The Plight of the Playwright 
By Zach NeSmith
Characters: 

Stephan (Stevie): Stevie is a small town boy in his mid to late twenties fresh out of college with dreams of possibly becoming the next Neil Simon or David Mamet, and what better place to do this then in the city of New York. The only problem is that he is easily stressed out, which can make it damn near impossible for anyone to get anything down on paper. At the moment, there are several things causing stress in his life, as he has just arrived in New York for his big debut, and hasn't even begun writing his play. Coupled with this, he is constantly being driven crazy by self-doubt, always questioning his abilities as a writer. He sees the play he is working on as a way to prove himself to himself, and therefore he must finish it at all costs.
David: As Steve's agent, David is unknowingly one of the major stress factors in Steve's already complicated life. His career has been one long winning streak, as is shown in his extremely self-confident manner, and he is constantly harassing Steve in order to ensure that they will both turn out successful. He does have quite a lot of confidence in Steve for the simple reason that he has never been wrong about any of his clients. 
Joanne: As one of two characters created by Steve for the play he's about to write, she acts as the voice of all of Steve's doubts about himself, constantly questioning Steve's method of writing. To her, the words 'constructive criticism" have absolutely no meaning whatsoever. She seems to enjoy trying to make Steve doubt his opportunities for success.
Hank: Hank is Joanne's opposite in every way: he represents the part in us that would like to believe that there is some light at the end of the tunnel. Unfortunately, the quiet manner that Steve has given Hank makes it easy for him to be overshadowed by Joanne. 
Scene One: A rather dirty one-room apartment. In the middle of the room is a couch with a cover over it.  Scattered here and there are boxes labeled "clothes," "books," "cookware," etc. On stage left is a small desk with a computer and a printer.  Next to the computer is a box of papers labeled "ideas." There is a knock on the door and Steve enters.
Steve: Who is it? 

Dave: (from off stage.) It's Dave! 
(Steve opens the door.  Enter Dave.) 

Dave: (glancing around the apartment.  Sarcastically.) Well, well! This is one hell of a nice place you got here, Stevie, my boy!
Steve:  Yeah, it isn't much, but I guess it's home. 

Dave: I wouldn't get too attached if I were you. (Puts arm around Steve.) With me as your guide, you'll soon be living the high life: Champaign, awards ceremonies, a house on easy street. Do you know how many people I've been singing your praise to?
Steve: (shrugs.) How many? 

Dave: At least ten, and that was just this week. They're all big in the entertainment business, and they're all anxious to meet you. I'm telling you kid; you're going to forge paths in the showbiz industry even I've never dreamt of!
Steve: I don't know, Dave. Doesn't it kind of seem like we're kind of counting our chicks before they've hatched? I mean, what if nobody likes what I write?
Dave: Don't talk like that, kid! Check my records: I have never been wrong before and I don't intend to start now. 

Steve: I'm not questioning your record, Dave; I'm just saying that all this seems kind of, well, rushed. 
Dave: Let me ask you something, kid. How many agents did you go through before you came to me? 

Steve: About six. 

Dave: And out of those six, how many turned you down? 

Steve: Oh, come on, Dave, you know how many.... 

Dave: Yes, but I want to hear you say it! 

Steve: (sighs.) All of them. 

Dave: That's right. You see, Stevie, you and me are two of a kind, peas in a pod. We’re artists. Your art is writing plays, mine is making your plays known to the world. The difference; my art is high in demand, yours is, temporarily, not. Aspiring playwrights are a dime a dozen. Hell, I hear from forty, fifty, sixty so-called “brilliant” playwrights a week, and even less then that are granted interviewed. All of them are unknowns and nobodies, and most of their material is crap. Yours was different, it stood out. There was a special something, a supernatural force working in your favor that day.
Steve: Would that “supernatural force” have anything to do with the $100 I gave you as an advance on your pay? 

(Pause.) 

Dave: Yes, that helped in my final decision, but I, unlike those other bums you went to, have a gift, an almost superhuman power, to see a persons talent. It just kind of shines around them, and you, Stevie, are like a 700-watt bulb in human form. I'm telling you kid, all you need in order to be a success is an agent with the right connections. Do you really think that Michelangelo would have painted the Sistine Chapel if his agent hadn't gotten him the job? And speaking about great works of art, how's that new play of yours that's going to make you a multi-millionaire?
Steve: What new play?

