Thomas Zaufke                                   Peter Lund 

LETTERLAND

Stories of those who have decided to never get fat. 

The People

Missy Ford, happy mother of two innocent children 

Thomas Ford, her for-the-time-being unsubstantiatedly jealous husband

Kimberley Quickly, her best friend, with ulterior motives 

Paige DeFaire, her even-better friend  

Anna DeFaire, her even-better friend's difficult daughter

Karl Berger, sixteen-year-old revolutionary

Sandy Deutschman, most popular girl in the subdivision

Oliver Debuskey, fattest boy in the subdivision

and

Irving Skoditt, comfort to all women...  

 ACT I

The sun rises above Letterland.  Blue sky, manicured lawns, high-quality architecture at reasonable prices.  An attractive, modern neighborhood in which you, yourself, would be happy to live.  A bird can be heard singing.  Missy's one-year-old, Justus, pulls out his slingshot and shoots the bird out of the sky... 

No. 1

                                 OPENING

        

Ensemble

Ensemble: offstage
   


There is a land where no one cries,


where sunshine's always on the rise,


and joy is never second-hand


in Letterland...

Missy walks in slow motion out of her front door to get the morning paper.  She looks up at the rising sun, and a smile breaks out on her face.  Paige jogs in slow motion onto the scene. Kim rises from her bed in one graceful motion, simultaneously shedding her bathrobe on her way to prepare for the day with her ample beauty products.  

Paige, Missy, Kim, Chorus:   

             It's right next door, just down the lane,


where every Joe, and every Jane 


watch children play, and have life planned


in Letterland... 

Tom hurriedly ties his tie. He wants to leave, but Missy holds him back by first offering up baby Justus, followed by baby Edith, for a goodbye kiss.  Karl and Ollie enter in slow motion as Sandy bounds onto the stage.

Sandy, Ollie, Karl:


Where worries never cross your mind,

Missy, Tom:


kisses are never hard to find,

Paige, Kim:


and love beams forth from every face,

Tom:


and you can find a parking space! 

All:


Where every plant that blooms and thrives


fills and enhances all our lives.


With comfort and a luxury car,


that land's not far,


it's where we are... 

Anna exits her door, where her mother sends her on her way.  Tom, in the meantime, is ready for his day, as is Kim.  Sandy and Ollie greet Anna, but with little enthusiasm. Karl mumbles to himself. 

All:


Abundance is our golden rule.

          Here skies are blue and stomachs full.


Sickness and hate cannot appear,


'cause things like that can't happen here.


Here happiness is guaranteed,


and you're ensured you will succeed.


For those in need, we have a creed,


for those in need, they get their money back, 


cash in the hand...

Rhythmic text, spoken over music.

All:  interwoven


Morning! Morning! Morning! Morning!

Paige:

Morning, Missy!

Kim:




                                      Morning, Tommy!

Missy:


             Morning, Paige!

Paige, Tom:



                                     Morning, Kim!

Sandy:


Morning, Ollie!

Ollie:







Morning, Sandy!

Kim, Missy: 



Morning,Anna!

Ollie, Sandy:






Morning, Karl! 

Missy:


Drive carefully! 

Paige:

So call me back?  

Tom:


You're in my thoughts.

Missy:


I'll wait for you.

Paige:


I love you, babe!

Anna:  out of sync  

Oh mama! 

Tom:

At six o'clock.

Kim:


I'll call you soon. 

All:  alternating


So call me back.


I'll wait for you.


You're in my thoughts.


Call back!


Call back!


I'll call you soon!

Tom:


At six o'clock...

Tom kisses Missy, and everyone sighs happily.

All:


Here no one's fat, and that's a fact,


'cause fat is gross,and that is that.


And growth that'th groth


ith really bad


in Letterland!

A toilet can be heard flushing loudly.  Everyone turns expectantly in the direction of the offending door.  Irving emerges unshaven, yawns, then burps, and finally reaches down to pick up his morning paper.  He looks at the ensemble.

Irving:

Somethin' wrong? 

All:


Here in our town, you can't get sick,


and things you eat won't make you thick.


And what you swallow makes you fly,


you fly so high...


Just smell the sky,


like grass,


like newly-plowed farmland,


like fresh pine forest air,


like turquoise sea and sand.


Come to the land that's got it all:


the country view, the city sprawl,


all right outside your own front door


in Letterland...


We all live here!


Be envious!


That point is clear!


In Letterland!

Everyone leaves the stage, with the exception of Paige, Missy, and Kim.  Paige gathers the mail and opens a letter.

SCENE 1

Paige:


NO! 

Kim:


What's the matter?

Paige doesn't answer. 

Missy:


Just tell me. 

Paige: still spoken


An.... OBSCENE NOTE!!

Massive musical cue. 
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I FEEL YOUR NEED                            Missy, Kim, Paige


Missy:


What?

Kim: 



Really?

Missy:


How?

Kim:

     



To whom?

Paige:


To me!

Missy:

 A note!

Kim:


       

To you!

Kim, Missy:





From whom?

Paige:


A truly trashy note to me!

Kim, Missy:


This doesn't happen every day --

Missy:


A note --

Missy, Kim:


   
 To whom?

Paige:




    To me!

Missy, Kim:








No way! 

The letter makes strange music.  Paige holds it as she would a dirty Kleenex.

As she reads it aloud, their fascination grows, somewhat against their will.

Paige:  reading


You know me, and I know you, too.


You're smokin' hot, you know it's true.


Late at night, you're a poor, lost lamb.


So, whatcha think, babe?  Here I am!


I see you daily, and I feel


just what your need is all about.


I feel your fire and smell the smoke.


I've got a way to put it out.


So if you feel like being naughty, 


just call me up.


Your, Irving Skoditt 

General response and rhythmic display of disgust.

All:


Ew!  Ew!  Ew!  Ew!  Ew!  


Eeeeeeeeeeeeew!

Irving Skoditt! 

Kim:


That's so disgusting, I could die!

Missy:


And he lives close to here, nearby!

Paige:

From that repulsive sack of shit...

Kim:

What does that dumb jerk think he'll get?

Both:

Even if Brad Pitt had just penned it,

I'd still be sickened and offended!

If he were just a fly, I'd swat it!

Irving Skoditt! 

In all the Heights that ever Wuthered,

have women ever quite so suffered? 

Missy:


Well, maybe --

Kim, Paige:




What?

Missy:


Yes, sadly...  me!

Kim:




You say that now?

Missy:


Just wait, you'll see... 

Missy, red from shame, pulls a letter out of her purse.  Kim rips the letter 

out of her hand.

Kim:  reading




You know me...

Paige:  also reading


...and, I know you, too.

Kim:




You're smokin' hot...

Paige:




The same as you!

Kim:




It's clear you don't get any sex.

Paige:


That isn't here.

Missy:



      
Just stop...  I know the text! 

Kim, Paige:


I see you daily, and I feel


just what your need is all about!

Missy:


If someone knows just what I need...

Kim, Paige:


...baby, it's me!

Paige:  resigned





Hey, I can read! 

All:


This goes beyond what's truly vile.


I feel far more than just defiled.


And there was not just only one,


he's had it printed by the ton!

To simply read a note this blatant,

makes me feel like regurgitatin',

but knowing it's been circulated,

makes us feel more violated.

By all the guys that ever mounted,

were women ever more discounted? 


This punishment comes straight from God, it's


Irving Skoditt! 


This whole thing screams revenge and blood!


It's not just raining, it's a flood!


You want the fire?  Find the flame!


We'll take the chance, but not the blame!

SCENE 2

Irving emerges from his apartment, sets up a cheap lawn chair in the direction of the sun.

Irving: (voice-over)

I actually get by pretty good.  600 bucks a month welfare, and then, on top of that, disability, which even went up in January.  They can't do anything about the house, 'cause it's my mom's, and since she went into that old folk's home, I don't have anybody bitchin' at me all the time about my underwear layin' on the floor.  And that Welfare-to-Work thing, forget it - ain't happening.  I got a note from my doctor.  Whatever happens, just don't make me get up and move.

Irving lays the paper over his face and falls asleep. 

Karl: furious


Everything's plastic. 

Ollie:


Huh?

Karl:

Everything is plastic here.  I mean, there's nothing real here.  It's all just a fake movie set.

Ollie:


You serious?

Karl:


Dude, grass doesn't look like that!  This is nature, man!  It needs to grow.  And live.  But, 
they take out their fascist lawnmowers and hack it away.  Everything the same size.  The 
houses, the people, the grass. 

Ollie:


Totally fascist.  Damn!

Karl:

But only to the edge of yard, you see that? 

Ollie:


What?

Karl:

Don't you get it?  Over that fence is the Third World!  We don't deal with them at all, got it?  Half the world has AIDS and nothing to eat, and these guys are over here digging dandelions out from in between their patio tiles with a toothbrush.

Ollie:


Yeah? Half the world? 

Karl:


What?

Ollie:


Half the world has AIDS?  Wow!  That's almost more than 50%!  That's just about 1 out of 
every 2!

Karl:


You asswipe! In Africa. 

Ollie:


Ok, but if that's true--

Karl:

You don't have AIDS.  To get AIDS, you have to do something...

Ollie: insulted


Then YOU don't have AIDS either!

Karl:


Of course not. 

Ollie:


You think...  Sandy Deutschman's got...  I mean, if she's...

Karl:


Sandy Deutschman doesn't have AIDS either. 

Ollie:


Not that.  I mean, if Sandy has ever--

Karl:


Because of Sandy Deutschman, all the AIDS viruses left and went back to Africa.  Why do 
you care about Sandy Deutschman? 

Ollie:


I...  uh...

Karl:

You've got a crush!  Oh shit, man.  Oliver Debuskey loves Sandy Deutschman.

Ollie:

That woman wrecks me, dude.  When she walks down the street, there's not a single piece of her that's not alive with action. 

Karl:


Yeah, there is:  her head.

No. 3

                 SANDY DEUTSCHMAN                                    Ollie


Oh Sandy Deutschman, the second I saw you,


Oh Sandy Deutschman, I just wanted to paw you.


I see your body


and get so horny,


then find a goopy wet spot in my bed next morning.


Sandy Deutschman,


don't you know?


Sandy Deutschman,


I love you so.


Sandy Deutschman,


x. o. x. o...  whoa-oa-oa-oa... 

Sandy Deutschman skips over the street once, completely in tempo with the music.

Sandy: cool


Hello, Ollie.

Ollie:


Hglgli... 

Sandy: beaming


Hello, Karl! 

Karl:


Hey, Sandy. 

Sandy exits. 

Ollie:

Oh sandy Deutschman, your landscape keeps changin'.


You're flat like a prairie, with two mountain ranges!


Your butt and boobies, cause my salivation.


I'd like to be your bike seat in a re'ncarnation!  


Sandy Deutschman,


don't you know


this volcano is set to blow.


Sandy Deutschman


I lava you so!


Sandy Deutschman,


why, oh why?


Oh your booty just


makes me die!


Sandy Deutschman,


save my life!

Sandy suddenly returns. 

Sandy:


Oh, Karl, I almost forgot.  Could you help me with my social studies again?  I didn't really 
understand that whole revolutionary group thing in Velezunela.

Karl:


You mean Venezuela.

Sandy:


Oh, Karl!  You're amazing!  You simply know EVERYTHING!

Sandy leaves again.

Ollie:


Sandy Deutschman,


save my life!

Ollie collapses.

Karl:


Hey, man, pull yourself together!  She's gone.   

Ollie:

 I'll never get her. 

Karl:


It wasn't actually half-bad just now.

Ollie:


You think?  I mean, she DID smile.  She smiled, right?

Karl:


What in the hell do YOU want with Sandy Deutschman?

Ollie:

The exact same thing that you want with Anna DeFaire, dickwad.

Karl:


Watch out what you say! 

Between Anna and me, it's totally platonic.

Ollie:


What does "platonic" mean?

Karl:


Spiritual.

