
The Age of Descent 
A Play in Two Acts 

By L. Stewart Marsden 

CAST: 
Albert.  In his early 80s.  
Missy.   In her mid fifties. Albert’s daughter. 
Flo.  Also in her early 80s, but seems/appears younger than Albert. 

STAGE: 
The stage is cordoned off into xx areas, each a designated location using minimal furniture and/
or lighting.  

Area One:  
Along the uppermost stage running horizontally L to R, is a set of wooden stairs, as you would 
find leading down to a basement. There is a wooden handrail. A single lightbulb, with an on/off 
chain, is strung to the ceiling (not visible) and illumines the stairs.  A few feet R of the steps is a 
washer and dryer up off the stage floor on wooden pallets. The units are whitish, but flecked with 
rust stains, indicating their old age. Downstage Right are several plastic clothes baskets, piled 
with men’s clothing –– mostly underwear. A fluorescent light fixture, like those found in 
workshops, hangs above the washer and dryer, which are positioned diagonally and facing CS. A 
shelf hangs just below the fluorescent light fixture, on which are various products used for 
washing laundry: detergent, bleach, fabric softener, etc. 

Area Two: 
The stage. Spots on the actor(s) and if possible, light gels to show shadow-like blotches onto the 
stage and actor(s), as though walking a trail through the woods, sunlight filtering through the tree 
limbs.  

Area Three: 
Center stage. A simple writing desk faces DSR on a diagonal. The chair is of the same design as 
the desk. Two plastic office type stackable black letter trays sit at the US corner of the desk, and 
contain stationary and envelopes. A black pen holder contains an assortment of pens and pencils, 
and is beside the trays. 

Page �1



Area Four: 
Down Right. A long bench to simulate a bleacher. The bleacher is oriented so that ALBERT and 
FLO, when sitting on the bench, are facing DSL toward the audience. A plain pale blue 
translucent piece of fabric is hung behind and parallel to the bench. It is the width of the bench, 
and is tall enough to be a foot or two above ALBERT when he is seated. A blue light is 
positioned behind the fabric panel to create a blue background which silhouettes ALBERT and 
FLO when the main lighting is down. 

Area Five: 
Up Left of Center. A wrought-iron patio table with glass top. Two matching wrought-iron chairs 
with colorful seat fabric. Like something found in an old ice cream parlor. Plastic placemats are 
on the table and silverware. A coffee carafe. Two coffee cups. Salt and pepper shakers. Maybe a 
potted ficus plant or something.  

Area Six: 
Up Right corner of the stage. No set. MISSY in spotlight, all other lights down. 

Area Seven: 
Center stage. A hospital bed, positioned on the diagonal from USL to DSR. A bedside table is US 
at the head of the bed. A visitor’s chair is USR of the bed.  
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Act One 

Scene One 
The Sweater 

Lights up on Area One. Albert is sorting through the baskets of underwear next to the washer/
dryer. He lifts a pair of men’s white briefs out of one of the baskets and holds it up to the 
flourescent light, eyeing it carefully with arms outstretched, then pulls the pair closer to his eyes. 
He then holds the pair and cups them to his nose and takes a big sniff. 

ALBERT. Ugh! 

(He tosses the pair into another basket on the floor, then grabs another pair of underwear from 
the first basket and repeats his visual and odor inspection with the same disgusted result. He 
pulls a third pair from the first basket, and seems hopeful as he looks at it in the light, then takes 
a deep sniff and is pleasantly surprised, and very pleased with himself.) 

ALBERT. Aha! I thought so! Putting a dryer sheet in my underwear works like a    
  charm! 

(He drops the pair onto the dryer top.) 

MISSY.  (Offstage at the top of the stairs) 
  Hey! Where are you? 

ALBERT. Down here, Kiddo. In the basement. 
(Pause as MISSY makes her way down the steps awkwardly) 

MISSY.  Didn’t you hear me calling you? 

ALBERT. I guess not. What’s up? 

MISSY.  I just thought I’d drop by and see, you know, how you’re managing. 
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ALBERT. Good, I’m managing, I guess. 

MISSY. Yeah? Good. So, what’re you doing? 

ALBERT. Laundry. 

MISSY. Laundry. Good. You sorting?  

ALBERT. Sort of. (chuckles at his own response).  

MISSY. (Noticing an old sweatshirt on the top of one of the baskets of clothing)    
  That Mom’s sweatshirt? 

ALBERT. Yeah, it is.  

MISSY. Um-hum. To be laundered? 

ALBERT. Yeah. 

MISSY. And . . . it’s been down here how long? 

ALBERT. Um, I dunno. For some time I guess. 

MISSY. Since before she went to . . . 

ALBERT. (Cuts her off) Yeah, before that I guess.  

MISSY. That’s some time. 

ALBERT. You know how things’ve been. I haven’t come down here since –– except to bring 
  dirty laundry down. She used to do that. 

MISSY. There must be a helluva lot of laundry to do, then. 

ALBERT. Enough. 
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MISSY. Three month’s worth, I’d guess. 

ALBERT. About. 

MISSY. How do you do that? 

ALBERT. Do what? 

MISSY. Go without clean clothes? 

ALBERT. I don’t. 

MISSY. You have three months’ worth clean clothes? 

ALBERT.  Of course not. If I wear something more than once it cuts down the amount of   
  laundry I have to do. 

MISSY. So how many months clean clothes do you have, then? 

ALBERT. I dunno. Couple weeks, maybe? 

MISSY.  So you definitely wear things more than twice. 

ALBERT. Sure. 

MISSY. Not underwear, I hope. 

ALBERT. (He moves in such a way as to keep MISSY from seeing the baskets of    
  underwear) Oh, no. I don’t do that! 

MISSY. You have three months’ worth of underwear? 

ALBERT. No. A couple of weeks, maybe. 
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MISSY. Okay — I’m not understanding. Help me out here. If you have a couple of weeks   
  of underwear, and — let’s say you wear them more than once . . . 
ALBERT. Twice –– at the very most. 

MISSY. Okay . . . so, it’s been three months, Dad. Explain it to me. 

ALBERT. Oh, I see what you’re getting at. Truth? I don’t wear any. Underwear.  I mean, if I   
  don’t go out, why wear them? If I think that I’m going out, and might have a heart 
  attack or something, I slip ’em on. That would be embarrassing. A sick or dead   
  guy without underwear. Might think I was a pervert or something. 

MISSY.           Dad! That’s disgusting! 

ALBERT. No it isn’t. It’s what they call going commando these days, isn’t it? Have you   
  never gone commando, Sissy? 

MISSY. DAD! 

ALBERT. I rather like it! Nice and airy . . . 

MISSY. Stop it! T-M-I!!! Definitely too much information! 

ALBERT. Okay. I’m just kidding with you. I have a couple pair of polyester boxers I rinse   
  out in the sink. 

SISSY.  STILL TOO MUCH! And I’m not sure I believe you about rinsing your boxers. I   
  worry about you, Dad! I shoulda checked in sooner! 

ALBERT. You worry too much. 

MISSY. Apparently not! Besides the laundry piling up, you’ve got a sink full of dishes.   
  How long since you cooked yourself a real meal? 

ALBERT. Stouffer’s has an excellent line of full meals . . . 
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MISSY. You can’t eat frozen meals every day! 

ALBERT. I don’t eat them frozen, I heat them up in the oven. And once the dishes were all   
  dirty, I bought paper plates and cups and utensils. They don’t ever need to be   
  washed. Although your mother would even wash plastic dishes and them anyway.   
  What I do protects the environment and saves a tree, I guess. That’s what she said. 

MISSY. Why don’t you just get a dishwasher? Who doesn’t have a dishwasher these days? 
  You can afford it! Randall can come by and install it for you. Plus do some of the   
  other things that need to be done. 

ALBERT. What other things? 

MISSY. The railing on the steps, for one. It’s real loose. That’s all you need is to fall down 
  the stairs. 

ALBERT. I can fix it. I have tools. Randall’s not the only guy who can do stuff like that. 

MISSY. Yeah, but he does it every day. 

ALBERT. Don’t remind me. A real catch, that one. 

MISSY. Dad! 

ALBERT. I never liked him from the start. Your mother did. And so does every other woman 
  that meets him, too. 

MISSY. What’re you implying? 

ALBERT. Nothing. I’m not implying a thing. 

MISSY. He’s a great dad, Dad. 
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ALBERT. I’m sure he is. But, just the same, I can do my own repairs. Every time he comes   
  over here with his tools he asks me if I know what he gets for screwing in a damn   
  door knob, for chrissakes. 

MISSY. He wants you to know his skills are valuable and wants you to appreciate what he   
  does for you. 

ALBERT. He wants me to know he resents doing the work for free, that’s what he wants me   
  to know. And I’m tired of it. So don’t ask him to come over, okay? Okay? 

MISSY. Okay, I won’t. But he’ll ask me if there’s any work to be done. 

ALBERT. Jerry and I will get it done. 

MISSY. The screens, too? They need to be taken down and washed for the winter. 

ALBERT. Yes, the screens, too. 

MISSY. Dad, Jerry’s nearly eighty! And he has that heart condition. 

ALBERT. Goddamit! Just because a guy has a little age on him everybody’s ready to put   
  him in the deep-freezer! And don’t worry — we’ll both wear underwear when we   
  do the work! 

MISSY. Dad, I didn’t mean anything by it! 

ALBERT. I know. I’m just . . . well, you know. It’s a goddam adjustment, it is. Your mother   
  took care of all these things and I played golf. 

MISSY. So, can I see the sweatshirt? 

ALBERT. Sure. 

MISSY. (Closely examines the sweatshirt) Wow, there sure are a lot of memories in this   
  rag. 
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ALBERT. Yeah. 

MISSY. (smells the shirt) Ummm. It still smells of her. 

ALBERT. Yeah, it does. 

MISSY. She would never let us throw it away. She liked to hang on to old things. 

ALBERT. Like me, for instance. 

MISSY. She loved you. 

ALBERT. She loved that sweatshirt more. More reliable. More comfortable. 

MISSY. (Ignoring him) I mean, even the logo has faded almost entirely. And look at the   
  elbows — it’s worn to mere threads. And the grease spots. 

ALBERT. Yeah. 

MISSY. Mind if I put it on? 

ALBERT. Put it on? Sure. Put it on. 

MISSY. (Puts on the sweatshirt) Whaddaya think? 

(Pause) 

ALBERT. I think you look like her. A few years ago, of course. 

MISSY. You’re sweet. So, what shall we do with this? Can’t take it to Goodwill it’s so old   
  and ratty. We could cut it into rags. 

ALBERT. Cut nothing! Why the hell would you do a thing like that? Jeesh! Cut it into   
  rags . . . No, we won’t! 
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MISSY. I have an idea. 

ALBERT. Yeah? 

MISSY. Yeah. Let me have it. 

ALBERT. Let you have it? The one who wants to cut it into rags? 

