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The setting is an all-night coffee shop on New York’s up-
per Broadway, where the riff-raff, the bums, the petty
thieves, the lost, the desperate of the big 01ty come ‘to-
gether. The movement of the kale1doscop1c in effect, a
‘surging mosaic of overlapping and interrelating speeches
and action as separate goals and characters are blended
together around a common center. At the core of the play
are Joe and Darlene, two young people who would seem to :

have the strength and the need to transcend the turmoil and

ugliness of the life in which they found themselves — but
are, instead, crushed by it. But their loss is quickly
absorbed in the maelstrom, as the others go on desperately
seeking the joy and release and purposein life which will,
most certainly, continue to escape them.: -

Also by Lanford Wilson
SYMPATHETIC MAGIC
A SENSE OF PLACE ,
THE RIMERS OF ELDRITCH.
LEMON SKY
TALLEY’S FOLLY
REDWOOD CURTAIN
-8 22-

i

DRAMATISTS PLAY SERV[CE INC 9 808

and many others

il

R A mrf‘s:wtw‘rervlTrrrrrr" e rr—— e e B e e e i g AT

Syllabus Shelf
CNRAMATIQTS ~ HEEE
PLEASE RETURN TO
LIBRARY COUNTER!

CANVIZRN

The American Musical and Dramatic Academy




BALM IN GILEAD
Copyright © Renewed 1993, Lanford Wilson
Copyright © 1965, Lanford Wilson *

All Rights Reserved

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that performance of BALM
IN GILEAD is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully protected under the copyright
laws of the United States of America, and of all countries covered by the International
Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British
Commonwealth), and of all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright
Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights,
including professional/amareur stage rights, motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all other forms of
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information
storage and retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into
foreign languages, are strictly reserved. Particular empbhasis is placed upon the marter of
readings, permission for which must be secured from the Author’s agent in writing.

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the i:United States,
its territories, ‘possessions and Canada for BALM IN GILEAD dre controlled
exclusively by DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC,, 440 Park Avenue South, New
York, NY 10016. No professional or non-professional performance of the Play may be
given without obtaining in advance the written permission of DRAMATISTS PLAY
SERVICE, INC,, and paying the requisite fee. .

Inquiries concerning all other rights should be addressed to International Creative
Management, Inc., 40 West 57th Street, New York, NY 10019. Attn: Mitch Douglas.

: : SPECIAL NOTE
" Anyone receiving permission to produce BALM IN GILEAD is required to give credit
to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all programs
distributed. in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in which
the title ‘of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or otherwise
exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author must appear
on a separate line, in which no other name appears, immediately beneath the title and
in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the

title of the Play. No person, firm or entity may receive credit larger or more prominent
than that accorded the Author.

: SPECIAL NOTE ON SONGS AND RECORDINGS
For performances of copyrighted songs, arrangements or recordings mentioned in. this
Play, the-permission of the copyright owner(s) must be obtained.. Other songs,
arrangerments or recordings may be substituted provided permission from the copyright
- owner(s) of such songs, arrangements or recordings is obtained; or songs, arrangements
or recordings in the public domain may be substituted.

To Tanya




Babm in Gilead was first produced by Cafe La MaMa Experimental
Theatre Club, (Ellen Stewart, Artistic Director) in New York City,
on January 26, 1965. It was directed by Marshall W. Mason; the
lighting design was by Dennis Parichy; and the stage manager was
Lola Richardson. The cast was as follows:

JOHN Lo Marvin Alexander
ERNESTO oo Thomas Ambrosio
CARLO oo Howard Benson
BABE i Savannah Bentley
RUS T e e et e Claris Erickson
BONNIE e e Linda Eskenas
FICK oot e e er e Neil Flanagan
FRANNY e Frank Geraci

BOB o Harry McCormick
FRANK, AL ..., PP Jerry Newman
DARLENE ... Avra Petrides
DOPEY ..o Michael Warren Powell
KAY oo Barbara Randolph
JOL (o Gregory Rozakis
TERRY ..o Lucy Silvay
ANN Mary Tahmin
XAVIER L Dennis Tate
STRANGER i Robert Thirkield
TIM Ronald Willoughby
JUDY Phoebe Wray

Balm in Gilead was produced by Steppenwolf Theatre Company at
the Steppenwolf Theatre in Chicago, Illinois, on September 18,
1980. It was directed by John Malkovich; the set and lighting
designs were by Kevin Rigdon; and the stage manager was Terri
McClure. The case was as follows:

JOHN et John Mahoney
ERNESTO .ottt Kim Nardelli
CARLO it Paul Jones
BABE ... e Debra Engle
RUST e, Billie Williams
BONNIE ..ot Rondi Reed
FICK e e Terry Kinney
FRANNY e Jeff Perry
............................................. Doug Gould

William L. Petersen

............................. e eeneonn. Alan Wilder
...................................................................... Rick Snyder

BOB Robert Biggs
FRANK ..o et e aaeee e .... Bill Williams
AL oo e Michael Moore
DARLENE ...ocoiiiiiiiiiiieicccceceetees e, Laurie Metcalf
DOPEY ..o et e e e e e Gary Sinise
KAY e, Kathi O’Donnell
JOE e, Francis Guinan
TERRY oo, Michelle Banks
ANN L, Glenne Headly
XAVIER oot Tom Zanarini
STRANGER ... et e eetereteeeaeaereeeretr e e e a——————— Tom Irwin
TIM e Randy Amov
JUDY e, Joan Allen

CHILDREN .....ccooocivmiinnni Aaron, Dylan, and Greg Kramer
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City, on May 15,1984. The production then transferred to the
Minetta Lane Theatre, where it opened on September 6, 1984.
It was directed by John Malkovich; the set and lighting designs
were by Kevin Rigdon. The case was as follows:
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ERNESTO ...... SO TSP OPORP RPN Giancarlo Esposito
CARLO e Lazaro Perez
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NOTES

SCENE: An all-night coffee shop and the street corner outside.
Upper Broadway, New York City.

The café is represented, or suggested, in the center of a wide,
high stage. There are a counter and stools (one unit) and across
a wide aisle, a row of booths (one unit). They should be con-
structed so the actors can raise and move them easily. There is also
some indication of an area behind the counter; and a skeletal in-
dication of a front door and large front window.

Actors wander onto the set from both sides and back; they
gather in the café and outside, where the street corner would be
(downstage left). There is a generally congested feeling inside the
café — when it is crowded there are always a few people standing
in the aisle. The stagefshould look open; a general feeling of
looseness should be conveyed in the design of the set and the
random wandering of people. The confining factor is their
number.

Much of the play consists of several simultaneous conversations
in various groups with dialogue either overlapping or inter-
locking. These sections should flow as a whole, without specific
focus; they rise and subside and scenes develop from them.

Everything seems to move in a circle. Within the general large
pattern the people who spend their nights at the café have sep-
arate goals and separate characters but together they constitute a
whole, revolving around some common center. They are the
riffraff, the bums, the petty thieves, the scum, the lost, the des-
perate, the dispossessed, the cool; depending on one’s attitude
there are a hundred names that could describe them. They live
within as rigid a frame, with its own definitions, as any other
stratum. Their language, their actions, their reading of morality is
individual but strict.




CHARACTERS

A number of “hoods” (A general term that could cover almost
everyone in the play, but defines more specifically the petty
thieves, bargainers, hagglers, pimps. They will steal anything from
anyone and sell anything including themselves to any man or
woman with the money, although they could not be described as
homosexuals. Their activities in this area are few and not often
mentioned.):

BOB

XAVIER

TIG, a male prostitute (hustler).
MARTIN, a heroin addict.

RAKE, a hustler.

DOPEY, a hustler-addict.
ERNESTO, a hustler — Colombian.

Some are junkies as well, as noted, some are hustlers; definitions
overlap. Dopey is a heroin addict as well as a sometimes-not-too-
good hustler. What they are now is not what they will be a month
from now. A number of the men have no special classification;
they might have part-time jobs at times; they might do a number
of things, but are not involved in any specific activity:

TIM
CARILO, a Colombian.
JOHN, the waiter-grill man.

A number of the girls are lesbians; some have boys’ nicknames;
they might be prostitutes as well:

TERRY
RUST
JUDY

Other characters include:

FICK, a heroin addict who sometimes provides a background to
the rest of the action.

BABE, a heroin addict who sits stony silent at the counter through
the first half of the play. (When the set is moved, she walks
beside it.)

KAY, the waitress.

FRANNY, an almost transvestite boy — very beautiful, very femi-
nine.

DAVID, much like Franny, not so lovely.

BONNIE, a prostitute.

ANN, a prostitute.

STRANGER, about thirty-five.

FRANK, about fifty-five.

AL, a bum, about fifty.

The production should concentrate on the movement of the
whole, slowly focusing on Joe and Darlene:

JOE, a New Yorker, typical middle-class metropolitan background.
He is twenty-four, good-looking, of average height and
build. He has dark hair. He has a guarded reaction to
everything and everyone. He speaks clearly.

DARLENE, an attractive girl, twenty to twenty-three; recently
arrived from Chicago; she speaks with a candid, Midwest-
ern voice that sets her apart from the sound of the rest of
the play. She is honest, romantic to a fault, and not at all
bright. The actress playing Darlene should be aware that
she is supposed to be stupid, and not the sweet, girl-next-
door, common-sense-saves-the-day type of ingenue.

FOUR BLACK ENTERTAINERS
FOUR CHILDREN

Most of the characters are about twenty-three to thirty years old.




The play covers a week or two just before Halloween. The rock’n’l."oll
song at the beginning and near the end should be accompanied
by recording; the round is not accompanied. The pace of th.e play,
except in a few scenes, should be breakneck fast. There is one
intermission.
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ACT ONE

A noise from a crowd begins and reaches a peak as the curtain
rises. Frrom the wings come four black entertainers (two from each
side) who sing a rock’n’roll song with much clapping,
dancing, etc. They are accompanied by a typical clangy, catchy
instrumentation. From far out on the apron they sing to the
audience — very animated. As the song fades out, and they
begin to move (still singing) back of the stage, the noise from the
group rises again.

FICK.  (Outside the café, to one of the four singers as the song-ends. Fick
will talk to anything that moves.) Hey, fellow, buddy; you got a ciga-
rette? Baby? Hey, fellow — could you — hey, friend? (They are mov-
ing off.) Screw it. (To someone else.) Hey buddy? (He wanders to the
street corner group of Dopey, Ernesto, Joe, and Rake.)

BOB. (As one of the singers runs by him he reaches out and grabs his
behind. The crowd in the café notices this and laughs. Bob whirls around
to them.) I never seen a singer yet that was goosey! (Crowd laughs.)
ERNESTO. Yeah, you watch your mouth! (He laughs.)

TIG.  (From the café.) You just watch that, Terry-boy.

]UDY Allright! Come on. If we’re going to get goin’ in here, get
goin’, get that table out of the way, come on; line them up a little.
(A few people straighten the booths into rows.)

TIG.  (Overlapping.*) What are you, some kind of housewife,
Judy?

*"Overlapping” will indicate that the speech is started during the preceding
spccch
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JUDY. (7o David.) You're the housewife, aren’t you, sweetheart?
DAVID. You're the fishwife, Judy. Fishwife, Fish. Pheew!

FICK. (On the corner; to Joe.) Hey, Joe; Joe.

JOE. TI'm going in.

DAVID, (To Judy.) A better housewife I'd make, sweetheart, than
you ever will.

BONNIE. (7o Franny and David.) You ought to be chased out of
the neighborhood. You clog up the air with a lot of fairy dust.
Fairy dust.

FRANNY. (Overlapping.) Who you calling a name, you truck
driver?

FICK. (7o Joe, overlapping.) Me too, in a minute; you in with
Chuckles like they say? I heard you're going to be tying in with
him. If I wasn’t, hey, such a junk, you think he’d take me?
BONNIE. Who you queers think you are?

DAVID.  Who you‘callin’ queer, George!

BOB. Shutup, over there! ;

JOE.  (To Fick.) He might, you work on it, okay, Fick?

DOPEY. Getlost, Fick.

FICK. (7o Joe.) You know why I will? You know why I'll work on
that? Because, hey, one thing Chuckles will give you is a good pro-
tection, you know? They hear you're tied in with Chuckles they’ll
leave you alone, baby.

TERRY.  (Over* Fick’s speech; she is very drunk.) All you queens.
JOE.  (Cutting into Fick’s speech.) Okay, Fick, that’s enough.

TIG. (Al the counter to pay — someone has bumped him.) Come on,
God.

FRANNY. (7o Terry.) Why don’t you shut up before I beat you
over your head with your dildo?

TERRY. You trying to say something?

FICK. (7o Joe.) I didn’t mean anything by it.

JOE.  You just talk too much, baby, you know it?

FICK.  (Joking.) You wouldn’t get. Chuckles after me, would you?
Look at me, man, I'm, hell, I'm weak as a kitten.

FRANNY.  (Over, to Terry.) Ah, your mother's a whore —

TERRY. You trying to say something?

¥*Over” will indicate that the speech is said simultaneously with the preceding
speech.
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TIG.  (ToFrank, counting his change.) What the hell are you talking

about —

FRANK. Why don’t you stop coming in here, you don’t —
TIG. What the hell, you’re trying to screw —

FRANK. (Cutting in.) Get on out now.

TIG. You trying to cheat me outta four bucks, baby, you can’t

pull — .

FRANK. Inever cheat you outta nothing.

TERRY.  (Oves; to David and Franny who are watching Tig and
Frank.) You queers just sit down, take it easy.

TIG. I gave you a five, a five, you son of —

FRANK. You geton out of here.

TIG.  Youwant to step outside? You want to step out from behind
that counter, baby? You watch it, Frank.

JOHN.  (Cutting in.) Come on, Tig, give up, go on out.

FRANK. Get out of this place.

TIG. (Tb john.) Ah,:come on, I gave him a five, man, you know
what he’s trying. '

JOHN. Come on, go on, Tig.

TIG.  (Leaving café for street corner) You wait, Frank; you'll get
yours, buddy.

FRANK.  (Afier Tig has gone.) Get on out of here, bum!

TIG.  (Yelling back heatedly now.) All right, now, goddamnit I'm
out, you just shut your mouth, Frank. You stupid bastard.
FRANK. You get on, bum!

TIG. Buddy, you're really gonna get it one day, Frank, and I want
to be there to watch it. You're gonna get your head split open,
dumb bastard.

FICK.  (This exchange should begin during the exchange above, cued by
Frank’s “You get on out of here.”) You wouldn’t do something like
that, would you, Joe?
JOE.  Justdon’t talk so much. What makes you think I even know
Chuckles?

FICK. You're not going to turn him down are you? Something
like that?
JOE. We'll see, won't we?

FICK. 'Cause, man, Iwouldn’t do that, I know that. Course you're
a strong guy, I'm weak as a kitten. That’s too much of a hassle for
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me. I'd take some of Chuckles’ protection, man; he — (Joe pushes
him away slightly and walks to the café.) Yeah, well, nice seeing you,
buddy; you come around any time. Any time, we’ll talk again,
babe, okay? ( Joe enters the café.) o

(Note that in production, each group, and there are several of them, must
maintain a kind of life of its own. The group on the street corner, for in-
stance, usually Rake, Dopey, Tig, and Ernesto, loiter with nothing much
to say. Improvised, unheard conversations may be used. Characters may
wander along the street and back, improvise private jokes, or stand per-
Sectly still, waiting. The same goes for groups in the café, such as Terry,
Rust, and Judy. Their lines should come from scenes developed within the
situation. Aside from this, it should be mentioned that everyone in the café
[with the exception of Babe and Fick] looks up the moment someone enters
the café: a kind of reflex “once-over” to evaluate any new opportunity or
threat.) | :
TIM. (At the counter; to Frank.) Hey, Frank, could I haye a hot tea,
okay? ' e

FRANK. Shut up. All you hoodlums.

TIM. What the hell did I say? (To himself.) I'm klnna drunk.
FRANK. Justshutup that. Hoodlums. This is a decent place; you
guys ruin it for everybody!

DAVID. Why the hell you yelling at him; he hasn’t done nothing.
TERRY. Shut up, Frank.

TIM. (Quver)1 didn’t say anything.

RUST. (Running into café.) Hey, they got Jerry Joe in the can!
BOB. Jerry the fairy?

DAVID. Watch who you’re calling names.

RUST. He tried to put the make on a cop.

BOB. They gonna book him?

JOHN. (7o himself.) Dumb fag.

RUST. Whatta you mean? He tried to put the make on a cop.
Hell, yes, they'll book him. He had eight bombinos on him! Man,
are they hot for that stuff. (General crowd reaction.)