Ollie:

You mean, without touching?  grinning  Of course not.  To do that, you'd have to talk to her 
first.

Karl: sensitive


I will, ok? 

Ollie:


Yeah, right.  Sure you will.  pause  But how? 

Embarrassed silence.  Music cue.

No. 4
                             DON'T MOVE A MUSCLE
                 Irving, Karl, Ollie 

Irving:


You're standing at 16 along the curbside,


expecting anytime the city bus.


Like hordes of seamen waiting for the flood tide,


you're wond'rin' how to get that first big thrust.

Irving slowly unwedges himself from his lawn chair. 


You're like the others pent up at the threshold 


who wanna leave this world to paint the town,


but life ain't nothing but a bus stop in limbo,

so snag a schedule and get on now.


The bus, of which I sing,

 
drives back around.


So he, who'll grab that ring,


should stand nailed down.


Don't move a muscle,


cuz otherwise the bus'll pass.


Don't move a muscle,


or it will simply smoke your ass.


You learn from all that ancient Grecian teachin'


that luck's a brainless, big revolving door,


so if you buckle down and stop your reachin',


you'll get a cushy seat and much, much more.

Ollie, Karl:


Huh?

Irving: sighing


Ok, one more time...

Irving:


You're always asking where to find the hot chicks.


But, trust me, hot chicks wanna locate you,


cuz broads have got these brains like brilliant psychics,


and just to keep up makes your lips turn blue.


But girls are really not into lip service.


They like a guy who truly seems laid back.


All desperate guys, for them, should find a circus.


The smarter guy knows how to lead the pack

Ollie, Karl:


D-d-d-d-d-d-d-don't move a muscle,

Irving:

 
so that the chicks won't freak and run.

Ollie, Karl:

D-d-d-d-d-d-d-don't move a muscle!

Irving:


They love to track down their own fun.


The thing that's truly hot is what you work for.

Ollie, Karl:


The thing that turns you on is hard to find.

All:


So let her stumble onto you, and you'll score,


and you can drive her right


out of her mind!


D-d-d-d-d-d-d-don't move a muscle!


That goes for women and the bus.


D-d-d-d-d-d-d-don't move a muscle!


Your fame will grow without a fuss.

Ollie:


It's super sweet, although molasses pours slow.

Karl:


Just lyin' around should be the master plan.

Irving:


No one who's comatose is sleepin' solo,


cuz everyone who's chilled,


HE IS THE MAN!

Dance break.

All:


So when you break her shell


and hear just how it cracks,


d-d-d-don't you move one bit


You'll always get your girl


to her CLI – MAAAAX!


D-d-d-d-d-don't move a muscle!

SCENE 3

Romantic music.  The bedroom of Missy and Tom.  Missy appears in a loosely-tied bathrobe, bent on seduction.  Tom is standing in the bathroom doorway with nothing on his upper body.  Missy and Tom approach each other in slow motion, and just as they are about to kiss, Justus and Edith choose that particular moment to start screaming.  Tom backs down.

Twins:


Waaaaaaahn!  Waaaaaahhhn!  Waaaaaaaahhhhhn! 

Missy:


Sorry, sweetheart! 

Tom:


No problem.  They're my kids, too.

Missy: to the twins


Did my little prince do some dirty business?  Oh, my goodness!  That really smells like 
poopie-poopie.  to Tom  I'll be right back, honey.

Tom:


Take your time.

Missy disappears into the bathroom with Justus.

Missy: calling from offstage


How was your day?

Tom: calling back 


Shitty would be an understatement. 

Missy: offstage


Why?

Tom:


Jake was causing problems again--

In the bathroom, Justus starts to scream, ear-numbingly.  Tom gets louder, trying to talk over it, but is not successful.

Tom:

--with that deadline, and I told him that I already have 145 hours of overtime, and then he asked me if I was aware of how many unemployed architects there are walking around out there, and then he asked how far along we are in paying off our mortgage, and he told me that if I don't go to the convention next weekend-- 

Edith starts wailing.

Tom:

--I CAN GO LOOK FOR A NEW JOB!!

Missy appears in the bathroom doorway.  Justus and Edith are suddenly quiet.

Missy:


What did you say?

Tom:


Everything's just fine.

Missy: laying Justus back in his bed 


Are they not just two little angels?  Tom, tell me honestly, are there anywhere two happier 
people than us four?

Tom:


Missy-- 

Missy:


I know, Tom.  I feel the same about you.

Romantic music begins again.  Tom and Missy approach each other.  Tom gently touches Missy's breast.  In exactly that moment, Edith starts whining.  Tom pulls his hand away, and Edith is still.  Tom tries it again, and the same thing happens.  Tom touches Missy's rear end, and Justus starts to whine.  Tom tries Missy's waist, and both children are quiet!  Ever so tenaciously, he lets his hand slide down to Missy's rear, and Edith raises the alarm.  Missy pushes Tom away.

 Tom: resigned


Do you know when the last time was we slept together?

Missy:

Tom, please!  Don't start now, like Kim and Paige.  Oh!  Ooooh!!  Some little piggy has a really big appetite!

Tom:


You don't lust after me anymore.

Missy:


Tom--

Tom: 

Admit it.  My body doesn't turn you on anymore.

Missy removes Edith from her breast.

Missy:


You have a wonderful body.  All the other men I know just got fat after the baby arrived. 

Edith burps loudly, and Tom nods in resignation.

Missy:

All of them, except you.

Tom: suddenly awake


What other men?

Missy:


What?

Tom:


What other men?  You know other men?

Missy:

Tom! 

Tom:

I mean, how do I know how many men run their hands over you everyday, while I'm fighting for the survival of our family?

Missy: furious


The only man who "runs his hands over my body everyday" is 9-months-old and just 
happens to be your son.

Tom:


Of course, that would explain why you have so little desire to--

Missy:


Why do all men obsess about that same one thing?

Tom:


Ha!  Again!  What does that mean:  all men?!

Missy turns red. 

Tom:


Missy Ford, you're hiding something from me. 

Missy doesn't answer.

Tom:


Missy, this is very bad for the feeling of trust in our relationship.

Missy hesitates a moment, then, furiously, she walks to her bathrobe, takes out Irving's letter, and hands it to Tom.

Missy:


So that you can never say I keep secrets from you.

Tom opens the letter.  It makes music again.  Tom reads it.

Tom:


And?  What else happened?

Missy:


What?

Tom:


I mean, nobody writes this kind of letter without a reason.

Missy:

TOM!

Tom:

You will have encouraged it in some way. 

Missy:


Of course.  Every morning, when I go to throw out the dirty diapers, I flirt with Irving 
Skoditt.

Edith and Justus begin to make noise, which grows steadily louder.

Tom:


You can encourage someone without directly flirting with him.

Missy: 

How so?

Tom:

Just look at you, how you run around here.

Missy puts her bathrobe back on, furious.

Missy:


Up until now, you've been very happy with the way I run around here.

Tom:

But there is a huge difference between whether you make ME happy or Mr. Unabomber, there!

Edith and Justus start screaming again at the top of their lungs.

Missy:


No problem.  I can just go ahead and make a burqa out of Justus' diapers for the next time I 
have to go shopping.  

Tom:


It would be better that way.  QUIET!!

Sudden stillness. 

Missy: regally


Thomas Ford, do not scream at my children.  she pulls her bathrobe closed.  You have a 
very strange way of coming to terms with the needs of your wife. 

Tom:


But Irving Skoditt has a better way of coming to terms with your needs?

Missy:

At least he's prepared to fulfill them.

Tom is speechless.  Missy exits the room. 
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                             JEALOUSY                                                    Tom

Tom:


Within the span of each man's lifetime,


there comes a moment full of dread


that all he's managed to accomplish --


his job, the house, the child, the lawn --


is all a house of cards instead!  

Tom walks over to the whining Edith and observes her.  Then, while singing, he takes her and, more or less lovingly,  begins to change her diapers.


The lawn is looking rather brownish.


Your job has trapped you in its snare.


The smile your kid has looks more frown-ish,


and now your wife just might,


just maybe, yes, no prob'ly has, 


who knows, some hot 


and sleazy love affair!!


Jealousy!


A huge rush of jealousy


of all the things for which you fought,


that others got,


but you did not...


You feel jealousy,


that rough sea that let's you see


that in your good old neighborhood 


a neighbor could

prove just as good...


His flat has two more rooms than mine.


Things with his boss must be just fine.


His kid says “thank you” ceaselessly,


and when his wife asks breezily,


“how was your day?”, she is sincere.


He has no brat whose screams I hear.


And what is more:


he's having sex five times a week!


With whom?  Who knows?  Could be


eventually with my own wife, that whore!

Edith cries louder at her less than gentle handling.  Piano once again.


Jealousy!


Goddamn!  In a flash, you see


that not one thing you “own” is yours.


It's all the bank's, down to your pores.


Her dad co-signed the loan.


Your debt has grown.


You're crawling on all fours.


Some two-bit romeo has my wife.


Is nothing mine, and mine alone, here?


The children, they are really...

Tom shocks himself with his own thoughts.  He looks at Edith and holds her up next himself in an imaginary mirror.  Finally, he cathartically sings.


JEALOUSY!


What's more awful than jealousy?


You become someone else


as the fire in you swells,


and the danger is raw


when you're trapped in its jaw.


As you dance in the flames,


nothing matters at all,


'cause you sense


after so much pretense


a feeling so immensely real:


JEALOUSY!

Tom howls like a wolf.

AAH-OOOOOOOOOH!!!!! 

SCENE 4

At Paige's.  Anna is playing Bach on her cello.  Paige enters the room.

Paige:


Can you turn that thing down?  We have guests? 

Anna plays more quietly, otherwise not reacting.

Paige:


What in the world are you doing anyway?  Outside, it's 80° in the shade.  Every normal 
child is at the pool, and my daughter is sitting in the dark in her room fiddling a funeral 
dirge!

Anna:


Bach. 

Paige:

What?

Anna:


It's Bach.  It's our cultural heritage.

Paige rolls her eyes heavenward.

Paige:


Have you written your invitations? 

Anna:


I'm NOT celebrating. 

Paige:


You're turning 14!!!

Anna:


I don't think the world is any condition for me to be throwing parties.

Paige swallows, contains herself, and tries again in a nicer way.

Paige:


Anna, do you think that I don't understand where you're coming from?  I celebrated my 
14th birthday at an anti-nuclear demonstration.  But, that didn't stop me from popping 
open a couple bottles of champagne and smoking a bowl with the guys.

Anna:


May I continue practicing now?

Paige:


Not before you've written all of your invitations!

Anna:


I told you, I'm not celebrating! 

Paige:


Oh, yes, you will -- and how!  You were invited to Sandy's, you were invited to Julie's, and 
you were invited to Patricia's, and I refuse to just stand by and watch everyone laugh, 
because my daughter happens to be the most unpopular girl in the whole neighborhood!

Anna:


No wonder Dad left you.

Paige swallows hard.  Anna begins to play again.  Paige leaves the room.  The kitchen becomes visible, and it's obvious Missy and Kim have heard the whole conversation.   

Paige:


That child is killing me.

Missy has obviously been interrupted in the middle of a long story.  She continues angrily:

Missy:


--and then he said I had obviously led that big fat slob on, and THEN he said, where 
there's smoke, there is bound to be FIRE!

Kim, Paige:


NO! 

Missy:


I have loved that man!  I have given him two children!  My father paid for our house!

Kim:


You quit your job for him!

Missy:


Oh my God, that's true!  I QUIT MY JOB FOR HIM!  

Paige:


Men!

All three:


They're pigs!

Missy:


Except Daddy. 

Kim:


And now?

Missy:


What do you think?

Kim:


You're leaving him. 

Missy:


I'm going to meet Irving Skoditt. 

Paige:


You're meeting-- 

Kim, Paige:


Irving Skoditt?

The doorbell rings.  All three react as if caught red-handed.  Paige goes to the door.

