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                                             THE DEAL                    
                       A Play by Frank Reinhard and Moe Carson

Characters in the order of their appearance: 
Nick                              
Darma
Rosie

George

Edith

                                                  ACT I
                                                 Scene 1

“Charlie’s Café”. Darma is seated at a table reading a newspaper. Nick is having coffee at the counter. Rosie is behind the counter. The entrance is stage left.

.
Nick:    [to Darma].  Excuse me, ma’am. May I take a look at the want ads when you are done with the paper? I have an ad running.
Darma:  Certainly. Here it is.
Nick:     [Walks over to her table and opens the paper]. I am just looking for  one item.  [Pause while he stands at her table and goes thru the paper].

Darma:   You can keep it, I am done with it.

Nick:       Thank you very much.  [Slight pause]. I think I have seen you here before. Do you come often?

Darma: [Smiling].   Almost every day for breakfast.
Nick:       Do you live around here?

Darma:    Just a few blocks from here.

Nick:       Me too. I’m over on A Street

Darma:    Oh, we are practically neighbors. I am on Nineth.  

Nick:       Ninth is a very nice street.
Darma:    Yeah, I guess it is.
Nick:        I enjoy walking down your street looking at the front yards. They’re all so pretty.  [Pause.]  
Darma:    Why don’t you pull up a chair. You can read here.

Nick:        Thanks, I will, if you don’t mind.  [He sits down at her table leafing thru the paper]. But I’ll have to be going soon anyway. Can’t be late today. Big sales meeting.
Darma:    What do you do?

Nick:        I am in sales. Toys.
Darma:     No kidding. You sell……toys? And I would have taken you for a professor!

Nick:        Really? Do I look professorial?

Darma:     Well, sort of.  Like  -  maybe  -  a psychiatrist?
Nick:         Can you recognize a shrink by his looks?

Darma:      Well, no. I was just kidding.

Nick:          It’s a fun kind of game trying to guess what a person does for a living.

Darma:      Wasn’t there a TV show like that at one time? “Twenty Guesses”, or something like that? 
Nick:          Yeah, right, that’s what it was called, “Twenty Questions”. But that was before your time, you’re too young.

Darma:      Thank you for the compliment, kind sir. But unfortunately you’re wrong. I’ve been around the block. [Pause].
Nick:          So what do you do?

Darma: [Smiles].     Twenty Questions!

Nick:          Okay, let me see. You’re a NASA scientist?

Darma:       Wrong. One down. Nineteen to go.

Nick:          Okay. Then…uh …. you are a – lion tamer?

Darma: [Laughs].      Two down, eighteen to go. 
Nick:          Okay, let me try again. You are an exotic dance instructor?

Darma:       No. Three down, seventeen to go. You ought to try and guess the category first.
Nick:          Are you in the entertainment field?
Darma:       Wrong again. 

Nick:           Okay, I give up.
Darma:        I’m a legal assistant.

Nick:           Oh, really? That’s interesting work, isn’t it?
Darma:        Well, it’s steady, and there are no late hours.  [Pause].
Rosie appears at their table.

Rosie:   [To Don].  Would you like to order, sir?

Nick:            Just coffee.
Rosie:          How do you like it?

Nick:            In a cup, preferably.    [Darma laughs]. Sorry, black, please.

Darma:         Are you always funny?

Rick:            No, no, humor’s not really my cup of …Oh, I am sorry, that was unintentional.   [Darma looks at him questioningly].

Darma:          Well, a little humor brightens the day.
Nick:            [Looking for something else to say]. How long have you lived in the neighborhood?

Darma:        About three years. Before that we lived in Maryland.

Nick:           You are married?

Darma:        Yes.

Nick:            Is your husband a lawyer?

Darma:         What makes you think that?

Nick:            Oh, I just thought you being in the legal field he might be legal too.

Darma: [Laughs].   Well, at any rate he’s not illegal. He is in publishing. What about you?

Nick:             Married. No children. [Sighs]. But loads of other problems.
Darma:           We don’t have children either.  
[Pause. Rosie appears with Nick’s coffee, bends down to Darma confidentially putting her hand on Darma’s shoulder].

Rosie:              Can I get you anything else, dear?

Darma: [Looks up at her].   Not today, hon. Got to get to the office. In fact, I have to go right now.
Rosie:              Did you say ‘no’?

Darma:            Yes, I did. I have to go.  [Softly to Nick].  Rosie’s very hard of hearing.
Nick:                I’ve noticed that. I need to go too.    [Rosie gives them their checks].       [To Darma].        Which way are you going?

Darma:             I’m taking a cab. The office is downtown.
Nick:                Well, it’s been real nice talking with you. See you around.

Darma:             Yes. Bye-bye now.   [Both leave, stage left].
                                               Lights fade
                                                  Scene 2
Two weeks later. Darma is sitting at the table. Nick enters, sees her and walks up to her. Rosie is behind the counter.
Nick:                    Hi.

Darma:                 Hi. Long time no see. 

Nick:                    Yeah.

Darma:                Why don’t you sit down.  [A beat]. You haven’t been here for a while. 
Nick:  [glum].     Yeah. Had to go out of town. Business.

Darma:                 Anything wrong? You sound depressed. 

Nick:                     Uh – problems. Of the domestic kind.

Darma:                  Oh. You too?  [Slight pause]. Do you want to talk about it?

Nick:                     Not really. Not a good subject for breakfast conversation.

Darma:                  Nowadays everybody seems to have problems. I do too. So try me.   [Pause].
Nick:                      It’s my wife.

Darma:                   Your wife?

Nick:                      Yesterday she was in foulest mood I’ve ever seen her in.

Darma:                   What happened?
Nick:                      She ordered some food from the restaurant, and it never came.
Darma:                   And that put her in such a bad mood?

Nick:                      It sure did. And that wasn’t the first time either. [Pause].
Darma:                   Maybe we shouldn’t talk about it if you don’t feel like it.

Nick:                      It feels good to talk to someone.

Darma:                   They tell me I’m a good listener.
Nick:                       I came back from this trip and found her in this terrible state. She was yelling and screaming, we argued, and finally she threw a flower vase at me. Luckily she missed.
Darma:                    This sounds really awful.
.

Nick:                        As you can see, we don’t have the world’s greatest relationship.   [Laughs bitterly].
Darma:                      I can see that.  [Pause]. We don’t either.

Nick:                        Oh?
Darma:                      He spends hardly any time at home.

Nick:                         Really?
Darma:                      He’s forever having interviews out of town with his so-called….. “clients”.

Nick:                         So-called? What do you mean? What does he do? I believe you said he’s in publishing. 

Darma:                       Yes. And he’s out-of-town all the time. Meetings, meetings, meetings. With clients. Most of whom are female. Not that that bothers me especially. But he’s just always gone.
Nick:                           I can see that this must upset you.

Darma:                        You know, I don’t really give a damn whether he visits “clients” or whores. It’s not that.  [Don looks skeptical].  No, no, believe me, it isn’t that at all. I don’t give a damn about that.
Nick:                            I see.

