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CHARACTERS

MONA:  Owner of the flower shop “Mona’s Arrangements.”  She’s in her late forties, full of energy and humor and sex appeal, a woman who makes both construction workers and heart surgeons watch as she walks by. Mona never met a problem she couldn’t laugh down to manageable size.  Until tonight.

ANGIE:  Mona’s niece, Mid to late twenties. Usually patient and thoughtful but prone to sudden bursts of excitement.  She adores Mona unreservedly and wants her to be happy.

ARTIE: Late twenties.  Artie is that guy who is so cheerful about whatever he’s doing that it never occurs to him or to anyone else that he might not succeed.  As he approaches thirty what once seemed geeky is now kind of cool.   

TIME AND PLACE

We spend most of the play in Mona’s shop, located in a Northeastern City which isn’t quite 

New York.

The time is the recent past

 (LIGHTS UP on  the interior of MONA'S ARRANGEMENTS, a flower shop.  We may also be able to see an exterior door next to the shop's entrance-- this door opens onto a staircase which leads to MONA's apartment, directly over the shop.
It's morning, and at the moment, MONA and ANGIE are engaged in what looks at first glance to be pure chaos as they create their arrangements, a constant bustle of cutting and sorting and grouping… and after only a few seconds it becomes clear that there's deep familiarity to this dance, each move confident as they work around, under, over and through each other another--they are always aware of the exact location of their materials and of one another.
As if their ongoing floral work isn't enough, MONA is on the phone
During this, we have MUSIC UNDER, vamping)
MONA
Please,  ma'am, the van wasn't parked there, it was making a delivery! 
Oh, now, come on, what's the difference between "parking" and "standing", 
nobody was parking or standing or sitting, we were delivering flowers!
(Naturally, the shop's other line chooses this moment to ring.)
ANGIE
I got it….
(she grabs the phone.)
Mona's Arrangements.  Oh hey Max.  Lemme check…
ANGIE
(ANGIE is reaching for some sort of calendar, and now  we're watching two women, each of whom is handling a telephone, sharp scissors, and various flowers and ferns and so forth… and it all works. Barely.)
You swear you only need a dozen?
MONA
It's how much???
ANGIE
Aunt Mona is Max's account paid up?
MONA
(to ANGIE, referring to phone:)
This is costing us a hundred thirty dollars, you know that?
ANGIE
I was only there a second!
MONA
(into phone:)
She was only there a second!
ANGIE
Max's account?
MONA
(to ANGIE:)
Check the book!
(into phone:)
 Yes?
ANGIE
(simultaneous, also into phone:)
Yes? Yes.
MONA
No!
ANGIE
Great!
MONA
(begging the city official:)
C'mon!
ANGIE
Okay!
MONA
Fine!
ANGIE
You bet!
(both have hung up at the same time; it immediately rings again; in unison, each turns to the phone, holds a beat, decide to ignore it, turn to each other:)
Max wants a dozen centerpieces for his lodge banquet!

MONA
And the city wants a hundred thirty dollars or they're gonna impound the van!
(There is a different electronic ringing from the rear which both women ignore.)
ANGIE
It was only for a second!
MONA
Well imagine how much an hour woulda cost!
(answering phone)
Mona's Arrangements!
(to ANGIE, covering mouthpiece:)
Would you see what that fax is?
(ANGIE nods and crosses to rear of shop as MONA returns to phone call)
I'm sorry, yes?  Funerals? Of course, how big? 
No, not the body, the arrangement!
ANGIE
(returning trailing a long banner of fax paper)
Which end is the new end?
MONA
The one that was closest to the machine when you tore it!
ANGIE
Oh…um…..
(clearly, she has no memory of which end that was. she is given a reprieve when the PHONE RINGS yet again)
Mona's Arrangements.
MONA
Please convey our condolences and thank you for letting us help.  Absolutely, by Saturday.  
ANGIE
Hold on.
(covering mouthpiece)
This guy wants to know do we consider ourselves a small business?
MONA
(speaking directly into ANGIE's phone:)
We're very small, we're too small to talk about it right now, goodbye!
(she reaches across ANGIE to disconnect the call, as:)
We need more foam, we need more tissue paper, and we need more twisty thingies.
ANGIE
We need more hands is what we need.
MONA
Especially if they know what to do with a steering wheel!
ANGIE
It was only for a second!
MONA
Sometimes a second's all you get!
(sings:)
Why can't there be more minutes in an hour?
ANGIE
Why can't there be more hours in a day?
MONA
All day on our feet…
ANGIE
Hardly time to eat…
MONA
The customers are calling,
take a deep breath and repeat:
(chorus:)
MONA
I can get it done!
ANGIE
Aunt Mona, all I'm saying--
MONA
We can get it done!
ANGIE
I'm begging, no I'm praying
MONA
This is how my shop is run!
Maybe it's not always fun
But we always get it done!
ANGIE
Help would be no crime
MONA
Where did I put that list…
ANGIE
A kid who works part time
MONA
(trying a plant mister, finds that it doesn't work, tosses it aside)
We need another mister…
ANGIE
If it's Mister if it's Miss--
we just need someone!
If they help us get it done
(spoken:)
Aunt Mona, you know you're my hero,
but  I think even you have your limits,
and I know that I do!
(sung:)
Basket after basket--
A never-ending task, it
makes me crazy, I need help
or I will blow a gasket!
MONA
(spoken:)
Okay, Okay, you've made your point,
you need help, I get it.
ANGIE
We need help!
MONA
Okay, fine, we need help, but we don't wanna just rush into something,
we need to make sure it's the right kind of help.
(ARTIE will enter during the next couple of lines, unseen until indicated.
MONA sings:)
Maybe a delivery boy
maybe a computer
maybe get a cleaning crew….
ANGIE
(seeing ARTIE:)
Or maybe something cuter….
(she waves at ARTIE-- he isn't sure what's happening, but what the hell-- he waves back-- MONA turns and takes note of this, and is about to ask what's happening, but the PHONE RINGS.  MONA indicates the phone.)
MONA
One second, lemme get this…. 
(music still vamping under phone call:)
Hello, Mona's Arrangements.
Hey, Gary. 
Uh-huh…. oh!
I don’t know if I have enough flowers for that!
An apology, I agree a big one, on the card, yes.  No sir, uh-uh, we don’t write it for you. 
We do the flowers, you do the feelings. 
Gary, you get caught kissing your sister-in-law, 
how am I supposed to know what to say,
All right. Behave yourself!
(she hangs up; ARTIE thinks he has an opening)
ARTIE
Excuse me, I'm hoping y--
MONA
One more second, please, I'm sorry, 
Angie, Gary needs another Honey-I-screwed-up-again bouquet.
ANGIE
A number 8, got it….

ANGIE
(sings:)
A guy’s libido leads to sin….

MONA
That's what brings the money in!
When they err…
ANGIE
Mona's there!
MONA and ANGIE
A big bouqet to show you care…..
(chorus:)
We can make it right!
ARTIE
Excuse me, can you tell me--
MONA and ANGIE
Flowers spread delight!
ARTIE
No, you don't have to sell me--
MONA and ANGIE
Flowers turn a bad day bright!
Flowers fix an oversight!
Yes we always make it right!
ARTIE
I only need to know….
MONA
Hot Water with your girlfriend?
ARTIE
No, no, no, no, nooooo!
ANGIE
Oh is it with your boyfriend?
ARTIE
Let’s be clear: there is no friend!

Now hear this: no spat to mend

And I'm lost and late, and sooo--
(But before he can explain, the phone rings yet again; music vamps beneath and fades out a short time later; the vamp will resume where indicated.)
MONA
Angie can you grab that?  I'm sorry, now, what can we do for you?
ANGIE
(answering phone:)
Mona's Arrangements…
ARTIE
I was hoping you could help me..
MONA
Everybody is.
ARTIE
Yeah, um, I'm looking for this address, 147 Thompson,
but looking at the doors outside it seems like it goes from 145 to 149….
ANGIE
Aunt Mona, do we do edible flowers?
MONA
That's up to the customer, not us, lemme see here, okay, see, 
you want North Thompson, this is East Thompson.
ARTIE
How do I get to North Thompson?
MONA
You head west.
ARTIE
Is it far?
ANGIE
Aunt Mona, this lady is serious, she wants edible flowers.
MONA
Then she should feel free to eat em, are you walking?
ANGIE
Me??
MONA
No, him.  If you're on foot, it's about fifteen, twenty minutes.
ARTIE
(looking at watch, defeated:)
Okay, well, that's one job I won't be getting……
ANGIE
Ma'am, could you say more about what you plan to do with the flowers before  you eat them….?
MONA
What job is that?
ARTIE
I was supposed to meet with a guy about a part time job …. no big deal.  
Listen, thanks for the help.
ANGIE
(covering mouthpiece of phone)
Oh my god!
ARTIE
(alarmed:)
What?
MONA
(exasperated-- "forget the drama and get to the information, please…")
What.
ANGIE
She says she's having a dinner party and she wants small arrangements at each place and she wants it so that they can eat the flowers like it's a part of their dinner!
MONA
She can't do a salad?
ANGIE
She wants flowers!

MONA
She wants to eat my flowers??
ARTIE
Why not?
(both ladies stare at him.)
There are all kinds of edible flowers.  Lavender is good, very sweet, 
some people like a few petals in champagne, and um, what else, 
Gladiolas are sometimes used as little bowls for desserts, like mousses and…things
 (They're still staring. He shrugs.)
I know a lot of weird stuff.   
MONA
Everything except which way is north.  Kidding!
What line is she on?
ANGIE
The one that's flashing, duh..
MONA
Hello, this is Mona, one of the things we've had great success with in the past
is using gladiolas as bowls for Mousses or, similar.. um…  things.  Oh yes.
Well why don’t you have your caterer call us and we can discuss options?
Yes ma'am, and thank you.  
(She regards ARTIE thoughtfully.)
What was the job you're not gonna get?
ARTIE
This watch place.  Part time, on the counter.
MONA
Are you seriously late for a job interview at a watch shop?
ARTIE
Yeah… but I’ve got a thing at the Irony Shop later, so….
ANGIE
Watches?  No, no, no, that’s no good, is it Aunt Mona,
Watches, bleh,  that's an old man job,  you’re a young guy!
You need something with energy, and we need someone with energy, right, Aunt Mona, 
come on, he knew the thing about flowers you can eat, even you didn't know that!
MONA
Yeah… plus the irony thing, that was okay… well, all right,
a guy walks in the door looking for work on the busiest day ever, 
I'm not gonna fight it, whaddaya think, you have any interest in the flower business?
ANGIE
Or was your heart set on watch repair, yuck! 
(the vamp of the song resumes, coming in softly and building.)
MONA
I could start you at ten bucks an hour.
ANGIE
Plus there's tips!  
ARTIE
I-- wow, gimme a second to, you know,  we, wait, tell me this, 
how many hours per week are we talking about?
MONA
Quite a few I would think.
ANGIE
Yes!
(both look at her.)
I mean, I agree.  
MONA
She agrees.  And speaking of her… do you have a driver's license?
ANGIE
It was only for--
MONA
….only for a second, I know, it still might be better to keep you close to home,
how bout it, can you drive a van? Legally?
ARTIE
I can drive it any way you need it driven. 
(the vamp of the song begins to sneak back under the dialogue)
MONA
All right.  So-- whaddayathink?

ARTIE
I think…. I'm glad I ended up East instead of North.  
(He extends a hand.)
I'm Artie.  Monterra.
MONA
I'm Mona.  That's Angie.  And you're hired.  
(MUSIC UP: FINAL VERSE:)
ALL
We can get it done!
MONA
We'll give you lots of hours.
ARTIE
(beating chest, a la Tarzan:)
Me can get it done!
ANGIE
(playing along:)
Hey Tarzan, take the flowers.
(ANGIE begins handing flowers to ARTIE who,  assembly-line-style, hands them to MONA, who quickly assembles a bouquet.)
ALL
This is how the shop will run!
ANGIE
Half the work and twice the fun!
ALL
We!
Will!
Get!
It!
Done!
(And on this final note MONA has completed the perfect boquet, to the delight of all.  BLACKOUT.
Transition music. 
LIGHTS UP: next day, morning.  MONA is on the phone. Whoever she’s talking to has her tickled. )
MONA
Pete you know I like you, I just don’t think we’re a good fit.

Would you rather I led you on?  Don’t answer that.

No, now, listen, settle down, I need a favor.  
You know it’s prom season, and stupid me, I didn’t make enough corsages, now listen
if you have any extra I’ll buy em at your cost plus twenty percent.
and when my boy picks em up he can have cash ready to put in your hand.