MISSY. No, I won’t do that. I’ll wear it. When I garden — like she did. When the    
  weather’s cool and I’m sitting by the fire. When you come over. 

ALBERT. You won’t throw it away? 

MISSY. No. It will be a legacy sweatshirt, and I’ll pass it down to one of the girls and   
  teach her all about Mom. 

ALBERT. You will? 

MISSY. I promise. 

ALBERT. That’s nice. I like that idea. And she would like it. A legacy. Kind of a living   
  memorial. 

MISSY. Except the sweatshirt’s not alive. 

ALBERT. Yes it is. 

(Pause) 

MISSY. Yes. It is. (Pause) Say, wanna go for a short walk? 

ALBERT. With you? 

MISSY. See anyone else? 
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ALBERT. Sure. Let’s go for a walk. 
(He turns out the light over the washer and dryer, and they climb up the stairs to exit) 

MISSY. So, do you have underwear on, Dad? 

ALBERT. Hmmm. I’m not telling. Do you? 

MISSY. I’m not telling either. 

(They exit. Lights out. End of Scene One) 

Scene Two 
The Walk 

MISSY and ALBERT are walking slowly arm-in-arm. She still has on the sweatshirt from Scene 
One, and he has thrown on a windbreaker jacket and a floppy fisherman’s hat that is festooned 
with a few hand tied fishing flies. They begin their walk offstage right, and enter, the Spot Light 
following. 

ALBERT. So why are you here? Don’t say it’s because you were in the neighborhood, ‘cause 
  I’m not gonna buy that. An hour-and-a-half drive is definitely not in the    
  neighborhood. 

MISSY. Truth? 

ALBERT. Nothing less, please. 

MISSY. Okay, this is not going to be easy – but it has to be said. 

ALBERT. I hadda feeling when you showed up I had done something wrong. 

MISSY. You didn’t do anything wrong, Dad. 
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ALBERT. Then why the sour face? 

(They stop, and MISSY takes a deep breath) 

MISSY. Okay, here goes nothing ... 

ALBERT. I seriously doubt it’s nothing. 

MISSY. I’ll just jump in. We’ve been talking and — 

ALBERT. (Cuts her off) Hold on. Who’s we? 

MISSY. Me and the others. The children. We’ve been talking and — 

ALBERT. (Interrupts) Let me guess — talking about me. 

MISSY. Will you please let me finish? 

ALBERT. Sorry. Go ahead. I won’t interrupt again. Please — go on already! 

MISSY. We’ve been talking about what’s going on with you and — 

ALBERT. (Interrupts) Wait! What the hell is going on with me? Something I don’t know   
  about? Who didn’t tell me? Did I forget to tell me? 

MISSY. The fact is that you’re getting older and — 

ALBERT. (Interrupts) And what? Getting older is a bad thing now? God forbid we don’t get 
  older ’cause, you know what that means! Okay! I’m sorry! I won’t interrupt again. 
  I swear! Continue. 

MISSY. Yes, we all get older. But you’re getting older older. 

ALBERT. (Interrupts)  So you’re getting the good kind of older, but I’m getting the bad kind 
  of older? 
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MISSY. (Exasperated) Yes!  In a way ... like Grandma. 

ALBERT. (Sardonically) Well, her kind of older killed her! But then she was 97-years-old!   
  So you think I’m getting the kind of older that killed your grandmother? I’m not   
  even close! 

MISSY. Please listen, Dad! This is hard enough without you interrupting every ten words!  

ALBERT. You’re right. No more interrupting. May a lightening bolt from heaven strike me   
  down the next time I interrupt. 

MISSY. (Looks up as if a bolt is coming. Begins again slowly, tight-teethed) We all have   
  noticed that you’re beginning to forget things. 

ALBERT. Who the hell doesn’t forget things? You telling me you don’t forget things?   
  Tearing around with those kids doesn’t affect your memory from time-to-time? 
  Of course it does. Yes –– I admit it!  I forget things. But you’re talking about last   
  October kind of forgetting, right? 
  (Pause) 
  That was one goddam time — and I was under a lot of stress with your mother   
  and everything. Hasn’t happened since. Not even close! 

MISSY. But it could. It could happen again. 

ALBERT. God, all things are possible. The earth could open up and swallow this whole   
  neighborhood, for that matter! Or that lightening bolt could strike me. 

MISSY. Please, Dad We would like to make sure it doesn’t happen again. Or if it does, you 
  are in a safe place. You’re almost eighty. 

ALBERT. Yay for me! Put the candles on the cake and blow everything to goddam hell! So   
  this is why you are here? Send me off to prison ‘cause you love me? Go ahead ––   
  read me my sentence — you guys seem to have already tried me and found me   
  guilty. God, you turn a certain age and they take away all of your rights! 
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MISSY. We think — we believe — it would be better for you to sell the house and move   
  you into a nice retirement community. 

ALBERT. Oh, shit! Send me off to the old folk’s home! Close the door and let Nurse    
  Ratched take care of me? May as well put a gun to my head and pull the damn   
  trigger! 
(Pause) 

MISSY. There are some very nice and progressive retirement communities. We’ve looked   
  at a couple and — 

ALBERT. Damn! This isn’t just talk — this is full steam ahead and damn the torpedoes with   
  you guys! 

MISSY. You don’t have to get so upset. 

ALBERT. You’re right! Hell, my children set about to plan the rest of my life — without   
  even asking me to join in the discussion, I might add — and want me to change   
  dramatically the way I live — and I shouldn’t get upset. Yeah, I don’t know why   
  I’m upset. Why should I be upset? 

MISSY. Okay — You’re right and I’m sorry. We should have included you ... 

ALBERT. You’re damn right! 

MISSY. ... That being said, we didn’t. You said we want to change your life dramatically.   
  Hasn’t it already? 

ALBERT. How’s that? 

MISSY. Mom, for one. 

ALBERT. Missy, we were married forty-five years. Every morning we said good morning.   
  Every night we said good night. She gave birth to you kids and we raised you. I   
  thought we were raising fine, upstanding people. But now, I don’t know. So when 
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  she died, of course I was going to have to adjust. That’s how it is. Someone is   
  there over forty-five years in your life, and suddenly not? That’s an adjustment. A   
  helluva adjustment. And dramatic. 

MISSY. So, what do you do all day now? 

ALBERT. What do I do? I get the hell up, fix breakfast, read the news, work in the garden.   
  What kind of question is that? 

MISSY. Do you play golf any more? 

ALBERT. Hey, half my old foursome is in the ground. And Harry has Alzheimer’s. I can’t   
  even call him on the phone because mostly he doesn’t remember me. Keeps   
  thinking I’m a phone marketer and hangs up. 

MISSY. Do you get out any? 

ALBERT. I walk the neighborhood every once-in-a-while. Getting out is over-rated anyway.   
  What is this with the Gestapo interrogation already? We’re walking now, for   
  chrissake.  

MISSY. In a retirement community — not a retirement home — you have neighbors all   
  around you who are your age. The one we looked at has a 27 – hole golf course   
  which you can play anytime you want! There are hot tubs, and activity buildings.   
  You can learn to dance or paint or even play the piano! 

ALBERT. I went to summer camp when I was a kid. I couldn’t stand being with kids my age 
  then — why would I want to live with a bunch of white-haired farts now? 

MISSY. C’mon, Dad! It’s not a camp. It’s a community. Everything you need — shopping, 
  grocery stores, restaurants — they’re all a short golf cart ride away –– which is   
  part of the package! You won’t even need your car! 

ALBERT. Wait! Now you want to take away my car? 
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MISSY. If you move into the retirement community, you can keep your car if you like. At   
  least for a while. 

ALBERT. There it is! It’s like that Monty Python sketch where the Black Knight is hacking   
  away at the White Knight. First the arm, then the other arm, then the legs ...  Like   
  I said — just take a gun and — 

MISSY. WE DO NOT WANT TO TAKE EVERYTHING AWAY FROM YOU!!!  
  (Pause)  
  We love you, and we worry about you! 

ALBERT. You won’t have enough to worry about me now you gotta me on the list. 
  (Feigns checking a list)  
  Milk? Check. Bread? Check. Laundry? Check. Dad in the old folks’ home?   
  Check! Get me taken care of and check me off the list. Let me tell you something: 
  LOVE is NOT what you and your brothers and  — and their wives and  — are   
  doing here! 

MISSY. I’m sorry you feel this way. It is absolutely out of love for you. We think this is   
  necessary for your well-being. 

ALBERT. Love is NEVER having to say you’re sorry! I read that! I saw the damn movie   
  even! And you and your brother and sister, and, and –– you will ALL be sorry! I   
  promise you that! You want to take away the last vestiges of who I am! 

MISSY. Okay, then, I’m not sorry. Selling the house and moving into a retirement    
  community is the best thing your children — and I might add, grandchildren —   
  believe should happen at this stage to you in your life. You may not like it now.   
  You may think we’re ganging up on you and forcing your hand. But, believe me   
  — you will thank me down the road. You will. 

ALBERT. (Pause) So .. where’s the rest of the gang?  

MISSY. What? 
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ALBERT. The rest of the loving kangaroo court jury? Too scared to show up? 

MISSY. They sent me. I’m the spokesperson. 

ALBERT. You drew the short straw. 

MISSY. I drew the short straw. 

ALBERT. Pity you, then. 

(Pause) 
   
MISSY. Look, Dad –– you and Mom had the greatest of lives. I couldn’t be prouder you’re 
  my father and she was my mother. I am so lucky! All us children feel that way.   
  But this house is more than you can handle, I think. And the incident last October   
  was the thing that helped us realize maybe you living here is not the best thing.   
  We were scared shitless. So we kids got together, and it sure as hell wasn’t easy.   
  We know you don’t want to be dependent on us –– that you are used to your   
  independence –– and we truly want that for you. This community thing presents a   
  way forward, without you having to feel like dead weight. 

ALBERT. Dead weight is coming. 

MISSY. (Laughs) Just like always, we want quality of life for you. And you’ve always   
  been kind of a loner. And that’s okay. We’re not into being helicopter kids where   
  you are concerned.  

ALBERT. Helicopter kids.  

MISSY. Reverse of helicopter parents. You know, always hovering around, afraid    
  something bad will happen. Getting tangled up in your life to the point it’s not   
  your life anymore? We know you will come up and visit. And we will come visit   
  you. You’ll be so close to Disney World the kids are already screaming for a visit. 

ALBERT. (Feigned enthusiasm) I can hardly wait. 
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  (Pause)  
  Helicopter kids. Ha! Hadn’t thought of it like that. Clever. And true, too.   
  (Pause) 
  Okay. You caught me off guard. Way off guard. It’s not like I’m in love with this   
  house with your mother gone. It is bigger than I can manage. God, I don’t know   
  how she did it. All I had to do was go to work every day and come home and   
  watch baseball and play golf. She did everything else. She did it all.  
(Pause) 
  And, you are right. 

