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The NMarl ey Show

a one-act play by Dean Hurley & M ke Mariano

Scene 1:

(The play opens in the living roomof MOE MARLEY' s house.
SLIM MOE's bitter, sarcastic friend, is sitting on the
couch reading a newspaper. MOE calls from of fstage.)

MOE:
Hey, SIliml Have you seen ny tie?

(SLIM notices the tie sticking out fromunder the
cushion. He pulls the tie out, holds it up, then throws
the tie on the ground.)

SLI M
No.

(MOE wal ks in fromstage left.)
MOE:
(Frustrated:)

Well, that's just great. This is a special cerenony and
I"'m m ssing ny only black tiel

(SLIM pulls out a yellow tie and a | arge black marker.)

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
Col or your heart out.

MOE:
(Shaki ng his head, annoyed:)
SI i mmmm

SLI M
It's your funeral.

MOE:

No, actually it's ny Aunt Edna's wake.

SLI M
(Rai ses an eyebrow )
And you're taking....Rachel with you?



MOE:
(Sl aps on aftershave:)
Yes. | think this is it. The big night. The night | ask
Rachel to be ny wife.

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
And what better place to propose then a relative's wake.

(MOE gives SLIMan irritated | ook.)

MOE:
Granted it's not the nost appropriate of places, but it's
the only time this week that 1'll be free and | feel |

should strike while the iron's hot.

(MOE turns his back to the audience |ooking for his tie
revealing a large iron burn on the back of his shirt.)

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
| see you're good at that.

MOE:
(Turni ng back around:)
Besides, if you think about it, it's kind of romantic, a
weddi ng proposal at a wake, the irony, it's just |ike
t hat novi e.

SLI M
Four Weddi ngs and a Funeral ?

MOE:
No, Pet Cenetery.

(They pause and | ook at each other, puzzled.)

SLI M
Of course.

(As MOE says:)

MOE:
That can't be right.

(They | ook at each other puzzled once nore.)



MOE: (cont .)
At any rate, Aunt Edna's wake is a perfect place to
propose. It's all part of the plan.

SLI M
And what the hell m ght that be, M. Savoir faire, if
you'll pardon my French

MOE:
Well, it just so happens that |I'm going to propose with
the very same ring that my Aunt Edna received forty years
ago. It'll be tradition.

SLI M
It'"Il be creepy.
MOE:
Ch, by the way, SIlim the bank call ed.
SLI M
(Not | ooking up from paper:)
They woul d.
MOE:

They said you were witing bad checks agai n.

SLI M
(Looki ng up:)
Bad checks, huh? Well, they can take their bad checks
and stick themup their..

(Doorbell rings, interrupting SLIM MOE wal ks over to
the front door and opens it. Enter RACHEL, MOE' s
girlfriend. SLIMcontinues reading the paper, ignoring
her.)

MOE:
(Happi ly:)
Rachel !

RACHEL :
(Happily:)
Moe!
(They hug.)

|"ve m ssed you these past few days.



Me, too.

SLI M
(From behi nd paper:)
| haven't.

(MCE gives SLIM an evil stare, exposing his iron burn to
RACHEL. )

RACHEL :
Ch, no, dearest, you have a horrible iron burn on the
back of your shirt.

(MOE attenpts to see the burn, turning in circles like a
dog chasing its tail.)

MOE:
| do?

(RACHEL stops his spinning.)

Ch, great!

(He thinks, then holds up his hand and says:)

Not to worry, I'll be wearing ny jacket over my shirt..

(He trails off as he picks up the jacket, exposing yet
anot her iron burn.)

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
You have quite the talent.

MOE:
(Annoyed:)
That is the last time I let Bill iron.
(Sighs:)
| guess I'Il have to find another jacket.
SLI M

(Sarcastically:)
How ' bout the one with the ruffles and sequi ns?



MOE:
(Sarcastically:)
"Il look for it. Why don't the two of you get better
aquainted while | go change?

(MOE exits stage left. RACHEL sits on the recliner next
to SLIM SLIMthrows down his newspaper as a C00-CO00
clock begins to tick. There is a |ong pause; both just
stare at each other.)

SLI M

So, you date Mbe
RACHEL :

Yes, |'ve been dating himfor over a year now.
SLI M

(Bored:)

Oh.

(There is anot her pause and both just sit there. C ock
continues to tick.)

RACHEL:

It's strange, Moe never really nentioned you before.
SLI M

That's because he's an egotistical narcissist.
RACHEL :

A what ?
SLI M

Look it wup.

(An unconfortable silence follows. The clock continues
to tick.)

What do you do?

RACHEL :
Well, | can juggle plates while singing "It's a Long Wy
to Tipperary.™

(RACHEL chuckl es at her own joke. SLIMjust stares.
RACHEL st ops.)



SLI M
| was asking what your job was.

RACHEL :
(Unconfortably:)
| know | just...it was a joke.
SLI M
Oh.
RACHEL:
(Apprehensively:)
Anyway, |'ve just signed on with Chem cal
SLI M
(Suspi ciously:)
You're a drug dealer?
RACHEL :
(Quickly:)
No! Chem cal Bank!
SLI M
| hate banks!
(Coo-coo clock strikes.)
RACHEL:
(I ncredul ously:)
You hate what ?
SLI M

Banks. The service stinks, the lines are too |long and
t hey al ways have interest in your accounts.

(Pause.)
RACHEL :

(Nervously, she gets up.)

OK. If you don't mnd, I"'mgoing to go to the kitchen..
SLI M

At | east one of us can.

RACHEL:

(St oppi ng:)
What do you nean?