Dave: The one that’s been cooking up in that little genius play of yours.  (Pause) Tell me you’ve got something down on paper!

Steve: Well, see, that's kind of one of the problems I've been having lately. I've been just so stressed out with moving and everything, it's been kind of hard for me to write much of anything.
Dave: Exactly how much have you written? 

Steve: Exactly?? Well, aside from a few character sketches, setting descriptions, and one or two possible plot outlines, I have written exactly nothing.
Dave: Nothing? Look, kid, I'm your agent, but I can only go so far. 
Steve: Wait a minute, Dave. I gave you my portfolio. It’s got all my best work in it. Isn’t that enough?

Dave: Your portfolio is good, yes, as a sample of your talent. The people I’m talking to have had enough samples and they’re ready for the main course. You’re playing in the big leagues now, where people want results. If you don't do your job, it does kind of make it a challenge for me to do mine, which makes me look very bad. And when I look very bad, you look very, very bad, and neither one of us want that to happen, do we? 
Steve: You know I don’t want you to look bad, and I really don’t want me to look bad. Just give me a break! I've barely had enough time to get all my stuff unpacked.
Dave: Look, Steve, I don't mean to pressure you, but will you do something for me? 

Steve: Of course! What? 

Dave: Write something. Anything. It doesn't have to be Shakespeare, just enough for me to convince people I've spoken to that I'm telling the truth when I say how great you are! (Looks at watch.) Well, I've got another appointment I've got to get to. I'm going to be checking up on you. Will you do what I asked?
Steve: I'll try. 

Dave: No, don't give me "I'll try." Just do it. (Pats Steve on shoulder.) I've got all my faith in you, Steve; don't make me think that that faith has been misplaced! (Exits.  Steve looks after him for a minute, walks over to the computer, picks up the box labeled "Ideas”, brings it over to the couch and sits down with it. He places the box on his lap and starts leafing through it. He takes a deep breath.) 
Steve: All right.  I can do this. (He sits down, cracks his knuckles.) All right, scene.... scene. Let's see, the scene is...(he leafs through the box of ideas, finds one he likes) the interrogation room of a police station. A woman sits alone at the table doing her makeup. (Lights rise on stage left to reveal the exact scene as described above. Throughout the next few lines, the actors on stage left will do everything Steve describes.) Her name is...(thinks for a second.) Joanne Woodley. She is about 25, and very poorly dressed. She lets out an exasperated sigh, searches desperately for a cigarette, gets up and paces around the room angrily. A man enters (Hank enters.) His name is Hank, or detective lieutenant Henry Manzetti. He is at the most 55, dressed in his work clothes.
Hank: Good afternoon, Ms. Woodley. 

Joanne: I don't see what's so good about it. You've kept me in this room for two fucking hours. 

Hank: Now, now, Ms. Woodley, I know you must be frustrated, and I don't blame you. We'll try to have you out of here a.s.a.p.
Joanne: You damn well better! I do have a life outside of this station, you know. 

Hank: Yes, yes, and as soon as we're done here, we'll let you get back to a normal day. You've been very cooperative, Ms. Woodley, and, believe me we appreciate it. Now, I just have a few more questions I'd like to ask you, if you don't mind.
Joanne: You bet your ass, I mind! I've been answering your goddamn questions for the last two hours, and I've got a few questions I'd like to have answered myself, like what the hell am I doing here? I haven't done anything wrong. 
Hank: I'm sure you have questions, Ms. Woodley. If you'll continue to be patient, we'll answer all of them as soon as possible.
Joanne: Oh, "as soon as possible!" Now there's a phrase I haven't heard before! It's always "as soon as possible" with you goddamn fucking cops
Hank: There's no need for language, Ms. Woodley. Please, just calm yourself down. 

Joanne: Don't you tell me to calm down! I'm a law-abiding citizen, and I've never done anything wrong! You've no right to...I'm sorry; this just isn't working for me. It's just terrible.
Hank: What are you talking about? 

Joanne: Oh, you know perfectly well what I'm talking about; this scene, these characters, this God-awful dialogue. 

Hank: Oh, I don't know. It's not all that bad. 

Joanne: "Not that bad?" This dialogue is going nowhere. 