It’ll be like free money. 
No, Pete, I will not have your love child. 
Yes, I know I’m breaking your heart, but you ask me every week, 
so you’ve obviously got amazing powers of recovery.
I’ll call you soon.
(She hangs up, a fond smile on her face, as she regards her shop, her day, her life.
SONG: MY HEART KNOWS:)
MONA
Business is booming
and everything's blooming;
Uncomplicated's the key
When men come a'calling
there's no point in falling
No Strings-- No strings for me
A girl who's growing up is taught
She's nothing til a man's been caught
Happily I've learned that 
this isn't
the case.
I don't need a diamond ring
I don't need a schoolgirl fling
I'm lucky that my heart 
has happily found
its time and place
Oh take me out on the town
But don't expect me to buy a wedding gown
I’ll tell you my simple plan
Live every day-- who needs a man?
It may be fun to kiss a guy
but I don't want to miss a guy
Dreams are not a thing
that I'm only
half of
Never needed to compete
Don't need a man to feel complete
I'm lucky that my heart
knows never to wait around
for love
(musical break, then:)
Life is too much fun
to waste it, hoping for The One

I'm lucky that my heart
knows never to wait around
on love.
(Another contented smile, and then she gets busy recording the deal she just struck with Pete.  
ARTIE ENTERS busily playing both sides of an imaginary game, plus adding the play-by-play, “And it’s deep to left field, not since Buckner have we seen” etc etc. ANGIE enters and ARTIE tries to involve her as MONA tries to work for a moment but:)
MONA
Artie!
(he freezes, looking at her without quite knowing what’s wrong.)
Please.
ARTIE
Sorry.
MONA
It's like having a 10 year old in the place…
ARTIE
You don’t have any kids, do you?
MONA
I’ve seen them on tv.  

ARTIE
 (to the tune of “The Brady Bunch”)

Here’s the story

of a girl named Mona

with a flower shop and no kids of her own …

ANGIE
Oh my god he does it too!

ARTIE
What’d I do?

ANGIE
Aunt Mona does that exact same thing!

MONA
Angie..

ARTIE
What thing? 

ANGIE
She makes up words to sing with the theme songs.
ARTIE
Is that right? Lemme hear one!

MONA
Well….

ANGIE
Do Star Trek! 

(MONA begins to sing-- during the ensuing section, lyrics will be indicated and the tune will, hopefully, be known.)
MONA
"Star Trek
Is in Outer Space
They're saving
The whole human race
And soon 
Some space chick will fall in love 
With
The Captain
Cause he's so cute!"
ARTIE
Not bad.
MONA
Show me something.
ARTIE
Um… Okay:
("Gilligan":)
"Just sit right back
and you'll hear a tale
A tale of a fateful trip--"
MONA
Nope, nope, nope….
(ANGIE makes buzzer sound.)
ARTIE
What?
MONA
You have to make up the words.  If the song already has words,  who cares?
ARTIE
Okay, so, no I Love Lucy, no Bonanza…
ANGIE
I Love Lucy has words?  
MONA
"I love Lucy, and she loves me,
(ARTIE joins:)
we're as happy as two can be…."
ANGIE
Bonanza had words??
ARTIE
"We got-a-right to pick-a-little-fight, 
(MONA joins:)
Bo-naaan-za!"
MONA
And of course, no "Movin on Up," no "Everybody Knows Your Name,"
no "Boy the Way Glen Miller Played," now,
whatcha got?
ARTIE
Hm.  Okay!
(he pounds out a drum intro on the counter and then:)
"It's Hawaii Five O,
It's my favorite show!
Cause there's lots of beaches!
And there ain't no snow!"
MONA
Not bad.  Try this:
("I Dream of Jeannie":)
"Hey, 'd'you 
come from this bottle
are you
some kind of model
Do you think you can grant my wish?
(he does a little hula action for:)
Bum!buh-buh-bum!"
ARTIE
Did you ever wonder, a guy’s in outer space all that time
he lands on a beach, and sees Barbara Eden, she calls him master and asks his wish

all in prime time?
MONA
The Golden Age.  
ARTIE
Twin Beds.  
MONA
At least one foot on the floor at all times. 
ARTIE
Which, you know, if you can’t manage that… 

ANGIE
Play a lot of Twister, do you? 

ARTIE
Okay,  wait, here:
("Dick Van Dyke":) 
"Oh…..I……work for Alan Brady!
my life's kind 
of crazy;
I stumble on the same stool every week!"
(sings the piano gliss and plops down.)
ANGIE
You’re both mutants.
MONA
(delighted:)
That’s good.  Wanna hear my first one ever?
ARTIE
Sure..
ANGIE
Oh god….
MONA
("Dynasty":)
"Holy Cow
It's Wednesday night!
My favorite show is on real real soon
and it is Dynasty
And I like it!
Cause they dress up nice!
And they're real rich!"
ANGIE
Bathtub singing.
MONA
(agreeing:)
Exactly.  Bathtub singing.
ARTIE
Well. At least you don't think I'm weird.
MONA
I never said that.  

ARTIE
Fair point.  I’m gonna bring the crates in so we can load em up. 

(ARTIE exits the rear. They watch him go.)

ANGIE
Do you think he's gay?

MONA
Noooo….
(Beat.)
Do you?
ANGIE
(as though stating the obvious--"Come on, Mona, you saw it too.")
Well.  He can sing and dance.
MONA
That doesn't mean anything.  I mean, okay, it doesn't always mean anything.
ANGIE
Don’t you care?

MONA
Why would I?
ANGIE
He's healthy, he’s male, he sure hasn’t looked twice at me,  I figured maybe you …
MONA
He’s a baby  I don't date anyone who never had to get up from his seat to change channels.
ANGIE
So you're too old for him.
MONA
I am not “too old” for anyone, missy.

(ARTIE re-enters, MONA sees her chance to get back at ANGIE:

Hey Artie, Angie thinks you’re gay, are you?

ANGIE
I never said that!

ARTIE
Why am I gay?

MONA
Well, you do work in a flower shop.

ARTIE
But it was you that did that…

ANGIE
Oh my god, we made you gay?

ARTIE
Well… you started me here…. but I’ll admit I really took to it. 

ANGIE
It’s okay if you are, we know lots of gay people.

ARTIE
Let’s just say the last time I had a chance to prove it, I wasn’t gay. 

MONA
See?

ANGIE
I didn’t-- never mind.
(ANGIE exits in a huff. PHONE RINGS.)
MONA
Mona’s Arrangements, this is Mona.
Oh hi Myron.
A dozen roses, niiiice, 
And what on the card?

I don’t know.
I don’t know Myron, that’s not my department,
we do the flowers, you do the feelings.  Yes, my pen is poised.
“Here’s
Hoping.”
That’s it?
No, no,  I’m hoping right there with ya. Take care.
(MONA notes the order and ARTIE is watching her, amused.  She feels his eyes.)
What?
ARTIE
You can’t help out poor Myron, huh?
MONA
Nope.
ARTIE
How come?
MONA
We do the flowers, y-
ARTIE
--you do the feelings, I know, but how come? 
A guy wants to say I love you, help him out a little.

MONA
I’m not about to help him out if a month or a year from now he’s gonna decide

“Oh wait, maybe I don’t.”  Speak for yourself, that’s my motto. 

Nothing wrong with sending a beautiful bouquet with no card at all, you know?

ARTIE
No card at all? There’s everything wrong with that,

if you did that it could mean anything! It’s… it’s empty, it’s, it’s a riddle, it’s--

MONA
It’s not our department. 
ARTIE
Do you ever send flowers to anybody?
MONA
Who’m I gonna send flowers to?
(He Sings intro::)
ARTIE
A friend whose broken leg is mending?
MONA
Nope.
ARTIE
A nephew whose nuptials are pending?
MONA
No nephews.
ARTIE
I’m wondering, very very hard
What you’d say on your own pretty little card?
(verse begins:)
What would you say on the card, Miss Mona?
What would you like to convey?
What would you write on that little white square
to adorn your most perfect bouquet?
Does the sender have some poetic expression
she'd care to impart?
What words would you choose, dear Mona,
to reveal your heart?
MONA
My flowers require no card, sir--
My arrangements speak louder than words
Even poets admit that it's not a fair fight
My flowers can make themselves heard
If you want to attempt to improve upon nature
then be my guest
Just remember arrangements by Mona
always say it best
(B section:)
ARTIE
If you want to convey your affections--
you do feel such things, one supposes?
MONA
Well I "feel" you're just being silly
What's wrong with a dozen rosess?
(return to verse, modulating up:)
ARTIE
Oh
Come
On
Your arrangements are lovely, it's clear, Miss Mona
Their beauty is quite a display
MONA
(spoken:)
Well, thank you very m--
ARTIE
But the colors can fade and the petals all fall
then what sad empty thing will they say?
No, the paper and ink hardly matter

But the feelings will always belong
“I love you” is what we remember
Is a card so wrong?
MONA
(modulating up again,  seriously irked:)
There's
A
Cardshop down there at the corner
And I'm sure their selection is fine
But they can't do an orchid in baby's breath
they do their thing and I do mine!
(slowing and becoming kinder:)
My arrangements are meant to be moments
the right moment is so very rare
Nothing Good lasts forever
Though it feels unfair
(music under as they speak-- they're gonna speak for one half-verse:)
ARTIE  
Good things don't last forever?
MONA
That's just life, nothing does.
(there's a moment which neither of them are quite sure about…
…. and then  MONA breaks it:)
Take employment for example, 
if you feel strongly about it we could see if the card shop is hiring and then--

(Sung-- ARTIE, scrambling to reassure her, mock earnest:)
ARTIE
I'm quite happy to be where I am, ma'am
And I promise to work very hard
(mock earnest is giving way to awards-acceptance parody:)
For this opportunity leaves me--
MONA
Artie!
(smile:)
Put it
in
a card.
(SONG ENDS)

MONA
Okay, so. Step one to keeping your job, take the van out to the east side, 

and drop off all those centerpieces Angie made for Max’s banquet

by the time you get back, we’ll be all set for the afternoon run.  

ARTIE
You bet, this is me, working hard, on my way, full speed ahead--

MONA
Just go!

ARTIE
Going!

(he is gone. MONA watches in his wake with something like helpless affection, then picks up on of the cards on the counter and sings a slow reprise:)

MONA
No, the paper and ink hardly matter

But the feeling might always belong
If “I love you” is what we remember

Better blank…than… wrong.
(LIGHTS FADE.

LIGHTS UP: It’s the next day.  ANGIE is alone at the counter with two identical looking sandwich-shop bags in front of her.  ARTIE enters in rec-league baseball gear-- a team jersey, a team hat, a bat, a glove.)

ANGIE
Artie!  Pick a lunch. 

ARTIE
Eenie…

Meenie…

Miney…

ANGIE
(Impatient, shoving one bag toward him:)

Moe, we only have twenty minutes.

(ARTIE peeks inside)

ARTIE
Turkey and swiss, you rock.

ANGIE
I actually do. 

(ARTIE uses a pickle spear as a cigar for:)

ARTIE
Say the magic woid and you win a free trip to the emergency room.
ANGIE
(knowing that this is a joke, but not knowing exactly why:)
That's somebody, isn't it?
ARTIE
 (“How could you not know??”)
Groucho!

ANGIE
It sounded to me like Bugs Bunny.
ARTIE
Exactly!  Bugs was always doing Groucho!
ANGIE
Well then, you did it just right.

(they are unwrapping their sandwiches and will continue to have their lunch as the scene goes on)

ARTIE
Angie, can I ask you a dumb question? 

ANGIE
I’m certain you can. 

ARTIE
Do you like me?

ANGIE
Do I--

ARTIE
I don’t mean do you want to run away to Paris and have babies with me or anything--

ANGIE
Ohhh, that’s good.

ARTIE
Why is that good? 

ANGIE
I don’t speak French?

ARTIE
But I mean-- I’m a nice guy, right?

ANGIE
(earnestly:)

I think you’re an awfully nice guy. 

ARTIE
Thank you.

ANGIE
You’re welcome. 

ARTIE
So why doesn’t Mona think so?

ANGIE
I don’t get you, what do you mean?

(MONA enters from the back, passes by, sweeping through and without breaking stride she offers:)

MONA
You got eleven minutes left so you better chew fast 

and Artie that van is not a dorm room, if the New York Mets can spare you for a few minutes

I need you to clean it up!

(and she’s off again)

ARTIE
That! That’s what I mean, she’s always… yellin at me about stuff. 

ANGIE
You--

ARTIE
Does she just hate guys in general, is that why she’s still single?

