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LEGALLY GRAY was first presented by Tonylou Productions at

Ehrhardt’s Waterfront Banquet Center, Tafton, PA, opening on

June 19, 2013. It was directed by Tony Schwartz. The cast

was as follows:

MIKE MALONE......Tony Schwartz

MARIE MALONE.........Marylou Ambrose

LISA MALONE..........Kelly Anne Walsh

ROSE ESPOSITO........Veronica Deisler

CHARLIE DOMBROWSKY...Arthur Wehrhahn

CHARACTERS:

MIKE MALONE: Age 62

MARIE MALONE: Age 62

LISA MALONE: Early 30s

ROSE ESPOSITO: Age 84

CHARLIE DOMBROWSKI: 80s

SETTING:

Act 1: Mike & Marie’s living room

Act 2, Scene 1: Mike & Marie’s living room

Act 2, Scene 2: Audition space

Act 2, Scenes 3−5: Mike & Marie’s living room
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ACT I

Scene 1

The living room of Mike and Marie’s house. There

is a couch center stage, a liquor cabinet stage

right, and a small dining table and two chairs are

stage left. There is a coffee table in front of

the couch and an end table with a phone and lamp

at the left side of the couch. Kitchen is stage

left and bedrooms are stage right.

Mike is on the couch reading the paper. It’s his

62nd birthday. Marie is on the phone with her

sister, Gina. The phone call interrupts Marie’s

dinner preparations.

MARIE:

What do you mean you’re not coming? It’s Mike’s

birthday. Lisa will be here. She’s coming in from New

York. You haven’t seen her in ages . . . Of course Ma’s

coming. You knew that all along . . . This is

ridiculous. This thing with Ma has gone on for how long

now? Do you even remember what you’re mad about? . . .

Can’t you bury the hatchet just for tonight?

MIKE:

A hatchet? There’s one in the basement.

MARIE:

(affectionately)

Shut up, Mike.

(to Gina)

Never mind what he said. Are you coming or not?. .

. Fine . . . What? No, I will not tell her you’re

working late. I’m telling her the truth. Fine . . .

I’ll see you at the shop tomorrow. Bye.

MIKE:

(still reading the paper)

So, Gina’s not coming?

MARIE:

Afraid not . . .

MIKE:

Good. More cake for me . . . Still mad at your mother,

is she?

MARIE:

For no good reason.

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

Oh, I wouldn’t say that. Gina doesn’t like your mother

blowing her money at the casino. I can’t say I blame

her.

MARIE:

It’s harmless. Ma spends $20 a month.

MIKE:

How do you know?

MARIE:

She told me.

MIKE:

Ha! And you believe her?

MARIE:

Sure. Why shouldn’t I? Look, it’s more a social thing

with her senior group. She gets out . . . she’s around

people . . . I’m glad she has a hobby.

MIKE:

Knitting is a hobby. Playing bridge is a hobby.

Gambling is . . .

MARIE:

Something my mother enjoys doing. Just leave her alone.

MIKE:

All right, all right, I’ll leave her alone. As long as

it doesn’t affect me, why should I care?

MARIE:

Fine. Enough about my mother. So, Birthday Boy . . .

(sits next to him on sofa, gets cuddly)

how’s it feel to be 62?

MIKE:

(leans back, puts hand behind head,

stretches, looks satisfied)

Ahhhhhhhhhhh . . . It feels like I’m ready for

semi-retirement.

MARIE:

And are you sure?

MIKE:

Of course I am. You know that movie, Legally Blonde?

MARIE:

Yeah . . .

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

Today, I’m 62 years old. I think that makes me "legally

gray."

MARIE:

(laughing)

Good one!

(pointing to the gray in his hair)

You certainly have the gray coming in to prove it!

MIKE:

Look who’s talking . . .

MARIE:

(striking a pose)

What? I’m not gray. Do you see any gray?

MIKE:

Yeah, right. Actually, you have lovely brown hair.

MARIE:

Thank you.

MIKE:

I don’t know why you dye your roots gray.

MARIE:

Hey!

MIKE:

Looks like a racing stripe up the center of your head.

MARIE:

That’s enough!

MIKE:

At least you’re thinking about letting it grow out

gracefully. I’ve seen you reading that book on hair

color.

MARIE:

What book?

MIKE:

Come on, don’t play dumb. I’ve seen you reading that

book on gray hair. You were reading it in bed last

night.

MARIE:

What book on gray hair?

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

Oh, what’s the name of it? Oh yeah, "Fifty Shades of

Gray." I saw you reading it.

MARIE:

(laughing)

Yeah, Mike. It’s about hair color . . .

MIKE:

(no clue)

It’s not?

MARIE:

Forget it. Seriously, are you ready to be legally gray

and semi-retired?

MIKE:

(sits up straight again, looks unsure)

Truthfully? I don’t know.

MARIE:

(puts her arm around him)

Mike, you’re a successful businessman, with people

working for you who are already pretty much running the

show. You’ve worked hard all your life to get to this

point. It’s time to enjoy yourself.

MIKE:

Like how?

MARIE:

I don’t know . . . take up golf!

MIKE:

I tried golf. I couldn’t get past the hole with the

spinning windmill.

MARIE:

I mean real golf, not miniature golf. Or some other

hobby.

MIKE:

Fine, I’ll take up gambling, like your mother.

MARIE:

(stands up, getting annoyed)

Don’t go there, Mike.

MIKE:

Don’t go where? You mean, don’t talk about your mother,

or don’t go to the casino?

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

Don’t do either.

MIKE:

(gets up and goes to her)

Okay, okay, I was just kidding. To tell you the truth,

I have been giving this a lot of thought. And I agree

with you. I think we need to travel. We need to . . .

MARIE:

Make bucket lists!

MIKE:

Great idea!

MARIE:

(sits at table with pad and pencil)

Okay, I’m ready!

MIKE:

(sits next to her)

Not now, Baby. We have plenty of time to make bucket

lists. What else needs to be done for this party of

mine?

MARIE:

Nothing, really. It’s all done. And for dinner, we’re

having your favorite dish.

MIKE:

Kentucky Fried Chicken?

MARIE:

NO!!

MIKE:

Not tofu chicken again.

MARIE:

That was an experiment.

MIKE:

That was a failed experiment. As for my favorite dish,

you’ve been feeding me so much health food lately, I

don’t remember what my favorite dish is. Tell me.

MARIE:

Lasagna!

MIKE:

Not vegetarian lasagna. I want meat. It’s my birthday

and I want meat.

(CONTINUED)
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Slaps her on the butt

LISA:

(falls back on couch again)

Oh God . . .

Marie exits to kitchen. Rose, Marie’s mother,

comes right in through front door without

knocking.

ROSE:

The porch light is out. I could’ve fallen and broke my

neck. No one cares. You . . .

(pointing to Mike)

You’re semi-retired now. You think you could change a

lightbulb for an old lady?

MIKE:

(yelling into kitchen)

Hey, Marie, the porch light is out!

MARIE:

(yelling back)

You better change it before your mother-in-law gets

here and starts bitching right away.

ROSE:

See? You see how she talks? She got that from you! Or

maybe she picked it up from Lisa. That’s how the kids

today talk. No respect!

LISA:

(sits up)

Hi Nona! Nice to see you, too.

ROSE:

I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you were here.

Marie comes in. She has her dress on again. She

spots her mother.

MARIE:

Ma! When did you get here!

ROSE:

Just before you told Mike all about his bitchy

mother-in-law!

MARIE:

Sorry, Ma.

(CONTINUED)
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ROSE:

It’s all right. You got a lot to put up with.

(gesturing at Mike)

Come here, give your mother a hug.

Marie and Rose embrace.

MARIE:

Good to see you, Ma. And you’re just in time. Dinner is

almost ready.

ROSE:

Not that tofu shit again?

MARIE:

For the last time, it’s lasagna with real meat in it!

MIKE:

Raise your right hand and swear.