FRANK. Come on, knock it off.

KAY. Fry two, John.

FRANK. I'm going now, Johnnie; you take over.

RUST. IwishI'd seen his face!

FRANK.  (As Dopey tries to enter the café.) Now keep out. Come on,
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you know you don’t get served, come on get out. Junkies and
dopes and whores —

FRANNY. Who’s a whore?

FRANK. — What kind of a neighborhood is this? I'll go, Johnnie.
BOB. (7o Frank.) Swinging.

FRANK. Tll swing you, right out of here. (Exits.)

JOHN. Come on, now, keep it down.

TIM. May I have a tea, please?

BONNIE. (At a booth, reading a check.) What the hell is this, fifty
cents for one Coke, you think this is the Ritz?

JOHN. There’s a sign right there, fifty cents minimum at
booths; if you don t have it, don’t sit there.

BONNIE. Screw it, I'm payin’ no fifty cents for one Coke.

KAY. (To john.) Toast with that.

BOB. Fifty cents you can get a good high.

BONNIE. Gimme a cheese sandwich; hell, if I'm going to spend
a fortune, One goddamned Coke.

KAY. And ajack.

DAVID. - (Cutting in — to Bob.) Come on up to my room, it won’t
kill you. '

BOB. Knockitoff. (To Ann.) How much you make tonight, Ann?
ANN. Huh?

DAVID. (Joking more than anything.) Come on up with me, it
won’t kill you.

BOB. How much scratch? Jack? Tonight?

ANN. None of your damn business. Ask Sammy, you want to
know.

TIG. (Has wandered back in; he is standing near Ann.) You still
keepin’ that bum? What's he do with all that dough?

ANN. He banks it. Or at least he’d better be banking it.

BOB. Yeah, he banks it with Cameron or Chuckles.

ANN. He don’t truck with that junk. He’d better not; I'd crack
him over the head.

TIG. Feed him bennies you'll keep him limp — he won’t go
messing around.

KAY. (To Bonnie.) Whatta you want on the cheese?

ANN. Idon'tneed him limp; limp for five minutes he can limp
out in the ever-loving street.

-~
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BONNIE. Idon’tcare — Christ.
BOB. Who’s name does he bank it in?
TIG. Come on, how much you clear last night?
ANN. Clear? It’s all clear; what do you think I do make out an
income-tax report?
DAVID. (7o Bob.) You comin’ up?
BONNIE. Hey, Kay, make that a cheeseburger.
JOE. (7o Ann.) He keeps at it — I like his drive.
ANN. 1 like sex drive.
KAY.  Make up your mind!
JOE. That's all you ever think about. I'm working now, I tell you.
ANN.  You think I don’t work? I'll show you my bunions.
JOHN. (7o Terry.) Whatta you want for a quarter? (Suddenly lights
dim into full blink for a second only. Dim on all of café; spot on Joe. Held
Jor a second only, with no reaction anywhere else.) :
KAY.  Onions on that?
BOB. (7o Ann.) I got something you could use.
KAY. You want onions on that?
DAVID. Well, are you?
BOB. No, I'm not coming up! Look, I don’t dig boys; fags. Un-
derstand? Not unless you got a roll on you,
DAVID. Don’t knock it till you've tried it.
BOB. T happen to like tits. You got tits? (General laughter)
BONNIE. And another Coke. Put some ice in it this time, okay?
ANN. Come on up, Joe. I won’t bite you. Sammy’s out.
JOE. Ttold you I'm a working boy, now.
ANN.  Yeah, I'll bet. You pushing your box? Hustling it down to
Forty-second?
JOE.  Who, me? Not on your life.
KAY.  (Calling to John.) All the way.
BONNIE. (7o Kay.) Grilled onions, why not.
JOHN (7o David who is leaving.) You pay?
ANN. You are; I'll bet.
DAVID.  Yes, I paid; I paid half an hour ago.
. BOB. You get tits, you come back and let me know,
DAVID.  You go to hell. Who needs you? (David leaves cafe as
Martin enters, almost bumping into him.) Watch out, for Christ’s sake.
(Ixits. Martin spots Joe from across the café.)
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ANN.  Come on up, Joe.

MARTIN. Joe, hey!

ANN.  Hey, John; give me another coffee. You’re getting worse
than Frank.

JOHN.  Watch your language.

ANN.  What'd I say?

MARTIN.  Hey, Joe, you got any?

JOHN.  You said Frank. (Ann laughs. )

JOE.  Any what?

MARTIN.  You know. Come on.

TIG.  (Ordering.) Plain Pepsi.

JOE.  What you want with me? I got nothing you want.

ANN. (70 Joe.) You got something I want.

TIG. Noice.

MARTIN. Joe, no kiddin’, 1 gotta. Man, you don’t know! Don’t
play games with me, baby.

JOE.  I'm not playing games, Martin. (The quartette have entered
café and are standing in back. They harmonize in an off-key improvisa-
tion a rock'n 'roll song, with someone using a table for a drum.)

BOB. Hey, Tig.

MARTIN.  Just one, Joe. I gotta, man. You don’t know.

TIG.  (Tv Bob.) Yeah, what's in it for me, huh?
JOHN.  (To Ann.) You wanted coffee. Cream?

- TIM. IthinkI'm gonna be sick.

JUDY.  (To Tim.) You okay?

MARTIN. Come on, baby.

JOE.  Go where you usually go.

JUDY.  You want a tomato juice or something?

TIM. God, no.

JOHN. Cream, Ann?

TIM.  Okay.

ANN. Black,

JOE.  Go where you usually go.

TIM. NoIdon't, either.

ANN.  You got the lousiest service.

MARTIN. I go to Jerry Joe.

BOB.  (Overhears, turns around, then back. ) Jerry the fairy?
MARTIN.  Yeah, well, Jerry the fairy’s in the can. In the box,
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man. Come on, Joe. You got any? I heard you could.
JOE. Yougo toJerry Joe? That's a sad turn of events.
TIM. T'm all right. .
MARTIN. Don’t play with me, baby. What’s the matter with you
guys, you think as soon as you get a pinch to push you can play
games and play big shot with everyone. R ,
JOE. TI'mnotplaying games, Martin. I'm your frxer?d. Idon’tfol-
low what you're talking about is all. You're not making sense.
MARTIN. Come on, Jerry Joe's in the can. (Phone rings — John
goes to answer.) ’
JOE. Look Martin. If I was just starting out — I couldn’t take on
the whole neighborhood, now, could I?
MARTIN. Why not, man; corner the market.
JOHN.  (On the phone.) What?
JOE.  Yeah, and get cornered.
FRANNY. (7o Tig.) Have you seen Lilly? :
JOHN. (Holding the phone.) Anybody here named Carol? .
FRANNY. If that’s my husband, tell him I dropped dead. (Exits.)
ANN. If that’s Sammy, tell him I'm turning a trick. (All laugh.)
Under the table. (Laughs.)
BONNIE. You could do it too. :
ANN. If anybody could, honey. (John hangs up the phone.)
TIM. Could I have another tea, John.
JOHN. Sure. (Tig gets up to leave.)
JOE. Why don’t you go somewhere else, come on.
MARTIN, ’'Cause I come to you. What the hell’s wrong? Come
on, buddy.
TIG. (Yelling to John.) Hey, what time you get off?
JOHN. Seven in the morning.
TIG. Whatta you work, seven to seven?
JOHN. Yeah. Swingin’ hours, huh?
TIG. Christ! (Leaves café for street corner)
MARTIN. What’s wrong, huh? I come to you.
ERNESTO.  (Enters the café from the street corner) Coffee. Lottsa
cream. No, black. Black. And a chocolate cupcake. How much is
a cake?
JOHN. Twentyfive. Big one’s thirty. :
ERNESTO. Just the coffee’s okay. Black. Black.
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ANN. Black.
JOHN. Black.
JOE.  Look! (Fick enters over Joe’s line and begins his long wandering
dialogue.) Look! Martin, baby. (Sudden dim again. Spot on Joe
and Martin. Everyone holds their positions. Stop-motion. Fick’s dia-
logue and movement continue over the pause as though nothing else
were happening.) Look.i.. You come back about ten o’clock. And
I'll see. Okay? (Spot dims on Joe and Martin and then natural lighting
resumes.)
JOHN. (Fakes a blow to Ernesto’s side. ) Come on, I'll show you.
Take that. Pow!
ERNESTO.  (Fake reaction. Sudden violence here, though it is only
a kind of horsing around.) Gad, in the liver — I'll get you for that
one....
TIG. (On the corner S_laps someone on the back.) You're a pal.
ERNESTO.  (To John.)You're a pal! (Bob leaves café for street corner.)
ANN.  (Very rapid exchange here. To Ernesto.) You're a pal.
MARTIN.  You're a pal, Joe! You're great! (Hesitantly.) You're
sure? (Starts to go.) Sure?
JOE.  Ten o’clock. I'll see you. Don’t go talking to anyone, okay?
MARTIN.  You know me, I'm your friend.
JOHN.  (To Martin.) Did you pay?
MARTIN.  You don’t know how cheap you make a fellow look.
Asking did he pay. You make people look cheap talking like that.
You make people feel cheap talking like that. (Exits.)
FICK.  (This dialogue begins in the background of the scene above at
Joe’s first “Look!” Very softly.) Man, it’s getting cold out there, isn’t it?
Hey, John, fix me up with a coffee, could you? Warm up a little bit,
you know what I mean? That’s no good, walking around out there
dressed like I am in this weather, I mean it isn’t cold yet, but it’s
getting there and I'm not going to be dressed any warmer in an-
other month when it comes. Kid like me. That’s no good for you
— you know, with alcohol you’re not so bad because it's in your
bloodstream, you know, but with horse like I take you got to watch
out 'cause you don’t notice the cold and the first thing you know
you're sick as a bitch, man, and about all I need is to go into a
hospital or something like that and let them start looking me over,
you know? That's about like all I need, man. What is it, about
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October? About the middle of October, huh? Damn it'll be get-
ting really cold before long. You know what I mean?

BOB. Hey, Tig, I got something you’d like I bet. Hey Dopey.
TIG. What?

RUST.  (To Kay.) Miss, could I have a soup?

ANN. (7o Joe.) What are you into now?

TERRY. (7o Kay.) Two, okay? What is it?

DOPEY. Yeah, what?

BOB. Tll bet.

KAY. (7o Terry.) Bean — lima.
JOE. What do you mean?

ANN. What are you into now?

RUST.  Christ. Well, okay.

JOE. Come on, keep it down. ,

ANN.  (Standing up.) Well, I gotta go, if you aren’t coming up.
You just watch yourself, Joey buddy. (She pays her bill.)

KAY. Two soup, Johnnie. C

JOE.  Damnit, don’t worry about me. I know what I'm doing.
FRANNY.  (Reenters the café.) Has anybody seen Red tonight?
(Ann exits.) .

JOE.  (To Franny, making up for being érritated by Ann.) Not since
last night, baby.

FRANNY.  (Flat.) Jerry Joe’s in the can. Had about a dozen
bombinos on him.

JOE.  (To Franny, irritated suddenly.) Go get laid, why don’t you?
DOPEY.  (On the corner; to Rake.) 1 tell you I kicked it.

FRANNY. (7o joe over) Who's tickling your ass? Be like that, I
don’t need you. You're working for Chuckles now?

JOE.  Mind your own, sweetheart; you live longer.

RAKE. Sure.

JUDY. (7o Terry.) I'll be back. (She goes to Tim.)

DOPEY. No, Idid. Yes, I did.

RAKE. Hell you did.

DOPEY. [Iwill, you wait.

TIM. I'm sick. I knew I was,

KAY.  (With soup, to Rust and Terry.) It’s hot.

JUDY. You okay?

FRANNY.  Chuckles can kiss it, honey; my second husband was

20

e e e TP T e
1

a pusher. I don’t owe him nothing; he’s not my type.

JOE.  (Getting up.) Why don’t....

TERRY.  (From the back of the café, regarding Judy.) Now she thinks
she’s some kind of wet nurse.

RUST.  (To Terry.) One’s just like the other. (Bob and Tig enter café
Jrom corner. Al enters café from offstage.)

JUDY.  Hey, Rake. Over here. (Rake leaves the corner, enters the cafe,
looks around.)

JOHN. (7o Rake.) Come on, come on, Rake. We can’t serve you.
Run out on checks — go on, back out in the street, Rake. You
know that.

RAKE.  (To john.) Screw you. (Exits to corner)

CARLO. (Enters. To Tim.) Hello.

TIM.  (Sick.) Not now, Carlo,

CARLO.  LErnesto, jcomo estd?

AL. Give me a coffee, okay? Noisy, ain’t it?

KAY. Coffee, okay.

TIM.  (Gets up, Judy follows him, trying to take him home.) Damn, 1
think I'm sick. None of you are worth a good —

ERNESTO. Carlo.

JUDY. Come on you're drunk as a judge. Come on, let’s getyou
home or somewhere, okay?

ERNESTO.  (To Carlo.) ;Qué pasa, Chico?

TIM.  Carlo can hardly speak English even. (7o Judy.) Take your
hands. Not worth a damn. (Staggers forward.) Take your — dike,
you go with girls. Mess around with your own kind.

TERRY.  (Over) I don’t care where she sleeps or who she sleeps
with!
JUDY.  Come on.

TIM.  Take your hands off me, you go with girls. You're a what-
sit. (Aside to the audience.) She’s a whatsit, without a gizmo.
JUDY.  Come on, you're drunk.

TIM.  Atleast I'm drunk on drunk, not on junk like everyone....
JUDY. Come on, Tim, you're drunk. You're sick, Timmy.

TIM.  I'm sick? (To audience.) I'm sick? She’s a thingamabob!
JUDY. Come on, go on home, Tim.

E . TIM.  (To audience.) Listen! (Aside, to himself) Oh, damn; I'll bet
L I’ve been drinking again. (7o audience.) Now you listen! Damnit,
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this is important! (Judy turns him around and they move toward
the door. Over his shoulder to the audience.) Now you watch this.

Here. -

FICK. Terry, you got a cigarette, huh? . }
AL. (7o Tig.) She’s gonna take him!

TERRY. (To Fick.) Come on, get lost.

KAY.  (To Judy.) What'd you have?
JUDY. T'll be back! (Judy and Tim exit as Darlene enters.)

TERRY. She can sleep in the damn hall for all I care!

RUST. (To Terry.) I don’t get it.

AL. It happens every time. Did you see that?

BOB.  (Looks up as Darlene enters the café.) Well, dig that. (Darlene
sits at counter, John comes to wait on her)

AL. You get hurt, see? Every time. And then finally you learn
not to pay any attention to anything.

TIG. Yeah, I know. Well, don’t let it bother you.

BOB. (7o Darlene.) Can I buy you a cup coffee? Can I just buy
you maybe? Look, I got thirty cents somewhere.:

AL. And then you just don’t let anything bother you at all.
DARLENE. (7o John.) Coffee, please.

AL. And you siill get hurt.

JOHN. (7o Darlene.) Right.

KAY.  (Yelling to John from back.) Draw one!

BOB. You belong here? You new?

KAY.  (Yelling to John.) Two!

TIG.  (Interested in Darlene now.) She’s not the talkative type.
DARLENE.  (Quietly slips off the stool. To John.) Never mind. (She
turns to go but there is a crowd at the doox. Bob stands in front of her)
TIG. Well, don’t run off, sweetheart.

FICK.  (From the back.) It’s cold — it gets cold.

DARLENE. Come on.

BOB. TI'msorryifI'm in your way, but I can’t move. Look.
DARLENE.  Come on, I'm leaving.

TERRY. She can sleep in the alley for all I care!

TIG. Oh, am I in your way?

DARLENE.  Oh, screw it. Go away. (Turns to the counter and sits
again.)

JOHN.  (To Darlene.) You order coffee?
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TIG.  You’re new. You know anyone around here?
BOB.  Well, be a little sociable anyway. (Franny in exiting bumps
against Bob, Bob against Darlene.) Hey, I'm sorry. (Turns around, to
Franny.) Watch where you’re going!
FRANNY.  Oh, suck it; if you were sober maybe you could stand
up. (Exits.)
TIG. What are you, mad at the world?
RUST.  And she better stay gone.
BOB.  (Tv Tig.) Screw it, forget her. Let’s go. (Dopey enters café,
lakes a seat.) '
JOHN.  Come on, Dopey, you're going to fall asleep.
TIG. Don’t bother to speak. (Goes to the back of café.)
BOB. Screwit
DOPEY. What do you mean, I'm awake. Look! I want a cup of
coffee.
JOHN. I know, but 31’11 give it to you and youw’ll be asleep on
the damn table. You do it every time, Dopey. ( John turns to get him
coffee.) P
KAY.  (To Bob who has stopped. in the doorway.) Come on, you're
holdin’ the door open!
TERRY.  (Much louder) 1 don’t give a good goddamn if she sleeps
with Margaret Truman! (Bob exits.)
DOPEY.  (To prove he’s awake.) Kay? Could you hand me the
cream, please? (At the back of the café Terry falls against a booth. Much
commotion. She has spilled coffee on Bonnie. They sit her down again.)
RUST, BONNIE, TERRY. - (Variously.)
Come on.
God, look at that all over me!
Where the hell.
For Christ’s sake, where the hell are you going?
Watch it, fellow.
Sit down, take it easy.
All over me. Goddamn.
Do you have a rag?
Miss? Now just take it easy.
Why don’t you sober up?
(Lights dim for only a second, during the above exchange, with a spot on
Darlene.)

