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[A MAN al one on st age.
HE | ooks directly at the audi ence.

After a |long nonent he speaks. ]

Okay, so |look. Here's the thing.

Il work in a restaurant. | own,

CO- OWn,

| have a partner.

Joe and | are fifty-fifty with this restaurant

and | work there. It's alittle place.

El even tables; white table cloths; real silver. It's nice.
He's kitchen, 1'mfront-of-house.

I"'mnot a silent-partner. |1'mactually there. Fifty, sixty--
some weeks | put in close to eighty hours.

Not because | have to but because it's what | |iKke.

I find the human cont act

sati sfying.

I host. | pour drinks. The place gets in the weeds | bus

tabl es because that's what has to happen to nake the pl ace
wor k.

I"'mnot sone kid working in restaurants 'til sonmething better
cones along. This is ny life's work.

Maki ng sure people get a good neal .

Seeing that they're confortable.

Bendi ng over backwards so that everybody gets exactly what it
is they want. This is ny contribution to the world.

Ensuring hospitality.

[ Sil ence.]

So.

A couple of nights ago this ol der woman, a kind of sem -
regul ar;

Mriam

"1l call her,

Mriamconmes in. She says she doesn't want a table; she just
wants to sit at the bar.

We see this all the tine.

An ol der wonen with tinme on her hands.

They cone in, nurse a drink, snoke sone cigarettes.

You make polite conversation. Sone idle innuendo. You keep
an eye out; making sure no one bothers her. You see she
doesn't get too drunk. You buy her a cheap desert and
before you know it it's tinme to close.

You see her into a cab and she's on her way hone.

You hel p her pass sone tine wthout feeling too al one.

So.

I"m about to tell MriamI'll call her a cab when she reaches
out and grabs ny arm

He's dating a freak, she says. Roger is.



My Roger is dating a freak.

He warned ne. He made it very clear; her condition. First
inaletter, then on the phone.

I told him1 understood.

| said it was nothing.

By the tinme you're ny age--

this things |I've seen--

live and let live--

some of my best friends and I don't even notice--

Good, he said. Because she neans the world to ne.

[ Sil ence.]

He brought her for dinner..

Last week,

out of the bl ue,

he called to say he was bringing her over for dinner.

I"d never net the girl. Caire,

she's cal |l ed.

I wanted to go out soneplace. W'Il go to a restaurant, |
told him

Sonepl ace ni ce.

| told himhe didn't need to worry about the expense. It

woul d be ny treat.

She | aid both of her hands on the bar, palnms up. She |ooked
me straight in the eye.

We coul d have cone here, she said. This is a nice place.

You nmake it so a person feels at hone here.

Meeting the boy's nother is hard enough; why nake it nore
difficult than necessary? A nice

neut r al

| ocati on.

That's what you want.

Sonepl ace where everyone can be their best.

The nother as well as the girlfriend.

Everyone always thinks it's hardest on the girl, but it's
hard on the nother as well. Meeting is no piece of cake
for the nother.

Com ng here woul d have been so nuch better.

But, no.

Roger i nsi sted.

Remenber her condition, that's what he said.

It will be easier for her, he said. She always feels |ike
she causes a spectacle in public.

Roger .

So

t houghtful. So

wlling to think of the other person.

You'd think a woman with ny experience; that |1'd have been
better able to.

She's a uh.

an. . .

Claire. M Roger's girlfriend.



She's not like that man in the novies. The fanpbus one.

The Victorian. . . The novie with Anne Bancroft.

He was unfortunate.

But he, at least, had the satisfaction of know ng he suffered
froma legitimate medical condition

daire,

nmy Roger's--

She falls outside traditional categories. Hers is nore--

Claire's ears are. . .

Ben, ny husband, Ben had | arge ears. |'ve seen |arge ears.

I know what it neans to live wth sonmeone who has | arge ears.
It can be done.

Her ears are nore.

They are | guess--

the only appropriate word, | would say her ears are.
Wen she wal ks. . .
They cane in the door, | took her coat, she wal ked on into

the living roomand her ears--
When she wal ks her ears, they--

[ SHE hol ds her hands to the sides of her head and nekes
a flapping notion.]

She has beautiful arns. Delicate,
porcel ai n-dol | shoul ders. Her décoll et age- -
her neck is alnost patrician. Then. . . uh.

[ SHE hol ds her hand in front of her face, covering the
area between her nose and her nouth. SHE nmakes a vague,
fl appi ng gesture.

She finishes the gesture, |owers her hand, and is still.

There is a silence.]

| should have said sonething, right?

Mriamsitting there. Qobvi ously upset. The host in ne
shoul d have risen to the occasion.

| have seen | ousy things happen in a restaurant.