Paige: offstage


Sandy Deutschman! Well, what a nice surprise!

Sandy: enters the kitchen, speaking as if on automatic


Good morning, Mrs. DeFaire.   Good morning, Mrs. Ford.  Good morning, Mrs. Quickly.

Paige:


Anna will be very pleased.  Would you like something sweet?

Sandy:


Oh, no, thank you, I have to watch my figure.  I actually only came by to cop...  Sandy 
catches herself in mid-sentence  I mean, Anna was going to help me with my math assignment.

Paige:


Just go on in.  Anna is in her room writing out invitations to her birthday party.

Sandy: automatically 


Goodbye, Mrs. Quickly.  Goodbye, Mrs. Ford.  Goodbye, Mrs. DeFaire.

Paige: with true feeling


Such a sensible girl. 

Sandy exits.  Paige and Kim, as if on command:

Kim, Paige:


WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU'RE GOING TO MEET IRVING SKODITT?!

Missy: 


Just what I said.  to Kim  And you are going to tell Tom.

Kim:


I would never do that!  I'm your friend!

Missy: to Paige


And you will warn both me and Irving just in time.

Paige:


Why should I do that?

Missy:


To avenge our downtrodden gender!

Kim, Paige:


Wow. How?

Missy:


Well, I'll tell you...

SCENE 5

Ollie and Karl can be found trawling around in front of Paige's house with a bouquet of flowers. 

Ollie:


She went in there, dude.  Do you think she'll come out again?  Geez, that woman is fully 
destroying my mind.

Karl:

No big deal, man.

Ollie:


And you think I should just go up there?

Tom arrives in his car, and drives onto the set.  All the trees fall over.  Tom gets out of the car in a bad mood.

Karl: grinning at Ollie


Daddy's home. 

Ollie:


God, what a loser!

Tom:


Why are you both hanging around here?  Don't you have school?

Ollie:


Another great day at the office, huh?

Tom:


I wish I had it as good as you do.

Karl:


Well, you don't.

Karl and Ollie fall into laughter.

Tom:


Pre-pubescent thugs. 

Paige has come out of the door with Kim and Sandy.  Anna stands grumbling in the background.

Ollie:


She's coming!

Sandy:


Goodbye, Mrs. DeFaire!  Good evening, Mr. Ford!

Paige, Kim:


Evening, Tom! 

Tom mumbles a greeting and wants to go into the house.. 

Karl: to Ollie, who is still hiding


Just go!  Now! 

Sandy: joyful


KARL! 

Karl:


Shit. 

Kim:

TOM?

Paige: to Sandy


So, you'll come to Anna's little party?

Kim: to Tom 


Can I talk to you for a sec? 

Anna:  


I'm not celebrating!

Paige: whispering


Shut your mouth now, or we're putting your Cello on Ebay!

Kim grabs Tom and pulls him to the side.  They pantomime a conversation.

Sandy:  calculating


But, only when Karl comes, too.

Karl:


ME? 

Paige: 


Of course!  The more, the merrier! 

Ollie:


Tell her you're bringing me!

Karl:


I don't WANT to go! 

Ollie:


Hey, dude, are we friends, or aren't we?

Sandy, Paige:


Karl?

Karl:


I mean, yes, that is to say, I mean...  Can I bring somebody with?

Paige:


Of course you can!  I'll put a bowl of nuts and a couple wine coolers out on the table -- you 
kids like those so much -- and then, you can have yourselves a real sit-in.

Anna:


Oh, Mom!  

Paige:


Enough. 

Sandy:


See you tomorrow, then.  Goodbye, Mrs. DeFaire!  Goodbye, Karl!  She runs into Ollie.  Oh, 
hello, Ollie.  

Ollie:


She touched me. 

Ollie faints again.  Paige and Anna go back into the house.  Tom grows more upset downstage.  During the scene, it slowly grows darker. 

Tom:


I just cannot believe it!

Kim:


I can't believe it, myself, Tom.

Tom:


And, why are you telling me this? 

Kim:


Out of...  respect for our friendship?

Tom is uncomfortable with the topic.

Kim:


Tom!  That is just ridiculous!  Just because you decided to choose Missy back then...

Kim laughs and shakes her head, in an incredibly relaxed manner.

Tom:


The way it looks, I seem to have made the wrong decision.

Kim: offended


Don't say things like that, Tom!  Missy is a wonderful woman, and more importantly, my 
best friend!  Your problems stem from your children and her not being able to give you 
what a healthy man surely needs...

Tom:


How do you know that?

Kim:


Missy and I don't have any secrets.  But, one thing you must believe:  everything I do, I do 
so that you both get what you deserve.  with a bat of the eyes  Most of all, you.  Just look, the 
moon is on the rise...

Silence.  Kim sighs.  Music cue. 

Kim:


Is there anywhere else such a beautiful moon as in Letterland?

Tom:


And when...  I mean--

Music stops.  Kim sighs. 

Kim:


Tomorrow afternoon at 5:00.  Missy told me you have a convention.

Tom: loud


And why do I have to go? 

Kim:


Shh. Quiet.

Tom: sputtering angrily


To earn the money to pay the installments on her god-damned house!

Kim:


I know, Tom!  It's terrible!

Tom:


...for her damned house with her damned Kenmore kitchen and her damned Bang and 
Olufsen sound system and her Italian furniture--

Kim:


I can't imagine you bought all of that just to find out your wife is with...

Tom: closes his eyes, wearily 


And, do you know...  who?

Kim considers shortly whether or not she should tell him the truth, but decides not to.

 Kim:


No.

Tom stares numbly at the horizon. 

Kim:


How 'bout a little nightcap? 

Tom doesn't answer.  Kim goes to him and takes his hand.

Kim:


There are those evenings when no one should be alone...

Music overtakes the scene.  Kim pulls Tom off the stage.  In the miniature houses, lights are turned on.  Kim and Tom can be heard having sex.  Their voices are small and sound as if they are coming from a telephone.

Kim:


Yes...yes...yeeees!  Say those dirty words again!

Tom:


Quarterly earnings! 

Kim:

Ooohhh! 

The sound of Anna's cello can be heard.

Paige:


Do you know how late it is?

Anna:


I'm not tired yet!

Paige:


But our cultural heritage IS tired!  Dead tired, as a matter of fact!

Television:


The numbers have just been released, and the percentage of the population still 
unemployed has reached 9 percent.  

Irving:


Cheers! 

Edith and Justus can be heard wailing in the background.

Missy:


Where are you just getting home from?

Tom:

What do you care where I was?

Missy:


You woke the children up!  And, you've been drinking!  Tom Ford, you're drunk!

Tom:


Yeah!  And, I have a right to be!  

All of the sounds mix together into a concert of sorts.  Karl enters with the moon in his hand.  He looks down on the small houses and sings.  

Karl:


I see a star where no one cries,


how it adorns the moonlit skies.


True joy is near, and still so far,


beyond that star.


But joy lives next door, close at hand


in Letterland...

Karl blows the moon out, as if it were a candle.

SCENE 6

Anna's yelling interrupts the music.  Paige's and Kim's living rooms are parallel to the scene.

Anna:


No, no, no, NOOOO!  I am not putting on that dress!

Paige:


That thing cost me 200 bucks, and it's your birthday present, and you WILL put it on.

Anna.


To humiliate me in front of the whole world, or what?

Paige: screaming back


TO SHOW YOUR LOVING MOTHER THAT YOUR GRATEFUL!! 


HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

A door can be heard closing loudly.  Kim is at Missy's.

Missy:


And, what did he say? 

Kim:


He wasn't exactly thrilled...

Missy:


Was he jealous?  Please tell me he was jealous!

Kim: hesitatingly


It wasn't really like I expected it to be. 

Missy: in love


Because he doesn't actually think I would.  Oh, now I feel guilty...  

Kim:

Missy Ford! Are you an emancipated woman or not?  It is your duty, in the name of all 
degraded women in this country--

Missy:


I know.  You're right.

Paige enters.

Paige:


Guys, I'm so excited!  I can't believe you're into it!

Kim:


Of course she's into it!  Do you have the sack? 

Paige:


XXL!  So that everything fits inside!

Loud laughter. 

Paige:


God, I'm so envious!  You have to tell us everything!

Missy:


Excuse me, but what should I tell?

Kim:


He must have a secret.

Missy:


A secret?

Paige:


That guy has already had half the neighborhood.  There must be a reason!

Missy:


And you're telling me that NOW?!

Kim:


Didn't you know?

Paige and Kim break into hysterical laughter.

Missy: determined


I quit. 

Kim, Paige:


What?

Missy:


I am the mother of two innocent children.  I love my husband, and I...

Kim:


And that's exactly why you are going to see this thing through to the end.

Paige:


You are going to teach Tom a lesson--

Kim:


He is going to finally recognize his insane jealousy--

Paige:


And come back to you, full of regret.

Missy:


Oh, I don't know---

Kim: 


Missy Ford!  Remember!

Kim, Paige: a capella 


By all the guys that ever mounted


were women ever more discounted? 


This punishment comes straight from God, it's


Irving Skoditt! 


This whole thing screams revenge and blood!


It's not just raining, it's a flood!


You want the fire?  Find the flame!

Paige and Kim exit. 

Paige: nervous


Good luck. 

Scene change.

SCENE 7

In Missy's bedroom.  Missy sits alone, unhappy and undecided.
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                 JUST SOMEONE TO DANCE WITH                                  Missy

Missy:


Why am I here?




What do I want?


I'm sitting on my double bed, the kids are sleeping right next door,


and I'm expecting soon a...  stranger's call.


How can this be?  And, is this me?


This bed still  seems to be my bed, but are my children really near?


And is my husband still in love?


So, what is it I'm searching for?


I'm seeking still...


I've sought so long...

The music changes.  Missy starts to relax, lost in memories. 


My very first dance at the prom, the girls are frozen where they stand...


The boys have zits and drip with sweat.  


It smells like fear, but you can bet 


when one walks up he'll take your hand... they'll interlock.


He's trembling as he pulls you in, his hand where it's not meant to be.


Your timing off, you miss a beat.


You feel exposed, like naked meat, 


until your thigh feels something hard...


it is his...


Just someone to dance with,


that's all I was looking for.


But all of his plans hid


a desire for something more.


It was not my kind of dancing


and the dance steps were so new,


but though they were not as fancy,


I'd learned, when we were through.


After that were many men, and I would dance so willingly.


But, every time the song would end, I'd feel his motive start to bend, and I'd be good...


Though quite afraid, I'd start to dance...


Just someone to dance with


'cause dancing all alone's absurd,


when a man had me entranced, it


let me dance as he preferred.


After time I grew exhausted,


and my feet showed wear and tear.


When your soul is thrown and tossed, it


makes you disinclined to share.


Sitting wear'ly at the bar's edge,


I observed the dancing few


on their steady, rhythmic voyage,


'til a voice came to me:  “You...?    


...how about a bit of dancing?”



That was all he seemed to want.


In his eyes, I saw that he was


someone I could count upon.


That it was no more than dancing --


I was shocked and so relieved.


So we lost ourselves in dancing,


and never thought to stop just dancing,


'til I finally for the first time fell in love.


And now the children are asleep in there,


and I am sitting on our double bed,


and I think of only...


dancing.

The doorbell rings.  Missy is jerked back into reality.  Scene change.

SCENE 8

At Paige's.  Anna is sitting in front of a cake with candles, a colorful dress pulled on over her normal, daily black uniform.  Just looking at her, one knows she is very unhappy.  Missy, Kim, Sandy, Ollie, and Karl are standing around her.

All: except Anna


So, once again your birthday's here,


and once again, it's time


to celebrate and bring you joy


by singing you this rhyme.


That big bouquet of flowers


standing on the table there


will bloom and grow with water


and a little loving care! 

Paige:


Happy Birthday, my little princess!  And so many presents!

Sandy:


I didn't know whether you already had one, but my mother told me a book always makes a 
great present. 

