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                           CAST (In order of appearance)

ROSIE- An outgoing, pretty woman in her thirties. The “New Age” philosophies are her obsessions in life as well as when bartending.

TOM- A handsome, friendly creature of habit in his thirties. He works in an office with his friend, Fred. Photography is a creative outlet.

FRED- A warm, shy loner, is somewhat over weight and in his forties. Painting is a creative outlet.

LINDA- A lusty, sensitive, lost soul, is forty something with much mystery to share. 

RICHARD- An elegant, well dressed, witty man in his thirties.

MARIE- A middle-aged actress and bartender, is bawdy and fun loving.   

ACT 1,  SCENE 1

The setting is a bar at about 5:30 on a Friday afternoon.  ROSIE, the bartender, is in her thirties, outgoing, and striking. Various inflatable people are standing and sitting on bar stools or at tables. TOM and FRED enter in a friendly manner waving to ROSIE as they move inside. TOM is thirty something and FRED is in his forties.  TOM, with a backpack and FRED carrying a painting or poster wrapped in plastic, deposit their belongings and settle at a table. 

TOM:  The usual? I’ll buy the first round.

FRED:  Sounds good. (Rosie approaches the table.)

ROSIE:  Would you guys do me a favor and give me a hug?

(Both men rise and hug her.)

ROSIE:  Thanks, I needed that positive flow. My Mercury is in retrograde. 

TOM:  And how about your Lincoln?

ROSIE:  What? Oh! Very funny, you got me. (They all share a laugh.)  I needed that. My energy has been pulling down, but now I feel better. And how are you?

TOM:  It’s Friday.

ROSIE:  Well, that calls for a celebration!  Same treats?

TOM:  Fine with me.

FRED:  Ditto. (Rosie leaves for the bar.)

TOM:  What’s up this weekend?

FRED:  Tomorrow is my Arts club meeting and it’s never dull. Oh, I want to share some recent work.  (He refers to the wrapped painting leaning against the table.)

TOM:  Is it finished?

FRED:  No, not yet. 

TOM:   Then, wait until later.

FRED:  Oh sure, fine. I just thought you might like to see it. O.K. I’ll just show it around to some of the others here. (He seems a little confused, but attempts to cover.) What are you planning to do this weekend?

TOM:  Tomorrow, I’d like to get out with my camera and get some shots. 

FRED:  Good idea. I hope the weather’s good.

TOM:   Me too, but it doesn’t really mater. I just want to get out there and capture some things. 

(Rosie arrives with the drinks.)

ROSIE:  Here we go!

TOM:  Thanks. (Exchanging money.)

FRED:  Cheers! Here’s to a seat on the train!

ROSIE:  Oh, speaking of the subway, last Thursday night at about 8:30, I got on the N train in downtown Brooklyn. Well, the car was completely empty. But this is the crazy part!  I remained the only person in this car all the way to 8th street in Manhattan where I got off. Can you believe it? I’m not making this up. It was like the twilight zone. Talk about a cosmic experience. 

TOM:  That’s bizarre!

FRED:  Nobody got on or off? 

ROSIE:  Right, and I was alone the whole time. I swear to God! More later.

(As she turns to walk away, her foot bumps into Fred’s painting leaning against the table.) Oh, I’m sorry.

FRED:  No damage. (He pulls it out to display.) Take a look at my latest.

 (Rosie looks at it quickly with a little puzzlement.)

ROSIE:  Very interesting. Keep up the good work. I’d love to see it again when you ad color.

FRED:   No, it’s going to stay that way. I thought it would be interesting to take a color snapshot and paint my impression in black and white.

ROSIE:  That’s different. I’ve always liked black and white films, especially on the big screen. Well, now back to work. (Rosie moves to the bar.)

TOM:  That’s pretty hard to believe.

FRED:  What? The painting?

TOM:  No, that story about the subway.

FRED:  Well, it’s possible.

TOM:  Maybe. (Pause.) Are you taking this somewhere? (Referring to the painting.)

FRED:  Oh no, not particularly. I just thought maybe someone here might like to see it. I showed it to my group the other night. 

TOM:  Which one? You’re in so many.

FRED:  The one I’m meeting in tomorrow, Arts Synonymous.

TOM:  Arts Anonymous?

FRED:  No, not anonymous, but synonymous. It’s not a twelve step program. 

TOM:  What is the group for?

FRED:  Well, it’s like a support group for creative people. We all get together and talk about what we’re dong. You know, like encouragement and all that.

TOM:  Did they react to your painting? 

FRED:  Yes, they liked it. That always makes me feel good and want to go on. I need this.

TOM:  O.K. (Pause.) Feed back is very important.

FRED:  Yeah! This group is great! They keep praising me or I mean encouraging me.

TOM:  Everybody needs that.

FRED:  It’s a lot of work though. I keep the minutes for the meetings. I still haven’t caught up and finished the ones for the last board meeting.

TOM:  When was that?

FRED:  About a year ago. 

TOM:  What? That seems like a long time to spend on minutes.

FRED:  Tell me about it. It takes up most of my time.

TOM:  Why do it?

FRED:  Somebody has to. 

TOM:  So, that’s you huh?

FRED:  Yeah, I guess so.

(Pause to drink.)

TOM:  Why do you always have to get along with everybody?

FRED:  Makes it easier.

TOM:  Yeah, for the people you’re trying to please. It’s their advantage, because they know you are eager and they can wrap you around their finger. 

FRED:  That’s probably true. You know, I think Rosie likes you.

TOM:  God! I hope not!

FRED:  Why?

TOM:  She’s nice enough, but the head always seems to be in the clouds…..talking about astrology, energy fields, peace, love, happiness, all that.

FRED:  I find that interesting. I don’t know how much of it to believe, but maybe that’s all it takes. Just believing can feel good.

TOM:  Yes, I believe in this drink. 

FRED:  I’ll drink to that.

TOM:  Does that mean I’m an alcoholic?

FRED:  Nah! It just means you’ve found something to believe in.

TOM:  That makes sense.

FRED:  You ready for another? My turn.

TOM:  Sure.     

FRED:  (Gesturing to Rosie.) Two more please. (Rosie waves back to acknowledge. Fred and Tom relax in enjoyment of the atmosphere with jukebox music etc. Rosie brings two drinks, and then Fred pays with a generous tip.)Thanks a lot.

ROSIE:  Anytime. You guys have good vibes. (She picks up the money, and then leaves.)

TOM:  She always gives us a free round. 

FRED:  I know. Does she give us the free drinks on the rounds you buy or me? 

TOM:  I think mine mostly, but it doesn’t matter.

FRED:  No.

TOM:  Rosie’s story reminds me of a strange experience on the subway. I got on a crowded F train in the morning at Broadway-Nassau. It was jam packed, but somehow I found a pole to grab.  Then, I felt something move across my ass. At first I thought someone ran up against me by accident. But, then what felt like a hand was actually slowly moving up and down one side of my butt. I didn’t have anything in the pockets, so I wasn’t worried about a pick pocket, and I couldn’t move because of the crowd. Also, nobody else could see this. So, I just stood there and let this person feel my ass for about two stops. 