ANGIE
She does not hate guys.

ARTIE
Just me?

ANGIE
Are you….I mean, are you asking because…

ARTIE
No, I mean, I’m just wondering, just…..

ANGIE
….because if you’re asking because you……

ARTIE
….I’m just making conversation….

ANGIE
….if it’s important to you on a personal level….

ARTIE
No, no, it’s just a thing, I was just--

ANGIE
Artie. Look at me. 

(he does.)

Do you like her like that?

(he drags his gaze away)

ARTIE
Awww come on, I was just….

ANGIE
Artie. Look at me.

(he does.)

Do you?

ARTIE
(very quietly:)

Maybe.

(ANGIE takes a step away.)

What? What’s wrong?

ANGIE
It’s always Mona. Every guy who comes in here.

ARTIE
Whaddaya-- ohhhh… Oh, hey, listen--

ANGIE
What’s wrong with me?

ARTIE
Huh?

ANGIE
Do I have a third eye in the middle of my head? 

ARTIE
No, you’re--

ANGIE
Am I freakishly short? Or fat? Is there something wrong with my face? 

Do I smell bad? Do my clothes look weird? What is it? What?

ARTIE
I think you’re swell.

ANGIE
You do?

ARTIE
I think you’re smart and you’re pretty and you’re fun.

ANGIE
I am?

ARTIE
And you don’t smell bad, you smell like Turkey and Swiss, 

which is one of my all time favorite smells!

ANGIE
But you like Mona!

ARTIE
I don’t know!  I can’t tell if I do or not, 

and I can’t tell whether it would be a good idea or the stupidest idea in the world

and it’s probably insane but I’ll never know

because I’m too busy being terrified of how much she seems to hate me!
ANGIE
Gimme a second. 

ARTIE
What for?

ANGIE
To change the way I’ve been thinking about you!!

ARTIE
Oh.

(She closes her eyes. Takes a deep breath. Lets it out. Opens her eyes.)

All done?

ANGIE
It’ll have to do. Okay. Artie. Listen to me.

ARTIE
Yes ma’am.

ANGIE
Mona does not hate men. 

ARTIE
Okay good. 

ANGIE
But she has given up trying to guess what they want.

ARTIE
That seems fair. 

ANGIE
A few years ago, before I was working her, she was crazy about some guy

and he was crazy about her, and he said he wanted to marry her

and then at the last second he just… didn’t. He left. 

And in my opinion, that episode kind of messed her up on the whole topic. 

ARTIE
I can imagine. 

ANGIE
I’m betting you can’t.

ARTIE
Fair. 

ANGIE
I’m not saying she mopes around about it. 

ARTIE
She doesn’t seem like a moper. 

ANGIE
Exactly. She jokes about it.  

She talks about how terrible her life would have been if he hadn’t backed out

and about what a terrible housewife she would have been

and how much better for her it is to still have her shop and her freedom

but it changed something inside of her.

She jokes, and she laughs, 

and no, she doesn’t hate you guys 

but she’s maybe not so patient with the idea of how almost none of you know what you want. 

ARTIE
But she still dates. 

ANGIE
Oh god yes!

ARTIE
Which means…?

ANGIE
Here, watch. Hey Aunt Mona?

(MONA emerges from the back)

How did it go last night with Mr. Shelborten’s brother? 

Or wait, was he last night or Monday night?

MONA
Monday night was Mr. Shelborten himself.

ANGIE
Right, and Tuesday was that painter guy

MONA
Rolf. So yes, last night was the other Shelborten.
ARTIE
Really?
(quick beat)
I mean, three dates in one week?
MONA
Sure.
ANGIE
Aunt Mona has adopted a philosophy she calls Quantity Dating.
MONA
It is my theory
that because of the low number of truly, what should we say, worthy  men, 
a gal needs to get the broadest possible whaddyacallit. Sample. 
ANGIE
Which means she goes out with everyone.
MONA
That's not true. 
ANGIE
When is the last time someone asked you out and you said no?
MONA
Yesterday! Ha!  
ANGIE
Who?
MONA
One of the guys up on the scaffolds at the corner?  Asked me to marry him. 
From five floors up he's yelling this!  
I told him I need a guy more down to earth. He says for me to wait there and he'll jump!

ARTIE
Maybe he was committing suicide because you turned him down.

MONA
(laughing:)
It’s true!  The ground is littered with an entire alphabet  of men who didn’t measure up.
(SONG:  ALPHA MALES; during song, ARTIE listens but also is in and out, loading the truck.)
MONA
Alvin was a sweety, 
but he was scared of bugs
Bobby swore he wasn’t bald
and wore that awful rug
Calvin drank a bit too much
at least too much for me
and Derek hated music
and I think he hated me…
Ed said Meat was Murder
and called my steak a crime
(I shrugged and said I’ll finish it
before I serve my time)
Franklin called me hot pants
which trust me is not cute
and Gerald served me dinner
wearing just his birthday suit
Horace had the asthma
and Ivan had the knee
Johnny’s little blue pill 
did nothing I could see
Kevin was a baptist
who believed I’d go to hell
and he didn’t even take the time
to know me very well
Larry tried to sign my up
for Amway-- and he meant it
Michael had a co-op
and he wanted me to rent it
Something disappointed me
in every one of them
an alphabet of let-downs 
and I’m only up to M……
ANGIE
Are twenty-six letters gonna enough?

 MONA
I’m only doing this year.




(B Section:)
There was Nigel
ANGIE
And Ollie
MONA
Neither very jolly,
there was Porter and Quincy
ANGIE
yeah, he was pretty chintzy…
Then  Roger, Steve
MONA
and Tim…
ANGIE
Oh my God I forgot about him!
MONA
Ulysses was so tedious
ANGIE
Was he the one who tried to read to us?
MONA
Then Victor
ANGIE
Walter
MONA
Xavier, who thought he was my Saviour!
ANGIE
Then Yancy, oh! and Zed!
MONA
Who made me think that I was dead.
(return to A structure:)
All of them were nice enough
but no one left me glowing
In fact the best of every one 
was when I saw him going
I’ve dated by the letters
This alphabet of men
And I can either hang it up
or start with A again

ABCs a jaunty little song
but something, something’s always wrong!
(END OF SONG. )
ARTIE
Always something wrong? Really?

MONA
Oh I hope not always always.  Just always so far. The important thing is to keep at it. 

ARTIE
Your love life sounds a lot like my employment history. 

Or actually, my education history.

MONA
Maybe just your history history? 

ANGIE
What could your education have in common with Aunt Mona’s love life?

ARTIE
I didn’t go through the whole alphabet, 

but I did manage to make my way through quite a bit of the Course Catalog.

I changed majors like….eleven times?

ANGIE
Seriously?!?

ARTIE
I kept thinking “maybe this is the one!”

MONA
I know the feeling. 

ARTIE
That’s what I was saying.

ANGIE
That must’ve been awfully expensive. 

ARTIE
Oh the government trips all over itself to lend you money 

if they think they’re growing a future tax payer. 

MONA
You showed them, huh?

ANGIE
I couldn’t stand being in school that long. 

If I don’t finish my degree by next May I’m gonna go insane. 

ARTIE
What are you studying? 

ANGIE
Business management. At the community college.  We need to get up to date in here, 
Aunt Mona still does everything with index cards and memo pads.
MONA
And it's only worked for a quarter century, thank god you're here!
ANGIE
She has the one fax machine, and it’s practically steam powered,

I think everyone who remembers how to put in those rolls of paper has already died…

MONA
(to ARTIE:)

So what’d you end up with?

ARTIE
Sorry?

MONA
After you changed majors, what happened, what did you graduate with? 

ARTIE
I am unbelievably close to a degree in contemporary philosophy. 

MONA
Because that’s where the real money’s at.

ARTIE
Well but see, this is the thing, 

there I was, racking up debt, and without any promise of a practical job,

I figured, I can finish this thing anytime, I need to get a job.

ANGIE
So you did that. 

ARTIE
I did it a bunch  of times!

MONA
This is the point he was making. 

ARTIE
I like to try lots of stuff!  Which is, I think, the point you were making. 

MONA
I’ll give you that. 

ARTIE
I like to multi task. I have this job, 

which, of course you both know, is my absolute favorite and I love it,

but I also do temp word processing two nights a week 

and I also do web design for this skate shop and a couple of other places. 

ANGIE

(to MONA, clearly an ongoing dispute:)

The skate shop has a web page. 

MONA
Bully for them. 

(to ARTIE, indicating his baseball uniform:)

And this?
ARTIE
(executing the perfect home run swing and creating the sound effect of the ball being hit, then:)
Youth league baseball, baby!

MONA
(smiling, but daring him:)

So basically, you don’t know what you wanna be when you grow up.

ARTIE
Ah, Mona.  Lovely, talented, thinking inside the box Mona. 

(he sings:)

SONG: "I CAN DO ANYTHING"
( intro section:)
People ask me every day
about my career ambition.
I never seem to settle upon
my Here's-what-I'm-here-for Mission
I want to sample the possibilities
that the world might bring my way
So when people wanna know what it is I do
I explain it just this way:
(verse:)
I can do anything, and I’ve done ev’rtything
Jack of all trades and master to boot,
That, I can promise, is not in dispute
I can do anything, and I’ve done ev’rything
I can fix faxes, finagle your taxes,
And as you hear, I sing!
Ah-hah!
MONA and ANGIE
Ah Hah!
ARTIE
I can rustle cattle, lead men into battle.
read an MRI.
I can play the cello,
Make pineapple jello,
Or skywriting in the sky.
MONA
Well, that's a lot of things you "can" do, 
but what about the things you  have actually done?
ARTIE
Short order cook.
Played Captain Hook.
Wrote a bad book.
Taught Dianetics
Delivered for Fedex.
Trained army medics
Fought Dianetics.
Happy to sell your flowers and plants,
While I sing and Dance!
(he dances-- a soft-shoe routine which takes advantage of baseball spikes as if they were tap shoes…)
ARTIE
(sings:)
Then I went to Google-- got hired.
Worked day and night-- got pretty tired
And before pretty soon, got pretty fired
So I decided to coast-- toast myself
Time out is often needed
But hey, guess what? My savings are depleted!
So here I am!  I am here!
MONA and ANGIE
He is here! 

Give a cheer
ARTIE
Thanks for the shot-- you’ll see!
I can do anything!
MONA and ANGIE
Anything?
ARTIE
Anything at all.
Count on meeeeeeee!
(SONG ENDS)
ANGIE
Have you really done all those things?

ARTIE
Ah, ladies, that was only the tip of the iceberg,

and I plan to do a great many more.
MONA
That’s what worries me, 

how do we know we’re not just the next weird job you didn’t stick around for?

ARTIE
Mona, so skeptical, I plan to stick around for as long as you can put up with me

and I don’t find this job at all weird, 

I think it’s maybe the luckiest thing that’s happened to me in a very long time.

But!

(striking a hero’s pose:)

We’no time for all that now ladies, 

my chariot awaits, and I must now deliver your lovely works of art
to those who await some glimpse of beauty in their otherwise bleak lives, 
and so it is that I must bid you
farewell!

(he exits, and it’s a shame he doesn’t have a chandalier to swing away on.

Beat.  Then:)

MONA
He’s right, I was wrong, it’s not the job that’s weird. 

ANGIE
No.

(quick beat then at the same time:)



MONA



ANGIE
It’s him that’s weird…..


He’s the weird one…..

That’s right.




Yes….

(MONA is looking after ARTIE’s exit, half exasperated, half amused. ANGIE watches MONA watching him. 

Lights fade.

Transitional music, which takes us to the next morning; MONA on the phone, ARTIE re-entering on her first two lines.)
MONA
Six of each?  You got it.  You want a card with that?
I dunno Abe, she’s your client.  

It’s not for me to say, it’s for you to say, so say it or don’t say it, it’s up to you.
Yes.  My pen, she is poised. 

“Thank you
for being so nice….and all……
I am thanksful….and grateful
so please accept
my thanks."
It's poetry, Abe.
By four o'clock.  Word of honor.  Thank you.
(ARTIE hums a bit from “what would you say on the card?” as MONA glares at him.)
Don’t you have anything to do?
ARTIE
I’m doin’ it… picking up this route list

and headed out

(he has been exiting again but slows, smiles:)

On my route…

No need to pout

That’s not what this is about.

MONA
This is what that rap music does to people. 

(ANGIE has just entered; tries to catch up:)

ANGIE
It does what to who? 

ARTIE
Whom. 

MONA
(sweetly:)

Artie, be an angel and please 

don’t make me have to explain your severed head to the police.

ARTIE
I’m going….