Anna:


Thanks, Sandy. 

Paige:


And now it's time to dance!  Come on, boys!

Anna:


Mom! 

Paige:


Of course!  Every real party has dancing!

Paige turns on the stereo and starts to dance.

Paige:


Now we'll show you youngsters how to really get down!

Kim and Paige dance together.  The youngsters look on, speechless.
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                      LATE TONIGHT!                                    Paige, Kim, Sandy

Stereo:


Late tonight


is the night


for an explosion!


Late tonight,


something's finally got to blow!

Paige and Kim start to sing with the stereo.

Paige, Kim, Stereo:


Late tonight,


I just want


to feel some motion.


Late tonight,


I don't want to take it slow!


Every stoplight's stuck on green.


"Trip the light fantastic!" means


late tonight


will be one like


you've never seen!

Kim and Paige dance up to the boys. 

Kim:

So, boys, now it's YOUR turn! 

Paige and Kim pull Karl and Ollie from their chairs.  Sandy and Anna continue their dialogue over the music.

Stereo, Ensemble:


Late tonight,


we will go


down in hist'ry.


Late tonight,


you'll be waiting there for me.


Doesn't matter who you are.


Late tonight, you'll be my star,


'cause tonight,


you'll fall in love 


with me, you'll see.


Whoa -oo -whoa-oa-oa!


Late tonight,


you'll fall in love with me...


Tonight, whoa, tonight... 

Sandy:


Your mother is fantastic!

Anna:


Thanks!

Sandy:


You are absolutely nothing alike!  Should I tell you a secret?

Anna:


No.

Sandy:


I have the most massive crush on Karl!

Anna:


Which Karl?  

Sandy:


The guy dancing with your mother. 

Paige:


Ok!  Now it's the girls' turn!

Sandy: shouting


I get to dance with Karl. 

Sandy dances past Ollie on the way to Karl.  Ollie looks on, destroyed.

Paige: hissing into Anna's ear


Go take care of your guests.  Be a good hostess!

Anna starts dancing listlessly with a sad Ollie.  Kim eavesdrops through the wall.

Paige: moaning to Kim


My back is killing me.  Do you hear anything?

Kim:


Not a peep!

Paige:


You mean, they're already--

Kim:


Still waters run deep!

Paige:


But not Missy!

Kim:


Who knows?

In the meantime, Sandy is dancing a spirited solo, while singing with the stereo.

Sandy:


Late tonight


is the night


that I'll get Karl!


Late tonight,


it will finally become real!


All the best I wish for you,


and the best is you know who!


Late tonight, 


I'm gonna finally seal the deal! 

All:


Late tonight... late tonight... late tonight... late tonight...

The music transforms into a strange sort of beating as the scene changes.

SCENE 9

At Missy's.  Irving is sitting on the bed, and Missy is standing as far away as possible against the wall, trying, in a cramped way, to continue the conversation.  Irving is true to his nature, which means he does nothing at all to seduce Missy. 

Missy: nervous


And so, professionally, you...?  Oh, nothing, yes, you already said that.  That sounds totally 
fascinating...  doing nothing.

Irving:


Does that really interest you?

Missy: beaming


No.  Not at all.  I mean, would you like to drink something?

Irving:


Not necessary.

Missy:


I mean, the thing that really interests me--  clutching her heart  --how is it that you came to 
write a letter like that to me?

The music stops. 

Irving:


It's just an offer.  Nobody has to answer, but most people do.

Missy:  


So, you do this all the time? 

Irving:


I'm an equal opportunity employer.  Always have been.

Missy:


You...  You are absolutely vile!

Irving:


Whenever I see that there's a need somewhere, I feel like I just have to lend a hand.  It's just 
my nature.

Missy:


And you think, I have...  a need?

Irving:

 
I see it.

Missy:


How can you say something like that?  I am a married woman!  This whole thing is anyway 
impossible.  My children are asleep right next door.

Irving:


Well, if they're asleep?

Missy:


 But, they'll wake up.  They always wake up when--  biting her tongue

Irving:


You see.

The music starts again.

Missy: quietly


Would you please go?

Irving:

But I just got here.

Missy: desperate


I'm sorry.  I made a mistake.  I'm...  I don't know--

Irving:


Not happy.  I know.  But, now I'M here.
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                          TANGO WITH ME                                    Irving, Missy

Irving:


Won't you dance just one tango with me...? 

Missy:


What?

Irving:


...on the two and the four, logically...

Missy:


I...  I don't know... 

Irving:


Just one step shy of sheer


ecstasy, but that step's syncopated, 

 
so put your hand here!

Missy:


Oh, please no...

Irving:


As we tango, your defense will crack --


three steps forward and only one back.


Lost in tempo and music


things happen unplanned,


'cause the heat of the tango


turns up in the "and"...

Missy is fascinated against her will.

Missy:


Oh my god, am I still me?


Oh my god, why am I here? 


Oh my god, where can I duck and cover?

Irving:


Dance the tango...

Missy:


Oh my god, just help me, please!


God, he really stinks like beer, 


but he tangos like a Latin lover!  


Holy Lord, it's for your strength I pray, oh...


God, if dance had only made him gay... 


oh! 

Irving:


Tango, tango, aaah!!!..

Missy:


God in heaven, make it end,


but just wait a tiny sec,


'cause I really love the way we're dancing.... 

Irving:


Come and tango the smoke from my stack.

Missy: simultaneously 


Oh my god, where am I at?


Oh my god, I'm getting hot,


and somehow inside I feel Hispanic! 


Irving:


Three steps forward and just one step back...

Missy:


God, he smells just like a frat


and a pair of dirty socks,


but the way he reeks is so organic

Irving: 


Lost in tempo and music


life happens unplanned,

Missy:


How my hips are moving seems obscene, I...


feel as if I'm deep in Argentina! 

Both:


'cause the fire in a tango


is fed by the "and"...


Musical interlude.

Missy:


Come, let's tango, and make it piquant --


one step back after three toward the front.


Lost in tempo and music


sex happens unplanned,

Irving:


Ah...


Ah...


Aaaaaaaah!!!..

Both:


'cause the flames of a tango


are fanned by the "and"...



Missy and Irving dance a fiery tango.  Musical cut.

SCENE 10

Party next door.  Everybody's loud, except for Anna and Karl, who try, pathetically, to dance.

All:


Late tonight


is the night


for an explosion!


Late tonight,


something's finally got to blow!


Every stoplight's stuck on green.


"Trip the light fantastic!" means


late tonight


will be one like


you've never seen!

Fade. The music continues, while Anna and Karl try to talk by yelling over the music.

Karl:


I always say:  confiscate everything!

Anna:


What?

Karl:


CONFISCATE EVERYTHING!  IT'S THE ONLY CHANCE!

Anna:

Good idea. 

Karl:


When there's no other way, seize everything.  And whoever resists, gets their throat cut.

Anna:


Yeah, cool. 

Karl:


And with the money, we'll build schools in Uganda.

Anna:


Doesn't Uganda have a military dictatorship? 

Embarrassed silence.

Karl: trying to be cool


I mean Somalia.

Karl laughs awkwardly.

Anna: lovingly


I think that's great! 

Karl: relieved


Yeah? 

Anna:


Yeah. 

Karl:


You dance great!  

Anna:


Really?

Karl:

Yeah, everything moves on you! 

The orchestra takes over.  Anna suddenly dances uninhibitedly.  The music closes the scene out.

Anna, Karl, Ensemble:


Doesn't matter who you are.


Late tonight, you'll be my star,


'cause tonight,


you'll fall in love 


with me, you'll see.


Whoa -oo -whoa-oa-oa...

Paige:

Kim, pinch me, I'm dreaming.  The child is dancing.  With a MAN!  Do you think 
something will happen tonight?

Kim: 


Tonight?  Oh shit!  We forgot about Missy.  What time is it?

In that exact moment, the stage quakes.  All trees fall over, and the dancing people tumble onto each other.  Kim and Paige look at each other.

Kim, Paige:



TOM! 

General disorder.  Kim and Paige run to different sides of the stage.  The youngsters look on, confused.  Musical scene change.

SCENE 11

At Missy's.  Missy and Irving are lost in the heat of a tango.

Missy: fully uninhibited


Won't you dance just one tango with me


on the two and the four, logically?


Just one step shy of sheer


ecstasy, but that step's syncopated, 

 
so put your hand here!


As we tango, your defense will crack --


three steps forward and only one back.


Lost in tempo and music


things happen unplanned,


'cause the heat of the tango


turns up in the "and"...

Loud knocking on the door.  Paige sings from outside.
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   FINALE ACT I                                       Ensemble

Paige:


Oh, Mrs. Ford!  You've been found out!

Missy:


By whom?

Paige:


By Tom! 

Missy:


Oh god, not now! 


My man!

Irving:


Your man!

Paige: entering


Her man!

Irving:


Oh man!

Paige:


Where can he hide?!

Missy: to Irving


in Pakistan!

Irving:


This truly is no time to joke!

Paige:


Quick, hide him now!

Missy:


I'm going to have a stroke...


Oh, Ms. DeFaire, where can he go?!

Paige:


The couch? 

Irving:


The tub! 

Missy:


Your gut'll show!

Paige:


In bed? 

Missy:

  
No, tom would smell that hair!

Irving:


Below?

Missy:


I haven't vacuumed there!

Paige:


Then let's just put him in this duffel!


Paige pulls a burlap sack completely over Irving.

Paige, Kim:


Whew! That was close, but now he's muffled!  

Tom’s "Jealousy" theme music.  Tom walks majestically onto the stage, Kim by his side.  In the door can be seen the curious heads of the youngsters. 

Kim:


I swear I really tried to stop him,


but he attacked me like a bear!

Tom:


I got tipped off to something rotten:


that my wife just might, 


just maybe, yes, no prob'ly has,  


who knows, some hot


and SLEAZY LOVE AFFAIR!!!

All:

Oh! Ew! Aaah! 

Missy:


How can you even stoop to think it?

All:

Aah-ha! 

Missy:


We've always been a faithful pair!

All:

Aah-ha! 

Missy:


How can you even dare to jinx it?


Now the neighbors see 


how weak that we can be.


Believe you me,


I guarantee it's all UNFAIR! 

All:


Oh! Ooh! Aaah! 

Missy: 


I'm here with Paige, 


to help and please her,


with no evil thoughts in mind,


like a young Mother Theresa


sorting old clothes left behind,


helping fight Ukraine's tough battle


just to clothe Chernobyl's poor.


Now you stampede through like cattle,


trampling all I feel and more!

All:


She had Chernobyl in her heart,


but now it's all been torn apart!

Paige:


Seldom have I seen a friend be


quite so needlessly accused.


There's no point in your pretending.


Tom, this time it's pure abuse!


I'm so filled with utter loathing,


no forgiveness comes to mind,


so I'll just take this Kiev-bound clothing,


and leave to go and help mankind!


For you both, I've crossed my fingers.

Now, come on, y'all, lend a hand!

Off we go, no time to linger.

Drag this bag of filthy rags,

let's dry clean all this contraband! 

Karl and Anna drag the sack out of the door.  Tom is so destroyed that he doesn't even notice Irving's intense struggle inside the sack.  For a moment, the action slows.

Tom: to Kim


You said I ought... 

Kim:


Well, I was wrong.

Tom: to Missy


And then I thought...

Missy:


Don't think too long!

Tom: lamely


I missed the point.  Forgive me, please...

Missy:


That's all I get?  Apologies?


Forgive you, please?

Did you all hear?

Forgive him, please?

Too cheap, I fear.

Forgive you, please?

How nice for you.

Forgive him, please?

Where've I gone to?

Forgive ME, please,

my only love.

That's it, I'm through!


Tom:


I'll make it right for you, I swear...

Missy:


You'll make what right?  No way, nowhere!


You have no right,


no kids, no house,


and come the dawn, 

you'll move right out! 

I'll get the car and swimming pool.