Darma:                        What about your wife?

Nick:                            What can I say, she’s a real shrew.

Darma:                         A shrew? Sounds Shakespearean. Like in “The Taming of the Shrew”?  Is she the ‘tamed’ or ‘untamed’ kind?  [He looks questioningly at her.] Sorry, I don’t mean to make light of your problem.
Nick:                             What I mean is …… no, I don’t feel right about telling you all this, we hardly know each other.
Darma:                           Go ahead, tell me anyway.

Nick:    [bitter].             She is always contrary, a real naysayer. And, you know, she argues over every damned little bit. She picks fights with me. Throws things at me. I tell you, she’s hell to live with. She’s what I call a true shrew. And we haven’t had sex all year.  [A beat].  Well, there it is.
Darma:                          Should you be telling me all this? This is only the second time we meet.  
Nick:                             Yeah, I know, it just came out. But it feels good talking to you.    [Pause.]
Darma: [Offering her hand]. I’m Darma.

Nick:                             Nick. [They shake hands]. Did you say ‘Dharma’ – like ‘Dharma’ in Buddhism?   I believe it means “The Right Way of Life”, if I’m not mistaken.   

Darma:    [laughs a little].     Yes, my dad was actually a Buddhist, but I spell it just d-a-r-m-a  without the ”h”.

Nick:                              Your father was a Buddhist? Where was he from?

Darma:                           He was from Ohio, but somehow he got into Buddhism.

Nick:  [Pensive].            Dharma. The Right Way of Life. Not an easy thing.

Darma:                           Not with a husband like mine.

Nick:                              Not with a wife like mine.
Darma:                           Seems we have something in common.

Nick:                              Nothing to be happy about, I’m afraid. [Pause].
Darma:                             What do you mean to do about it?

Nick: [resigned].              Do? What can I do?

Darma:                              One ought to try to change one’s way of life.

Nick   :                              What do you mean?

Darma:                               I mean when it gets impossible to go on, one ought to make a change. A definite one. That goes for me too. It’s not his fooling around with those women that bothers me.   [Nick looks skeptical].  No, really, that doesn’t bother me at all. It’s his neglect of me in every other way.

Nick:                                   Hmm. It isn’t an easy thing to make a  change.

Darma:                                I didn’t say it was easy but sometimes it just has to be done.

Nick:                                    Yeah, I guess so. Wish I could.

Darma:                                 Same here.

Nick:  [looking at his watch].    I’ve got to be going.  [He gets up].
Darma:                                  Me too. They like us to be punctual.     [Rosie  appears].
Rosie:                                     Anything else for you guys? Coffee? More buttered toast?
Nick:                                       Not for me. I have to be off.
Rosie:                                      Pardon me, Sir?
Darma: [Smiling at her].        Not for me either. See you, Rosie dear. Don’t work too hard.    [To Don].    We can talk some more next time I see you.
Nick:                                        Yeah, I’d like that.                       

Rosie:                                        So long, Darma. Are you coming tomorrow?

Darma:                                      Absolutely.

Nick:                                         What time will you be here?
Darma:                                      Around eight.
Nick:                                          I look forward to talking with you again. I feel as if I had known you for a long time.

Darma:                                       I feel the same way about you, Nick.

Nick:                                          Well, till tomorrow then, Darma.

Darma:                                       Yes, see you tomorrow.   
[both leave stage left].

                                          Lights fade
.
                                             Scene 3
A week later. Nick is sitting at a table and turns around frequently looking  for Darma. Rosie is busy behind the counter. Darma enters.
Darma:                              Hi.

Nick:                                 Hello, Darma. Good to see you again, I haven’t seen you all week. I was afraid you weren’t coming any more. [She sits down at his table].
Darma: [Gloomy].             I had a terrible argument with him.

Nick:                                  I’m sorry to hear that. 
Darma:                               This one was real bad. He’d stayed out four nights. I can imagine who he was with, and as I told you, I don’t give a damn about his extra-marital affairs. But nothing gets done in the house. The garden is terribly neglected. When he’s home he just lies on the sofa, watches TV and thinks about women. And waits for me to serve him. It simply kills me that I am letting him get away with all that. 
Nick:                                  You’re really getting sick and tired of it.
Darma:                                I’ve had it up to here. I could kill him.

Nick:                                   Sh….. People might think you mean it.
Darma:                                Maybe I do. I simply can’t go on like that. 

Nick:                                   I know what you mean.   [Pause].
Darma:                               And how are you doing? 

Nick:                                  Same old misery. Day in, day out. We argue and argue. Yesterday she threw a plate at me. This time I didn’t duck in time. See this?   [He shows her bump on his head].
Darma:                               Oh my! You should have that looked at.
Nick:                                   I am really so upset and furious.

Darma:                                So what are you gonna do about it?

Nick:                                   I’d like to ask you the same question.

Darma:                                Go ahead – ask.
Nick:                                   What are you gonna do about it?

Darma: [smiles].                  I asked you first.

Nick:                                    Okay, I’m thinking.

Darma:                                We are in the same boat. Like in a row boat. Maybe we could…… like ……..row it together? As a team?
Nick:  [Hesitant].                W-what do you mean – ‘row it together’?

Darma:                                 Not exactly ‘together’.

Nick:                                     I’m not sure where you’re going.

Darma:                                 Maybe we could make something happen.

             Long pause while Nick looks at Darma and shakes his head.
Nick:                                    Uh….If you mean what I think you mean the answer is……..‘no’.

Darma:                                Why not?
Nick:                                    You can’t be serious.

Darma:                                 I think I am.

Nick:                                    Forget about me. Not my thing. 

Darma:                                Think about it. It makes sense.
Nick:                                    It’s too outrageous. No, no, - I am thinking of going to Reno.

Darma:                                And settle for a pittance? We know how that would turn out. In my case at least. [A beat].There’s his insurance. A hell of a lot. I would get all of it, and I want it. 
Nick:  [thinking out loud.]     Well, you have a point there. There’s an insurance policy on my wife, too. I could use that dough. [Pause].
Darma:                                  There you are.  [Long pause].

Nick:        [smiling at her]     You know, maybe later, Darma……, maybe……you and I ……later on….. we could get…. together? I want to see you again.
Darma:                               No, no, Nick. That really isn’t on my mind. If we ever see each other again it will have to be much later. But let’s not get away from what we’re talking about.
Nick:                                   So, Darma, – exactly – what is on your mind?

Darma: [Conspiratorial].  Let’s talk plainly. I could do something for you, and you could do something for me. Nobody knows that we know each other. We are not connected, and no one can connect us. There isn’t even a hint of a link between you and me.

Nick:                                    Hmm. All right. And then what?
Darma:                                You’re not getting it?