ROSE:

Anyone can cook Stouffer’s.

MARIE:

No, Ma, I made it myself. It’s your recipe.

ROSE:

Why didn’t you say so? Wait a minute -- did you make

your own sauce?

MARIE:

Ragu is good.

ROSE:

I knew it. Are the meatballs homemade?

MARIE:

(shrugs)

Someone made them before they were frozen.

ROSE:

Did you make the noodles yourself?

MARIE:

What are you, crazy?

ROSE:

(thinking out loud)

Oh, then it is my recipe.

MARIE:

Of course it is. Just like you taught me.

(CONTINUED)
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Mike looks shocked. Lisa is giggling.

MIKE:

What? All these years you were both lying? I’ve been

bragging to everyone about the homemade noodles, the

sauce that took eight hours to simmer, and some top

secret meatball recipe, and it’s all store-bought?

ROSE:

Don’t tell Gina. She still thinks I cook from scratch.

LISA:

Next, you’ll be telling me the Italian cookies you bake

are store-bought!

ROSE:

Stella Doro and I are like that.

(she crosses her fingers)

I love passing down family recipes.

MIKE:

I wonder what other secrets people around here are

keeping from me?

LISA & ROSE:

None!!!!

MIKE & MARIE:

What?

LISA:

Forget it. So Dad, how does it feel to be an official

geezer? You’re not going to start wearing your pants up

under your armpits, are you?

MARIE:

No, he’ll just keep wearing them under his belly, like

he always does.

MIKE:

Not for long. Not the way you’ve been cooking lately.

ROSE:

A well-fed husband is a happy husband.

(looks at Mike)

Most of them, anyway . . .

MARIE:

How about some wine, Ma? Who wants more wine? Anyone?

Marie goes to liquor cabinet.

(CONTINUED)
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ROSE:

I’ll have a small taste.

Marie starts to pour, waiting for Rose to say

stop. The glass ends up full.

MARIE:

Here, Ma, sit over here.

She leads her to a chair.

ROSE:

So, Lisa, how’s the big job going? I’ve been bragging

about you to Sophie Russo. She’s always talking

about her granddaughter with the big job in the auto

industry. She works at a friggin’ car wash. Not my

granddaughter. My granddaughter works in -- what the

hell do you do again?

MARIE:

She works for GATO Insurance, Ma. You, know, like the

TV commercials? The ones with the cute GATO Gator?

ROSE:

Oh yeah. I love those commercials. The gator is cute,

although I feel sorry for the poor schmuck who has to

wear the costume.

LISA:

No, no, it’s computer animated. At least on TV. When

the GATO Gator has to make personal appearances, then

some poor schmuck has to wear the costume.

ROSE:

Ooooh, now I get it. Like Micky Mouse.

MIKE:

Yeah, like Micky Mouse. So what is it exactly that you

do at GATO Insurance, Lisa? You’ve never really

explained your position. Are you in sales? Do you

handle claims?

LISA:

More like public relations.

MARIE:

How exciting! Well, whatever it is you do there, at

least it’s a real job. We’re so glad you gave up that

acting dream. There’s a lot of kids without jobs and

having to move back home these days.

(CONTINUED)
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LISA:

You don’t say . . .

MIKE:

Well, we just want you to know, we’re very proud of

you, Munchkin.

LISA:

Great . . .

MARIE:

So what exactly does a public relations person at GATO

Insurance do?

ROSE:

I want to be able to brag to that Sophie Russo.

LISA:

All right, the truth is . . .

The phone rings

LISA:

(jumps up)

I’ll get it!

(to self)

Saved by the bell...

Lisa answers the phone

LISA:

Hello?. . . Aunt Gina! It’s good to hear your voice.

Are you on your way? . . . Oh, you’re not?

ROSE:

Of course she’s not. She hates her mother.

MARIE:

She does not hate you. She had to . . . uh, work late.

LISA:

What? Oh you’re working late?

MARIE:

See, Ma. She’s working late.

ROSE:

What is so important at that Tofu store? She can’t take

a break to see her mother?

MIKE:

Since when is this about you? It’s my birthday,

remember?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 19.

ROSE:

(ignores him)

You only got one mother. At my age, here today, gone

tomorrow. What does my daughter Gina say to that?

LISA:

She said eat tofu. You’ll live to be 100.

ROSE:

I’d rather die. Let me talk to her.

LISA:

(to Gina)

Nona wants to talk to you . . . Oh.

(to Rose)

She said a customer just came in. Very busy, she has to

go.

(back into phone)

Okay Aunt Gina. Bye bye.

ROSE:

Customer, my ass. She doesn’t want to talk to her own

mother. Where did I go wrong?

MIKE:

You went to the casino, and never left.

ROSE:

What’s that supposed to mean?

MARIE:

Mike -- let it go. It’s a party, remember?

ROSE:

No. Let him talk. What’s that crack supposed to mean?

MIKE:

It means your daughter Gina worries. She’s afraid

you’re going to piss away all your money. Then what?

MARIE:

Mike -- stop! She only spends twenty dollars when she

goes. Right, Ma? Tell him. He won’t believe me. You

tell him.

ROSE:

(Takes stage. Very dramatic)

Tell him what? He won’t believe me. No one believes me.

You’re all out to get an old lady. Worried I’ll blow

your inheritance. Vultures. That’s what you

are. Vultures!

(suddenly totally calm, changes subject)

So, when’s dinner? Come on, Marie, let’s go in the

kitchen and check that family recipe.

(CONTINUED)
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Mike, Marie, and Lisa look momentarily

stunned. Marie looks at Mike, shrugs her

shoulders and exits to kitchen with Rose.

MIKE:

(to Lisa)

I can see where your acting talent comes from. That was

quite a performance your grandmother just gave.

LISA:

Yeah, uh, Dad, about that acting talent. Look, there’s

something I need to tell you.

MIKE:

Sure, what’s up?

LISA:

Now, Dad, promise you won’t get mad.

MIKE:

I promise not to get mad. What’s up?

LISA:

I haven’t actually given up acting.

MIKE:

Oh, so you’re still doing it on the side? That’s great!

You can still enjoy it while holding down a real job.

Good for you!

LISA:

Dad, listen! That real job is, or was, acting. Sort of.

MIKE:

(getting a bit concerned)

What are you talking about?

LISA:

I did work for GATO Insurance, but not behind a desk.

More like -- inside a suit.

MIKE:

Okay, so you dressed up nice for work.

LISA:

Not exactly. Remember I said the GATO Gator makes

public appearances, and someone has to wear the Gator

suit? (mumbles next line very quietly) I’m that

someone.

MIKE:

What? I don’t think I heard you right.

(CONTINUED)
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LISA:

(louder)

I said, I’m that someone.

MIKE:

What?!?!?!?!

LISA:

Dad, now you said you wouldn’t get mad.

MIKE:

I’m not mad. I’m in shock. You lied about the job?

LISA:

I did not lie! I said I was working for GATO Insurance,

and I was. You and mom just assumed it was a desk job,

and I went along with it.

MIKE:

So you’re an actor working for GATO Insurance. I guess

it could be worse. At least you have a job. Wait a

minute -- do you still have a job?

LISA:

Dad, you promised . . .

MIKE:

Forget the promise! Do you have a job or not?

LISA:

I guess . . . not.

MIKE:

You got fired from wearing an alligator suit? How can

you get fired from wearing an alligator suit? You put

the suit on and wave. There’s no lines to

remember. How the hell could you get fired from a job

like that!

LISA:

I didn’t get fired.

MIKE:

Oh, good.

LISA:

I quit.

MIKE:

What?!?

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE: (cont’d)
things. It was going to be just for the weekend, and

then she’d drive back to the city. But now, it’s just

for tonight, and we’ll have her room ready by tomorrow.

MIKE:

Speaking of that room, let me go and see what she’s

doing in there.

Mike exits.

MARIE:

So, the empty nest isn’t so empty after all.

ROSE:

I need another drink.