Your rights will get you just a stool...

While Missy and Tom continue to fight, the ensemble covers them musically.

All:


He has no right,


no kids, no house.


The way it looks


she'll kick him out!

Missy:


Your rights will get you what you've got:


the right to custody, or not!


Tough luck, you're not right anymore,

so get your ass right out the door!

All:


It's bad for him,


and mean of her!


How thrilling!


This is drama pure!


Never was fury's


fire so fanned


like this one here


in Letterland!

So full of hate,

so underhand,


that's how we fight,

fight here in

Letterland,

in Letterland,

in Letterland,

Letterland,

in Letterland,

in Letter, Letterland...

The chorus fades.  The lights go on in the small houses, as Anna and Karl look onto the small, strife-filled neighborhood.

Karl:


Do you see the moon over Letterland, Anna?

Anna:


Yes.  I see it, Karl.

Both:


And if no place truly exists but here,


and stars are just papier-mâché,


and if I'd swear we could just disappear


and find ourselves far, far away...

Karl:



And if no one knows what will be,

Both:



or if someone's there looking down...   

Anna:


And if we don't know what will be,

Both:


or if this is true, here and now,


who cares?  


Just look:  love is what we've found. 

INTERMISSION

ACT II

The sun rises above Letterland.  The first number is delivered in a much more belabored way.  Letterland has trouble getting out of bed today.  Missy droopily enters the children's room to check on her sleeping children.

Ensemble: offstage


There is a land where no one cries,


where sunshine's always on the rise,

Missy exits the room.  Justus peers over the edge of the bed, gurgling, and proceeds to wake Edith.


and joy is never second-hand


in Letterland...

Justus:


A one, a two, a one, two, three!

Justus, Edith: 


It's right next door, just down the lane,


where every Joe, and every Jane 


watch children play, and have life planned


in Letterland... 

Tom: offstage


Missy!  Are you deaf?

Missy:


THEY'RE YOUR KIDS, TOO!!

Justus and Edith laugh evilly.  Scene change.

SCENE 12

Irving emerges with his lawn chair, silently fuming.  Ollie sits in the corner, grumbling.

Ollie:


You stink.

Irving:


How do you think you'd smell if you got dry-cleaned three times?

Ollie:


God, you stink like hell.

Irving:


My entire identity down the drain.  It's gonna takes months 'til I smell like myself again.

Ollie:


They really nailed you.

Irving:


What the hell's that supposed to mean?  It was nothing but an unfortunate chain of events.  
Nothing more.

Ollie:

They did it on purpose.

Irving:


What a load o' crap.  Why would they have done it on purpose?  I didn't do anything.

Ollie:


I wouldn't mind your self-confidence.

Irving:



That's exactly your problem!  You have no self-confidence.  Wanna beer?

Ollie: depressed

She didn't even give a goddamn that I was there.  Karl this, Karl that!

Irving:


You're imagining things.

Ollie:


Am I stupid, or what?

Irving:


Well...

Kim has nervously entered the scene and is looking over the fence.

Kim:


Am I at the right place?  Mr. Skoditt?  Kimberley Quickly. 

Irving:

I know you!  You're that lawyer--

Kim: correcting him


Partner.  Since last May.  Law firm Miller, Brockman and Quickly.

Kim presents Irving with a professional card.

Irving:


Are you here to sue me for what happened last night?  'Cause if you are, then lemme tell 
you, I'll sue your ass back for assault and battery.  I'll tell you that much.

Kim:


On the contrary.  Mr. Skoditt, my client -- I mean, my best friend, Mrs. Ford -- Missy -- 
regrets very much what happened yesterday evening.  It was simply an unfortunate chain 
of events--

Irving: to Ollie


See, what'd I tell you?

Kim:


And Missy would like me to convey...

Irving:


What?

Kim:


Could we possibly do this without any witnesses -- just you and me?

Irving:


Get lost, runt.  The adults are talking.

Ollie:


But- 

Irving gestures to get Ollie to leave.  Ollie leaves, grumbling, then positions himself to eavesdrop.

Irving: calling after him


And always remember, let them come first!  shaking his head to Kim   Youth these days.

Kim:


Um, yes, as I was saying, Missy would like to convey that she is terribly sorry for 
everything that has happened.

Irving: grumpy


Me, too.

Kim:


And she would like to suggest a...  renewed effort to meet, as was previously planned. 

Irving:


You serious?

Kim:


But this time, just to be safe, on neutral territory.

Irving looks inquisitively.


9 Letter Road.  9:30 p.m.  "DeFaire" is the name.

Irving:


I know.  I've been there before.

Kim: pointed


Oh?

Irving:


But no tricks this time.

Kim:


No tricks.

Irving: tucking the card away, grinning.


Women. 

Suddenly Kim stops playing the lawyer and asks him directly:

Kim:


Tell me something.  How do you do this?

Irving: grinning


Curious?

Kim:


I could not possibly care less.  But, somehow, you must...  I mean, you...

Irving:


Go on, feel free to get intimate.

Kim:


Now, don't go trying to get personal with me.  I am here in a purely professional capacity.

Irving:


Lots to do in the office, huh?

Kim:

Yes, it's terrible! That embezzlement case is just eating me up.  And Miller told me that for 
what he pays me, he could get three girls, twice as fast and three times as pretty.

Irving:


No, he couldn't.

Kim:


But try saying that to him.  Hey, wait a minute!  Why am I telling you all this?
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        WALTZ FOR A WHILE                                  Irving, Kim

Irving:

Come with me, and let's waltz for a while --

Kim:


What?

Irving:


just a three-quarter waltz for a while,

Kim:


Now?

Irving:


where you count one, two, three,


and forget easily,


where that last fourth might be.

Kim:


God, the last time I danced a waltz, I was fifteen! 

Irving:


Come with me, and let's waltz for a while --


just a small, harmless waltz for a while.


Life floats by with no cares,


'cause the beat never squares -- 

Kim: delighted


-- 'cause that quarter's not there.

Irving:


Waltzing can be addictive,


it's a rhythmical fact.

Kim:


Like a three-quarter fix, it's...

Both:


...metronomical crack.


Come with me, and let's waltz for a while. 


When we do it, we'll do it with style.


We might kiss, but no more,


'cause a waltz (just like all intercourse) can't


just stop on the floor!





They dance.  Kim proves to be a perfect ballroom dancer.

Both:


It's divine to be waltzing,


'cause the end never comes.


There's no danger at all, be...


...cause this dance is the


coitus int'rruptus 

 
of all the world's dances.


Its rhythm, thank God, 


has no borders or fences. 


Come with me and let's waltz for a while --


just a three-quarter spin down the aisle. 


Round and round we will turn,


and our heat might just burn,


but one thing is for sure:


waltzing makes you want...  


more! 

Loud knocking.  Kim freezes.

Irving:


Who's there?

Tom: offstage


Hello?  Is anyone there?

Kim:to herself


Oh my Lord, it's Tom!  to Irving  I think I have to go now.  I...  I fully lost track of the time!  
I have another appointment!

Irving:


No prob.  Go out the back.

Kim: offended


Irving Skoditt, you are the most repulsive, disgusting, and charming man I have ever met!  

Irving:


You're not the only one who says that.

Kim leaves out the back door, but stops to listen as Irving lets Tom in.  Tom is wearing sunglasses.

Tom:


Irving Skoditt? 

Irving:


And you?

Tom:


Um... Sousa.  Philip Sousa.

Irving:


Sousa. 

Tom:


Sousa.  Like the composer, without a John.

Irving:


I have the feeling I know you from somewhere.

Tom:


I...  My face is pretty run-of-the-mill.

Irving:


You're from Welfare!  Forget it!  You Feds can't make me do anything!  I got a note from 
my doctor.

Tom: nervous

I think you've got something turned around.  I'm not here to get you to do anything.  
Actually, the opposite.

Tom laughs insecurely.  Irving looks skeptical.

Irving:


Ok, spit it out.  What's up? 

Kim: aside


I'd like to know that, too.
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                        I'LL WALTZ WITH YOU                             Tom, Irving

Tom:

Well, I'm in love.

Irving:







How nice for you. 

Tom:


Not quite so nice.

Irving:




You mean, she's through?

Tom:


Well, you could say...

Irving:




 ...the chick is hitched?

Tom:


Well, actually...

Irving:




...the same old sitch.

Tom:


She says that, as a rule, she never


goes to bed with other men...

Irving:


...because her husband is her "friend",


and it's a rule she'll never bend.

Tom:


And if it's true?

Irving:


You're do'n it wrong.


If she decides to be


headstrong,


you stare her down


without a blink,


then grab your beer 


and take a drink


and say...

Tom:


Yeah, what?

Irving:

Come with me and let's waltz for a while --

Kim:


Excuse me, what?

Irving:


just a three-quarter waltz for a while.

Tom:


And then?

Irving:


Just a quick one, two, three,


it'll function, you'll see.


She'll be right where you need!

Kim:


This can't be true!


What he told me


was just a line


he uses randomly.


That's simply indefensible!


The things he whispered to me last,


the things he whispered last,


he's teaching in a master class!

Irving:


Come with me and let's waltz for a while --

Tom:



just a small, harmless...

Irving:


...waltz for a while.

Both:


When you waltz with your goal


right in front of your eyes,


you end up with the prize!

Kim:


This is just so disgusting!


Does this guy have no tact?

Men:


If you cover your lusting,


she'll uncover her rack!

Dirty laughter from the men.  Tempo change.  Tom returns to his 4/4 bureaucratic rhythm.

Tom:


But, I don't have the courage yet.


So, I was thinking, maybe,


that you could get her first in bed 


to make it easier for me. 

Irving:


And after that?

Tom:


I'd say, "Look babe, 


this virgin act just won't play.


Once you've already climbed the peak,


the trail you used...

Both:


...works always!"

More dirty laughter from the men.

All:


Of all the women ever courted,


was one so cunningly extorted? 

Irving:


How much?

Tom:



Two thousand.

Irving:





It's a deal.


The address?

Tom:



  16 Letter Court

Irving:


No way -- it couldn't be more right. 


My friend, this is your lucky day.


It's guaranteed, just by the way.

Tom:

So, what the hell does that mean, then?

Irving:


I'm meeting her at half past ten!


The key that opens her back door


was sent just 10 minutes ago!

Tom:


Ten-thirty?  But, then I'll be home!

Irving:


The neighbor's house is where we'll go!


Christ, what's her name, that woman there?

Tom: destroyed


Her name is Mrs. Paige DeFaire.

Irving:


Just look at that! Is that not luck?


It rarely works out quite this well!

Tom:


I must admit, I'm kind of struck


 
by just how well the plan has gelled.

Irving:


And we'll both get our turn at bat.


I'll hit her up.

Tom:


I'll knock her flat.

Kim:


Your dirty deals are all debased!


Your plans could backfire in your face!

All:


'Round and 'round, we will waltz 'cross the floor,


like a bull and its ma-tat-ador.


You might even be sure


that the red cape is yours,


but I'll show you the score,


and waltz you that much more!

SCENE 13

Ollie and Karl.  Ollie is teaching Karl how to waltz.

Ollie:


Waltzing can be addictive,


it's a rhythmical fact.


Like a three-quarter fix, it's


metronomical crack.

Karl:


Stop with that shit.  This is total bull.

Ollie:


But that's the way he did it.  It's the only way you're gonna nail her.

Karl:


I don't wanna nail her!  I wanna--  Oh, forget it.  YOU wouldn't get it, anyway.

Ollie:


What, then?

Karl:


This is something... different.

Ollie:


Shit!  You're gay!
Karl:


Asswipe. I just don't wanna be so crude!  I gotta do it with style, you know?

Ollie:


Oh my God, you really are gay!

Karl: threatening him

I'll show you how gay I am!

Sandy passes by in a really bad mood.

Sandy:


What happened?  Did they kick you out of pre-school?

Ollie:


Come with me, and let's waltz for a while --

Sandy:


What?