FRED:  Didn’t you get pissed?

TOM:  No, it didn’t bother me, which is surprising. It kinda made me feel good.

FRED:  Why?

TOM:  I guess because it was so weird, but harmless. 

FRED:  Did you see who did it?

TOM:  Well, this huge crowd got off at 23rd street.

FRED:  Yeah, and the nut who felt your ass had already gotten off. 

TOM:  Right. Anyway, I took a quick look back as I rushed out the door. It was hard to focus. It could have been a little old gray haired lady, a tall dark haired girl, or a Spanish looking guy, or maybe someone else. Take your pick. That was it. An unsolved mystery. But, it didn’t really matter. I walked up the station steps feeling strangely good. 

FRED:  I’d want to know who did it. Or maybe not. Anyway, I guess you’ll never know. 

TOM:  No, not unless they try it again. Well, I’m going to the can, and then I’ll pick up the next round. Rosie is busy.

(As Tom moves offstage, a buxom, sexy woman enters. Fred and the woman exchange glances. Then, she boldly approaches Fred, sits down beside him, puts her arm around him, and then kisses him on the lips.)

WOMAN:  Hello.

FRED:  Hi. (In shock.)

WOMAN:  How are you doing?

FRED:  Better. Real good. (She quietly toys with Fred as he slowly continues to turn on. A surprised Tom returns to the bar and orders the drinks while watching the woman and Fred carry on. Then, he moves back to the table with the drinks to sit down carefully with continued curiosity.)

FRED:  Ah Tom this is. I’m sorry, what’s your name?

WOMAN:  Linda.

FRED:  Linda, meet Tom.

TOM:  Hi. Do you know his name?

LINDA:  No.

TOM:  Linda, meet Fred.

LINDA:  Hello Fred.

FRED:  Yes. Do you want a drink?

LINDA:  Anything you say, as long as it’s a screwdriver.

FRED:  You got it. (Fred tries to signal someone at the bar.)

TOM:  It might be faster to go up there.

FRED:  Good idea. I’ll be right back. (In his haste to get up, he knocks over his painting without any awareness of it, and then dashes away.) 

TOM:  Damn! What’s your hurry? (He quickly sets the painting back up against the table without much care.)

LINDA:  (To Tom) What’s your name again?

TOM:  Tom.

LINDA:  It always takes me at least three times to get a new name, so don’t be surprised if I ask you again, Tom.

TOM:  Do you come in here much? I don’t remember seeing you before.

LINDA:  Oh, I’ve been here. I remember seeing you and your friend. You guys always look the same. I change my hair color and style a lot.

TOM:  Well, then maybe I did see. Do you live and work in the neighborhood?

LINDA:  No, not as a rule.

TOM:  Oh. 

(Fred returns with the drinks.)

FRED:  Here you go!

LINDA:  Thanks.

FRED:  Here’s to friendship! (They click glasses. Linda downs the drink as Tom and Fred begin to sip.)

LINDA:  What’s your name again? (To Fred)

FRED:  Fred.

LINDA:  Let’s get outa here!

FRED:  O.K.

LINDA:  (Getting up and saying to Tom.) We’ll see you later.

FRED:  I need to go to the cash machine anyway. I’ll talk to you soon. Have fun.

 (Linda and Fred exit. Tom starts on his drink, and then gets up to move to the bar where he approaches Rosie.) 

TOM:  Did you see that girl Fred left with just now?

ROSIE:  Yes, Linda. She comes in here every so often. Does he know her?

TOM:  I’ve never seen Fred do that. Just leave with a stranger.

ROSIE:  Well, sometimes your oldest and dearest friends can surprise the hell out of you.

TOM:  I hope he knows what he’s doing.

ROSIE:   Me too. I like him. Do you know what you’re doing?

TOM:  I’m just having a few drinks like I do every Friday night. Trying to relax from the week. 

ROSIE:  Is it working?

TOM:  Well, with each drink it feels better. Fred and I share rounds and it all seems O.K. He and I are sort of an odd couple. The age difference and all. I’ve thought about this. Maybe, he’s the dad I never had.

ROSIE:   What happened?

TOM:   Oh, he’s still around. I know his phone number, address.  We resemble each other, he called on 9-11 to find out if I was still alive. He didn’t raise me. I don’t hate or dislike him, but just don’t know him. 

ROSIE:   Do you want to?

TOM:   At this moment, no. He’s not a loving person and I’m not the only one who says that. Do you want to hear about his failed kidnapping attempt when I was three?

ROSIE:   Only if you want to.

TOM:   Sure, it’s a good one. I was playing in my mother’s yard when he tried to grab me. But, because of some incredible instinct, I just started running and he couldn’t catch me. Maybe, I’m still running, but not from that. When, dear old dad explained this, he wanted to re-assure me that it was an intention of love. Well, I didn’t buy it or need it.  That’s no way to show love to a three year old.  

ROSIE:   That’s heavy, but is there any way to forgive? 

TOM:   I’m not feeling it yet. Some people say that I really should have a relationship with my father, because I will regret it later. Well, maybe so, but for now indifference is all I can come up with. I’m not in the mood to force anything else. It’s comfortable enough just the way it is. 

ROSIE:   And Fred is very loving and cares for you.

TOM:   There is some kind of mysterious friendship between us. We are very comfortable with one another like family and won’t let the other fall. And listening is always available.

ROSIE:  But, something’s changed.

TOM:  What?

ROSIE:  Fred’s not here. This weekly series has a formula change. Is this a spin-off or what?

TOM:  So he’s gone. He’s wherever and I’m here. He’s doing his thing and so am I.

ROSIE:  Sounds like a good idea. Maybe, I’ll get to know you better without your security blanket.

TOM:  What security blanket? I don’t have anything like that! I am my own person and take care of myself. I never even had a security blanket as a kid.

ROSIE:  Maybe that’s why you need one now. 

TOM:  Look, don’t back me into a corner here! Let me breathe.

ROSIE:  All right. I wasn’t trying to take your oxygen away.  I was just trying to light a fire.

TOM:  I don’t know what you’re talking about.

ROSIE:  Maybe you will. Oh look, I’m sorry. Let’s stop this and change the subject. (Pause.) I’ve been meaning to tell you that I want to buy one of your prints.

TOM:  Oh yeah. Which one?

ROSIE:  The one with the trees and that beautiful blue backdrop of sky. It’s magical, almost surreal. It takes me somewhere.

TOM:  That’s one of my favorites too. It’s just trees and sky over the East River. Doesn’t look like it’s in a city. 

ROSIE:  I know. That’s why I like it. Excuse me, but some empty glasses are calling. 

TOM:  Calling you what?

ROSIE:  Hah! Hah!

TOM:  Well, let’s get together sometime soon where it’s quieter and look at this print. We could figure out how to frame it. 

ROSIE:  Good Idea. I’d like that. So, we’ll talk later. 

(As Tom returns to the table, Linda with Fred enter and then sit at the bar. Fred and Tom exchange waves. Richard, a well dressed man follows to sit on the stool next to Linda. Then, a plainly dressed woman enters the bar holding a bible.) 

WOMAN:  (She addresses the entire bar.) The devil is working overtime and he doesn’t take coffee breaks!