SLI M
(He notions to his legs, pretending to be invalid.)
You know what | nmean. | guess you're one of those sickos
t hat take pleasure in deriding the physically
handi capped.

RACHEL :
(Going over to hin)
Ch! |I'"msorry!

(As she nears SLIM he sonersaults off the couch, gets
up, and does a dance step.)

SLI M
(Looking at his legs in nmock surprise:)
It's a mracle!

RACHEL :
(Horrified by the display:)
You're a nonster!

(Beat .)
SLI M

Are you wearing that to the wake?
RACHEL :

(Def ensively:)

What's wrong with it?
SLI M

It's old. M grandnother wouldn't wear that.
RACHEL :

(Becom ng annoyed:)

| think it calls up nenories of a... a sinpler tine.
SLI M

Yeah, the Civil War. Moe won't be able to tell which
one's the corpse.

(RACHEL ri ses.)

RACHEL :
(Furious:)
How dare you! | can't take this abuse any |onger! Tell
Moe I'lIl meet himat the funeral hone!



(RACHEL storns out the front door, slamm ng it behind
her.)

SLI M
Tal k about a short fuse.

(SLI M picks up a dictionary and begins reading. MOE
enters from stage left.)

MOE:
VWhere's Rachel ?

SLI M
(Not | ooking up:)
She left.

MOE:

W thout me? Are you serious?!

SLI M
(I'n sarcastic reference to RACHEL's absence:)
No, I'm joking.

MOE:
Why woul d she do that ?!

SLI M
You can't trust those bank people.

MOE:
(Exasperated:)
Were you tal king about your | oathing of banks again?

SLI M
Anmong ot her things.

MOE:
Sl mmmmi

(MCE | ooks at the ground and sighs. He spots sonething.)
There's ny tie.
(He sighs again.)

| guess I'll have to go to the wake al one now



(MOE turns around and begins putting on his tie revealing
anot her iron burn on the back of his new jacket. SLIM
shakes his head. Still putting on the tie, MOE opens the
front door, begins to wal k out, stops, and wal ks back
in.)

MOE: (cont .)
Bill is still out with ny car?

SLI M
You know how t he roads can be.

(There is the sound of screeching tires and a crash.
SLIM and MOE run towards the front door as BILL bursts
in.)

Bl LL:
(Hysterically:)
| can't believe it! | just can't believe it! How could
| be so stupid?! |1'mso unreliable!

(He begi ns pounding his head on the table.)

Duh!  Duh!  Duh!

(Concerned:)
What happened?

(BILL | ooks up fromtable.)

BI LL:

(Hysterically:)
What happened?! What happened?! You wanna know what

happened?! That stupid cat from next door happened to
saunter across the road just as | was driving past. |
crashed trying to let it cross to the other side!!

SLI M
That reminds ne of a little joke.

(He begins to chuckle to hinself. MOE and BILL stare.
SLI M suddenly stops and returns to nornmal.)

You were sayi ng?



Bl LL:
(Trying to contain hinself:)
What ki nd of people let their cats roam around the
streets just begging to be made road pizza?

(Doorbell rings. MOE answers the front door. Enter EVA
ORKANSCHARKERFI CKENKRAUT, the German tenptress.)

EVA:
(Venomously:)
Vhere is de dummkopf who tried to kill my cat?!

Bl LL:
(Furious:)
Kill your cat?! Kill your cat?! | think you got your
story m xed up there, Ms. O kan Skunkin Sauerkraut!

EVA:
(Equal l'y furious:)
Zat's Orkanscharkerfickenkraut you dinvit!

(Cal mer:)

Eva Orkanschar kerfi ckenkr aut.

MOE:
(Timdly:)
Hey, about ny car....

Bl LL:
(Interrupting angrily:)
| was driving the car |ike any other human bei ng when
your el gato junped out in front of it and now the car is
t ot al ed!

MOE:
It's total ed?!
Bl LL:
Well, there's no chance anyone could drive it now.

Unl ess you want to take the tel ephone pole in its side
wi th you around town.

MOE:
(Exasperated:)
How coul d you total my car?!



Bl LL:
(Angry:)
You're blam ng me? You're blam ng nme?! Blanme her
(He points at EVA.)

Her and that little rat of a feline who decided to hinder
my | oconotion!

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
You're just a regular Funk n' Wagnall.

MOE:
Wat ch your | anguage!

(SLI M hol ds up his Funk and Wagnall dictionary.)

SLI M

EVA:
(Cool i ng down:)
De damage done to ny little Heidrich nay not be as
physi cal as de danage done to de car, but de damage is
pl ain on de inside.

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
Let's rip her open and find out.

MOE:

(Ignoring SLIM)
|"msorry, but | still have no car to get to the wake.

(EVA wal ks up to MOE, |ooking him over.)

EVA:
(Seductively:)
| could give you a ride.

MOE:
That's really a nice offer, but | couldn't inpose.

(EVA noves cl oser. MOE says, reluctantly:)

Vell, oK ...



(MOE begins to nove away.)

MOE: (cont .)
Let me get ny tie on.

EVA:
(Seductively:)
Let me hel p.
(She begins to nove towards MOE. He runs offstage with
EVA in pursuit. After both have left, BILL turns to SLIM
and sl aps himon the back.)

Bl LL:
So, Moe's not gonna be here tonight, huh? | guess that
just | eaves you and nme for the big...
(He claps his hands and extends them)

Scr abbl e tour nanent!

(BILL holds the pose for a mnute. SLIMgives an evil
| augh.)

SLI M

Do you really think you're a match for ny verbosity?
Bl LL:

Ch, | can match your verbosity with ferocity!
SLI M

Really, you're filled with ponposity!