Nick:                                    What am I supposed to get?
Darma:                                 Come on, Nick. Let’s not play games. 
Nick:                                    Tell me – what’s on your mind? 
Darma:                                 Can you meet me here tomorrow in the late afternoon, like half-past five, okay? The place will be empty at that hour, and we can talk some more.  
Nick:  [Pointing to Rosie].   Yes. But what about …. her?

Darma:                                  Rosie? She is very hard of hearing. Haven’t you noticed? I always have to point to the items in the menu.

Nick:                                      Yeah, I noticed that I have to repeat my order several times. Must be difficult for the poor thing to wait on tables.
Darma:                                   You know how it is  - jobs are hard to come by these days. She manages because she is so nice. Not too bright, but very lovely. The manager likes her.
Nick:                                        I’ve noticed that you like her, too. Actually, so do I. She’s very pretty.
Darma:                                    Get back to the subject. The restaurant closes at 7 PM. It gets dark early now. Meet me here at 5.30. If there are still people in the place we’ll just order something and leave. But we mustn’t  leave together, you understand?
Nick:                                        Yes, sure.

Darma:                                     Can I rely on your being here tomorrow?

Nick:                                         I’ll be here.
Darma:                                     Okay. Then I’ll see you tomorrow.   [She leaves. He looks after her, wondering, shaking his head].
                                           Lights fade.
                                              Scene 4 

Next day. Late afternoon. The lights are on in the café. Nick is seated at a table. Darma enters and silently sits down at his table. Rosie is behind the counter but pays no attention. The conversation is subdued.
Nick:                              I was getting worried. It’s a quarter after six.

Darma:                           There was a last minute phone call I had to take.
Nick:                              Actually, I just got here myself.

Darma:                           So…uh ….. what we were talking about…….. what do you think?

Nick:                               I’ve been thinking. [He looks over his shoulder].  I’m worried, Darma, are we okay discussing it here?
Darma:                           We are.
Nick:                              Okay, but I really don’t know about this thing…
Darma:                           It can work. Let’s talk about it now.

Nick:                              We have to keep our voices down. That guy over there in the corner? We don’t want him to hear.

Darma:                           Don’t worry about him. I’ve seen him many times. He’s deeply immersed in his book.    [Long pause].
Nick:                               Do you have a plan?

Darma:                            It isn’t a real plan yet.

Nick:                               Then we’ll have to work it out, I guess.
Darma:                            The sooner the better. I can’t tell you how fed up I am with him. I just can’t stand being with him. I have to change my life. I’ve got to get out from under.
Nick:                               Same here. I can’t even stand being in one room with her.
Darma:                            So you want to work with me on this?

Nick:                               Well….yes.

Darma:                            You sound like you’re not sure.

Nick:                               Can this really work?

Darma:                            Sure it can. It will.

Nick:                                  Well, let’s do some more thinking.

Darma:                               We’ve done that. It’s time to act.

Nick:                                  You’re a very determined woman, Darma.
Darma:                                I have to be, in the circumstances.

Nick:                                   I could use a little more determination.
Darma:                                I know I can do this. So can you.

Nick:                                   I hope so.

Darma:                               What about the timing?

Nick:                                   If this is really to happen it should happen at the same time – more or less.

Darma:                               Why do you say that?

Nick:                                   Well, if we make this kind of a deal, each of us will want to make sure that the other one is holding up his or her end of it, right? 

Darma:                                So you mean like…uh … simultaneously?

Nick:                                   Well, no, not totally. [He laughs a little].  That’s hardly possible according to Professor Einstein. But more or less simultaneously. We would just have to trust each other.
Darma:                                 I’m okay with that.  [Brief pause].  But the main thing is……. how?   [Nick doesn’t answer].    Come on, Nick, let’s move forward.  [Pause.] 
Nick:                                    Can you……uh……… handle ………a gun?

Darma:                                 Yes. I have one. And I’ve been going to a shooting range. I’ve got it right here in my purse.  How about you?
Nick:                                    Guns are not a problem for me. I was in the Special Forces. 
Darma:                                 When is the best time?
Nick:                                     OK, let me explain. She has a schedule which never changes. From 10 to 11 P.M. she watches her favorite TV program. It’s on every night. She won’t hear you because the TV is in the family room, and she turns it on so loud the neighbors have been complaining. 
Darma:                                  How do I get in?

Nick:                                     That’s easy. Thru the garden. The door to the veranda doesn’t have a lock. She won’t hear you because she’ll be in the front room and the TV will be at top volume.    
Darma:                                  Sounds pretty simple. Any likelihood that a friend or neighbor might drop by unexpectely?
Nick:                                    Not a chance. She doesn’t have any friends. Nobody can stand her.

Darma:                                 Where will you be at that time?

Nick  :                                  That depends on when I’ll do …this. Tell me first about your setup.

Darma:                                 It’s a little more complicated than yours. He is unpredictable. He may come back from his so-called business meetings at all hours. Could be any time from evening to early morning.
Nick:                                    So how’ll I know? He could be out of town and not come home at all.
Darma:                                 That could be. There’s just one way it can be handled. I’ll have to give you a signal when he’s home. Hopefully, your wife will that day be home too, because like we said, we should do this more or less at the same time. At least the same day. As you said, we have to trust each other.
Nick:                                  My wife’s not a problem. She’s home every day after 1 PM. She never goes anywhere in the afternoon. Television is her whole life.
Darma:                               Couldn’t she be out shopping for food?

Nick:                                  No. She doesn’t cook. She’s much too lazy. She has food brought in from different restaurants. Remember I told you she flew into a terrible rage when the food didn’t come? I haven’t had a home-cooked meal in years. 
Darma:                               So this means that when I give you the signal that he is home the chances are …..what? …. Ninety-nine percent that your wife is home too?

Nick:                                  One hundred percent.   [A beat].  Um - I need the key to your house.

Darma:                               No, wait a minute, I just had a better idea. Ring the bell and pretend to be selling something interesting. You said you are a salesman. He’s always curious about new products, so he’ll let you in. I won’t need a key to your house because you said the verandah door is always open.
Nick:                                  Sell him something interesting? Well, our products are interesting all right.  The way you described him I am sure he’ll be more than interested. And I can always use another customer. [He laughs].  
Darma:                              Why would he be interested in toys? Isn’t that what you said you sell? I told you that we don’t have kids.
Nick:                                 They are not exactly children’s toys. Leave it to me.

Darma:                              Whatever. Anything else?

Nick:                                 We have to use silencers. Do you have one?

Darma:                            No.

Nick:                               I brought one for you.  [He pulls it out].  Let me see your gun.

Darma:                            Right here.  [She pulls it out of her purse].
Nick:                                It’s real simple. Here. Let me show you. [He shows her how to do it, making sure no one else can see].

Darma:                            Thanks.

Nick:                                Don’t mention it. We are rowing the same boat.

Darma:                             Right. We are.

Nick:                                I hope some day we will do more than rowing a boat together, Darma.
Darma:                             First things first.      [Pause.]
Nick:                                So……. I guess that’s all. Wait, I don’t have your address.
Darma:                             18 – 9th Street. Corner of B.

