, I am positively through send-
ing you any more checks. There’s a limit to—what? You
sent /me a check? . . . You mean you repaid everything?
- . . Gee, I'm glad you had a big winner, Phil, but I never
expected you to pay back all the—no, no . . . I know
what you mean by self-respect. (She and FLORENCE
exchange glances.) . . . Does that mean you won’t be
calling me anymore, Phil? . . . Good. I hope you will
. . . G’bye, Phil. (She hangs up. She looks a little sad,
tries to force a smile.) Isn’t that nice? I guess he doesn’t
need me anymore.

FLORENCE. Liking you is better than needing you.

OLIVE. (wipes her eyes) Listen, you'd better go.
You're starting to talk like a fortune cookie.

FLORENCE. (/0 girls) Are you starting the game now?

VERA. Yeah. You want to play?

FLORENCE. I would but I'm berry, berry busy . . .

(Exit. SYLVIE comes out of the bedroom holding a
towel. OLIVE takes it and folds it up neatly.)

OLvE. . . . Come on, let’s start the game . . . (She
sits.) Renee and me against you three . . . Roll ‘em,
Renee ... .
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RENEE. (rolls them) Four . . . Entertainment.
VERA. (picks up card, mads) “Accordins to the 1962
Four Seasons’ smash hit, who doesn’t cry?”
OLIVE. (She smgs ) *“Big girls don’t cry” [etc.] (SYL-
VIEJoms in. .. Then VERA, then the others. They are
singing as— )

CURTAIN FALLS

*Note: permission to produce this play does not include permission to use
this song in production. For rights to use “Big Girls Don't Cry” in pro-
duction, producers should contact MPL Communications, c/o Eastman
and Eastman, 39 West 54th Street, New York, NY 10019.

COSTUME PLOT
OLIVE

ACT ONE

Blue print shorts and top
Tan t-shirt

Blue sneakers

Black watch

ACT TWO

ScENE 1

Faded jeans

Blue Hawaiian print top
Sneakers

SCENE 2

2 piece rust/pink knit suit
Pink print blouse

Beige sling back pumps
Brown belt

Earrings

Change offstage to:
Yellow silk print dress
Beige heeled sandals
Glass beads

Gold earrings

Gold bracelets

SCENE 3

Beige jumpsuit
Tan heels
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