Bl LL:
Ah, but ny words cone with velocity! Your gane is a
nonstrosity! Your words contain no viscosity!

SLI M
Well you suck... ity..

Bl LL:
Anyway, keep studying that dictionary, because you're
gonna need it later tonight! 1'll be back!

(BILL strides out the front door. MOE runs in adjusting
his belt with EVA close behind. His tie is still not
tied.)



MOE:
Eva, | have to thank you for your generosity... but I'm
sure ny belt is buckled just fine.

EVA:
| just vanted to make sure. Are ve ready to |eave?

MOE:
|'"'mready to depart for the departed.

(He chuckl es and stops when EVA and SLIM give himan icy
stare.)

Let's just go.
(Exit MOE and EVA.)
(Bl ackout .)

(End of Scene 1.)



Scene 2:

(The scene opens in EVA'S car. EVA is driving and MOE is
in the passenger's seat. The car should sinply be the
front and back seats of a normal car. A screen projector
or noving lights could possibly be added to sinulate
driving. EVA should m nme notions of driving the entire
time.)

EVA:
It is alvays sad vhen a | oved one passes avay.
MOE:
That's true.
(Pause:)
Ah, Orkansh... Orkanshark... Eva. That's an
interesting nanme. \Were are you fronf
EVA:
Jersey City.
MOE:
(Puzzl ed:)
Originally?
EVA:
Ch, no. | lived the first nine years of ny life in
Bunt erheim Ger many.
MOE:
Ah, what side of the road do they drive on in Gernmany?
EVA:
De right, vhy?
MOE:
(Nervously:)
It's the same here.
EVA:

Oh.
(EVA minmes turning the wheel.)

Forgive ne. | find it zo hard to drive vith zo many..



(She gl ances seductively at MOE.)

EVA: (cont .)
...distractions.

MOE:
(Visibly unconfortable:)
It's very nice of you to drive ne, Eva.

EVA:
No problem |I'msure this vake neans alot to you.
MOE:
Yeah, and thanks to Bill totaling my car, I'mgoing to be
| at e.
EVA:
How | ong did you know her?
MOE:
Well, the car's about two years old...
EVA:
(I'nterrupting:)
No, | neant Aunt Edna.
MOE:
Ch, Edna? | never saw her rmuch, only on holidays and
famly gatherings. | really don't know nuch about her
except what | heard fromny nother. It seenms that the

only people that knew her were ny nother, Uncle Mel:
Edna' s husband, and our Cousin Katherine, who isn't
really related to ny famly in any way. Regardless,
know ny nother wouldn't want me to m ss this.

EVA:
|'' m sure.

(There is a pause.)

It must be hard dealing vith a spastic catkiller und an
overly sarcastic dictionary reader.

MOE:

Naa, it works. W' ve been buddies since college - part
of the same fraternity.



EVA:

(Hopeful ly:)
Phi Beta Kappa?
MOE:
(Enbarrassed:)
No, | Felta Thigh.
EVA:

Appropriate nane.

(EVA inches her hand over, attenpting to feel MOE' S
t hi gh. MOE turns and peers out the side wi ndow trying
to | ook behind.)

MOE:
Did that sign just say Canadi an border, ten mles?
EVA:

(Nervously:)
Uh...ve are taking de shortcut.

(MOE accepts this. There is a nmeow fromthe back seat.
MOE turns and | ooks into the back seat.)

MOE:
Ch, | see you brought your cat al ong.
EVA:
Ja. M Heidrich is a sensitive animal. Loneliness cones

quickly to him zo | bring himvith me ver ever | go.
(MOE reaches to the unseen cat.)

MOE:
Hell o, kitty.

(There is a loud screech and a hiss, MOE jerks his hand
out from behind the seat and holds it like it is
injured.)

O That cat bit nme!

EVA:
He i s nervous around strangers, especially...nmen.

(MOE | ooks at his injured hand.)



MOE:
Cee, this is bleeding a little bit. Do you have a Band-
Ai d?

EVA:
Try de first aid kit under de seat.

(MOE pulls the first aid kit fromunder the seat and
opens it.)

MOE:
OK, let's see here..

(He pulls out pepper spray.)
Pepper spray?

(EVA gl ances over.)

EVA:
Yes, | keep it there to protect nyself from any unvanted
attacks. So far, | haven't had any.
MOE:
That's good, no attacks.
EVA:
No, | said, no "unvanted" attacks.

(MOE puts the pepper spray to the side and continues

| ooking through the first aid kit. He pulls out a piece
of lingerie and raises his eyebrows. EVA glances over.)
Ch, that's for...special occasions.

(He pulls out another piece.)

O fice parties.

(He pulls out another.)

New Year's.

(He pulls out another.)

Bar Mt zvahs.



(He pulls out another.)

EVA: (cont .)
Presi denti al el ections.

(He pulls out another.)
Fl ash fl oods.

(MOE pulls out a pair of nmen's cotton briefs. EVAis
enbar rassed.)

Vell, I don't know how they got in there.
(MOE searches a bit nore.)

MOE:
Cee, Eva, is there anything in here used for first aid?

(MOE continues to search through first aid kit. He pulls
out a bottle of wine. EVA glances over.)

EVA:
Zhat is to nunb de pain.

(MOE pulls out two wi ne gl asses. EVA nakes anot her
nove. )

Voul d you like a spritzer?

MOE:
Spritz who? Oh, the wine. No, thanks.
EVA:
Vell, | vould |ike one.
MOE:
(Worriedly:)
Aren't there | aws about drinking and...driving?
EVA:
(Sternly:)
Spritz ne!

(MOE hastily conplies and hands the glass over to EVA.)

| don't like to drive vhen |I'm tense.



