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As Leaden as the Aftermath of Wine

As leaden as the aftermath of wine
Is the dead mirth of my delirious days;
And as wine waxes strong with age, so weighs
More heavily the past on my decline.
My path is dim. The future’s troubled sea
! Foretokens only toil and grief to me.
But oh! my friends, I do not ask to die!

To my son, Donn Christopher, !

whose urging led me to :ez;um, 1 erave more life, more dreams, more agony!

to and complete this play. Midmost the care, the panic, the cistress,

And to my sweet daughter, 1 know that I shall taste of happiness.

Kimberly. ‘ Once more I shall be drunk on strains divine,
Be moved to tears by musings that are raine;

! And haply when the last sad hour draws nigh,
Love with a farewell smile may gild the sky.

— ALEXANDER SERGHEIEVICH PUSHKIN

From “Lost Lectures” or “The Fruits of Experience,” by
Maurice Baring, Copyright © 1932 by Maurice Baring and
rencwed 1960 by Sir William Gosselin Trower. Reprinted by
permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Fonsia DoRrsey ... ... S Jessica Tandy

WELLER MARTIN .................. Hume Cronyn

ACT ONE

ScenNe 1: Sunday afternoon, Visitors’ Day.

SceNE 2: Sunday afternoon, one week later.

ACT TWO

Scene 1: The following evening, shortly after dinner.
ScenE 2: The following Sunday afternoon.

The Gin Game

ACT ONE

ScenE 1

The scene is the unused sunporch of a home for the
aged. Through French doors Up Center, we see a
few figures watching a television. Large screened
windows with rattan shades frame the stage. To
the Right is a porch glider. Up Stage Left is a tall
bookcase, filled with seldom-read tooks, discarded
newspapers, etc. The porch is cluttered with items
no longer needed in the house—old sinks, broken
wheelchairs and walkers, a shabby sofa, a broken
piano. There are planters filled with now-dead
flowers. Broken flower pots lie on the floor Down
Stage Right. It is early afternoon of a brilliantly
sunny day. The season is spring . . . the day,
Sunday, Visitors’ Day at the home.

As the Curtain rises, WELLER is seated at a card table
Down Stage Left. He wears terry-cloth slippers,
khaki pants, a pajama top and an old brown wool
bathrobe. In his mouth is an unlit cigar stub. On
the table is a pad and a pencil. A lid from a
biscuit tin serves as an ashiray. Before him is an
incomplete and unsuccessful game of solitaire. He
sits, staring into space and muttering to himself.
Eventually, he resumes the game. Finding him-
self deadlocked, he begins to clear the cards,
stops, then looks through the last stack of cards
finding an ace and a two. He plays these and
returns to the game.

5




6 - THE GIN GAME ACT 1

A screen door closes Up Right and FoNnsia enlers, cry-
ing. She wears faded pink slippers, an old house-
coat, and a cardigan sweater. She stops for a
moment, surprised to find someone else on the
porch.

h Fonsia. I'm sorry, I didn’t think anybody was out
ere.

WELLER. I'm sorry.

F0N§IA. Oh, it wasn't you ... it was just . . .
(Looking for an escape, Fonsia crosses to the Up
Center door—is stopped by the sight of the TV and
the group watching it. She crosses to the Stage Left
door, but finds it locked. Defeated, she stands facing
the bookcase, crying softly. A fter @ moment, WELLER
turns to see what she is doing. He turns back to the
table and resumes the game.)

WELLER. You’re rather new here, aren’t you?

Fonsia. Three weeks.

WELLER. It takes some adjustment. (Fonsia slowly
be;;zn)s to move closer, stopping Doun Stage of the
sofa.

Fonsia. How long have you been here?

WELLER. Couple of months.

Fonsia. Well, you're kinda new here, too.

WE.LLER. In a way. Of course, it’s not the first time
I've lived in. They're all pretty much alike.

Fonsia. (Crossing toward Center.) 1 came here to
Bentley because they’re supposed to have constant
care.

WELLER. What's wrong with you—if you don’t mind
my asking.

Fonsta. Oh, my . . . lord, no, I don’t mind. I've
got chronic diabetes.

WELLER. Diabetes Mellitus.
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Fonsia. Is there something wrong with you? . . .
I mean, are you sick?

WeLLER. Oh my, I should say so. I have one of the
most advanced cases of old age in the history of
Medical Science. The mortality rate’s incredible.

Foxnsia. (Crossing in a bit more.) 1 just thought
there might be something you were getting treatment
for.
WeLLeEr. No. You don’t need anything special to
qualify for Bentley. Old age is sufficient. (Pause.
Fonsia moves farther down, trying to get a better look
at WELLER.)

Fonsia. Have you ever lived at the Presbyterian
Home?

WeLLER. No.

Fonsia. (Crossing to the screen Stage Right.) That’s
the place I really wanted to go to.

WEeLLER. Why didn’t you?

Fonsia. Well, they have a rather unusual financial
set-up.

WeLLER. What's that?

Fonsia. You have to give them all your money.

WEeLLER. (Rises and crosses Center.) That’s the
place. That’s the goddamn place. That’s the place
where you have to give them all your money. The
Presbyterian Home . . . Christ, what a racket. Think
of all the poor bastards out there right now, thinking
they’re working for themselves, when really they’re
working for the Presbyterian Home.

Fonsia. They don’t have to go there.

WeLLeEr. Oh. Hell no. They don’t hsve to go there.
They don’t have to go anywhere if they don’t want
to . . . (WELLER sits at the table.) That’s a damn lie.
You do have to go somewhere. If you live long enough,
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sooner or later you end up in one of the
. e pl E
(V;ELLER ?sumes his game of solitaire.) e praee
ONSIA. 1 guess you're right. (She sits on the gli
C%l‘xfrse, if you were rich enough. . . on the glider.)
ELLER. Don’t be deluded by m;me i
y, either. I've
Seen some very wealthy people in old age h
lmlgss——it’s as simple as that. ge fomes. Lone-
oNsIA. That’s why I wanted to
: go to the Presby-
ter i
te ;allilfi-lome. I have friends over there I've known all
WELLER. Th idn’ i
i en why didn't you give them your
Fonsia. I couldn’t brin
) g myself to do that. (Fonsia
picks up a magazine from the ol begi A
imb Dhran o f e glider and begins to
WEeLLER. Who the hell could? It’s unreasonable to
;xgect: & person to.turn over everything they have.
on’t care how nice the place is. You're entitled to
some personal property. Even the Welfare. Depart-
m?t lets you ke_ep twenty-five hundred dollars.
¥ ONSIA. You mx’gh_t be right. I'm sure they have their
si V‘:I of it, toc:. It’s just a matter of opinion, I guess.
; ELLER. It’s not a matter of opinion. A fact is a
act. (WELLER looks over at Fonsta, then back to his
ga;)?ze.) Do Jéc;u play cards?
ONSIA. (Closing the magazine.) Oh, it’
_ . , 1t’s been
since I'x_re played c?.rds. I used to love to play .y.ear;
c(’n;ld sx_t up pIayu}g Rummy or Pinochle ’til t;vo
i>c ock n the morning. If my mother'd ever known
L (;vsf doxlr:/% 3:33’ she’d a killed me. We were raised
ime Methodists, you know. i
ca$ Dlaying o ol y now. And we considered
ELLER. The only sin in ¢ard plaving i i
VEL ¢ playing is drawing t
an inside straight. And even that's not a sin ilfnflog
fill it. (He laughs to himself.)
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Fonsia. That'’s Poker you're talking about, isn’t it?