Nick:                                Got it.

Darma:                             So - that’s it. We must be very careful never to be seen together. Here or anywhere.
Nick:                                Never?

Darma:                             Well, never say never. We may see each other again somewhere, some time, at a later date. But let’s not about that right now.
Nick:                                 I guess that’s the way it’ll have to be. But I want you to know that as far as I am concerned I am thinking about it.
Darma:                            Put it out of your mind, Nick. Think of it this way: You and I will have something to look forward to.
Nick: [Gives her a long look].    I have to tell you, Darma. You simply fascinate me. I think I could fall in love with you, and I know I have to see you again. [He puts his hand on her hand].
Darma:    [She takes her hand away]. We must save everything else for later, Nick.  Concentrate on our project. Do we have a deal?
Nick:   [a little hesitantly]     I guess so.

Darma:                             You’re not getting cold feet, are you?

Nick:                                 No, no. We have a deal.   [Pause. She gets up and starts walking away]. Wait a minute, Darma, we forgot something important. What about the signal? How do I know he’s home?
Darma:  [Sits down again].     Oh yes, the signal. Flowers in the window. That’s the signal. When he is home there’ll be flowers in the corner window. When there are no flowers it means he is not home.
Nick:                                 Which corner window is that?

Darma:                              The one at the corner of A and B. It faces A.
Nick:                                  But can I see those flowers at night? 
Darma:                              The streetlight lights up that part of the house. Besides, I am leaving a lamp on in that room. You can see the window and the flowers very clearly.

Nick:                                  But I can’t really be checking every night. I have to have some idea of the time-frame.

Darma:                              That’s true. But wait, - he’s in town all this week going after his local pleasures. Next week he’ll be gone. That means it has to be this week.

Nick:                                   So I’ll start looking at the window from tomorrow on? 

Darma:                                 Better let’s decide on it right now. Make it tomorrow. Yes, tomorrow. He just got back from a trip. Tomorrow’s is a good day, so make it tomorrow.
Nick:                                     Okay.
Darma:                                  But make sure you see flowers in the window. Oh, I almost forgot, what’s your address?
Nick:                                     45 “A” Street. Walk around the house to the garden. The garden gate doesn’t have a lock. You’ll see the verandah. That door’s not locked, either. Then walk thru to the front room.
Darma:                                  Don’t forget to look up at the window and make sure you see the flowers before you ring the bell. Clear?
Nick:                                     Clear. [A beat]. By the way – what’s your husband’s name?

Darma: [Gets up].                Why do you want to know?
Nick: [Gets up].                   Well, if I am supposed to…uh…..do this thing I ought to at least know his name.
Darma:                                  I don’t know why, but anyway it’s George. George  McNaughty. And your wife’s?

Nick:                                     Edith. 
Darma:                                  I don’t even know your last name
Nick:                                     Toynbee.
Darma:                                   Well, the names really don’t matter. [In leaving she looks back at Nick who seems lost in thoughts].       Hey, Nick?

Nick:                                      What?

Darma:                                    Are you okay?

Nick:                                        Sure.
Darma:                                     Okay then.       [She leaves].   
Nick:   [Alone. Shaking his head].  Can I trust her? I don’t know. She is strong, probably stronger than me. I really don’t want to do this. But I want to see her again. 
                                               End of Act I
(The Deal – Act 2)                      ACT   II                                     
                                                 Scene 1                   

The home of Darma and George McNaughty. The living room is furnished with a sofa, chairs, coffee table, bar. George is reading a newspaper. Mid-morning. The entrance is stage left. The doorbell rings. George goes to the door.   

Nick:      offstage.       How do you do, sir. Are you Mr. George McNaughty? 

George: at the door    Yes?

Nick:      offstage         Please excuse me for disturbing you. My name is Nick Toynbee.

George:  at the door    Yes, what is it?

Nick:       offstage         My company is the country’s largest manufacturer of specialized toys and games. 
George: at the door      Sorry, not of interest to us. We don’t have children.

Nick:      offstage          Sir, I would like to explain that we……

George: at the door      …..and I am not interested in computer games, either, if that’s what you sell.

Nick:      offstage          Our toys are not for children. They are not computer games, either. May I speak to you confidentially for a moment?

George:                         Well, okay, come in.

Nick:  [Enters with briefcase].     Thank you, sir.

George:                         You said they are not children’s toys?

Nick:                             No, sir. These are for adults. In the industry they are referred to as “AMA’s” – it stands for “Adult Marital Aids.”

George:                         Aah, you mean sex toys?  Why didn’t you say so? 

Nick:   [Laughing].       We are not supposed to call this spade a spade.

George:                         Okay, I understand.           
Nick:                              I noticed the beautiful flowers in the window. I bet that’s Mrs. McNaughty’s loving hand. Is she home too?

George:                         Who? My wife? No, she’s not here.

Nick:                              I was asking because I’m sure the missus will also be interested in our products. Most of our customers’ wives are.

George:                         Well, I really don’t know about that in our case, but I certainly am, so let’s take a look at your stuff.  By the way, how did you get my name and address?

Nick:                             Sir, you have been selected from a special mailing list of gentlemen like you who enjoy sophistication and variety.
George:                          I see. Yes, that’s me all right, I do enjoy variety. I’m very eager to see what you’ve got. Please sit down. [They sit down, Nick opens his briefcase and part of the gun and silencer can be seen]. Hey, what are you carrying that around for?   

Nick:                              Oh, sometimes when I make a lot of sales on the spot I carry quite a bit of cash with me. Having a gun is reassuring.    [He pushes the gun back into the briefcase].

George:                          I understand, one can’t be too careful these days.

Nick:                              That’s so true, sir. A sad comment on our times. - -                          By the way, Mr. McNaughty, you look familiar. Have we met before?

George:                           Now that you mentioning it, I think we must have.

Nick:                               Maybe we saw each other at the Golden Egg, my favorite restaurant? They make the best poached eggs in town.
George:                    No, I don’t think so.
Nick:                        Maybe Schwartz’s Home of Chinese Cuisine? 

George:                    Well, I go there on Friday nights for chicken soup and kreplach, but I don’t think I ever saw you there

Nick:                        How about Mama Goldberg’s gefilte fish?

George:                    I am not a lover of gefilte fish. But how about  “Silver’s Gym”,……. maybe you know it, on Third Street?

Nick:                        Of course, that’s where I saw you! I’m a member too. [Pause] You know, I haven’t been a member very long. If you don’t mind my asking, do you know any girls around there at the gym?
George:                    Do I?? You know Tina at the front desk? The one with the big bazooms and tiny waist?

Nick :                        Do I know her? I sure do. But not well.
George:                     Well, I know all the girls. That’s my department. Let me tell you. First of all, there’s Jenny. She’s a trainer. You should see her muscles. And not just her biceps, she’s great all over!  And – oh, yes, there’s Carmen! You should see her knockers!  [He snickers].  I am drooling already.
Nick:                         You’re kidding! Does she walk around…. like…. naked?