RICHARD:  (Loudly.) Maybe, he can’t drink coffee because of the caffeine. You know, high blood pressure. So, he takes cocktail breaks instead. I’d like a daiquiri please. 

ROSIE:  Coming right up.

WOMAN:  All you sinners have a good laugh, while the good Lord up above is crying out for your salvation. I pray that the “man” up above finds a way into all your heathen hearts. Praise the Lord!

RICHARD:  Here’s to salvation!

 (Linda, Rosie, and Richard applaud for the woman, whose name is Marie. Richard clicks glasses with Linda. Fred moves back to Tom’s table.)

ROSIE:  Very good, Marie! If I was casting the part, it would be yours. 

RICHARD:  Yes.

LINDA:  Bravo!

MARIE:  You think so? Well, the audition is tomorrow. Wish me luck.

ROSIE:  Or break a leg.

RICHARD:  What is it for?

MARIE:  An off Broadway play. It’s a small but good part and I have a good chance. My cousin, Alice, you know the costume designer, knows the director’s lover real well. And she’s going to put in a good word for me. 

RICHARD:   Oh, yes, connections are everything. 

ROSIE:  I have a feeling you’re going to get it. I charted your moon for tomorrow and it’s lined up beautifully with Saturn, which is perfect for a pisces.

MARIE:  Pisces? But, I’m an aquarius!

ROSIE:  You’re kidding? I thought you were a pisces.

MARIE:  No.

RICHARD:   I’m a Pisces. Maybe, I should audition. A male religious fanatic in drag. 

MARIE:  Now, that would be funny.

RICHARD:  Yes, but I have no interest in the theatre. I prefer the simple life.

ROSIE:  I can’t believe I got your sign mixed up and hope I’m not slipping. A lot of people depend on me for their charts and predictions. 

MARIE:  Don’t worry about it. Anyone can make a mistake. And besides, it doesn’t matter. I think the part is destined for me.

LINDA:  Yes, destiny. It’s everything.

ROSIE:  Are you going to be able to work your late shift all right? What time is the audition?

MARIE:  Not until 2:30, so I’ll be able to get some winks in. But, it doesn’t matter anyway. I sometimes do better at auditions if I’m a little tired. Less anxious and more relaxed.

LINDA:  Yes, relaxation. It’s everything. It keeps the real self from hiding.

MARIE:  Very well put, but it’s hard sometimes. 

LINDA:  I know.

TOM:  What brings you back?

FRED:  It just didn’t seem to be working out? She’s all over the place. Can’t make up her mind. One minute she seems interested, and then the next minute she gets distracted. I give up.

TOM:  I almost stopped you because you forgot your painting. Well, don’t worry about it. Someone else will come along, or not.

FRED:  You ready for a drink?

TOM:  Sure, why not.

FRED:  It’s your round.

TOM:  It is? You’re really keeping track. How do you know for sure?

FRED:  This is a catch up, because last week I bought one more round than you. 

TOM:  You’re kidding!

FRED:  No, not really. But, I was just keeping score that’s all.

TOM:  Good, because I wouldn’t want to be unfair.

FRED:  Look, I’m sorry. I think I’ve had too much excitement or drink. You’ve been a good friend and we go back a long time.

TOM:  I didn’t think I was being unfair.

FRED:  You’re not. Let’s just forget about it. 

TOM:  O.K.  Let’s get another drink and we’ll buy our own. 

FRED:  No, I’ll get this one. 

TOM:  But, you said I owe you one.

FRED:  No please. We don’t owe each other anything.

TOM:  No, we don’t.

FRED:  But, I feel bad because I caused all this fuss. So, I’ll buy the drinks.

TOM:  All right, all right. But, after that we’ll get our own.

FRED:  Fine. 

(Rosie approaches with two drinks.)

ROSIE:  These are on the house for being such great guys and customers. 

TOM:  Well, that solves that.

ROSIE:  Solves what?

FRED:  Never mind. It’s something stupid that I’d like to forget.

ROSIE:  Well, Linda and Richard are talking up a storm.

FRED:  He is doing better than I did.

TOM:  You said something was in retrograde. Well, it feels like a full moon too.

ROSIE:  It’s a strange night, but the moon is not full.  It feels like a Saturday night, because that’s when Linda and Richard usually come in.

TOM:  I’ve never come in on a Saturday.

FRED:  I have.

TOM:  I didn’t know that.

FRED:  Sure, a few times.

ROSIE:   Say, I just got off my shift. Can I join you guys?

(Marie, the bartender for the next shift, is setting up.)

TOM:  Sure.

FRED:  The more the merrier.

ROSIE:  I’ll be right back. (She leaves for the bar.)

TOM:  Now’s your chance.

FRED:  She’s more interested in you.

TOM:  Don’t be so sure. (Rosie returns with drink.)

ROSIE:  Party time!

FRED:  Cheers!

ROSIE:  What happened with you and Linda?

FRED:  Nothing much. She looks like what I want, but her head is all screwed up. I don’t want to talk about it.

ROSIE:  That’s two things you’re trying to forget. Doesn’t sound like a good night. 

FRED:  I’ve had better.

ROSIE:  Well, I’m here to help change that. Linda is very nice, so give her a chance. Be patient. She’s a little mysterious, but I’ve always had a good feeling about her. 

FRED:   O.K., I’ll think about it.

ROSIE:  Come on Tom, how about a dance?

TOM:  All right, I’m game.

(Rosie and Tom move to the dance floor, while Fred remains at the table. Then, Linda and Richard join them. Linda’s dancing quickly becomes very sexual, with much shaking and bending. She then slinks over to Fred and pulls him to the dance floor. He reluctantly follows, then starts dancing. Linda continues to tease and taunt him, which begins to melt him down.  When Linda starts to pull off her clothes, Fred tries to stop her.)

LINDA:  Fred, take me home! (She collapses and then passes out on the floor. Fred rushes to her, followed by Rosie, Richard, and Tom. Fred tries to lift her head.)

ROSIE:  Don’t move her.

TOM:  Yeah, maybe something’s broken.

FRED:  We’ve got to do something!

RICHARD:  I know CPR.

TOM:  No, you don’t!

RICHARD:   How do you know?

TOM:  I mean she doesn’t need mouth to mouth.

RICHARD:   I didn’t say I was going to put my mouth on her, Mr. Doctor.

TOM:  Just calm down! We don’t know what’s wrong!

RICHARD:  All right. I’ll get out of the way. If you need any help, I’ll be at the bar.

(Marie calls out from the bar.)

MARIE:  Do you want me to call 911?

ROSIE:  Maybe. But, wait a minute. Pat her face. 

(Fred pats Linda’s face after which she responds with moans.)

LINDA:  Help me! Help me! take me away!

FRED:  Where?

LINDA:  Anywhere, anywhere!

ROSIE:  Let’s see if we can get her up on her feet. I don’t think anything is broken. She’s just had too much of whatever. 

(They all help Linda get up.)

FRED:  Where does she live?

ROSIE:  I don’t know. Does any one here know?

(No response.)

ROSIE:  I guess not.

FRED:  I can take her to my place around the corner. She can rest or maybe I can call a doctor.