WEeLLER. What? Oh, the inside straight. Yes, that's
Poker. (He has lost his game of solitaire and gathers
up the cards.)

Fonsia. I never did see much sense fo that. For one
thing, I could never keep straight what beats what.

WeLLer. (Shuffling the cards.) Did you ever play
Gin?

Fonsia. Is Gin and Rummy the same? Seems to me
they called it Gin Rummy.

WEeLLER. It’s the same principle. I keep score on
what’s known as the Hollywood basis. Here, sit down.
I’ll show you. (WELLER rises and “tosses” his chair to
the Stage Right side of the table. He crosses Up Left
and gets another chair which he places Up Stage of
the table. Fonsia has risen and crossed to the Stage
Right chair.) By the way, I'm Weller Martin.

Fonsia. (Sitting in Stage Right chair.) I'm Fonsia
Dorsey.

WeLLER. (Sitting in chair he has placed Up Stage
of table.) Pleased to meet you, Fonsia. Now, the first
thing we do . . . I think you're going to enjoy this
... is deal the cards . . . ten for me and eleven for
you. (He deals.) One, one. Two, two. Three, three.
Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven. Eight,
eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. And eleven for you. Now,
the reason I'm giving you eleven, is because you have
to discard one to start the game. (They pick up their

cards.)
Tonsia. All the same kind go together . . . like

Kings and Eights?
WeLLer. That's right—or. a sequence in the same
suit . . . like the eight, nine, ten of Diamonds, or

the Ace, King, Queen of Hearts. But it has to be at
least three in a row.
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Fonsia. Do I lay them down as

soon as I get them?

WeLLER. No . . . uh-uh. Hold on until everything

you have in your hand goes to
) gether,

Then you discard that eard and say sict}clip}’; one card
toF(;NSIA. Oh. Well,- that’s a little different. We used
o play that you laid them down as soon as you got

%;rn. You know, three of a kind or whatever.
any “1;311]4:23.- VZ:}:)H, thi]s is the accepted way. You go
in the w is 1 i
o b s orld and this is the way that Gin
Fonsia. Oh, I accept it
I;WELLEB. Good. P
Fonsia. I mean, I like the idea. You ki
pr;;? the other person when you get Gin. ind of sur-
ELLER. That’s right. Oh . . . and there’s another
way of going out. That’s by knocking
S‘;Nsm. Knocking? .
ELLER. Now, all that means is, if all
; ; th
have in your hand that don’t match up'ea(:igd: ycr;
less than ten points, you can knock. ' P
%;)NSIA. (Sl_ze doesn’t understand.) Uh-huh.
& E;LLER. Did I say that right? Here, I'll show you
carceis ushrnz Ilzerkcards }tloward him. As he looks at he1:
A ooks at him.) Well, your card
matched up, except this six ané s tno. You oo
d R this two. Y

:sic;lt,”xf l\?rou u'r?nIt lt;o You'd say, “I knoek witl(':ueiglré
oints.” Now, i ave more than eight point

win. If T have less than ei ints - T win. Do

yo; andereiny e eight points . . . I win. Do
Honsia. I think so . . . but I thi i

G%!V part of the game at first. il Tl stick to the

ELLER. i i i

- That’s alright. You think you've got it
Fonsia. T think so.

WEeLLER. Good. Then, let’s play. (WeLLER picks up
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the pad and pencil from the table and marks out a
score sheet. Fonsia watches, puzzled.) Fonsia . .
Weller. Fonsia . . . Weller. Fonsia . . . Weller..(He
looks up at Fonsia.) Oh, don’t worry. T’ll keep score
all the time. Some people play to 150 points, but we'll
just play to 100. Still bonafide, only faster. (WELLER
looks at his cards. A brief pause. He takes FONSIA’S
cards from her.) Here, give me those to shuffle up and
we’ll start all over again,

Fonsia. (As WELLER shuffles the cards.) This is ex-
citing! I'm actually enjoying myself. If you'd told
me 15 minutes ago that . . .

WeLLER. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. And eleven for you.

Fonsia. . . . 15 minutes ago that I'd be sitting here
playing Gin Rummy with someone. (They pick up
their cards and begin to arrange them. FONSIA, having
difficulty holding them, spreads them on the table,
face up. She begins to pui them into order.)

WeLLER. (As he rises.) No, no, no. I can see all your
cards. (He pulls his chair to the Stage Left side of
the table and sits. Fonsia quickly picks up her cards
and begins again to arrange them. WeLLER picks up
his “ashtray” and brushes ashes from the table.
Finally, Fonsia chooses a card to discard and the

game begins.)
Fonsia. I thought this was going to be an awful

day.
WEeLLER. Visitors’ Day.
Fonsia. Um-hum.

WeLLER. Do you have any family?
Fonsia. Oh my, yes. Of course. I have a son almost

forty-five yearsold . . . Larry.
WELLER. Mr. . . . Dorsey passed on?
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Fonsia. We were onl i
) Yy married fo
divoreced when Larry was two. r years. We were
FWELLER. Oh, I see.
oNsiA. Actually, Walter did
. pass on not too lon
:Iago. Th:an I have a sister Hattie. She lives in Ottawag
haven’t seen her in fifteen years. ‘
WELLER. Your son live here in town?

Fonsta. No. Ah . is wi ;
home in Deroar . . he and his wife make their

WELLER. Denver! W ’
of hine om D ell, I guess you don’t see much
Fons1a. No. It’s been mo
. re than a year since he’
!l))e::}r: home. And then I have two lovely grandchildr:ns
0 Ot})loys. Steven’s twelve . . . and Larry Junioxt
in'a n my Lord, Larry must be sixteen, Almost a
WELLER. They grow up quickly.
Fonsia. Do you have any children?
WELLER. Yes, I have . .

Fonsia. (Looking at her card i i
s.) Wait a minute,
iIn azyso}x;ry,dW(iller;l I think I'm sitting here witlel glhn’
] and already. Let’s see, there’s four of th
g‘lggsg,o:h:;e m'n;st, and the ﬁve,,six, seven of Spadtese
e eight, too. I guess I just di .
o 2 . j iscard that.
tho tabte cards the eight and lays her cards out on
WELLER. (Looking at her c i
ards.) That's right. Ve
%,c;gd.tVel::y good. Ngw, you get twenty-ﬁvegfor Gil;i
! stuc with the eight and nine of Hearts, so that’s
ivn(ein e%‘x; more. So you're forty-two points to the
good. (. ELLER marks down the score.) Fonsia, forty-
two points in the first game, ’ Y

Fonsta. Oh, I am .
what I'm doing, sorry. I get to talking and I forget

ACT 1 THE GIN GAME 13

WeLLer. You played that hand very well. (WELLER
gathers the cards and begins to shuffle them.)

Fonsia. Beginner’s luck, I guess.

WeLLer. No, really. A lot of people would have dis-
carded those two Kings right away. But you held onto
them and filled them out.

Fonsia. I didn’t realize there was that, much strategy
to it.

WeLLEr. There most certainly is. Anyone who tells
you that Gin is nothing but luck, doesn’t know what
the game is all about.

Fonsia. Oh, 1 was just about to ask you . . .

WeLLEr. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven for you.

Fonsia. (Continuing.) . . . to ask you about your
children. (They sort their cards and begin to play.)

WeLLER. I have three children . . . all grown, of
course. Two sons and a daughter.

Fonsia. (Looking up at WELLER.) Do you hear from

them much?

WeLLeEr. No. Actually, we’ve lost touch over the
years.

Fonsia. That’s awful . .. I mean, to lose touch
that way.