George:  [laughing]   No, no, but she wears an almost-see-thru top!

Nick:                          Boy, am I glad I joined that gym! Even if it means I have to work out. Next time I’m there can I meet Carmen? Or any of the others? I am, as they say, “in the market”, you know. Would you introduce me?
George:                      You bet! It’ll be a pleasure. I’ll have you meet everybody!
Nick:                             When’s the next time you’re gonna be there?

George:                         Tomorrow. Every Tuesday and Friday, 7 to 9 in the morning. Unless I am out of town which is actually pretty often – I have a lot of clients that I am pretty passionate about, you know what I mean . [He snickers].  So how about tomorrow morning?
Nick:                             Tomorrow morning? Oh, sure, that’ll be great. I really appreciate that, Mr. McNaughty. I think we have a lot in common. 
George:                         Why don’t you just call me George. And you are…uh… Nick, you said?

Nick:                             Yes, Nick. Nick Toynbee. By the way, does Mrs. McNaughty belong to the gym too?

George:                         Hell, no. That’s not her thing. We go our different ways. Very different, in fact.

Nick:                             Oh?

George:                          I don’t I really want to talk about that. It’s very personal.

Nick:                              Sure, I understand, George. Actually, I don’t need to take up more of your time right now. We are gonna see each other tomorrow. And then, of course, we’ll talk about the sex toys too…I meant to say adult marital aids, that’s what we’re supposed to call them. And better than looking at catalogs I’ll bring a large sample collection. Real interesting stuff – many new things. I promise you’ll be fascinated.

George:                           May I just take a peek at your catalog?

Nick:                               Sure, [He opens the catalog]. Take a look at this It’s one of our big sellers, the ladies just love this one. 

George:                           I can believe that. What do you have for men?

Nick:                               How about this?

George:                         I don’t think so. Too much trouble inflating.  [George looks thru the catalog].  What else you got?

Nick:                             Here’s something real new. 

George:   [Turning pages]. What is it?

Nick:                             This is our model X-3. It is used when there are ….uh…….three participants.
George:                          Looks complicated.

Nick:                              It really isn’t, after a little practice everything falls into place.

George.                          That three-some, isn’t that a French thing?

Nick:                              Right. It’s called ménage à trois. Great fun!                          

George:                          Wow, Nick, this really is amazing stuff!  What about on-the-spot demonstrations? By a real good looking model? [He laughs].
Nick:  [Laughing].          I can’t promise you that, George.  For demonstrations I usually refer my customers to “Madame Godiva’s”. Do you know the place? On Sixth Street?

George:                           Do I know it?   [Laughing].  I am practically a resident there! I call it Sex Street.

Nick:                               I sell to all of “Madame Godiva’s” girls. Good clients. They use a lot of my items, George. They love them. 

George:                           That’s where I may have seen you.

Nick:                               Could well be. I call on them once a month. It’s one of my regular stops. The girls look forward to my visits. [He laughs confidentially]. You know, I really enjoy calling on them because they are so receptive. Always eager to try out the latest models! And they are very cooperative. I can always count on selling them the latest novelties, and, besides, you know, [he snickers] “Madame Godiva’s” is such a great place for a little rest and relaxation after a hard week. [He laughs again].
George: [Joins in laughter]. I know what you mean. You know Betty?

Nick:                           Betty? One of my best customers.

George:                       And I am one of her best customers!

Nick:                            She’s a sweet thing. So cooperative. And she is like a contortionist.

George:                        Yeah, she is that.   [Pause].   You know, I hope I can convince Darma to use your products too.

Nick:                            Who?

George:                        Darma. My wife.

Nick: [Somewhat flustered].     Oh, you said ‘Darma’, yes, of course, Mrs. McNaughty. The name Darma is so exotic. My wife is plain Edith.

George:                        Edith?

Nick:                            Yeah, Edith.   [Slight pause].
George:                        Well, Nick, I hope your products will spice things up in our marriage and bring Darma around to a – what shall I say? –  more normal life style.

Nick:                              I am sure they will, George. We have been more than successful in that respect. I can show you testimonial letters from enthusiastic husbands and wives. 

George:                         Great, Nick. See you tomorrow then.

Nick:                              I really enjoyed meeting you, George. See you 

tomorrow at the gym.  [He leaves. Pause].
George:  [Alone].           Did he say his wife’s name was Edith? Funny, I know an Edith around here. Well, there are a lot of Ediths.
                                                 Lights fade.

                                                     Scene 2                            
Same day - early evening. Darma is listening to music. George saunters in  without noticing her and heads for the bar.

Darma:                 Say, you might at least say hello when you come in!    

George:                I’m sorry, Darma. I was in deep thoughts. Hi.
Darma:                 How come you’re back so early?

George:                Thought I’d surprise you.   [He pours himself a drink].

Darma:   [Sarcastic].              Did one of your girlfriends get tired of you? Which one – the blonde, the brunette, or the redhead?

George:                 Well, you know the commercial -  double the pleasure, double the fun. Only I like tripling the pleasure! Now -  that’s really exciting!

Darma:                 Yeah, yeah, wishful thinking, George!

George:                Anyway, I don’t know any redheads. Yet.

Darma: [Laughingly picks hair from his coat ].   Really?  So what about this strand of red hair?  This one wasn’t a brunette.

George: [Laughing].    Darma dear, I know you don’t really give a damn, do you?

Darma:                You are so right, George dear, I don’t.

George:                I’m glad. Works out fine for both of us.

Darma:                 So you came home early because you thought you’d catch me in the act? Maybe peek thru the window – voyeur-like?
George:                Did you say ‘act’? What kind of act? I have no idea what you’re talking about.
Darma:    [ironic ].  Now you’re playing dumb, sweetheart. I know you know what I mean.
George:                 And I know you know that I know what you mean. So long as you’re happy. So how’s your friend?

Darma:                  I won’t answer that because you’re not interested anyway. Besides, dear George, that isn’t any of your business.

George:                 Okay, it isn’t. But listen, I bet I know how to get you into a real good mood.

Darma:                  Don’t tell me you care about my moods now.
George:                 Darma, let’s stop fencing. Listen to this. A salesman came by here this morning. I let him in, and we talked for a while. He’s in the novelty equipment business. Real interesting stuff!

Darma:                   Novelties? What kind of novelties?

George:  [enthusiastic].   All kinds of pleasurable equipment, Darma.

Darma:                    Now you got my attention. 

George:                    I’ll see him again tomorrow at the gym, and maybe I can bring some of his wares home! How about that?

Darma:                     Well, if his wares are what I think they are they might bring a bit of excitement into our marriage. Almost anything would.

George: [Enthused].  I tell you this is amazing stuff! I liked the guy. I think he said his name is Nick. Imagine, he is a member of Silver’s Gym too. Tomorrow he’s coming to the gym, and he is bringing all his samples. He probably figures on making a few sales. To men and women. Let me explain - he is with an outfit specializing in “Adult Marital Aids”.