(MOE nervously looks fromthe glass to EVA to the
oncomng traffic. A truck horn blows past as MOE watches

i ncreasingly panicked. EVA has still not taken a sip.)
MOE:

Eva, | think you' ve had enough.
EVA:

But, de glass is still full.

(MOE grabs the glass out of EVA'S hand and downs the
contents.)

MOE:
No, it's not.

(MOE's face slowmy contorts into pain. He holds his
tenpl es and noans.)

"' m gonna regret that.

(He | ooks at his hand.)

And ny hand's still bl eeding.

(MOE resunes searching in the first aid kit. He pulls
out a chocol ate bar and holds it up questionably.)

EVA:
(4 anci ng over:)
They say chocol ate is an "aphrodisiac".

MOE:
(Nervously:)
Well, | don't know how that applies to ne. | don't have
an Afro.

(MOE chuckl es nervously. Aside:)
Ch, ny God.
(To EVA:)

There doesn't seemto be a Band-Aid. Do you have a
handker chi ef or sonething?



EVA:
Of course.

(EVA seductively pulls a handkerchief from her brassiere
and hands it to MOE. HE funbles with it, trying to quel

t he bl eedi ng.)

No, no, you nust apply pressure.

(EVA grabs MOE'S hand with the handkerchi ef
tightly.)

MOE:
(Nervously trying to change the subject:)
Y-You certainly have a nice car, Eva.

EVA:
It is a piece of American crap. | long for
German craftsmanship - Vol ksvagen, Mercedes

(Sadly remenbering the past:)

and hol ds

a car vith
Benz.

Ch, those ver the days - skiing trips to de Al ps, boat
trips on de Rhine, car trips to de Bodensee. Ach, vhat a
vonderful life. Und de Fussball, oh, how I renmenber
zhat .
(MCE nmanages to get out of EVA S grip.)

MOE:
Foose?

EVA:
Soccer.

MOE:
You pl ayed soccer?

EVA:
In my prepubescent years, | vas a star Fussball player,
t hen canme zhat | ast big gane, de National Youth Fussball
Chanpi onship. W vere tied - one to one, | vas de
goal ie. De opposing team had a breakaway. Down the

field they came, nunber 34 had de ball, she
shoot s. ..

(EVA pauses and stares into space.)

i nes up, she



MOE:
You caught it?

EVA:
(Depressed:)
| froze. The ball flew right by.

(She sighs.)
De other teamleft vith trophies, ve got rings vith two
karats of cubic Zirconium | could no |onger play, | was
an outcast, a failure...l still am

MOE:

(Resting a hand on EVA' S shoul der:)
You shoul dn't say that, Eva.

(EVA turns to him seductively.)

EVA:
| shouldn't?
MOE:
(Nervously:)
No, you're pretty and nice and....pretty nice.

(EVA puts her arm around MOE.)

EVA:
(Seductively:)
Zhat vas de sweetest zhing anyone ever said to ne.

(MOE | ooks extrenely unconfortable.)

MOE:
(Nervously trying to change the subject:)
Uh, the road, Eva?

(EVA grabs the wheel with one hand, but pulls MOE cl oser
with the other.)

It's really getting hot in here.

EVA:
Vhy don't you...take off your coat?



(MOE tries to take his coat off but EVA's armis in the
way. After making this obvious, EVA reluctantly renpves
her arm MOE takes off his coat and throws it into the
back seat. There is a |oud screech of a cat.)

EVA: (cont .)
My Heidrich!!

(She lets go of the wheel and turns around to hel p her
cat. Horns start blowing and cars screech on their
brakes. MOE, terrified, |eans over and grabs the wheel.
EVA attenpts to sit down and sits on MOE. She junps back
up as MOE gets out of the way and she sits back down and
resunes driving, breathlessly. The horns and screeching
tires stop.)

Ch, Me, you saved ne, my car, ny cat. Vhat ever can |
do to repay you?

MOE:
Oh, | think you' ve done enough..
(MOE | ooks at EVA, still recovering fromthe near fatal
experience.)

EVA:

(Whi spering seductively:)
| have a confession to make, Mbe Marl ey.

(MOE has noved close to his side of the car.)

MOE:
(Extrenely nervous:)
Y- Yes, Eva?

EVA:
| love you! |[|'ve alvays |loved you!!

(MOE is now cramred agai nst his door and | ooks extrenely
nervous.)

MOE:
(Desperately trying to change the subject:)
That's great, Eva. Anyway...



EVA:
| vant you, WMoe!

(EVA lets go of the wheel and |unges at MOE who tries to
cram hinself farther away from EVA. Car horns begin
blaring and tires screeching. The car door suddenly
opens and MOE tunbles out. He screans which fades away
as the lights go down.)

(Bl ackout .)

(End of Scene 2.)



Scene 3:

(The scene opens in a bar. The entire bar is set up

ri ght of center, and lights remain down on the other side
of the stage. The BARTENDER, a woman roughly the sane
age as MOE, is cleaning glasses. MOE |lies unconscious on
the bar, and a man sits on a stool with his drink resting
on MOE's chest. His nane is DEL, and he has a Brookl yn-
ese accent. As the scene begins, he and t he BARTENDER
are arguing.)

DEL.:
No, no; I'mtelling you! There was a 1957 New York Ti nes
article that outlined the whole thing. Dr. Charles Mason
of the Greenbaum lInstitute made it very clear that
overhand was the correct way to hang your toilet paper!

BARTENDER
Ch, don't give ne that. What can scientific tests prove
about "noon tape" etiquette? |'ve been hanging it

underhand in the bathroomfor 7 years-plus and no one's
conpl ai ned — until now.

DEL.:
Well it's a very sensitive subject!