(and he’s off.

MONA  notes ANGIE looking at her.)

MONA
 What?

ANGIE
It’s a little bit like watching a movie, the way you two talk. 

MONA
Whaddaya mean?

ANGIE
I mean, half the time he’s like this twelve year old kid…. 

MONA
I haven’t seen but the one half, I guess….

ANGIE
But it’s like he’s a twelve year old from the nineteen forties or something, you know? 

This really old kinda kid.  Older than he actually is. 

MONA
You want "older?" I’ll give you older,  I went to dinner with Jerry Donatti last night, you know?
He seemed older than he is, too.  The trouble is, he's already sixty two.

ANGIE
Oh dear. Did he at least have entertaining stories?

MONA
All of his stories were about visits to doctors’ offices!  

He was like some medical catalogue,  he talked about his hip,  he talked about his knee.
He talked about his sister's hip.  He talked about Medicare..
I mean, I know it's all important stuff, and I want him and his sister to have hips, 
but…
ANGIE
No romance.
MONA
Please.  You gotta have hips….
I don’t know Angie.  

Alphabet jokes aside, this is starting to not be fun. 

In fact, it hasn’t been fun for a long time, these men, 

something happens to them, they’re not fun, they don’t know how to enjoy themselves

but we don’t believe that this is true of all men, right?

ANGIE
Right.

MONA
So somewhere there are men who do know how to be fun. 

ANGIE
This is the theory.

MONA
So the problem lies somewhere in my selection process. 

ANGIE
I guess we can’t rule that out. 

MONA
So I need to change how I do it. 

ANGIE
That makes sense. 

MONA
Good. You do it. 

ANGIE
What?

MONA
You do it. You choose my next date. 

ANGIE
Mona I don’t think--

MONA
I am oh and thirty! You could not possibly do worse!

(Beat)

Angie, I’m serious. Stick a pin in a book.  Something. I gotta shake things up. 

Angie?

ANGIE
Mm?

MONA
Are you with us?  You look like you’re having some sort of thought over there.

ANGIE
Maybe I am. 

MONA
Are we gonna play twenty questions?

ANGIE
No…

(Song:: "THERE'S THIS GUY…")
There's this guy that I know
who might
be right
There's a guy who might be up to par….
There's this guy--
MONA
For me?
ANGIE
Yes, he might just be
and you don't have to look very far.
He's not too old
and he seems like a match
for a girl who likes to have fun
MONA
And you think he might be

at least worth a try?

I’m not ready to say that I’m done.
ANGIE
Well he’s quite entertaining, 
 he’s seen so much
MONA
So he's traveled?
ANGIE
I don't know for sure….
MONA
This is starting to sound
like a guy not to touch
Was this him ever a her?
ANGIE
God, no!
MONA
So he’s overweight!
Are you sure that he’s straight!
Is he recently out on parole?
ANGIE
No he's perfectly fit
and he's loaded with wit,
This is not some romantic black hole!
MONA
I don’t know, Angie, 

you didn’t even go for rich or handsome, 

you went straight to “fun”, next you’ll be telling me he’s got a nice car….

ANGIE
Okay. Fine.  Forget I said anything.
MONA
Good.
ANGIE
One date, a nice guy, you don’t wanna go, fine
MONA
Thank you very much. 
ANGIE
A perfectly good guy, funny and healthy, two good hips by the way, but not you, 
Nooooo, fiiiine……….
MONA
Any chance you’re done?
ANGIE
“I believe in quantity dating” oh yeah, how about when the quantity is one, 
one guy, one date, No, that seems like too much, oh well (whatever you say, don’t let me--)
MONA
Oh for petes sake! 
Fine, 
I’ll go, okay?
ANGIE
You will?
MONA
I said I would
(ANGIE claps happily and then realizes she hasn’t dropped the really big shoe.  MONA waits patiently for a moment before:)
So?
ANGIE
Hm?
MONA
I said okay, so  who is he, who’s Mister Fabulous?
(music vamps under as they speak. ANGIE is hesitant.)
Angie?
ANGIE
huh?
MONA
What's his name?
ANGIE
Well, I'll tell you-- it's hard to say.
MONA
You can't pronounce it? Is he Croatian?
ANGIE
If I tell you who it is, you’ll have all these ideas about it ahead of time and it won’t be fair

MONA
Fair to who?

ANGIE
Whom. And: Both of you. 
MONA
Okay, well, if I don't know his name, then how do I call him?

ANGIE
He'll call you.
MONA
And what'll he say, "I'm that perfect guy Angie was mentioning"??
ANGIE
Don't worry, you'll know it's him.
MONA
If you say so.  Listen:  I need to run upstairs for a second,  

so if this guy calls, make sure you don’t write anything down that might be, you know, 

helpful.. 

(she exits, just as ARTIE enters)

ARTIE
Heya Angie…

ANGIE
Artie!

ARTIE
(cautious-- what has he walked in on?)

Yeahhh…..?

ANGIE
Artie, do you trust me?

ARTIE
Maybe…..

ANGIE
Because I was thinking about what we were talking about, at lunch yesterday.

ARTIE
Yeah, well, listen, that was just me being stupid, I don’t want to--

ANGIE
No no no shh shhhh!!

(her vehemence shuts him up)

Like I said.  I was thinking.
ARTIE
Okay, what were you thinking? 

ANGIE
I don’t normally play matchmaker, but I had a thought,

forget everything you were saying yesterday and everything you were about to say just now

forget insane and stupid and scared and good ideas and bad ideas

and just listen:

(SONG: SECOND VERSE: "THERE'S THIS GIRL")
There's this girl that I know
who might be right
there's a girl who might be up to par.
There's this girl
ARTIE
for me?
ANGIE
Yes, a girl for you
and you don't have to look very far.
She's awfully cute
and she's awesomely smart
and she really knows how to have fun
ARTIE
Well good looks and brains
are surely a start-- what's the catch?
She must weigh a ton….
ANGIE
She runs her own business
she's quite a success

ARTIE
In the city?
ANGIE
She’s not far away…
ARTIE
Well what's the big secret?
Don't tell me-- I know!
She's a spy for the CIA
ANGIE
(spoken:) Oh please!
(sung:)
Artie don’t be dense
Artie, trust me this once
C'mon Artie--you should give it a whirl.
ARTIE
If you’d start making sense

I wouldn’t feel like a dunce
Who is this wonderful girl?
(MONA re-enters, talking as she does:)
MONA
You know what Angie, if I’m gonna do this you need to at least tell me, who is this perfect guy?
(She is noticing ARTIE's presence )
(they stare.  
Beat.)
ARTIE AND MONA
Oh.
(ANGIE bows her head and steps back,
no longer between them 
Music Sting; END OF SONG.
Count five as they regard each other. Then: )
MONA
You know what I like about this is how it's not at all awkward.
ARTIE
No, no, it's great.   What do you think we should do to her?
(indicates ANGIE)
MONA
That's gonna take a little thought.
ARTIE
But whatever you decide, I get to help, right?
MONA
That's fair.
ANGIE
You guys are being dumb.
ARTIE
Oh?
MONA
Oh really?
ARTIE
Pretty big talk.
MONA
I know, she called you dumb.
ARTIE
Just me?
ANGIE
You like each other!
(Beat; MONA and ARTIE glance at one another.)
You do!
Aunt Mona:  You like him.
MONA
Oh is that right.
ANGIE
He's still here, isn't he?  
When was the last time you put up with anybody you didn't like?
ARTIE
She puts up with you…
ANGIE
I'm trying to help you!

ARTIE
Why?
ANGIE
Because you're a guy, you need help, you're oblivious!
ARTIE
(to MONA:)
Well, no wonder you like me then.
MONA
I like him because he's a good worker!
ARTIE
But I try so hard to look nice for you…..
MONA
Okay, smart guy, forget about me, she said you like me, too, well do you??
ARTIE
Who wouldn't like someone so soft-spoken and retiring?
ANGIE
See? You even argue the same way!! 
(A pause as MONA ponders these strange circumstances.)
MONA
"Artie…."
ARTIE
Yes?
MONA
Could I really go out with an Artie……
ARTIE
It takes a certain kind of woman, I admit it.
ANGIE
Oh for god's sake, will one of you ask the other?
(They now beginning having some fun with Angie, pretending to explain to her:)
ARTIE
It's a problem.
MONA
It is.
ARTIE
I'm an employee. 
MONA
I'm his supervisor.
ARTIE
If she asks me, it's sexual harassment.  I could sue her.
MONA
But if he asks me, it's sucking up, and it's icky.
ARTIE
I could quit.
MONA
That's true.  Or I could fire you.
ARTIE
But we'd need two incomes to support the children.
MONA
Oh, I don't plan to work once I have kids.
ANGIE
OH MY GOD!!!!
ARTIE
Your niece seems upset.
MONA
She's flighty.
ARTIE
High strung.
MONA
Yes.
ARTIE
You know what we could do?
MONA
What's that?
ARTIE
We could continue discussing this, over dinner, and then see if we can arrive at….
some arrangement. 
If! That seems like a good idea. 
MONA
I think that's a fine idea.
ARTIE
Do you have anyplace special you wanna go?
MONA
You can't afford anyplace special.
ARTIE
Oh yeah, just name a place.  Anywhere you want to go.
MONA
Aruba.
ARTIE
Aruba…. heh.  Okay.  Meet me back here at…. nine o'clock. 
MONA
Pretty late for dinner.
ARTIE
They eat late in the islands.  Plus, I gotta charter a jet,
radio ahead with the menu, it's a whole thing.
Can you be ready?
MONA
I'm very prompt.

ANGIE
You are not….
MONA
You're just jealous because I get to go to Aruba. 
(ARTIE is on his way out:)
ARTIE
Don't be late!
MONA
I just live right upstairs!
ARTIE
Then you won't have any excuses.  Bye!
(he is gone, and if she had any last-second arguments, his exit was too fast,  leaving MONA to wonder, not unhappily, what the hell just happened. She looks at ANGIE.)
ANGIE
Is Arbua even a thing?
MONA
A “thing”?
ANGIE
It sounds made up.
MONA
Why is everything a “thing”?
ANGIE
Well where is it?
MONA
(preparing to go check something in the back:)
Don’t you have something to do?
ANGIE
(trailing after her:)
Yes, I’ve make sure we close on time and then I’ve gotta make sure you leave on time
which you never ever do…
MONA
You’ve got it soooooooo rough…..
(And they’re off.
Transitional music during which there's a scene change, a lot is happening to the shop, and ARTIE is clearly doing something pretty spectacular…In the shadows, there is a flare of light, and two tiki torches are lit.  From offstage we hear:)
ARTIE
Right this way….careful…
MONA
I've lived here for thirty years, a blindfold doesn't even slow me down… 
Taking my shoes, now, that was a clever trick….
(about here they should be on, in the dim torch light. We can begin to see the transformation ARTIE has wrought in the short time between the shop closing and now.  We see the tiki torches, we see the center of the shop cleared for a couple of beach towels or chairs, a baby pool,  flowers artfully arranged… and there are also pictures of flowers, taped up around the place.
As they pause, MONA breathes deeply:)
MONA
What am I smelling, are you wearing suntan oil?
ARTIE
It's good for my skin.
MONA
Mmmm-- it smells like the shore!
ARTIE
You don't say "shore" in the islands, you say "beach.".  Okay, sit tight right here….
(ARTIE makes sure she's steady and then moves to adjust the volume on a half-hidden boombox-- we hear the roar and hiss of ocean waves.  
MUSIC BEGINS under: An intro:)
(Right this way)Close your eyes, 
take my hand.... 
walk with me... 
through the sand 
MONA
There’s sand?
ARTIE
Sssshhhhhh….
Feel the breeze…
(he holds up a fan)
..feel the sun..
(holds up a sunlamp)
 
…our evening out.... 
has begun.....
MONA
I love it-- is the tide coming in?
ARTIE
The tide is always in, hang on…..
(he is gently leading her to step into the baby pool:)
Step… Step…..
MONA
(thoroughly delighted:)
Oh my God!
ARTIE
Good… now just stand there…. wiggle your toes…..
MONA
How did you get it so warm…..
ARTIE
hang on…..
(He produces a pitcher of water, which he pours slowly over her feet in time with the sound of a wave breaking.)
Ooo, look out, here comes the water…..
(MONA shrieks, four years old and loving it.)
Watch out, little crabs getcha….
(he is pinching her feet lightly and she shrieks again:)
MONA
No, no, no crabs, can I take the blindfold off, I’m dying!
ARTIE
Okay. Hang on.
(He helps her remove the blindfold, and she looks around, still rooted in the wet sand. ARTIE SINGS:)
Breezes swaying
Fishies playing.
Welcome to Monamakai.
Rainfree rainbows,
Midnight moon glows,
Filling the lavendar sky.
Welcome to Monamakai
Welcome to Monamakai
(hurriedly turning on colored lamp:)
Under a lavendar sky
Welcome to Monamakai
(music continues under as:)
MONA
Monamakai, huh?  Nice.
ARTIE
I believe it was named in 1783 for the Island's beloved little flower princess: Monakalikiliki.  But, you know: shorter
(ARTIE is placing a lei around her neck and sings:.)
Jelly fish don’t sting
Natives dance and sing
Sunny skies on high….
Ev’rything’s pristine
As Fresh as Listerine
Best of all: Free wi-fi!