MISSY. (Surprised) I am? About what? 

ALBERT. October. I was scared shitless, too. In October.  I never want that to happen again. 

MISSY. (She hugs him) I don’t either. 

ALBERT. I know. 

MISSY. (Sighs) I know. 

ALBERT. (Pause) This isn’t going to happen overnight, you know. And I can’t do it all   
  myself. 

MISSY.  You won’t have to. And, I’m glad you said that. 

ALBERT. So . . . 

MISSY. So, what? 

ALBERT. So, you got any brochures on that retirement community? 

MISSY. I just happen to have a folder in my car that has everything you want to know   
  about Honey Haven. 

ALBERT. Imagine that! 

Page �18



MISSY. I love you, Dad. 

ALBERT. Me too. So ... let’s go back to the house and see what this retirement community is 
  all about. Honey Haven, huh? Sounds more like a brothel for bees. Sure hope my   
  stinger is up for this! 

(They exit. Lights out. End of Scene Two) 

Scene Three 
Old Ways, New Ways 

Area Three 

Lights up. ALBERT is seated at the writing desk. He is dressed in plaid Bermuda shorts and is 
wearing a colorful Hawaiian shirt. He wears calf-length black socks with slip-on sandals. His 
skin is bright red and the bridge of his nose is slathered with a stripe of zinc oxide. 

On the desk is a tall iced mint julep. Beach Boy music can be heard in the BG. 

ALBERT has a pen in one hand, and is trying to concentrate on the words he will write and 
speak. His cadence should be that of someone writing aloud. A sheet of paper is on the desk in 
front of him. 

ALBERT. Dear Missy, 
  I’m sorry I haven’t been in touch, but since the big move to Honey Haven, I’m   
  still unpacking boxes and adjusting to my new life. 
  For the record, I hate my cell phone. The old landline was just fine. Anytime the   
  damn thing dings I feel obligated to stop whatever I’m doing to respond. Half the   
  time it’s some totally asinine alert from some god-knows-who company trying to   
  part me from my money. Even though I know that, I’m old school. I was taught   
  when someone spoke to you, to not answer was rude. I don’t trust these new   
  electronic gizmos. Same with the computer. The government is listening in, in   
  case you haven’t heard. And this GPS stuff? Why the hell do I want somebody   
  knowing where I am all hours of the day? 
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  So, please don’t text me and don’t send me email. I don’t need you-know-who   
  looking into my personal stuff. Snail mail might be slow, but it gets to you all the   
  same. By the way, if it looks like my letter has been opened up and resealed,   
  would you for god’s sake let me know? Thanks. 
  And by the way, my old box television set is fine. A maintenance guy with Honey   
  Haven came by and brought some kind of box which he hooked into the back of   
  the set. I get ABC, NBC, CBS and the public stations, of which I think there are   
  more than I could use. Cable is such a waste! Why in god’s name do you need 400 
  stations? 
  Hey, there’s also a sex channel I get! And for free! Why would you EVER pay for 
  TV? Or porn? Better than Playboy! Not that I have much interest any more. You   
  probably don’t want to hear about that, right? Too much information. T-M-I, as   
  you say.  
  See? I’m not so terribly behind. 
  Anyway, in my book a handwritten letter is the best. When I was working, I   
  always sent a handwritten note to whatever customer I had just met with. That   
  very same day. I carried a box with Thank You! cards and pre-stamped envelopes.   
  Jotted something simple and slipped it into the first mailbox I could find.    
  Sometimes, right in the customer’s mailbox as I left. 
  They all would mention that. 
  I got your card, they would say, and smile. 
  And Christmas cards. No pre-printed card ever! Handwritten. And Happy    
  Chanukah cards as well. Now I’d have to add Happy Kwanza, and who knows   
  what else? But I’d do it, you bet your booty I would. 
  Remember that, Missy. New ways aren’t always the best ways. 
  I haven’t got out to play golf yet. I don’t really know anybody, and these old   
  geezers all have regular golf buddies. I think you put your name onto a waiting   
  list at the pro shop and whenever someone kicks the bucket, they call the top   
  person to fill the spot. 
  Unless you happen to sign up for a tournament and score well. Like that’s going   
  to happen for me. 
  It’s like when I lived in Manhattan before I met your mom. To find a place to live   
  you had to look up the obits in The Village Voice if you needed a place to live.   
  Rent controlled units were gone maybe thirty minutes after the Voice hit the   
  streets.  Rent control is rent control. You do what you have to to get it. 
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  Anyway, It’ll probably be a little time before I actually get to play. In the    
  meantime, the driving range is fine. Hard to lose a ball on the range. Remind me   
  to tell you the joke I heard about the golf ball that’s impossible to lose. 

  By the way, I appreciate the Big Bertha driver you bought me, but the goddam   
  club head is so big I can’t lift it! I’m going to use my old reliable driver. Accuracy 
  is more important than length. That’s what she said! And the balls are appreciated, 
  as well. A man my age appreciates good balls! Smiley face! 

  The reason I’m writing today is because when I went out on my porch this   
  morning, I discovered a wonderful thing. Remember the little live Christmas tree   
  the grandkids decorated for me last year? They said it was a memorial to Mother? 
  As you know, it died. And, as you know, I insisted we take it in the move. 
  Oh, no — you said. It’s dead weight and what am I going to do with it? Time to   
  get rid of some stuff you don’t need, you said. 
  Remember what I said? 
  Something will come up, and I’ll be able to use it. That’s what I said. 
  Remember that? 
  So I put it out on the porch next to the railing. It happens I put it in the vicinity of   
  the bird feeder you bought me. The one you filled with sunflower seeds. 
  Well, that sticky, brittle dead tree looked so awful I finally pulled it out of the   
  container and threw it away, thinking I might put some herb seeds in leftover   
  mulch in the pot at some point in the spring, which I never got around to. 
  Guess what? 
  This morning I was sweeping all of the sunflower seed debris that the birds leave   
  (along with the bird poop, I might add), I looked down in the pot and what do you 
  think I saw? 
  Sprouts coming out of the dirt! 
  Sunflower seed sprouts! 
  So, that same pot — your mother’s pot, as far as I’m concerned — the one where   
  the tree died — has given life to something new. 
  Talk about your resurrection karma! And with Easter just around the bend! 
  I don’t know why I’m so excited about it, I just am! I actually took a picture of it   
  with my camera, and as soon as Walmart develops the roll, will send you a copy.   
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  I’m not even going to wait to finish the roll. There might also be a picture or two   
  of your mother. I’ll send those, too. 
  And, while I’m at Walmart, I’m going to that little pet store nearby and get me a   
  pet. I’ve been thinking about what you said — older people living longer because   
  they have a pet. 
  But I don’t want a dog or a cat. Too much looking after for me! 
  So think I’ll invest in a nice fish. Maybe a goldfish, or a fighting fish.  
  Have a wonderful day, Missy. And please don’t forget me. I miss you all. Even   
  Randall –– but I’ll deny it if you tell him. The maintenance guys around here are a 
  little on the slack side. I don’t think they get the same kind of money he gets for   
  tightening up a door knob. 
  Gotta go now. Dinner is at five, and the mailbox pickup is in a few. There’s a   
  special viewing of The Bucket List after dinner at the Honey Haven movie   
  theater. They have the best buttered popcorn! All you can eat, and you know how   
  I love popcorn! And I love Nicholson. I wonder if Morgan Freeman plays God in   
  this one. Anxious to find out! 
  Let everyone know I’m slowly adjusting, but don’t let on how well. I want the   
  others to feel guilty until at least next Christmas. I need a new camera. A digital   
  one! And not a cheap one like the one I got for Father’s Day ten years ago. Smiley 
  face. 
   
  Love, 
  Dad 
   
  PS: There’s an attractive  woman at the dining room who has been making eyes at 
  me. Imagine that! Also, did you know there’s NOT a cart trail to Denny’s? What’s 
  with that? Guess I’ll have to drive there in the car if I want a Grand Slam    
  breakfast. Smiley face! 

  (ALBERT carefully folds the letter and puts it into an envelope, then addresses it,   
  flips it over and writes/says) 

  S-W-A-K. I bet you don’t know what this means! Smiley face! 
(Lights out. End of Scene Three) 
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Scene Four 
First Timers 

Area Four. 

Blue lights up  ALBERT and FLO are seated on basically a wooden plank, she DS of him. There 
is about a foot of space between them. They mime the popcorn and drinks during the scene. They 
are both casually dressed, but somewhat dapper. Each wears sunglasses. ALBERT wears a visor 
cap with a green plastic bill. FLO wears a rattan weave hat. Both have small pairs of binoculars 
of the type used in a concert hall. 

FLO.  This is my first time. 

ALBERT. Really? 

FLO.  Yes. I never did this before. 

ALBERT  In your whole life, you never did? 

FLO.  In my whole life. 

ALBERT. Hard to believe. 

FLO.  I know. 

ALBERT. So how do you like it so far? 

FLO.  It’s interesting — so far. I mean, I don’t know a lot about this. I will say, they sure 
  are big. 

ALBERT. Yes, they are. Always bigger in person than you think. 
FLO.  I guess it’s because we’re so close. 

ALBERT. Yes. But they really are big. You want something before the game starts? C’mon,   
  at least some Cracker Jacks. You gotta have Cracker Jacks. 
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(Lights up on Area Four) 

FLO.  Oh ... like the song. 

ALBERT. (Sings) Buy me some peanuts and Cra-cker Jacks! 

FLO.  (Laughs) I guess. What about you? You want some peanuts and Cracker Jacks? 

ALBERT. Can’t. It gets under my dentures. I’ll get a beer. You want one? 

Flo.  With Cracker Jacks? At 10 in the morning? 

ALBERT. Yeah. You’re right. It should be 11. You know what they say about the yardarm. 

FLO.  The yardarm must be somewhere in China, now. (Pause) So, do you drink all   
  day? 

ALBERT. Not me! New Years Day, a mimosa for breakfast. Then, of course, St. Paddy’s   
  Day — a green beer. Memorial Day — beers and steamed clams on the beach.   
  The Fourth, of course, a Bloody Mary. Then Labor Day . . . 

FLO.  So you’re a holiday drunk. 

ALBERT. No! It’s not that often — really. 

FLO.  You know what they say about drinking and denial. When you worked, you had a   
  lunch cocktail, right? And when you took a customer out, maybe a martini and a   
  couple of glasses of wine, and an after dinner aperitif? 

ALBERT. So you don’t drink? 

FLO.  Not like a fish, I don’t. I like wine with dinner, and champagne on New Year’s   
  Eve. 

ALBERT. I’m surprised to hear that. Sounds dull. 
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FLO.  Honey, there ain’t nuthin’ dull about me! 

ALBERT. Yeah. I get that feeling. 

FLO.  (Raises her binoculars to her eyes and scans “the ball field.”) The most    
  interesting thing about baseball to me is the bases. 

ALBERT. The bases? Why? 