(He lifts his drink from MOE's body, takes a sip, and
slams it back down. This causes MOE to stir.)

It takes a ot to speak up against the way people operate
their lavatories.

BARTENDER
Aw, don't give nme that..

(MOE mopans and lifts his head. But DEL, getting in the
BARTENDER s face, slans himback down.)

DEL.:
Listen, | have connections! | can get M. Wi pple on the
phone in fifteen m nutes-

BARTENDER
Wai t! Look, he's awake!



(DEL backs away as MOE shakes his head and sits up.
Groggy, he rolls off behind the bar, crashing to the
ground. DEL wi nces. MOE stands.)

MOE:
(Wbozy:)
Wha- Where am | ?

BARTENDER
You're in ny bar.

DEL:
Are you OK?

MOE:
| think so; | don't know...

DEL.:
Well, don't worry, cause we called an anbul ance.

(He turns to the BARTENDER. )

Ri ght ?

BARTENDER
| didn't call an ambul ance. | thought you did.
(DEL pauses.)

DEL:

Uh. ..
(He points at MOE' s forehead.)

Well, I"'msure that swelling will go down by itself..
Anyway, |'m Del Lacuso. That's ny tractor that's double
par ked out si de.

MOE:
Tractor? Oh, you're a farner?

DEL:
Yeah, but ny real passion is online trading.

(MCE and t he BARTENDER stop and stare.)



DEL: (cont.)
Uh, anyway, what were you doing lying on the side of the
road?

MOE:
(Si ghing:)
Uh, you really don't want to hear it. |It's a long story,
and it involves the Germans. Basically, ny girlfriend
got upset with nmy best friend, nmy next door nei ghbor made
a pass at ne, and | still haven't gotten to ny dead
aunt's wake.

DEL:
| know exactly what you're feeling.
BARTENDER
(Mutters:)
Here we go again..
MOE:
You do? How?
DEL:

Think about it. What do all three of your problenms have
in common?

MOE:
Pet Cenetery?

DEL:
| hope not.

MOE:
What, then?

DEL:
Wonen!

BARTENDER
(Still wunconvinced:)
Wonen!

MOE:

Wmen?



DEL:
Wonen!  Your girlfriend, your neighbor, your aunt:
They're the cause of your problens, you said so yourself.

BARTENDER
Ch pl ease. .

DEL.:
Hey, hear ne out!

(He turns back to MOE.)

Look, we found you on the side of the road. Al one!
Where was your girlfriend then?! Do you know where she
probably is right now?

(The doorbell rings. Lights go down. Lights come up on
stage left, which is set up as MOE's living room BILL
and SLI M are pl aying Scrabble.)

SLI M
Bill, get the door.

Bl LL:
| amin the mddle of ny turn here, if you don't m nd!
It requires the utnost concentration. You get it!

SLI M
(Monot one:)
Get the door. Get the door. Get the door. Get the
door. Get the-

BI LL:

( Expl odi ng:)
Al right! Ceez!

(He goes to center stage and ushers RACHEL in fromthe
dar kness.)

RACHEL :
Hel | o.

(Beat:)

Bl LL:
Rachel ! Look, Slim It's... Rachel !



(SLI M stands and BILL inches over to him and whispers.)

Bl LL: (cont.)
That's Moe's girlfriend, right?

SLI M
Ri ght .
Bl LL:
So we shouldn't upset her, right?
SLI M
(Carel ess:)
| don't know.
Bl LL:

(Loud and deliberate:)
Soooo, Rachel, what brings you to the Marl ey househol d?

RACHEL:
Well, | felt sort of guilty for running out like that...

(She | ooks warily at SLIM)

| s Mobe back fromthe funeral home?

Bl LL:
Nah, he and Eva aren't back yet.

RACHEL :
Eva? Who's Eva?

Bl LL:
Unhhhh... Eva's...

SLI M
Eva's his new broad.

Bl LL:

Yeah, Eva's his new...
(He catches hinself.)

No she's not! Eva lives next door, so she offered Me a
ride. The relationship doesn't go any further than that.



SLI M
You can go pretty far in a '74 Pinto.

RACHEL :
(Checki ng her watch:)
Moe shoul d be back by now. | guess I'll just wait here
until he gets back

Bl LL:
Uh, OK. .. | guess our Scrabble gane will go on rain
del ay.

(BILL and RACHEL | augh too cutely. SLIMrolls his eyes
and the lights go down. As the |lights cone up on the
bar, DEL finishes his speech.)

DEL.:
...And if all that doesn't convince you about wonen, just
remenber: They're the ones who hang toilet paper in the
i nproper under hand fashi on!

(MCE | ooks out, changed.)

MOE:
| never thought about it |ike that. You know, | was
going to propose to Rachel today, but now it seens that
|"ve got a lot thinking to do.

DEL.:
| thought you woul d.
MOE:
You're right; Rachel probably doesn't care where | am or
what |1'm doing. Wonen really are too much trouble.
(He | ooks at the BARTENDER.)

Uh, present conpany except ed.

BARTENDER
Now, | just have to interrupt again, and tell you how
Wrong you are.



MOE:
Wait, take nmy Aunt Edna, for exanple. She never spoke
much with any of the famly, even on holidays. She never
gave nme a chance to find out who she is. Then she dies
and |' m supposed to go to her funeral. The only tine she
ever gave to ne was after she couldn't say anything to ne
anynor e!

BARTENDER
(Sarcastically:)

That's horrible! | can't believe your aunt would be so
t houghtl ess as to die.

DEL:
Exact | y!

(He pauses.)
Ch, you're being sarcastic.