Ollie:

 
just a three-quarter waltz for a while,

Sandy:

Oliver Debuskey, you're not dealing with a full deck.

Ollie: getting rolling


where you count one, two, three,


and forget easily,


where that last fourth might be.

Ollie beams at Sandy.

Sandy:


Excuse me, I made a mistake.  The deck your using has no cards AT ALL! 

Ollie:


But...

Karl:


Bag it, dude, let's go.  Later, Sandy.

Karl goes to pull Ollie away..  

Sandy:


Karl Berger!  Didn't you want to tell me something?

Karl:


Uh-uh. 

Sandy:


You think I don't know what you're doing?  Did you actually think you could get away 
with doing it with my best friend behind my back? 

Karl:


Since when do you have a best friend?

Sandy:


Anna confessed everything to me during catechism!  How you were after her, and how you 
made it sound like you cared for her as a person.  You... Playboy!  After everything we had 
together!

Karl:


What did we have together?

Sandy: falling into Karl's arms


Oh Karl!!  tearing herself away again  No!  I can't forgive you that quickly.  I still have my 
pride.  I expect an apology! 

Karl: beside himself with anger


Apology?!?

Sandy: falling back into Karl's arms


Ok, darling.  I know, I should be stronger, but my mother explained to me that men have 
needs.  Let's just pretend this stupid misunderstanding never happened.

Karl pushes Sandy away, and looks calmly at her.

Karl: seriously

Sandy Deutschman, what the hell kind of drugs are you on? 

Sandy:


But Karl, how can you talk like that to your Sandy?

Karl:

And now you're gonna close your eyes and count to a hundred, and when you open your 
eyes, I'll be gone and you'll forget that I ever existed.

Sandy:


To a hundred?

Karl:

And if you lose count, you have to start over again, ok?

Sandy closes her eyes, and Karl sneaks off the stage.

Sandy:


Karl? Karl! Something's not right!  You don't mean what you're saying.  I am the one that 
you love!  suddenly realizing  Aha!  This is a trick.  You want me to close my eyes so that 
you 
can give me a kiss!

Ollie begins to touch Sandy.

Sandy:


Oh, Karl! Don't!!  I'm ticklish!  KAAARL!!!!

Ollie kisses Sandy. 

Sandy:


Oh Karl, don't ever do that again with your little Sandy.

Ollie und Sandy kiss.  Then, Sandy opens her eyes.

Sandy:


AAAAAAH!!! AAAAAHHH! AAAAAHHH!!! 

 Ollie: desperately


Be quiet!!! 

Ollie holds Sandy's mouth shut.  Irving emerges from the house with Tom.

Irving:


Then, into the breach, Mr. Sousa!

Tom: close to vomiting


Into the breach, Mr. Skoditt!

They shake hands, and Tom quickly takes a tissue from his pocket and wipes his hand clean.  The whole time, Sandy tries desperately to get away from Ollie.  Tom walks by them.

Ollie:


Mr. Sousa?

Sandy:


Hrglhgrhlgrglhllghrll...

Tom:


Why aren't you both in school?

Ollie:


We're off. 

Tom:


I wish I had it that good.

Sandy:

HRGLHGGRHLGHRGHRGHL!!!

Tom exits.  Irving looks at Ollie and shakes his head.

Irving:


Kid, you'll never get anywhere like that.

Irving goes back into his house.  Ollie lets Sandy go.  She continues screaming on repeat.

Sandy:


AAAAAAH!!! AAAAAHHH! AAAAAHHH!!! 

Ollie pins Sandy's arms against her side.  Sandy becomes quiet.

Ollie:


I'm really sorry.  I mean it, really.  Things like that just happen sometimes.

Sandy:


What? 

Ollie:


That somebody falls in love with somebody else, and that other person doesn't love them 
back.  And...  And now Karl loves Anna. 

Sandy becomes suddenly, eerily still.

Sandy: cold


I hate you, Oliver Debuskey.  I hate you more than I have ever hated anyone in my entire 
life.  Before I kiss someone like you, I would rather kiss a skunk.

Ollie: unhappy


But, Sandy--

Sandy:


Karl loves me!  DO YOU HEAR ME, YOU JERK?!  ME, ME, M--

Ollie:


HE LOVES ANNA!!

Sandy:


ME!

Sandy covers her ears.

Ollie: furious


ANNA! And Anna wrote Karl a love letter and asked him he if he wants to go with her and 
he doesn't love you at all 'cause you're nothing but a made-up Barbie doll and you only 
have crap in your head and Karl doesn't like girls who wear make-up and he said tonight 
he's gonna meet Anna and they're gonna do it.

Shocked silence.

Sandy:


Tonight? 

Ollie: unsure


But, I don't think you're a made-up Barbie doll, and it doesn't matter to me that you have 
nothing in your head, and--

Sandy: mad, but enjoying it


Tonight...

Ollie: lamely


--and... I love you.

Sandy: hatingly


Go get hit by a bus.

Ollie crawls off the stage.  Sandy looks malicious. 
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         LATE TONIGHT IN MINOR                      Sandy, Karl, Tom, Irving

Sandy:


Late tonight, 


it's my night 


to pull the gloves off.


Late tonight, 


guaranteed, I'm gonna win!


I'll go get what should be mine,


and roll over those in line.


Late tonight,


with all my might,


I'll capture him!

Karl appears, then Irving and Tom.

Karl:


Late tonight


will be just


the beginning.

Tom:

Late tonight,


someone's waiting there for you.

Karl:


Everything your heart desires

All:


will get thrown into the fire.


No one knows,


late tonight,


what will be,


but I know


what will be,


it will be


guaranteed.


Late tonight...


Late tonight...


Late tonight...


Late tonight!

SCENE 14

At Paige's.  Missy is sitting on the bed.  Kim is watching the scene from outside.  Paige enters with sheets in her arms.
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              MY VERY BESTEST GIRLFRIEND                         Missy, Paige, Kim

Kim:


She's my very bestest girlfriend,


who will always help me through.

Paige:


Every BFF's a blessing,


when a woman's torn in two.

Missy:


How you live and love and lose it,


no one knows it more than she,

All three:


'cause your very bestest girlfriend


will be there in times of need.

Paige:


So, I still don't fully understand why you decided again to--

Missy:


Whose side are you on, anyway? 

Paige:


Now, listen to me.  I went to the trouble of changing the bed and putting out new towels.  
And scented candles!

Missy:


Do you actually think this is fun for me?

Paige: insulted


How do I know?  You never tell anybody anything.  

Missy:


Well, how do you think it was?  It was awful!  Disgusting!  Degrading!

Paige:


Got it.

Paige:


Every woman needs a girlfriend 

Missy:


who can hold her secrets well.

Both:


And though men are good for some things,


bestest friends won't kiss and tell.


If you try and pull a fast one,


as will happen now'n again,


rest assured, someone will see you,


and that someone's my best friend!

Kim barges in.

Kim:


Don't ever ask me to do anything like that again.  It was hideous!  An absolute nightmare!

Missy:


Is he coming?

Kim: grinning

 
Have fun! 

Missy:


What do you guys want from me?  If Tom--

Kim:


Don't talk nonsense.  If you were really worried about what Tom thinks, you would be 
meeting him for couple's therapy tonight at 9:30, and not lying in Irving Skoditt's bathtub.

Paige:


You're gonna bathe with him?  You never told me that!

Kim:


She's in love. 

Kim:


From one girlfriend to another,


let's be honest, and admit... 

Missy: 


Irving Skoditt is the vilest man I have ever met, and I don't feel the slightest thing for either 
him or his body, like any other woman would!  I mean, wouldn't!

Paige. Kim:


...how you lie and love and learn is


something someone special sees.


It's your very bestest girlfriend--

Kim:


Your child is crying.

Missy:

 
Really? 

Missy leaves the room. 

Kim: whispering


TOM KNOWS EVERYTHING! 

Paige:


NO! 

Kim:


And Missy lies like a rug!  Irving Skoditt is fantastic!  Paige, he is a GOD!

Paige:


I know.

Kim:


I know. 

Paige:


It was so unbelievably degrading! 

Kim:


Disgusting! 

Paige:

We have to warn Missy. 

Kim:


The hell we will!

Paige:


But we're her friends.

Kim:


A true friend should not hold any secrets from her friends.

Paige:


At least not when she's offering the use of her own personal bathtub.

Missy returns. 

Missy:


Strange -- they were both fast asleep.

Kim:


Missy, I'm sorry about what I just said.  Paige and I know that you are only doing all of this 
in order to clear things up between you and Tom.  And, speaking just for myself, I can't 
wait until you achieve just that. 

Missy:


Thanks, Kim. 


You're the bestestest of girlfriends,


and it's you they're speaking of

All three:


when they say a bestest girlfriend 

Kim:


wants to share the things you love!

Scene change from Paige's bedroom.  Sandy and Anna.

Sandy:


Karl told me everything!  Oh, Anna, I'm so happy for you!

Anna:


Why?

Sandy:


Well, why shouldn't I be, now that we're best friends?

Sandy:


In your life, there's truly nothing


so exciting in the world


as the steps toward becoming


more a woman than a girl!

Anna:


Thank you, Sandy.  I always thought you were a superficial and totally empty girl, but 
apparently, I had the wrong idea.

Sandy:


Not at all!


When your eyes play tricks and fool you,


ask your heart to spell it out,


'cause tonight is the night for an explosion!

The music stops.

Anna:


Where did you hear that?

Sandy:


Karl and I don't keep any secrets from each other.  You have to understand, we are 
soulmates.  That happens sometimes between men and women like me.  We're the kind of 
women that don't immediately jump into bed with men.  My mom says that's why it lasts a 
whole life long, which is never the case with purely sexual relationships.  So, what are you 
going to take off?

Anna:


What do you mean?

Sandy:


Anna! This is gonna be the most beautiful night of your life!  You want to make yourself at 
least look pretty!

Anna:


No. 

Sandy:


Why not? 

Anna: honestly 


I can't make myself look pretty.  I'm too ugly for that.

Sandy:


But Anna--

Anna:


And don't tell me that I'm "interesting".  That's how my mother always describes me.  It's 
like a death sentence.  For my mother, "interesting" comes just after "uglier than sin" and 
"she would do better to walk around with a paper bag over her head".

Sandy:


But, you ARE pretty.

Sandy suddenly becomes honest, which is not all that easy for her. 

Sandy: moved, against her will


Very, in fact.

Sandy goes to Anna and tenderly takes the hair out of her face.

Sandy:


You just don't see it.  But you're beautiful.

Sandy remembers her role and her plan. 

Sandy:


But we're going to change all that!

She holds up a beauty case.

Sandy:


In here is everything that the cosmetic industry could come up with to turn women into the 
kind of thing that brainless men secretly fantasize about at night.

Anna has to giggle.

Sandy:


And I swear, when we're finished with you, Karl won't even be able to recognize you!
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         Reprise -- MY VERY BESTEST GIRLFRIEND                Sandy, Anna

Anna:


Any super bestest girlfriend


knows the perfect fit for you.


So, you've got to ask a girlfriend,

Sandy:


if you've got one who's that true.

Both:


All suggestions, every outfit,


she knows just the perfect one.


She can also make you doubt it.


If your girlfriend is the bestest,


who needs enemies to test it?

Sandy:


As your friend, she'll do that, too.


SCENE 15

In Paige's kitchen.  Paige, dressed in a bathrobe, drags herself and her very bad mood to the refrigerator.  She takes a yogurt out and makes a nasty face.  After thinking twice, she puts the yogurt back and reaches into the freezer to take out a large carton of vanilla ice cream.

Refrigerator:


Have we thought this completely through?

Paige:


Oh, shut the hell up.

Paige slams the door shut.  She inhales some of the ice cream and then turns to address the refrigerator door.

Paige:


Stop looking at me so contemptuously!

Refrigerator:


I didn't say anything.

Paige:


You were just thinking out loud, I know.  I need that now.