Peopl e get si ck.

Husbands tell their w ves they want a divorce.

Once, | had a guy throw up all over the table and the w ndows
then he stood up and di ed.

I know what to do.

You say sonething nice. You buy a round of drinks. You
conp. the neal. It doesn't solve the problem But people
know you care.

They think back on what happened and no mater what horrible
things cone to their mnd they know

| ama man who cares. | ama man

who di d everything he could



to make them feel better.
Wth Mriam

[ HE shakes his head; shrugs his shoul ders. ]

Ms. Richards, Claire says to ne, it's so nice to finally
nmeet you. Roger has told nme so much about you

Al'l good | hope.

O course, she says. | can't believe it's been all this tine
and we've never net. | don't suppose you have a rest room
| could use?

| point her down the hall.

| gointo the kitchen to start heating up the dinner |'d had
sent in.

Vel |,

nmy Roger says to ne,

That went just about as poorly as could be expected, don't
you t hi nk?

She's here two m nutes and already she's hiding in the
bat hr oom

Two

m nut es.

| told you what to expect. There was no surprise here. But
what do you do?

You stand there; staring at her

fol di ng and unfol ding your hands. . . Jesus!

Coul d you | ook at sonething other than her ears, for God's
sake?

Her ears, Mriamsays to ne,

he's worried about her ears.

Her ears are nothing. There are things a person can do

to get around big ears. |It's that other thing; the

fl eshy

pr ot uber ance.

[ SHE repeats the hand gesture in front of her nose and
nmout h. ]

How do t hey kiss?

I know I'm his nother, she says, whispering into nmy ear. [|'m
not supposed to think about these sorts of things. But I
do.

How

do

t hey

ki ss?

[ THE MAN shrugs his shoul ders. ]

Wth their nouths, | said.
This was not the answer she was | ooking for.



I knew t hat.

My thoughts were biol ogical.

Hers were nore, | suppose she woul d say,
aest heti c.

Roger, dearest. . .

Don't Roger dearest ne, he says to her. How dare you take
t hat tone.

Where do you find the balls to speak to ne |ike that?

To call

me
dear est

after what you' ve done to her?

I know what you're up to. You think we'll |eave.

I"I'l make an excuse; tell her | got a page

about a change in my norning schedul e or

"Il say |I've got a headache and ask if we could take a rain
check.

Then we execute an el aborate song and dance

the three of us,

during which you cuddl e and coo;

packi ng food in plastic boxes you

i nsi st

we take with us. Saying how pleasant it would have been;

getting to know each other over dinner,

how you'd | ooked forward to this evening for

so | ong.

All the while you're ecstatic to see us go.

Your vain adm nistrations satisfying your need

to maintain the guise of hospitality.

We wal k out the door,

Claire and |, and,

what with one thing and anot her,

we're never seen again.

That make you happy?

| told him No, she says to ne. That wasn't it at all.

If you'll only |isten--

Li sten, ny Roger screans,

You want ne

to listen

to you--

Roger .

[ EVERYONE is silent.]

That was C aire.

St andi ng near the refrigerator:

her lipstick freshened,

pressing at the pleats of her skirt.
Roger. Pl ease.

[ Sil ence.]



M's. Richards

| appreciate you inviting nme into your hone.

I know how hard this nust be for you

A woman with your responsibilities

entertaining a person in my situation.

Peopl e see things; who knows what they' |l say?

Doornmen are not the friends they used to be, are they?
"' mnot what you had hoped for. | know this.
I'"msorry.

I"'mnot what | had hoped for.

[ Sil ence.]

Sunday afternoons

if I'd been real good all week

and ny roomwas clean and ny honework was done and |'d
al ready said ny Rosary

my Monma used to tell nme the story of how she net ny father.

I was the only girl in a famly of nen.

That's the way the story started. Every tine.

I was the only girl in a famly of nen, Monma would say to
ne.

Your Granny died not too long after I was born.

I had nothing to do with her passing;

still

it was a heavy thing on ny conscience. M comng in

so close to the time of her going out.

I lived with ny Daddy and ny five brothers--

and here |'d say the nanmes with her;

Cl arence, Buster, Tommy, Virgil, and Ted--

on the outskirts of town.

Your grandpa was a teacher, you know,

and |ight skinned.

The conbi nati on of a steady paycheck and his nearly green
eyes

nmeant he could buy a real house and get us off the
reservation

[ Sil ence.]

| met your father at the fair.

My Daddy didn't trust the fair.

Not hi ng good cones fromit, he'd say. You spend your noney
and what do you get? Dizzy fromthe rides and sick from
t he food.