(Rose sinks into a chair and looks

upset. She holds up her glass for Marie

to fill.)

MARIE:

Are you sure? You’re driving, and you’ll have Lisa with

you.

ROSE:

Uh -- actually, no, I won’t. Look, we need to talk. I

have some bad news.

MARIE:

Ma, please. I’ve had all the bad news I can take for

one day. Save it for tomorrow.

ROSE:

No, Marie, it can’t wait. This is serious.

MARIE:

(thinking the worst)

Oh my God, you’re sick! What’s wrong? Is it your heart?

ROSE:

No, no, no. There’s nothing wrong with me. I’m fine.

MARIE:

Oh my God, you wrecked the car! You had an accident. I

told you that you shouldn’t be driving at your age. Was

anyone hurt? Did you total the car?

ROSE:

No! I did not have an accident. As far as I know, the

car is fine. The last time I saw it.

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

What are you talking about, then?

ROSE:

(gets up)

You better sit down, Marie.

MARIE:

I don’t want to sit.

ROSE:

(shouts)

Sit down!

Marie practically leaps on the couch.

ROSE:

Now, about that no good, ungrateful,

self-righteous sister of yours always bitching about

my gambling . . . turns out she was right.

MARIE:

Now hold on, Gina is not self-righteous! Wait a minute.

What did you say? She was right? Right about what?

ROSE:

She was right about my gambling. Look, I got a little

carried away.

MARIE:

(goes to Rose and puts arm around her)

Okay, so you blew a few hundred dollars. So what? It’s

our little secret. Gina doesn’t have to know, and

neither does Mike.

ROSE:

Oh -- Mike is going to know. So is Gina. Look, it’s a

teenie bit more than a few hundred dollars.

MARIE:

(nervous look)

Define "teenie bit."

ROSE:

Everything.

MARIE:

(shocked)

Everything?!? Ma, define "everything."

ROSE:

It’s a looooooong story.

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

(still shocked and angry)

I’ve got all night. Start talking.

ROSE:

Well, it all started when they took out the Wheel of

Fortune slot machine.

MARIE:

What? What the hell does that . . .

ROSE:

Shut up and and let me tell it! It all started when

they took out my favorite slot machine, the Wheel of

Fortune. I tried playing Sex and the City, but it

didn’t turn me on. I missed Vanna. I missed Pat. I lost

my mojo. After that it was all downhill.

MARIE:

Mojo, schmojo. Get to the friggin’ point!

ROSE:

I’m getting there! Now where was I?

MARIE:

Somewhere between mojo and downhill.

ROSE:

Okay, so I had a little losing streak. To make up for

it, I started going to the casino twice a week, where I

doubled my bets to try and recoup my losses.

MARIE:

Oh, brilliant! How stupid can you get?

ROSE:

Don’t talk to your mother like that. So, I doubled my

bets, and . . . doubled my losses! But I didn’t give

up!

MARIE:

Can I say something?

ROSE:

No! You can talk later. As I was saying, things went

from bad to worse. I couldn’t make the car payments

anymore. So, they came and repossessed it.

MARIE:

Why didn’t you call us?

(CONTINUED)
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ROSE:

I didn’t need to call you. I took the bus to the

casino. I just knew my luck was about to change, and I

could fix all this before you found out.

MARIE:

YOU LOST THE CAR?!?!

ROSE:

No, I did not lose it. I know where it is. The repo man

has it.

MARIE:

So how did you get here tonight?

ROSE:

That wonderful Sophie Russo brought me.

MARIE:

So you’re relying on your friends to get you out of the

house?

ROSE:

No, the sheriff got me out of the house.

MARIE:

WHAT?!? Don’t tell me you lost the house, too?

ROSE:

Actually, yeah, that too. But relax, I have it under

control. No need to panic.

MARIE:

When did this happen? Where are you living?

ROSE:

With my dear friend, that wonderful Sophie Russo.

MARIE:

But when did all this happen?

ROSE:

Two months ago.

MARIE:

What? Two months? You’ve been homeless for two months?

ROSE:

No, not homeless. I’ve been living with that wonderful

Sophie Russo.

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

Let me get this straight. You’re broke. You lost the

car. You lost the house. And you’re living with a

friend?

ROSE:

Yes, that wonderful Sophie Russo.

MARIE:

So basically, you just have the clothes on your back.

ROSE:

No, I have a few more things in a suitcase in the

bushes out front.

MARIE:

In the bushes? Why?

ROSE:

Because that bitch, Sophie Russo, threw me out!

The light slowly dawns on Marie. A look of horror

crosses her face as she realizes what her mother

is saying.

MARIE:

Are you saying what I think you’re saying?

ROSE:

I don’t know -- what do you think I’m saying?

MARIE:

You have no place to go, so you’re moving in here?

ROSE:

Yeah, I feel terrible about putting Lisa out of her

room, but what’s a poor old woman to do?

MARIE:

And where is Lisa going to stay?

ROSE:

Tell her to call Sophie Russo.

MARIE:

(head in hands)

Ma! That’s not funny!

Mike enters the room.

MIKE:

What’s not funny? Marie, are you all right?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 36.

ROSE:

Well?

MARIE:

She said she lives in a one-bedroom apartment. There’s

no room.

ROSE:

Is that all she said?

MARIE:

No, but I don’t care to repeat the rest right now.

MIKE:

Okay, look, for now the answer is simple.

ROSE:

I am not going to a nursing home.

MIKE:

Nobody said you were.

LISA:

(begins to sob)

Oh no, you’re kicking me out. I’ll have to live in my

car.

(hands Barbie to Rose)

Give her a good home.

MARIE:

Oh for God sakes, you two. Knock it off. No one is

going to a nursing home, and no one is living in their

car. There’s a solution for now. Mike, what’s the

solution?

MIKE:

They’re going to share the room.

ROSE:

What? Why can’t the kid live in the car? At least she’s

got a car. If I had a car, I’d be living in it now.

MARIE:

You are both going to stay in that room!

LISA:

But there’s only one bed.

ROSE:

Yeah, where would I sleep?

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

Didn’t you bring your coffin with you?

MARIE:

Mike!

MIKE:

Sorry.

MARIE:

There’s only one bed and you’re going to share it.

ROSE & LISA:

What?

MIKE:

There’s no room for another bed with all your mother’s

junk in there.

MARIE:

It’s not junk.

MIKE:

Yeah, whatever. You two are going to share the room,

and the bed, until we figure something else out. That’s

final. If that plan doesn’t work for either one of you,

there’s the door.

Lisa and Rose stare each other down.

ROSE:

Well, at least she’s skinny. She won’t take up much

room. Do you snore?

LISA:

No.

ROSE:

I do. Get over it. Come on, lets go pull out this sofa

bed and see what side I want to sleep on. First one in

gets to choose.

Rose quickly heads out.

LISA:

Hey, all of a sudden you can move that fast? Oh no you

don’t!

Lisa chases after her. Mike and Marie stare out,

speechless. Then they stare at each other for a

few seconds. Both sigh and shake their heads.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 38.

MARIE:

Well, this evening certainly didn’t turn out the way we

thought it would. Some party.

MIKE:

You can say that again. Legally gray, yeah, right. So

much for semi-retirement . . . traveling . . . having

fun . . . enjoying life . . .

MARIE:

The empty nest sure filled up again real fast. But we

always knew this could happen.

MIKE:

Yeah, we knew maybe Lisa would move back home for

awhile some day, if she ever got into trouble. And she

has. But I never figured on your mother coming to live

with us.

MARIE:

Really? You just assumed she’d go to a nursing home

someday?

MIKE:

I didn’t assume anything. I never gave it any thought.

MARIE:

Give it some now. What if it were your mother?

MIKE:

Don’t bring my mother into this, God rest her soul.

(He makes the sign of the cross)

My mother was a saint. She never would’ve gambled her

life away.

MARIE:

We don’t know that. And we never will. Look, we

probably should’ve talked about these things before.