TOM:  I’ll come with you.

FRED:  No, I think I can handle it.

TOM:  Are you sure?

FRED:  Sure. I live on the first floor.

TOM:  What’s that got to do with anything?

FRED:  I won’t have any trouble getting her into the apartment.

TOM:  So, what happens after you get there? You don’t know her. She might do something weird, and I would there to help. It’s just better if the two of us are there. 

FRED:  Why?

TOM:  Two heads are better than one.

FRED:  That’s great, you wanting to help. You’re right. Two heads are better than one. 

TOM:  Then, let’s go.

FRED:  Wait. Linda’s head and mine make two. That’s enough. We can take care of it.

TOM:  You might think so, but I would feel better…….

FRED:  No! I’m sorry, but this isn’t about you feeling better. Linda and I will be fine.

ROSIE:  Let’s not argue. They should be all right. She needs to rest and food maybe. Do you have food?

FRED:  Yes, don’t worry.

TOM:  It’s your life. I was just trying to help.

FRED:  I know and you are by staying here.

(Fred moves slowly with Linda towards the door.)

ROSIE:  Call if you need anything. 

FRED:  I will.

(Fred and Linda Exit. Then Rosie and Tom move back to their table.)

TOM:  How well do you know Linda?

ROSIE:   Not very. She comes in now and then. Sort of a free spirit, sensitive, but there’s a wild streak too.

TOM:  What kind of person?

ROSIE:  Lost.

TOM:   Then, desperate too. Does she work at anything?

ROSIE:  Don’t know.

TOM:  Fred shouldn’t have taken her home. He could be in for trouble.

ROSIE:  No, Linda is harmless.

TOM:  How do you know?

ROSIE:  I’m going on instinct.

TOM:  Well, it could be wrong. Fred is an old friend and maybe you don’t care, but I do.

ROSIE:  I care too! What do you mean? Don’t assume……

TOM:  Forget the moon, stars, and instincts. Look at the facts. We don’t know anything about Linda……

ROSIE:  There’s nothing wrong with the moon, stars, or my instincts! I trust them. I usually get into trouble when I don’t. Just because Linda is out of left field doesn’t mean she’s out to hurt anyone. She’s O.K. I could be wrong, but I don’t feel that. Don’t you think Fred can take care of himself? 

TOM:  No! he’s too trusting.

ROSIE:  And you’re not trusting enough! What perfect compliments.

TOM:  Come on. We’re talking about Fred, not me.

ROSIE:  Maybe, we should be talking about you. 

TOM:  Not right now. I’m not in the mood.

ROSIE:  When you’re in the mood, let me know. I’ll be ready. Cheers! 

(Rosie clicks her glass to Tom’s, and then takes a big gulp. There is a pause in the battle, while they quench their thirsts.)

ROSIE:  I truly believe that Fred is just trying to help someone in need. 

                 He’ll be O.K.  It will probably make him feel good.

TOM:  You don’t know him like I do. He has a long history of getting taken for a ride.

ROSIE:  Then, why didn’t you stop him? 

TOM:  I’m not about to tell him how to live his life.

ROSIE:  So, you’re telling me about it instead. Or, what are we talking about? Are you trying to deny Fred happiness?

TOM:  No, of course not. I hope he’s happy with Linda or anybody else, but someone like you would be better for him. 

ROSIE:  You’ve decided this for him?

TOM:  I even told him that you would be good for him.

ROSIE:  Did he agree?

TOM:  Yes, but he’s shy.

ROSIE:   Oh, that’s no excuse. Everyone is shy. (Pause.) Would you mind massaging my neck a little? It’s quite tense.

TOM:  I’m not that good at it.

ROSIE:  Don’t worry. Whatever you do will be fine. I just need some outside touching. 

(Tom begins to massage her neck.)

TOM:  I can feel some knots.

ROSIE:  Yes, but I think they’re going away. One by one. It’s nice of you to care about Fred. You’re a good friend. But, maybe you should let him figure out what’s best. Linda just might be the ticket, even more than me. Although, we both know that I’m God’s gift to all males. 

(Marie approaches and begins to massage Tom’s neck.)

MARIE:  Let’s have a three way.

TOM:  Go right ahead.

MARIE:  No problem. Beside, I had to get away from the bar for a minute.

ROSIE:  What, Irving again?

MARIE:  Yes, he won’t quit.

TOM:  Who’s Irving?

MARIE:  Don’t look now, but he’s at the far end of the bar. He’s madly in love or lust with me and won’t give up.

TOM:  I guess you’re not interested.

MARIE:  Hell no! I’m a happily married woman. See you later.

 (Marie returns to the bar.)

TOM:  I didn’t know she was married.

ROSIE:   Oh yes, has been for years. He’s a real nice guy. A merchant marine. Marie loves to tell the details of what they do in bed. They seem very happy.

TOM:  Good for them.

ROSIE:  Thanks for the massage. It felt great.

TOM:  My pleasure.

ROSIE:  You have nice hands. You can tell a lot about a person from their hands. I could give you a reading sometime.

TOM:  A hand reading?

ROSIE:  Yes, but it’s usually called a palm reading. 

TOM:  You’ve got quite a few skills and talents.

ROSIE:  Oh, maybe a few. (Pause.) Would you like to come over to my place?

TOM:  Not just yet.

ROSIE:  O.K., whenever you’re ready.

TOM:  I’m not hesitating because of you. It’s me.

                                                                              ACT  1,  SCENE  2

(FRED’S Apartment has clutter and a bachelor lived in look. LINDA is lying on the couch. Popular stereo music is playing similar to what was playing at the bar. LINDA, seeming a little woozy, gets up and then goes to the stereo. She changes the station to a classical one, to find a piano concerto playing. LINDA returns to the couch. FRED enters, carrying a glass of water and some aspirin.) 

FRED:  Here’s some aspirin. (Linda takes them and drinks the water.)

LINDA:  Thanks.

FRED:  No problem. Did you like your dinner?

LINDA:  It was fine. I’m full. I forgot how big those “hungry man dinners” were.

FRED:  They sure are. They always hit the spot and are easy to heat up. I like all three- chicken, meatloaf, and turkey. You get more food with the turkey dinner, because of the dressing. But, sometimes the turkey gets dry if I let it heat too long. (Pause.)

This is nice music. Good change of pace. You must like it too.

LINDA:  Yes, anything with a piano.

FRED:  It’s relaxing.

LINDA:  That’s Mozart’s Piano Concerto #21. One of my favorites.

FRED:  You know your music.

LINDA:  I used to play.

FRED:  Play what?

LINDA:  The piano. I was hoping you had one. 

FRED:  No. I don’t.

LINDA:  Yes, that’s too bad. Sometime tonight, I’d like to play one. I have the urge.

FRED:  Oh. Did you learn when you were little?

LINDA:  Yes, I enjoyed it. I remember once playing in a recital. I screwed up the beginning of the piece and had to start over, but I still won the prize.

FRED:  Which means you played well enough after starting over to win the prize. That’s great. I mean not that you had to start over, but that you learned how to play an instrument. I wouldn’t have guessed that about you.

LINDA:  Why not?