¥
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AL. (1o John.) They every one of them steal. They all steal, you
know?

TIG.  (To Ernesto.) Spices and things, you know. (Ann reenters.)
JOHN.  Yeah. Well. (Darlene and Joe exchange several glances.)

AL.  Every girl you see; they all steal. You take them up to your
room and they’ll steal something every time. You fall asleep and
they’ll sneak out and steal something.

TERRY.  (Over, from the back.) I'm sorry. I'm sorry. Iam. (Dopey is
Jalling asleep on the table.)

AL.  And then they tell you they left the door open.

JOHN. Iknow. No, I don’t, but I know.

AL. They all steal. (Momentary lull. The quartette begins a soft blues
Sfrom the back.)

JOHN.  When itgets quiet in here you almost think something’s
gonna happen.

KAY.  Quiet ali ofa sudden, ain’t it?

ANN.  (To John.) You want somebody should’ scream or some-
thing?

JOHN.  Oh, go back out on the street!

ANN.  Its dirty out there. I think I'm going to write to the
Department of Sanitation. I made sixty tonight.

JOHN.  Sixty scores or sixty bills?

ANN. Four scores — ha! -— and thirty-eight cents. I always end
up with odd change; never can figure out where the hell it came
from,

JOHN. You’re so rich, so buy me a drink, teacher.

ANN.  Sammy would slug me, I spend his money on you.
TERRY.  She can just kiss it.

JOHN.  Why do you keep him anyway?

ANN. God, you’d better go back to school.

RUST.  Miss, could we have another coffee? Two more. (Darlene
moves her cup now to the seat by Joe. Takes the seat next to him. )
DARLENE. Do you mind?

JOE.  How should I mind?

DARLENE.  Well, look, if you're thinking or waiting for some-
one....
JOE. No, I'm not waiting for someone.

DARLENE. I saw you looking at the clock.
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JOE. I'm waiting for ten o'clock. (He drinks. She takes a cigarelte
oul, he lights hers and his own.)

DARLENE. Thanks.

TIG. (7o Ernesto.) You know in Egypt they had salves and things
that could cure anything.

DARLENE. That's better than those other two creeps were
acting. Did you see them? ] '

JOE.  They're just high. They're okay usually.

TIG. Cancer even! It says so.

ERNESTO. Show me where, you can’t.

TIG. Itdoes.

DARLENE.  Why are you waiting for ten o’clock?

TIG. Hey, John; you ever read the Bible?

JOE. TI'm meeting someone.

JOHN. Whar

TIG. The Bible, stupid.

JOE.  Like a business deal. A transaction.

JOHN.  Sure. When I was about twelve.

ERNESTO. Yeah?

JOHN. Ididn’t understand it.

TIG.  Hell, you wouldn’t anyway. You know they had embalming
fluid back then?

AL.  What'd they do, drink it?

ERNESTO. Show me where.

TIG. Go away. ’

DARLENE.  What were they high on?

JOE.  Huh? How should I know? (Ernesto pays check and exits to
corner.)

DARILENE. On dope, or just drinking?

JOE. You don’t get high on ginger. Bombinos, deedees; you
don’t scream it out — you know, you don’t yell it out like that.
DARLENE. Do you like that?

JOE.  Are you kidding?

DARLENE. Me either — eye-ther,

JOE.  Not on your life. Once is enough.

DARLENE. Oh. What was it like?

JOE.  Are you kidding? Like getting sick as a bitch. Depends on
what you're taking though. New, are you?
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DARLENE. Well, have you seen me before?

JOE. No.
DARLENE. Are you sure?
JOE. Yeah.

DARLENE. How do you know?
JOE. TI'd know.
DARLENE. (Complimented.) Thanks.
JOE. I remember faces. You see me standing around, you’'d
think I was just as stupid as the next guy, but I look — and I watch
people, you know? And I study them when they don’t know. You
learn a lot. Where you from?
DARLENE. [I'm from Chicago.
TIG.  (Comes from the booth to John at the cash register) Could I have
change for cigarettes?
DARLENE. (Pausing.) My sister used to come around here,
though. She’s living off somewhere right now.
JOE. Who's your sister?
DARLENE. Oh, youwouldn’t know her. It must have been four
years ago. She used to write me.
TIG. (Hits the machine.) This damn thing!
DARLENE. Sometimes.
JOE. What'd she do?
DARLENE. Oh, I don’t know. (Affected.) We used to exchange
letters. She’d write and I'd think, God — New York! (Pause.) She
s ... like her. (Nods to Ann.) Of course, she was very pretty,
you know.
JOE. Ann? A hooker. She sold it?
DARLENE. Well, you needn’t be high and mighty about it.
JOE. Whois?
DARLENE. She used to make — sometimes a hundred dollars
a night ... twice that sometimes.
JOE.  SodoesAnn, butshe lovesit. (Yelling out. ) Don’tyou, Ann?
ANN. Don’tIwhat?
JOE.  Just say yes.
ANN. No. Hell, no; it’s a lie if he’s saying it. (Turns away.)
JOE.  She goes for free as much as she charges.
DARLENE. She didn’t come here for that, of course. She came
here to do something else. I forget what; you know. But you look
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and you don’t get anything and you — resort, you know? To
something else.

RUST. (7o Terry.) Iwouldn’t worry about it.

JOE.  Naw, Ann didn't either. Ann’s a schoolteacher. Was going
to be; came here to do something like that. When she got here
they tell her she can work part-time or somethmg

TERRY. Itdoesn't affect me.

JOE.  She told ’em to kiss it. She got a raw deal.

DARLENE. Yeah. You know what I'd make as a waitress? Maybe
sixty dollars a week. Less maybe. Tips included.

JOE.  You been here long?

DARLENE. A month.

JOE. Month? You must have saved up.

DARLENE. Are you kidding? I came here with about seven
dollars.

JOE. Yougetaroom 'around here yet?

DARLENE. T'm across the street, in the Towers. And probably
I'll get....

JOE.  And one upstairs? Everybody does.

DARLENE. My sister had a room,; this same place. I didn’t ask
you what your ten-o’clock business deal was.

JOE.  Yeah, you did.

DARLENE.  Well, I didn’t care. (Pause.) It's a filthy place up-
stairs. Have you seen it up there? I looked around this afternoon
already. I've never seen cockroaches like that. I mean they should
get a bravery medal or something. They play games on the floor
right in front of you. They don’t even run from you. (Dopey has
awakened. He looks at his coffee and gets up fo leave.)

KAY.  (Tbo Dopey.) Hey, you pay?

DOPEY. Idon’t have anything.

KAY. Coffee.

DOPEY. Ididn’teven touchit. I gotta get outside. (He leaves café
for corner)

JOE.  You know I might be able to help you geta room. Save you
some dough, maybe. After the first week or two they’ll get on to
you and kick you out. They got fellas that hang around to spot
girls who take people up. You’ll have to get one of the boys around
torentaroom in his name and then he’ll rent it to you. See? They
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don’t really care, just so long as they look legal. Most of the guys,
though, would make you pay through the nose.
DARLENE. Why? I mean why should I get a room from some-
one else? (Judy enters and goes to cash register)
JOE.  It's just the way you have to do it. All these guys in here —
a lot of them — they rent a room out for about eight bucks a
night. That's not much when you're making a hundred.
KAY. (7o Judy.) You owe for a burger and a Coke.
JUDY. Tllgetit
DARLENE. It sounds like a lot to me. Eight dollars a day? A
room’s only twelve a week. No girl's gonna do that.
JOE. They got nothing better to do with their money. Most of
the girls keep a fellow anyway. Give most of their money to some
guy. Then he treats them like shit. Don’t ask me. Over half of
them. So they can be seen with someone steady, you know.
JUDY.  (Regarding Rust and Terry in the back booth.) Well, isn’t that
cozy? .- v
DARLENE. Iwouldn't believe it. (Joe shrugs.)I mean I believe it,
but how can they ever get any money saved up or anything? If
they’re giving it away? It's pretty sick, isn’t it? Everybody living off
everybody like that?
JOE.  You won’t get away from that, I don’t care where you go.
You’ll either make a mint of money or go broke. But like I said,
most guys would charge eight bucks. I could probably get you a
room for maybe only four or five.
DARLENE. Idon t think so.
JUDY. (7o Kay.) How much do I owe you?
JOE. You'll either go broke or make a pile.
KAY. Ninety-five and that guy’s two teas. :
DARLENE. I made two hundred dollars one night. That’s what
I've been living off of. One guy; man, one night.
JUDY. Just me; he can come back and pay.
JOE. Don'’t expect it every time. (Rust comes up to the counter)
DARLENE. And I didn’t have to do anything.
RUST.  Give me a glass of water, Kay.
JOE. Much.
KAY.  Just hold it a minute!
DARLENE. Nothing. He felt sorry for me or something. He was
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a customer — in this café? And the boss fired me. I was right out
on the floor and got fired on the spot. And this guy came over to
me on the floor and said, let’s go have a steak or sométhing to eat,
you don’t want to work here anyway. Let’s go have a steak. He was
my first customer at the café. I walked right off the floor and we
went to his room and he gave me two hundred dollars.

RUST. Could I have a glass of water?.

JOE. What, did you roll him?

JUDY. (7o Rust.) First things first, honey!

DARLENE. No! I told you. He gave it to me. He felt sorry for
me or something. (Dopey has been standing on the corner; talking to
Rake. He turns to the audience, walks a little away from the others. The
action continues in the café behind him during this speech.)

DOPEY.  What he’s saying — about renting rooms and all — see
— well, there’s no reason for it but when a girl — or around here
anyway most of the girls have a guy that — kinna looks after them.
After all, it’s a rough neighborhood; but that’s not the only way
he looks after them, if you follow my meaning. And the girl sorta
keeps him. The guys that are lucky. He lives up in the room —
sleeps in the day and the girl uses the room at night. Maybe you
think they’re being exploited — the girls, I mean, because they
don’t get ahead. Every dime goes to the john — that’s the fellow.

And he eventually pulls out — runs off with it — after he’s stashed

it in a savings account somewhere. But these girls aren’t getting
so much exploited because they need these guys. No one’s forcing
them. One leaves, then right after they get over it they’re out
looking for someone else. Only someone betfer You know? Like

Ann is probably half expecting her john — this guy’s name’s Sam,

or Sammy: she’s half expecting him to leave. He's been around

seven or eight months; that’s about par for Ann. (Pause.) Well, it’s

because they want someone around and because after all balling

with old men all the time can get to be a drag — of course not all

of their scores are old men. They get just as many good-looking

guys; young fellows; high school kids and like that, they pay. Well,

maybe you don’tlike to hear that but they do. So it’s not that they

get sick of the old men all the time. But these guys that they ball,

they aren’t — around. You know? They aren’t around. They want

probably to know someone probably. See they're — well. And they
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don’t get new things! I mean these girls don’t go out and get
themselves dresses and jewelry and things. I mean they get things,
but not for themselves, see; for the guy who’s with them. New
clothes and rings and stuff — all kinds of crap and well because
it's no kind of a lark crawling in and out of bed all night and in
the morning they maybe want someone who won't leave, see.
Won't get up and take off. (Very quick.) And then they buy these
guys things so the guys around can see how they keep their johns
in luxury, you know. (Pause.) It’s natural as anything. They want
someone familiar. You know — to know somebody’s touch or
their manner or like the texture of his skin. Even if the guy’s still
asleep in the morning. You can picture it. And this usually keeps
them from getting much else. That’s what he’s trying to tell her
only she’ll know after a while anyway because it’s just a natural
thing. So she’ll find it out anyway but not till she’s there herself.
JUDY. (7o Kay.) Don’t forget the little bitch’s glass of water?
RUST. (7o Judy.) Who’re you talking to?

JUDY. She’s gotta wash out a bad taste in her mouth.

RUST. You talking to me, you talk to me.

JUDY. You just take it for what it’s worth.

RUST. You got something to say, say it.

FICK. You gota light, Ann?

JUDY. Go on back to the peach in the corner.

JOHN. (7o Rust.) Sit back down, I'll bring it to you.

RUST.  (Returning to her seat.) Tell her to shut her filthy mouth.
JUDY. You want to know what a filthy mouth is?

JOHN. Come on....

JUDY. TI'll rub your face in the sewer you try to....

JOHN. Come on, sit down or get out now.

JUDY. (Sitting immediately.) Give me a coffee! (Rust sits down at the
booth. Dopey walks away from the audience and then comes back, a new
thought. A bit irritated.)

DOPEY. You know, though, what — I was thinking what she
said; before that, about the cockroaches and all upstairs and she’s
right, it's a crawling bughouse up there; what really gripes me, she
mentioned all the roaches playing like games on the floor up
there. A roach’s attitude just gripes the hell out of me. But what
burns me, I've been reading up, not recently, but I saw it some-
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where where not only was the roach — that same, exact, goddamn
roach that we know — not only were they around about two mil-

" lion years before man, you know, before we came along: Anthro-

pologists or whatever, geologists over in Egypt or somewhere,
looking for the first city, they dug down through a city, and
straight on down through another, you know, they’re piled up like
a sandwich or in layers like a seven-layer cake. And they cut down,
down through one century to the one before it and the one
before that, and every one they found more goddamned cock-
roaches than anything, and they got before man ever existed and
like in the basement of the whole works, there those damn bugs
still were, so they've been around, like I said for about a million
years before we came along. Butnot only that! They’ve made tests,
and they found out that a roach can stand — if there was going to
be a big atom explosién, they can stand something like fourteen
times as much radio-whatever-it-is, you-know-activity as we can. So
after every man, woman, and child is wiped out and gone, like you
imagine, those same goddamn cockroaches will be still crawling
around happy as you please over the ruins of everything. Now the
picture of that really gripes my ass. (He wanders into the café.)

JOE.  (Reaches into his pocket.) Did you ever see one of these?
DARLENE. What? What is it, an hourglass?

JOE.  Yeah, that lasts about three hours. That’s a bombino.
That’s what Bob had. You asked how he got high.

DARLENE. Idon’twantit!

JOE. I'm notabout to give it to you It’s worth money.

DOPEY. Coffee.

DARLENE. How'’s it work?

JOHN.  Aw, come on, Dopey. You'll just go asleep.

JOE. Itworks wonders. See?

DOPEY. Whatta you mean? (John ignores him this time.)

JOE. That’s one jolt‘in each side. And you break it open, see,
and take a tube, a needle and a —

DARLENE. A needle? Oh, God. I thought that’s what —( Joe
makes a motion injecting it into his arm.) That's terrible! That just
makes my knees weak.

JOE. Ibetter notlet anyone see me doing that; they’ll think I'm
really taking it. (Darlene laughs.) That’s the easy way. I just got one

.
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of these. Mostly it’s heroin, and that and some of the others you
heat up in a spoon with a match.

DARLENE. Idon’twant to hear it.
JOE. It's alotta trouble.

DARLENE. And they pay for it?
JOE.  Sure. They love it. You gotta sorta coax them along; play
with them. They have to get it and they expect it to be tough
to get.

BONNIE. (At counter) That’s highway robbery.

DARLENE. They have to have it. That sounds awful.
JOHN. (To Bonnie.) Everybody makes a living.
JOE. That’s the idea. It doesn’t happen overnight or anything.
BONNIE. I'm not complaining. (Xavier enters.)

DARLENE. How much does it cost you?
JUDY. (To Bonnie.) You get sick of it back there? |
JOE.  Usually about four. I can make maybe thirty bucks on a
carton. Sometimes more. The goofballs are worth about twice as
much profit. But they’re the devil. They're wild. You never know
what the hell they’re going to do to someone.

JUDY. What are they saying? :

XAVIER. Hey, Joe! .

BONNIE. I'm notin it; whatever you're thinking.

JOE. Hi, there, buddy. :

JUDY.  Well then, just stay out of it then.