WeLLer. That happened many years ago. I'm also
divorced. Their Mother didn’t exactly encourage a
close relationship between us. She moved—she and the
children—to another city. I had a business established
so I couldn’t follow them. Eventually, she remarried,
and that was more or less the end of that.

Fonsia. How dreadful. A

WeLLER. Well, in those days the courts gave the
woman a great deal of power in a divoree settlement.
There was very little I could do about it.
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Fonsia. Well, I'm sorry that happened to you,
Weller. Now, that’s exactly what some men deserve.
Seems like there’s no justice. Now that would have
suited the one I had just right.

WELLER. It doesn’t suit anyone just right.

Foxsia. Oh, I don’t mean you, Weller. Lord no. I'm
talking about the man I married.

WI::LLER. I know. And I’'m saying I wouldn’t wish it
qtrl hl;n, either. (WELLER discards and Fonsia picks
it up.

Fonsia. Well, if you knew the hell I'd been through,
you'd change your tune mighty fast on that. Gin! (She
lays her cards down on the table.)

WELLER. So it is. So it is. I'm stuck with . . .
twenty-three. No more lessons for you.

_ Fownsia. That was lucky. I got everything I needed
right away.

WeLLER. You certainly did. (Fownsia looks in her
robe pocket for her handkerchief. Not finding it, she
lo?ks behind her and sees that she has left it on the
glider. She rises, crosses and picks it up. WELLER has
figured out the score and he writes it down. He begins
to shuffle the cards.)

Fonsia. (Looking around the porch.) It’s pleasant
out 'here . . . in a way. The rooms are small, though.
Trying to get all your worldly possessions in a little
ten-foot-square box ... makes you realize. (4s
WELLER begins to deal, Fonsia hurries back to her
chair.)

WeLLER. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
th'ree. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. And eleven for you.
Makes you realize what?

Fonsia, Just makes you realize. (As Fonsia picks
up her cards, one falls in her lap. She sticks it in her
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mouth as she arranges the others. She is ready to play,
but realizes that she is short a card. She counts the
cards in her hand and finds ten. She checks the table,
looks under the table and on the floor beside her.
Finally, she finds the card and puts it in her hand.
WELLER, having finished arranging his cards, has
looked up and sees Fonsia’s search. He puts his cards
down and watches her. He turns away to hide his
amusement. Finally, she discards and the game
begins.) What’d you do with all the things you had?
You must have had a lot of things.

WELLER. I sold them.

Fonsia. It’s hard to part with things you've had so
many years. (A pause—as they play.)

WeLLER. Does the food around here give you diar-

rhea?
Fonsia. Weller!
WeLLer. That’s a legitimate question.
Fonsia. Not that I've noticed.
WeLLEr. You'd notice.
Fonsia. (Looking at her cards.) This is a mess.
WEeLLER. It must be better than this.
Fonsia. What kind of business were you in?
WeLLer. I had a Marketing and Research firm.
Fonsia. I mean, what kind of work did you do?
WeLLER. Basically, I told people how to run their
business. If a company had a product it wanted to sell
—1d tell them who to sell it to—where to sell it—how

much to charge for it.
Fonsia. That’s something I could never figure out.

WeLLER. What’s that?

Fonsia. How much to charge for something.

WeLLER. What were you selling?

Fonsia. Nothing. But I'd see something I liked . . .
like a lamp. And I'd look at the price tag and it would
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cost ten dollars. And then I'd see j
ost | lars. another la
like it and it'd cost over a hundred. There wrr?s) __1:118:
no way of telling, ™
. WEI;)LER. Well, t_hat’ll happen sometimes. I remem-
wc;r twd en I was just _getting started in business. I
'ttr'] ed a job fron} this particular company. I was
fsil lllijg In a room with a group of their executives and
nahy_ the.Pre.fudent turned to me and said ”,How
m;z(cf is this going to cost us?” Well, I was afraid to
ask for much money in those days. I thought the job
;vas v;orth about five hundred—but I cut it back to
’I?l;]r' hwas 80 nervous, I just said the word, “Four.”
theexrloz Hcla Prgslﬁlent tc;n'ned to one of the othe,r men i.n
! and he said, “Does four thousand i
line to you, Harry?” A i S That punde
about et b mg” nd he said, “Yeah. That sounds
g‘?;su. VXel]&r, you're making that up
LER. As God is my jud id,
so;nds about right to me%'"J g, he said, “Yeah. That
oNsIA. Did vou tell hi
W Yo him you meant four hundred?
%‘;)NSIA. Well, if ii'f was only worth five hundred.
ELLER, .It was worth whatever he wag willing to
pag. (He dgcards and she picks it up.)
ONsIA. Finally! Gi scar
cards ot y: Gin. (Ske discards and lays her
WEeLLER. Goddamnit, I k
! : . new you were keepi
gzgks’i‘glt:yv wthatd I do that for? I gave it riéﬁlznzg
; in ) '
The scome g too damn much. (WELLER writes down
Fonsia. You know, I
curss mnd o lifej never heard my father say a
WELLER, i i
_y Obviously, you never played Gin with
Fonsia. I should hope not. Papa would never have
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played cards. He didn’t smoke, drink or run around
either.

WeLLER. Admirable. Minor virtues, but admirable
nevertheless. (He rises, lays his cane on the table,
picks up his “ashtray,” crosses ard puts it on the
sink Up Left.) You know, I've been thinking more
and more lately about my father. Now there was a
man who never scttled for checker-playing in the
park. After he retired, he still went to the office every
morning until the day he died at the age of eighty-
three. Of course, he owned his own cormpany so he
could do that. Thank God he had better luck with his
business partners than I did. (WELLER has returned to
his chair and is shuffling the cards.)

Fonsia. Did you have bad luck?

WarLer., (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven. (During the
deal, a choir has begun singing Off Up Left.) What the
hell are they doing in there now? (T'hey pick up their
cards.)

FonsIa. Oh, that’s probably the Song-Fest.

WeLLer. I don’t understand all this “entertainment.”

Fonsia. That’s a group of singers frora the Grace
Avenue Methodist Church Choir . . . (They begin to
play.) Some of them sang professionally.

WeLLER. I don’t mean who is singing. I'm talking
about this constant need to entertain us. Sometimes I
get the idea that they feel like if they don’t have a
choir up there, or if they don’t have a goddamn

Magician up there doing tricks or something, then
we're all going to drop dead right in front of their
eyes. En masse. Then they’re going to feel guilty as
all hell, because deep down, they know that the Grace
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Avenue Methodist Church Choir could’ve kept us
alive—at least for another night.

Fonsta. I thought the Magician was pretty good.

WELLER. He poured milked all over the floor.

.FONSIA. He made it disappear. I know it was a
trick. He poured it in the newspaper and it did dis-
appear.

WELLER. It went all over the floor. I was in the front
row, I saw it.

Fonsia. Well . . . you couldn’t see it from three or
four rows back.

WELLER. That’s why Magicians like to play old a
homes. Half the audience is shaking so ggdds;m;li bfg
they.can’t focus, and the other half’s asleep. (He looks
at his cards.) Now, what are you looking for?

Fonsia. Well, T’11 tell you.

WELLER. Don’t tell me!

Fonsia. I wasn’t going to tell you.

WELLER. It’s one of these two cards. I know that
much. And I have a feeling the one I discard is going
to be_thq one you want. (Fonsia leans forward waiting
fo_r his discard.) Well . . . here goes nothing. (WELLER
dzs]';‘:ards and Fonsia picks it up.)

onsia. You were right, W i
her oy ont) ght, Weller. Gin. (Fonsia lays

WEeLLER. Good God, Fonsia. (WELLER throws his

cards down on the table. BLACKOUT.)