FRED:  Oh, I don’t know. I really didn’t look at your hands. Let’s see. (Fred picks up her hands and looks at them.) Well, sure enough you have piano fingers.

LINDA:  Yes, I guess so. I never understood what that meant—piano fingers.

FRED:  Strong.

LINDA:  I thought it was long.

FRED:  Yes. Strong and long. Both.

LINDA:  I guess so.

FRED:  When was the last time you played the piano?

LINDA:  Oh, a long time ago.

FRED:  Did you ever want to make a living at it?

LINDA:  No, I wanted to dance.

FRED:  Well, I saw a little of that tonight. (Linda gets up and goes to the stereo. She changes the station to slow dance music.)

LINDA:  Let’s dance.

FRED:  O.K. (Fred gets up and they begin to dance slowly and closely.) I’m not really very good at this.

LINDA:  Oh, you’re fine. Just feel whatever is here.

FRED:  I’ll try.

LINDA:  Don’t try.

FRED:  What?

LINDA:  I don’t like the word “try”.

FRED:  Oh….

LINDA:  Just feel the music. (Pause.) There’s something different about you.

FRED:  Different from what?

LINDA:  The others.

FRED:  I hope that’s good. 

LINDA:  It can’t be any worse.

FRED:  Well, that’s something.

LINDA:  You’re nice. I like you. You like to please, don’t you?

FRED:  Yes, I’ve been known to. (Pause.) You know my being here now is unusual. I’m usually at the bar on Friday nights.

LINDA:  I like that trait. 

FRED:  What? Going to the bar every Friday night?

LINDA:  No, trying to please people. I’d like you to please me. (Linda pulls him into a long passionate kiss. Fred easily succumbs.) Like that.

FRED:  Oh wow! I don’t believe it. You don’t want to be with me. It’s a dream. We’re just some kind of fantasy!

LINDA:  No, we’re not. I’m here. You’re here.  We’re real.

FRED:  I don’t get it. Why did you come here?

LINDA:  I just want to feel something. That’s all that matters. Feel and feel good. Somehow that’s always been taken away from me and I’m tired of it! 

FRED:  But why me?

LINDA:  I don’t know. It was like a direct bolt or something. A last chance. You were there! Who knows?

FRED:  Did you have a rough childhood? Neglected or something? 

LINDA:  Could we sit down now?

FRED:  Sure.

(They sit down on the couch next to each other.)

LINDA:  I’ve done things to make me feel good. But, I don’t think I’ve ever really felt them deep inside. Maybe, you can feel good without really feeling it. I don’t know what I’m talking about.

FRED:  Well, don’t look at me. I’m no expert on feeling good, because it hasn’t happened much. (Pause.) What made you come to me in the bar tonight? 

LINDA:  Your eyes. They were like magnets. And besides, you were like one of those crackling fireplace fires. Warm, cozy, and hard to leave. I felt like a kid again.

FRED:  Yeah, but you kissed me like a woman, who knew what she wanted. 

LINDA:  Well, I guess I felt like a kid and a woman all at once. It all came together. 

FRED:  I guess that’s a pretty good answer.

LINDA:  You’ve been asking me a lot of questions. How about some info about you.

FRED:  Oh, there’s time for all that. We don’t have to know everything tonight, do we?

LINDA:  No. (Linda takes his hand and casually looks around the room.) What are those things on the wall?

FRED:  Plaques, certificates, and awards for groups and clubs I’ve joined.

LINDA:  There are a lot of them. You like joining things, I guess.

FRED:  Yes. It keeps me busy and out of trouble.

LINDA:  Yes, trouble. But, some kinds of trouble are fun and good for you. You know what I mean?

FRED:  I think I do.

LINDA:  What kinds of groups have you joined?

FRED:  Oh, Vietnam Veterans, various group therapies, Sierra Club, Scientology, Rent strikes, political campaigns, Jehovah Witnesses…….

LINDA:  Jehovah Witnesses! You’re kidding?

FRED:  No.

LINDA:  How did it happen?

FRED:  Well, one day about ten years ago, I was alone in my apartment waiting for a phone repairman to come. At about 11:00, the outside buzzer rang and I thought it was the repair guy, so I buzzed him in. Well, it wasn’t. Instead, it was two very nice Jehovah Witnesses. I was sort of bored and in the mood for company, so I invited them in. We got to talking for a few hours, the phone man came, and I ended up joining the Jehovah Witnesses for a year.

LINDA:  What happened after a year?

FRED:  It just wasn’t me. I felt like moving on to something else.

LINDA:  Yes, I know. It’s good to keep moving. (Linda caresses Fred’s leg.) What are you feeling right now?

FRED:  Afraid. I’m scared to death of you. Here you are. Beautiful and practically my ideal woman. You are alone with me in my place, and boy what a fantasy I could have.

LINDA:  You can have your fantasy after I leave. I’m not a video. Right now, I’m here in person, so what do you want to do about it?

FRED:  Get more involved with you, now tonight.

LINDA:  Don’t be afraid of me, or if you are don’t let it stop you. Let’s forget about stopping for now.

FRED:  O.K. (They kiss passionately and stroke each other. Everything gets hotter, and then they take a break.)

LINDA:  Let’s go into the bedroom.

FRED:  No problem. I’ll get us a couple of beers. Be right back. Don’t go away.

LINDA:  I’ll be here.

                                                      ACT   2

(Several hours later at about Midnight in the same bar, ROSIE is talking on the bar telephone. TOM enters carrying some kind of book, and then sits down at a table, as he waves to Rosie. Then, RICHARD approaches TOM.)

RICHARD:  About what happened with that CPR thing. Don’t worry, I forgive you.

TOM:  I’m not asking you to forgive me.

RICHARD:  Oh, let’s just forget it. I forgive you and you forgive me. O.K.?

TOM:  Fine.

RICHARD:  What’s your name?

TOM:  Tom, and yours?

RICHARD:  Richard love never fails.

TOM:  Maybe so, but my name is Tom, not Richard.

RICHARD:  I know. You just told me and my name is Richard Love Never Fails.

TOM:  What?

RICHARD:  Richard Love Never Fails.

TOM:  That’s your name? You’ve got to kidding.

RICHARD:  No, Richard is my first name. Love and Never are the middle names. Fails is my last name.

TOM:  Did your parents name you?

RICHARD:  No, I did. I took the words “Love Never Fails” from a greeting card. I liked it so much that I added my first name. Oh, by the way, I design cards. 

TOM:  What was your old name?

RICHARD:  I don’t want to tell you, because it might spoil the illusion.  Would you like a new name?

TOM:  No, I don’t think so.

RICHARD:  What would be a good name for you besides Tom? Daiquiri! That’s a great first name! Wonderful sound. 

TOM:  How did you come up with that?

RICHARD:  It’s my favorite drink. I just finished some.

TOM:  Would you like another?

RICHARD:  Sounds great. Daiquiri! (To Marie)

(Rosie moves to join Tom and Richard.)

ROSIE:   Oh! I feel better now. I just talked to my numerologist and he said Linda and Fred are very safe and right for each other. It’s almost a perfect match. Richard, what do you think?