MONA
Wi what?

ARTIE
(continuing:)

Welcome to Monamakai,Welcome to Monamakai
MONA 
(pointing to lamp)
Under a lavendar sky
(MUSIC BREAK; ARTIE presents her with a single flower and she claps delightedly:)
MONA
Hibiscus!  You know, this was the first flower I ever really cared about.
Because of the name! I was eleven years old, and I just loved the name. 
ARTIE
Hibiscus.

MONA
Exactly right.  You have a nice voice.  
ARTIE
I do?
MONA
It was one of the first things I liked about you.  "That guy’s awfully weird,
but he does have a nice voice," that's what I said.
ARTIE
Rainfree rainbows,
Ev’ry day goes by ‘neath a heavenly sky.
Welcome to Monamakai
MONA
Welcome to Monamakai
ARTIE
Much better than Bali Hai.  
BOTH
Welcome to Monamakai
(SONG ENDS-- in its aftermath, the ocean sounds restore to a nice ambience. MONA giggles.)
MONA
I’m very impressed with the sound effects…
ARTIE
Oh yeah!  I meant to ask you:
You can have ocean waves loud or island music 
but I could never get it to work with both of em loud at the same time.
MONA
Music.
ARTIE
Your wish is my command.
(He reaches back again, and we hear the surf sounds fade and we here the island music restore.)
MONA
How did you put all this together?
ARTIE
Ancient secret, but I’ll tell you this much, "Sounds of the Ocean"  and "Music of the Islands" 
were both easier to find than Tiki Torches at this time of year…
MONA
You are way too cute for someone who looks like you.
ARTIE
What does that mean??
MONA
It means hang in there, you're doing okay.
ARTIE
Oh.  Okay.
MONA
I think with all this nice music, you should dance with me.
ARTIE
Fair enough.
(They dance for a moment)
MONA
So is this what you do? Whisk girls off to your island resort?
ARTIE
Oh, I have resorts all over the world.  I have a little jazz club back in the 1940s.  
MONA
Oh!  I think I'd like that…..
ARTIE
I've played with a little Parisian café.
MONA
How do you do that?
ARTIE
Umbrella table. Fresh coffee on one side of the room. CD with traffic noise.  
Pillsbury Pop-n-fresh croissants and a fan to spread the aroma… 
MONA
No music?
ARTIE
The soundtrack to Last Tango. 
MONA
Ah.
(Beat.)
What are you thinking about?
ARTIE
I'm thinking that there are, like, a million questions I'd like to ask you. 
MONA
Well, you've got me here, stranded on your island. Ask me anything.  
ARTIE
"Anything?"
MONA
Sure.
ARTIE
Like truth or dare.  Without the dare part.
MONA
That's why boys always hated playing that game with me. 
I never had to do anybody's dare, I would always just tell the truth.  Why not, right?
ARTIE
She’s sooo tough……
MONA
Scary?
ARTIE
Heh.  No.
MONA
Oh yeah, why not?
ARTIE
Because I'm, you know, a freak, too.  
MONA
“Too”??
ARTIE
You know what I mean.
MONA
(conceding:)
Yeah….
ARTIE
So I can ask you anything, huh?
MONA
Anything at all.
ARTIE
How about this then:  What would you do if you didn't have the flower shop?
MONA
I have no idea.
ARTIE
Really?
MONA
I've had this shop for…. well, it was my father's, 
but I started helping out when I was eleven.   
I'd come in right after school, and sweep up, or water.  Or just look. 
It wasn't just that they were beautiful. It was that every flower had a story
and he knew every one of them.
ARTIE
And he told em all to you.
MONA
Yes.  He was good at it. And I loved it, all of it, all of them.
When he died, I was only seventeen, 
but I had learned enough by then to keep everything going. 
And it made me happy.
Taking care of them was like taking care of him, in a way.
ARTIE
Still is?
MONA
Yeah.  Still is.
ARTIE
Wait! Stories!  
(he moves away, looking for a particular picture)
Where are you where are you-- ah!
(he pulls it down, brings it to MONA.)
Here, this is the best flower story I've ever heard, do you know this one?
MONA
No.  It's beautiful.  
ARTIE
Yes it is.  It's called the Night Blooming Cereus. 
( note: this is pronounced "seer-us") 
MONA
I've never heard of it, what is it?
ARTIE
It lives in the desert.  All alone.  Listen:
"The Night Blooming Cereus is difficult to see in the wild, often going unnoticed,”

like so many things, hmm,
“But for one night each year, its lovely flower opens fully as darkness falls, 
its scent travelling the night breezes 
until, at the first light of dawn, it closes for another full year."
(Beat.)
But see, my theory is that if that flower just had the right kind of company, 
it would stay in bloom all the time.
(This idea, on which he has clearly pinned certain romantic hopes, seems to have the opposite effect; she looks away)
What is it?
(MONA gives a very loud growl of exasperation; ARTIE is more confused by the second:)
MONA
I like you!
ARTIE
That's good then, right?
MONA
I don't know!
ARTIE
What's to know.

MONA
Because it can get all icky!
ARTIE
"Icky"??
MONA
If I like you more than you like me, or if you like me more than I like you.
Things get icky.
See? 
Even this talk, right now, this second, 
this whole topic is icky, this is exactly what I--
(ARTIE kisses her.  It's a good kiss. When it is over:)
Okay then!
ARTIE
I was thinking that if you wanted to stop talking, I should shut you up.
MONA
I can't decide whether I should just really enjoy what you just did or whether I should--
(he does it again.)
Okay then!
ARTIE
(mock-earnest:)
I'm only trying to help you.
MONA
Where do men learn to kiss like that, and why don't more of them go there?
ARTIE
The thing is that it's actually a three-kiss thing, 
and you shouldn't deprive yourself of the grand finale, 
especially when it's cle--
(She beats him to it.  The kiss holds, then MONA notices something:)
MONA
Artie?
ARTIE
(still in the midst of amorous attentions:)
Mmmff?
MONA
Something's burning…
ARTIE
(what a tiger I am!)
You don't have to tell me…
MONA
Artie!  Snap out of it!
(A beat.  He does. Beat. He sniffs. Alarmed:)
ARTIE
Mona, there's smoke!
MONA
Nothing gets by you, does it….
ARTIE
Oh it's just this torch, the wick must have gotten wet or… oh, who cares, I'll just put it out, I'll just put it out here….
(He's using the wet sand, continuing to speak as)
It is a little nasty, I'll admit, but at least it's only smoke, it could have been a lot…..
(At this there is a shrill beeping and suddenly water misting everywhere.)
Okay.
MONA
You were about to say…?
ARTIE
(he is laughing:)
I was about to say:
"Could be worse!"
(She is instantly with him, laughing as well as they finish the bit together:)
BOTH
"Could be raining!"
(They dissolve into giggles and into each other's arms. Another kiss.  Sirens approaching:)
MONA
Cheese it! The cops!
(She is laughing even harder)
ARTIE
They'll never take us alive!
MONA
Aaa! I'm slightly hysterical! 
MONA
I may need to be slapped!
(sirens very close, flashing lights into view, rocking to a sudden stop)
ARTIE
This is it.  Top o the world Ma!
MONA
Top of the world!
(Laughing, another kiss-- MUSIC UP -- maybe on the tune of "Lucky/Unlucky" and we fade just as we hear radio crackle and maybe a megaphone- assisted voice asking "Is there anyone inside the building?" 
END ACT ONE.

ACT TWO
(LIGHTS UP to SOFT EARLY MORNING on the shop-- some strategic mopping can have happened at intermission but mostly it should be left as it was.

MONA enters as the entracte is still playing, and she moves slowly through the memories of the evening, picking up this flower or that bit of sand. 

The Music transitions to slow introductory passage, and MONA stops to sing:)

MONA
When the morning taps your window as the dawn expels the eve

The music fades and it isn’t clear just what you can believe

You say to yourself be careful, don’t get carried away

And over and over you ask yourself all through the day:

(Accelerating to tempo for:)

What now?

I really don’t know how

to go from feeling “wow!”

to know my way….

What’s next?

I’m feeling very vexed;

I can’t see what connects

last night to today…..

Don’t rush! Don’t dive!

Let’s stay alive!

What’s next? What now?

(LIGHTS UP on ARTIE in neutral space, maybe even in the house:)

ARTIE
What a gal! What a date! What a night!

Happy me, flying high as a kite!

Oh what a feeling when everything is right.

We will make such a wonderful team

We will laugh, we will dance, we will dream

Every romance needs us for its only theme

This is full speed ahead!

Like the Poets have said!

Nothing’s better than here and now!

(ANGIE appears in different neutral space to begin the 

bridge:)

ANGIE:
Last night she was a basket case

scared and anxious so unsure

The look she had upon her face

A look I’ve never seen before

It wasn’t easy but she stayed

then she forgot to be afraid

a feeling like the senior prom

when promises are made

	MONA
What now?

I really don’t know how

to go from feeling “wow!”

to know my way….

What’s next?

I’m feeling very vexed;

I can’t see what connects

last night to today…..

Don’t rush! Don’t dive!

Let’s stay alive!

What’s next? What now?


	ARTIE
What a gal! What a date! What a night!

Happy me, flying high as a kite!

Oh what a feeling when everything is right.

We will make such a wonderful team

We will laugh, we will dance, like a dream

Every romance needs us as its only theme

This is full speed ahead!

Like the Poets have said!

Nothing’s better than here and now!


(ANGIE enters and surveys the wreckage.)

ANGIE
Is FEMA gonna come in and take care of this?

MONA
Don’t worry, we’re going to clean everything up

ANGIE
It’s kind of awesome actually.  It looks like it was a whole thing. 

MONA
It was indeed a thing. 

ANGIE
So?

MONA
So?

ANGIE
what kind of thing was it???
MONA
It was…..

(closing her eyes, remembering:)

Wonderful. 

ANGIE
(eagerly:)

And?

MONA
(snapping out of it, unwilling to commit to any sense of it having been special, all business:)

And

I’m happy to have done it

and now it’s time to clean up and get ready to open up the shop.

(ANGIE watches MONA bustle back and forth, studiously avoiding meeting ANGIE’s eyes. )

ANGIE
That’s it?

MONA
Yep.

ANGIE
Come on… 

MONA
(still bustling-- if she stays busy enough this whole conversation will go away)

Come on what?

ANGIE
You’re all 

(imitating MONA:)

“woooondderrrrfulllllll”

and then you’re all

“work work work work work”

can’t you tell me just some teensy little detail?

MONA
It was a really terrific evening, 

he’s a very nice guy, 

and I think we need to focus on getting ready to open the shop. 

ANGIE
“It was really terrific I can’t talk about it.”

(ARTIE enters. Angie points at him.)

You.

ARTIE
Me?

ANGIE
What’d you do to her?

MONA
Angie?

ARTIE
What?

ANGIE
You’d better tell me about last night because she’s not saying a word

(quick beat.)

ARTIE
I’m gonna go back out, and come in again.

(He exits)

ANGIE
Artie…… 

ARTIE
(re-entering, super broad smile:)

Heyyyy everybody! 

Gosh it sure is a great day, 

Say, Mona, let me help you with that mess I made, 

boy we sure did have fun last night huh?

ANGIE
So you did have fun!

MONA
I said it was a wonderful evening now could we please--

(ARTIE takes her in his arms as though ready to dance)

ARTIE
It was a night never to be forgotten. The music.  The dancing. The fire brigade!

MONA
(extricating herself)

Yes and now it’s daytime, work-time,

another thing not to be forgotten!

ARTIE
(not sure what to make of this but soldiering on gamely:)

Absolutely. And Angie, please, stop cleaning, this isn’t your mess.

MONA
Well, it’s a little her mess.

ANGIE
How’s that?

MONA
“There’s this guy, that I know…”

ANGIE
You can both thank me later.

ARTIE
Angie, seriously..