FLO.  (Puts the binoculars down and turns towards ALBERT) That’s all I’ve ever heard   
  about growing up as a girl. How you guys want to run the bases with a girl. 

ALBERT. Oh — that. Yeah, I guess it’s true. 

FLO.  So, tell me what first base is. 

ALBERT. Who’s on first? 

FLO.  Don’t start that. What’s first base? 

ALBERT. Depends, I guess. When I was a little kid — first base was hand-holding. 

FLO.  Like this? (Takes his hand) 

ALBERT. Yeah. That was first base. 

FLO.  So in church, when the pastor said everyone hold hands, everyone was getting to   
  first base with their neighbor? 

ALBERT. Noooo! You had to like the person. But not in church. 
FLO.  No one likes anyone in church? I’m kidding. What about second base? 

ALBERT. A kiss. 

FLO.  (Leans towards him and pecks him on the lips) Like this? 
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ALBERT. Well, yeah — but, you know — making out. (Quickly) Which would NOT be   
  appropriate now. 

FLO.  Hey — it’s ten o’clock! And you were going to order a beer. 

ALBERT. That’s not the same at all. 

FLO.  Let’s see . . . alcohol and sex — not the same. The only thing missing is rock and   
  roll –– seems like the same to me. 

ALBERT. It’s not. Maybe if it were ten at night it would be different. Besides, it’s drugs,   
  sex, and rock and roll –– not beer, sex, and, you know ... 

FLO.  So why did you take me to a morning game? 

ALBERT  Because I never been to a spring training game before. No one has spring training   
  in New York. 

FLO.  Why not? 

ALBERT. It’s not obvious? It’s too cold in New York in the spring. Florida is where most of   
  the big league teams have it. 

FLO.  So this is really a first time for you, too. 

ALBERT. Sure — I guess. But I’ve been to plenty of games in my life. My wife and I used   
  to go to them. 

FLO.  You weren’t going to mention her. 
ALBERT. Sorry. Habit. After so many years . . . 

FLO.  I know. So — this is the first time for both of us! Makes it kind of special! 

ALBERT. Yeah! It does! 
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FLO.  Maybe we should share a beer to celebrate? 

ALBERT. What? 
FLO.  Kidding. Okay, back to basics on the bases ...  third should be interesting. 

ALBERT. Third base? Oh. Heavy petting. 

FLO.  And what — in your experience — makes for heavy petting? 

ALBERT. Um, well — I — 

FLO.  I’ll tell you.   
  (Main lights go down, and they are again in silhouette. Audience cannot see   
  what’s going on)  
  A little of this . . . 

ALBERT. Oh! 

FLO.  And a little of this . . . 

ALBERT. Ooh! 

FLO.  And some of . . . 

ALBERT. Wait! 

FLO.  What? NOT the 10 o’clock thing? 

ALBERT. No. They’re about to play the National Anthem and we need to stand up. 

(Main lights suddenly up. FLO stands while ALBERT remains seated, obviously embarrassed) 

FLO.  You having trouble standing up? 

ALBERT. You keep that up and I will! 
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(Pause. He slowly stands, brushing the front of his trousers down. They both put their hands over 
their hearts and sing) 

FLO.       ALBERT. 
O-oh say can you sing     O-oh say can you sing 
By the dawn’s early light    By the dawn’s early light 
When we loudly said hell    What so proudly we hailed 
Da-da dah dah dah da-dah    At the twilight’s last gleaming 

(ALBERT stops singing and turns towards her as she continues her da-da-da-dahs) 

ALBERT. You don’t go to very many ball games, right? 

FLO.  You wanna go someplace else? 

ALBERT. You mean leave the game? 

FLO.  Someplace else would mean leaving, yes. 

ALBERT. You don’t like baseball? 

FLO.  I told you this was my first time coming to a baseball game. It doesn’t take a lot   
  of brain grease to figure that one out. 

ALBERT. But I paid for the tickets already . . . 

FLO.  You got them free from the Honey Haven activity center. 

ALBERT. Still ...  I bought you Cracker Jacks. 

FLO.  Well THAT must have really pinched your wallet! 

ALBERT. Where would we go? 
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FLO.  Back to my place. I’ll fix you a sandwich, and we can talk baseball until five. 

ALBERT. Talk baseball? 

FLO.  You know — the bases. 

ALBERT. Why five o’clock? 

FLO.  The sun IS over the yardarm then. 

ALBERT. Oh. 

FLO.  You look worried. 

ALBERT.  I’m not worried. How many worries could I have at my age? 

FLO.  One that I know of. (She looks at his pants) 

ALBERT. That’s not it. 

FLO.  What, then? 

ALBERT. I’ve never done this before. 

FLO.  Aha! I knew it! Well — I’ve never gone to a baseball game before. 

ALBERT. I don’t think you can count this as going to a game. The first inning is not even   
  over. You haven’t seen much. 

FLO.  What’s to see? A bunch of really large guys, spitting and digging their crotches,   
  yelling Hey, c’mon, c’mon, c’mon? I saw that every day in the city on my way to   
  work. The difference is these guys get paid millions to do it. I feel like I’m   
  contributing to some sick sexist event! It’s all so sexual! 

Page �29



ALBERT. What? 

FLO.  Balls. Bats. Scoring. Home runs. The base thing? C’mon — that never dawned on 
  you? 

ALBERT. What’re you talking about? Baseball is America’s pastime, for chrissakes! 

FLO.  SEX is America’s pastime! Look around at all the signs in the ball field. They’re   
  all about sex! Jeesh, now I’m beginning to understand why you brought me to a   
  baseball game on our first date! 

ALBERT. Hold on! I brought you here because I knew it would be safe date. 

FLO.  Safe? What, you thought I was going to kill you or something? 

ALBERT. Not kill. Something else. 

FLO.  And that would be? Oh! 

ALBERT. Well, you were very flirtatious with me. At lunch and all. 

FLO.  It’s wrong to flirt? 

ALBERT. No ... I didn’t say that. It’s that I — I’m — not used to it. 

FLO.  Your wife didn’t flirt with you? 

ALBERT. Well, no — not after a couple of decades with kids and all. You know. The fire   
  sort of fizzled.  

FLO.  Did it? I divorced my starter husband because he wanted to do it all the time. ALL 
  the time! 

ALBERT. All the time? 
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FLO.  I couldn’t keep the house clean if he was home. All I had to do was bend    
  forward just the tiniest while loading the laundry, or doing the dishes. Forget it if I 
  had to hand scrub the floor. 

ALBERT. But, ALL the time? 
FLO.  Crazy, huh? I thought after four years it would at least subside a little. Nope. 

ALBERT. What happened? 

FLO.  Turned out all the time for me was also all the time for him — no matter where he 
  was. At home . . . or away. With, or without me. I was not essential to satisfying    
  his passion. 

ALBERT. Oh. 

FLO.  I can put up with a lot of things –– but not that! So, you wanna get out of here or   
  what? 

ALBERT. I told you I never done this before. 

FLO.  I know. You’re nervous. It’s the unknown. 

ALBERT. Sort of. I never been with anyone other than my wife. 

FLO.  Really? No one? Never? 

ALBERT.  Never. I never did the things guys in my golf group used to talk about. I never   
  said anything when they were laughing about stuff like that. 

FLO.  Didn’t they ask you? 

ALBERT. I guess me being a salesman and all — being quiet about it added to the mystery   
  of me with them, I suppose. 

FLO.  But I bet you didn’t deny anything with them. 
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ALBERT. I would just smile. Who knows what they must have thought about me? 

(Pause) 

FLO.  Know what? 

ALBERT. What? 

FLO.  Girls get hot about that. 

ALBERT. Angry hot? 

FLO.  Hot-hot –– You know. 

ALBERT. They do? Why? 

FLO.  I’ve known a lot of men who are such braggarts about things — money, success,   
  women. They gotta crow all the time. 

ALBERT. Yeah. 

FLO.  Did you ever drive a big truck? 

ALBERT. No. Don’t like trucks. Actually, I never needed a truck. I like an automatic. Can’t   
  drive a gear shift. 

FLO.  The guys who drive those big-grilled, chrome-all-over-the-place, thick-treaded   
  tires and all? Or those really expensive SUVs. Who needs an SUV in Florida?  Or   
  the oversized mega trucks with a hemi engine? Know what I think? 

ALBERT. What? 

FLO.  Small. REALLY small. Down there, I mean. 

ALBERT. No! 
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FLO.  Don’t laugh! Big talk, big wallets, big cars, big watches? Overcompensation. 

ALBERT. I don’t have a truck — or an SUV. 

FLO.  And you don’t talk big, or flash big cash, or wear gaudy gold bling. That’s what   
  attracted me to you in the first place. 

ALBERT. Really? 

FLO.  That, and you weren’t dead. I mean, you have to know that you’re a rare    
  commodity at Honey Haven. 

ALBERT. How’s that? 

FLO.  Look around there ... how many men do you see? 

ALBERT. Not as many as women, that’s for sure. 

FLO.  Because they’re dead. Those that aren’t? They’re lugging an oxygen bottle   
  around, or are doing slow-motion drag racing on their wheelchairs. OR, they are   
  married. They golf or play tennis or pinochle. And they’re always together.   
  Always. But you? You are one of the few who is available. And, you’re not an ass. 

ALBERT. Thank you –– I think. 

FLO.  So far as I can tell, anyway. Look, how many more good years do you think you   
  have? 

ALBERT. I don’t think about that. Not sure. Maybe fifteen — maybe more. I come from a   
  line of long lifers. My mother was 96 when she passed. 

FLO.  Even so, you never know is what I say.  In my book, you gotta strike while the   
  iron’s hot. 

ALBERT. My iron is luke-warm at best. And more like lead than iron, I’m afraid. 
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FLO.  You’re a good man, Albert. Handsome. Available. You don’t spit and grab your   
  crotch like those guys . . . 

ALBERT. At least not in mixed company. 

(Pause) 

FLO.  So? 

ALBERT. So what? 

FLO.  Wanna go to my place? Talk about the bases, hmmm? I’m almost done with the   
  Cracker Jacks, if that means anything. 

ALBERT. Well . . . 

FLO.  I’ll make you that sandwich ... 

ALBERT. You know — this is a really big thing for me . . . 

FLO.  Let’s not talk size now. Make up your mind. You know what they say, carpe diem. 

ALBERT. Seize the day. 

FLO.  Be-fore it seizes you. 

ALBERT. Never heard that part. 

FLO.  I made it up. But it makes sense, right?  — especially at our age. Seize? Seizes?   
  Seizures? Amo - Amas - Amat? 

ALBERT. I get it. 

FLO.  Well? 
(Pause) 
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ALBERT. Do you promise to be gentle –– seeing it’s my first time? 

FLO.  I promise. Plus I have brittle bones and have to be gentle. 

ALBERT. Well, okay, then! 
(They stand up and get ready to leave) 

FLO.  Great! (Pause) Know what? 