XAVIER.  You goin’ down to Forty-second later?

JOL. Naw, not tonight. I thought I'd turn in.

XAVIER. Nothing’s doing down there anyway.

JOE.  Stick around here. Where you been the last two days, man?
XAVIER.  Around. Sleeping around.

JOE.  You still talking about going off? Your old man going to
send you some dough?

XAVIER. Idon’t know. I don't think so, though. I think maybe
I'd like to go to Paris, it’s better there. People come back from
there they say it's wonderful. Beautiful girls.

JOE.  So what's wrong with the girls here?

XAVIER. (Laughing.) Maybe they all know me.

JOE. Maybe. Your friends think Paris is great, huh?

XAVIER. Iflgo and it’s wonderful as that, I'd stay. (Babe coughs.
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- Looks wp dreamily and around. Sinks back down. Xavier looks around. to

her and back.) Maybe girls here aren’t so beautiful. (Laughs.)
JOE. Oh, don’tlook at Babe. Nobody’s like her, man,
DARLENE.  What’s wrong with her?
XAVIER.  She’s very bad off.
DARLENE.  T've been looking at her.
JOE.  You're telling me she’s bad off.
XAVIER.  She’s — you know — that’s no good. She can’t go a
few hours, I bet. She has to have another. She’s on her way right
out of it. When they get that bad. On her way off.
DARLENE. She’s on her way off that stool, anyway.
XAVIER.  No, no. A junkie never falls off a stool. They lean out
and lean outand they get just to the pointand they’re way out and
their seat is way over there and they start slipping off the stool, and
they start shifting back, moving back the other way. A drunk will
go right off — pow — like that — one jerk and he’s on the floor.
But a junkie never falls off. You see if I'm wrong.
DARLENE. Ididn’t know that.
XAVIER.  You see if I'm wrong. Look, Ill see you.
JOE. No, come on; stick around.
XAVIER.  I'll be back in a few minutes. (Exits.)
JOE.  He runs around all the time. He says he’ll see you soon
and you don’t meet him for a month. He’s a nice guy. Xavier. (He
gives it a Spanish. pronunciation.)
DARLENE. Whare?
JOE.  They call him Xavier. He’s Colombian. His old man owns
a bunch of hardware stores down there. He’s up here though —
and the old man won't give him a cent.
DARLENE. 1 think he’d be better off back there, then. Is he
working?
JOE.  Huh? I don’t know what he does. He’s going to Paris or
somewhere next summer.
DARLENE. Huh. What was his name?
JOE.  (In English.) Xavier.
DARLENE. No, the other one.
JOE.  Xavier. The same thing in Spanish. Like Joe and José, you
know? :
DARLENE. Yeah. Oh.
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JOE. - (Holding the bombino out in his closed hand.) You want this?
DARLENE. Me? No, no. I don’t want that.
JOE. Not to take, I thought maybe you’d want it for a gift to
remember me. |
DARLENE. Idon’t think so. Thanks. What if I got caught with
it or something. Then where would I be?
JOE. It wouldn’t be no worse than getting caught taking some
guy up to your room. Same thing. Trouble either way you look.
ERNESTO. (From the corner) Hey, Joe. Have you seen Bob?
(Ernesto and Rake enter the café.)
RAKE. Yeah, you seen him?
JOE. (Gets up.) Yeah, he went up to around Eightieth Street.
RAKE. What time?
JOE. (Turns.) What time, Darlene? The fellow in the orange
jacket? |
DARLENE. Oh, just a few minutes ago.
ANN. I better be going back out into the dirty street.
JOHN. Yeah, make a little dough. :
DARLENE. About fifteen minutes or so ago, rd imagine.
ANN. Dough’s ass; I'm tired.
BONNIE. Back trouble, honey? I know what you mean. You
seen King? ’
ANN. You seen Sam?
JOHN.  (To Ernesto and Rake.) You gonna order?
BONNIE. Not tonight I haven’t. :
ANN. Neither have I, the bastard.
ERNESTO. Ain’t] a steady paying customer?
JOHN. Areyou?
ERNESTO. Iam when Igot the dough. You find me a john, I'll
buy something. Okay? (To Joe.) A few minutes ago? I'll see you
around. How late you gonna be here?
JOE. Ten, eleven. I'm leaving early.
JOHN. Come on, Rake; you guys. You're blocking the door.
ERNESTO. I'll see you around. (7o Darlene.) So long.
RAKE. See you. (They drift back to the corner. Dopey gets up, tired of
waiting for service and wanders out.) :
DOPEY.  Shit. Try to get served here.
DARLENE. You saw my name on my purse.
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JOE.  Yeah.
DARLENE. You said it like we'd been introduced and known
each other for years. '
JUDY. (At far end of counter; as Rust leaves the booth again.) You
really cozy back there, are you?
RUST. Whar?
JOE. A queer named Jerry Joe got pinched last night. He used
to pick up some scores around here. You know? And they caught
him with a dozen bombinos on him.
JUDY.  You cozy back there?
RUST. Whatta you mean?
JUDY. Whatta you mean, whatta I mean? I got eyes.
DARLENE. The pills?
RUST.  Well, whatta you see?
JUDY. 1Igot eyes, goddafhnit. I can see.
JOE. The other. The pills would have been worse.
RUST.  Why don’t you go back there, you're so worried.
DARLENE. You better watch yourself then.
JUDY.  Go back there! I've had about enough of you.
JOE. Theydidn’t pick him up for that. That’s what I was saying.
You're telling me I'm in a dangerous business.
RUST.  Nothing’s happening you can’t see.
JOE.  They picked him up because the stupid fairy tried to pick
up a cop. That could happen just as easy to you, you don’t play it
careful.
JUDY.  You sawed-off little bitch, you moving in? You moving
into our pad?
DARLENE. Iguess you take your chances.
RUST. - It'd serve you right if I did.
JUDY. I've had about enough of you.
RUST.  Go back to your sick friend.
JOE. It turned out good for me. One of his guys — Martin —
came to me already. I'll probably get a few more. He had his
finger in everything, Jerry Joe.
JUDY.  Get your hot little ass out of here, now.
JOE. Push alitde; sell a little. Man, I bet he looked funny when
that cop flashed his badge. Serves him right for being so stupid.
TERRY. (Standing up, very drunk.) Just can it now, Judy. Nothing’s
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happening.

FICK. (7o John.) Could I have a coffee? I think. And a bowl of
soup? It’s getting cold out, huh?

RUST. I'm gonna get this bitch out of my hair.

JOHN. (7o Rust and Judy.) Watch it now. (Phone rings. John goes to
it, answers il.)

RUST.  (Flares up now.) You're not gonna get nothing.

JUDY. I'm gonna teach you to break everyone up.

RUST. You're gonna get your ass kicked is what you're gonna get!
JUDY. You little bitch, you can just get the — (She slaps Rust,
Rust returns the slap. They scrap a second, break away, Rust has a fork
from one of the tables.)

RUST.  Okay, you jealous cunt, now you mind your own business.
JUDY. (Aware of the spectacle, past anger, hurt now.) Why don’t you
mind ... you stay away from Terry.

RUST.  Go slapping people around. I'm not interested in her!
JUDY.  You stay away, I saw you!

RUST.  You been asking for it all night!

JUDY.  We been together eleven months; you stay away!

RUST. TI'm not bothering her.

JUuDnyY. Goon...

RUST.  (Throws the fork down.) I'm leaving.

JOHN. (Hangs up phone.) You people sit down or get out.

RUST. I'm leaving, goddamnit,

JOHN. (7o all three.) Come on, clear out. We can’t have fights
in here. "

RUST.  Just mind your own business!

TERRY. (7o John.) Nothing’s happening.

RUST.  (Storming out.) She can pay.

TERRY. (Calling to Rust.) Get your coat.

RUST. Idon'twantit. (Out to street corner)

JOHN. Now keep it down. That’s all out of you two or outside.
TERRY. Bring another coffee over.

JUDY. (Whimpering.) 1 can’t help it. (They talk quietly in the booth.)
DARLENE. What’s wrong with them?

JOE. Huh? What?

DARLENE. Nothing. (Phone rings. John answers it.)

JOE.  (Trying to regain Darlene’s attention.) In a month or so I'll be
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making - well, really good money. Some guys like me, they got
fellas working for them.

DARLENE.  Sure. You know how to handle yourself. That's
good. You remind me of this guy I knew in Chicago. Cotton. He
knew how to handle himself,

RAKE.  (On the corner. To Rust.) Aren’t you cold?

RUST. No. ‘

RAKE. You'll catch cold.

JOHN. (At the phone.) I'll see. I don’t know.

RAKE. You're gonna catch preumonia.

RUST.  Just mind your own business, okay?

JOE.  Yeah, well, you learn quick enough. I'll be making really
good money. You have to be careful, of course.

DARLENE. Well, who doesn’t?

_JOE.  You'll be all right.

RAKE.  (Rust has said something to him quietly.) I can’t go in there
either. ,

JOHN.  (Comes to the side of Joe.) Telephone. Sounds like one of
Chuckles’ fellows. Perry, I think.

JOE.  Yeah? Tell him I'll be back in an hour or so.

JOHN.  Okay. Don’t take calls here — I told you before.

JOE. Ididn’t ask him to call me here. I'm not going to talk to
him here. You know that.

JOHN.  Okay.

JOE.  (To John.) Okay. (To Darlene.) Besides, the fellow I'm tying in
with — Chuckles. That was a friend of his. You don’t cross him.
You don’t cross Chuckles.

KAY. Toast me a muffin.

JOHN. Toasted muffin.

JOE.  Youdon’tsay yes today and say no tomorrow.

DARLENE.  Yeah.Igotta go back over to the hotel. (She gets up.)
JOE. I thought you were working.

DARLENE. Working?

JOE.  You know.

DARLENE.  IthoughtI'd get to bed and kinna look around the
neighborhood tomorrow and see if there’s anything open.

JOE.  Job? (He gets up.)

DARLENE.  Or something. If anything’s open. You have to live.
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JOE. Yeah.
DARLENE. Do you want to walk me across the street? I'd like
*you to. ' ‘;
JOE. What are you, a little old lady or something? Sure I will;
protection. (He pays.) '
DARLENE. Imean if you're not doing anything.
JOE. No, that’s okay.
DARLENE. Iwon’tlet you miss your ten-o’clock appointment.
JOE.  Screw that. Martin would wait all night. (Exit. Dim almost
out on café interion. Patrons inside walk to the front of the café and stand
in a line across stage, back to the audience, forming a “wall.” There is a
space about four feet wide at the center of the wall, forming a doorway. Joe
and Darlene walk down the wall slowly.)
DARLENE. I haven't seen the neighborhood at daytime yet.
JOE.  Neither has anybody else. P
DARLENE. Il bet. ‘
KAY. (From the café, distantly.) Scramble two with bacon, John.
DARLENE. It's getting cold.
JOE. Yeah.
DARLENE. There was snow last night.
JOE. Was there?
DARLENE. Not much. It didn't stick. Just a little. It’s too early
for snow. (She walks inside the doorway and turns. He is outside.)
JOE. Yeah, you'd think so.
DARLENE. Look, I don’t want you to be late for your meeting,
if you’re meeting someone.
JOE. Itisn’timportant. What do you have in mind?
DARLENE. Idon’t know. Do you want to come up? You can. I'd
like for you to. You know. If you want to.
JOE. Yeah, I'd like that. (Rake leaves his place in the wall and comes
toward the audience.) I been thinking about just that for the last
hour. ,
DARLENE. Me too, really. (They go through the “door,” out of sight
behind the “wall” of people.) :
JOHN. (From the café.) You're sure as hell not going to make
any money like that! (The “wall” moves to close the doorway behind
them.)
RAKE. (7o the audience.) You travel around. I mean hustlers
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travel around, after all they follow the sun, staying where the
weather’s warm. In New York, north, you know, when it’s hot here.
And in the winter they begin to drift down toward Miami Beach so
it’s warm. And out to California. All around. You hear a lot about
Miami Beach butyou don’t hear that it’s winter quarters for about
half the hustlers in the.country. I guess they don’t advertise that
— but the johns know it. A hustler tries to keep where it's warm. I
don’t know if it’s because of warm weather and all or whether
they just try to keep up a good tan, you know? What the hell, it’s
healthy. But you travel around and you start seeing differences in
people. In the way people act from one place to another. Like in
New York — the main difference between people in Chicago and
New York is in New York everyone carries an umbrella. If it’s the
least bit cloudy you can depend on it, every goddamn plumber
or electrician or construction worker or executive in New York
carries an umbrella. It's just the way they think. They don’t think
about it. But see, Chicé‘go, there it’s this symbol or something.
See in Chicago you’re never going to see a construction worker
carrying one of those narrow little rolled-up rapier kind of um-
brellas. Or any other kind. It's unmasculine, see. They won’t have
it. In New York, sure; but in Chicago, not on your life. Fairies and
old women, some, not many, carry umbrellas when it’s really
cloudy. But everyone else stays clear of that sort of thing. (Pause.)
Consequently they get rained on a lot in Chicago. (The “wall” dis-
perses. People move off and back to the café, in every direction. There has
been a bed set up behind the wall. Joe is in undershorts. He sits on the edge
of the bed, then lies back, propped wp on his elbow. Darlene has just slipped
on a half-slip and bra. She stands over the bed for a moment. Then moves
away a bit. The scene should be dimly lzi. Rake walks off.)

DARLENE. (A Liile breathless.) Oh, Lord. I'm all over sweat —
perspiration. So are you. Look at you. Do you want a cigarette?
How about that? ( Joe remains uninterested in her throughout this scene;
quite remote.) ‘
JOE.  Sure.

DARLENE.  Jesus. (She hands him a package of cigarettes and
matches.) Here you are, baby. (Walking away.) Let me get a towel. I
feel like I'd gone for a swim. I'm wet and all, but I mean, my legs
and arms weigh a ton; I just feel like I'd been swimming for hours.
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['ll get a towel or something, how’s that? (Joe lights a cigarette.) 1

thought I'd swipe this towel when I move, when I get an apart-

ment of my own. It's got the name of the hotel across it. I thought

that’d be funny; hanging in a regular bathroom. (She dries her neck

and arms on the towel.) Oh, that’s more like it. Here, let me. You're

perspiring like a maniac.

JOE. Throw it over.

DARLENE.  Here. (She rubs his belly.)

JOE. Come on!

DARLENE.  It’s not going to hurt you. (She starts to dry his chest
and face, Joe pulls back.)

JOE.  Come on, Darlene. For Churis’ sake! (Pushing her gently
away.) For Chris’ sake! (He takes the towel.)

DARLENE. Whart? You take it then. Where did you put the ciga-
rettes?

JOE.  Over here. i

DARLENE. (Artificially gay, goes to them.) Oh, swell. Lord. What
time are you supposed to see that guy? :

JOE.  What guy?

DARLENE. Idon’t know. The guy that you're supposed to see.
I don’t know his name.

JOE.  Oh, for Chris’ sake, I told you, Martin hangs around that
corner all night long. If I miss him at ten he's around at eleven. It
isn’t important. He’ll be there, He's a junkie.

DARLENE. Looks to me like you all hang around there all
night,

JOE.  Wellit's an important place around here.
DARLENE.  You made it sound so mysterious.

JOE. Idon’t have to answer to him. That's for damn sure. (He
puls his shirt and pants on, bragging.) Look, you want to know some-
thing? You want to know something? I knew what I was doing. I
keep a sharp lookout for myself, you don’t have to worry about
that. I watch people and size them up. And this guy Chuckles you
heard me mention?
DARLENE. Yeah? .