RICHARD:  I think I’m crazy and the world is screwed. But, I know Linda and Fred will be all right. How did the numerologist figure this out?

ROSIE:  By counting the letters in their names. At first, he wanted both the first and last names. But, I forgot Fred’s and I don’t think I ever knew Linda’s. 

RICHARD:  Without the last names, doesn’t that cut down on the accuracy?

ROSIE:  Well, normally it would, but when I told him their first names, he freaked. They are extremely strong and compatible. The first F, in Fred comes before L, for Linda in the alphabet. Also, Fred has four letters, Linda has five, which makes for continuity when the names are together. You see, four letters, Fred, then five letters, Linda. It makes sense, doesn’t it?

RICHARD:  Well, based on those names, yes. But, there’s only one slight problem.

ROSIE:  What?

RICHARD:  Linda is not her real name.

ROSIE:  What is it?

RICHARD:  I don’t know. All I know is, she likes to be called Linda, her mother’s name, who passed away, because it helps to keep the memory alive. I guess they were very close.

TOM:  Well, I guess that theory is shot to hell!

ROSIE:  Oh. I still think they’ll be O.K. This guy felt some strong positive energy around them.

RICHARD:  At least we know that Linda’s dead mother and Fred are compatible.

TOM:  I’ll drink to that! (They click glasses.) 

ROSIE:  You know Richard, before you said something about being crazy. If that’s true, you are lucky because I think it’s easier dealing with the world that way.

TOM:  Why are we here?

ROSIE:  In this Bar?

TOM:  No. On this planet.

RICHARD:  We are all walking along trying to fall into a hole, where it’s warm and comfortable. 

TOM:  That reminds me of a story about a mouse and an elephant. 

RICHARD:   Let’s hear it.

TOM:  One day, a mouse was walking along a trail, where he accidentally fell into a deep hole. He screamed for help and an elephant came to his rescue by offering to send down his penis which was longer than his trunk and better able to reach him. 

RICHARD:  Go on, this sounds interesting.

TOM:  Anyway, the mouse was desperate, so he accepted.

RICHARD:  Well, I’ve been there before too.

TOM:  So, the elephant sent down his penis and the mouse grabbed hold and was pulled to safety, with much gratitude.

RICHARD:  I’m sure.

TOM:   Then, they went their separate ways. Well, the next day that same elephant fell into an even larger hole. The mouse offered to tie a rope to his Mercedes to pull him out. It worked and the elephant was pulled to safety. What’s the moral to this story?

RICHARD:  I don’t know. The bigger the better?

ROSIE:  What?

TOM:  If you’ve got a Mercedes, you don’t need a dig dick. Or if you have a big dick, you don’t need a Mercedes. 

RICHARD:  I like that. Tom, do you own a Mercedes?

TOM:  I don’t even own a car.

RICHARD:   I think we’d better leave it at that.  Do you want to hear about somebody I met recently?

TOM:   Sure.

RICHARD:  He had beautiful dark brown eyes, dark hair. We met on 57th street, both trying to get a cab.  Well, magically our eyes met and we locked into each other. Then, the next thing, we were sharing a cab.

ROSIE:  Ooh! How romantic! I love it!

RICHARD:  I gave directions to my place and when we arrived he followed me in without any questions.

ROSIE:  I think I know where this is going.

RICHARD:  When inside, things really started clicking. One thing led to another and we made beautiful love. It was great and I passed out into a deep sleep. I woke up with a start a few hours later, to discover that he wasn’t next to me. So, I got up and looked around the apartment. He was gone and I was devastated. Then, I noticed an opened closet door, looked inside to find that a coat was missing.

TOM:  Was it valuable?

RICHARD:  The coat didn’t matter! All, I wanted was to give and share myself in a loving way. But, I wasn’t enough. He had to take an old coat.

ROSIE:  That’s terrible! But, maybe this was a way for you to work out some bad karma. It’s off your shoulders. 

RICHARD:  It’s amazing how one minute you care for a person and think they care for you. There’s magic in the air. Then, something weird happens and that’s all changed. Everything gets turned over.

ROSIE:  No explaining, but feels like some kind of curse.

RICHARD:  Oh yes, those dreaded curses. (Pause.) Have you ever had those?

TOM:  Oh yes, of course. But, it’s more a feeling of restlessness for something more. Maybe, I’m looking for it here every Friday night. 

RICHARD:  Don’t’ you look for this “something more thing” during the rest of the week too?

TOM:  God, I hope so. Photography is a love that takes me on those special adventures. Without plans or agenda, that’s where I experience magic. It’s a solitary creativity where I feel in total control and want to keep growing.

ROSIE:  We all have lessons to learn and growth ahead. Always seek the white light. Everything is within us and ready to serve as long as we allow it.

(Marie appears.)

MARIE:  Rosie, it’s twelve thirty.

ROSIE:  Oh, thanks. It’s energy alignment time! It won’t take long. I’ll be back soon

(Rosie Exits.)

TOM:  Energy alignment? 

MARIE:  It’s a meditation thing. Every other night she’s out there with a planet. I think she’d be better off spending every other night with a nice man, but that’s none of my business.

RICHARD:  I thought she had a boyfriend. What’s his name, Allen?

MARIE:  Yes, but I think they’re too much alike. For example, while Rosie is out there with a planet, Allen is on a South American mountain somewhere-“Mochu Pichu” or something, trying to find his pure self. They never seem to spend much time together with those self-awareness things, accept to compare notes. 

RICHARD:  You might have a point there. But, if Rosie couldn’t do these alignments and everything else, it would be like taking her profession away. 

TOM:  That’s for sure. It really turns her on.

MARIE:  Oh you know it! And she does her research.

RICHARD:  Besides, maybe with Allen, even though they’re separate a lot, maybe that’s the kind of relationship Rosie wants or needs.

MARIE:  Oh no. I think she’d like nothing better than to spend a nice, quiet, intimate evening with Tom or someone like him. This is what I feel.

TOM:  How do you know?

MARIE:  I have worked in a bar for thirty years and have seen this love game over and over again. Rosie gives you the most free drinks. 

RICHARD:  Very interesting.

MARIE:  I just hope Rosie isn’t using this new age stuff to avoid something else. But, then again what do I know? If it makes her happy, right? 

(Marie moves back to the bar)

RICHARD:  Well, I guess Marie has put you and Rosie together.

TOM:  Yeah, we’ll see. (Pause.) You know that guy who took your coat?

RICHARD:  Yes?

TOM:  Do you regret taking him home?

RICHARD:  No. Part of what happened felt good. I took a chance. I’ll do it again.. But, maybe next time it will work out better. Maybe, even find Mr. Right. I have been in love before. That is most important.

TOM:  Well, good luck.

RICHARD:  Thanks. What are you trying to find?

TOM:  I’m just trying to relax and have a good time.

RICHARD:  It’s not working.

TOM:  What do you mean?

RICHARD:  It’s already too relaxed. 

TOM:  How can you be too relaxed?

RICHARD:  You could be dead.

TOM:  I’m very much alive.

RICHARD:  Well, you’re breathing. But, your life is like sub-zero. 

TOM:  How do you know? You don’t know me well enough.