Refrigerator:


You know I'M thrilled when you eat reasonably.  You're much too thin, anyway.

Paige:


That's what you say!  Ask the random guy on the street.

Refrigerator:


I'm anyway not referring to food.  I'm just asking, do you think you're behaving in an 
appropriate way right now?

Paige:

What am I doing wrong now?  Pushing my husband out of the house with my 
reprehensible behavior?  Pressuring my child?  Neglecting my mother?  Go on, tell me!  
There's evidence enough!

Refrigerator:


You're just beating yourself up.

Sandy has entered the kitchen.

Paige:


My refrigerator is beating me up!

Refrigerator:


You're just imagining things!

Sandy:


Mrs. DeFaire? 

Paige is startled.

Sandy:


I just wanted to tell you that I'm leaving.  And Anna wanted me to tell you that you don't 
need to go up and tuck her in. 

Paige:


Ok, Sandy. 

Sandy:


Is everything ok, Mrs. DeFaire?
Paige:


 Everything's great, Sandy.  Goodnight.

Sandy:


Goodnight, Mrs. DeFaire. 

Sandy leaves. 

Refrigerator:


Everything's great.  Everything's great!  Nothing's great!

Paige:


Will you finally shut your damn mouth! 

Refrigerator:


You're betraying your best friend, and you think that's great?

Missy calls from the bedroom.

Missy:


Paige?

Paige: hissing at the refrigerator


I refuse to discuss this type of moral dilemma with my refrigerator.  Do you hear me?

Refrigerator:


Because you know you're wrong.  Because you feel guilty and you're avoiding a 
confrontation, just like you always do.  And just so you know, that's also the reason 
Charlie left US and moved to the city to--


Paige rips the plug from the wall.  Missy enters the kitchen.

Missy:


What are you doing?

Paige:


Defrosting the freezer.

Missy:


At 9:30 in the evening?  Are you ok, Paige?

Paige:


Great.

Missy:

I'm not.

Paige:


...

Missy:


I'm ashamed of myself.  Kim was right.  I'm not doing it to get back at Tom at all.

Paige:


Why are you doing it, then?

Missy:


I don't know, myself.  'Cause... because something's missing. 

Paige doesn't know what to say.

Missy: entreatingly


Don't you think that something's missing?

Paige feels ashamed and doesn't answer.  Missy goes to Paige and hugs her.

Missy:

Wish me luck.

Missy leaves again.  Paige remains behind with her guilty conscience.  She looks at the plug, and plugs the Refrigerator back in.

Paige:


Go ahead.  Tell me you were right.

The refrigerator says nothing.  Silence.  Paige doesn't know what to do with herself.  Music cue.
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               SOMETHING'S OUT OF REACH                            Paige, Anna

Paige:


Something's out of reach, but just what?


Something's out of reach, and what is that?


What is "that", around which all revolves...


"that", which endlessly involves...


"that", which seems to have dissolved?


What is "that" every morning, willing us to rise?


What is "that" in all those clever sonnets Shakespeare writes?


What is "that", lost in the past, long, long ago, though it still lasts,


something that never dies?


What is "that"?


What is "that", which we all hope for right up to the end?


What is "that", which makes us sacrifice our last good friend?


Never mind, just what it is, there's nothing greater in the world,


and it's too painful to give up.


That is "that"...

Anna becomes visible, garishly made up by Sandy.

Anna:


What is "that", which the people speak of secretly?


Is it "that" that I really want?  It's hard to see...


Will it be great or catastrophe?


Will he want "that"?


And also me?


I'm waiting and I'm trembling...  for what?


For what?

Paige:


What is "that", deep inside us helping us survive?

Anna:


What is "that"?

Paige:


Just this "that", weighing on me with its whats and whys.

Anna:


Is it love, or...


Paige:


...is it faith?  or...

Both:


is it hope or is it sex?





Anna:


Is it just maybe my first kiss?

Paige:


And just that?

Both:


Never mind just what it is, 


there's nothing greater in the world,


and it's too painful, when there's none.


What is "that"?


What is "that"?

The doorbell rings.  Paige closes her eyes wearily.

Paige:


God be with us.

SCENE 16

Anna's bedroom.  Karl is standing outside of the window.

Karl:

Anna!  Anna! 

Anna:


Karl!  If somebody hears you!

Karl:


I had to see you!  Can I come in?

Anna:


I don't know.  Well... ok.  But be quiet!

Anna strikes a pose that Sandy has obviously taught her for the occasion.  Karl crawls through the window.

Anna: imitating Sandy


Oh, Karl, I've been waiting for this moment all my life.

Karl:


You look different, somehow.

Anna:


How so?  I always look this way.  I mean, except for when I look different.

Karl:


Yeah?

Anna:


Of course.  What do you think?

Karl:


Um...

Music cue.

Anna: afraid


Don't you like it? 

Karl:


No.   

Karl turns away from her and stares at the wall.  Anna is crushed.

Karl:


You're thinking that maybe you're diff'rent than


the rest of the world that you see,

Anna:


and suddenly, you want what's "different" not to be...

Both:


Can someone explain to me, please,



the reason why no one is mine.

  
Won't someone explain to me, please,

just where I can find love that's blind.

Karl:


Oh well...

Karl:


So, I'm gonna go.

Anna:


Ok.

Karl:


And all at once, all the stars vanish.

The sky turns to cardboard and dust.

Anna:


The moon's just an old, broken lamp, which


sheds light on the truth, how it was.

Anna looks at herself in the mirror and starts to cry.

Anna:


Oh shit!  Just look at me!

Karl:


Well, I like it.

Anna has to laugh.  Karl takes out a tissue and wipes her nose.  Anna hesitates and then takes Karl's hand.

Both:

I guess I might know that I'm different than


the rest of the world that I see...


But though no one knows I'm alive,


or even can see I'm around,


it might just be you and your eyes,


that see how I'm feeling deep down.


Who knows?  Right now, love is what I've found.

Quiet, pulsating tango rhythm.

Missy and Irving dance onto the stage, separated from Anna and Karl by a door.  Missy apathetically allows herself to be led by Irving.  Irving lets her go. 

Irving:

Not that way.  This isn't working.

Missy:


What do you mean?

Irving:

You're not with me, here.  I don't feel anything.

Missy:


I'm sorry.  I'll try harder to concentrate.

Irving:

No, no, no.  This isn't like homework.  This thing takes two, and if you don't open yourself 
up to it, there's no way it can work.  Then I'll just feel degraded, like some piece of meat.

Missy:


Ha ha, that's a good one.  Who's the piece of meat, here?

Irving:


Well, clearly not you.  It's no wonder you all have bad sex with your husbands.

Missy: 


I have unbelievable sex with my husband!  You can only dream of something like that!

Irving:


No threats, here.  Ok, m'Lady?

Irving pulls his jacket on.

Missy:

What are you doing?

Irving:


What do you think I'm doing?  I'm leaving.

Missy:


You will do no such thing!

Paige knocks quietly on the door.

Paige:


Missy, Missy, I have to tell you something!

Missy: whispering


What are my friends going to think of me, if you just up and leave.  loudly  Does it have to 
be now, Paige?  We're just starting to get intim--

Irving:


You think it all has to happen just like you thought it out in your little head?

Paige:


I'm interrupting, I know, but it's important!

Missy: loud


I'm coming!  to Irving  Quick, get on the bed!

Irving:


You can pull this routine with your husband, but not with me.

Missy employs a martial arts move and catapults Irving onto the bed.  Irving hacks up a lugee.  Missy musses her hair and opens the door.

Missy: breathless


Can't it wait?  No, don't come in.

Missy throws open the door with a big gesture and pulls Paige into the bedroom. 

Missy:


Ok, what do you want?

Paige is bowled over by the appearance of what she sees, but manages to regain her composure.

Paige:


Missy, it's all so awful!  And, I didn't want to lie to you, but Kim told me that you're not 
being honest either, and I was so jealous.

Missy:


Marie Louise, what are you saying?

Paige: hesitating


Tom...

Missy:


Tom is at the convention.

A loud boom.  Everyone falls over.

Missy:


What was that?

Paige:

That was Tom. 

Wild chase music begins.  Everything happens with slapstick, pantomimed over-exaggeration.  Paige and Missy try to get Irving out of the house.  Tom storms onto the stage like a bull, appearing in every place the women try to hide Irving.  In the end, Missy and Paige hide Irving behind an independently-standing doorway, placing themselves, protectively, in front of it. 

Tom:


Move out of the way!

Missy:


No!

Tom:


I know everything, Missy, about you and your x-rated letters and your squeaky-clean 
Irving Skoditt!  Get out of the way!  I'm busting down that door!

Paige:


You are not!

Missy:


Tom, I know that we're going through a rough patch, but if you truly love me, you will not 
break down this door.

Tom:


Why not? 

Paige:


Because it's genuine walnut veneer, you Neanderthal!

Tom storms in the direction of the door.  In the exact same moment, the door opens, and Tom lands in the arms of a very large Turkish woman, who screams out incomprehensible Turkish phrases.

Turkish Woman:


Agatürk üzmür Allah seny pec tazu! Züküll ozmir kurda zyk anatol! 

Tom:


What? 

Turkish Woman:


Police?

Missy, Paige:


What?

Turkish Woman:


Oh, Mrs. DeFaire, you tell to me police not find me when I to clean in nighttime!  I will 
losing chance for American dream and be sent back to dictator in desert! 

Tom:


What in the hell is that? 

Turkish Woman: screams obscenities at Tom in Turkish


Seny pec tazu züküll ozmir! He put hands on me!  My man, Achmed, warn me from 
American man who have no respect for woman's honor, and he is having right!  Agatürk 
üzmür Allah!

Paige:


But, Mrs.--

Turkish Woman:


Ismet. Aysha Ismet.

Paige:

Mr. Ford didn't mean anything by it, Mrs. Ismet!  

Tom:


The hell I didn't mean it!

Tom rushes at Irving and tries to rip his burqa off.

Turkish Woman:


AAAAH!!  American man not allowed to see woman's face!  My Mehmet cast me out.

Paige:  to Irving


I thought his name was Achmed.  Don't touch my cleaning woman!!

Turkish Woman:


I not can stay in Godless house.  I must to home and wash me.  American infidel touch me.  
Züküll ozmir kurda zyk. Let Allah punish you and that all your sons die and you to 
have many daughters.  Mrs. DeFaire, I am to quit! 

Irving leaves the stage, outraged.  Tom turns slowly to the women.

Tom:


Can someone explain to me what just happened?

Missy and Paige try to pull themselves together, but don't succeed.  They both fall into hysterical laughter.

Tom:

Apparently, I didn't get the punchline.

Missy: laughing


I'm... I'm sorry, Tom.

Paige: still laughing

You just have no sense of humor.

Missy: laughing


Oh my God.  How hysterical!

Tom:


I'll just leave you two alone.  If you need me, I'll be at Kimberley's.

Missy immediately stops laughing.  Music cue.
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                               FINALETTO
                                      Ensemble 

Missy:


Why at Kim's?

Tom:


There are certain women that, every now and then, give men the feeling of being worth 
something.

Paige: appeasingly


Children...!

Missy:


And there are men who possibly should have thought about it a little earlier.

Paige:

CHILDREN! 

A quiet noise can be heard behind the door.

Tom:

So, it's true! 

Paige:


Don't look at my door that way.

Tom:


I'll kill him!

Missy:


Tom! 

The ensemble appears, eavesdropping, both right and left of the fight scene.  Anna and Karl are wildly intertwined.

Kim, Sandy, Ollie, Irving:


Late tonight


is the night


for an explosion!

Tom:


Get out of the way, you two! 

Paige:


Don't touch that door! 

Kim, Sandy, Ollie, Irving:


Late tonight

Tom, Missy, Paige:


every lie will be exposed! 

Tom:

Let me go! 

Missy:


Tom! 