JOE. The guy who had someone call me back at the café. Now,
this guy is probably the most important pusher — he doesn’t push
himself, but he supplies — and you don’t screw around with him.
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I got in touch with Chuckles a while back and told him I wanted
to get cut in. Make some dough around the neighborhood. Hell,
he'd been watching me for weeks. Months! And we made this
deal. He gave — not give! — Chuckles never gave anyone the time
of day. But he loaned — on credit — you know? He loaned me
about a hundred dollars’ worth of stuff....
DARLENE. What kind of....
JOE.  Dope. Heroin. I told you....
DARLENE.  What do you do with it? You sell it to that guy?
JOE.  TIsell it now and make twice or more profit. All I give hiny
is his hundred. But see there’s this — it’s not this once only.
If you're in with this guy like I wanted to be, you're in for a
while. And chances are, like almost everyone you'll get picked
up. A guy just starting runs all the risks. You can be about so clever.
But once I sell that stuff — see, I'm in up to my throat. Hell, I'm
in already. You don't butt out on Chuckles. You don’t just carry
it around. -
DARLENE. You don’t sound very pleased about it.
JOE.  He loaned it to me for twenty-four hours, you know? And
they been up a long time now. Day before yesterday. I just can’t
think straight on it. You don’t cross him, though.
DARLENE. I guess not, but if you think it's too dangerous....
JOE.  The sentence for pushing His about thirty years! Hell, I'm
the same as in with Chuckles already.
DARLENE. I thought you just was. But if you don’t want to be,
you could talk with....
JOE.  (Getting up.) Christ!
DARLENE. No, really. I've always felt if people just talked about
their problems they can always work something out....
JOE.  Yeah, sure. What time is it?
DARLENE. Idon’t know. Let’s see.
JOE.  You want to call down and ask the desk?
DARLENE. No.Ihavea wristwatch, I'm not that poor.
JOE.  What time is it?
DARLENE. Well, I'm trying to read it, it’s small! It’s one-thirty.
JOE.  Christ! Oh, Christ! (The people who have left the stage begin to
driftin in the background, occasionally crossing in front.)
FICK.  Hey, hey, Tig?
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TIG. Sure, don’teven ask. Any time. Christ. (Takes a cigareite and
gives it to Fick.)

DARLENE.  Why, do you have to go somewhere? )

FICK. (Badly wetting and destroying the end of the cigaretie.) God,
look at me slobber all over it. I'm a mess. Jesus.
JOE.  Jesus. (He puts on his jacket.)

DARLENE. Do you have to go somewhere?
JOE. Yeah.I'll see you tomorrow or if you come back tonight.
FICK. I'm such a damn slob. Look at that. I'll get it though.
(Wanders back into café. Joe goes inlo the café. Darlene exit.s. The bed is
removed. Lights up on café; very late at night. Ann is considerably more
disheveled. As lights go up the first rock 'n’roll song blasts ou’t of the juke -
box. John immediately reaches under the counter and turns it down.)
TIG. Hey, that's my song.

JOHN.  (Ouer; to Joe as he enters.) Martin was lookmg for you, Joe.
JOE. Let him look. When?

JOHN:. God, I don’t know; hours ago. Chuckles called you on

the phone.

JOE.  Hedid? (Shrugs.) Coffee. What did you tell hlmD

JOHN. I told him you left early.

JOE. (With a swagger) What does he want with me?

JOHN. (Knowingly.) Yeah, I wonder, huh.

JOE. How'd you get it so quiet in here?

JOHN. Wait ten minutes. It'll be a madhouse. We had a dish-
washer walk out.

JOE. Inever knew you had one.

ANN. (Entering.) Coffee, okay, John?

JOHN. Coffee for teacher.

ANN. Oh, can it. Did you see that john? That last one?

JOHN. See who?

ANN. That fellow I took up.

JOHN. No.

JOE. Naw.

ANN. God, was he sick.

JOHN. You get all kinds, huh?

ANN. All kinds and varieties.

JOHN. How much was he worth?

ANN. Fifteen. What the hell. You seen Sam? He’s not been
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around?
JOHN.  Your boyfriend? No.
ANN.  God, was he'sick. Hey this guy last night — you should
have seen him. He had a roll of bills, I've never seen anything like
it. He owns some gas stations around — three or four and he'd
Jjust made the rounds and collected from them. He must have had
six or eight hundred. And I'm feeding him booze and walking the
floor trying to figure some way of getting it and he’s getting ready
to leave. And I keep talking about everything I can think of.
Pulling him back. God, I'll bet he thought he'd got hold of an
eager demented whore for sure. I nearly went nuts. Kept him in
the room for an hour trying to think of some way to getit.
FICK.  (Tv Tig in the back booth.) You notice how cold it’s getting?
JOHN. Can'tyou stick to an honest living?
FICK.  Betit snows. Me with no goddamned overcoat.
ANN. Ha. He mustfhave had six hundred. (Pause.)
FICK. Goddamn. '
ANN. What the hell, who needs it? (To Joe.) What are you so
quiet about anyway?
JOE. Can’tI be quiet?
ANN.  Sit over there like the bird that caught the cat.
JOE. Can’tIbe quiet?
ANN. No. Oh, hell. (Gets up. Al the back a Stranger, who has
entered, gets up to pay his check.) Oh, hell. Hell, hell, hell, hell, hell.
(Wanders out.)
STRANGER. (7o joe.) You Joe Conroy?
JOE. Who are you?
STRANGER.  Are you Conroy?
JOE. What are you? Some kind of cop or something?
STRANGER. You pretty big around here?
JOE. Who, me?
STRANGER.  You must be thinking you’re pretty hot stuff
around here. :
JOE. Hey, John, could I have cream with this, huh?
STRANGER. You don’t screw around with Chuckles; you don’t
cross Chuckles, Conroy. You ought to know that.
JOE. What’s that?
STRANGER.  You're a little late, and we understand. But busi-
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ness is business. So we’ll have to have interest on the little loan.
JOE.  Like what?
STRANGER. Like a hundred a day — every day you're late.
Man, that’s sad news. You're due to lose money at that rate, you
know? (Exits.)
JOE.  I'm not crossing nobody. Beginning when? Hey. (Pause for
a second.) Hey, John. You know that guy?
JOHN.  (From the far end of the countey, looks up.) No. Never saw
him, don’t think.
JOE. 1 think he’s some kind of cop.
BOB. (Entering with Tim.) Yeah, yeah, yeah; whatta you think,
whatta you think? Hey, John, we’ll take a booth — coffee and we’ll
leave, okay?
JOHN. Tifty cents a person minimum.
BOB. Come on. Whatta you thinking about?
TIG. Hey, buddy.
BOB. Whatta you thinking?
JOHN. Fifty cents.
TIM. Since when?
JOHN.  Since year one. Look, do I own the place or do I work
here? 1 work here. '
BOB. (7o Tig.) Spare me a dollar till tomorrow morning, okay? I
gotta pay someone before he —
TIG. 1gotno dollar. (Lights begin to Jfade on the scene.)
DOPEY. (7o Rake and Ernesto on the corner. ) It's here, right? This
is it. :
RAKE. No, God. Not yet.
JOHN. Sitsomewhere.
BOB. Come on, tomorrow morning.
DOPEY. Itis, go on, man; get it there.
RAKE. (Pushing him back.) Come on.
FICK. Damn, is it getting cold, man? Do you know what hap-
pened, Tig? To me? You know why I'm so mussed up? Did I tell you?
BOB. Justa minute. We’ll take a booth, okay?
FICK. I told you, huh.
JOHN. Fifty cents a person.
BOB. Oh, for Chris’ sake.
FICK. Dol Tig? Do I?
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TIG. Doyou wh.at, Fick? I don’t know what you’re talking about.
?A}KE. (Under his breath to Ernesto and Dopey.) Okay, this is it. (The
tghts are very dim on café. Ernesto, Rake, and D .
[Downstage C.] to audience.) e come Jorward

ERNESTO. We got this song here; we do this song.

DOPEY. Read it

RAKE: P'll say it first, so you know' the words or you couldn’t

make it out.

DOPEY. It'saround.

RAKE. It’s a round and you can’t understand the words if you

don’t know them.

DOPEY. And the name is — see....

ERNESTO. It’s about us.

A RAKE. Yeah. The name is — see it’s us; this is our song about us.
DOPEY. We standﬁ. around on the corner all night, see, and
don’tdo nothing. = ,
RAKE. You know, with our hands in our pockets like. Come on,

Bob; you're in this — Tim, come on. (Tim and B
. ’ . [ Bob come to th
BOB. What’s up? ¢ lo the group.)

RAKE. (7o Bob.) Wake up!

ERNESTO. (Over) And the name is “Men on the Corner.” Fel-
lows on the corner, like that.

RAKE. (Ready to read the words from a piece of paper that he has taken
Jrom his pocket.) Okay. -

ERNESTO. (?"0 audience.) I'm not in it. (Goes into the café.)
RAKE. It’s this round. This is just the words:

THEY LAUGH AND JAB
CAVORT AND JUMP
AND JOKE AND GAB
AND GRIND AND BUMP.

DOPEY.  (Quickly.) See? It’s us.
RAKE.,
THEY FLIP A KNIFE
AND TOSS A COIN
AND SPEND THEIR LIFE
AND SCRATCH THEIR GROIN.
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THEY PANTOMIME

A STANDING SCREW
AND PASS THE TIME
WITH NOUGHT TO DO.

THEY SWING, THEY SWAY
THIS CHEERFUL CREW,
WITH NOUGHT TO SAY
AND NOUGHT TO DO.

(Dopey begins the round as soon as Rake is finished, followed by sz and
Bob and Rake in that order. The melody is shockingly gentle; rocking; easy;
soft; lilting.)

flip a koife and toss a coin and spend theirlife and scratchiheir groin.They
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swing, they sway this cheer-ful crew with nought to say and ncught to do.

(In the background with a minimum of extraneous movement the people
in the café silently lift every stick of furniture, the “set,” about three fee% off
the ground and turn the set — as a turntable would — walk the set in a
slow circle until it is facing the opposite direction from the beginning. They
set the furniture down in place and sit. The round ends.) '

DOPEY. (As the last line of the round is sung.) See, the words of this
one make some sense anyway. If you read the other one — the
rock’n’roll at the beginning of the show — it would sound like
this: y-000, y-000, yackie-yackie do, y-000, y-000, yackie, yackie....
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ERNESTO. (7o Dopey.) Come on.

DOPEY.  “What would I do yackie, yackie do, y-000, y-000....
ERNESTO. Letsgo.:

DOPEY. Isn't that a bitch?

RAKE. Come on. Bob, you and Tim go on back. (Tim and Bob
enter café as Dopey and Rake go back to the street corner: To the audience.)
We'll see you. (Lights up in the cafs.) )

FICK. Youdidn’tsee it, Tig; I tell you they had me pinned, man.
Down in this hall-thing. Four or five big black cats, they must have
been huge.... . i

DARLENE. (Entering the café.) Hi, Joe.

JOE. Hi
DARLENE.  Couldn’tsleep. I thought you might be here.

JOE.  Sure. (All of Fick’s dialogue in this scene is over Darlene and  Joe's
scene, as a background. Very soft at first here. Fick'is in the back of the café.
To Tig who'is not listening. Fick’s dialogue is continuous.)

FICK. I mean, big, strong fellows; fighters. They pushed me
into this doorway. Right into the door, and down this hall and
back into this dark place there in the hall there.

DARLENE. What's wrong?

JOE. Whatta you mean?

DARLENE. - You look like something was wrong is all.

JOE. Dol?

DARLENE. What’s wrong? You can tell me.

JOE.  Nothing, goddamnit. Come on — you come in here and
in three seconds flat you start telling me I'm crazy or something.
DARLENE. Ididn't say anything like that.

JOE. Hell you didn’t.

FICK.  See, they thought I had a bottle on me, and I said I don’t
drink, and they didn’t know I was high, you know. And they're
standing over me and they feel around and see I don’t have any
money on me and I said, shit, man, you think I walk around with
money? I mean, look at me now, do I look like I carry money
around with me? I don’t have any money on me.

DARLENE. I just asked. Hell! Look at you!

JOE. Don’tlook at me then.

DARLENE. What's bugging you anyway?

JOE. Nothing. Damnit. Darlene. (Nicer) What the hell am I

<
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going to do with you anyway?
DARLENE. (Nicer) I don’t know. I swear I don’t. You let me
know when you come up with something, though, you hear?
JOLE.  Yeah. I'll think of something. (Pause in their conversation.)
FICK. 1 get four dollars, I shoot it, man it’s all I can afford.
About twenty dollars a day, man, most days I don’t even know
where it came from, 'cause I'm high, man, and I don’t remember,
I can’t think. And they start roughing me up and I said, man,
you got the wrong boy. Why don’t you rough up someone your
own size?
JOE.  You wanta cup of cotfee? ‘
DARLENE.  Sure. Why not. John? I won’t sleep now, anyway.
(Pause.) Did you get back in time to see that Martin?
JOE.  Oh, Christ. What the hell difference does it make? I told
you I don’t owe him nothing.
DARLENE. TIdidn’tknow. I take it from thatyou didn’t get back
in time.
JOE.  What business is it of yours, anyway? :
DARLENE.  Well, I just wondered. For Christ’s sake. If you can’t
even be civil.
FICK. I'mean even if I was a big cat, see, I'm small, but even if I
was a big cat I wouldn’t go roughing up people like that. They
fairly gave me hell, and beat the tar out of me. I just balled up in
the hall there and didn’t move, I mean, if I get up they’re going
to get at my face and all, and I just balled up and had to take it.
JOE.  Well, if you have to nose into everybody’s business.
DARLENE  Idon’tgive a good goddamn if you saw him or not.
Or Chuckles even.
JOL.  Then why the hell did you bother to ask?
DARLENE. Forget it. Christ. Excuse me for living.
JOE.  Just keep your nose in your own business. You have busi-
ness of your own to worry about. Darlene, for Christ’s sake.
FICK. ’Cause I couldn’t get even one good punch in at them. |
couldn’t get one good punch at them. I mean, look at me, I'm
weak as a kitten. What would you expect, I started shooting H
when I was about thirteen. And hell, that’s a long time ago now; I
mean [ wasn't a tough kid or nothing like that, butI could protect
myself, you know, I could spar around, but Christ I can’t even see
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a}nythinlg hf:lf the time, I can’t follow things around you know and
they’re kicking me around ¥ 3 :
e Kk )g the hallway there. ( Tig starts to get up,
DARLENE. Pardon me for living.
JOE. Go get laid. You can’t mind your own business. You come
in here and...,
DARLENE.  Jesus. Just forget it.
JOE. Okay. It’s forgotten. (Pause.)
FICK. No, don’t g0 away now, listen to this, just listen to me
now. See these guys were kicking me around and I can’t do
nothing. But what I'm saying, if I could get a couple of big guys
you know, a few big guys, you know, a few big guys and go up there’
go back there. ’
DARLENE.  Christ! (Pause. )
JOE.  Youwant coffee?
DARLENE. Idon’t know.
JOE.  Suit yourself.
DARLENE.  Yeah. Okay John?
JOHN. Gotit.
JOE.  Christ, ‘
DARLENE.  Are you in trouble? Be serious now.
JOE.  Yes. Damnit, there. You feel better now?
FICK. I couldn’t do nothing myself, I mean, I just laid there,
n.lan. But if I could just get a couple of big guys, a couple of
fighters and go back there. No, don’t run off, I'm not talking
about you, but you're big fellows, you could look big. See I know
these mothers; I seen them around here all the time. And they
know I don’t have any bread, they know that. (Tig moves to a dif-
Jerent seat. Fick continues as if Tig were still there.)
DARLENE. Is it serious?
FICK. Butwitha couple of fellows, fighters, they’d run like hell
they wouldn’t start nothing, you’d see. ,
JOE.  Yes.
FICK.  They'd run like a couple of scared mothers. I mean we
wouldn’t have to do nothing or nothing, they'd just turn tail-and
get the hell out of there.
DARLENE.  Are you going to work for him?
JOE.  Idon’t have much of a choice. One of his friends — one
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that I’d never seen before — paid me a visit here to inform me I'd
owe Chuckles a hundred bucks a day interest till I paid him off.
Now are you happy? :
FICK. See, they'd think I had friends, see, and they’d know not
to fuck with me any more, as soon as they saw I had a couple of
friends they'd not mess around with me, you know what I mean?
DARLENE. You can’t get money like that, can you? Can you?
What are you going to do, Joe?

JOE. 1 don’t know yet! I don’t know. What, yet. I gotta think.
(They sit quietly, looking up out toward the street.)

FICK. I mean, I was just walking down the street and they
came up on me like they was important, and they start pushing
me around, you know. And they pushed me into this alley, not
an alley, but this hallway and back down the end of that to this
dark place at the end of the hallway and they start punching
at me, and I just fell into this ball on the floor so they couldn’t
hurt me or nothing. But if I came down there with a couple of
fighters, a couple of guys, like my friends, it wouldn’t have to be
you or anything, but just a couple or three guys, big guys, like
walking down the street, you know. Just so they could see I got
these buddies here. See I'm on H, ] mean, I'm flying and I gotta
talk man, but I'm serious now; just a few guys and they’d leave
me be, maybe, because they'd think I had these buddies that
looked after me, you know; cause I -— you know — they kicked
me up, if I wasn’t on H, man, they’d be pains all through me —
you know — walking down the street by myself — I start looking
around and wondering who’s out there gonna mess me up,
you know. I get scared as hell, man, walking down around
here, I mean, I can’t protect myself or nothing man. You know
what I mean? You know what I mean? You know what I mean?
You know? I mean if I had these couple of big buddies — fighters
— you — you know — if I had a couple of guys -— like — big
guys — that — you know, there’s like nothing —I could — like, if
you walked around with these buddies, I mean you could do, man
— you could do anything.... (Long pondering pause. He looks
to everyone one at a time. No one moves. He turns and looks at Babe.
She raises her head as if to speak and very slowly looks back down to
the counter)
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DOPEY.