Darma:                    That’s what I thought it was. In other words - sex toys.

George:                   You mean you knew right away what that means? 

Darma:                    I wasn’t born yesterday. Did you say his name was Nick?

George:                   Yes, Nick.

Darma:                    Nick what?

George:                   I forgot.

Darma:                    Hmm. [A beat]. Well, I’m all for it if it’ll stop you from having all those phony out-of-town business appointments with your innumerable girlfriends. It’s every night a different bed, a different bounce, isn’t it? Not that I care about that, but the house and the yard are going to pot. That’s what I am a little fed up with.

George:                    Maybe with the new equipment I won’t go out of town so much.

Darma:                     I am looking forward to a pleasant surprise.

George:                    But…..uh……what about your friend?

Darma:                     I can be very versatile and……. adjustable. 
George:  [smiles].    Then I’ll be looking forward to your versatility and adjustability.

Darma:  [smiles].      That’s one of the funnest things you’ve said in a long time.

George:                      Do you think I could get a little hug, Darma?

Darma:                       I suppose a little hug wouldn’t hurt.  [They hug].

George:                      So how about a big hug? A real big one?

Darma:                       Then we better turn off the lights.

                                                Lights fade.

                                                  Scene 3                   
                     Next day around noon. There’s no one in the room.

                     .

Darma enters from stage left, sighing with relief. 
Darma:                  Oh, thank God, soon I’ll be free.       [There’s a knock at the door].   Come on in, the door is open.
Rosie bursts in, stage left, and flies into Darma’s arms. Almost at the same time Nick enters on tip-toe from offstage (right) into the hallway and listens at the living room door. 

Darma:                   Soon, real soon, sweetheart, we won’t have to hide any more. 
Rosie:                     Do you think it’ll all happen like you said it would?
Darma:                   George and I had a little…uh… thing last night, so now he doesn’t suspect anything at all. Everything’s going according to plan, honey.

Rosie: [upset].       What do you mean you had a ‘little thing’ with George?
Darma:                   Well, honey, you know when you’re married you have to do certain things whether you like it or not, but I tell you everything is moving along just fine. 

Rosie:                     Okay, if you say so. So George is not here?

Darma:                   Of course he’s not here, honey. If he were I wouldn’t have let you come in. He’s out of town, as usual.
Rosie:                    Do you believe that fellow ….. what’s his name….  Nick? -  is really gonna go thru with that? It’s too good to be true!

Darma:                   I am sure he is, baby. He has a big crush on me. Imagine - he thinks we might become an item, he and I.     [Both laugh].  
Rosie:                     I can hardly wait. Tell me what’s going to happen.

Darma: [Bubbling].   As I told you, when George is out of the picture we’ll have all the money from his life insurance. And the stocks and bonds, the house, and everything else. All of that comes to a pretty penny! We’ll be able to lead a life of leisure and,   -  finally, finally, little Rosie, we can be out in the open….  just you and me.

Rosie: [Worried.]   It sounds so wonderful, Darma, but can you really trust this guy Nick? Where did you meet him?

Darma:                    Honey, I tell you he’s reliable. I’m pretty sure you remember him. You saw us a couple of times together talking at the café. We were sitting at that corner table. Remember?
Rosie :                     Oh, him! Now I know who he is. He’s a very good-looking fellow!

Darma: [angry].     So you thought he was good-looking?  Did you think maybe you’d want to have a little ‘thing’ with him?

Rosie:                     Oh, come on, silly, I don’t mean anything like that.  If I wanted to have a thing with everyone I find attractive I’d be too busy to do anything else.
Darma: [laughs].     All right, all right, little Significant Other. 

Rosie:                      What do you mean - significant mother?

Darma:                    Other, not mother! My Significant Other means that you are my love, Rosie. You need a better hearing aid. And when we get all this money I’ll get you a really good one.

Rosie:                      Thank you, Darma, I love you, I know I need one.  [A beat].  So tell me -  what’s gonna happen now?

Darma:                    You know whenever George is home I put flowers in that corner window facing the street? You know the window I mean?  Now, those flowers -  they are Nick’s cue. 

Rosie:                      Cute?  What do you mean? What’s cute?
Darma:                    Not cute, cutie. Cue. It means signal.
Rosie:                      Signal? Signal of what?

Darma:                    That George is home. It’s the signal for Nick to come in and …..  take care of it, see?
Rosie:                       Oh. I see.

Darma:                     I put them always in the same corner window. He knows that, and he’ll look for them.

Rosie:                       But, tell me, I really don’t understand, why would this Nick do this……uh…..thing for you ….I mean, for us?

Darma:                      Honey, don’t ask so many questions. You don’t need to know everything. Look, he expects me to do something for him, too. It’s what’s called a reciprocal arrangement, you see? 
Rosie:                         Recip – what? What does that mean? You always use such big words!

Darma: [Smiling].      Reciprocal means that I’ll do something for him and he’ll do something for me, see?
Rosie:                         Oh. All right, teach, I see.
Darma:                       And now we won’t talk about that any more. Let’s have a drink and think about something else.
                       Pause while Darma starts preparing drinks..

Rosie:  [Suddenly].    But …..wait a minute, Darma!  What about today?  I saw flowers in that window! Does that mean that Nick……..?
Darma: [Upset].        Today? What are you talking about? There are flowers in that window? Oh goddammit, you’re right! I forgot to take them away! I better do that right now!
She rushes out into the hallway (stage right), and bumps straight into Nick.

Nick:                          What the hell…..?

Darma: [Low voice].  Go away, go away. I made a mistake. He’s out of town. I forgot to take the flowers out of the window. That was my mistake. I’m sorry.
Nick:                           Are you saying George is not home?

Darma:                        He’s not, that’s what I’m telling you. So please leave. Do it some other time. I’ll let you know.

Nick:                           But you said he was in town all week taking care of his local pleasures.

Darma:                        I’m sorry, I got mixed up. Please leave.
Nick:  [Sly].                Well, whatever - flowers or no flowers, I came by because I happen to know that George isn’t home. That’s the very reason I came.
Darma:  [upset].         How on earth could you have known that he wasn’t home? And if you did, then why the hell would you come in anyway?
Nick:                            I knew he was gone because I watched him drive off.

Darma:                         But you don’t even know him! You’ve never seen him!  You don’t even know what he looks like!
Nick:                            Sure I do. I called on him. And what a surprise! He turned out to be a very nice guy. As I was saying, I didn’t come for him. Darma, I couldn’t get you out of my mind. I had to see you again. 
Darma:                        Me? That’s very flattering, Nick, but as I told you, for the time being, we’ll have to forget about that sort of thing.

Nick:                           Why, Darma? You and I have the same ideas about everything. I think we’d really click. I’m crazy about you.
Darma:                         This isn’t the time for that! Maybe some time in the future, Nick. Not right now. We still have a deal. 