(taking clean-up detritus from her hands)

Let me do this, okay? I’m a big boy, I know how to clean up my own messes, 

I havent needed anyone to pick up after me since I was…

hey

um

has either of you seen my backpack? 

ANGIE
Is it maybe in the van?

ARTIE
The Van!  Duh.  From last night, yes, yes, yes, good…..

I’ll be back before you know it. 

(he exits.)

ANGIE
This is not okay.

MONA
What?

ANGIE
He came in here happy!  You came in here happy!  

Then you have to go and start thinking.

MONA
Well excuse me for having a brain.

ANGIE
When I came in you looked like you were seventeen!

MONA
Oh, and you’re saying what, 

that I’m too old to be carrying on like that? 

ANGIE
I didn't mean that, I was just--
(she is saved by ARTIE re-entering with his backpack and carrying a piece of mail which he reading anxiously.)
ARTIE
Hey what's today, is it the fourteenth?
MONA
Sixteenth. 
ARTIE
Oh geez they're gonna lock me up …..
MONA
What's the matter?

ARTIE
It's okay, it's just my student loan 
they're gonna, you know, hand me over to Guido's Collection Agency or whatever,
it's fine.
MONA
So how much is it?
ARTIE
Thirty-seven hundred.
MONA
Wow.
ARTIE
You think that'a a lot??

ANGIE
She never went to college. 
ARTIE
Listen, nowadays three grand won't buy your books, 
that's my whole final semester there.

MONA
So what you’re saying is that years and years ago college was cheaper

and you borrowed money to go

but now years and years later they’re mad at you for not paying it back.

ARTIE
Yeah, pretty much. 

MONA
They’ve got some nerve. 

ARTIE
Right?  Maybe they’ll let me have another extentsion. 

MONA
You gotta pay what you owe, if you don’t pay em 

your credit rating shrinks to zero, and that’s not easy to bounce back from…

ARTIE
I know, I know, okay, geez this is exactly why I didn't tell my Mom about it…..
(This was the wrong thing to say.)
Not that you're……
ANGIE
I need to go, um, check something, in the back, I'll just--

(she flees.  A beat, then:)
ARTIE
I know it's a lot of money.  It's bad.  You're right.  I'll take care of it.
MONA
How?
ARTIE
Listen, my particular fiscal circumstances have a lot of nuances and they require--
MONA
Let me pay it.

ARTIE
What??

MONA
I’ve got the money.  You can work it off here, a little bit at a time.  

(ARTIE is trying to work through this and all its possible ramifications)

ARTIE
Yyyeaahhhh…… but…… nah. No.  No thank you. 

MONA
How come? 

ARTIE
It's just…. too weird.
MONA
People helping each other is weird?

ARTIE
It’s a little too much help, you know? I mean, I appreciate it,

I really truly do, it’s…. it’s just… too much.

MONA
Okay. I have a counter offer. 

ARTIE
We’re negotiating?

MONA
Am I remembering right that you said you were just a couple credits short of your degree? 

ARTIE
Yyyeaahhhh…..?

MONA
How about you go back and finish at nightschool and I’ll pay.  

ARTIE
Mona…

MONA
We’ll be like your whaddayacallit, sponsor, the employer pays for the employee to go to school,

it’s an investment. 

ARTIE
So you’d be doing it as my employer.

MONA
Well.  Technically. 
ARTIE
No, look, I can’t do it, it'd make me feel like some kind of gigolo.
MONA
"Gigolo."
ARTIE
You know what I mean, come on, that's not what you and I are about,
we’re not about me being your boy and you sending me to school 

and paying my bills for me and fixing me, I mean, what’s next, you start choosing my clothes?
MONA
First of all, you could use the help, and second of all
"not what you and I are about"?  What exactly do you think "you and I" are about,
when you say "you and I" what exactly do you mean?

ARTIE
Hey, easy, I was just, you know, we,
I mean, I thought last night was pretty great….
MONA
I did too, it was a great date, one date,  which doesn't mean--
ARTIE
And we're going out again tonight, aren't we, we said we were going--
MONA
Yes, I think so, but that doesn't mean--
ARTIE
You "think so"?? I thought it was all set, 
MONA
I'm asking you a simple question, I'm asking what you mean by "you and I" 
(the phone rings. Neither of them takes any notice. ANGIE re-enters, notices that something’s not right)
ANGIE
I'll just, um, lemme get that.
(ANGIE moves to answer phone; during the initial moments of the call, MONA and ARTIE conduct a kind of battle of wills, ARTIE desparate for peace while MONA seems dug in for a fight)
Mona's Arrangements.
Uh-huh.  Sure, we have a very nice African Violet.  Sure.

Aww, that's very sweet, she sounds wonderful
Do you want to say anything on the card?
No sir, we don’t have anything like that, you have to tell us what you want it to say.
MONA
We do the flowers, you do the feelings!
ARTIE
Pssst! Angie!
ANGIE
Um, can you hang on half a second…..
(looks at ARTIE expectantly.)

ARTIE
Lemme talk to him.  C’mon.
ANGIE
Mr., um, Cleveland, my, um,  associate thinks he might be able to, um, he,
please hold half a second…
(Hands him the phone; he looks to MONA who is watching him warily; he will hold her gaze throughout the following:)
ARTIE
Mr. Cleveland?  You're buying flowers for a woman, is that right?
She's special to you?  
It's almost like you're embarrassed that she's been on this earth all this time
and you only just now found out about her?
Yes sir. And may I ask you something else, sir,
she's very pretty, isn't she, this woman you've found?
I don't mean just passing-by, turn-your-head-once pretty, 
I mean forty or fifty different kinds of pretty, 
one for every different way she has of looking at you?
I know exactly, sir.  For your card, 
let me ask you what think of something along these lines….
(he is snapping at ANGIE, gesturing "take this down."  Initially she moves in automatic response to this, but then stops short for a second as:)
ANGIE
Did you just snap at me?
ARTIE
Just write it down!
(She is ready.  ARTIE is still looking right at MONA, standing very still.)
ARTIE
Tell me how this sounds sir:
(gentle reprise of “What Would You Say On the Card” as underscoring, )
"When I woke up today, 
everything was different.
How does it feel to know that you change the whole world
just by being in it? 
I can't wait to see you again
and I wanted you to know that even as you read this, I'm thinking about nothing but you."
You like that?
(MONA knows he's asking her, but her thoughts on the subject aren't evident at this moment..)
Yes sir. We will make sure
to deliver that message.
Thank you.
(He hangs up.  He looks at her still.  She returns his look)

That’s what I meant by you and I. 

(ANGIE, gazing at the words, can't contain herself:)
ANGIE
Okay, that was like maybe the most romantic thing I've ever heard!
(She's assuming the ARTIE's magic has healed the rift of a few moments ago, but there is still a strained quality to the room-- ARTIE is less interested in ANGIE's reaction than he is in MONA's, and MONA seems to be working awfully hard to pretend it didn't happen.  ANGIE falters for a moment, and then presses ahead.)
I mean…. wasn't it?
MONA
I'm sure Mr. Cleveland is happy, 
and now I think we all need to get busy remembering that we're a flower shop,
not some kind of dating-service thingie, okay?
ARTIE
"Dating service thingie?"
MONA
We've got deliveries to make, which means that you have work to do.  
Okay?  Is anyone confused? 
(ANGIE sneaks off before any fireworks)

ARTIE
I am. 

What’s happening?

I leave last night, everyone’s happy, 
and then something happened which I don't even know what it was
and now you're all mad!
MONA
Artie--
(she's exasperated and not without compassion, she knows she over-reacted, but she's still not sure what she thinks.  She takes refuge in the safest answer:)
It's-- look, we're working, right? This is my place of business. 
ARTIE
I was doing business, I was helping your customer, 
and he was happy about it, and it so happens I meant every word!
(Beat.)
And I'm sorry if that bothers you…. 
MONA
I don't need you to be sorry, I just need you to…..be professional, okay?

ARTIE
…and I’m sorry about not wanting to borrow any money, I’m just not ready for that,

does that make sense.

MONA
It absolutely does.

ARTIE
It does?

MONA
You’re right:  It’s too much.
ARTIE
But… we’re still on for tonight?
(She doesn’t respond)

Right?

(Still no response. He waits, then:)

Judges need an answer….

MONA
Yes.  We’re still on.   
(he is instantly better.)
ARTIE
Good!  Okay.  I need to start on the deliveries.

MONA
That sounds like a plan. 

(She exits to the rear, leaving ARTIE alone and uncertain:)

ARTIE
Okay, so, I'll, um….  Whoo boy. 

(He sings a short reprise of “WHAT NOW”:)

What now

I really don’t know how

to go from feeling Wow

to know

my way…..

(MUSIC CONTINUES as ARTIE stands for a second-- then he shakes his head, clearing out the doubts, and heads off with fresh resolve. 

LIGHTS CROSSFADE SLOWLY. MUSIC ENDS. 

It is that afternoon. ANGIE is working, finishing up the business for the day; MONA is looking all over the place for something.)

MONA
I know for a fact I had it in my hand.  Not ten minutes ago.
ANGIE
Then it's gotta be around somewhere.  The bright red one?
MONA
Yes, red, my red notebook, it has all the special order info in it,

that’s why it’s red so that it will always be easy to find!

ANGIE
I’m aware.

MONA
But you’re not aware of where it is.

ANGIE
Not right now. 

MONA
Well, now is the time that I’m needing it.

ANGIE
I’m aware!

MONA
Stop saying you’re aware!

ANGIE
If you stop being a nut job.

MONA
I’m a nut job??

ANGIE
I’m sorry, I take it back, you’re not a nut job. 

MONA
Thank you.

ANGIE
But you’re a little stressed out. 

MONA
I’m aware!

ANGIE
Aunt Mona. Seriously. You don’t need to think about your red book right now, 

you have a date!

(heading for the door…)

The shop… is…. closed.  

(She has flipped the open/closed sign to punctuate this)

MONA
See, that’s what’s wrong with the youth of today,

you think that when we flip that sign around to say “closed” everything just stops,

but that’s not how successful businesses work,

they work after hours, they work with lots of extra attention, 

and if the special orders aren’t in the books 

then I can’t just go racing off to have a night out on the town!

ANGIE
"Out on the town?" I thought you two were going to the free concert in the park.
MONA
It's in the town!
(Beat. as she rummages.)
This is insane.  
I should just call him right now and call the whole thing off.

ANGIE
So that’s what this is!

MONA
What’re you talking about?

ANGIE
This red notebook stuff, it’s not about “I need to tidy up my business”

it’s about “I don’t wanna go out with Artie tonight!”

MONA
That is so not--

ANGIE
But the thing that doesn’t make any sense is why, what’s wrong with you,

this morning you seemed so great, it was like you were seventeen or something….
MONA
I don't know, I don't know, maybe that's it, you know,
I'm not seventeen, and since I'm not seventeen
there's no way that acting seventeen or feeling seventeen is a good thing.
ANGIE
Why not? 
MONA
I'm not a kid! I'm supposed to know that there's such a thing as, as, 
as moving too fast! This guy puts my feet in a box of wet sand
and suddenly I'm this, this, you know, this big idiot.
(Beat.)
You know,
right there was a good place for you to jump in with something like
"No, no, Aunt Mona," something a little bit, oh, I don't know, 
reassuring?

ANGIE
I don’t have the slightest idea how to reassure you

because I don’t have the slightest idea what you’re talking about, 

you like him,  so can you please just tell me what the problem is? 

MONA
The problem is that he's too young!  That he's too wonderful, and nobody stays that wonderful,
and especially not him with all the extra time he’s got for turning all crappy!
That he makes me forget all my rules, all the rules that have taken care of me,
that he's just so….. goddamned adorable!!
ANGIE
But Aunt Mona, this is what you want, this is what people go on dates hoping to feel like,

that’s how you know it was good, you’re supposed to be all nervous and freaked out, 

don’t you know that? As many dates as you’ve been on in your life?
MONA
You don't understand.
ANGIE
You're right!  I don't!  

(ANGIE is near tears)

And neither do you. 

MONA
Angie?  Baby? 

ANGIE
(whirling on her, furious:)

Do you have any idea how great you have it?

Do you have any idea how it feels 

to watch every single man who walks into this shop fall in love with you

and flirt with you and stare at you and laugh at your jokes and ask you out on dates

while I sit over there feeling like I’m invisible, or hideous, or like I have some horrible odor, 

and then! Then!

You reject them, again and again for the most insane reasons!

He tied his tie funny, or he doesn’t like salt or whatever

you have no idea what it’s like!