Instead, we pretended like it would never happen. Now

it has, and we have to deal with it.

MIKE:

Is it temporary, or long term? I mean, what’s the plan

now?

MARIE:

With Lisa or Mom?

MIKE:

Lisa will work out her own problems in time. She’s

young. But your mother, she’s broke and set in her

ways. I’m afraid once she settles in . . .

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

Obviously, there’s a lot to talk about. And not just

between us. Whether she likes it or not, Gina has to

get involved in this. For now, one day at at time.

Okay?

MIKE:

Okay.

MARIE:

I know it doesn’t seem like the best thing to say right

now, but, happy birthday, sweetie.

MIKE:

Thanks. At least I’m getting my lasagna with meat in

it.

The smoke alarm goes off. Smoke billows from the

kitchen. They look at the smoke, then look at

each other.

MARIE:

The lasagna!

She runs out.

MIKE:

Shit.

Lights out.

End of act 1
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ACT 2

Two weeks later. An empty stage. Lights

up. Rose enters from bedroom. She’s dressed in a

duster, big furry slippers, ace bandages on her

knees, slumber cap with rollers, no makeup and a

walker. She walks slowly and carefully, as if she

might fall any second. Once at center stage, she

stops, looks, and listens. When she’s sure no one

is around, she parks the walker, and hurries over

to the bar . . . She pours herself a glass of

wine, then sits on couch, feet up on coffee table,

remote in hand. She looks content, like she’s

living the life of Riley.

Mike calls from offstage.

MIKE:

Anyone home?

Rose leaps to her feet. She pours the wine in a

plant, and runs for the walker. She gets to the

walker just in time as Mike enters in his work

clothes.

MIKE:

Oh, hi, Rose. Is Marie home yet?

ROSE:

Thank God you’re home. Can you help an old lady?

MIKE:

(rolls his eyes, lets out a sigh)

Sure. That’s what I’m here for. What do you need me to

do?

ROSE:

I think I can make it to the sofa. When I get

there, maybe you can fluff my pillow and put it behind

me.

Rose walks slowly to the couch and sinks down with

great effort. A huge sigh. Mike fluffs the pillow

and places it behind her back.

MIKE:

Anything else? Bon Bons?

ROSE:

No . . . just let an old lady relax now. I’ll be fine.
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MIKE:

Okay. I’m going upstairs and change out of these work

clothes.

Mike almost exits.

ROSE:

Of course, I could use a teeny weeny glass of wine.

She holds her hand up as if waiting. Mike, looking

annoyed, goes and pours her a huge glass of wine

and brings it to her.

MIKE:

Here, this should hold you for ten minutes. I have to

go change.

ROSE:

Thank God. You stink. Did you pump out someone’s septic

tank, or did you fall in?

MIKE:

I own the company, Rose. I work at a desk. And that

work keeps your wine glass full. Any questions?

Rose shakes her head no.

MIKE:

Good. Now, can I go?

Rose nods yes.

MIKE:

Thank you. If Marie comes home, tell her I’ll be down

in a minute. Got it?

Rose nods her head yes.

MIKE:

Good.

Mike goes to exit. Rose gives him the finger. When

she’s sure Mike is gone, she pulls out a cell

phone from her bra and calls her bookie.

ROSE:

Hello, Vinnie? It’s Rose Esposito . . . Ahhhhh . . .

I’ve been better. I want to place a bet . . . I don’t

know, it’s been a while. I got no privacy around here.

So, what looks good in the fifth race?

Marie calls from backstage.
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MARIE:

I’m home!

ROSE:

Shit. I call you back later, Vinnie.

Rose hangs up, puts phone back in bra, and slumps

on couch.

Marie walks in, carrying her purse and grocery

bag, looking tired. She sees Rose slumped over.

She rushes over.

MARIE:

Are you all right, Ma?

ROSE:

(pretends to wake up)

What? Oh . . . I’m fine. Just a little nap.

MARIE:

Is Mike home?

ROSE:

Haven’t seen him. So, what’s in the bag?

MARIE:

Dinner.

ROSE:

I’m afraid to ask. What is it? All this health food is

giving me constipation.

MARIE:

It’s Stouffer’s frozen macaroni and cheese. I don’t

have time to cook healthy anymore. Between the store,

two more mouths to feed, and extra laundry, I’m

exhausted.

Lisa enters. She’s in bathrobe and pajamas. She’s

carrying a basket of laundry.

LISA:

Oh good. You’re home, Ma. I’m out of clothes. Here.

She hands the basket to Marie. She then goes and

sits on the couch next to Rose, and together they

put their feet up on the coffee table.

Marie, looking stunned, takes a beat, then drops

the basket. She confronts the two of them.
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MARIE:

Now, I’ve had it. I can’t work, cook, clean, and do

all the laundry myself. I need help!

LISA:

Where is dad? Honestly, men never do anything around

the house.

ROSE:

You said it, kiddo. Your grandfather was a slob, and

he never lifted a finger.

Mike comes in. Looks around and sees something is

up.

MIKE:

What’s going on?

LISA:

Mom was just complaining you never do anything around

here.

ROSE:

Yeah, she could use a little help, you know.

MARIE:

(really mad)

Mike, I did not say that! Lisa, your father works hard

all day. And I have a job, too. You promised to help

out around here. So far, you haven’t lifted a finger.

MIKE:

(trying to defuse the situation)

Okay, okay, let’s all just calm down and discuss

this. Lisa, you did promise to help out around here,

at least when you weren’t out auditioning. And since

you haven’t gone to one audition yet, maybe you can do

your own laundry?

LISA:

I have no time to do laundry. I’m busy all day Googling

auditions.

MIKE:

See, Marie, she’s busy all day oogling auditions.

MARIE:

That’s Googling, Mike.

MIKE:

Right, Google. I get it.
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ROSE:

What the hell is a Google?

MARIE:

Later, Ma. Look, Lisa, you have plenty of time to surf

the net for auditions and still do a little laundry.

ROSE:

Who’s going surfing?

MIKE:

Lisa, your mother is right. I’m sure an audition will

come along . . . sooner or later. In the meantime,

start helping your mother.

LISA:

Well, for your information, I have an audition

tomorrow!

MIKE:

That’s great.

MARIE:

Wait a minute. Tomorrow? But you promised to take Nona

to the podiatrist tomorrow, and then out for lunch.

LISA:

Why can’t you do it?

MARIE:

I’m working at the store. It’s Gina’s day off.

LISA:

Then why can’t Aunt Gina do it?

ROSE:

Yeah, right. As if Gina gives a damn about my toenails.

MIKE:

Don’t look at me. I don’t like looking at my own

toenails.

MARIE:

Lisa, that’s it. You promised. What time is your

audition?

LISA:

Two p.m. but. . .

MARIE:

No buts. Your grandmother’s appointment is at

eleven. There’s plenty of time for the clipping,

lunch, and still make it to the audition.
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Mike and Marie sit on couch. They’re smiling.

MIKE:

Part of me would like to be a fly on the wall tomorrow.

Too bad I have to work.

MARIE:

I know what you mean. If I didn’t have to work tomorrow

. . . say, wait a minute. They’re both going to be out

of the house for hours tomorrow. It’s the first time in

weeks we’ll have the house all to ourselves. That’s if

we "call in sick."

MIKE:

(cuddling, smiling)

I feel the flu coming on . . .

They kiss.

End of Scene

Scene 2

The audition. The stage furniture has been moved

around and different lighting is used to create

the look of a different location.

Lisa and Rose enter from audience, walk up on

stage, acting as if they’re unsure if they’re in

the right place. They go to downstage, center.

Rose is well dressed and getting around just fine

with no walker. Kelly carries a small camp stool.

ROSE:

No one said anything about standing in a line for three

hours. My feet are killing me.

LISA:

That’s because that quack podiatrist cut your toe nails

too short. Anyway, you were sitting most of the time.

That’s why I brought this stool for you.