RICHARD:  No, I don’t. But, that’s what I feel.

TOM:  It’s not true!

RICHARD:  Maybe it’s not, but it’s something to think about as we enjoy our drinks.

TOM:  Well, here’s something else to think about. You’re hiding behind fake names. 

RICHARD:   Now, wait a minute! It’s just a name, but I’m the real thing behind it. 

TOM:   Oh yeah, I’m not so sure. It looks like false advertising.

RICHARD:   Look, I may be a lot of things! But, I’m not a fake. And how about you?

TOM:   What? 

RICHARD:   You come in here every Friday night and repeat the same old thing. It’s safe here and that’s all you want. You just float through a haze that disappears when you leave. You don’t experience or feel it! It’s gone when the alcohol wears off.

TOM:  You can’t tell me what I’m experiencing. I have a very routine life at least five days a week. I love it and hate it. I come in here to pretend new adventures are happening. Even, if they’re not. It’s like a stage for fantasy and escape. 

RICHARD:  What are you experiencing tonight?

TOM:  You! I found you to talk to or argue with.

RICHARD:  No, I found you.

TOM:  We’re talking together, so why does it matter who found who?

RICHARD:  Do you want more than talk?

TOM:  No, talk is just fine.

RICHARD:  Why?

TOM:  Because you’re not what I want.

RICHARD:  Come on, take a chance.

TOM:  Not that one.

RICHARD:  What have you got to lose?

TOM:  Maybe everything.

RICHARD:  Haven’t you ever lost everything before?

TOM:  I don’t think so.

RICHARD:  It can be very exciting. And besides you never really lose everything. As long as you’re alive, there’s always a way out. And maybe even after you’re dead, but I’ll find that out later. I have no fear.

TOM:  Well, I do.

RICHARD:  So be it. What do you want then?

TOM:  I’ll know it when I see it.

RICHARD:  No, you won’t

TOM:  Yes, I will.

RICHARD:  Is she outside having an energy alignment?

TOM:  No.

RICHARD:  And it’s not me. Well, the night is young. You still have time.

TOM:  For what?

RICHARD:  To find out what you’ve already found.

TOM:  You mean you?

RICHARD:  No, you.

TOM:  Jesus, this is getting too deep.

RICHARD:  You’re probably right.

TOM:  And what do you do every week?

RICHARD:  The same as you.

(Rosie enters with renewed tranquility.)

ROSIE:  What’s been going on here?

TOM:  A lot.

RICHARD:  We’ve been diving into one another’s lives.

ROSIE:  New Discoveries?

TOM:  Richard thinks I don’t live fully, because I don’t want to sleep with him.

RICHARD:  Not exactly. But, Tom thinks I’m false advertising. What do you think?

ROSIE:  I think you’re both full of shit and we should get back to having fun. Stop analyzing. There’s no solution.

RICHARD:  Good point.

TOM:  I agree.

ROSIE:  Well, I may not always be right, but I’m never wrong. 

RICHARD:  Here! Here!

TOM:  Yes.

ROSIE:  I had a great alignment outside. I feel clear again.

TOM:  What exactly is that?

ROSIE:  It’s for plugging in and sharing energy with the rest of the universe. That feeling of one ness with your surroundings.

RICHARD:  What do you do? Find a planet and stare at it?

ROSIE:  Either a planet or a well known star. Concentrate on it and try to be one with it for at least twenty minutes. Mars always seems to work for me.

TOM:  I guess it must feel good.

ROSIE:  Oh yes, but it’s hard to describe.

RICHARD:  One time, I was lying in bed with nothing to do. It felt like everything else in the room was part of me. It was so calm and nothing bothered or worried me. Just there being. God, it would be great to feel that way all the time.

ROSIE:  Yes, that’s it.  

TOM:  Recently, I was walking down 49th street near the Hudson in a good mood, with relaxed energy. It was like I was floating down the sidewalk as part of it. Not on it, but in it. The trees and other people were in it with me. Even though, I was just one small part of the whole, I felt on top of things. And like you said, Richard, I wasn’t worried, or thinking about anything else. I was just there on 49th Street.

ROSIE:  Yes, that gives me chills.

TOM:  Where do you do this meditation thing? 

ROSIE:  Any place where you can concentrate. A park, the street, from a window. Of course it’s better when there are fewer people around. Like the park across the street is not a good idea. One time, over there when I was looking up at the sky, I was approached by at least twenty people asking to buy whatever drug I was on. Well, I suppose I did look high or in a trance like state. 

(Fred enters with a strange sense of calm.)

TOM:  We didn’t expect you to be back this soon. How’s Linda doing?

FRED:  She’s happy.

ROSIE:  Is she resting or what?

TOM:  You look nice and mellow. I’ll bet I know what happened.

RICHARD:  Come on. Tell all.

FRED:  It’s like a dream that I woke up from too fast.

ROSIE:  There’s no hurry. We have all night. Besides, you don’t have to tell us anything.

FRED:  No, I want to.

TOM:  I’ll get you a chair.

FRED:  No, I feel like standing.

TOM:  What’s up? You always sit. It’s your favorite position.

FRED:  Not right now.

RICHARD:  Oh, are you supposed to meet Linda somewhere? Is she going to call here?

FRED:  No, she won’t be calling.

TOM:  Then, sit down a minute.

FRED:  No, I told you. I don’t want to sit!

TOM:  All right!

ROSIE:  Just do what you want.

FRED:  O.K. I just live around the corner, but it took awhile because Linda had to look through her purse for some kind of pill, but the bottle was empty. She didn’t seem to mind my messy place, but seemed to relax. Then, we shared a couple of TV dinners with beer. After watching an episode of the Beverly Hillbillies, we kissed. Boy, what a kiss! I felt it all the way down to my toes. The feelings were high and I found out some things about her. She knows how to play the piano. Isn’t that great? I told her that a pretty girl like herself should never be lonely, and how I felt at ease with her. We kissed again and fireworks went off in my head and pants. I was ready.

TOM:  Oh, I know where this is going. It’s time to bring in the censor. You don’t have to tell all the bedroom details.

RICHARD:  Unless you want to.

ROSIE:  Did Linda go home?

FRED:  No.

ROSIE:  Is she still at your place?

FRED:  No, she left.

TOM:  She’s probably exhausted. I’m surprised you’re not passed out. Good sex always knocks me out.

ROSIE:  What sign are you Tom?

TOM:  Taurus.

ROSIE:  They’re usually good sex partners. Passionate.

TOM:  Oh, yes.

RICHARD:  Are they experimental?

ROSIE:  No, not really. More traditional, but good traditional. They really enjoy it.

RICHARD:  Very interesting.

ROSIE:  Fred, are you all right?

FRED:  I’m a little numb or something. 

TOM:  Too bad Linda couldn’t come back with you. We could have gotten to know her better.

FRED:  No, not possible.

RICHARD:  Why?

FRED:  I feel like I’m trapped inside a cloud.

ROSIE:  What? Cloud nine?

FRED:  No, not now, but earlier I was. 

(MARIE approaches.)

MARIE:  There’s a call for Fred.

FRED:  Thanks.

(Fred moves to the bar.)