CURTAIN

ACT ONE
SceEne 2

It is one week.later—again, Sunday—Visitors’ Day.
The scene is ?he same except the rattan shade on
the Stage Right screen has been lowered. The
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table is in the same position. A deck of cards, a
pencil and a clean pad of paper lie on 1t.

As the curtain rises, WELLER 1s standing with one foot
up on the glider, polishing his shoe with his hand-
kerchief. His appearance has drastically changed.
His hair is combed. He wears a jacket and tie,
khaki pants and loafers. WELLER finishes with his
shoe, puts his handkerchief in his pocket,
straightens tie and crosses Up Right Center,
smoothing down his hair as he goes. He glances
toward the Stage Right door, then crosses toward
the bookcase Up Left. At Center, he is distracted
by the sound of an evangelist droning from the
TV. He pauses for a moment to listen. Disgusted,
he “gives the finger” to the TV and continues on
to the bookcase. Kneeling to take a book from
the bottom shelf, his view of the Up Right door 1s

obstructed by the sofa.

Fonsia enters Up Right and crosses to Up Right
Center. She looks like a different woman. Her
hair is set and she has put on make-up. She wears
a print dress, @ rose-colored cardigan, and open-

toed sandals.

Fonsia. Weller? . . . (She doesw’t see him. Dis-
appointed, she turns and begins to leave.)

WeLLER. (From behind the sofa.) Ally, ally, in
free. . .

Fonsia. (Startled, she turns.) What?

WeLLer. (He rises, holding a paperback.) You didn’t
find me.

Fonsia. Weller, have you gone crazy?

WELLER. (Crossing Down Stage of the sofa.) I must
admit that’s a very appealing thought at times. Un-
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fortunately, this time I've done nothing more bizarre
than select a book . . . from the bottom shelf. (He
tosseis' the book into a carton on the floor by the book-
case.

Fonsia. (Crossing Center.) For a minute there, 1
thought you'd lost your mind. ’

WELLER. No. Although this place inspires a certain
looniness. (They meet at Center and shake hands.
Fonsia breaks away and crosses toward the glider.)

Fonsia. This is practically the first time I've seen
you to talk to all week.

WELLER. (Crossing toward the glider.) Since I met
my Waterloo at Gin,

; Fonsia. (Sitting Center on the glider.) That was

un,

aft‘VELLER. (Izler;naps‘l you'll grant me a rematch this
ernoon. amily singing “H ] ? g

keard Off Up Rz’ght.)y oo PPy Birthday” is

Fonsia. I'd love to.

WE_LLER. Listen to them in there, Every Visitorg’
Day it's bedlam around here.

Fonsia. Thank God they don’t come out here,

WELLER. (Crosses to the glider, picks up the mag-
azine and sits Left of Fonsia. She holds the glider
steady for him.) Oh. A couple of them stumble out
here every now and then. A few weeks ago, Gladys
Mayes’ daughter and son-in-law brought her out here
on the porch,

Fonsia. Isn't that a tribe,

WELLER. They didn’t have the children with them.
But they talk so loud. Like the old lady’s deaf. Hell
there’s nothing wrong with her hearing. When she'é
out here alone, she tells me not to make so much rioise
shuffling the cards.

Fonsia. She’s thin as a rail.
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WEeLLER. They brought a sandwich out here to her
. . . tried to get her to eat it.

Fonsia. She won’t eat a bite. T don’t know what
keeps her alive.

WEeLLER. They had a Coloring Book, too. They
wanted her to occupy herself coloring.

Fonsia. Poor soul. She sits to the window all day.
Coloring would be something for her to do.

WELLER. Oh, she’d have no part of it. Then they
started talking about me . . . as though I wasn’t even
there! Like I was a piece of furniture or something,
At one point the daughter said, “See, that nice man
amuses himself playing ecards.” I eouldn’t believe it!
I looked at her . . . then in that loud voice she said,
“Don’t we, sir.”

Fonsia. What did you say?

WEeLLER. I didn’t answer. I was dumfounded. Here
this woman is defining my life . . . in one sentence!
Or at least she thinks she is . . . and I’'m supposed to
agree with her. That nice man amuses himself playing
cards.

Fonsia. Oh no, Weller. I don’t think she meant it
that way. She probably just wanted to show Gladys
that there are things to do other than stare out of the

window.
WeLLER. Why use me as a model retiree, for Christ-

sake?

Fonsia. Weller, she wasn't talking about your life.
My Lord, look at all the things you've done,

WELLER. (Rising with the magazine and crossing
Center.) No . . . but she was talking about my life
the way it is now. (He stops and turns toward
Fonsia.) I'm still alive, damnit.

Fonsia. Well, I should hope to tell you.

WELLER. (Crossing Up Left, he throws the magazine
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onto the sofa.) Still, I don’t know. Maybe I am a little
]um’py. (He crosses back toward the glider.) 1 just
don’t know how to act with people anymore. I'm un-
sure of myself - . . rusty. There’s nobody to have a
decent conversation with around here anyway. You're
the only one I talk to. (He sits on the glider)
Fownsia. 1 know.. It’s awful. You'd think there’d be
somebody you’d like to talk to in a place that has as
many people as they have here.
An‘iiVEsLLERi.'Ha]f (})lf them are catatonie, for Christsake.
_sometimes the ones who do talk -
preciate the ones who don't. ; make you ap
Fonsia. The complaining?
WELLER. Yes.
Fonsia. Did you ever hear so man i
] - Did y aches and pains
m your life? “My Lord child, my back is killingpme."
. WELLER. I know her. Or, “I can’t see as far as from
ere to that d_oor.” What are you going to do? It’s
either that or listen to the help talk to you like a child.
FONSI.A.. Isn’t it the truth. You know, I never take
m}"?v medicine. Oh no, I take “our” medicine.
themn.:LLEn. I say to hell with them. To hell with all of
‘I;'rc:NsrA. That’s what I say, too.
ELLER. Fonsia Dorsey! Y
ooy i b e y! Your father would roll
‘1;“;)NSIA. Ididn’t say it . . . You said it.
- WELLER. Do you know what, Mrs. Dorsey? It’
’ R . t’s
;]er:ost three o’clock and we haven’t amused ou}z’-se]ves
F . .
faing.Nsm. Oh my goodness . . . I think I'm feeling
WELLER. I will amuse i i )
you immediately, (He ris
and crosses toward the cardtable—to Up gta(ge of tlf:
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Stage Right chair.) At our age that could only mean
one thing—1I'll get the cards.

Fonsia. (Rising and crossing to the Stage Right
chair.) Oh, Weller.

WeLLer. A couple of hands of Gin, Mrs. Dorsey,
and you'll feel as good as new. (Pointing at Stage Left
chair.) Why don’t you try that chair this time.

Fonsia. Oh, alright. (She crosses and sits in the
Stage Left chair. She takes out her glasses and puls
them on.) Now, I hope I remember how this goes.

WeLLER. (Has sat in the Stage Right chair and 18
beginning to mark out the lines on the scorepad. He
looks up.) From the way you played last time, I don’t
think you're going to have any trouble whatsoever.
(He fills in the names on the pad.) Fonsia, Weller . . .
Fonsia, Weller . . . Fonsia, Weller.

Tonsia. (Before he finishes the lasi “Fonsia,
Weller.”) You know, my family’s never called me any-
thing but Fonsie.

WeLLER. Fonsie?