BARTENDER
Maybe you fellas can suspend your own deaths, but the
rest of us can't. A death is a loss, not only for the
deceased, but also for everyone around them | don't
bl ame you for being angry, but be angry with the
ci rcunst ances, not your aunt.

DEL:
Well, that's fine. | see the truth in that, but what
about Eva-?

BARTENDER
Eva? Who's Eva?

MOE:

Eva's ny next door neighbor and she's insane! Lately,
|"ve noticed that she's been conming on to ne.

BARTENDER
|"d think you would be flattered.

MOE:

Not exactly. Eva is obsessive, fanatical, and
dangerous. She al nost got me killed today!



BARTENDER
(Sarcastically:)
Sounds |i ke a typical woman.

DEL:
Yeah!

(DEL thinks for a nonent.)

Was t hat sarcasm agai n?

BARTENDER
(To MOE:)
| think that it only takes a little bit of conmpn sense
to figure out that not all wonen are psychopat hs.

MOE:
Excluding all those |iving near ne.

BARTENDER
And | suppose all the nmen you know are sane?

MOE:
Certainly!

(MCE then notices DEL, who is entertaining hinmself by
sucking water into a straw, pinching the top, trapping
the water in it, lifting it up, then letting the water
pour back into his glass, chuckling to hinself.)

Well...not |like Eva is!

BARTENDER
(Beconi ng disinterested:)
| see...

(The BARTENDER goes back to polishing glasses. MOE turns
to her.)

MOE:
| "ve noticed sonething. You've been |unping the people |
have problens with into broad categories, like

"nei ghbors"” and "dead people", but how about Rachel, the
woman | was going to marry? You don't marry nore than
one person do you?

(DEL and the BARTENDER | ook at each other thoughtfully.)



MOE: (cont .)
More than one person at a tinme?

(DEL and the BARTENDER continue to | ook thoughtful.)
Legal ly?
(DEL and the BARTENDER shake their heads in negation.)

My girlfriend isn't just a neighbor or a friend, she's
the woman | woul d have married! That's all off now, she
didn't know how to deal with ny friends. And there lies
my main problemw th wonen: they overreact! \hether it's
a reclusive aunt, a tenptress neighbor, or an unforgiving
wife, they take things to the extrenme, and |I'm not going
to let themtake me with them

(DEL pl aces a hand on MOE'S shoul der.)

DEL:
(Sniffling:)
That was beauti ful .

(DEL bursts into tears. After a few seconds, he gains
control of himself and takes a deep breath.)

| really think we had a nonent here. Oh no, |'m gonna
cry again. Excuse ne.

(DEL hurriedly exits, stage left. MOE and t he BARTENDER
| ook after him)

BARTENDER
(To MOE:)
| " m guessing his problens with wonen are...unique.

MOE:
Yeah.

(MOE swigs DEL's drink and the lights fade. Lights up on
MOE's living room RACHEL, BILL, and SLIMsit the sane
as before. BILL takes a drink fromhis juice box which
emts a | oud enpty sound.)

SLI M
Hey Hoover, would you shut up?



(BILL stops. RACHEL cl ears her throat nervously.)

SLI M (cont.)
V\hat ?

RACHEL :
(Nervously:)
Ch, not hi ng. .. nothi ng.

(An unconfortable silence follows.)

Bl LL:
So, anyone know how to play rummy?
SLI M
(Annoyed:)
No.
Bl LL:
XK. ..

(Unconfortable silence.)

SLI M
So, Rachel, what do you do at this bank?

(RACHEL | ooks warily at SLIM)

RACHEL :
Well, | work with the custoners..
SLI M
St upi d.
RACHEL:
...cash the checks...
SLI M
St upi d.
RACHEL :

(I'ncreasingly agitated:)
...introduce clients...

SLI M
St upi d.



RACHEL:
(More agitated:)
... handl e | oans. ..

SLI M
St upi d.

RACHEL :
(More agitated:)
...supervise the drive-through..

SLI M
St upi d.

RACHEL :
(Standi ng up, extrenely agitated:)
...and anything el se that needs to be done!

SLI M
Sounds |ike a real crappy job!
RACHEL :
Al right; that's it! [I'mnot taking this any |onger!

(Offstage, a toilet flushes. DEL wal ks on from stage
left drying his hands with a paper towel. RACHEL, BILL
and SLIM all stare. DEL nearly reaches center stage, but
stops. Confused, he does a double take. He stares back
at the three and slowly backs away. As he crosses center
stage, the lights go down on the living roomand go up on
the bar. DEL reaches his seat and sits. Bew | dered, he
| ooks at the BARTENDER. )

DEL.:
| really don't |ike the underhand toil et paper...

BARTENDER
Yeah, shut up. Anyway Moe, fromwhat |'ve seen, sone
wonmen treat men good, some wonen treat nmen bad. There
isn't any partiality either way.

DEL:
That's not how |'ve seen it.

(DEL begins eating beer nuts froma bow on the bar.)



BARTENDER
Then you nust know a | ot of good nmen. Mbst have to deal
with the same anobunt of bad people from both genders.
Only yesterday a guy wal ked in here and, for no reason,
spits right in the beer nuts.

(DEL, who is still eating the nuts, begins choking and
spitting.)

Just like that...

(DEL continues hacking. MOE sighs.)

Moe, it's really not a gender thing. |If you realize
that, you'll see the people in your life for who they
are, and for what they mean to you. |If not...

(She shrugs.)
| wish you luck come Val entine's Day.

MOE:
(Triggering a nmenory:)
Val entine's Day... Rachel had to spend the whol e day
wor ki ng at the bank, so | went to visit.