MARIE:  Is he in trouble?

ROSIE:  We don’t think so.

TOM:  Why?

MARIE:  A cop called.

RICHARD:  I wonder?

TOM:  He is acting strange, but I thought it was because of his good time with Linda.

ROSIE:  I am getting some weird vibes, but don’t panic. Let’s all hold hands, close our eyes, and concentrate on the negative ions. They’re good for us.

MARIE:  Not me. I’ve got to get back to the bar.

TOM:  How can negative ions be good, they’re not positive?

ROSIE:  Well, the negative ions in the air are good. The positive are bad. That’s why people enjoy the wind.

TOM:  There’s no wind in here.

ROSIE:  Look, just take my word for it! Time is a wasting.

RICHARD:  All right. Let’s just do it.

TOM:  Fine. 

(Rosie, Richard, and Tom hold hands with their eyes shut. Rosie begins to hum like chant, and continues for a short time when Fred reappears. Their chant concentration prevents any awareness of Fred.)

FRED:  Like I said, Linda and I were really hitting it off. (This startles the group.)

ROSIE:  Jesus! You scared me!

RICHARD:  Who called?

TOM:  What’s going on?

FRED:  I’ll tell you.

ROSIE:  O.K., Fred. Let’s keep going.

FRED:  I went into the kitchen for beer and then came back. Linda was gasping and slumped on the floor. She was pretty white. I yelled, pulled her to me and begged her to be all right. After finding the phone under some dirty clothes, 911 got called. I held her until the paramedics came.

ROSIE:  Is she in the hospital?

FRED:  No. A heart attack. She’s gone.

RICHARD:  She died at your place?

FRED:  Yes.

ROSIE:  Oh no.

TOM:  I knew you shouldn’t have taken her home.

FRED:  What do you mean?

TOM:  Look at all the trouble she’s caused you!

FRED:  Wait a minute! Linda didn’t cause any trouble. She died! We all will and I’m glad I was there. I’m in shock, but I’ll get over it. At least, I have something to get over.

TOM:  Yeah something stupid! A dumb mistake. You can’t save the world. You’ve done this a thousand times. Helping crazy strangers! Don’t be a chump!

ROSIE:  Both of you settle down!

RICHARD:  Yeah!

FRED:  If this is a dumb mistake, I want more.

TOM:  Well, it was and you will.

FRED:  I don’t care what you think. A lot of good came out of it. Linda was happy. We liked each other. I’ll never forget the feelings. Everything was full. I want to feel that way again, but if I don’t, I know I did tonight. I wish the same for Linda. I have another chance and hope she has too. But, I don’t know.

ROSIE:  None of us know. But, you sent her off to a beautiful, magical place. You gave Linda the best moment of her life. Think of that.

FRED:  Maybe. (Pause.) This has not been a normal Friday night.

ROSIE:  You can say that again.

RICHARD:  And again.

TOM:   And it may not have gotten fucked up if you had let me go with you to your place! 

FRED:   Fucked up?

TOM:   If I had been there I may have rescued the situation and she wouldn’t have died. Can you count the number of time I’ve saved your ass?

FRED:   I know and I’m grateful as I’ve told you before.

TOM:   Then, why didn’t you let me this time?

FRED:   I don’t know accept this time seemed different. I needed to somehow get through this by myself. I wanted to trust these surprising moments thrown at me. There was no plan or decision behind it. It was some kind of instinct. 

TOM:   But, are you ready for that? Think about it.

FRED:   I don’t know. Does anybody? There’s nothing to think about. It’s a risk, it’s a new excitement to see if I survive. You’ve felt that way, right?

TOM:   Of course I have, but don’t bring it around to me. We’re talking about you.

FRED:   Well maybe we should be talking about you. I think about things too. I wonder about you a lot and care. Sometimes I ask, is he missing something?

TOM:   What?

FRED:   I don’t know.

TOM:   What is this? Analyze Tom night. You, Richard, Rosie, Linda tried, and probably Marie is next. Are the glasses, tables, chairs, bottles, and others going to join in? (He turns to address the audience.) Come on everybody take your best shot. I can take it. Ask me anything you want. I’ll lay myself bare and you can pick at what you want. I’ve got so much going on. A painful life with a long list of categories. God, we could be here all night, being that I’m so to tormented and unique! 

ROSIE:   And wonderful……

TOM:   Well, thank you and I’m sure you meant it, but I want to get back to Fred’s question. 

FRED:   I just…

TOM:   Yes, I’m missing something! (He quickly exits.) 

(A stunned silence as Marie follows Tom out. Everyone on stage remains quiet with various business- Drinking etc. as they all re-group in prolonged quiet.)

RICHARD:  This is so weird, but hang in there Fred.

ROSIE:  Tom needs some time alone. 

FRED:  I could go out after him, but I don’t think it would help right now. 

RICHARD:  That’s true. (Pause.) 

(Marie returns on stage, and then approaches Fred with a hug.)

MARIE:  I’m so sorry.

FRED:  I’ll be all right. We all will.

MARIE:  Including Tom. It just hit him that way. Death hits everybody differently. At my Aunt Agnes’s funeral service, I cracked up laughing when I remembered the time she fell through a lawn chair while sitting, leaving her legs up in the air with her butt on the ground. Everyone thought I was crazy bursting out like that in a funeral home, but I couldn’t stop. I got the hiccups and they lasted until she was laid to rest. I loved her and didn’t want to be disrespectful, but it was out of my control. Oh, it’s all too much, but it’s never dull.

RICHARD:  I’ll drink to that.

ROSIE:  Yes.

MARIE:  Oh, speaking of drinks. Tom asked me to buy a round of drinks on him to honor Linda.

RICHARD:  Good idea.

FRED:  Yes, she would like that. Let’s all get screwdrivers, her favorite.

ROSIE:   Did Tom say when he was coming back?

MARIE:   He didn’t say.

RICHARD:  He’s here in spirit.

MARIE:   Do you want to wait with the drinks until he’s here?

(They all say “no” in unison.)

MARIE:  Be right back.

RICHARD:  Fred, you can stay at my place tonight. Just don’t take any coats.

FRED:  What?

RICHARD:  Oh nothing. Just an inside joke.

ROSIE:  Well, I don’t think you should stay at your place tonight. You are welcome at my place too. Whatever you want. We’re all here for you.

FRED:  God, that feels good.

(Marie returns to set the drinks down on the table. Then, they each pick them up to toast.)

MARIE:  Here’s to Linda!

RICHARD:  Good luck.

ROSIE:  And peace.

FRED:  We didn’t have a long time to get to know you, but we did get started and it felt good.

ROSIE:  A sweet stranger.

FRED:  She’s not a stranger to me.

MARIE:  We know she liked screwdrivers.

RICHARD:  Dancing and playing the piano.

FRED:  And the “Beverly Hillbillies.” She also liked to keep moving. It’s a start, but there’s a lot more to know.

ROSIE:  Yes, there’s definitely more.

(Everyone freezes as Linda enters to dance slowly across the stage. Tom enters quietly holding a camera, and then stops at the bar. Un-noticed, he points his camera and then snaps a picture of the foursome. Then, he quietly exits.)
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