Fonsia. Yes.

WeLLER. Why would they change Fonsia to Fonsie?

Foxnsia. Beats me.
WeLLER. (Showing her the pad.) F-O-N-S-I-A . ..

right?
Fonsia. (Taking the pad.) Yes . . . you spelled it
right. (She puts the pad back bestde him.)
WeLLER. Fonsia, Fonsie. That’s an unusual name.
Fonsia. I know. I don't have an idea where they
ot it.
® WeLLER. (Shuffling the cards.) Which do you prefer?
Fonsia. It don’t make any difference to me.
WeLLER. Alright . . . I'll just call you whichever
comes to mind first. How’s that?
Fonsia. That'll be fine.
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WeLLEr. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three, Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. And Eleven for you.

Fonsia. Now why do I get eleven and you only get
ten? I swear I've forgotten.

WELLER. That’s because I dealt and you’ll make the
first play ... which will be a discard. Get your
cards organized. (Fonsia hums as she slowly and
deliberately sorts her cards.) Alright, now go ahead
and discard. (Fonsia discards.) O.K., now the game is
underway. You have ten cards and I have ten cards.

Fonsia. I swear this game relaxes me.

WEeLLER. Gin’s a very relaxing game. I used to play
for hours on business trips. I had it all figured out—

Ss.m Francisco to Chicago . . . two Hollywoods. (He
picks up the pad as an explanation of “Hollywoods.”)
Los Angeles to New York . . . four Hollywoods. New

York to Los Angeles . . . five Hollywoods! Head-
winds. You always get headwinds flying West.

Fonsia. Well, now. All that time you were playing
Gin then didn’t seem like you were frittering your life
away. Why should it be any different now?

WEeLLER. Well, now. That’s a good question. I don’t
know.

Fownsia. We don’t want to talk about that now, any-
way. (Pause. WELLER starts to play, then looks up.)

WeLLER. Have you played?

Fonsia. No. I'm just trying to figure this out.

WEeLLER. Well, come on. Play a card.

Fonsia. Alright. (She discards. WELLER begins lo
draw but is stopped by Fonsia knocking twice on the
table.) T’1l knock with three. (She lays her cards out.)

WeLLER. You told me you'd never played this game
before.

FIC:NSIA. You explained the part about knocking last
week.
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WeLLER. Yes, and if I remember correctly, you were
rather hazy about it.

Fonsia. No, I understood it. I just said I'd stick
to the Gin part of the game at first.

WeLLer. Well, I don’t think we have to worry about
your memory anymore.

Fonsia. That was right, wasn’t it?

WeLLER. Exceedingly. (He counts up his cards.)
Ten . . . twenty . . . thirty, forty, forty-three, forty-
six . . . forty-eight! Minus your three . . . gives you
forty-five. (He writes down her score.)

Fonsia. (Rises and crosses Up Right.) This chair is
killing my back. Oh, I sound like Mrs. Leala in there
now.

WeLLER. It doesn’t seem to be Lurting your Gin
game any.

Fonsia. (Taking a pillow from the top of the piano.)
I’'m going to put this pillow behind my back. (As she
crosses back to her chair, WELLER is shuffling the
cards.) My soul. Would you look at that. I can't get
over how you shuffle those cards.

WEeLLER. It’s not that difficult.

Fonsta. (Leans the cushion against the back of the
chair and sits.) Oh my soul— If I tried to do that, the
cards would be flying everywhich way.

WeLLER. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven. (They
pick up their cards and arrange them.) What a mess.
(They begin to play.)

Fonsia. Do you like stewed tomatoes?

WeLLER. No.

Fonsia. I have never talked to anyone who did.

WeLLEr. They serve them often enough around

here.




26 THE GIN GAME ACT 1

Fonsia. I can’t understand that. With all the won-
derful vegetables there are in this world.

WELLER. Dieticians are not noted for their imagina-
tions.

Fonsia. Honestly, I think I could do better than
that Mrs. Gib . . . Gibren, Jibran . . . what is her
name?

WEeLLER. Gibran. (He discards and she picks it up.)

Fonsia. Gibran. Gin! (She lays out her cards.)

WeLLER. For God’s sake, Fonsia, I just dealt the
cards.

Fons1a. 1 know. I got everything I needed right
away.

WEeLLER. That seems to happen quite a lot to you.
(He .counts up his cards.) Twenty, forty, forty-two
. . . plus twenty-five for Gin . . . gives you sixty-
seven. (He marks down the score.) That puts you out
in the first game and gives you a sixty-seven leg on
the second. Goddamn! (WELLER begins to gather the
cards. Fonsia turns the scorepad toward her to ex-
amine it.)

Fownsia. You didn’t get any points at all in that
game, did you?

WeLLER. (Shuffling the cards.) No. No, Fonsia. I
didn’t get any points at all in that game.

Fonsia. (Putting the pad back.) That’s too bad.

WELLER. It’s been two weeks now that I haven't won
a game,

Fonsia. Well, I'm sure you’ll win one soon.

) WELLER. I'd say the percentages are definitely start-
ing to favor me. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six, Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven. (During the
deal, Fonsia, feeling faint, turns Down Stage, leans
over and puts her head on her knees.)
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Fonsia. (Straightening up.) Goodness. I just had
the dizziest feeling in my head.

WEeLLER. (Rising.) Are you all right?

Fonsia. Yeah. It’s gone now. (WELLER sits.) I think
it’s those pills they're giving me. I don’t think they hit
me right. (They pick up their cards and begin to ar-
range them.)

WeLLER. Do you know what they’re giving you?

Fonsia. I’'m not real sure. Seems like it’s a different
prescription.

WeLLER. You'd better have your Doctor check it. 1
mean your own Doctor—not one of these Welfare
quacks.

Fonsia. I'm not here on Welfare.

WeLLER. I didn’t say that you were. I just said you
better have somebody check that medicine . . . that's

all. (PAUSE, as they play.)
Fonsia. (Draws a card, then looks up at WELLER.)

I didn’t mean to jump at you.

WELLER. Play a card. (She discards and he draws.)
When you got dizzy just now ... did everything
seem kind of unreal . . . distorted?

Fonsia. No. Just a dizziness, like I was going to
fall off the chair there for a minute.

WELLER., Sometimes I'll be sitting in my room . . .
or even out here . . . and everything will take on a
dreamlike quality; people, the room, everything . . .
like it wasn’t really happening. At first [ could snap
out of it almost immediately. But then, a couple of
times, it hit me and I couldn’t shake it. This feeling
of sheer terror came over me. God, I didn’t know what
to do. I'd sit there panic stricken, for no reason at all.
People around me would go about their business. I
don’t think they even knew I was having a problem.

And then it would pass.
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Fonsia. That isn’t a thing in this world but nerves.
(Pause. WELLER looks into space. After a moment, he
looks at his cards, then at Fonsia.) ’

WELLER. Whose discard? . . . Is it mine?

Fonsia. I believe so.

WELLER. (Discards.) I tell you, it was one of the
worst feelings I've ever had in my life.

FON_SIA. I went through something like that years
ago with my divoree,

WEeLLER. How’d you get over it?

Fonsia. Time.

WELLER. Just time?

Fonsia. Just time.

WELLER.. Play a card. (Fonsia deliberates.) Well
are you going to play one? ,

Fonsia. Alright. (Ske discards.)
gox;:lLLE}rlz. (Drt;{ws a card.) 1 should knock while I've

e chance. You’re itti i
o o aan probably sitting over there with

Fonsia. Not quite.