(On the corner. Turns to audience. Clearly.) We'll call an

intermission here. (Curtain. )
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ACT TWO

Early evening. Only Frank, Ann, judy, and Terry are in the café.
Ann is the only person seated at the counter.

DARLENE.  (Enters the café. She sits a Jew stools from Ann.) Could I
have a coffee, please?

FRANK. (In a rather good mood.) Sure, miss.

DARLENE.  John isn’t on yet, huh? He come on about seven?
FRANK. Yeah. f

DARLENE. And I think maybe — what's the little cupcake? Are
those chocolate all through?

FRANK. White, Chocolate frosting.

DARLENE.  Oh. No. Nothing else, I guess. I'm not really hungry.
(She looks toward Ann. Darlene pours a great deal of milk into the
coffee.) :

FRANK. Watch that milk — all that’s not good for you. (You
have the feeling he’s more worried about the price of milk.)

DARLENE. Itisn’t? :

FRANK.  It'll make you fat. (He walks to the far end of the counter)
DARLENE.  Oh, that’s one thing I don’t worry much about. (She
looks toward Ann who is drinking coffee and smoking a cigareite, looking
out the window in a halfdream.) Isn’t your name Ann? (Pause. No
reaction. Ann probably hasn’t heard her) Ann? I thought, if you're
busy or....

ANN.  (Twrns to her. Does not recognize her at first.) Yes?

DARLENE. I don’t know many people around the neighbor-
hood yet. I've seen you around. A friend of mine knows you real
well. Joe knows you, 1 think. (Frank sits at one of the booths, reading
a newspaper.)

ANN. Joe? Conroy? Chuckles’ fellow? Or is he?

DARLENE. I don’t — short — but not too short. Real cute —
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sexy; dark hair. I don’t think he’s Chuckles’ fellow, but he knows
him, I believe. 7 ]
ANN. Conroy. God yes, I know Joe. . | .
DARLENE. Isn’t that terrible, I forgot his last name. I just
blanked out.
ANN. Conroy. .
DARLENE. Yes, I know. I remember it now.
ANN. Sure. I've seen you with Joe, I know now.
DARLENE. I'm Darlene.
ANN. Fine. i
DARLENE. Joe said you came to New York to be a teacher.
ANN. Oh, God.
DARLENE. Didn’t you?
ANN. Who remembers? '
DARLENE. And you're from Nebraska. I'm from Chicago, so
that's not far off. :
ANN. Minnesota. . o
DARLENE. (Puzzled for a moment — smiles.) I.HIHOIS.
ANN. I'm from Minnesota. You're from Chlc.ago. -
DARLENE. Oh. Minnesota. I said something else, didn’t I?
(Pause.) 1 been here about a month, I guess. He — Joe — talked
about you a lot.
ANN. He must have. . ’
DARLENE. Oh, itwasall good! (Realizes it couldn’t have been good.
Embarrassed hesitation.) I saw you this afternoon.
ANN. Me?
DARLENE. 1was up early for a change; I had to go down to P_ort
Authority and get some things I'd left there. You. were walking
down uh — uh — over toward that church; the whichever one —
I don't know — there’s a market there and a bakeshop.
ANN. Idon’t know. . i
DARLENE. Yes, you do. You were with this guy. Probably your
boyfriend. Real big fellow. ‘
ANYIEJ Boyfriend for the next fifteen minutes probab_ly — Oh,
no! That was Sam. That is my boyfriend. If you can call it that. He
dragged me out of bed to look at a TV set some b.um friend of hl’S
mopped from a PRapartment. Ratty old contraption. He couldn’t
get either one of us focused.
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DARLENE. (Has been listening too intently, too amused.) Huh?
ANN. Some clunk friend of his was trying to fence a bum set for

twenty-five bucks. I dragged him down to some store and bought
anew one. '

DARLENE. Really? That’s wonderful.
ANN. He didn't like it, of course. There wasn’t anything that
needed to be done on it. Tinkered with. He didn’t want to watch
it unless he could conquer it first. His room is one solid mass of
parts and tubes and coils and wires and various masculine symbols
like that. Of course, ke is one solid mass of — but that’s another
conversation altogether. You’re from Chicago. I went to Chicago
when I was about four, I think.
DARLENE. Really? Yeah, I grew up there. It’s not like New York
atall.
ANN. Yeah. :
DARLENE. I know what you mean about radio parts and nuts
and bolts and everything. That’s funny, the way you put it. (Pause.)
Oh, I like New York all right, I guess. It's like a whole different
place, you know. :
ANN. Iimagine.
DARLENE. I mean back home is like a small town compared
to here.
ANN. For me, too. (Martin enters café.)
DARLENE. You're from Minnesota?
ANN. Ashville, Minnesota.
MARTIN. Pardon me. Ann. Right?
ANN. Yes?
MARTIN.  (Mumbles.) I thought so; I wondered, there’s this guy
Tve.... :
ANN. Speak up, baby, I can’t hear you.
MARTIN. Isaid, there’s ;this guy, I know he comes around here.
ANN. Who's that? .
MARTIN. Idon’t know, I know I heard he was around here, I've
seen him around. Spanish fellow, dark....
ANN. Idon’t think I can help you on that one, there’s a lot of
Spanish guys floating around here. (She starts to turn away.)
MARTIN. He’s a Colombian guy; dresses very smart.
ANN.  Are you talking about Xavier?
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DARLENE. That’s who I was gonna say, Xavier.
MARTIN. Yes, yes, that's him; that’s him.
ANN. Sure, everybody knows Xavier.
MARTIN. Have you seen him around today?
ANN. TIdon’t think so.
MARTIN. (Overlapping.) Has he been in here today?
ANN. Not that I know of.
MARTIN. A Colombian guy, very smart dress —
ANN. Yeah, I know who you mean. (70 Darlene.) Sorry, you were
saying it’s — ‘
MARTIN. Do you know where he’'d be; or where he lives or
anything?
ANN. No, I'm afraid I don’t.
DARLENE. He's been around this week, though. With Xavier
you never know when you're going to see him.
ANN. He runs around a lot. : ‘
DARLENE. He says I'll be right back and you won’t see him for
a month sometimes. ,
ANN. Sorry. (Pause.)
MARTIN. Yeah. (Pause.)
DARLENE. (7o Ann.) That guy that you were with, the tall —
MARTIN.  (Overlapping, conversational level.) You don't suppose
that he'll be in right away? 7 ,
ANN. TItell you what, you could undoubtedly catch him later on
this evening; why don’t you come back? .
MARTIN. Yeah. I just wanted to see him about something.
ANN. Well, if it’s important I could —
MARTIN. No, no. It's notimportant.
ANN. IfI see him do you want me to tell him to stick around?
MARTIN. No. No, that’s okay. I'll probably run into him, you
know, his evening. Thank you.
ANN. Sure.
FRANK. You want something?
MARTIN. No, no, thanks.
FRANK. Coffee or something. It's getting cold out.
MARTIN. (Leaving.) No, I'll be back, no thanks.
DARLENE. What was the fellow's name again?
ANN. Him? I don’t know, I've seen him around.
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DARLENE. No, the tall guy; you know, that I saw you with?
ANN. Sam?

DARLENE. Yeah. You're not married to him, are you?

ANN. God, no.

DARLENE. (Laughs.) I know what you mean. That’s funny.
(Pause.) Those two that always sit around in here, you know; the
dark headed one and she’s gota little baby? Are they married? Or
do you know? :

ANN. I don’t know. No one knows. I don’t imagine, but they’d
probably tell you they were.

DARLENE. It’s a cute little baby, really. I don’t know if 'd bring
him here at all hours of the day and night like that if it was mine,
though.

ANN.  Well, some people would give anything to look re-
spectable,

DARLENE. (Pause.) Iiknow one thing: T sure feel like you do
about marriage. I mean, I just don’t know. Like you said. I know
this guy I used to go with — when I first gotaroom of my own, up
on Armitage Street? Do you know that part of Chicago?

ANN. No. But then I was only four.

DARLENE. Oh. Well, most of the streets run either east and
west or up and down, you know — one or the other. But some of
them kinna cut across all the others — Armitage Street does, and
some of the other real nice ones. Fullerton Street does. (I don’t
know if it’s important, but Fullerton Street does not. In other words,
Darlene rather prefers the vivid to the accurate. ) And they’re wider, you
know, with big trees and all, and there are all of these big old
lovely apartment buildings, very well taken care of, with little
lawns out front and flower boxes in the windows and all. You know
what I mean? And the rents, compared to what they try to sock you
with here. The rents are practically nothing — even in this neigh-
borhood. (Pause.) My apartment was two flights up, in the front. It
was so cute, you'd have loved it. They had it all done over when I
moved in. I had three rooms. And let’s see — there was justa
lovely big living room that looked out onto Armitage Street and a
real cute little kitchen and then the bedroom — that looked out
onto a garden in the back and on the other side of the garden was
Grant Park — or some park, I never did know the name it had. But
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there were kids that I just loved playing out in this park all the
time. And then I had this little bathroom, a private bath. I had-—
it was funny — I had a collection — you know practically every-
body collects something....
ANN. Yeah, I know what you mean. :
DARLENE. (Laughs.) No, not like that! I collected towels, if you
must know. You know, from all the big hotels — Of course, I
didn’t get very many of them myself, but friends of mine, every
time they went anywhere always brought me back a big bath towel
or hand towel or face towel with some new name across it. I'll
swear, I never bought one towel in all the time I lived there! It was
funny, too, it looked real great in a regular bathroom like that;
these hotel names. Everyone just loved it. My favorite one was —
from this — oh, this real elegant hotel — what was it’s — I don’t
even remember the name any more I had so many of them. Any-
way, the apartment, in that neighborhood and all, cost me practi-
cally nothing compared to what they want for a place not half as
good in New York. And I lived there, and this guy I was going with,
you know, that asked me to marry him? He lived across the hall.
He moved into the apartment next to mine. Really, Ann, you
should have seen him. He was slow, everything he did, and quiet;
he hardly ever talked at all. You had to just pump him to get him
to say the time of day. And he had white hair — nearly white; they
used to call him Cotton — he told me —when he was in Alabama.
That's where he’s from. He was living in the apartment next to
mine and we were always together, and there just wasn't any dif-
ference between his place and mine. We should have only been
paying for one rent. Half of his stuff was in my place and half vice
versa. He used to get so pissed off when I'd wash things out and
hang them up in his bathroom or in the kitchen and all. You
know, over the fire there. But we were always together — and we
finally decided to get married — we both did. And all our friends
were buying rice and digging out their old shoes. Cotton — he
worked in a television factory, RCA, I believe, but I couldn’t be
sure. That's why I started thinking about him when you said this
Sam had electrical parts all over the apartment. Old Cotton had,
I'll swear, the funniest temperament I ever saw. If he got mad —
(Abmost as though angry.) — he wouldn’t argue or anything like
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that, he’d just walk around like nothing was wrong only never
say one word. Sometimes for two or three days. And that used to

- getme s n’ i
g 0 mad I couldn’t stand it. Have you ever known anyone

who did that?

SNN. Yeah, I know what you mean.

foz;‘\lclli.;%\IE. Just wouldn’t talk at all, I mean. Not say one word
ANN. Itsounds familiar enough.

DARLENE. It used to just burn me up. And he knew it did, is
what rnzllde it so bad. I'd just be so mad I could spit. And I'd ;a
something like: what’s wrong, Coiton? And just as easy as 01)11
please he’d reach over and light a cigarette and look outythe \z]zin-
dow or something. Turn on the radio. I just wish I had the control
to be like that because itis'the most maddening thing you can
mbl}r do to someone when they’re trying to argue with you I'cop(iz
do it for about five minutes, then I'd blow my stack. O);l I' usecil to
get so damfl mad at him. Agh! (Pause.) Course I make’ it sound
worse than it was, 'cause he didn’t act like that very often. Fortu-
nately. But you never knew what was going to provoke.him lI
swear. It was just that we saw each other every hour of every da _
you just couldn’t get us apart. And when we decidedytoy et
marrle.d all our friends were so excited — of course they'd bfen
expecting it. probably. But we were so crazy you'd nev’er know what
we were going to do. I know he used to set the TV so it pointed
1ntf) the mirror, because there wasn't a plug-in by the bped and
we’d lay Fhere in bed and look at the mirror that had the TV
reflected in it. Only everything was backwards. Writing was back-
wards. (She laughs.) Only, you know, even backwards, it was a

bettel plCtLII W y l
€, 1t was CleaI €Y t}lall 1f ou was just lOOklIl strai h.t
g g

ANN. Yeah. So did you? -

DARLENE. Get married? Oh, Lord, it was such an ordeal! We
g0t — now you have to know Cotton for this to be funny to. ou
— but when he went for his blood test I nearly died laughin I-;Ie’s
got these r.eal pale eyes and just no color, you know —a pinl%‘color
all over him; absolutely the lightest-skinned person I've ever

knOWIl WhO wasn tSlely or Sollletlllllg. Illey Ca.lled lll] 1l an aH)lIlO
3
>
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ANN. Yes.
DARLENE. It’s a kind of horse. And Cotton’s eyes were kinda

pink and trying to be blue, so they came out a kind of lavender.
You'd have thought he couldn’t be a lighter color and be alive.
And when the doctor stuck the needle in him, oh, Lord, he faded
out like a dollar shirt. I've never seen anyone in my life get that
white in three seconds flat. I don’t mean he fainted or anything,
but you should have seen him. He was so damn scared it was really
great of him, because he didn’t make a fuss or anything. I said,
honey, do you want to sit down or something? And he just said, oh,
no. Cotton wasn’t weak either — he was tough as they make 'em.
He was pale and all like I said, but he was strong as an ox and
rough. He was always in some fight, beating the pants off someone
or other. (Chattier) We went to this doctor Lillian —.a girlfriend
of mine — went to when she thought she was pregnant, but she
wasn’t, thank God. And I think it was the following Saturday, the
license office was only open till noon or one o’clock, I remember.
And Cotton was supposed to work, but he got off; we went up to
City Hall for our license. They're building a new building for City
Hall in Chicago, or I think they are. I hope they are! They didn’t
have any air conditioning or anything — naturally, and of course
itwas in the middle of summer: July eleventh. On a Saturday. Any-
way, this old building covers a whole block, right out to the side-
walk and it must be fifty years old. Everything is that old style of
heavy old marble and gold spittoons everywhere. And you go —
going to the marriage license place — you go up these real wide
marble stairs about a block wide and sway-backed, you practically
break your neck on them they're so worn down in the middle —
and there’s this hall upstairs somewhere with the door to the
bureau at the far end and by the time we got there — and we
didn’t get there till about eleven — there must have been two
hundred people up there waiting in line. Most of them couples
waiting to get in for their license. There was this line — you've
never seen anything like it. We got up to the top of the stairs and
saw all these people in line and Cotton and me both said, Oh, my
God! at the same time. And some of the kids who had come with
us, I thought they’d just drop. You've never seen anything like it.
1 wish I could remember some of the things that our friends said
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about it, too, because they kept us in stitches all mornin (Paus
God, you should have seen the people waiting there ;gn Iiﬂé ei)t
was hot and all. Of course this was Chicago, but I'll bet it’ll.be
the same, or about the same everywhere. There was every size
and shape and color a person you've ever seen or could );10
to see. God, there was Puerto Ricans and whites and redhealc)le
and Negroes and redheaded Negroes; and a lot of people werS
chattering away in some jibberish language that nobocPl) coulde
understand. And kids you’d think was only about fourteeyn ear.
ofage and old people who must have been — one couple — Zn i
have been sixty if they were a day. You see everything I?Axnd th'us
h?rd to believe probably but you can go down to th;e New YISIIf
City I.{all' and I'll bet it’s the same there; I'll swear about twen Orf
the girls in line waiting for their marriage licenses were pre nZ OL
Honest to God. It looked like the maternity ward in aphogs itI;I.
And]I rr’lean real pregnant — six or seven months along — af.)nd I
;:loouldnlt. help thcilnking:if this many are this pregnant this far
ng, I just wonder ho ¥
o anjd obody can tzlunil:ny are three months or two months
And of course there were some mothers and fathers that had
dragged along. If you ever want to see a trapped look in a boy’s
eyes — I mean, they were smiling, and talking all very seriouZI
wuf} their Prospective fathers-in-law, all very man to man standiny
bes@e thel'r fat, ugly — really ugly, some of themn — gi’rlfriendsg
an.d in their eyes they were wondering how the hell the weré
gomng to get out of this one. And some of the girls were d);essed
up. ’So.me of them were in jeans and had their hair in curlers and
you'd just want to die looking at them — and then éome of the
were dressed to the teeth. Knee-length wedding gowns; you kno;/[T
not expensive, but pretty and veils and the whole bit Z a bunch’
of roses or gardenias or something and after they got their license
they went around a kind of mezzanine railing to the Justice’s
o'fﬁce across the way. The Justice of the Piece’s office some of th
kids start'ed calling it. That’s the kind of thing they were sayin al(i
day. But if I was going to wear a dress like that to get marri};d ign I
know one thing: I wouldn’t do it in his little office — you couid
Ioo.k rlgh.t across into the room and the carpet was worr): all down
—— 1t was just a mess of a place. I couldn’t even watch — I just bet
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they felt so foolish all dressed up like that with this noisy line
outside and that stupid rug. But they seemed happy enough about
it, I guess. You couldn’t help wondering if the boys who were
marrying the pregnant girls were really the fathers. of the kids
or not. And if the boys weren’t wondering the same thing. I just
hope that all the kids turned out for the mothers’ sake to look ex-
actly the spittin’ image of their fathers.