ROSE:

My ass is killing me, too.

LISA:

I tried to tell you this is how these things work. You

stand in line. You wait your turn. That’s why they

call it a cattle call.

ROSE:

And wait your turn for what? Never mind. I don’t want

to know.

(CONTINUED)
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LISA:

You wait in line until it’s your turn to audition. And

here we are.

ROSE:

This is it? That bozo in that booth told us to

come and wait in here.

LISA:

That bozo was the director.

DIRECTOR:

(voice only)

And the bozo in the booth can hear every word you say.

LISA:

Nona! Be quiet!

(to voice in back of room)

Sorry! My grandmother didn’t mean anything by that.

(Escorts Rose to corner. Has her sit on

camp stool. To Rose)

Here, sit on this stool in the corner and don’t say

another word. Do you hear me? Don’t say another word!

Lisa goes back to center stage

LISA:

(to director)

I am so sorry about that. She’s never been to one of

these before.

DIRECTOR:

Fine. So, who’s auditioning first?

LISA:

Excuse me?

DIRECTOR:

We don’t have all day. One of you go first!

LISA:

Oh, no. She’s along for the ride. I’m the actress.

DIRECTOR:

Fine. What part are auditioning for?

LISA:

The social director.

DIRECTOR:

Fine, you’re going to run some lines with one of our

actors. I’ll send him in with the script. I’m stepping

out to get a cup of coffee. We’ll get started in a

couple of minutes.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 50.

LISA:

Okay, thank you.

DIRECTOR:

Yeah, fine.

ROSE:

I would like a cup of coffee.

LISA:

I told you to be quiet!

ROSE:

(whispers)

I would like a cup of coffee.

LISA:

Not now! I have to do a cold reading. I hate those.

Charlie enters from audience to stage. He carries

two scripts.

CHARLIE:

I hate those, too.

(he hands Lisa the script)

And who do I have the pleasure of reading with today?

LISA:

(extends her hand to shake)

Lisa Malone. I’m auditioning for the part of the social

director.

CHARLIE:

(notices Rose for the first time. Walks

over to Rose and extends hand)

And who is this lovely lady?

ROSE:

(refuses to take his hand)

I don’t mean to be rude but I’m not allowed to talk.

(glares at Lisa)

LISA:

Don’t pay any attention to her. She’s just mad.

CHARLIE:

At who?

LISA:

The world. I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.

(CONTINUED)
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CHARLIE:

(Lisa and Charlie are both downstage

center again)

Dumbrowski. Charlie Dumbrowski. You’re a little young

to remember me, but back in the day, I was Cowboy Chuck

Waggin.

ROSE:

(leaps out of chair, runs over.)

Oh my God, I thought you looked familiar. Cowboy Chuck!

Well I’ll be damned!

LISA:

Just who is Cowboy Chuck?

ROSE:

Who is Cowboy Chuck? Who is Cowboy Chuck? Only one of

the biggest TV stars in the 50’s! Cowboy Chuck’s

Rootin’ Tootin’ Wild West Show. Every kid wanted to be

in that audience!

CHARLIE:

I’m flattered that you remembered.

He takes her hand and kisses it. Rose gets weak in

the knees. Lisa rolls her eyes.

ROSE:

Oh, why Cowboy Chuck, how could I forget? My daughters

and I watched your show every Saturday morning.

CHARLIE:

Well, it’s nice to meet an old fan, especially such a

charming one. But these days, it’s just

Charlie. Cowboy Chuck rode off into the sunset years

ago.

ROSE:

What happened?

CHARLIE:

Simple. Animation took off. Kids became more

interested in cartoons than real people. So, the show

was canceled. For a while, I still traveled the

country making guest appearances as Cowboy Chuck, but

those audiences grew smaller and smaller, too. It

wasn’t long before I was appearing at the local food

markets, and that’s when I decided to hang up my spurs.

LISA:

But you’re here at this audition. So, you still act?

(CONTINUED)
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CHARLIE:

Once in a while I audition for a part. Sometimes I get

it, sometimes I don’t. Truth is, I invested Cowboy

Chuck’s money wisely. I mostly act for the fun of it.

LISA:

I mostly act because I’m starving.

ROSE:

She’s not starving. Her parents are feeding her until

that big break comes along.

LISA:

Nona!

CHARLIE:

Always have a back up plan, kid. It’s hard to find that

big break. I was lucky.

ROSE:

No, you were great! And so handsome, too. Still are.

CHARLIE:

And you forgot your glasses.

Lisa rolls her eyes and begins to study the script

intently.

ROSE:

So, where does Cowboy Chuck live? Probably on a big

ranch in Texas, right?

CHARLIE:

Actually, I live in a condo in Las Vegas.

ROSE:

Vegas?!? I’d love to go to Vegas!

CHARLIE:

Oh yeah, you’d love the shows.

ROSE:

The what? Oh, uh, yeah. I’d love the shows.

CHARLIE:

Well, if you’re ever out there, be sure to look me up.

ROSE:

Really?

CHARLIE:

Sure! We’ll go out on the town. Here’s my card.

(CONTINUED)
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ROSE:

Out on the town, as in casinos?

CHARLIE:

Sure, if you want to. Ever been to a casino before?

ROSE:

Once or twice.

CHARLIE:

Great. Then it’s date. If you ever get out there. So,

what part are you auditioning for today?

Rose waves him off.

LISA:

She’s not, I am. Nona go back to your corner.

DIRECTOR:

I’m back. Now remember, this movie is about the wacky

antics that go on in a retirement village. This scene

is where the social director confronts Charlie’s

character about some hanky panky going on between him

and the owner’s elderly mother.

ROSE:

(gets up, goes downstage)

Who’s playing the mother?

DIRECTOR:

She hasn’t been cast yet.

ROSE:

Well, I do hope it’s some big star to play opposite

Charlie.

LISA:

Nona! Go to your corner!

ROSE:

Sorry . . .

Rose goes back to the corner.

DIRECTOR:

Okay, lets get started. Page 24.

They thumb through the scripts looking for page

24.

LISA:

So, what’s my motivation?

(CONTINUED)
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DIRECTOR:

What?

LISA:

You know, my motivation?

ROSE:

(gets up goes downstage)

Your motivation is to get a part and get the hell out

of your parent’s house.

LISA:

Go sit!

DIRECTOR:

Look, this is a cold reading. Just read the lines.

ROSE:

(gets up goes downstage)

She hates cold readings. She just said so.

LISA:

Sit!

DIRECTOR:

Wait a minute, Grandma, how do you feel about cold

readings?

ROSE:

I don’t know. What the hell are they?

DIRECTOR:

(chucking)

You’re quite a character. Have you ever done any

acting?

ROSE:

I was a tree in the third grade.

DIRECTOR:

(chuckling again)

Good one. You know, you’re a natural. In fact, you’re

perfect.

ROSE:

Perfect for what?

DIRECTOR:

To play the overbearing, interfering owner’s mother.

ROSE:

Oh, I don’t know . . .

(CONTINUED)
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DIRECTOR:

And you would be Charlie’s love interest. Do you have a

problem doing love scenes?

ROSE:

I don’t know. Wait a minute, will this require full

frontal nudity?

DIRECTOR:

Well, now that you mention it . . . yes.

ROSE:

I’ll take it!

LISA:

(in total shock)

Full frontal . . . What the hell just happened here?

Hey, wait a minute, what about me?

DIRECTOR:

Next!

Lights out. End of scene.

Scene 3

Mike & Marie’s living room. They’ve just spent a

romantic, relaxing day together and are cuddling

on the couch. They’re watching TV and sharing a

bowl of popcorn.

MIKE:

I’ve never felt this good on a sick day in my life.

MARIE:

Me neither. We should get sick more often.

MIKE:

(getting extra cuddly)

Yeah, I’m looooove sick, with no known cure.

MARIE:

Here, have some medicine.

She puts a piece of popcorn in his mouth.