WELLER. (His full attention now on the game, he
comrrfents on each of his cards as he discards ,it.)
Noth‘mg. (Fonsia plays. WeLLEr draws and discards.)
Nothgng. (Fonsia plays. WeLLER draws and discards.)
Nothing! (WeLLER discards and Fonsia picks it up.)

Fonsia. There it is. Gin! (Ske lays out her cards.)

, WELLER. G.oddamnit! I just don’t know what to say.
I'm stuck with one. You’re the luckiest person I've
ever seen play Gin in my life. (He picks up the pad
and pencil and writes down the score.)

Fonsia. You should've knocked.

WeLLEr. Hindsight’s twenty-twenty.

Fonsia. You would’ve really gotten me. I was wait-
for that Queen. I thought I'd never get it,

WELLER. (Looking up.) What?

Fonsia. T said I thought I'd never get that Queen.

ACT 1 THE GIN GAME 29

WeLLer. Do you mean to tell rae that you held
Queens throughout that entire hand?

Fonsia. That's what I'm saying. (She picks up her
cards to illustrate.) 1 had these two Queens, so if you
had knocked, you would have beaten me. Now do you
see?
WeLLER. (Grabbing her cards from her.) Fonsia—
that is dumb! That is just dumb Gin. Holding a face
card that long. I just can’t believe it. (Dealing.) One,
one. Two, two. Three, three. Four, four. Five, five.
Six, six. Seven, seven. Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten,
ten. Eleven. (They pick up their cords and begin to
arrange them.)

Fonsia. I won the game, didn’t 1?

WeLLER. Oh, for God’s sake, don’t try to relate how
you play Gin to the fact that you've won a few games.

Fonsia. What do you relate it to?

WeLLER. To one of the most incredible runs of luck

that I've ever seen in my life.
Fonsia. Lord, Weller. I can’t help it. Don’t shout

at me for mercy sake.

WeLLER. I'm sorry I raised my voice. It’s frustration
. . . nothing more. Just frustration. (They begin to
play.)

Fonsta. Have you had any of your things turn up
missing since you’ve been here?

WeLLER. You mean stolen? Damn right I have. A
three hundred dollar watch. (He pulls a watchless
chain out of his breast pocket.)

Fonsia. My Lord! I never heard that! Did you call
the police?

WeLLer. Sure I called the police. They came out
here, took my name and address, and said, “Oh, it

happens all the time.”
Fonsia. That's awful. You'd think they could do

more than that.
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WELLER. Well, it’d be pretty naive to expect them
to come out here and “solve the case.” What are they
going to do? Run around fingerprinting everybody?

Fonsia. I guess you're right. They’ve stolen just
about everything they can lay their hands on . . . but
you can’t prove a thing.

WELLER. Of course not. If they paid anything, they
might get some decent help around here. But no . . .
they’re too cheap for that. (He discards and she picks
it up.)

Fonsia. Now, Weller. Don’t get mad at me . . . all
I've done is sit here and play the cards the same as
you.

WEeLLER. Have you got Gin again?

Fonsia. Yeah. (Ske lays her cards down.)

WELLER. Jesus Christ! (Throwing his cards down,
he rises and crosses Up Stage of the table.) Do you
have to win all the Goddamn time? I mean it! Can’t
vou lose just once?

Fonsia. Honestly—I'm not trying to do this.

WEeLLER. (He has started back to his chair. He
stops.) Oh, you’re not even trying. How reassuring.
(He sits and begins to gather the cards. He stops.)
Oh hell, now I've.forgotten what I was stuck with.
It was a bundle. I'll just call it fifty. Whatever it was,
puts you out in the second game. Let's see . . . fifty
would make it seventy-six . . . plus twenty-five for
Gin . . . Seventy-six and twenty-five . . . (He begins
to write down score.) Goddamn, it couldn’t have been
fifty. Musta been forty. Gives you . . . ninety-one.
(He writes the score.) Christ, I've never seen any-
thing like it. You’re incredible.

Fonsia. Weller. I don’t want to go through this
everytime I win. I'd sooner not play.

WELLER. (Picking up the pad and tossing it to her.)
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But look at that. Go to hell. (He begins to shuffle

the cards.) ’
Fonsia. (Putting the pad back by WELLER.) I can’t
help it. o ,
WeLLer. Oh, I get it. You can’t help it if I don’t
know how to play Gin . . . is that it? Well, let me
tell you . . .

Fonsia. Weller, I'm going to quit if you keep it up.

WELLER. Awh no! You’re not going to quit on me
now.

Fonsia. Would you like to play cards if someone
were shouting at you all the time?

WEeLLER. Alright. Tl try to watch my temper. (A4s
he deals, Fonsia takes a piece of hard candy out of her
pocket. She unwraps it and puts it in her mou{fk.) One,
one. Two, two. Three, three. Four, four. Five, five.
Six, six. Seven, seven. Eight, eight. Nine, ning. Ten,
ten. Eleven. But I'll tell you something, Fonsia. It’s
not just me. This is enough to drive anybody up the
wall. (They pick up their cards and arrange them.)
Finally, a decent hand.

Fonsia. I've got a good one, too.

WeLLER. You’ve always got a good one. )

Fonsia. You take it too seriously, Weller. Lord, it's
only a game. (Fonsia pats WELLER's arm. He shakes
her away. As they play, Fonsia crunches on her candy,
hums a Sousa march and taps her foot. WELLER's face
gets redder and redder, the angrier he gets.) Oh Lorfi,
Weller. You're getting so red in the face, I'm afraid
something’s going to happen to you.

WELLER. I get that way sometimes. Look, you've got
diabetes—I’ve got something else—play a card. (She
discards.) That won’t help. ] )

Fonsia. I don’t want you to have a stroke right in

front of me.
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WELLER. I'll wor

ry about the stroke. You j
222;1; g;gu;l' cz:,irds. (Sl’zle discards.) No hell;)Ju(s‘%’::;g
and over the draw pile.) A . i
or 1;t:he seven of Clubs. (He draﬁ;s.))Sh;g five, any six
Sheozs_m. fiWELLER discards and Fonsia picks it Uup
" 1scards. As WELLER starts to draw, Fon '
e%‘;zes that she has Gin.) I've got Gin! ’ -
ook SEZIEE;. I don’t believe it! Let me see that. (WELLER
ooks at | er cgds, thrpws his down on the table and
Bull’h' sing Down Right of the table.) Aw, Bullshit!
= osN;i J%;uil Christ. Look at that shit! v

. Weller! (She ;

Woseen o che b(le.)e rises and moves away from
D:Ziu“sp:t:ggeset;s ChrisghAImighty! (WELLER grabs the

. . =3
the CURTAIN gami’{: in.i HS8 GG S i cosr gy

ACT TWO

ScENE 1

It is the following evening, shortly after dinner. The
curtain rises on an empty stage. From Up Right,
we hear kitchen noises—dishes being washed, etc.
Crickets are heard from the front. The Stage
Right shade has been pulled up. The broken
shards around the flower pots have been cleared
away. The cardtable is Down Left against the
screen with the chairs Up Stage. After a moment,
the Stage Right door opens and we hear WELLER
talking to someone in the house.

WeLLer. Never mind. She’s probably out here.
(WELLER enters. He is wearing dark grey pants, a
washed out green shirt and a light grey jocket. He
crosses Center.) Fonsia. Fonsie. She might be out in
the garden. (He crosses Down Right, looking out into
the theatre.) Fonsie. Fonsie, is that you out there?

Fonsia. (She is in the House Lejft Aisle.) What is
it, Weller?