And if this hot, messy, stupid crowd wasn’t enough, with every-
one crowding all over this hall: there was this guy, all fat and tooth-
less, or nearly, and bald, who kept trotting down the line saying,
“Stay up against the wall, now, give the boys room to get in. They
got you up against the wall now; now you let them in!” And pre-
tending what he’d said didn’t have any dirty meaning at all. And
laughing. Some of the fellows and the men — the fathers and all
— laughed and carried on with him. I can’t remember exactly
what he said but it was like: “The quicker you get in the quicker
you getitin.” I mean he just wasn’t funny at all. I thought Cotton
was gonna bust him one. He just served to make everyone a little
more nervous and jumpy than they were anyway. Everyone got so
tired and just kept looking and everyone was so down. Naturally
the girls who were pregnant were mostly just looking down at the
hall floor, and they’d look up like nothing was wrong. I guess
everyone just wanted to get the hell out of that building. I know I
thought, Christ, aren’t we even moving? You know? With, let’s see,
with Cotton and me there was two friends of his that I didn’t know

too well, and a girl friend of mine, so we weren’t as bad off as the

kids that had come down there alone. Not at first. We were talking

and cutting up and all. And after a while you get so tired and

exhausted you just stand there. And everyone was more stupid
and ugly than you can imagine and Cotton got in one of his
moods. You know: quiet as a stone statue or something and I tried
to get him out of it. It was like he blamed mefor all the waiting and
all. And then when we finally got in, after creeping along all
afternoon, there was three tables and after we got inside the room
the line split into three lines and we went to one of the tables —
and the guy who asked the questions — real crazy questions too,
but ! can’t remember any of them now. I should, too, because they
were such crazy questions. This guy was friendly and nice and
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Cotton bgcame hisself again, which was about time. Anyway that
Suy was nice and friendly, considering he’d been doing the same
Fhmg all morning with one couple after another. And all the gu >s
Joked kinna dirty, butffriendly and we finally got the licfnsye
and they had the certificate from the blood test and all; and

on thc.: sFeps, just about; to die it looked like. I don’t know how
they did it. But a lot of the couples were worse off than we were —.

see; we went for a drive, trymg to cool off, I remember. And any-
way, to make a long story short, we probably went to a drive-iﬁ
movie, out somewhere. We were always doing that because Harold
had his car. And when we got home I put the license on the
dresser, snt.ood it up so we could look at it. Cotton said if we’d all
been getting two dollars an hour the thing was worth about thirty
do.llars, I'll bet. (Pause.) When had we decided to get married? 1
think at first we were going to do it the next day — Sundayv k;ut
we'd been out all night that night and by the time we got up’that
Sunday it must have been seven or eight o’clock in the evening
And then we were going to do it the next week. And, Idon’t knox«;
— something came up — one thing or another. Cotton was out a
lot, but he still came over and all, and he still wan ted to and sé did
L T really did. I wanted to more than anything because he was
a‘bout the greatest guy I'd ever met. And I don’t know. I know one
time when I was trying to straighten up the place — trying to get a
httle.order out of my room, I put it in one of the dresser drawers
and it ﬁnal?y got buried under a pile of stuff. I've got it though, I
ran across it again when Iéwas packing things together to corr;e
here; Hell, old Cotton had cut out months before that. He kept
coming over for a long time, but I might not be able to tell when
a guy isn’t really interested in me at first — I'mean if they just say
they are, I believe them — [ mean what else can you do? But I can
sure asﬁhell tell when they start losing interest. Not that you can do
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anything about it. Old Cotton would give me a kiss and squeeze
me once and stap me three or four times quick on the rump. And
say, “Okay!” like I was dismissed or something. Like he had better
things to run and do at that particular moment, or he had
thoughts; like he was preoccupied at the moment. “Okay! Hop
up!” Hop up. Good Lord.

But he hadn’t chickened out of it — getting married — he just
never gotaround to it. I've sometimes wished we just had gone out
of town, out to Glen Ellyn, or somewhere at a Justice of the Peace,
somewhere. You know. It just got to be such a mess we never even
talked about it after a while, and the license got shuffled up with
alot of other things, and got a bend across it, all bent up. He was
a nice guy, too. He moved on back South somewhere. Georgia, 1
think. Not Alabama, I know. And he’d had a lot of great friends,
too. Iliked them a lot. God, did we ever have some fimes together.
The whole ... gang of us. God. We used ... to really have some ...
times together. (The quartelte is together at the back of the stage. They
harmonize in a vock’n’roll wordless “Boo, bop, boo, bah, day, dolie, olie
day” kind of rambling that gels louder and eventually takes over the scene.
Frank has left; John is in the café now. Joe and Dopey and Rake have gone
to the corner. David and Franny enter the café.)

DAVID. Hi, John; you got any coffee?

JOHN. Sure. .

FRANNY. Two. (Darlene looks in her purse for money.)

ANN. Tllgetit :

DARLENE. No, that’s okay.

ANN." It's okay. Sam couldn’t possibly miss a quarter.

FRANNY. Do you have a menu in this place? For Chris’ sake.
(Xavier and Babe enter. Babe is not high but is so far gone that you
couldn’t tell it. She speaks very thickly and to the floor and it should be
Just barely possible to understand her. Their scene should be played on the
street, some distance from the corner, very slowly.)

JOHN. (76 Franny.) Hold it a minute. (To Ann.) Thanks., (Ann
and Darlene remain in the café for a moment.)

XAVIER. (7o Joe.) Hey, friend.

JOE.  Xavier! What are you doing?

XAVIER.  Where was you yesterday?

JOE.  Oh, T was busy. Where you going?
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XAVIER. You want to come up?

JOE.  (Looks at Babe, nods. Babe stares blankly at him.) Where you
going?

BABE. Come on, Xavier,

XAVIER.  We're going up on the roof a minute.

RAKE.  (From the other side, singing to himself.) They laugh and jab,
cavort, and jump! — : )

DOPEY.  Shut up. For Chris’ sake.

RAKE.  What's wrong?

JOE. No, I been up there. What for?

DOPEY.  You get on my nerves. A

BABE.  (Tv Xavier) Haven't you got one? A something?

XAVIER.  We've got to go on up. (Ernesto joins Dopey and Rake.)
BABE. Come on. You have to have something. You used to have
a cord or something, didn’t you?

XAVIER.  Yeah, someone borrowed it, didn’t give it back.
BABE.  (Looks at Joe’s belt.) Uh, do you think I, would you.... (Joe
stips off his belr, rolls it up, and hands to Xavier,)

ANN. I just wonder where the fuck Sam's run off to.

BABE. Good, great. That’s thin, that’s fine.

JOE. Tl see you when you come down. Don’t Jose that.
XAVIER.  (Rather shyly.) Come on up.

JOE. No, I'll see you when you come down. Don’t lose that.
XAVIER. Il bring it right back. We’ll see you.

JOE.  Yeah, look; I'm not staying around here long, I might be
inside when you come down, okay?

XAVIER. Sure, man. We'll be right back. You should come
along.
JOE. Yougo on. (Xavier and Babe exit. )Jesus, Xavier. (The quartette
sings the first four or five lines of “There Is a Balm in Gilead”* in the back,
a jazzed-up version.)

DARLEN E.  (Comes out of the café. Sees Joe and goes to him. Their scene
is played on the sireet corner) Hi.
JOE.  Hi. You been calling over to your room for me?
DARLENE. No, you said not to. Why, has the phone been ringing?
JOE.  Yeah. It’s probably Chuckles. I don’t imagine it took him
much to discover who I was with the last few nights. You being
new and all. '

*See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page.
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DARLENE. Almost everyone I've seen all day asked me where
you was. . '

JOE. Yeah? What'd you say?

DARLENE. (Smiles.) I told them I thought you went to a movie.
JOE. Really? That’s pretty good. That's funny. Say, you know
Xavier?

DARLENE. Sure. Someone was looking for him.

JOE. I saw him. Pushing now. I'll bet he has been all along. He
was with Babe.

DARLENE. Babe? Really? (She has no idea what to say.)

JOE. TI'm not going to.

DARLENE. Not what?

JOE. I'm not going to. I decided not.

DARLENE. Really? Oh, God, I'm glad, Joe. Oh, Ireally am. How
are you gonna do it? !
JOE. T gotta think of some way to get these backito Perry or
Chuckles. I'll just give him what he gave me and tfell him I've
changed my mind. (Franny enters.) i
DARLENE. Oh, I'm glad. I really am. You’ll do something else
all right.

FRANNY. (On the street opposite the corner) Hello, Ernesto. (The
quartette begins a very low, highly harmonized version of the hymn “Balm
in Gilead ”* that follows the tempo of Joe and Darlene’s slow, rather dreamy
scene.)

DARLENE. Did you sleep till six?

ERNESTO. (With deep insinuation, grabbing Franny around waist.)
— You like it?

FRANNY. I'm not really interested, no. (As Tig joins Dopey,
Franny, Rake, and Ernesto.) Hi, Tig.

JOE. Aboutsix. I didn’t get to bed till late.

DARLENE. Iknow.

TIG. (With hand on crotch.) You like it, Franny? You think you
could use something? ’

FRANNY. TIll bet you think you're a man. Don’t you know —
DARLENE. When are you going to see him?

FRANNY. — men don’t dig boys? They sure don’t dig fairies.
TIG. Depends on what it’s worth to you.

JOE. Idon’tknow. SoonasIcan.Igotto call him or something.

*See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page.
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DARLENE. When did you decide?

FRANNY. You really think you're hot stuff, don't you?

TIG.  How much is it worth to you?

JOE.  Just a minute ago.

DARLENE. What'll you do?

JOE.  Hell, there’s a thousand things to do.

ANN.  (Exiting the café.) Franny, you're stealing all my business.

(Group laughs.) f‘

DARLENE. Sure.

FRANNY. (Tv Tig.) You really think you're good enough to
charge?

TIG. Five bucks an inch’ll get me fifty, Franny?

FRANNY. Who from? Not me.

JOE.  When did you wake up?

FRANNY. TI'll charge you double.

DARLENE. Since about ten....

TIG. How much can you take?

FRANNY. Asmuch as I need and want.

TIG. Put your money where your mouth is, sweetheart. (Group
laughs. Tig is very close to Franny.)

DARLENE. I went down to the bus station. I had some clothes
still in 2 locker there; I thought I'd never get them.

FRANNY. More than you got, sweetheart.

TIG. How do you know?

DOPEY. Watch it, Tig. (His back is to the audience, hands in pockets.)
ANN.  (Turns and goes back inside.) Watch it, Franny; he'll take
you up. :

FRANNY. Come on, back off a little bit. I'm only human.

KAY. (Entering caf?.) Hi, John; I'm a little late,
JOHN. Hi, Kay; that’s all right. (Fick enters.)

DARLENE. (Over some of the above.) The neighborhood isn’t bad
at all in the daytime. It’s perfectly respectable.
JOE. Isit ,

DARLENE. Well. Nearly.

RAKE. He can take care of himself,

FRANNY. T'll betI could take care of him better.

TIG.  You think you could take about half of that?

FRANNY. Half of what?'I don’t see anything.
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RAKE. Watch that one, though, Tig. (Group reaction.)
ERNESTO. No lie, Tig.
DARLENE. The people look like anyone else. Almost.

JOE. Almost. That’s funny.

TIG. You think you can take about ten bucks’ worth, real quick-
like? -

FICK. (Inside the café.) Hey, John? Am I frostbitten? Look at my
ears.

JOHN.  What?

DOPEY.  Why don’t you take us all on, huh?

RAKE. Game for that?

FICK. Hey, Ann?

DARLENE.  You wanta cup of coffee or something?

JOE. Inaminute.

FRANNY. No, it's not my game.

DARLENE. [ talked to Ann all afternoon.

FRANNY. Sorry, Rake.

JOE. She’s a wild kid.

DARLENE. Kid, hell.

FICK. Hell .

ANN. Hell no, you aren’t frostbit. It's not even cold out.
FICK. You sure? .

FRANNY. Itwon’t be real quick, I can tell you that right now.
FICK. ’'Cause I can’ttell.

TIG. T'lllet you savor it a hour maybe.

KAY, How's business been?

JOHN. Notgood, not bad. Coffee, Ann? ‘
FRANNY. Or three. I could give you a ride you won’t forget.
ANN. Why not.

TIG. You think so, huh?

JOE. She’s nice, I like her.

DARLENE. So do I, really. '
DOPEY. (Turning his head around. To audience.) Are you getting
any of this?

FICK.. Could I have a coffee?

JOHN. (7o Fick.) Are you awake? .
FRANNY. How long do you have to hang around your friends
here?
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FICK. Awake?

TIG. What friends?

RAKE. Idon't believe it!

FRANNY. Believe anything, baby.

TIG. What can I tell you?

FICK. What is it, November?

DARLENE. Ilike her. I talked her leg off. (Joe laughs.)

FRANNY.  Come on up, you springy son-of-a-bitch.

TIG.  You better be all you claim.

ERNESTO. Wanta party?

FRANNY. I'm not dressed for it. (7o Tig.) I'll just bet you got

action like a jack rabbit.

TIG.  How much is it worth to find out?

FRANNY. (As he and Tig start to leave.) Well, we’ll talk about it.

Okay?

JOE.  You want to go in?

DARLENE. Might as well. I've been in all day, though. (Joe and
Darlene enter the café.)

RAKE. (To Tig and Franny.) Hey, you're gonna lose it, baby.
FRANNY. Inever hadit. (The next four speeches are delivered rapidly
over the above.)

ERNESTO. You'll get split open, Franny!

RAKE. Rip him apart.

DOPEY. Give it to her.

ERNESTO. Make him cry for mercy, Tig.

TIG. TI'll have him beggin’ in five minutes.

FRANNY. Quit bragging and get to work. 'l see you guys later.
(Group laughs. The group moves back a few feet. Tig and Frannie exit.
The Stranger should be standing where the last line of Franny’s is spoken.)
DOPEY.  (To audience.) Wheeh! Jesus.
ANN. (Leaving the café and joining the group.) Did he do it? The
son-of-a-bitch! Damn Franny.
RAKE. You got Sammy.
ANN. Damn Sam. I been trying to make Tig for a month.
ERNESTO. Don't tell Sammy.
ANN. Screw Sammy.
DOPEY.  Franny'll end up like old Howie yet.
ANN. Poor old Howie, (Darlene and Joe sit in a booth. )
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DOPEY. Poor old Howie. (Group laughs.)
RAKE. Son-of-a-bitch! (Group laughs.) Wire.... (Laughs.)
ANN. God, that's funny. It really is. (During Ann's folléwing speech
the café is filled by the same people as in the beginning scene of the
play. Black and orange crépe-paper sireamers are lowered very slowly in
a typical crisscross Halloween decoration. A dime-store skeletor. and
a pumpkin should lower straight from the ceiling. The quartette is
rehearsing the opening song in the back. To audience.) There’s this
joke: I can’t tell it. Not a joke joke, but like a private joke on this
guy Howie from around here.
RAKE. (Owvers; in background.) Poor old Howie. . .
ANN. Like the devil gets his due, you understand. See, he’s
always around and for three or four dollars, I don’t know how
much, I never bothered to ask, but the guys around here would
always pick up a few bucks from Howie. He’s notan old guy either,
I mean not all that old, but they'd step into a doorway or some
dark place along the street or some rest-room, you follow me, and
the guys would make about four or five bucks — a symbiotic kind
of relationship — you know, the guys get the money and Howie
gets, or derives, his benefit from it too: This is sounding vulgar as
hell and I thought I could tell it clean. Well, anyway — Fuck.
Howie gives them a quickie blow job in a subway john or some-
where — Christ, we're all adult and know about that, I'd hope, by
now, anyway. And this is very important to him. Like a junkie
needs his shot in the arm. Well, poor Howie, God love him, never
hurt anybody, was down in the Village and just out to see the
sights, not approaching anyone or anything, at least no more than
he could help; just walking around and some guys jump him.
Figure him for a good rolling, and maybe they got a few dollars off
the guy and left him pretty beaten up but that wouldn’t be so bad
for Howie, you know — and he made it to the hospital. Over to
Saint Vincent's, see, and they gave him X rays and he’s.got his face
knocked in and his teeth loosened; nothing really bad or serious
or permanent, you understand. He’ll be back in shape in about a
month; but in the meantime he’s got this broken jaw....
RAKE. Hey, Ann; come on.
ANN. So they wired his mouth shut! (Group reaction. Ann laughs
at her own joke.)
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DOPEY. Poor bastard, Howie.