MIKE:

When was the last time we did it right here, on the

couch?

MARIE:

Mike, twice in one afternoon?

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

Sure, why waste the opportunity?

They start to get busy, lying on the couch. Lisa

walks in and doesn’t see them at first.

LISA:

It’s all over for me!

Mike collapses on Marie in frustration.

MIKE:

Me, too.

Marie throws Mike off of her and he lands on the

floor.

MARIE:

Oh my God, you’re home early!

MIKE:

(slowly gets up off floor)

And what exactly is all over for you now?

LISA:

Whaaaaaa? Were you two just about to . . .? Oh, gross!

The minute I step out!

MARIE:

Where’s your grandmother?

LISA:

Where is she? I’ll tell you where she is. She’s ruining

my life. I wanted to leave her home, but noooooo, I had

to take Nona to get her toenails clipped. Then I’m

stuck with her the rest of the afternoon, had to take

her to the audition, where she constantly interrupted

and interfered and RUINED EVERYTHING!!!

MARIE:

Oh, come on, she ruined everything?

MIKE:

What did they say?

LISA:

NEXT!

MARIE:

You mean you didn’t get the part?

(CONTINUED)
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LISA:

No, I didn’t. But Nona did.

MIKE & MARIE:

What?

LISA:

While I was TRYING to find my motivation, Nona was her

usual overbearing, interfering self. Next thing I know,

she’s got a part!

MARIE:

A part? What part?

LISA:

The overbearing, interfering mother.

MIKE:

She’s a natural.

LISA:

The director said the same thing.

MARIE:

What did he say about you?

LISA:

(crying)

Next!

MIKE:

(holding back laughter)

Okay, I’m starting to get the picture now.

MARIE:

But where is your grandmother?

LISA:

Back in the saddle with Cowboy Chuck!

MIKE & MARIE:

What?!?

LISA:

Well, this real old guy who used to be a cowboy on TV

like 100 years ago, when you two were kids, is already

in the movie. He ran lines with Nona. I had to sit on

the stool and watch. He’s Nona’s boyfriend in the

movie.

MIKE:

Okay, but where is she now?

(CONTINUED)
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LISA:

Well, after the audition, she had contracts to sign. I

wanted to wait for her, but Cowboy Chuck said he’d

bring her home.

MARIE:

Cowboy Chuck? THE Cowboy Chuck?

LISA:

Yeah, whatever.

MIKE:

I remember that show. Watched it every Saturday

morning. He’s not dead?

LISA:

Ohhhhhhh, no! Still a lot of life in the old boy.

MARIE:

Well, if Nona is with Cowboy Chuck, she’s perfectly

safe.

MIKE:

Yeah, but what about Chuck?

MARIE:

Oh, Mike . . . This is so exciting! Who would ever have

thought Ma would meet a movie star?

LISA:

He’s Cowboy Chuck, not Clint Eastwood. Look, forget

about Nona. What about me? It’s her fault I didn’t get

the part. I was perfect for that role. She’s ruined

everything again. Our lives haven’t been the same

since she moved in to our house.

MIKE:

Our house? Did we forget you moved out and then came

back?

MARIE:

Lisa, not everything is about you. You should be happy

for your grandmother. You have your whole life ahead of

you. This could be Nona’s last hurrah.

MIKE:

Yeah . . . maybe the old girl will find herself another

husband, and move out.

MARIE:

Mike, she’s 84. She’s too old to get married again. Or

anything else.

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

(to Lisa, chuckling)

So, does she have to kiss him in the movie?

MARIE:

Awwwwwww, does she have to kiss him on the cheek, or on

the lips?

LISA:

(now amused)

Oh . . . why don’t you ask her yourself. I’m going to

lie down now. I’m emotionally drained.

Lisa exits somewhat dramatically

MIKE:

So, do you think she’ll bring him in to meet us, or sit

in the car and make out?

MARIE:

Mike!! I hope she does bring him in. I’d love to meet

him. Wouldn’t you?

MIKE:

I guess. It’s not quite the same thrill as it would

have been when I was 12.

MARIE:

The thrill isn’t for you. The thrill is my mother’s.

She’s met someone, and not just anyone. In a few

minutes, we’ll meet Cowboy Chuck, too.

They sit with smiles, anticipating meeting a

Charlie. Lights Out.

Scene 4

Mike is asleep on the couch, papers over his face.

Marie is pacing frantically, checking her watch,

looking out the window.

MARIE:

(slaps Mike on top of head)

How the hell can you sleep when my mother has been

kidnapped?

MIKE:

(wakes up confused)

Wha . . . Kidnapped?

MARIE:

It’s been five hours since Lisa got home. She said all

Mom had to do was sign some papers. How long can that

take?

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE:

I thought she was with good ole Cowboy Chuck?

MARIE:

Good ole Cowboy Chuck. Ha! What do we really know about

him? Nothing! I’m calling the police!

(She heads for the phone)

I’m filing a missing person’s report.

MIKE:

You can’t. Someone has to be missing for 24 hours

before you can file a missing person’s report. It’s

only been five or six hours. Maybe she and good ole

Cowboy Chuck went out on a date.

Mike chuckles to himself at the thought.

MARIE:

A date? At her age? Ridiculous! I’m calling the police!

The door opens. Rose breezes in, quickly closes

the door. Her lipstick is smeared.

ROSE:

I’m hooooooooooooooome.

MARIE:

Ma, where have you been? We’ve been worried sick.

MIKE:

She was.

ROSE:

I’ve been . . . out.

MARIE:

Out where? Why didn’t you call?

ROSE:

I met someone. In fact, I’d like you to meet him.

Opens the door with a flourish.

ROSE:

Ta Da!

Charlie steps into doorway, looking kind of

sheepish, not realizing he has lipstick all over

his face. He then clicks into the old Cowboy Chuck

character. He walks in with a bowlegged swagger,

like a cowboy.

(CONTINUED)
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CHARLIE:

(backpeddling)

Hey, it’s just acting.

MARIE:

Sure, what’s a few kisses?

LISA:

Yeah, Nona, tell them about your few "kisses."

CHARLIE:

(getting more nervous)

Hey, it’s just acting.

LISA:

(angry)

Go on, tell them, or I will.

ROSE:

We’re required to do full frontal nudity!

CHARLIE:

Hey, it’s just acting.

ROSE:

Maybe for you.

Lisa is laughing. Mike and Marie have a blank

stare at audience.

MARIE:

Are you out of your mind? Full frontal nudity? You

can’t do that!

ROSE:

Yes I can. I know can. We just got done practicing!

MARIE:

What? Mike, do something! My mother’s a porn star!

MIKE:

Do what? Seems Cowboy Chuck has everything under

control.

ROSE:

I’ll be right back, Charlie. I just need to grab a few

things.

Rose exits to bedroom.

MARIE:

(following her)

Grab a few things for what?

(CONTINUED)
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Marie exits

LISA:

Oh boy, I don’t want to miss this!

Lisa exits to bedroom

MIKE:

Excuse me, Charlie, I have to go defuse World War 3.

Mike runs in after them. Charlie is left all alone

with a very puzzled look. His cell phone rings.

CHARLIE:

Hello? Oh, hi son, how’s everything back home? . . .

Me? I’ll fill you in later . . . Yeah, yeah, yeah...

I’ve been to several of the meetings.

Lisa comes back in and eavesdrops on Charlie’s

call

CHARLIE:

All is good, I promise . . . What? She misses me? Yeah,

let me talk to her. Put her on . . . Hello, Dolly . .

. Yes, daddy’s coming home soon. Love you, too.

(makes kissing noises in the phone.)

Lisa ducks out again. Rose comes storming in with

a suitcase.

ROSE:

(Grabs Charlie’s hand and pulls him up,

too)

Come on, Charlie, lets go.

They head for the door.

MARIE:

(follows Rose in)

Wait a minute! Why won’t you answer me? Where are you

two going?