ALBERT. What? 

FLO.  We should do this again. Go see another game. Maybe we can stay longer. 
  

(They exit RIGHT. Lights fade as organ music plays the Charge! intro. End of Scene Four) 

Scene Five 
The Morning After 

Area Five 
Lights up. It’s morning. FLO is seated at the table on the SL side. She is dressed in a gown-like 
silk robe and wears matching color slippers. She is turned DS in her chair, and reading a 
newspaper. The radio is playing an elevator music version of the Beatles’ Here Comes the Sun, 
which will fade when ALBERT enters. As she reads FLO sips from her coffee cup. ALBERT 
enters slowly from UCS, hair disheveled, wearing a men’s terry bathrobe, T-shirt and boxer 
shorts underneath. He is barefoot. He pauses on entrance to stretch his arms upward, and tries to 
suppress a yawn, but it slips out loudly. 

FLO.  There you are! 

ALBERT. Yup, here I am. 

FLO.  How do you feel? 

ALBERT. Grateful to be alive another day. 
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FLO.  Me too. How did you sleep? 

ALBERT. (Pauses and considers) You know, that was the best night’s sleep I’ve had in a   
  long, long time. 

FLO.  I’m glad. 

ALBERT. And you? How was it for you? 

FLO.  (Puts her newspaper down and gets up) Sit down. I cooked you some eggs.  

(He sits and she exits USC just offstage within earshot) 

ALBERT. (Loud enough for her to hear in the kitchen) Well? 

FLO.  (Off) Well what? 

ALBERT. How was it for you?  

(Pause. She enters with a plate of toast and eggs, which she places in front of him, and seasons 
for him. Then pours him a cup of coffee)  
  I said, how was it for you? 

FLO.   (As she sits down and takes up her newspaper once more). Oh, yeah.  It was    
  fine. 

ALBERT. Fine? Just fine? Really fine? (A bit miffed, he forks up a bite of egg, and suddenly 
  stops) By the way, I’m allergic to eggs. 

FLO.  Oh, God! I’m so sorry! Didn’t know. Do you want something else? I can fix you   
  some instant oat meal if you like. 

ALBERT. No. That’s alright. I’ll eat the toast. I’m not a big breakfast eater. 
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FLO.  Most important meal of the day, they say. 

ALBERT. (Pause. Takes a bite of his toast) So, you were saying it was fine. 

FLO.  Really fine — that’s what I meant. Really fine. (Continues to read) 

ALBERT. I suppose that’s better than just fine. 

FLO.  (Looking up from her paper) I’ll give them to the dog. 

ALBERT. What? 

FLO.  The eggs. I’ll give the eggs I cooked to the dog. Would you like something else? 

ALBERT. Like I said, no thanks. 

FLO.  Well drink your coffee. They say it prevents heart attacks. 

ALBERT. Can’t. Acid reflux. 

FLO.  How about some milk? 

ALBERT. Lactose intolerant. 

FLO.  OJ? Everybody likes OJ. 

ALBERT  Again, too much acid. 

FLO.  Cereal? 

ALBERT. Dentures. Gets stuck between my gums. 

FLO.  Grapefruit? No, I know –– acid reflux. 

ALBERT. I didn’t notice you had a dog. 
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FLO.  I don’t. Why do you say that? 

ALBERT. You said you were going to give the eggs to the dog. You don’t have a dog. 

FLO.  Oh. The neighbor’s dog. A white pug. 

ALBERT. The fat white pug? The really fat white pug? 

FLO.  Yeah. She told me her dog has thyroid problems, and she can’t seem to get the   
  dog’s weight down. 

ALBERT. Oh? I didn’t know that.  

FLO.  I don’t suppose a few eggs will hurt the dog, though, do you? I mean it’s basically 
  protein. 

ALBERT. I wouldn’t know. I have a fish. My daughter told me you live longer with a pet, so 
  I got a fish. She tells me everything I need to know about living longer. 

FLO.  Why not a dog or cat? 

ALBERT. You got to walk them, feed them, clean up after them. 

FLO.  That’s true. But isn’t the walking part of what helps you live longer? You can’t   
  very well walk a fish ... unless you put it in a wagon and pull it around. 

ALBERT. Then there are the vet bills. 

FLO.  That’s true. 

ALBERT. Then they come down with something, like thyroid problems, or hip    
  displacement, or hoof and mouth ––  and just like that your fixed income takes a   
  hit. 

FLO.  Dogs get hoof and mouth?  
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ALBERT. It’s just a for instance. Rabies. Fleas. Mange.  Whatever. Then you get attached to   
  them and it only gets worse from there on. 

FLO.  So true. But a fish isn’t exactly a pet, is it? 

ALBERT. A fish is what you make it. Mine is a pet. I say come here, and eventually it swims 
  over to where I am. 

FLO.  In your condo? How is that possible? 

ALBERT. In the bowl. Of course it can’t swim through my apartment! 

FLO.  How do you know it swims over to where you are because you called it? 

ALBERT. How do you know it doesn’t? 

FLO.  Good point. More toast? 

ALBERT. Yes, thanks. Plain — no butter. Do you have marmalade? 

FLO.  Raspberry jam. 

ALBERT. Ah! The little seeds –– my dentures. 

FLO.  I have honey. Raw honey, too. 

ALBERT. Raw honey is fine. So when will you do it? 

FLO.  Do what? 

ALBERT. Feed your neighbor’s pug the eggs? 

FLO.  I feed him when Helen goes to Aldi’s. She goes every other day. My god, I think   
  she think’s it’s Macy’s or something. 
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ALBERT. You break into her place? Does she know? 

FLO.  She doesn’t know. She gave me a key to her place. And she has a key to my place   
  — but please don’t tell anyone, especially Helen ... about the leftovers, I mean. 

ALBERT. So you do this often? 

FLO.  Do what? 

ALBERT. Feed eggs to the pug? 

FLO.  Eggs, waffles, bacon — whatever doesn’t get eaten at breakfast. Neese’s sausage   
  is her favorite. 
(Pause) 

ALBERT. You serve a lot of men breakfast, do you? 

FLO.  It’s a reasonable expectation. 

ALBERT. What? Serving breakfast, or serving a lot of men breakfast? 

FLO.  I see it as a gratuity of sorts. 

ALBERT. Gratuity? A tip? You tip your men with breakfast? You must have a lot of men   
  over for breakfast the pug is so fat. 

FLO.  I don’t invite men over for breakfast. They tend to stay over. Like you. 

ALBERT. So you tip them the next morning. 

FLO.  Exactly. 

ALBERT. How many? 

FLO.  How many what? 
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ALBERT. How many men sleep over? 

FLO.  Oh, dear — I’d have to think about that. 

ALBERT. A large number, then. 

FLO.  I guess that would be a matter of perspective. 

ALBERT. Perspective. From whose position? 

FLO.  Oh, I don’t talk about positions. That wouldn’t be proper. 

ALBERT. (Pause) The fact is, I’m not the first. 

FLO.  The first? 

ALBERT. To sleep over and you fix breakfast that I don’t eat so you give it to the pug next   
  door first who continues to get fatter. 
(Pause) 
FLO.  Well, –– yes!  — I suppose. Although, you know, I was married three times before 
—   so no, you wouldn’t be the first. 
(Pause) 

ALBERT. Post marriages. As in since you’ve been living here. 

FLO.  Let’s just say the number is sufficient enough. 

ALBERT. Sufficient enough for what?  
(He pulls out a days-of-the-week pill box from the pocket of the robe he is wearing) 

FLO.  Why, me of course! By the way, it’s Tuesday, nor Thursday. 

ALBERT. What? 
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FLO.  I do that all the time — get Tuesday and Thursdays mixed up. There’s only so   
  much room on the pill box lids to get T-U-E-S and T-H-U-R on them. Early in the   
  morning they look alike, Tuesday and Thursday. 

ALBERT. Doesn’t matter. I take everything every day. 

FLO.  That makes it easier. Unless you get to Thursday, of course, and it’s empty and   
  you think you skipped taking your pills from last Thursday. 
(Pause) 

ALBERT. I don’t.  
(He dumps the pill contents from one of the days and sorts through them with his finger) 

FLO.  My, what pretty pills you have! 

ALBERT. A man my age has got to have a little color in his life. 

FLO.  What’s that deep orange pill for? It’s so lovely. 

ALBERT. Vitamin E. 

FLO.  And the blue pill? Such a nice shade! 

ALBERT. Viagra. So much for that one. 

FLO.  Oh. Yes, well. 

ALBERT. I wanted to say I appreciate last night. And, I’m sorry I wasn’t — the Viagra   
  didn’t — well, you know. 

FLO.  Like I said then, it wasn’t the end of the world. Besides,  you are such a good   
  spooner! It was fine. Really fine, I mean. 

ALBERT. I’ll bet you say that to all the men. 
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FLO.  Only when I mean it. 

ALBERT. How many, again? I see there are a lot of toothbrushes in your bathroom.    
  Different colors, too. 

FLO.  Oh, Albert! Are you jealous? Do you want to keep a spare toothbrush here? 

ALBERT. Dentures. 

FLO.  Then a mug with your name on it and some Polident? And maybe your own terry   
  robe with your initials? 

ALBERT. I’m not jealous. I know how the world works. We’re just friends, right? Nothing   
  beyond that, I think. What is it? Friends with privileges, I think they call it? 

FLO.  I’m sure I don’t know. And I call it what it is: sex –– which is not a privilege. I   
  don’t make anyone earn my affections. I bestow them whenever and with    
  whomever I want. And, I don’t give my affections to just anybody, despite the fact 
  that I damn well have the right to! 

ALBERT. Flo ... I’m sorry! I didn’t mean anything by that –– I mean, I did, but –– of course, 
  you are a free spirit! I’m just an old fogey with a boring history and an even more   
  dismal future! 

FLO.  You are anything but boring, Albert. And I don’t care about your history, as I’d   
  like to think you wouldn’t care about my history. Mine is not as exotic as you   
  might imagine. Other than three husbands, how many men do you think I’ve been   
  with? 

ALBERT. I dunno. Judging by the number of toothbrushes in your bathroom, and how fat   
  the pug next door is –– 

FLO.  You want to know why there are so many toothbrushes? Why the dog is so fat? 

ALBERT. The truth is I’m not so sure I do. It’s none of my business, anyway ... 
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FLO.  GOOD ANSWER! See? Yesterday, or a month or a year or a decade ago? That’s   
  in the past, for Chrissakes! For all you know, I was a back warmer in a motorcycle 
  gang, or a stripper, or whatever else seamy kind of person you could think of. If   
  that’s the case, that was then and this is now! 

ALBERT. It does make one wonder ... 

FLO.  Wonder all you want. Let me ask you two questions. 

ALBERT. Okay. 

FLO.  Would you rather wonder whether your wife cheated on you during your    
  marriage, or not know. 

ALBERT. Not know. 

FLO.  Why? 