Nick:                            A deal? Oh that. Let’s talk about that.

Darma:                         This is the wrong time. I have a friend visiting me.

Nick:                            Yeah, I thought I heard voices.

Rosie appears at the door.

Rosie:                           Hi.

Darma:                         Go back inside, Rosie. This doesn’t concern you.

Nick: [To Rosie].     Oh, it’s you, the pretty rose from “Charlie’s Café”! You’re looking lovely, Rosie!

Rosie: [giggles].       Thank you, sir. You are very nice.

Nick:                         You’re not working today?

Rosie:                        It’s my day off.

Nick:                          I enjoy looking at a pretty girl!

Darma: [Loud].         Rosie, go back inside!

Nick:                          Don’t be so hard on her.

Darma:                       Rosie has nothing to do with you and me.

Nick:                          Hmm. I don’t know about that.

Darma:                       Rosie, I want you to go back into the living room, Now.       [Rosie does as ordered]
Nick:                           Mind if I ask you something, Darma?  What in the

world is going on here? I am a little confused.

Darma:                        We don’t have to stand out here. Now that you’re here you can come inside for a moment.  [They go into the living room]. Well, Nick, if you were listening at the door you must have heard what’s going on. Rosie and I have a thing going.

Nick:                           Yes, Darma, I did hear, and I realized what’s going on between you two, but…… I want to tell you something …… that doesn’t bother me one bit. We are adults. Live and let live.

Darma:                         I am glad you are a free-thinking person.

Nick: [Sarcastic].        But listen, Darma dear, I have a hunch you never intended to go thru with our deal.

Darma:  [Angry].        And neither did you! Or else you wouldn’t have come here when you knew George wasn’t home! That’s as clear….. uh…..chicken broth!

Rosie:                     What are you two talking about? What deal? You’re talking about chicken broth? I don’t understand a thing!   [They are not paying attention to her].
Nick: [To Darma].   Let’s talk this over, Darma. You know, I’m really thirsty. You got anything to drink?
Darma:                     What’ll you have?
Nick:                        Anything. That Vodka over there looks good to me.   [Darma serves him].

Rosie:                      May I have one too?

Darma:                    Vodka for you, sweetie? How about orange juice?

Rosie:                      No, I want Vodka. Please, Darma!    [Darma serves Nick and Rosie. Pause].

Nick is very pleased. He drops on the sofa and looks from one to the other.

Nick:                         I really love this!  Two for the price of one! Wow, if this isn’t a great deal! A lot more than I expected.

Darma:                      Nick, shut up. That’s a lot of nonsense!

Rosie:                        What does he mean, Darma? Two for the price of one?

Darma:                       I know what he means. But don’t you pay any attention to him.

Rosie:                         I want to know. Please explain.

Darma:                       No, you’re too young.

Rosie:                         Darma! Don’t treat me like a child!

Darma:                       Okay, Rosie, honey, I’ll tell you, but then you’ll have to forget all about it. The thing is….. I don’t quite know how to put it……… he thinks maybe he could make, you know, well, make love to you, and……me….uh......at the same time!
Rosie: [Stunned].       But Darma! How?? At the same time? I don’t understand. That doesn’t make sense. How does that work?

Darma:                        I’m not going into technical details with you, sweetie. I said you are too young. I said too much already.  [To Nick]. And you, Nick, I forbid you to talk about this in Rosie’s presence, or you’ll just have to leave.
Rosie:                         Wait a minute, Darma, I think I know what he means. I’ve heard of it. Isn’t that what they call to manage a trout?

Darma:   [exasperated].  Ménage à trois, dear, ménage à trois. Don’t use expressions you’re not sure of. Anyway, you just forget that.   [To Nick]. And you too. Just get that crazy idea out of your head.

Nick:                            Ménage or manage, whatever you call it -  I tell you, it’s grrrreat! I love it! And you would too!  [Pause].   All right, listen, girls, why don’t we go out for a bite to eat, and then we come back here, and we’ll talk a little more, and then….maybe…. we’ll have a little…. action?  [Pause. The women look at each other].  Look, let’s all sit down and talk it out. Whatever you two do, or did, or whatever the three us of will do, let’s look at it like the enlightened grownups I think we are – or supposed to be. But first I want to treat you girls to a good lunch. I enjoy being with both of you.  I’d like to get to know you both much better, infinitely much better. I mean intimately much better. 

Darma: [Sharp.]          I told you, you can forget all about that stuff. Positively.

Nick:                            But one can always dream, Darma. And what a lovely dream this one is! Let’s make it happen!

Darma:                         Dream on, my friend, but this is not gonna happen.

Rosie: [Excited].        But it sounds like so much fun!  [To Nick]. Will you teach us, Nick? I promise I’ll be a very good student.
Darma:                       Never you mind all that nonsense. It’s getting late, if we’re going anywhere let’s go.
Rosie:                         But please, not to “Charlie’s” Café!

Nick:                          No, of course not, let’s go to “Mickey’s”. They have better food anyway. Great spare ribs. Okay with both of you? Are you game, Rosie?

Rosie:                         Yes, I’m game, I’m game!  I love games. All kinds of games!

Nick:                           So let’s go, let’s go. I’m hungry. In more than one way!  [He laughs].
Darma: [shrugs].        All right. If that’s what you both want. Let’s go. But none of that other nonsense.  That’s out!     [All leave, stage left].
                                                  Lights fade.

                                                    Scene 4 

 Same day, afternoon. George and Edith are sitting on the sofa.

Edith:            Oh, George, I am so happy we have this time together. If we could only be together all the time. 
George:         That time will come, Edie. Anyway, we’re lucky that Darma is gone again tonight. 

Edith:            But what if she comes home suddenly while I am still here?
George:         You don’t have to worry about that, sweetheart. Darma is staying over at a ‘friend’s house for the night. Her ‘Significant Other’, [he laughs] as she calls her, if you know what I mean. We have the whole night together!

Edith:           Oh, George, that’s so wonderful!   [They embrace.]
George:        What’s your husband doing tonight?

Edith:            Nick? I don’t know and I couldn’t care less. The hell with him.  I love you, only you, George.

George:         I love you too, Edie.  [They kiss].
Edith:            But George dear, why do you have to go out of town all the time? It bothers me. I always get so lonesome for you when I don’t see you for a few days.

George:          I can’t help that, Edie. I miss you too, but business comes first.

Edith:             And I come second?

George:          No, sweetheart, when it comes to women you are first.

Edith: [Upset]. Women?? You said women! Plural! Are there any other women?

George:           No, there are not, Edith dear, except Darma, of course. But she’s still my wife. Come, let’s stop this silly conversation. [He tries to kiss her].        

Edith:               It’s not silly, George. Your out-of-town trips bother me. Can I trust you? Are you faithful to me?
George:           ‘Faithful’ is a funny word to use, sweetheart!  [He laughs]. But look, I have to take these trips because I have to make a living. The publishing business is very competitive.