ROSE:

(opens the door, pushes Charlie)

Back to Charlie’s place.

MARIE:

What for?

ROSE:

(big grin)

To practice our scene some more! And you can’t stop

me. Oh, and by the way, when Charlie finally leaves

for Vegas, I’ll be going with him!

(CONTINUED)
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Rose slams door. Exits.

Marie starts for the door to follow. Mike grabs

her arm and stops her.

MIKE:

She’s a grown woman, Marie. Let her go.

MARIE:

She’s 84 years old. She doesn’t know what she’s doing.

MIKE:

Your mother always knows what she’s doing. It may not

always be the right thing, but she knows what she’s

doing.

MARIE:

And what is it she’s doing? She’s running off with a

man she barely knows. She’s taking her clothes off in a

movie. She’s going to . . .

(lightbulb goes off look, she’s figured

out what her mother is up to)

she’s going to . . .

MIKE:

She’s going to what, Marie? Use Charlie to get to Vegas

and start up old gambling habits again?

MARIE:

I didn’t say that.

MIKE:

You didn’t have to.

MARIE:

(becoming a more heated argument)

Why didn’t you try to stop her?

MIKE:

(angry and defensive)

She’s not my mother. And maybe it’s for the best.

MARIE:

No! You just want her to leave this house, no matter

how it happens, so she’s out of your hair! But that’s

my mother! I’m not letting someone take advantage of

her like this!

MIKE:

Who’s taking advantage of who? Let’s be honest here,

Marie, Charlie is going to be the victim in all this!

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

Isn’t that just like you, to take the man’s side, while

my poor defenseless mother has been dragged off to

practice full frontal nudity with a complete stranger!

MIKE:

Marie . . .

MARIE:

Shut up. It’s a good thing you’re sitting on that sofa,

because that’s where you’re sleeping tonight!

Marie storms off to the bedroom.

After a beat, Mike sighs, gets up and heads for

bedroom.

MIKE:

Oh, come on, Marie . . .

Marie steps back in, throws a blanket and pillow

at Mike. Mike slowly goes back and sits on couch,

looks out at audience.

MIKE:

. . . shit.

Lights out.

Scene 5

Three days later. Mike is sitting on sofa reading

paper, Marie comes out from kitchen. It’s obvious

there is still tension.

MIKE:

What’s for dinner?

MARIE:

I don’t know. Ask the person who’s going to make for

you.

MIKE:

Marie, how much longer is this attitude of yours going

to last.

MARIE:

As long as it takes for you to admit you were wrong

about my mother.

MIKE:

Okay, I was wrong. Now, what’s for dinner?

(CONTINUED)
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MARIE:

Not so fast. Say it!

MIKE:

Marie, I can’t say something I don’t believe. Right

now, I believe your mother is using Charlie to get to

Las Vegas.

MARIE:

Or maybe she really fell for this guy! Or maybe she

thinks she has to because we want her out! Or maybe...

or maybe . . . or maybe you’re right.

MIKE:

(gets up, puts his arm around her)

Or maybe it’s a little of all those things. Okay?

MARIE:

(smiles)

Okay.

MIKE:

Now, what’s for dinner?

MARIE:

Your favorite. Lasagna, with meat.

MIKE:

Fireproof lasagna?

MARIE:

You will get you lasagna this time, I promise.

Lisa comes out, dressed in her pajamas and robe,

walks over to couch.

LISA:

(yawning, then sigh)

What’s for dinner?

MARIE:

You look tired.

MIKE:

I thought you were napping.

LISA:

Napping can be exhausting. I’m emotionally exhausted.

So, what’s for dinner?

MIKE:

Your mother is making lasagna. Why don’t you go in and

make a salad to go with it?
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LISA:

Me?

MARIE:

Yes, you. All the stuff is in the fridge.

LISA:

Do you have a cookbook?

MIKE:

For salad? Get in there and earn your keep.

Lisa gets up, stretches, then moves very slowly

towards kitchen, almost zombie-like.

MIKE:

Oh brother.

Mike and Marie each grab an arm of Lisa’s and

bring her back to the coach.

MARIE:

Sit down, young lady.

MIKE:

We need to talk.

LISA:

Oh God, I know where babies come from.

MARIE:

Not that talk. First all, why are you so tired? You

should be sleeping just fine since you now have the bed

all to yourself.

MIKE:

And it’s not like you’re over-exerting yourself around

here.

LISA:

(likes it’s a big deal)

I have to make a salad.

MARIE:

When do you plan on looking for a real job?

LISA:

There’s no auditions right now.

MARIE:

A real job!

(CONTINUED)
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CHARLIE:

Think about what? I thought it was all settled. We

were going to Vegas together next week, right after we

shoot that last scene.

ROSE:

Yeah, well. . . I’ve had second thoughts.

CHARLIE:

But why? What did I do wrong?

ROSE:

Nothing! Okay? Nothing! Look,

(she takes Charlie by the hand and they

sit on the sofa together)

I have a confession or two to make.

Mike and Marie lean in over sofa to listen

ROSE:

Maybe you two can go start dinner?

MARIE:

It’s already in the oven.

ROSE:

Go!

MARIE:

Come on, Mike, let’s see how Lisa is doing with the

salad.

They exit.

CHARLIE:

Rose, what’s wrong? Everything was going so well, and

then you disappeared. All this talk these last few

days about "love at first sight." Is that all it was,

just talk?

ROSE:

At first. Okay, I’m going to talk. You’re going to

listen. No interruptions, okay?

CHARLIE:

Okay.

ROSE:

(gets up, takes stage)

Look, Charlie, I haven’t been completely honest with

you. I’m not just visiting here with my daughter. I’m

here because I have no place else to go.
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CHARLIE:

Look, Rose...

ROSE:

I said no interrupting. I need to get this all said

before I chicken out. The truth is, I lost my house,

and my car, and all my savings. I’m flat broke. Just

the clothes on my back. Even these, you bought.

CHARLIE:

My God, Rose, was it identity theft? Were you scammed?

Oh no, were you sick? Did it all go to hospital bills?

ROSE:

No, nothing that noble. I uh . . . I . . . You see, I

had, no, I HAVE a problem. An addiction. I’m a

gambler, Charlie. And not a very good one. I pissed it

all away, on the slots, the card tables, the horses,

you name, I bet it. My family didn’t know until I was

evicted and had no place to go. So, here I am. Then

you came along. A sweet, kind, gentle man, and all I

could see in the beginning was a man who lived in

Vegas, where the casinos are. I was using you,

Charlie, to get to Vegas and start gambling all over

again. That is until this morning.

CHARLIE:

And what happened this morning?

ROSE:

This morning, I realized I was more in love with

Charlie the sweet, kind, gentle man, than I was with

Charlie the guy who lived in Vegas. I couldn’t take

advantage of you, Charlie. And I knew if I told you all

this, you’d leave me anyway. So I left first. So now

you know. And now you can leave.

CHARLIE:

Rose, look, I should be angry. But I’m not. There’s

things you don’t know about me, too. The truth is,

years ago I was in the same boat you are. I blew

everything with my own gambling problem. All my Cowboy

Chuck money went to the casinos. But I got help. I

started going to Gamblers Anonymous, and it

worked. I’ve been going to meetings for years. Even

when I’m out of town, like now, I go to meetings. Back

home, I run the meetings and I sponsor other people

with the same problem you and I have. It’s nothing to

be ashamed of, Rose. And I’m proud of you for telling

me the truth. It’s the first step.
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ROSE:

Charlie, I . . . I don’t know what to say.

CHARLIE:

Say you’ll come to Vegas with me, and we’ll go to some

meetings together. Until I met you, I didn’t realize

how lonely I was. I live alone, except for my dog,

Dolly. My son is watching her now. I call her up and I

talk to her over the phone. I know that sounds stupid,

but really that’s all I had, until now. II love you,

Rose.

They kiss. Lisa comes in and sees them.