ALBERT. Because from the time I found out, nothing would be the same. 

FLO.  Again, GOOD ANSWER! And what you had in each moment had to be far better   
  than having nothing be the same. 

ALBERT. Yes. 

FLO.  Second. Whatever it is we have, do you like it and would you like it to continue? 

ALBERT. ... Yes. 

FLO.  Then why the hell would you want to know the answers to your questions about   
  the toothbrushes in my bathroom and my feeding the dog leftovers? 

ALBERT. (He thinks) I guess I wouldn’t in the long run. 

FLO.  How would it help knowing in the short run? 

Page �44



ALBERT. Not much. 

FLO.  So whose problem is this –– yours or mine? 

ALBERT. Mine. ... Sure .... Well, then ....  I guess I suppose I should go. Feed the fish and   
  all. 

FLO.  You can overfeed them, you know. Like the pug. 

ALBERT. Yes, thanks, I do know that. 

FLO.  And ... I hope you’re not going to leave like that? 

ALBERT. Like what? 

FLO.  In your skivvies and the bath robe. 

ALBERT. Oh, no! I’ll leave the bath robe. 

FLO.  Just your skivvies, then. 

ALBERT. Of course I’ll get dressed!  

FLO.  Not that it would make any difference to anyone. Most everyone else wears their   
  skivvies or pajamas all over Honey Haven. Good thing there’s no dress code. 

ALBERT. Well . . . 

FLO.  Well what? 

ALBERT. I don’t know what to do. Kiss you on the cheek and say see you later, or shake   
  your hand and say good-bye. 

FLO.  It is awkward, isn’t it? 
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ALBERT. So which should I do? 

FLO.  Whichever you like, of course. 

ALBERT. No. Which would you like me to do? 

(Pause) 

FLO.  A kiss. A kiss on the cheek would be nice. 

(He kisses her tentatively on her cheek) 

ALBERT. I’m going to go get dressed now. 

FLO.  I know. 

ALBERT. Then go home and feed the fish. 

FLO.  I know. 

ALBERT. Flo? I –– I’m starting to like you –– a lot. (He exits USC) 
FLO.  (Sits, picks up the newspaper and opens it) I know. 

(Lights fade to black as Up music, elevator version of the Beatles’ Something In the Way She 
Moves.)  

End of Scene Five 

Page �46



Scene Six 
Emergency Call 

Area Six 
Spotlight up. A typical cellphone call ringtone. MISSY pulls out her cellphone, looks at the caller 
ID, and puts the cellphone to her ear. She is standing. 

MISSY. Hello? Yes, this is she.  
  Yes, he’s my father ... who did you say this was again? And don’t tell me you   
  need me to send you $5,000 to get Dad out of jail ‘cause I got that call last week   
  and I swear I’ll report this to the State District Attorney. 
  Florence? Florence who? 
  Dad’s friend? I didn’t know Dad had any friends –– I didn’t mean it that way,   
  sorry! 
  Accident? 
  Hospital? 
  Is he okay? 
  Which hospital, please? 
  (She takes out a pen and small pad while trying to pinch the phone between her   
  chin and shoulder) 
  Got it. Are you with him now? 
  Who is the doctor taking care of him? 
  Is he conscious? 
  Surgery?! 
  Look, Flo –– I’ll be on the next available flight. How far is the hospital from the   
  Orlando airport? 
  Please tell him I’m on my way and not to worry! 
  Yes. 
  Thank you so much, Flo! 
  I will. 
  Yes, I’ll let you know which flight and airline. 
  I guess we’ll see each other soon, then. 
  Yes, goodbye! 
  (She ends the call and begins a search online, then taps in a number)   
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  Oh, hi. I need to know the first available flight from La Guardia to Orlando. Yes,   
  the sooner the better. It’s a medical emergency if that makes any difference on the   
  price. 
   
 (Lights fade to black during her final lines. Curtain. End of Scene Six. End of Act One) 

ACT TWO 
Scene One 

The Accident 

Area Seven 
Lights up. ALBERT is in the bed, his head wrapped in bandages, and large bandaged areas on 
his left arm. An IV is hooked up to his right forearm, the bag hanging on a vertical rod extending 
from the head of the bed. A heart monitor is attached by leads, and stands DS at the head of the 
bead. FLO is seated on a straight-backed chair upstage of the bed near his head. A typical 
hospital side table is also next to the bed upstage. There is a pink plastic water pitcher and a 
pink plastic cup with bendable straw protruding from the opening. Flowers bought at the 
hospital gift shop sit on the table, with a big colorful card standing next to the flowers. 

FLO.  How do you feel? 

ALBERT. Woozy. 

FLO.  They have you on some pain meds. You had stitches in your head and quite a few   
  on your arm. The head injury is what’s keeping you here for a while. They want to 
  rule out concussion. 

ALBERT. I’m fine. Just cuts. At least I didn’t break my damn hip ‘cause then I’d know I was 
  gonna die. 
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FLO.  I don’t think you’re gonna die from this. The doctor said she wants to run a   
  battery of tests in addition to make sure they’ve covered all the angles.  

ALBERT. They always want to do that. Assault and battery is what I call it. 

FLO.  It’s for your own good. 

ALBERT. Says who? The doctor? It’s for her own good so I don’t sue her or the    
  hospital.She’s just using the system. 

FLO.  I really don’t think that’s the case. 

ALBERT. Trust me. This whole medicare thing is another way to line the pockets of doctors   
  and lawyers. 

FLO.  Lawyers? 

ALBERT. Well, doctors anyway. 

FLO.  Speaking of lawyers . . . the guy you hit has got one, I hear. 

ALBERT. See? What’d I tell you! Screw them, too! 

FLO.  Albert, calm down! Your heart monitor looks like a roller coaster! 

ALBERT. It’s supposed to look like that — otherwise, I’m dead. 

FLO.  Of course ... I knew that. So tell me. What happened? 

ALBERT. It was an accident. 

FLO.  Yes I know. What happened that got you into the accident? 

ALBERT. How the hell should I know — it happened so fast?! And the guy jumped out of   
  nowhere, by the way! 
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FLO.  But what were you doing up on that side of town? 

ALBERT. I got turned around. I don’t know. I went to Publix. Hadda few things to get and I   
  got ’em. So I’m pulling out of the parking lot onto the big drag ... 

FLO.  Yeah? 

ALBERT. I don’t know. I turned right instead of left. Traffic was so heavy, and it was easier   
  not to turn against it. I guess I figured I’d go around the block to catch a light. I   
  dunno. I just never went around the block. 

FLO.  How did you feel? 

ALBERT. How did I feel? I felt fine! I guess. I was thinking of another time . . . 

FLO.  Your wife? 

ALBERT. No. There was a time I got lost. 

FLO.  As a kid? 

ALBERT. Not as a kid. As me. An adult. I got lost on my way home from work. Jeesh! I bet   
  I’d driven that same route to work and back for thirty-five years or more. And I   
  got lost. 

FLO.  When did that happen? 

ALBERT. A year ago. It happened a year ago. In October. 

FLO.  Not quite a year. 

ALBERT. Who’s counting? Anyway, I was thinking about that time. 

FLO.  Weren’t you retired then? 
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ALBERT. Yeah, why? 

FLO.  Then why were you coming home from work? 

ALBERT. I dunno. I was out driving. And I went past the office. What’s the big deal? So I   
  was on my way back home. 

FLO.  What happened? 

ALBERT. I just told you! I got lost! And . . . (He pauses) 

FLO.  And what? 

ALBERT. I guess I freaked out. 

FLO.  In what way? 

ALBERT. I don’t know . . . I got scared! It was growing dark and nothing looked familiar to   
  me. After all those years, and nothing looked the same. 

FLO.  How did it end? 

ALBERT. Like today. It ended in the hospital. 

FLO.  Were you hurt? 

ALBERT. No. I was scared, like I said. Confused. I pulled over and put my flashers on. A   
  state trooper came along, and he called for an ambulance. It was a lotta hype over   
  nothing. I was fine. 

FLO.  Did you stay in the hospital for long? 

ALBERT. Overnight is all. And, they ran tests, too. I tell you, you even drive by a hospital   
  these days and they run tests. 
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FLO.  What were the results? 

ALBERT. I don’t know. I went home. See? That’s the other thing. The doctors talked    
  mumbo-jumbo to me. I think they told my daughter more than me. She said I was   
  upset over my wife. 

FLO.  Over your wife? 

ALBERT. Yeah. Catherine had just died. Cancer. 

FLO.  I’m sorry. 
ALBERT. Why should you be sorry? You didn’t know her. 

FLO.  I know you. 

ALBERT. It was a tough time for me. But I was handling it. 

FLO.  So she would have died a little more than a year ago, then? 

ALBERT. In September. When the leaves were just starting to turn. When we would head up 
  to the mountains and stay until the really cold weather set in. 

FLO.  Was she . . . 

ALBERT. Hospice. She had been there for about a month. I have a picture of her — one of   
  the last ones I took — at the beginning of the summer. She looked pretty good   
  then. 

FLO.  I’d love to see it. 

ALBERT. I sent it to my daughter Missy. 

FLO.  Speaking of your daughter . . . 

ALBERT. What? 
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FLO.  She called. 

ALBERT. She called you? How the hell did she know to call you? 

FLO.  The Honey Haven administrator called her. The police had reported to Honey   
  Haven that you were in an accident and in the ER. The gal knew about you and   
  me, and called me. That’s how I found out where you were. I was so worried! 

ALBERT. Yeah? You were worried? 

FLO.  I was worried. Anyway, they gave your daughter my number and she called me.   
  She’s nice. Or at least she sounded nice on the phone. 

ALBERT. She can also be a pain in the ass. 

FLO.  I wouldn’t know about that. She told me she would be down as soon as she could   
  catch a flight. 

ALBERT. Oh, jeesh! More drama! She probably wants to know how long I have left, is all. 

FLO.  Why do you say a thing like that? 

ALBERT. Because it’s true! Alla my kids are sitting by the phone, waiting for the damn   
  thing to ring out the news that I’ve died. 

FLO.  Albert! You don’t believe that! I don’t think . . . 

ALBERT. You don’t know! Since their mom died, it’s just me separating them from all that   
  money! 

FLO.  All what money? 

ALBERT. Okay — maybe not a huge amount. 

FLO.  Don’t you live off that? 
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ALBERT. That’s the point! I’m a drain on their inheritance! Every day my heart continues to 
  beat, that pile of cash flows out the hole like an hourglass! Exactly like that! 

FLO.  She sounded very concerned about you on the phone. Why would she rush down   
  here if she didn’t care? I told her you were fine and there was nothing to worry   
  about. 

ALBERT. Did you tell her about the guy I hit? I bet she was pissed about that! 

FLO.  We didn’t talk about that. And she was concerned about how you are. 

ALBERT. And did she mention the other time? 

FLO.  She didn’t say a thing about it. 

ALBERT. They think I’m losing it. You know, the A- word. 