Hank: Well, I suppose it could be a little more interesting, but it's only the first few lines. Just give the play a chance. Maybe it will get more intriguing.
Joanne: And maybe it won't. Maybe we'll remain these cardboard characters throughout the whole thing, would you like that?
Hank: Well, no, of course not, but... 

Joanne: And you know whose fault it will be? His! (She gestures to Steve who is hunched over his keyboard trying to think.) Well, I'm not going to let my character turn into shit on the account of some half-wit.
Hank: Aw, he's doing the best he can. Leave him alone. 

Joanne: You don't get to tell me what to do. You're not really a cop, you know. (To Steve.) HEY, WRITER!! 

(Steve jumps.) 

Steve: What? What? (Looks around wildly.) Who's there? Who said that? 

Joanne: Don't bother looking around; you can only hear me! 

Steve: Who are you? 

Joanne: You know who this is. It's one of the characters you've so brilliantly created for your yet-to-be-titled play. 
Steve: (Gets up and starts looking around his apartment) Is this some sort of a joke? Where are you?

Joanne: Try looking over here, in the interrogation room. 

(Steve turns around slowly, sees Joanne. Joanne gives a sarcastic little wave, while Hank tips his hat) 

Steve: O-o-o-k-a-a-a-a-a-y-y-y.  Uh, can I help you? 

Joanne: Help me? That's a laugh! You can barely help yourself! Just who do you think you are, giving us dialogue like this?
Steve: Well, I'm sorry if you don't like it. I've just been under a lot of pressure. 

Joanne: (mimicking Steve.) "I've just been under a lot of pressure." Don't give me that excuse! Some of the greatest playwrights have managed under pressure: Shakespeare, Ibsen, and don't even get me started on that Tennessee Williams crackpot. Now, we demand better dialogue.
Hank: Now wait a minute! I never said I hated the dialogue. 

Steve: And you are? 

Hank: It's me, Hank Manzetti 

Steve: Oh. Hello, Hank. 

Hank: Listen, kid; I think you've got a good thing going here. You've created a great atmosphere, and your dialogue is very realistic, but the lady does have a point: you don't seem to have much of a story going here.
Steve: Well, I was kind of hoping to do that as the play went on. 
Joanne: You mean you haven't thought of it already?? Just what kind of a fucking playwright are you?? 

Hank: Oh, don't pay any attention to her: she's always critiquing her creators. You should have seen how she nagged Billy Shakespeare before he turned her into Lady Macbeth. But you should think about it. Maybe give it a couple of days.
Steve: I'd like to, but Dave's been kind of riding my ass today, and I really got to get this done. 

Hank: Oh, Dave's a prick. This is your play, not his. If you want this play to be a success, you'll follow my advice. Save your stuff, (Steve does.) close down your computer, (Steve does.) and go lie down on the couch. (Steve lies down.)
Joanne: Just what do you think you're doing? 
Steve: Well, I guess a little rest won't hurt. 

Joanne: So you're just going to leave us here, undeveloped?? 

Steve: Just for a little while. 

Joanne: Lousy fuckin' playwrights. 

Lights fade. 

Scene Two: It is a few hours later and Steve is still asleep. Suddenly his cell phone goes off, and he starts and wakes
Steve: Hello? Oh, Dave! I'm sorry. You've caught me at a rather bad time. Yeah. I do have one idea; it's, uh (Looks around for Hank or Joanne, doesn't find them) it's really speaking to me. The plot? Well, so far it’s about this woman (looks around once more) this loud, cranky, irritating battle-axe of a woman being interrogated for some kind of a crime. You talked to who?? Well, of course I know who he is. Who doesn’t? Monday?? Dave, that’s only four days away. There’s no way I could type that fast. No, Dave, carving the faces on Mount Rushmore was a “challenge.” Writing a full-length play in the course of four days is damned near impossible. I don’t care who he is, Dave, he could be the all-knowing, all-seeing theater guru for all I care. Superman couldn’t write that fast, let alone me. That would make me ecstatic! All right, I’ll talk to you later, Dave. (Hangs up. Looks around the room. To himself.) It wasn’t real. It wasn’t real. It was all some crazy…dream. (Lies back down on the couch.) 
(Lights rise on stage left, and we see Joanne still sitting in her chair, drumming her fingers on the table, a pissed-off expression. Hank is more relaxed, with his feet up on the table and his hat pulled over his eyes. Both rise.)
Joanne:  (quite loudly.) It was no dream, “Dorothy!” (Steve jumps about half a foot, lets out a little scream.) And just so you know, I’m not a Scarecrow or a Lion, either.