LISA:

Ohhhh. (crosses arms and looks smug) heh heh heh... You

gigolo! Tell my grandmother about Dolly! Go ahead.

Tell her. I heard you on the phone the other day making

kissy kissy noises to her. Go on, tell her.

ROSE:

He already did. It’s okay. After full frontal nudity, a

menage a trois is no big deal!

Charlie and Rose crack up laughing.

Lisa, shocked, storms off to her room.

Mike and Marie cautiously enter

MARIE:

Is it safe to come in now?

ROSE:

Yes,

(smiling at Charlie)

everything is just fine. Come on in. Charlie and I

have something to tell you.

CHARLIE:

Rose has told me everything.

MIKE:

Define "everything."

CHARLIE:

Everything. The gambling, losing it all, house, car,

money . . . I know it all.

MIKE:

That’s no reason to dump her!
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CHARLIE:

On the contrary, I understand. It’s a long story, but I

understand, and I can help her with her problem.

(to Rose)

That is, if you still want to come out to Vegas with

me.

ROSE:

Oh Charlie, yes. I’ll go. I’d go with you, no matter

where you lived. It’s not about Vegas anymore, it’s all

about you.

They kiss. Mike and Marie look embarrassed.

ROSE:

For now, can I come back to your place?

CHARLIE:

I was hoping you would.

ROSE:

I’ll just change.

CHARLIE:

Leave it on.

Rose gets up to exit. Charlie slaps her butt. Rose

giggles and exits to bedroom

CHARLIE:

(to Mike and Marie)

She’ll be fine. I’ll take good care of her. Don’t

worry.

MARIE:

I’m not totally sure why, but I believe you, Charlie.

Rose comes back out with fur coat, sunglasses and

suitcase.

ROSE:

I’m ready.

(to Marie)

Don’t worry, I’ll stop by and say good bye before

heading for Vegas. I promise. Come on, Charlie.

CHARLIE:

So long, pardners!

They exit.

Mike and Marie sit on couch.
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MIKE:

For once, your mother truly left me speechless. I don’t

know what to say.

MARIE:

Me either. Let’s just go with it. It’s either going to

work out, or she’ll be back.

MIKE:

I hope it works!

(clasping hands, looking upward)

Please let it work out!

MARIE:

I hope it works out, too. For a lot of reasons.

Lisa comes out dressed in the Gato Gator suit.

LISA:

Ta Da! I have some news that will make you both happy!

They both look at her astonished.

MIKE:

Now what? What’s with the costume?

LISA:

Simple. I’m not sharing that bed with Nona again. I

made some calls. First, I got my old job back. Not only

will I be making appearances again as the Gato Gator,

but I also have a desk job now with the company. And, I

called my old roommate and told her the situation, and

she’s willing to have me move back as long as I pay my

half. So, I’ll be leaving tomorrow for my new job.

MARIE:

What is the desk job? Mangagement?

LISA:

Telemarketing. But it’s a start.

MARIE:

Lisa, you know, Nona . . .

Mike stops her.

MIKE:

. . . Is going to be so happy to hear you got your job

back and will be moving out!

LISA:

Actually, my new job starts now. I’m making a guest

appearance at the shopping mall. Gotta go. Save me

some lasagna!
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Lisa exits.

Mike and Marie look at each other and both sit

back on the sofa looking like the cat that just

ate the canary.

MIKE:

Well, my dear, it looks like the house is empty again,

and we can go back to planning our semi-retirement!

MARIE:

My head is spinning! One day, our lives get turned

upside down in the blink of an eye, and another day,

they get turned right side up again! Amazing . . .

MIKE:

Look, for now, just be glad we have the house all to

ourselves again. Just the two of us!

Mike goes to cuddle with Marie. The phone rings.

MIKE:

Don’t answer it.

MARIE:

I have to.

(she gets up and answers the phone)

Hello? Gina, you’ll never guess what just . . .

what? Oh no! That’s too bad . . . What? You’re

kidding! ... You not kidding? Please be kidding . . .

No, sure. We understand.

MIKE:

Understand what?

MARIE:

Yeah, okay. We’ll be waiting. Bye.

MIKE:

What’s up?

MARIE:

(comes and sits next to him)

Gina couldn’t get Rotor Rooter to come out. She tried

to fix it herself.

MIKE:

And . . .

MARIE:

She broke some pipe and couldn’t shut it off. The whole

apartment is flooded.
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MIKE:

And . . .

MARIE:

It’s going to take weeks to fix the damage.

MIKE:

And . . .

MARIE:

She’s moving in with us.

MIKE:

When?

MARIE:

She’ll be here at 8 o’clock.

They both look devastated. Then Mike starts to

smile.

MARIE:

What are you smiling about?

MIKE:

Eight o’clock. That means we have the house all to

ourselves for a few hours.

(Mike gets real frisky)

I say we have dessert now, and eat the lasagna later.

MARIE:

(gets the picture)

Sounds good to me!

They begin to smooch. The smoke alarm goes off.

Smoke billows from kitchen.

Marie leaps up!

MARIE:

The lasagna!

She runs into the kitchen. Mike looks out at

audience.

MIKE:

Shit . . .

The End.
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PROPERTY LIST

Newspaper

Small pad & pencil or pen

Phone

Small suitcase (Lisa)

Wine bottles

Wine glasses

Wine bucket

Spatula or ladle

Couch pillow

Barbie doll

Smoke machine (backstage)

Cell phone (Rose)

Plant

Bag of groceries

Basket with laundry

Camp stool

2 movie scripts

Bowl of popcorn

Remote control for TV

Cell phone (Charlie)

Walker

Bed pillow & blanket

Suitcase (Rose)

SOUND EFFECTS

Voice of director (Played by actor playing Mike, sitting in

back of audience)
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COSTUMES

Mike:

Act 1: Casual clothes, but not sloppy. It’s his birthday

party, after all.

Act 2, Scene 1: Work clothes: dark pants and shirt with

Mike’s Septic Service logo

Act 2, Scenes 3 & 4: Same outfit both scenes, jeans or

sweatpants and T-shirt

Act 2, Scene 5: Jeans and a different casual shirt

Marie:

Act 1: Dress with full slip underneath, sexy apron*

Act 2, Scene 1: Work outfit: pants and top or casual skirt

and top; purse

Act 2, Scenes 3 & 4: Same outfit both scenes, jeans and top

or possibly, nice sweatsuit

Act 2, Scene 5: Jeans and casual top

Lisa:

Act 1: Jeans and top, purse

Act 2, Scene 1: Bathrobe, pajamas, slippers

Act 2, Scene 2: Professional looking outfit for audition,

such as nice pants and top or dress.

Act 2, Scene 3: Same outfit as above

Act 2, Scene 4: Sweatpants or pajama pants & T-shirt

Act 2, Scene 5: Same bathrobe, pajamas & slippers as Act 2,

Scene 1, then change to alligator suit*

Rose:

Act 1: Stylish, somewhat flashy outfit, makeup, coiffured

hair, carrying designer purse

Act 2, Scene 1: Duster, furry slippers, ace bandages on

knees, slumber cap with rollers sticking out, walker

Act 2, Scene 2: Stylish outfit similar to Act 1, same purse

Act 2, Scene 4: Same outfit as above, with smeared lipstick
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Act 2, Scene 5: Fur coat, sunglasses, purse, negligee

underneath (hide negligee under coat until she makes her

entrance from bedroom)

Charlie:

Act 2, Scene 2: Sports jacket, dress shirt, ascot & pocket

square, dress pants

Act 2, Scene 4: Same as above, except remove ascot for more

casual look; lipstick on face

Act 2, Scene 5: Casual pants & golf shirt

* Where to order sexy apron & alligator suit: Amazon.com has

both costumes. Just click on “alligator suit” to see a

selection. There are several sexy aprons, but the “Attitude

Apron” and the “Pretty Woman Sexy Kitchen Apron” are the

best. You can also make the costumes if you’re lucky enough

to have a clever wardrobe person.