FLO.  What? 

ALBERT. Alzheimer’s. 

FLO.  Oh. Well, we are the right age. 

ALBERT. Not for the bad kind. 

FLO.  There’s a good kind of Alzheimer’s? 

ALBERT. You know — what they call chronic. Comes on earlier — and works on you   
  faster. You vacate quicker. 

FLO.  I didn’t know that. 

ALBERT. That’s ’cause you don’t read. If you read more, you’d know a lot about these   
  things. 

Page �54



FLO.  I read plenty. And my head’s full of things, but I don’t worry about everything!   
  Just the important things. 

ALBERT. That’s why you take all those pills  — to help you only worry about the important   
  things, like dress sales and all. 

ALBERT. Careful, Bub –– or you’re gonna need more tests! I’m merely supplementing all   
  the things my body doesn’t make for me anymore. 

FLO.  And how many are prescribed by a doctor? 

FLO.  Well . . . one. 

ALBERT. And how many of those pills you take does the doctor know about? 

FLO.  One. 

ALBERT. My point is if you don’t choke to death on all those so-called supplements first,   
  that mix of chemicals in your body are going to blow up one day! 

FLO.  Well, what you don’t know ... 

ALBERT. ... CAN kill you! But at our age who gives a flying fart, right? All the stuff they   
  gave Catherine so she could live, what, a month or two longer? Her treatment   
  probably killed her, NOT the cancer! What the hell did we do before all of these   
  wonder drugs came along? I’ll tell you: we lived in the moment, that’s what we   
  did. Somebody got cancer and we didn’t talk about it! Didn’t tell every Tom, Dick 
  and Henry about all of the struggles. You dealt with it in private! 

FLO.  (Stands, uncomfortable with the conversation) Look Albert, they’re gonna keep   
  you over one more night, and your daughter will probably come get you. She told   
  me she’s going to stay a week until she knows you have fully recovered and are   
  safe. 

ALBERT. A week? Jeesh! What the hell did I do to deserve all this? 

Page �55



FLO.  Apparently you got lost again and hit someone. And for the second time, already. 

ALBERT. I didn’t hit anyone the first time. 

FLO.  Thank God for small miracles. I’ve got to go and clean up your place for your   
  daughter. And feed the fish if it’s not belly up. 

ALBERT. It’s not messy. And it’s only my daughter. 

FLO.  It’s not messy to you — a guy. To a girl it’s probably messy. And she is a daughter 
  who loves you. All that other stuff you think is crap. Here’s some incentive to   
  help you get better: when you feel up to it we could catch ball game! 

ALBERT. Doubt it. It’s the playoffs and the World Series is coming up. 

FLO.  Whatever. So, let’s catch a World Series game, then. 

ALBERT. You know nothing about baseball. Absolutely nothing. You can’t get tickets now! 

FLO.  Maybe not. Ever been to a World Series game? 

ALBERT. No. You know how much that would cost? 

FLO.  It’s only money, Al. And you know what they say ... you can’t take it with you.   
  Plus I’m sure you don’t want to leave any for your greedy kids, right? I’ll work on 
  it. I gotta go. You rest and don’t get so upset with the doctors and nurses. They’re   
  all trying to help. 

ALBERT. The doctors are all medicinal and the nurses are ugly and have lip hair. AND,   
  they’re only trying to help themselves.  

  (Flo kisses him carefully on his cheek and starts to leave) 

ALBERT. Hey . . . 
FLO.  Yeah? 
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ALBERT. Thanks, Flo. Thanks a lot. 

FLO.  Yeah. You’re welcome. See ya tomorrow. 

(Lights out. End of Scene One) 

Scene Two 
The interrogation 

Area Five 
Lights up. MISSY and FLO are seated, FLO in her accustomed chair, and MISSY in the other. 
FLO pours MISSY a cup of coffee from a French press coffee cylinder.  

MISSY. Thank you so much for having me over. 

FLO.  My pleasure, Dear. I know your father's a hand-full right now, with the accident   
  and all. Please let me take care of you while he’s in the hospital. 

MISSY. And thanks for being there for him while he was at the hospital. 

FLO.  No problem. Cream? 

MISSY. Please. 

FLO.  Sugar? 

MISSY. No, thank you. 

(Pause) 

MISSY & FLO. (At the same time) Well, I . . .  
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(They laugh nervously) 

MISSY. Sorry! 

FLO.  No, please . . . you wanted to say? 

MISSY. This is all new to Dad. New place to live. Different area of the country. I think the 
  stress has been a little much for him. And you stepped in and I do -- really -- I do   
  appreciate it. 

FLO.  It's a big adjustment. He tells me that he and your mother were married forty-five   
  years. 

MISSY. Would have been. She died before their anniversary. We were planning a huge   
  celebration when her health suddenly turned. 

FLO.  I'm sorry. 

MISSY. Don't be. She lived a good life. She and Dad were like this. I know he misses her. 

FLO.  He does. 

MISSY. Soooo –– Florence . . . how did you and Dad meet? 

FLO.  Call me Flo, Dear –– please. Well wee met in the dining room here. He would   
  come in and sit by himself, you know. Not too outgoing at the time. Still trying to   
  take everything in. 

MISSY. Yeah. It was a hard decision for us. 

FLO.  You and your dad? 

MISSY. Well, that. And my brothers. 

FLO.  I see. 
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MISSY. He wasn't doing well by himself. And the house was full of memories -- and way   
  to big for him to keep up anymore. 

FLO.  Right. 

MISSY. And then -- see, he had another incident -- similar to this one. 

FLO.  Really? 

MISSY. Last October. Mom died in September just before their 45th, and we all thought   
  Dad was doing fine. Turns out he wasn't. 

FLO.  What happened? 

MISSY. Near as we can tell, he went out driving and got lost. He ended up in the next   
  county and pulled over. A state trooper found him and took him to an emergency   
  department at a hospital there. That's when they called us. We were worried sick!   
  It was pretty late and was dark. You know you hear about these older people   
  wandering off and all . . . oh, I'm sorry! I don't mean to offend you! 

FLO.  What the hell for? Being one of those older people? Beats the hell out of being   
  dead! You did not offend me, Dear. 

MISSY. So my brothers and I decided he would be better off in a safer environment --   
  where he didn't have so many responsibilities and all. 

FLO.  Yes. Responsibilities definitely speed up the aging process. 

MISSY. You don't think so? 

FLO.  What I think is probably worth the cost of that cup of coffee you're drinking. 

MISSLY I'm sorry, I got you off track. You were going to tell me how you met my dad. 

FLO.  I accosted him, really. 
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MISSY. What? 

FLO.  Like I said, every time I saw him he was alone. At dinner, or walking around   
  Honey Haven. He looked so lonely! Like an abandoned puppy! I couldn't stand it. 
  And the men out here are not the kind who accept strangers very well. They tell   
  you it's a friendly place and all -- (whispers) but it's not. 

MISSY. Yes, they told us that it was friendly. Introduced us to several who lived here and I 
  thought them quite friendly. 

FLO.  It's a set up. They promise those geezers seconds on desert. Why they’re so   
  excited about another serving of Jello beats me, though. 

MISSY. No they don't! 

FLO.  I'm just saying.  Anyway, your dad hadn't made any friends by the second week   
  here, so I took it upon myself to introduce myself.  

MISSY. I'm glad you did. Thank you. 

FLO.  Well, he didn't respond too well at first. I guess he'd never met someone as old   
  and as forward as I am. 

MISSY. You're not old! 

FLO.  So how old do you think I am? –– Just kidding! Honey, I was there when the   
  pyramids were still on paper! 

(They laugh) 

FLO.  Want me to warm that up for you? 

MISSY. No thanks. So then what happened? 
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FLO.  We sat at lunch together a couple of times. I would invite him to sit by me, and he   
  really had no choice 'cause all the other geezers were watching. 

MISSY. Ha! 

FLO.  Then, one evening he arrived earlier than me, and when he saw me he grinned   
  from ear to ear and pulled out a chair for me -- right next to himself. 

MISSY. Aw! 

FLO.  So that went on for a while. Finally, your dad asked me out on a date. Well, not a   
  date. An outing. He took me to a baseball game, of all things. 

MISSY. Dad loves baseball. He and Mom, well . . .  

FLO.  I don't love baseball. Or even like it. Had never been to a game in my life and   
  never watched it on TV. None of my husbands were fans. 

MISSY. Husbands? More than one? 

FLO.  I collected husbands like some women collect charms for a bracelet!  

MISSY. How many? 

FLO.  Three. After the third I figured I'd give 'em up and enjoy life. Too much trouble,   
  men are. So I moved down here and started growing cobwebs, if you know what I 
  mean? 

MISSY. I'm not sure. 

FLO.  C’mon, Missy, you know! (She nods down at her lap) 

MISSY. (Suddenly gets it) Ohhhhh! 
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FLO.  You're still young. You'll find out. So we go to this game and start to talk, and   
  your dad starts hitting on me like crazy! 

MISSY. He did? 

FLO.  And we left the game early. But we played our own version of baseball when we   
  got back here. 

MISSY. What? 

FLO.  You know . . . he taught me what first and second base meant. 

MISSY. Um, I -- Why are you telling me this? 

FLO.  You asked. 

MISSY. Not for details, for goodness sakes. 

FLO.  Honey, you've been wanting the details ever since you got here. I've been on the   
  earth long enough to know how other women think. 

MISSY. I came to make sure Dad was okay after the accident. 

FLO.  You came after the administrator told you your father had a girlfriend.  

MISSY. That's not true! 

FLO.  Really?! A few stitches and you fly all the way from New York? I told you he was 
  fine, and that I was taking care of him. But that's what worried you. Another   
  woman, taking care of your father. Someone you knew nothing about. 

MISSY. He mentioned you in one of his letters. 

FLO.  Really? 
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MISSY. Said you were ogling him in the dining room. 

FLO.  He said "ogling?" 

MISSY. Something like that. Making eyes, I believe. 

FLO.  He wasn't exactly turning away, my dear. 

MISSY. What kind of relationship do you have with my dad? 

FLO.  Well, it's become quite intimate. 

MISSY. Intimate? 

FLO.  As intimate as too old people like ourselves can be. 

MISSY. What do you mean by intimate? 

FLO.  What do you mean by it? 

MISSY. Um, you know. 

FLO.  Sexual? It's okay. We can use the word sexual in this day and age. 

MISSY. Yes. 

FLO.  How old are you, Honey? 

MISSY. I'll be forty-two in April. 

FLO.  How long you been married? 

MISSY. Fourteen years. 

FLO.  Children? 
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MISSY. Three. 

FLO.  How would you describe your relationship with your husband after fourteen years 
  and three kids? Hot? Romantic? Still the love-of-your-life stuff? 

MISSY. Well, I -- we love each other and are very –– committed. 

FLO.  Ah, committed. Your dad likes that word. Are you still intimate? 

MISSY. I'm not sure what you mean by that. 