Hank: No, but you do make a hell of a good Wicked Witch of the West.

(Hank laughs, gives Joanne a pat on the shoulder. Joanne gives Hank an ice-cold glare. Hank closes his mouth, backs away.) 
Steve: You’re still here!

Joanne: Yes, the “loud, cranky, irritating battle-axe” is still here.

Steve: Look, Joanne, I know that you do have the best of intentions, but, as you may know, I’m getting enough stress from people who actually exist, so maybe you could go a little easy on me. 

Joanne: I have been going easy on you. 

Steve: I think it just might be better if you let me finish the rest of the play in peace….

Hank: She won’t.

Steve: I think I can come up with something that will make us all happy. 

Joanne: Buddy, I have seen other playwrights like you, and I have never seen one finish anything. You are going to whither, fade and die a worthless, faceless no-talent bum just like the rest of them.

(At this point, something snaps inside Steve, and he turns towards Joanne with a maniacal look on his face.)

Steve: I have to finish this play. Ever since I learned how to write, I’ve been writing plays and now I have a chance to make a career out of it and suddenly my sense of creativity has magically flown out the window. As if that wasn’t bad enough, I happen to have an agent who is more interested in his own image then in his clients. And, as God’s final joke, I’m standing here talking to people who aren’t even real. Now, I’ve made a promise to myself that I am going to finish this play, and no matter how many people get hurt and/or killed in the process, I’m going to do it, and I’m going to do it my way, on my terms, so back off!

(Joanne, having been temporarily defeated, sinks back into her chair.)

Hank: That’s telling her. That is telling her!  A-men, hallelujah, brother! I’m telling you, I have never seen any writer talk to her like that. Now you’re angry, your mind is going at top speed, this is just the right time for creativity: now all you got to do is sit down and write! Just let your brain take over and hold on tight. 

Steve: Boy, I…I’ve never felt like this before. I feel like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde: like there’s this hideous monster inside me that’s going to burst of my head and kill someone.

Hank: Welcome to the wonderful world of professional playwriting. You’ll get used to it. 

Steve: You mean these feelings are normal?

Hank: Are you kidding me? Eventually, you’ll wonder how you ever did without that feeling. And, just to set the record straight, you are our benevolent, almighty creator. You are the one who’s in control here: not Dave, not me, not Joanne. You! Now sit down, and go on with your creation.

(Steve sits down at the computer, a little shaken, but positively determined to finish this play as best he can.)

Lights fade.
Scene Three:  it is a two days later, and Steve is asleep at his computer. However, this is not the same Steve we saw at the beginning of the play: instead, he is a physical and mental wreck, having been at his computer, typing steadily for nearly two days straight.
On stage left sit Joanne and Hank, Joanne continuing to pace around the room, Hank engaged in a game of solitaire. Joanne, strictly to annoy Hank, sweeps all of his cards from the table, walking away with a smug look on her face.  There is a knock on the door in Steve’s apartment, but Steve doesn’t even flinch. Another knock:  still no reaction. Finally, the door opens and Dave enters.

Dave: Steve? (He sees Steve at the computer, grabs his shoulder, and shakes it.) Steve?

(Steve awakes with a start, grabs Dave by the collar.)

Dave: Whoa, there, Steve! It’s me! Jesus, Steve, you look like shit!

Joanne: (to herself.) You think he looks like shit, you should see what he’s writing.

Steve: (ignoring Joanne, releases Dave.) You really don’t need to tell me that, Dave. I think I’m perfectly aware of what I look like.

Dave: Been hacking away on that computer, eh, Steve? Letting the river of creativity juices flow?

Steve: For a while the river had a dam in it, but the dam burst and the river broke free. Fortunately there were only minor casualties.

Dave: I can’t tell you how glad I am to hear that, Steve. I really can’t. You, uh, you mind if I see what you’ve written?

Steve: I’d rather you waited until it’s finished.

Joanne: If it ever is finished.

Steve: Oh, will you shut up?!?

Dave: What?

Steve: Nothing! 

Dave: Listen, Steve you know the guy I told you about the other day? Well, he called back yesterday and I told him about your play. Either there was a faucet dripping in the background, or, I swear to God, the man was drooling.