(He smles.)
| kept going through the drive-through, sending her

little | ove notes through the pneunmatic tubes. Then when
she got off work, we roller-skated straight across town

to the finest restaurant. [t was heaven.
BARTENDER

Do you really want to give that up?
MOE:

(Si ghs:)

Not anynore. You're right. [|I'min |ove.

(MOE stands and turns to the audi ence.)
|"'min love with the girl I lovel! Cone on, Del!

(He drags DEL to his feet and begins to go off stage
right.)



MOE: (cont .)
| "' m going honme to Rachel to tell her that |'m never
| eavi ng her again!

(They exit as the lights change to MOE's |iving room
RACHEL stands as before.)

RACHEL:
That's it! As long as you two are here, |'mnever com ng
here agai n!
(She hustles off. SLIMDblows a raspberry.)
(Bl ackout .)

(End of Scene 3.)



Scene 4:

(The scene opens back at MOE's house. SLIM and BILL are
deeply involved in their Scrabble game. BILL places down
his tiles.)

Bl LL:
(Snugly:)
"Quotidian."
(A pause.)

It's a word. O do you need to look it up, Slinf

SLI M
No, no; | trust you.
Bl LL:
And that neatly puts ne in the lead as we draw to the end
of the gane! | hope you're not a sore |oser.
SLI M
Ch, | don't think you'll ever know..

(SLI M counts off his tiles as he puts them on the board.)

One, two, three, four, five, six... And that's a triple
letter score and a triple word score... Looks like I'm
now in the | ead!

BI LL:
VWait just a m nutel!

(BILL | oonms over the word.)
B-0-S-0-M-1 -C "Bosomc?" ("BOOZ-mc")

SLI M
That's what | put.

Bl LL:
Bosom c?! That's not even a word!

SLI M
(Quoting from menory:)
"Bosomc. O or pertaining to the femal e bosom"”



Bl LL:
Let ne see that!

(BILL rips through the dictionary.)

Slim there is no word in here called bosoni c. There is
a "bosont and a "bosony," but no bosomi c!

SLI M
Bill, it's a standard nodi fier.

Bl LL:
No! No, the nodifier of "bosom' is just "bosom™ That's
how it's al ways been!

SLI M
Ti mes change. ..

Bl LL:
Slim that's not a word! That's why they called that TV
show "Bosom Buddi es! "

(SLIM just stares. The doorbell rings. BILL answers it
and lets EVA in.)

EVA:
Oh, nein Cott!
Bl LL:
Well, if it isn't Mss Okansha. .. kajagoogoo! O shall I
say... Eva?
EVA:
Say vhat you vant, | have inportant news!
Bl LL:
What ?!
SLI M

(Looking at BILL's pieces:)
Tell us all about it...

EVA:
| vas driving to the vake with Mde, when, well, he sort
of fell out of the car.



BI LL:

He what ?!
EVA:

He fell out of the car.
Bl LL:

And you didn't stop? You didn't stop?!
EVA:

Ch, | know, I know! | feel so horrible!
Bl LL:

Wl |l you should; he could be dead!
EVA:

| know! | can't believe |I left himbehind. 1It's given

me such an awful feeling, an enptiness right in ny
bosom c area.

Bl LL:
(Shocked:)
B- what ?!

SLI M
(St andi ng up:)
Ah hal

Bl LL:
No!

EVA:
Vhat ?

SLI M
(To EVA:)
Say it again!

EVA:
Bosom c?

SLI M
Yes!

Bl LL:

No!



SLI M
That's proof!

Bl LL:
No it's not! You can't trust her; she's European!
EVA:
Oh, 1'mzo confused. ..
Bl LL:
(G aring:)
"Il say!
SLI M
Bill, what was that you were saying about sore |osers?
(BILL fumes at SLIM)
Bl LL:

(Cont ai ning hinmself:)
" mso glad you can be happy about Scrabbl e when Me may
be dead! Eva, do you know where you | ast saw hin?

EVA:
It vas somewhere on Route 45, | think.

Bl LL:
Wel | that should be easy. There's nostly just flat
farm and out there. W can spot himeasily fromthe
r oad.

SLI M
Unl ess he's dead.

Bl LL:
(Shaki ng his head:)
You're like a cold shower, aren't you? Look, why don't
you and Eva go right now and | ook for Moe? |[|'m gonna
call up a few people | know in farm country.

SLI M
(Wth a smrk:)
Li ke that chick Prunella Bovine fromthe personal ads?



Bl LL:
(Annoyed:)
Woul d you shut up?! She was a very nice girl, things
just didn't work out. Geez!

(BILL stornms into the kitchen. SLIMturns to EVA.)

SLI M
Bill spooked the chickens.

(He chuckles. He | ooks back at EVA, but she shows no
response. He frowns.)

Bl LL:
(From of f st age:)
But Prunella, | |ove you!

(There is a pause.)

No, don't hang up...duhhh!!

(BILL reenters. He stops and stares at EVA and SLIM)

You two are still here? Hurry! Go and find Me!
SLI M

(Wal ki ng toward the door, EVA follows:)

Al right, all right...

(He goes to open the door, but MOE and DEL wal k onst age.
SLI M stops, then turns and wal ks away.)

| love ny work..

EVA:
Moe!
Bl LL:
Moe! Moe, you're alivel! Are you all right?
MOE:
I"'mfine, I'"'mfine, thank you, Bill.
Bl LL:

Thrown out of a car... | can't inmagine how that felt..



MOE:
Well, | kinda just blacked out- then I woke up in a bar,
and-

SLI M
(I'nterrupting:)
| can imagi ne how that felt.

(BILL is fed up and hits SLIM They engage in a nmld
sl apping match.)