Edith:  [Pouting].     Okay, Georgie, I understand that.  [She notices his hankerchief].  That’s stitching on your hankie is very pretty. May I look at it?  [She playfully pulls it out of his breast pocket].  Hey, whose lipstick is this? This isn’t my shade.

George:           Must be Darma’s.

Edith:              Well, George, if it really is Darma’s, I forgive you because I realize at the moment you are still living with her, but I hope the divorce will come thru soon. Why is it taking forever? How does it stand?

George:           It’s coming along, dear, it’s coming along. There’s always a lot of paper work. Lawyers, formalities,  … you know.

Edith:               Yes, I understand. But promise me once and for all that you won’t see any other women on those business trips of yours.

George:  [Exasperated].    I swear it on my mother’s grave, Edie.

Edith:              But your mother is alive and living in Phoenix! That’s blasphemous, George. You shouldn’t say that!

George:           All right, I take it back.  [Pause].
Edith:               Georgie?

George:            What?

Edith:                Couldn’t you and I go on a little trip together? Maybe a little cruise? In the Caribbean? Or the Mediterranean! Wouldn’t that be lovely?

George:             Later, Edie. We’ll go on lots of trips together.   [Pause].
Edith:  [Suddenly sitting up]. George! Listen! I thought I heard voices!
George:  [Listening].  I don’t hear anything. 

Edith: [upset].   I know I heard something. What if that’s Darma?

George:             Not likely. When she is with her ‘Significant Other’, wild horses can’t drag her away.

Edith:                I hope you are right. Wouldn’t it be awful if she suddenly busted in here?!

George:             Don’t worry, dear, I promise she won’t.    [Noises outside].
Darma:   offstage     Thank you for lunch, Nick! The ribs were delicious.

Rosie:     offstage     Yes, that was great, thank you so much, Nick.  I like you, you’re a sweet guy.

Darma:   offstage angry     Shut up, Rosie. Now where the hell are my keys?

Rosie:     offstage     You’re coming in with us, Nick, aren’t you?

Nick:       offstage     You bet I will.

Rosie:     offstage      Oh great, we’ll have fun. The three of us. We’ll do  – what was it again – manage or ménage? 

Nick:      offstage      Whatever it’s called, little Rosie, we’ll have lots of fun.

Darma:   offstage       Stop it, you two, we don’t have time and you know that’s not gonna happen. Oh, here’s my key.  (she unlocks the door).
Nick, Darma and Rosie walk in, stage left. George and Edith jump up. General surprise and consternation.
Nick: [To Edith].                      Edith!!

George: [To Darma].               Darma!! 

Edith: [To Nick].                      Nick!!

Darma: [To George].                George!!

Rosie:  [Trying to be heard].     I’m Rosie.

Nick: [To Edith].                       What’s going on, Edith?

Edith:  [pointing at Darma].     That’s what I want to know! Who’s this woman?

George: [To Edith].                   That’s my wife.

Nick: [pointing at Edith].          That’s my wife.

Rosie: [Trying to be heard].       I am Rosie, Darma’s Insignificant Other. We love each other!

Pause while they all stare at each other.
George and Nick:                      Now what the hell is going on here?
Edith:                                         Nick, I love George. 

Rosie: [Louder].                        My name is Rosie. I love Darma.

Nick:  [To Rosie].                      I can’t say I blame you. I like her, too.

Edith: [Pointing to Rosie].        Who is she??

Darma:                                       That’s my friend Rosie. We are in love.

Nick:                                          And I love Darma and Rosie.

                                       Brief pause.
George:                                      So what are we gonna do about all this?   

Darma: [To Edith].                    You can have George.

Edith: [To Darma]:                   And you are welcome to Nick.       

Nick:  [To audience].              And I’ll have both of them - Darma and Rosie.

Edith: [To Nick].                     And you’re welcome to both of them! 
                                             Lights fade.

                                                 Scene 5

                                     Epilog - One Year Later 
[All characters stand with their backs to the audience.]

Offstage Voice-over to audience:
                Dear audience, it’s now one year later. Let’s see how our friends are doing. You will agree this is a confusing situation. You know that Nick doesn’t love his wife Edith, and that George does not love his wife Darma. You also heard about a very sinister plot – they called it a ‘deal’  – hatched out by Nick and Darma. The idea was pretty terrible, but it was feasible. Thank God, neither of them intended to go thru with it.  Now let’s see what they all have to say. Remember – this is one year later, and, as you will see, a few changes have taken place. 
[George and Edith turn to the audience and address each other].
George:           I wish you wouldn’t have that damned TV on all the time.

Edith:              I’ll turn it off when I feel like it.

George:           Are you planning to watch those awful shows every night?

Edith:              What’s it to you? You aren’t home most evenings anyway. Always gone on your so-called ‘business’. I’m sorry I ever married you!

[George and Edith again turn their backs to the audience.]

Voice-over to audience:  Too bad, isn’t it? And now let’s see how Darma is doing.
[Darma turns to the audience, and speaks into a telephone.]

Darma:  [Sexy voice].   Hello, Norma, darling, I just had to call you. I had to tell you how much I enjoyed last night. You know, you and I, we are just made for each other……..yes…….. oh yes….….me, too.  I love you so much, Norma……….  I know you do……… We’ll be together forever. I’ll see you tomorrow.

 [She puts down the telephone and speaks to herself]. Sometimes I wonder how little Rosie is doing? I did like her a lot. Whoever she’s with, I do hope she’s happy.  [Darma now turns her back again to the audience.]
Voice-over to audience:   Well, it looks like Darma will be happy in her own way. And what about Rosie and Nick?

[Nick and Rosie step forward facing the audience and fall into each other’s arms].
Rosie:                       It’s so wonderful to be married, Nick!
Nick:                        Honey, I can’t tell you how happy I am that we found each other!
Rosie:                       That was such a perfect honeymoon in Hawaii.

Nick:                         We were made for each other, honey. I love you very much!
Rosie:                        And I love you!   A beat.    I hope Darma is happy with Norma.

Nick:                          And I hope Edith and George are happy with each other. But I somehow doubt it.
Rosie:                        Nick, when I have my baby let’s invite all our old friends? I mean.………Darma…………..Edith……..……..George. It’ll be such fun! [To audience].Won’t we have a hell of a party?

[With each name Rosie pronounces that actor turns round to face the audience and steps forward. All smile as the curtain comes down.]
                                               Lights fade

                                                THE END
Listing in Osher winter 2009/2010 catalog:

THE DEAL”, written by Frank Reinhard and Moe Carson, and inspired by a Patricia Highsmith thriller. A chance meeting between a man and a woman in a café. They seem to have problems in common. To resolve them they agree to help each other. Is this a conspiracy drama, a hilarious comedy, or maybe both? Come and judge for yourself.

Directed by Frank Reinhard.

Caution:    This play is R-rated. You must be 17 or older to attend!!!
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