Steve: Well, that’s great, Dave. I’m glad he was excited about my work.

Dave: So how’s your play been coming along?

Steve: Well, the cop’s still got the woman in the interrogation room, and he’s been asking her questions and things like that.

Dave: I think I see where you’re going with this. Sort of a social commentary about the innocent civilians falling victim to the horrors of a social system being controlled by the iron fist of the law!

Steve: No, it’s nothing like that. The cop is actually sort of a nice guy.

Hank: Oh, well, thank you, Steve.

Dave: Anyway, long story short, he can’t extend that deadline, and he wants to have lunch with you and me tomorrow to see your finished script and possibly work out a deal.  I’ll pick you up tomorrow, at about one.

(Pause)

Steve: I beg your pardon? We’re going to do what?

Hank: Okay, Steve, I know you’ve written me to be good-natured and friendly, but I now physically hate your manager.

Dave: I said we’re meeting him tomorrow at one. Why? Is there a problem?

Steve: I don’t know if I’m going to be alive tomorrow at one!

Dave: Hey, we’ve both been working hard! I know how you feel!

Steve: Dave, in the past few days, I’ve consumed every coffee bean in the southern hemisphere. I’m on such caffeine buzz that I can actually see through time itself. There is no possible way you could know how I feel. Maybe it’s my warped mental state talking, but aren’t you supposed to, I don’t know, tell me before you do something like this?

Dave: Usually, yes, but when lightning strikes, you got to take advantage. 

Steve: I know, and I’m grateful, but let’s get a few things straight here, okay? This is not a solo act we’re doing. You’re my agent; you work with me, and I think I should have some say in what happens to me. If you’re going to be my agent, you are going to have to learn to run things by me. Will you do that for me?

Dave: I’ll try.

Steve: No, don’t give me “I’ll try.” Just do it.

Dave: So, do I call up my friend and cancel our lunch for tomorrow?

Joanne: You may as well: he’s never going to finish.

Steve: (Partially to Joanne, partially to Dave.) No. We’ll meet him tomorrow.

Dave: See you tomorrow, then. And get some more sleep!

(Exits.)

Joanne: You’re not actually serious? (To Hank.) You think he’s serious?

Hank: Why not? He’s almost finished.

Joanne: Yeah, he’s almost finished. Most playwrights give up when they’re almost finished, and you know that almost as well as I do. Especially pathetic little hicks like our “benevolent almighty creator.” 

Hank: I think you’re wrong about this guy, I really do.

Joanne: Oh, fine! Take his side. The men are teaming up! Typical.

Steve: Okay, Joanne, that’s enough out of you. Now either you be quiet and do what I tell you, or I will have you die a terrible death in the final scene. Now, stop bothering me and let me write, and that goes for both of you!

Hank: Yes, sir! 

(Steve turns his back to them, facing the computer. Joanne sticks her tongue out at him.)

Steve: (Without turning) I saw that.

Lights Fade

Scene Four: It is late on Sunday night. Steve is sitting at his computer, hacking away at top speed. The floor around his desk is littered with empty coffee cups and crumpled up pieces of paper. Hank and Joanne are, of course, acting out the scene being written
Hank: Look, Ms. Woodley, we are going to be here as long as it takes for you to tell me the truth. (Joanne shrugs with disinterest) Ms. Woodley, your silence isn’t helping you much, and with the evidence we’ve got stacked up against you, you aren’t going to stand a chance with any jury in the world, unless you talk! Now, help me help you. (Joanne rolls her eyes.) You think you’re the only woman in the world to do what you did? Better yet, you think the guy on that slab in the morgue didn’t get what was coming to him? Believe me, miss, a bullet to the head is nothing compared to some of the things I’ve seen on this job. I’d go into details, but it makes me sick to my stomach every time I think of them. All I can tell you is what my years of experience in this department have told me; guys like your friend in the morgue ALWAYS end up in the morgue, no matter how tough they act. Maybe they slap their girlfriend once too often or maybe they say the wrong thing to the wrong person, but it always ends up the same. (Joanne yawns.) Another thing experience has taught me is that juries tend to go a lot easier on suspects who own up to their crime If I’ve seen it once, I’ve seen it a hundred times .So, taking all this wisdom into consideration, why don’t you do the right thing and tell us what happened tonight.
Joanne: No. 