MONA
Angie, I--

ANGIE
You throw them away!  You just throw them away, again and again, like trash

and they like you so much, and you don’t even care!

MONA
Of course I care, but just because someone likes me doesn’t mean I owe him anythi--

ANGIE
You don’t owe them, you owe yourself!!

(Beat.)

He never even looked at me, Aunt Mona. 

It was two jokes and a smile and he was stuck on you but good, 

and before you get any more dumb ideas, I’m not jealous of you!  

I’m happy for you, at least I want to be, 

but it’s hard for me to be happy when you’re working so hard not to be.

Sometimes I feel like some beggar girl, starving to death,

and watching you throw away a whole roast beef 

just because you read somewhere once that sometimes meat goes bad, 

and it’s pretty damned hard to watch it happen and then hear you talk about how hungry you are!

(Beat.)

I don’t want him for myself, I swear I don’t. 

He likes you.  And I’m glad.  

And you like him, and I’m glad about that too, 

so please stop making me feel like such an idiot for being happy for you, okay?

Please, just…go upstairs

and put on a pretty dress, okay, you’re late.

MONA
But… Angie, what if--

ANGIE
No buts. No what ifs. You’re late.

(MONA starts to speak but)

Go, go, go…..

(waving her to stairs)

MONA
(moving as directed but incredulous:)

You’re shooing  me?! 

ANGIE
Soooo late…. 

MONA
Okay but we are not finished with this conv--

ANGIE
LATE!  

MONA
OKAY!

(and MONA’s gone.

ANGIE, alone onstage. Shaking her head, looking back in MONA’s direction:)

ANGIE
You don’t even know how nice it is… to have a choice….  

(moving through the shop as music begins. 

SONG: BEGGARS CAN’T BE CHOOSERS

ANGIE
Beggars can’t be Choosers

that’s how the saying goes

And everybody knows

the saying’s true

You’d

like to share a simple meal

a ride upon a ferris wheel

a little thing for looking forward to

Beggars Can’t be Choosers,

At least that’s what they say

and mostly every day

I’m on their side

I’d

Understand I shouldn’t try

to wait here for the perfect guy

I know

I’ve tried.

But I don’t think begging’s right for me

And the choices that I tend to see

aren’t all that they’re cracked up to be

That’s just the way it goes

I suppose…..

So: Try again Tomorrow

I know:

“that’s another day”

another thing they say

As a prayer

Where

maybe I’ll be someone’s choice

I’ll say “yes, please” in a quiet voice

He’ll take me someplace nice, I don’t care where

Be… cause…..

beggars can’t be choosers

I’m

Aware.

(She exits.  Transition, underscoring, and then ARTIE emerges-- we're at The Park now. There’s music in the background.  It's an "Evening at the Pops" kind of light symphony sound.  Artie is carrying a picnic basket  and he stops, looks around… Yep, this is where they said to meet… looks around again…. 

MONA appears. She has a simple dress and maybe a light sweater around her shoulders and is just as pretty a girl as you ever saw in your life.  ARTIE sees her.)

ARTIE
Wow. You look amazing. 

(Beat.)

And, hi.

MONA
(keeping her distance:)

Hi. Thank you. 

ARTIE
You gonna come help me set up or do you plan to stand there being a distraction? 

MONA
(takes one step closer:)

Artie, I need you to know:

I very nearly didn’t come tonight. 

ARTIE
All right.

MONA
There’s a part of me that thinks this is a terrible mistake. 

ARTIE
Then I would officially like to thank the other part of you. 

MONA
I’m not joking.

ARTIE
I’m not either.  You had second thoughts.  But you got them under control

and you came anyway.  And I’m glad.

And I think after a few minutes, you’ll be glad too. 

MONA
We’ll see. I just didn’t want you to be sitting here, not knowing.

ARTIE
I appreciate it. 

(pause.)

You glad yet?

MONA
Not quite yet.

ARTIE
Okay

(Beat.)

How bout now?

MONA
(smiling in spite of herself.)

No.

ARTIE
Well how bout come over and help me with our dinner, which by the way is delicious? 

MONA
Sure. 

(ARTIE has unfolded a blanket, and stands ready, almost like a bull fighter:)

Stand Back!
(and he snaps the blanket out and casts it perfectly, stepping back to let it settle into place as though having just preformed a modest feat of magic.  He gestures for MONA to take whatever place she likes.)
MONA
Very nice.
ARTIE
Just wait.  The good part is when we're all done 
and I whisk it right out from under all the dishes.

MONA
You don’t want help, you want an audience. 

ARTIE
But it’s a great show…
(and he is smiling at her, and she is looking at him as he reaches for the foodstuffs… but she’s still looking at him.)

What?
MONA
I was just remembering that I always like the showing-off phase.
When every guy is Tom Sawyer, balancing on the fence outside that girl's window.
ARTIE
Becky Thatcher.  It’s only a phase?

MONA
So far. 

ARTIE
Ah! So there’s hope. 

(MONA smiles, shrugs.)

You glad yet?

MONA
I’m not unglad…

(ARTIE does a victory fist pump. Then as he is bringing some dish of food closer:)

ARTIE
I bet Tom Sawyer kept showing off for Becky for a long time, 

maybe the older he got, the more he showed off.
MONA
Tom Sawyer never gets older.  That's the point.
Tom Sawyer. Huck Finn.  Peter Pan.  None of them get any older…
ARTIE
Voila!
(he has uncovered the dish.)
What we have here
Are very spicy shrimp dumplings. 
MONA
What makes you think I like spicy food?
ARTIE
Cause you do.
MONA
But that's not fair!
ARTIE
(agreeably:)
Okay.
MONA
Stop it!
ARTIE
Stop what?
MONA
Stop being so agreeable!  Stop being so charming! Stop knowing so much!!
ARTIE
I can 't help it.
(She rolls her eyes.)
MONA
Whaddaya got good to drink around here, what’s in that jug?

ARTIE
Sangria. May I?

MONA
Yes, you may, a double, please

ARTIE
Okay.
(he begins this process, getting out the thermos, cups, etc.)
MONA
And don't think for one minute that you're going to influence me with alchohol.  

I can out-drink any three men. 
And anyway, you can’t get drunk on sangria.
What'd you do with those dumplings?
ARTIE
Remember what I told you, they're spicy….
MONA
Yeah, yeah… 
(pops one in mouth, keeps talking)
If you wanna talk about spicy you gotta grow up the same house as my father,
he put jabaneros in his CheerioooooOOOOKAY that's pretty spicy, 

where's my drink give it here give it give it…

(She drinks deeply; the relief she has hoped for is dramatically absent and she reacts very  strongly.)
Ah! God! Eh! Hep! ICE!!
(ARTIE scoops some ice out of the cooler and offers it to her, she plunges it into her mouth, talking around it:)
MONA
What kinda hell wine is that!
ARTIE
It's not wine, it's sangria.
MONA
Sangria is made with wine!
ARTIE
Oh.  I used tequila…..
MONA
Oh my god…..
ARTIE
Are you sure it's supposed to be wine?
MONA
Hang on.
(she has another sip.)
Okay.  It's okay.  
ARTIE
As long as you drink it around a mouthful of ice.
MONA
Exactly.  That makes it like a Margarita.
(except that this line is almost unintelligible due to its being said around a mouthful of ice; the Elmer-Fudd-With--a-Mouthful-of-Marbles effect cracks them up, and she spits the ice back into her cup.)
You have to drink some of this too! 

(ARTIE pours himself a little bit)

Is that all you’re having?

ARTIE
I’m pacing myself.  Do you want to tell me anything about those second thoughts?

MONA
If I start talking about them, they’ll get promoted to first thoughts again. 

ARTIE
Fair enough. Do you wanna tell me why you decided to ignore em?

MONA
Angie.  A little bit.  

ARTIE
Yeah?

MONA
Yeah, she got a little feisty.  She said I needed to give you a chance.

ARTIE
I thought giving someone a chance was what first dates were for. 

MONA
Maybe.  Maybe I’m stuck in first date mode. 

ARTIE
Could be interesting.  Every date a first date.  

MONA
(reaching and taking Sangria from him, pouring it into his cup)

C’mon, you need to have more than a sip. 

ARTIE
I never drink on a first date.

MONA
Trust me, that’s the very best time. 

ARTIE
(a la Phillip Marlowe:)
I never trust a dame that keeps filling my glass.  On the other hand,
I never trust a dame that lets me run dry, either.
MONA
(responding in kind, femme-fatale:)
Sounds like you don't trust dames period.
ARTIE
Trust is just another word for dead. .
MONA
Say, what's your racket, Mister?
ARTIE
What's it to ya, sister?
MONA
How come a guy like you isn't already fixed up?
ARTIE
Who said I need fixing?
MONA
Everybody needs fixing.
ARTIE
I'm out of my warranty.
MONA
I bet…..
(a beat in which they're truly enjoying each other, in the moment.  From a distance, we hear the concert; a  big-band sound.  Happy, he pulls her to her feet and they dance.   They hear a raucous yell from somewhere out of sight, and ARTIE dances away from Mona a bit, jiving happily to himself and unaware of the fact that he has left his partner standing, watching him enact his own one-man USO show)
ARTIE
Say, those fellas had better get back to quarters,  
Tomorrow morning we ship outta here
and head over to give Tojo a piece of Uncle Sam's mind.
(He executes a slow turn, and when he finally gets back to facing her, he’s able to see how she’s looking at him… which is the look of a woman who’s realizing that maybe some differences are big enough to matter)
What?
MONA
Look at you.  You’re always… on. All the time.  
ARTIE
Whaddaya mean?
MONA
Don’t you ever just….. slow down?
ARTIE
What for?
MONA
And what’s with all the Audie Murphy Humphrey Bogart stuff,
you think the 1940s are my comfort zone?  I wasn’t even born yet!
ARTIE
I know that, I just think old things are cool. 
(Beat. Oops.)
No way, now, you know I didn’t mean it like that, so don't even pretend 
to take it like that!  
(She has turned away; he’s incredulous.)
Mona!  You can’t be serious!
MONA
(not angry-- just sincerely regretful:)
Maybe you can’t be serious……
ARTIE
What are you talking about??
MONA
I was right.  I shouldn’t have come.

ARTIE
Why??
MONA
I don’t want….
ARTIE
You don’t want what? You don’t wanna be with someone who likes you??
You don’t like knowing that we could be dancing and having fun right this second
if you weren’t so busy being neurotic about stuff that shouldn’t even matter?

MONA
Neurotic?
ARTIE
That may be the wrong word, maybe "crazy" is better.
MONA
Crazy?
ARTIE
One hundred percent.  Tell me what’s wrong. 

MONA
Artie..

ARTIE
You can’t even say it. 
MONA
You want me to say it??
ARTIE
Yes, I do because once you’ve said it, you’ll see how silly it is.  
MONA
I've gone from neurotic to crazy to silly, wow….
ARTIE
I happen to think it is silly, yes.
MONA
Well I think you're silly!!
ARTIE
Fine, I'm silly, and what else?  Go ahead!  
MONA
You want me to say it?
ARTIE
I want you to say it!
MONA
You're too young!!
ARTIE
No, no, that’s not it!
MONA
That is it, you’re not serious about anything and you think life is one big game 

and it’s not! 

ARTIE
Says who?!?
MONA
Says me! 
Everything is so fast with you, there’s nothing to grab, nothing to hang onto, 
it’s like some giant slide and I don’t even get a say in anything
all I can do is fall and fall and yeah, sure, it feels great, the falling always feels great
but then guess what, one day I get to the bottom and I look around 
and I’m the only one there,  because you’ve already moved on.

ARTIE
Ah!  Ah!

MONA
What, what’s “ah! ah!”

ARTIE
That’s the real problem, finally. 

MONA
What are you--

ARTIE
It’s not about my age, it’s about you think I’m gonna leave you!  

You think that’s what men do, you think it’s like some law of nature 

that no one would ever like you enough to stick around, god forbid
it’s our second date and you’re already mad at me for leaving you 

which I haven’t even done and might not ever do.

MONA
“might not ever,” you really know the way to a girl’s heart. 
ARTIE
You’re scared.
Well so am I, and I don’t like it anymore than you do, 

so knock it off because you’re the one scaring both of us!
Why can’t we just be here, together, and enjoy it and see where it takes us?

( MONA begins WAIT AND SEE:)
MONA
I
could name the reasons why
this thing will never fly
but you don't wanna listen
You
don't get my point of view
ARTIE
Oh, Mona, yes I do
but here is what you're missin:
I
am not the kind of guy
to wave goodbye
No, I
don't 
run
MONA
I
have played this game 
and I
don't want to blame you
when it's done.
ARTIE
"Done"
Why do you jump the gun?
The two of us are fun!
We're only getting started
There's
so much to see and do
MONA
But not for me and you
I won't be broken-hearted
I 
have got to think of me
ARTIE
Why can’t you see that I won’t


ARTIE





MONA

Leave?