RAKE. Poor Howie. (Group laughs. Fick exits café. Ann reenters.)
I.?ICK_ (As he passes Ann.) Hey, Ann, you got — hey, you.... (She
is gome.) $
JUDY. ' All right! Come on, come on. If we're going to get goin’
get goin’; get that table out of the way, come on, line them ul:;
a litde. (They straighten the booths into rows. Blocking on these repeat
scenes should be as the first time through exactly.) :
JTuIC(I3> (Overlapping.) What are you? Some kind of housewife,
y: ;
JUDY. (To David.) You're the housewife, aren’t you, sweetheart?
DAVID. You're the ﬁshwife,judy. Fishwife! Fish! Pheew! ‘
FICK. Hey, Dopey, you got a cigarette, huh?
DOPEY. Somewhere. -
BONNIE. (75 David.) ¥ou ought to be chased out of the neigh-
borhood. Dirty up the neighborhood with a lot of fairy dust.
DAVID.  (Not Franny, this time.) Who you calling names, you truck
driver? : ’
BONNIE. Who you queers think you are?
DAVID. Who you callin’ queer? George!
BOB. Shut up, over there!
JOHN. (Not Tig.) Come on, God.
TERRY. All you queens.
DAVID. (To Terry.) Why don’t you shut up before I beat you over
your head with your dildo?
TERRY. You trying to say something?
DAVID. Ah, your mother’s a whore —
TERRY: You trying to say something? (Four children, three boys
and a girl, enter the scene. They are dressed in regular clothes; they all have
on Halloween masks. The boys wear comical masks; the girl a woman’s
masl.i. They carry big paper bags and go about saying “irick or treat.” No
onein the café pays the slightest attention to them. The scene is repeated as
though they weren’t there. All new material is ienored by the others.)
JOHN. Come on, now; keep it down. iy .
TIM. May I have a cup of tea, please? (Carlo enters.) Hi, Carlo
Over here. ’ '
CARLO. (Trying English.) Hello. Correct? Yes, hello. Correct?
TIM.  (With Spanish accent.) Correct. Near enough. (The next.ﬁzw
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lines will be over the repeat below, beginning with Bonnie’s speech; bul they
should be loud and excited.) Try the numbers, though. That's what
you're working on. . .
CARLO. Numbers. No. (Quickly counts to ten as a joke — in
Spanish.) .
TIM. No. No. No. In English. In English. How you ever gonna
learn anything?
ANN. He’ll never get it anyway.
CARLO. Yes!
TIM. Yes, he will. You wait.

BONNIE. What the hell is this, fifty cents for one Coke; you
think this is the Ritz? o

JOHN. There's a sign right there, fifty cents minimum at
‘boolhs; if, you don’t have it, don’t sit there. '

FICK. (On the corney;, to Dopey.) Hey, ain’t we seen this once?
DOPEY. It's important.

A CHILD. Trick or treat!?

FICK. They're new!

DOPLEY. Shut up, for Chris’ sake.

BONNIE. Screw it; I'm paying no fifty cents for one Goke.

KAY (To John.) Toast with that.

BOB. Fifty cents you can get a good high. .

BONNIE. Gimme a grilled cheese, hell, if I'm going to spend a

fortune. One goddamned Coke.

KAY. And ajack. .

BONNIE. Christ, you'd think this place was the Ritz! .

DAVID. (7o Bob.) Come on up to my room. It won’t kill you.

ANN. Itwon't kill you, Bob.

STRANGER. (Enters and comes to Joe.) Hi again.

JOE. Tdon't know you.

BOB. Knock it off.

DAVID. Come on up with me, it won't hurt you.

BOB. (7o Ann.) How much scratch? Jack? Tonight?

ANN. None of your damn business. Ask Sammy, you want to

know. '

JOHN. You still keepin’ that bum? What’s he do with all that

dough? o

ANN. He banks it. Or at least he’d better be banking it.
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BOB. Yeah, he banks it with Cameron or Chuckles.
ANN. He don’t truck with that junk. He’d better not; I'd crack
him over the head. (Dopey has turned to the audience as the stranger
Jirst spoke. Dopey’s speech is over the scene in the café. He speaks to the
audience, quite casually.)
DOPEY. See, what happened, the-whole thing — Joe's a nice
guy; he really is, but you bum around and you bum around and
youstart to wonder just how the hell you're going to ever get out
of it; and you think if you could getin a good position — if you
could getin with Chuckles, See, there’s a lot of dough being made
around. And he figured he’d have some of it. But see, he really
didn’t like the idea, the risk, of pushing, so he wasn’t tough
enough for it. And it’s as simple as that. And Chuckles is big.
These guys are big, some of them. Those boys are about as power-
ful'as anyone in the country, I guess, and you don’t cross them is
the thing. It isn’t done, Everything would have been okay, but,
see, Joe didn’t know till a few days ago that he didn’t want to go in
with Chuckles. And Chuckles just naturally thought that Joe was
holding out on him. Now for once he was patient. He sent a
fellow to tell Joe to shape up. You saw that all right. And he tried
to protect his investment. But even for once is a rare thing with
Chuckles-and Joe just didn’t let him know. Now Chuckles is a big
guy around here. He bleeds these guys around here. He can’t
have them see him made a fool of. And he gave Joe time. (This
last is almost screamed over the scene in the back. )
FICK. (To Dopey.) He did, that’s true. That’s true as can be. He
wouldn't do that for me.
DOPEY.  (Still to audience.) So now they’re gonna kill him,
FICK. Joe?
DOPEY. Yeah.
FICK. We ain't seen this, have we? (Dopey shakes his head, quietly;
mouths, “No.” They turn foward the stage to watch.)
STRANGER. (This Jollows Ann’s last line before Dopey’s speech to the
audience: some of it will be covered by the end of Dopey’s speech. He takes
a cattle syringe from his pocket.) You ever see one of these?
JOE. Whar?
STRANGER. One of these?
JOE. A syringe? Christ, look at the size of it. What is it, a works
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for elephants? (He laughs.) '

STRANGER. For livestock. For cattle and pigs.

JOE. You don’t use something like that. That’s too fancy. You

use a works. An eye dropper, a piece of dollar.* A negdle.

TIM. (To Carlo.) One, two, three, four, five.
STRANGER. You do, huh?

CARLO. No. No.

TIM. Slow then. One. Come on. One.

A CHILD. Trick or treat.

JOHN. Get out of here, you kids, go on.
STRANGER. You do, huh?

JOE. They do. Why do you show me that?
ANN. (To Tim.) He'll never get it.

CARLO. Onel

TIM. (Not too loudly.) Bravo.

JOE. (Owver) I've got no use for it.
DARLENE. (7o Joe.) What's wrong?

TIM. Two. Come on.

JOE. (To Darlene.) Nothing. .
STRANGER. Chuckles wanted you to know what hit you. Un-
derstand? That's a four-inch reach. You don’t screw Chuckles.
Understand? .

JOE. (Stands. To Stranger) I got something to tell him.
DARLENE. What? What is it?

JOE. No! Come on.

JOHN. (7o the Children.) Go on, scram. Get out of here. Scram
out of here. Go on! (Dim on café. Spot on _Joe and Stranger. Stranger
reaches back and stabs Joe underhanded in the heart.)

BOB. :God!

TERRY. Jesus! . .
DARLENE. (Ouver) No! (Simultaneously, the Chzld-r'en run out anth .lhe
paper sacks flapping: over their heads. They are screaming ‘and yelling joy-
ously. They split and two go one way, two another .They'cmle around t{ze
café and enter from the back and run through again. Lights up on café.)

* A junkie seldom uses a syringe. He uses an eye-dropper, atta‘ch’ed to a surgical
needle with a thin piece of paper rolled around the needle, serving asa gasket. For
paper théy often use a thin strip torn from the edge of a dollar bill.
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THE SCENE IS REPEATED.
JOHN. Goon,scram. Getoutof here. Scram out of here. Go on!

(Dim on café. Spot on Joe and Stranger. The Stranger stabs Joe as before.)
BOB. God!

TERRY. Jesus!
DARLENE.  (Ouver) No! (The Children run out and circle the café as
before. Lights up on cafs.) ' )
THE SCENE IS REPEATED.
JOHN.  Goon, scram. Get out of here. Scram out of here., Go on!
(Dim on café. Spot on _Joe and Stranger. The Stranger stabs Joe.)
BOB. God!
TERRY. Jesus! (The Children run through the café.)
JOE.  (Pulls a number of white packets from his pockets and spills them
all over the stage in front of him.) I don’t want them. I don’t want it!
Take them! Take them back! I don’t want them! (The Children split
in twos and run off screaming.)
DARLENE. (Over sereaming.) No, no, no, no! (The Stranger walks
off- Joe falls among Bob, Terry, Ann, Carlo, and Tim. Joe is taken behind
the counter, away, out of sight of the audience. Not hidden, but removed
Jrom audience’s sight. There is a time lapse. No one mentions the stabbing.
Darlene sits through this scene without comment or without looking up.)
TIG. (Instantly, as soon as Joe falls. Frank is behind the counter now, )
What the hell are you talking about....
FRANK. Why don’tyou stop coming in here, you don’t —
TIG. What the hell, you're trying to screw —
FRANK.  (Cutting in.) Get on out now.
TIG. You trying to cheat me outta four bucks, baby, you can’t
pull —
FRANK. Inever cheat you outta nothing.
TERRY.  (Oves; to David.) You queers Jjust sit down, take it easy.
TIG. Igave you a five, a five, you son of —
FRANK. You get on out of here.
TIG.  Youwant to step outside? You want to step out from behind
that counter, baby? You watch it, Frank.
JOHN.  (Cutting in.) Comie on, Tig, give up, go on out.
FRANK. Getout of this place.
TIM. Try again.
ANN. He’snot gonna get it, I know.
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CARLO. Yes.
TIG. Ah, come on, I gave him a five, man, you know what he’s
trying.

JOHN. Come on, go on, Tig.

CARL.O. One.
JOHN. Come on, go on, Tig.

TIG.  (Leaving.) You wait, Frank; you'll get yours, buddy.
FRANK.  (After Tig has gone.) Get on out of here, bum!
TIG. ( Yelling back heatedly.) All right, now, goddamnit I'm out,
you just shut your mouth, Frank; you stupid bastard. Buddy,
you're really gonna get it one day, Frank, and I want to be there to
watch it. You're gonna get your head split open, dumb bastard.
FICK.  (Very clearly during the fray, to Dopey, who ignores the question.)
Hey, where’s Joe? )

RUST.  (Running in to café.) Hey, they got Jerry Joe in the can!
BOB. Jerry the fairy?

DAVID.  You watch who you're calling names.

RUST. He tried to put the make on a cop.

BOB. They gonna book him?

RUST. Whatta you mean? He tried to put the make on a cop.
Hell, yes, they’ll book him. He had eight bombinos on him! Man,
are they hot for that stuff. (General crowd reaction.)
TIM.  She’s right, you'll never learn.

CARLO. Si—no, yes! T will.
TIM. Say, “Yes, I will.”

SARLO.  Yes, I will. (General crowd murmur fo themselves during
this.)

TIM.  You’re getting the wrong damn accent. Just repeat it. Take
it stow. You'll learn.

ANN. Not a chance, Timmy. He’s never learned anything.
TIM. He will. One.

CARLO. (Repeating rapidly.) One.

TIM. Two.

CARLO. Two.

TIM. Three.

CARLO. Three.

TIM. Four.
CARLO. Four

TIM. Five.

CARLO. Fife.

TIM. Five, Carlo; five, five!

CARLO. ¢ Overlapping.) Yes, I know. Five,

TIM. Good, six.

CARLO. Six. (On “six” the quarteite enters with a downbeat as at the
beginning, singing the first five bars of the rock’n roll song.)

TIM. Come on!

ANN. (Loudly breaking it up.) No. Stop it! No, stop it. You can’t do
it that way. It isn’t right. (They stop, wander off for a retake. Apologeti-
cally.) It’s just not it, you know — not right.(During Ann’s speech Tim
and Carlo have begun counting again. They reach “seven” and the quar-
letle retwirns as before with as much of the song. Ann and John shout
them down. Everyone is wandering aboul aimlessly. To quartette.) No,
come on. Stop it.

TERRY. (7o quartette.) Knock it off — come on.

ANN. (T John.) It’s just not the way to end it.(Quartette exits as
before.) )

JOHN. T know. Try to tell them something. God. (Tim and Carlo
have started over again. Dopey, Rake, and Bob have run up to stop the
quartette.)

TIM. Four.

CARLO. Four

TIM. Five,

CARLO. Five,

TIM. Good, six.

CARLO. Six.

TIM. Seven.

CARLO. Seven.

TIM. FEight

CARLO. Eight.

TIM. Nine.

CARLO. Nine.

TIM. 'Ten.

CARLO. Ten.

TIM. Good! (At “ten ” Dopey, Rake, and Bob begin their round, D. C.

This time not as a round, but all singing softly and. liltingly.)




DOPEY, RAKE AND BOB.
THEYLAUGH AND JAB
CAVORT AND JUMP
AND JOKE AND GAB
AND GRIND AND BUMP.

THEY FLIP A KNIFE

AND TOSS A COIN

AND SPEND THEIR LIFE

AND SCRATCH THEIR GROIN.

THEY PANTOMIME

A STANDING SCREW
AND PASS THE TIME
WITH NOUGHT TO DO.

THEY SWING, THEY SWAY 3
THIS CHEERFUL CREW, :
WITH NOUGHT TO SAY

AND NOUGHT TO DO.

(The cast hums the tune very softly. During the song the crépe-paper and
Halloween decorations ascend slowly. Everyone in the café picks up the
“set” as before and slowly walks the set back toward its original position.
Babe walks, as before, beside the others, not carrying the set. The lights dim
slowly at the beginning of Dopey, Rake, and Bob’s song.)

FICK. (Over the singing, cued by Tim’s “Good!” He is wandering about
the stage as at the beginning.) Hey, buddy, hey, fellow ... hey, you got
a cigarette on you? Hey ... Hey, Ann? Uh, cold, huh? Uh, Dopey,
you got.... Hey.... Hey.... (The song has finished. Several continue to
hum. Everyone sets the “set” back in its original place and takes a position
similar to the beginning, only Fick is sitting at a table and Darlene and
Ann are at the counter, backs to audience. The lights hold at about half)
RAKE (T no one, looking at no one.) You travel aroﬁnd, I mean a
hustler travels around.... ‘

DOPEY. (7o no one, to himself) And they cut down, through one
century to the one before that, and the one before that....
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FICK. (At the booth, to himself,) You know what I mean? You know
what I mean?... You know what I mean?... I mean....

DARLENE. (To Ann, very slow, tived, after a kind of sigh.) And, 1
don’t know. Everyone was so tired and so down, and I thougl’lt:

Christ, aren’t we even moving? You know? .
y VIng: w? (Th
Curiain.) & (The lights have faded out.
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PROPERTYLIST

Change (money) (TIG, FRANK)
Restaurant checks (BONNIE, ANN, ERNESTO)
Money (ANN, ERNESTO)

Coffee

Coffee cups

Milk

Cigarettes (DARLENE, JOE, ANN)
Lighter or matches (JOE)

Matches (DARLENE)

Package of cigarettes (DARLENE)
Towel (DARLENE)

Cigarette (TIG)

Newspaper (FRANK)

Belt (JOE)

Paper bags (CHILDREN)

Cattle syringe (STRANGER)
White packets (JOE)

Phone ringing

SOUND EFFECTS