MOE:
But let nme introduce Del Lacuso; he was kind enough to
drive me home. Del, this is Bill and Slim..

(They break up their fight and shake with DEL.)

Bl LL:
(Clarifying:)
I"'mBill.

DEL.:
Li kewi se.

MOE:
(Noticing EVA))
Eva!
(Uneasy:)
You' re here..

EVA:
Ch, Mbe, you don't know how terrible | feel! If there is

any vay | can make it up to you-

(For once, EVA's generosity is perfectly innocent, and
she extends a hand to MOE. MOE instinctively jerks
away. )

MOE:
(I'nterrupting:)
No, no Eva... I"'mfine, |-

(He rubs his neck and pulls a few | eaves out of his
j acket and shirt.)



MOE: (cont .)
| really should change, though... [I'Ill be right back.

(MCE exits left. SLIMand BILL begin to clean up the
Scrabbl e gane. DEL wal ks to EVA.)

DEL:
That guy's a real trooper.
EVA:
Ch, | know. ..
DEL:
Yeah, he took a nasty spill, and he just keeps going.
EVA:
Yes, | never thought zhat soneone could fall out ny
passenger side door... again...
DEL:
| " mactually one of the lucky ones. [|'ve fallen out of

novi ng vehicles before, but 5 mles an hour on a tractor
doesn't hurt that nuch.

(He taps his head.)

| still got it!
EVA:
You said tractor?
DEL:
Yeah, | work on a farm | like it out there... Wbrking
the land with my hands... It gives ne a sense of pride.

Sonething | can feel bosom cally.

(DEL strikes his chest. BILL drops the Scrabbl e box
behind them)

Bl LL:
(Ready to expl ode:)
B- Ceez!

(He | ooks at SLIM then exhales. He sighs, takes noney
out of his pocket, and gives it to SLIM)



SLI M
Thank you.

(SLI'M and BILL exit left with the Scrabble board. DEL
| ooks back at EVA.)

DEL.:
Ah, anyway, that's me. Farm ng. Just nme, the land, and
my cat Snowbeam

EVA:
(Surprised:)
Cat ?
DEL:
Yeah, | love the little thing...
EVA:
Ch, | love cats, too...

(She stares longingly at DEL as he stares out into space,
fondly. EVA grows nore entranced the nore DEL
descri bes.)

DEL.:
| just can't help it. | never considered nyself a cat
person until | found her by the porch. | |ooked into

t hose sweet, marble eyes, that face full of |ove, and her
soft fur, and | just-

(EVA, enraptured, grabs DEL and ki sses hi m passionately.
SLIM and BILL reenter.)

Bl LL:
(Upon seeing the two, he gags.)
Ch geez. ..

(He re-exits. DEL and EVA break apart.)

DEL.:
(Bewi | dered:)
OCh wow. . .

EVA:
So... vant to go next door and... talk about cats?



DEL.:
(Still dunmbfounded, but approving:)
Meow.

(They link arms and exit right. BILL returns.)

Bl LL:
(To SLIM)
Well, in spite of all the horrors I've seen tonight, I'm
glad we at | east got Mbde back in one piece.

(He sits and exhal es.)

Now, | just want to sit down, wallow in nmy Scrabble
m sery, and rel ax.

(MOE wal ks in.)

MOE:
Say, did Rachel call at all?

(BILL and SLI M | ook at each other.)

Bl LL:
(Tentatively:)
Wel I, ah, Rachel... yeah... The thing is that... well,
she cane here, actually... but she didn't, well...

(MOE glares at him BILL gives up and notions to SLIM)
It's his fault!
(MOE glares at SLIM)

SLI M
| hate banks.

(MOE exhal es.)

MOE:
She's gone, isn't she?

(BILL nods.)
Geat...

(He shakes his head and continues.)



MOE: (cont .)
| don't know what it is about the two of you that nakes
people run out of the room but it's making ne sick! You
know, over the course of this evening, |I've nanaged to
rai se some interesting questions about ny life. Wo am
| 7 Where am | going?

Bl LL:
(Concerned:)
Moe, you didn't tell us you had amnesi a!

MOE:
(I'gnoring BILL:)
Only one thing was certain. Tonight was the night that |
had to make sense of the nmess | call ny life. That's
right; a nmess! Tonight was just the cul m nation of al
the weird events that have happened to ne. Do you know-
do you know the only time | feel normal ?

SLI M
(Sarcastically:)
After a tall glass of prune juice?

MOE:
(l'gnoring SLIM)
When I'mwith Rachel! Rachel wasn't a psychotic, or a
corpse, or a farnmer. She made ny life worth living, and
it took so much to help ne realize how nuch she really
means to ne!

(MOE points to the front door.)
Now, she'll never wal k through that door again!

(RACHEL wal ks in fromthe kitchen, behind MOE. BILL
coughs and points to RACHEL. MOE spins around,
overjoyed.)

Rachel !

RACHEL:
(Equal |y overjoyed:)
Moe!

(They run towards each other, hug and begin to wal k off
stage left.)



MOE:
Rachel, | have sonething to ask you..

(They exit.)

Bl LL:
Well, | was a little worried for a mnute, there. |
al nrost thought that Moe was going to give up on life.
But I'mglad it all worked out.

(He smles.)

It's heartwarm ng, actually.

SLI M
(Under whel med:)
Yeah, pass the Kl eenex...
(The phone rings. BILL picks it up.)

Bl LL:
Hel | 0?

(He hands the phone to SLI M)

It's for you...

SLI M
(I'n phone:)
What ?
PHONE VO CE:
M. SlimPickett?
SLI M
Yeah?
PHONE VO CE:
This is the bank.
SLI M
Ch, crap.
(Bl ackout .)

THE END