WeLLER. (Having crossed onto the flagstone apron.)
1 wanted to talk to you. It’s getting pretty dark out

there. You’d better come in.
Fonsia. Il be in, in a little while. (WELLER sits

Stage Right on the step.) Why don’t you just go on.
WeLLer. I'll just sit here until you’re ready to come

in.

Fonsia. Weller, T want to be alone for awhile—out

here . . . not in my room.
WeLier. I didn’t mean to disturb you, Fonsia.

Honestly, I don’t mind sitting here . . . waiting.
33
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Fonsia. (Beginning to cross toward the stage.) No.
You're right. It is dark out there now. 1t was so pretty
before, with all the spring flowers.

WeLLER. (Rises and crosses to FoNSIA who now
stands Stage Right on the apron. FONSIA 8 wearing a
navy blue dress with white polka-dots, the same rose-
colored sweater and the same sandals.) Fonsia, i
get right to the point. I owe you an apology.

Fonsia. Yes, you do.

WeLLER. Alright. Fonsia, I am embarrassed by my
own behavior yesterday and I sincerely apologize.
(WELLER bows to FonsIa.)

Fonsia. (Passing WELLER and crossing up the step.)
I can't tell whether youre joking or whether you
really mean it.

WeLLer. Of course I mean it. What do you want
me to say? That I behaved like a complete ass? I'm
sorry that I upset you, and . . . I'm just sorry, that'’s
all.

Fonsia. You frightened me. I don’t think you realize
how much your temper affects people.

WeLLER. (Crossing Center on the step.) I'm sure it
can be rather awesome at times—but, it’s nothing to
be afraid of.

FonsiA. (Crossing Right of Center.) 1 don’t think
I'm so much afraid of what you're going to do to
me. I just don't know what’s going to happen next.
When you threw that table . . .

WeLLER. (Crossing Center, onto the stage.) Oh, that
was nothing. It wasn’t directed at you, anyway.

FonsIa. (Sitting Stage Right on the glider.) Tt still
frightened me.

WeLLER. (Crosses and sits Stage Left on the glider.)
Fonsie, let’s be realistic about this. Except for the
couple of times that I lost my temper, 1 think we've
thoroughly enjoyed each other’s company.
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Fonsia. I enjoy your company, Weller . . . but you
can’t play Gin.

WeLLER. What? What do you mean I can’: play Gin.
Lord, woman, I was playing Gin. . .

Fonsia. No, no. No, Weller. I didn’t mean you can’t
play Gin. I mean you can’t play without losing your
temper.

WeLLer. Jesus. Next thing you know, you'll be
thinking you're some sort of expert, for Christsake.

Fonsia. My lands, no. Lord knows Y'm no expert. I
just play like an expert.

WeLLER. (Rising and crossing to the bookcase.)
Oh God. Now she’s done it.

Fonsia. Oh, Weller. I was only teasing.

WEeLLER. (At the bookcase.) Goddamnit, where are
those cards. (He finds a deck of cards and crosses to
the cardtable.)

Fonsia. As the Lord is my savior, Weller, I was only
teasing you.

WreLLER. Lots of people tease like that. They say
exactly what the hell they mean—then they say, “I
was only kidding.” (WELLER pulls the table to Center
—under the light fixture.) Where’s my scorepad? You
can’t keep anything around this place. (WELLER puts
the cards on the table and crosses Stage Left to get
a chair.)

Fonsta. Now, Weller. I'm not going fo play any Gin
with you.

WELLER. (Crossing with a chair and placing it Stage
Left at the table.) Oh, come on, Fonsie, for God’s
sake.

Fonsia. I mean it.

WeLLER. (Crossing Stage Left to get the second
chair.) Alright, don’t play. Go back in there with all
those glassy-eyed old bastards. (He places this chair
Stage Right of the table.)
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Fonsia. You shouldn’t talk about them that way.
You’re part of this thing here too, you know.

WELLER. Yeah, well in that case, I'm the part of it
that’s breathing. (He crosses to the light switch on
the Stage Right wall.) Don’t kid yourself that this is
anything more than a warehouse for the intellectually
and emotionally dead. (He switches on the light and
crosses to Stage Right of the table.) Nothing more
than a place to store them until their bodies quit.

Fonsia. God, you're cynical.

WELLER. (Sitting in the Stage Right chair.) Tt isn’t
cynical. It’s a fact, that’s all.

Fonsia. Well, I'm sure glad I don’t look at life that
way. It’s just the mercy of God that we're able to get
around a little better than they are. They’re just sick,
that’s all.

WELLER. (Shuffling the cards.) They’re not half as
sick as the ones who put them here. And they’re not
a third as sick as this bunch that’s supposed to be
taking care of them.

Fonsta. Which side of this thing are you on, anyway?
Sometimes I think you’re just looking for a fight.

WELLER. (Dealing out a game of solitaire.) I'm just
looking to mind my own business.

Fonsia. And you’ve got a horrible temper . . . and
a sarcastie streak.

WELLER. (Turning to look at Fownsia.) So what. If I
were you, I wouldn’t be talking about anybody else’s
shortcomings. (He turns back to the table.)

Fonsia. What’s that supposed to mean?

WELLER. Well, neither one of us is winning any
popularity contest out here on Visitors’ Day.

Fonsia. Oh, I see. No one visits me, so I'm an evil
person,
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WELLER. (T'urns toward Fonsia.) Did you ever hear
of Ty Cobb?

Fonsia. He played baseball.

WELLER. (Returning to game.) That’s right. Ty
Cobb played baseball. He played baseball for 24 years.
You know how many of his team-mates showed up for
his funeral? Three! Kinda makes you think that Ty
Cobb may have been something less than a warm, lov-
ing human being, doesn’t it.

Foxsia. Maybe.
WELLER. Well, sir. He’s three ahead of us on visitors.

Fonsia, Just what are you driving at, Weller?

WeLLER. (Turning to Fonsia.) Why doesn’t your
son come to visit you?

Fownsia. I told you. He lives in Denver. I thought
you understood that.

WELLER. Then why aren’t you in an old age home
in Denver? Or you'd think at least he'd come to see
that you're comfortable and that it’s a decent
place . . .

Fonsia. I don’t want to talk about this anymore.
(WELLER furns back to the table.) The Sunshine
Ladies are going to be here tonight. I think I’ll go in
and talk to them for awhile.

WEeLLER. Help yourself.

Fonsia. I suppose you think they’re just so many
jerks, too.

WeLLER. Now, I never said anything like that.
They’re a damn sight more sincere than some that
come out here. Like that group that came looking for
substitute Grandparents. What was that called?

Fonsia. . . . Extension Family.

WEeLLER. That’s it, Extension Family. No, it wasn’
extension . .

Fonsia. Extended!
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WeLLER. Extended! That’s it! Unitarians. Wanted
to psychoanalyze everything for Christsake.

Fonsia. Weller, I wish you wouldn’t take the Lord’s
name so much.

WEeLLER. What’s it going to be? Gin or the Sunshine
Ladies.

Fonsia. Oh, I think I should go in.

WeLLer. Hell, they’re not going to be here for an
hour or more.

Fonsia. Still . . . I think I’d better. (She rises and
slowly starts to cross to the Stage Right door.)

WeLLER. Alright, Goddamnit! Go ahead. I don’t see
how you can stand it in there. The same damn empty
look on face after face. You ought to see them the day
they change the bed linens. Maybe you have. All lined
up in their wheelchairs, all up and down the hall . . .
like rows of wrinkled pumpkin heads.