FLO.  Intimate. Pillow talk. Hand holding. Walks together. Trying new things together   
  –– and I don't mean sex. I mean, your dad took me to a baseball game. I'd never   
  been to one before. And did he tell you about the skydiving? 

MISSY. Skydiving? Dad? 

FLO.  And me! We went skydiving! Guess whose idea that was? Your dad's! And guess   
  what I just bought? 

MISSY. What? 

FLO.  Two tickets for Game Four of the World Series! 

MISSY. You're kidding! 

FLO.  I never kid unless I’m kidding, Kiddo! 

MISSY. He calls me that. 

FLO.  I know. I know a lot of things. And I know that right now your dad and me got a   
  pretty good thing going. The sex sucks, but him and me are very intimate.  

MISSY. What are your . . . what do you expect from this relationship? 
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FLO.  My intentions? If I left it up to your dad we'd hop the bus down to city hall and   
  get hitched. But he's too mixed up right now. That's why he got lost again. He's so 
  in love with your mother, and misses her too much to let go. I'm not really sure   
  what I am to him except someone to keep him from feeling so damn lonely. But   
  I'll tell you this –– it must be good, because he tells me that he sleeps so well   
  these days, and it's not because I'm exhausting him in the sack. 

MISSY. My brothers think you might be a –– a –– 

FLO.  Gold digger? God no! My first husband left me a lot of money when he died. No   
  kids. My second husband was a gold digger, but I found out quick and got rid of   
  him. And my third husband? Well, I got him by the balls, and I'm squeezing   
  everything I can out of the bastard –– which isn't chopped liver, if you know what   
  I mean. 

MISSY. So you're not after Dad's money, then. 

FLO.  If anything, he should be after my money. But, no –– we enjoy each other. Is that   
  so hard to believe? 

MISSY. It is in a way. Forty-five years of marriage. And Mom's not been gone that long. 

FLO.  And that's why I say no every time your dad brings up marriage. That    
  commitment thing you mentioned. He's really stuck on that. 

MISSY. Flo, look –– I'm sorry. You're right. I did come down here to check you out. You   
  hear all these stories. 

FLO.  I know. And I don't blame you one bit. It shows you care. Your dad thinks you   
  kids are worried about the money. 

MISSY. My brothers are. I could care less. He should spend it all on himself. I'm worried   
  that he’s safe, and someone won't take advantage of him and hurt him more than   
  he's already hurting. 
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FLO.  Me too. And believe me, there are a lot of blue and pink hairs out here have   
  him in their sights. They were too slow. I got him first. In the best way, of course. 

MISSY. Do you love him? 

FLO.  Honey, love is a word I've found too easy to use over my lifetime. The word is not 
  magic to me. What is more important between your dad and me is that we are   
  intimate. Remember, not the sex –– but the being kind. If love means would I hurt 
  if he dumped me –– then maybe I do love him. But I also know that wounds heal   
  over time. 

MISSY. Yeah. You're right. 

FLO.  You been hurt? 

MISSY. Once or twice. 

FLO.  Your husband? He hurt you. 

MISSY. Yeah. 

FLO.  Physical hurt? 

MISSY. The other kind. 

FLO.  The commitment kind? 

(MISSY looks down and wipes away a tear) 

FLO.  More coffee, Dear? 

MISSY. What time is it? 

FLO.  We got time. The hospital’s fifteen minutes away. 
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MISSY. Sure. I'd like that. Flo, can I ask you a favor? 

FLO.  Anything, Honey. 

MISSY. When I meet with the doctor, do you think you could be there with me? 

FLO.  I’d be honored, Kiddo. 

MISSY. Thank you. 

(Lights down. End of SCENE TWO) 

Scene Three 
The Ball Game 

Area Four 
Lights up. MISSY and FLO are at the downstage end of the bench, checking their tickets and 
looking down the row. MISSY is closest to the bench. She has a large canvass shoulder bag on 
one shoulder. 

MISSY. Let’s see, that’s row triple M, and my seat is number 24 –– there it is! 

FLO.  (Acts surprised) And mine is right beside it! Number 23!  

MISSY. (Sidling along the front of the bench carefully, comes to her seat and sits) You did   
  buy our seats together. 

FLO.  (She sits) Omigosh! We’re so high up! I guess I didn’t do so well with the seats –– 
  I’m so sorry! 

MISSY. Are you kidding! ANY seat to a World Series game is a GREAT seat! 
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FLO.  I wouldn’t know. Like I said, baseball isn’t my thing. Don’t they call these the   
  nose-bleed seats? How are we going to be able to see anything from up here? 

MISSY. I came prepared! (She reaches into her shoulder bag and pulls out two pair of   
  binoculars, hands one pair to FLO).  

FLO.  (Looking hers over and adjusting it to her eyes. She scans the stadium with the   
  binoculars) I haven’t used one of these since I lived in a high-rise with my second 
  husband and spied on him looking through his girlfriend’s bedroom window in the 
  next apartment building! Ever see James Stewart in “Rear Window?” These   
  would have come in handy. 

MISSY. You know, behind the backstop is where all the celebrities sit. 

FLO.  Omigosh! There’s what’s-his-name! You know! He was in that movie with –– oh,   
  what’s-her-name –– you know, the one with the big bongos. 

MISSY. What’s-his-name? Big bongos? 

FLO.  I don’t do names. Just what’s-his-name, or what’s-his-face. I know who I mean. 

VOICE. (Off. Announcer-type) And now, Ladies and Gentlemen, please stand for the   
  singing of our National Anthem, and remain standing for the Pledge of    
  Allegiance –– 

FLO.  From up here? I’m dizzy enough just sitting here! 

MISSY. Flo, you gotta stand! Here, I’ll help you up and hold onto you ... 

FLO.  Fine –– then we’ll BOTH fall to our deaths!  

(Pause. MISSY slowly stands and helps FLO to her feet. They both put their hands over their 
hearts and sing) 
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FLO.       MISSY. 
O-oh say can you sing     O-oh say can you sing 
By the dawn’s early light    By the dawn’s early light 
When we loudly said hell    What so proudly we hailed 
Da-da dah dah dah da-dah    At the twilight’s last gleaming 

(MISSY stops singing and turns towards FLO as she continues her da-da-da-dahs) 

MISSY . You really don’t go to very many ball games! 

FLO.  Told you so. Whoever wrote the Anthem didn’t mean for anyone to be able to sing  
  the notes OR the words! 

MISSY. Don’t say that too loud. Someone will think you’re an America-hater. 

FLO.  And they would be wrong, Kiddo. (They sit) What-all you got in that bag of   
  yours? 

MISSY. Water. Chips. A radio. 

FLO.  Radio? 

MISSY. For the play-by-play. Oh, and a special something for you. 

FLO.  Me? 

MISSY. Flo, there’s no way for me to thank you enough for what you did for Dad. He was   
  so lost without Mom.  

FLO.  You do realize I had ulterior motives, right? I mean it isn’t like the men at Honey   
  Haven were so incredible. Then your dad showed up, and he was definitely more   
  than a cut above the rest. 

MISSY. He was the winner because of you. My god! SKYDIVING? The most exciting   
  thing he ever did was jaywalk! 
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FLO.  That can be very exciting depending on where you do it. 

MISSY. (She reaches into her shoulder bag) He wanted me to give you this. (She takes out 
her mother’s old sweatshirt and holds it up for FLO to see) 

FLO.  (That she is underwhelmed is an understatement)      Oh, my! Well ... I’m not sure 
  what to say?! 

MISSY. I know –– it’s not much more than a rag. But it’s an incredibly important rag for   
  me. And for Dad to want you to have it –– (she begins to tear up) –– it was my   
  mother’s sweatshirt. (She hands it to FLO) 

FLO.  (Overwhelmed, she takes the sweatshirt and feels it, then smells it). This is her. 

MISSY. It is her. Try it on. I think it will fit you. It might be a little tight around –– well,   
  you know. 

FLO.  My bongos. 

MISSY. Yes. 

FLO.  (Takes off the jacket she wears, and pulls the sweatshirt on over her head, tugging 
  at the bottom to make it snug. She strikes a pose) Whaddaya think? 

MISSY. Perfect! Except for the bongos. 

(They laugh and hug).         

FLO.  But really, Kiddo –– I’m not sure I should accept this. 

MISSY. Mom would have wanted you to have it, I’m sure. After all, you are connected   
  through Dad, and he said I should give it to you. I wish she could have known   
  you, Flo. Other than hitting on Dad, she would have liked the hell out of you! As I 
  do! Oh, and there’s one more thing –– not to keep, but to use during the game. 
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(She reaches into her bag and pulls out a very old baseball glove which she hands to FLO) 

FLO.  Also your mom’s? 

MISSY. She caught three foul balls at Yankees games with it, and a home run Reggie   
  Jackson hit! 

FLO.  Who’s he? 

MISSY. Right. I forgot. He was good –– and a Yankee –– let’s put it that way. 

FLO.  Kind of like Babe Ruth? I heard of Babe Ruth. He was a Yankee, right? Look,   
  Missy –– I feel a bit overwhelmed by all this ... 

MISSY. It’s the least I can do –– I mean you kind of overwhelmed me, too. I feel so   
  embarrassed thinking you were out to take advantage of my dad. I want you to   
  know I don’t feel that way any more. I understand what you were trying to tell me 
  about love, now. And I’ve really thought about it. About Randall and me. What I   
  thought we had and what we really have. What you’ve shown me about love is   
  amazing. 

FLO.  The school of hard knocks hands out diplomas to anyone who is willing to learn.   
  The biggest mistake so-called lovers make? It’s the same difference between   
  needs and wants. It’s old hat. I need a new car ... or a new pair of shoes ... or   
  someone who will give me all those needs. Truth is, you don’t. You want those.   
  Big difference. I found I could get along perfectly without what I thought were   
  my needs. So, it’s not I love you because I need you. It’s I need you because I   
  love you. Again, big difference. 

MISSY. Wow! I never looked at it that way. You come up with that? 

FLO.  Na. Read it on a bathroom stall door in a restaurant somewhere. 

MISSY. Figures. (Pause). Flo? 
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FLO.  Yeah, Kiddo? 

MISSY. Can you and I be intimate?  

FLO.  Intimate? 

MISSY. The kind you described.  

FLO.  Ah! That kind. I’d love that. 

(They hug. ALBERT enters from right, carrying a big cardboard tray with beers and pretzels) 

ALBERT. Alright you two! We’ll have none of that! (He sits) Beer and pretzels and the   
  World Series! THIS is the life! Only thing that could make it betterbetter would   
  be ... 

(A crack of a baseball being hit) 

  Jeesh! A hit! A hit! And it’s coming this way! Flo! Get your mitt ready! 

(Lights out as all freeze, ALBERT and MISSY have their eyes on FLO, who has her gloved hand 
outstretched) 

ALL.  What a catch! 

THE END. 
CURTAIN. 
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