More than that

I think he was afraid of the place. The carnival's enphasis
on

desire

and

pl easures of the flesh



rem nded himof a wantonness he'd spent his whole life trying
to suppress.

My brothers went.

Every year

And as nmuch as he hated it Daddy didn't stop them

They' re boys, he'd say,

they can take care of thenselves. And if they can't;

if they go and get thenselves in a ness they can find no way
out of;

wel | then that serves themright.

That's what they get for sticking their nose in where it's
got no right to be.

The first time | went to the fair,

my Monma woul d say to ne,

was the tinme | net your father.

I was fourteen.

I had on a pair of hand-nme-down pants

and an old sweater |'d been given fromthe woman

who handed out relief at Christnas.

I"'mgoing over to Charlene's, | told ny daddy,

we' re gonna baby sit for her brother.

| kicked at the ground,

hopi ng the dark brown of my eyes woul d cover over

any signs of ny deception.

He was a smart one, your grandpa. He knew the ook of a lie.

Your father was a carney.

Three balls for a nickel, he'd say. Knock down the clown

and take hone a pri ze.

| watched just |ong enough to understand

the reason the big guys missed was their faith in strength.

They over threw the target.

I gave himny nickel. He handed ne the balls.

| used skill,

not power,

and | knocked the cl own over.

He was a dazzler; your father.

He was ski nny,

I'"d say, with red hair.

And nmy Monmma woul d nod her head.

He was a slimhipped, red-haired boy with skin so al abaster-
fine the sun's reflection nearly blinded you when you took
himin.

And you never nmarried.

And we never nmarried.

But you have ne, |1'd say,

bringing us to the part of the story | liked the best.

But | have you, she'd say.

And then she'd pull ne to her face

and wap ne in her arns and kiss ne hard

on the forehead.

| have you;

she'd say,

The cheri shed consummati on

of my love initiation.



[ Sil ence.]

M riam st opped.
The cheri shed consunmation of ny love initiation? Wo speaks

like that?
What kind of woman tells that sort of story to her daughter?
| take it they didn't stay for dinner, | said.

No, she said.
Have you spoken to your son since?

[ M RI AM shakes her head, No.]

| call ed.

The next day. And the next.

At first there was no answer. The phone just rang and rang.

Then yesterday | started getting that recording that says the
nunber's been changed and there's no nore information.

I went over this norning and the apartnent's enpty.

They' ve probably run off to join the circus,

don't you think.

Every little boy's fantasy.

Let nme call you a cab.

No. I'mjust down at the end of the hill

It's not that |ate.

The walk will do ne good.

She took sone bills fromher purse and set them under her
gl ass.

My restaurateur's instinct told nme to tell her it was on the
house

but

| kept silent.

| walked with her to the front of the restaurant.

At the door she stopped; turned around.

| know what you're thinking,

she said to ne.

You're thinking I'ma bitch.

You're thinking I"'ma wdowwth a fat bank account

and a narrow m nd

and bour geoi s expectations

that make it inpossible for me to accept the fact

that the woman ny son

| oves

is nore el ephantine than human.

Let me tell you sonething.

The aversion | felt |ooking at her disfiguration

was natural. My disgust was good.

It's like the snell of rotting neat

or the nenory of bad oysters.

Repul sion is what nature intends.

"' mnot saying that people

i ke that



shoul d be killed or shunned. Not at all

They should live their life.

What | am sayi ng

is that there are instances in which nature makes a m st ake.
When that happens

it's nature's desire that the m stake not continue on.

What about her good heart? Her quick wit?

Al the synpathetic qualities these people

i nvari ably possess?

How do you get to those?

One's primary attraction is physical. It always is.
Sonet hi ng about the way the other person | ooks
pulls us to them It's only after

we exhaust the sins of the flesh

that we conme to know our bel oved's

i nner qualities.

What, in heaven's nane,

is there about this girl that captured Roger's affection?

What perverse attraction drew himto her?

It's like drinking Turkish coffee. The first taste is so
bitter

t hat one nust overcone an aversion

to take a second.

Why go through the trouble? Wy work

to learn to like

sonmething that is initially

so unpl easant ?

And then she left.

Not with a smle--

whi ch woul d have been good,

because then | would have felt free to hate her

or with tears--

whi ch woul d have strained ny capacity for synpathy.

But with a puzzled, slightly worried expression.

I hope she doesn't cone back.

She was only a sonetines

kind of regular. Not the kind whose |oyalty nakes

or breaks

a busi ness.

She cones back I"'msure I'll go out of ny way
to see she's getting

exactly

what she wants.

Two-to-one I'Il conp. her entire table.

That's ny way.
To overconpensate |ike that.

END OF PLAY