Anna, Karl:


Every stoplight's blinking red,


saying "Stop, or you'll be dead!"


Late tonight...

While Anna and Karl rhythmically push each other higher, the others sing in half-tone steps.


Late tonight...


Late tonight....

Karl: in falsetto


I'm coming! 

Tom:


ME TOO! 

Tom breaks down the door.  Anna stares at her mother.

Anna:


MOM!

Playoff.  During the playoff, Paige slaps her daughter and chases Karl out of the house.  Tom wants to apologize to Missy, who leaves the stage with her head held high in defiance.  Visible scene change. 

SCENE 17

At Irving's.  Karl and Irving.

Karl:


And now Mr. Ford isn't talking to Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Ford isn't talking to Mrs. Quickly, 
'cause she threw herself at Mr. Ford, and Mrs. Quickly isn't talking to Mrs. DeFaire, 'cause 
Mrs. Ford told secrets about Mrs. Quickly, and Mrs. DeFaire isn't talking to Anna, 'cause 
Anna didn't tell her about me, and I'm not allowed to go over there, and I'll never see Anna 
again.

Irving:


Um, again, and slower.

Karl:


And then these bourgeois jerk-offs wonder why there's war all over the world.

Irving:


People just can't be happy, Karl.

Karl:


I don't care.  I'm not happy -- and it's shit.

Irving:


You can't think that way!  We're on this earth to make other people happy.

Karl:


My mother says you're a sociopath.

Irving:


Your mother is the epitome of an unhappy person.

Karl thinks silently.

Karl:


Wait a minute!

Irving sighs heavily under the burden of humanity and unwedges himself from his lawn chair.

Irving:


Actually, none of it means anything to me.  I mean, in the end, what does anyone truly 
need?  A roof over his head.  Something to eat.  Some fun, two times a week.  I got it all.  


So what do you think drives me?

Irving takes out a letter.

Karl: mistrusting


To do what?

Irving:


You see, I'm a philanthropist.  Always have been.  Here!  For you.

Karl:

What is that? 

Irving:

Someone delivered it to me.  But keep it to yourself.

Karl: looks at the return address

From ANNA? 

Irving: lying


Looks like it.

Karl opens the letter, and music begins.   
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            LETTER SEXTET             
Karl, Anna, Missy, Tom, Paige, Kim 

One after the other, each person enters reading a letter.

Karl:


You need me, and I need you, too.


I'm burning just to melt with you.


I know where we can finally meet.


You'll find me there, my love, my sweet.


your love, your love, 


your love, Anna


your love, Anna


Anna, Anna, Anna, Anna, Anna,


Anna, Anna, Anna, Anna,


come fast, come fast


come faster, come faster


faster, faster, faster


Tonight at...

Tom: 


I see you daily, and I sense


your pulsing need, it's so immense.


Will you come, if I let you in?


Tonight, you'll have me.


your sweet Kim


your sweet Kim


Kim, Kim, Kim, Kim, Kim, Kim, Kim,


your sweet Kim


come fast, come fast, come fast,


come fast, come fast, come fast,


faster, faster, faster, faster


Tonight at...

Kim:


My dearest Kim, I need you here.


My joy in life has disappeared.


I know you want for me to come.


your Tom, your Tom, your Tom


Tom, Tom


your Tom


come fast, come fast, come fast


faster


Tonight at...

Paige:


You're flaming hot.  


You burn my wick.


I feel your fire.  


The smoke is thick.


Late at night, you're a poor, lost lamb.


So, here I am.


Irving Skoditt, Irving Skoditt


my Irving Skoditt


come fast, come fast


come faster, come faster, come faster


Tonight at...

Missy:


You're flaming hot.  


You burn my wick.


I feel your fire.  


The smoke is thick.


Late at night, you're a poor, lost lamb.


You want it, babe, so here I am.


Your Irving:  he's got it!


Your Irving:  he's got it!


come fast, come fast


come faster, come faster, come faster,


come faster, come faster


Tonight at...

Anna:


I know that you're wanting it, too.


Tonight, I'll be waiting for you!


your Karl


come fast, come fast, come fast,


come faster


faster


Tonight at...

Everyone braces.

All:


...Irving's Keggerblaster?!

Overlapping.

Karl:


Anna...

Tom:


Kim...

Anna:


Karl...

Kim:


Tom...

Paige:


Irving...

Missy:


Irving...

Everyone exits happily, humming and singing their own melodies.  Ollie and Sandy remain onstage, alone and frustrated.

Ollie:


We didn't even get one letter.

Sandy:


I usually get the most.

Ollie:


We're just outsiders...

Sandy:


You, maybe.

Ollie:


...not important to the plot.  The story doesn't need us.

Sandy:


Seriously? 

Sandy starts to cry.

Ollie:


What'sa matter with you?

Sandy:


Oh, Ollie, I'm so unhappy.

Ollie looks for a tissue for Sandy, doesn't find one, and offers her his sleeve, instead.

Sandy:


Thanks.  I just don't know what's wrong with me.  I'm not normally like this.  I'm usually 
always in a good mood, and don't ever get mad about anything, and that's why I'm so 
extraordinarily loved.  

Ollie:


And why are you usually like that?

Sandy:


Because that's my role, you jerk.  Do you always have to ask such bone-headed questions?

Ollie:


Well, I'm a jerk.  That's MY role.

Sandy:


Supporting role.  Oh, sorry, I didn't mean that.
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 SECOND CHOICE
                          
 Ollie, Sandy 

Ollie:


Second choice 


at your service!


Life can sometimes throw a curve,


if all the major leagues don't bite.


That's what makes the bush leagues perfect.

Ollie's leg starts to tap, and he hits it, to calm it down.  Sandy is amazed and answers back with a little tap dance.  Ollie beams.

Sandy:


Second choice,


if you want it!


Here's a pot with no lid on it.


Here's to you, my junior vars'ty


"almost-but-not-quite" Adonis! 

Both:


Whoa-oa-oah...


whoa-oa-oah...


oh-oh-oh... 


second choice


second choice


Second choice,


with big, brown bruises,


fruit that's slightly overripe.


For the one who smartly chooses,


though our price has been reduced,


our fruit has the tastier juice!     

Tap dance.


Whoa-oa-oah...


whoa-oa-oah...


oh-oh-oh... 


oh-oh-oh... 


Second choice,


we're all for it!


Like and like like linkin' up.


Looks like less, but less is more,


and so, if we get overlooked,


you've judged the cover, not the book.

Sandy:


Second choice,


before you dish the cook...

Ollie:


Second choice,


before you get the hook...

Sandy:


Second choice,

Both:


it's worth a second look!

Sandy and Ollie tap away, happily.

SCENE 18

Justus and Edith conduct the scene change to Irving's Keggerblaster.

Justus, Edith:


There is a place


where no one cries,


where, barely seen,


a nightlight spies


upon the path,


so red and sweet,


to Paradise...

Irving's Keggerblaster.  Very dark.  Anna appears as Venus, wrapped in a huge bed sheet.
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Anna: 


There is a place


where no one cries,


where, barely seen,


a nightlight spies


upon the path,


so red and sweet,


to Paradise...

Karl enters and begins to undress, with happy expectation.

Anna:  


There is a space


so warm and blue.


Your nameless joy


smiles back at you.


You never ask


who gave that kiss


in Paradise...

Anna lets her sheet fall to the floor.  She walks over to Karl and kisses him, and both disappear under the large comforter.

Anna:  


Here people see you as you seem,


and you can be just what you dream.


Here, your desire is seen as pure,


and happiness is finally yours... 

Chorus of humming.  Shadows fleet across the stage.  Tom, then Missy.

Tom:

Kim?

Missy:


Irving? 

Missy and Tom find each other.  Irving arrives with Paige, and Kim enters at the same time.

Kim:


Tom? 

Irving disappears with Kim and Paige underneath the comforter.  Ollie and Sandy, also in underwear, appear and slip under the bedcover.  

All:


Tonight's the night


to end all nights,


the apple Eve let Adam bite.


Pure ecstasy is our command


in Letterland...


in Letterland...


in Letterland...

The number builds orgiastically, sinking finally into human and musical harmony.  Ollie and Sandy turn the lights on.  Missy and Tom are a pair, as are Anna and Karl.  Irving is with both Paige and Kim. 

Tom: 


Missy!

Missy:

Tom!

Paige:


ANNA!

Anna:


Mom?

Missy, Tom.


But, I thought-- 

Silence.

Both:


WHAT did you think?

Silence.

Both:


Nothing.  I mean...

Paige, Kim:


Irving Skoditt!

Irving:

Pshht! 

Everyone looks expectantly at Missy.

Tom:


Missy--

Missy:


Don't touch me.

Tom:


Missy, you were absolutely unbelievable!  Amazing!  Phenomenal!

Missy:


I know.  Because you thought--

Tom:


Who cares!  We've NEVER had sex that good!

Kim:


Grrrr...

Missy:


And because I thought...

Tom: in false indignation


Missy! 
Missy: in a panic


It doesn't work that way!  I... I'm a married woman!  I'm the mother of two young children!  
I'm not like that!

Tom: over the moon


BUT YOU WERE WONDERFUL!

Missy:


BUT I DON'T WANT TO BE!

General consternation.  Missy, at a loss, starts to cry.  Music cue: "Just Someone to Dance With".  Tom doesn't know what to do.  Irving gives him a sign, behind Kim's back, to go to Missy.  Kim thinks Tom is approaching her, but Tom walks by her, leaving her shocked.

Tom: deflated, against his will


Sorry.  It won't happen again.  After all, we have to think about the mortgage.  But, I still 
think it was very... nice.

Missy: streng


"Nice"?  You thought it was "nice"?  It was NOT "nice", Thomas Ford!  It was absolutely... 
DIVINE!!!

Missy throws her arms around Tom.  Almost unanimous joy.

Kim:


HEY!! 

Irving:


You can't do anything.  Destiny has spoken.

Kim:


YOU have spoken:  Irving Skoditt!

Irving:


Whaddya mean, me?  I didn't do anything! 

Everyone starts to talk over each other, except for Tom and Missy, who kiss wildly.

Kim:


What do that mean, you didn't do anything?  Who started it all with those dirty letters?

Paige:


Didn't do anything?!  How in the world did my daughter end up here?  An innocent child, 
you... you pedophile, and with that sandbox communist to boot!

Anna:


It doesn't matter what you say, Mother.  I love Karl, and we're going to Palestine to build a 
mission.

Karl:

You can't break me and Anna up!  We love each other, and I'm going to take care of her, and 
we're going to leave Letterland to build a life of our own.

Ollie:


Damn, dude, I don't believe it!  You gotta tell me everything, what it was like and how you 
nailed her!

Sandy:


Karl Berger, I have something to say:  you are the biggest disappointment I've ever had 
in 
my life.  But, I see things in a different light now, and though it may be a bitter pill for you 
to swallow, I can't change things now--

The church tower strikes midnight.  Irving slowly raises his hand, and everyone falls silent.

No. 20                   A TRIBUTE TO PHYSICAL ATTRACTION              Irving, Ensemble

Irving:









Listen, people, don't you see, it's


after midnight,

time for leavin'...


You all have to get up early tomorrow, right?


But before we tip our hats, let's  


take the time to sing a tribute


to that joyful, human action


that makes you want to repeat it.

All:


A tribute to all physical attraction,


it gives you a leg up, in case you're down,

rejuvenates the heart and soul, and asks one

to try and be a better neighbor now.

Most people are obsessed about their bodies,

and when they love themselves, it never sucks.

But when it clicks, and two or more get naughty,

it's the most beautiful of--

Justus:


A one, a two, a one, two, three, four.

General partying.

All:


There is a land where no one cries,


where sunshine's always on the rise,


and joy is never second-hand


in Letterland



in Letterland....

Irving: in the meantime, having gone to bed 


Hey, do you know how late it is, you idiots!?


There're still people who like to sleep!

Alle: whispered


...in Letterland! 

Blackout.

THE END