     


Leave!
MONA
I know
you think that this is so
Right up until you go 
BOTH
Believe me…
(Dialogue as the verse repeats under:)
ARTIE
Why can't you rust how this feels? Why isn’t that enough?
MONA
Because I've been here before and you haven’t!

You don’t know that how it feels right now doesn’t have anything to do with what happens later!

I wish I could fix that for you.  But I can’t.
(sings:)
MONA
I
have got to think of me
ARTIE
It's elementary


ARTIE





MONA

That we should be to-




   We'd never stay to-
BOTH
--gether….
MONA
How 
I hate to disagree
ARTIE
Then don't!
BOTH
Wait…. and… see.
(The song ends with both of them frustrated at the impasse, mad at themselves and each other.  After a moment of wrestling with his exasperation:)
ARTIE
How am I supposed to even argue against that?
MONA
You’re not. 

ARTIE
And that’s all you’ve got to say? 

MONA
I don’t think talking about it is going to do any good.

ARTIE
Oh, of course not. Actually saying something, actually committing yourself,

that would be terrible, you do the flowers and everyone else does the feelings,

is that it? 

MONA
If you like. 
ARTIE
This is big, Mona, this is bigger than any (thing you’ve ever--)
MONA
Don't flatter yourself…
ARTIE
Me?  This isn’t about me, you’re afraid!
MONA
I've got reasons to be afraid!
ARTIE
Yea, but I'm not one of them!!
I’m not like all those other guys you date, you know!
MONA
What do they have to do wit--
ARTIE
They're safe! You only go out with em because you know you’d never end up with them!
You make out like you're hoping to find the right guy
but you don’t hope, not really, you don’t fight, you take a dive, 

“Oh oh, here’s a guy who likes you and you like him, better find something wrong quick!

He’s too young, he’s not serious enough,” please!

You say you can’t get lucky, but you run from luck!
MONA
You talk about running?? Look at you, 

you never stay anywhere, not school, not work, 

You can’t stick with anything, 

but you want me to believe you’ll stick with me, I’m supposed to believe I’m so special??

ARTIE
Yes.
(Beat.)
And I could prove it. Except you won’t let me. 

You don’t know how to enjoy what you have right in front of you today

because you’re so scared of what might happen tomorrow

because it happened once, a long time ago, so it must be a rule
but I’ll tell you the most important rule I know: There’s two kinds of trying. 

There’s trying to make something happen

and there’s trying to keep something from happening

And the second kind never works.

I’m trying to make something happen here. 

But you’re trying to keep something from happening, 

and it kills everything. 

MONA
I’m sorry you feel that way. 

ARTIE
Me too. 

(Quick beat. He manages a very small smile.)

You glad you came yet? 
 ( sound of MONA's cell phone ringing.)
MONA
Hang on. 
(answering:)
Hello?
Waitasecond, waitasecond, hold on, slow down, what?
Oh god.  Where?
I'll be there.  
(She hangs up. and begins frantically arranging whatever possessions she might have brought with her)
I have to go.
ARTIE
Go where??
MONA
Angie’s been in an accident, I have to go.
ARTIE
Is she okay??
MONA
I don’t know.
ARTIE
Well waitasecond, hang on, lemme come wi--
MONA
NO!
(Beat.)
Artie, no, it’s, look, I don’t need you there and Angie doesn’t need you there
and I don’t want you there okay just let me go!!
(She exits in a rush, leaving ARTIE to watch her go, confused, hurt. Calling after her this brief reprise:)
ARTIE
I
am not the kind of guy
to wave goodbye
No, I
don't 
run
…….
(Suddenly empty.)
Oh what's the point.
(he begins packing up the picnic, very quiet, and very, very sad.
LIGHTS FADE.
LIGHTS UP on Mona’s shop, empty.  It is early the following morning, And from outside the door we can hear:)
voice of MONA
I don’t understand why you didn’t want the wheelchair…
voice of ANGIE
Because I don’t need a wheelchair, I’m gonna be just fine in a week or twoooOWWWW
voice of MONA
Oh god, easy, hang on….
(keys in the door, which swings open, and in come MONA with ANGIE who is half on crutches and half on MONA’s shoulder-- ANGIE is in a cast and various other bandages, quite banged up.  They get inside, and:)
MONA
Okay, just stay right there a second…
(MONA crosses to get a chair, there’s probably some funny stuff available with being afraid to leave the dangerously wobbly and slightly drug-woozy ANGIE, trying to be two places at once, then she helps ANGIE to the chair.  If it seems to rhyme the way ARTIE led MONA in on their date, that would be nice:)
Okay, step…. step…. And… Good.
(ANGIE’s now in the chair and both breathe a sigh of relief. MONA arranges a small pillow for her )
ANGIE
Thanks.
MONA
Look, I’m gonna run upstairs and get everything set up for you.
ANGIE
Aunt Mona, I’m gonna be fine.
MONA
The guy who hit you with his motorcycle is still in the hospital, and he had a helmet!
I told the doctor I was gonna take care of you, let me take care of you.
ANGIE
I’m just a little banged up.
MONA
You’ve got a two broken ribs, a broken wrist and a dislocated knee.
ANGIE
And morphine…..
MONA
On the plus side, your hips are both in excellent shape, so your love life is not in jeopardy.
(ANGIE starts to laugh but it hurts.)
ANGIE
Don’t make me laugh…..Hey! Waitasecond, 
love life,  youooowwwWWW
(she started to sit up with this last exclamation, but it hurt too much)
MONA
What is it??
ANGIE
Artie, the park, how was it?
MONA
Sssshhhhh, we don’t need to talk about that right now.
ANGIE
Come on, how was it?
MONA
I don't think that situation is gonna work out.
ANGIE
(struggling to sit up again)
But Aunt Mona, that's crazy, you-- owww…..
MONA
Stop doing that!  Look, sit still, we can talk about everything later,  

right now I’m gonna run up and get everything ready, you rest, okay? 

(she kisses ANGIE’s forehead and exits; after a beat, ARTIE enters.  He calls out softly:)
ARTIE
Angie?
ANGIE
Artie?
ARTIE
Hey kiddo.
ANGIE
(her eyes narrow.)
What'd you do to her?
ARTIE
What? To who?
ANGIE
To Aunt Mona, how come she's so upset?
ARTIE
A, I didn't do anything to her, 
B, she's upset because of stuff that hasn’t even happened and never even would
but apparently there's no telling her that
and C, what happened to you?
ANGIE
A motorcycle ran over me.
ARTIE
How's the motorcycle?
ANGIE
What are you talking about “stuff that hasn’t even happened?”
ARTIE
We had a fight.  Kind of.  

She said me and her were a bad idea because someday I would leave, which I said I wouldn’t,

then she said I was too young or too “on” or something I didn’t even get
then her cell rang and she said something had happened to you 

and she wouldn’t even let me come with, and boom, she was gone.

(looks around)

Where is she?

ANGIE
She’s upstairs.
(he glances in the direction of the stairs)
Artie.  Listen:  
She’s got to give you a chance, 
and if she doesn't know that then that's your job, you make her see what's true, 
and you don't go anywhere until she does.
(a decidedly threatening tone:)
I'm not kidding with you.
If you don't make her see it, if you just give up, 
I will hunt you down and punch you til you die. 
ARTIE
(not at all threatened-- overjoyed to have
his mission in life so clearly affirmed.)
You really mean it? You really think I can?
ANGIE
I have it on good authority.
(REPRISE “I CAN DO ANYTHING”
You can do anything
So do this single thing
Make Mona see 
That you are the one
Don’t let it be finished…. before it’s begun.
(she is exhausted.)
I’m gonna close my eyes.
ARTIE
Oh, yeah, of course. 
ANGIE
Make it happen, Artie.  Make her see it.
(She relaxes back into her pillow)
ARTIE
Okay, you rest, listen do you need anything, can I-- Angie?
(but she is already asleep. ARTIE is looking at her and doesn't see MONA come in.)
MONA
I think I left the prescrptions in my pur--
(sees ARTIE)
What are you doing here?
ARTIE
Arguing with your niece.
MONA
She needs rest.
ARTIE
She gonna be okay?
MONA
Eventually.  They think.  She's pretty lucky.
ARTIE
Aren't we all.
MONA
Artie-- look.  It was wrong of me that I ran out on you like that.
ARTIE
It's okay.
MONA
No, it isn't.  I heard that Angie had been in an accident, and I just--
I don't know, I went on auto-pilot.
ARTIE
That's what loving somebody can do to you.
MONA
(not interested in that topic:)
Well, look, anyway,  it was real sweet of you to stop by, and she's gonna be fine.
ARTIE
That's good.
MONA
I'm saying, you don't need to stick around.
ARTIE
I know.
MONA
So……?
ARTIE
I'm sorry, are you saying you want me to go?
MONA
I'm saying you don't have to stay.
ARTIE
If you want me to go you need to look at me and say "I want you to go."
MONA
I want you to go.
ARTIE
No you don't.
MONA
Artie……

ARTIE
Why shouldn't I be here? This is where you are,
wherever you are, that’s where I want to be, why don’t you get that?
MONA
This isn't the place for this conversation!
ARTIE
You wanna go somewhere else?
MONA
No! 
ARTIE
Sssshhhhhhh. Sleeping……
MONA
(whispering savagely:)
No I do not want to go somewhere else for this conversation
I do not want to have this conversation at all!
ARTIE
(also whispering just as intensely)
Well that's too bad because we're having it anyway!
(a slightly more normal, low tone:)
You know what you did? Last night?
MONA
I ran out on you, I apologized, what else do you--
ARTIE
No.  Not that.  You heard there was trouble and you figured you had to face it alone
the way you always have your whole life, but Mona!  Don't you see?
It doesn’t have to be that way.
From now on, when you have trouble, I have trouble!
MONA
I don’t need you here!
ARTIE
No one said you did!  

No one is going to accuse of being weak and needing anyone, you’re safe, okay?
But you’re still allowed to want someone, and you do want me here, I know you do!
Why can’t you just say it!

(quick beat)
No, you know what, better, here.
(takes card from flowers, turns it over, gets pen, smacks it down.)
Write it.  
(reprise:”WHAT WOULD YOU SAY ON THE CARD)
What can you say on that card, Miss Mona
can you make yourself write what is true?
Let’s do feelings instead of the flowers just once
write the truth about me and you
(music continuing under:)
I don’t want to leave you.  
When my soul came into this world and sniffed the air
it caught a whiff of those flowers you were tending for your dad
and something inside me said “find that place”
And I finally found it, but it’s not a place. It’s you. So whaddaya wanna do?
(sung:)
You don’t have to say that it’s forever

You don’t have to promise or vow

All you have to do is tell me

what you’re feeling now?

 (As underscoring continues,  she ponders, and then inscribes something carefully on the card.   She holds it out to him.  He crosses to her and takes it.   He reads as the smile breaks slowly lights his face::)
ARTIE
“Glad.”  

(she is smiling at him..)

Really? You’re glad now?

MONA
Yes.

ARTIE
You’re finally glad??

MONA
Yes.
 (He sweeps MONA into his arms and they kiss.)
And if you want me to stay glad, you have to promise to keep kissing me like that.

ARTIE
Try and stop me!
(Another kiss and then:)
What a perfect day! 

The sun is shining, the sky is clear, you’re in my arms
and
it looks like
they're towing your van.
MONA
WHAT??
It's only been there for a second!
ANGIE
(from slumber:)
They never believe you…..
MONA
It's my own loading zone, the van has the same name as the shop
why can’t they just put two and two together for once in their li--
ARTIE
Mona.
MONA
“Mona’s Arrangements,” they’re not even big words, what do they thin--
ARTIE
Mona.
MONA
What!
ARTIE
Lemme take care of it for you.
MONA
That’s sweet.  What are you gonna do, bribe em? You're broke. 
ARTIE
I'm not broke.  I'm the richest man in the world.
(SONG: Reprise of “Not Now,” from the “middle”:)
MONA
What a life! What a day!  What a guy!
Any more and I think I would die
Melting like butter
I am an utter fool!
ARTIE
What a life! What a day! What a gal!
Who could ask for a lovelier pal?
Joy is a subject
they never taught in school
MONA and ARTIE
All the wear and the tear
Turned us into a pair!
ALL
Happy Endings With Love To Spare… !
END OF PLAY
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