Hank: Well, I guess it’s your decision, but....

Joanne: Wait just a damn minute! Is that really all I say?

Hank: Oh, God, here we go!

Steve: What is it now?

Joanne: Why is it that Sgt. Columbo over here gets a whole speech to himself while I only get one measly fucking word?

Steve: Hold it, Joanne. All this time you’ve been complaining about the dialogue, and now you’re complaining because of your lack of dialogue? Where in the script does it say that Joanne can’t make up her mind?
Joanne: I’m just saying that since I am trapped into being the female lead in this little play of yours, you might want to give me something to do. It’s bad enough having to recite this crap without having to sit on my ass and listen to it. I mean look at this; “Joanne shrugs,” “Joanne rolls her eyes,” “Joanne yawns!” Ooh, what daring and original action will you have me undertake next, “Joanne blinks?”
Hank: Steve, you know how much I hate to agree with her, but she is right. You’ve got a chance to create a truly great female character, but she does lack depth. Take it from me; nobody is going to care about these characters unless you make them care.

Steve: Joanne, believe you me, if I thought that it would get you off my back, I’d give you more to work with, but this isn’t as easy as it seems. For right now we are going to have to be happy with what we’ve got. Just try to be patient, and I’ll get around to strengthening your part.
Joanne: No, what you’ll be “getting around to” is your deadline, which I still doubt very much that you’ll make. 

Hank: And he’s not going to if he sits here talking to us. Now, come on, give him a chance. 


Joanne: Give him a chance? For the past two scenes, I’ve sat here shrugging my shoulders, rolling my eyes and biting my tongue, and for what? Don’t think for a moment that I don’t know what you’re doing; you’re not giving me anything to do or say on purpose. Well, let me tell you something, if you think that I’m going to just sit here silently, you’d better think again.
Steve: (More tired then angry.) You’re going to sit there silently, because I’m telling you to sit there silently. Maybe you’re right: maybe I’m not going to make my deadline and die a worthless, faceless, no talent bum. Maybe I should just give up. It’s not like the thought hasn’t been suggested in the past.  Mom used to say “no matter what you do or how good you do it, there will always be one person there to say, ‘you know, you’re not doing it good enough’.”  Boy was she right. I’ve had teachers tell me that, I’ve had people that I barely knew tell me that, and, despite the encouragement I received by others, I listened to the criticisms. And maybe that’s why I’m not giving you what you want; because I’m tired of bowing, catering, and trying to prove myself to people like you. It’s time I live up to my own expectations, and that’s why I have to finish this play; I have to prove myself to myself. Deadline or no deadline, this play will be finished, so if you want to get more out of me, Joanne, you’re going to have to treat me with respect. Is it a deal?
Hank: (Staring at Steve in awe and amazement) I am liking this guy more and more. 
Steve: Well?

Joanne: Whatever, let’s just get it over with.

Hank: That means “yes.”

Lights fade
Scene Five: It is about 12:30 the next day, and Steve is looking more like himself at the beginning of the play, although he has matured a great deal in the past few days. Right now, he is wearing a nice suit jacket and pants in preparation for his big business meeting. On the table is a semi-large stack of papers held together by a paper clip.  Hank and Joanne are still over stage left.

Hank: (to Joanne) I told you he’d finish! Didn’t I tell you he’d finish?

Joanne: He may have finished but it’s still a piece of trash!

Hank: Ah, you’re always so negative. (To Steve) He’s going to love it!

Steve: Maybe.

Joanne: (to Hank) Excuse me? I’m sorry, but were you in the same play I was? Because they’re going to hate the one I was in.

Steve: That’s another possibility! But, fact of the matter is, I couldn’t care less. I did it. I have proved to myself that I can do it, and if they like what I do, that’s fine. If not, I’ll go right on doing it, because it’s what I love to do.

(Knock on the door and Dave enters.)

Dave: Are you ready to go, Steve?

Steve: Of course! (Picks up script from computer table.) Let’s go. (Both exit.  Lights fade on stage right.)

Hank: (rises up from his seat) Well, I suppose it’s on to the next playwright. Maybe you’ll get lucky and wind up with a cheerful character this time.

Joanne: Maybe the next one will be able to write for a change. (She exits.)

Hank: (To himself.) She’s always such a critic! (Exits.)

The End.
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