Fonsia. (At the Stage Right door, she turns and
crosses back to Center.) Maybe we could play a few
hands. You’re just going to pester me 'til 1 play any-
way. (She crosses to the piano to get her pillow.)

WeLLER. Well, what the hell else is there to do?

Fonsia. (Crossing to the table.) Not much, I guess.

WeLLER. Would you see if you can find my score-
pad? Thank you.

Fonsia. (Leaves the pillow on the chair and crosses
to the bookcase to get the pad and pencil) I'm so
tired of the TV. And all Mrs, Leala wants to talk
about is her funeral arrangements. (She crosses to the
table and puts the pad and pencil down.)

WeLLER. You won’t find a hotter topic of conversa-
tion—I don’t care who you talk to. Not around here.
(He marks the lines on the pad.)

Fonsia. (Sitting in the Stage Left chair.) My
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mother was that way. As far as I can remember,
funerals were the only social life she had. Well, if this
isn’t the pot calling the kettle black. Here 1 sit talk-
ing about the same thing they are. (She puts on her
glasses.)

WeLLEr. That’s what happens when you get too far
away from playing Gin. Atrophy. Next thing you know,
you'll be staring out of the window all day long.

Fonsia, Weller, you're impos . . .

WeLLer. (Dealing.) One, one. Two, two. Three,
three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven.
Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. And eleven for you.
(They pick up their cards.)

Fonsia. Now, if I win, don’t you shout at me.

WeLLer. Fonsia, 1 fully expect you to win, and I
promise to do my level best not to rant and rave about
it, '

Fonsia. Well, now. I’'m going to hold you to that.

WeLLER. 1 swear, Fonsie, you get yourself upset
about the silliest things.

Fownsta. Well . . .

WeLLER. Well, you do.

Fonsia. Sometimes, I guess. (They begin to play.)
You know, something used to worry me sick when 1
was working.

WeLLer. What's that?

Fonsia. Now, this really is silly. I was always afraid
I was going to misspell a word.

WeLLER. Now there’s a novel fear for you.

Fonsia. It’s the truth. I had to work after I divorced
Walter. I worked as an Apartment Manager. Course,
1 didn’t have any education to speak of.

WeLLEr. Well, you've got a good mind.

Fonsia. Still, I was always afraid they’d find out.

WeLLEr. Find out what?
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Fonsia. Well, I put down that I had graduated High
School.

WELLER. For the Lord’'s sake. Who cares whether
you graduated High School or not. My God. How old
are you, anyway?

Fonsia. Seventy-one.

WEme:R. Seventy-one. And you’re afraid that some-
one’s going to find out that fifty years ago you didn’t
graduate with the class. My God, Fonsia. (He discards
and she picks it up. She looks at her hand and then
at WELLER.)

Fonsia. Weller.

WELLER. You've got Gin.

Fonsia. Yes. (Fonsia lays her cards down.)

) WeLLER. I knew it. I knew it. I’'m stuck with . . .

$ght.k (He 'm;lzrks the scorepad with 'F's and 'W’s.)
ou know, when you get Gin, you're su

the discard face down.g Y pposed to put

Fonsia. (Turning the card over.) Oh, I'm sorry.

) WELLER. It’s no big deal. It’s just the way the game
is played, that’s all. Let’s see, eight plus twenty-five
gives you thirty-three. And, of course, I get my cus-
tomary goose-egg. (He marks down the score.)

Fonsia. Weller, I can’t help it. I'm sorry.

WEeLLER. Don’t be sorry for me, for Christsake.

Fonsia. I wish you could win one.

WELLER. You play your best, damnit. I'm not going
t,? have you trying to lose just to appease poor Weller.
I'm one of the best damn Gin players you'll ever see.
. . . (He deals.) One, one. Two, two. Three, three.
Fjour, four. Five, five. Six, six. Seven, seven. Eight
Elglllmt;iNirt)e, nige. Ten, ten. Eleven . . . and I sure a.s,

ell don’t need any help from . )
their cards.) v ep you. (They pick up
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Fonsia. Alright, Weller. (They arrange their cards
and Fonsia discards.) Transferred.

WeLLER. What?

Foxwsia. Transferred!

WeLLEr. What the hell are you talking about?

Fonsia. How many “r's” are there in the word

“Transferred?”’
WeLLER. Transferred . . . two.
Fonsia. Hah!
WeLLER. Three? What the hell.
Fonsia. Three!

WeLLEr. Three.
Fonsia. There are three “r’s” in the word “Trans-

ferred.” I had to look that word up everytime I spelled
it for twenty-five years. Course, you get a lot of people
transferred in the apartment business. (She discards.)

WeLLER. You’re not paying any mind to what you're
doing.

Fonsia. Yes, I am too.

WeLLER. You just gave me the Jack of Hearts.

Foxsia. Well, I can’t use it.

WerLer. 1 know. But I picked up a Jack not more
than thirty seconds ago. You knew I was keeping Jacks.
Now, why’d you give me another one?

Fonsia. Because I'm not keeping Jacks!

WerLer. Well, T got the Gin. (He lays his cards
out.) So you'll be pleased to know that your little plan
worked. (He rises and crosses Down Right.)

Foxsia. What plan? In the name of the Lord.

WeLLER. (Crossing back to the table.) 1 told you
not to lose on purpose, by God, and I meant it. 1
don’t need you to let me win.

Foxsia. I am not letting you win. Ch, 1 wish you
could see yourself right now, Weller. (She rises and

turns Up Stage.)
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WeLLER. Where are you going?

Fonsia. (Turns back to WeLLER.) If you could see
yourself, you wouldn’t act this way.

WeLLER. 1 said, where do you think you’re going?

Fonsia. It's late, Weller. I think we should go in.
(She starts to cross Up Stage.)

WeLLER. (Coming around the Down Stage side of
the table and Up Left to FONSIA, he grabs her arm
and swings her Down Stage.) You sit right back down
over there, Fonsia. We're nowhere near quitting. In
fact, we're just getting started. (He crosses to the
Stage Right side of the table.)

Fonsta. (Crossing back to the table.) Besides, you
said you wouldn’t get this way.

WeLLER. I’m not getting any way. All I’'m asking
you to do is play the cards the way you normally
would and try to win. (He sits and gathers the cards.)

Fonsia. (Crossing Down Stage of the Stage Left
chair.) Weller, 1 don’t like this. I think you should
try to see one of the doctors when they come by.

WeLLer. Hand me those cards over there.

Fonsia. (She gives him the cards that she has left
on the Up Left corner of the table and sits.) Maybe
the doctor could give you some pills.

WeLLer. I’ll worry about the doctors. You just play
your cards and play them right. (He puts the cards
down and looks up at FoNsiA.) Fonsia, I'm going to
get to the bottom of this. No. We're going to get to
the bottom of this because you're going to help me.
What we’re going to dois . . . we're going to find out
exactly what force is at work here. There’s a reason
that you constantly draw precisely the card you need
—and you do, come hell or high water—and I'm going
to find out what that force is. (He deals.) One, one.
Two, two. Three, three. Four, four. Five, five, Six,
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gix. Seven, seven. Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten.
Eleven. (They pick up their cards. Fonsia looks at her
hand, closes it, and puts it down on the table.)

Fonsia. Weller, I'm not feeling well.

WeLLER. Play your cards, damnit! (Fonsia glares at
him.) I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I’'m sorry. Please play your
cards.

Fonsia. (Picks up her hand.) This i3 ridiculous.

WeLLER. 1 don’t care if it’s ridiculous or not. Dis-
card. (She does.) Alright. Now I'l! discard and
Fonsia’ll pick it up, won’t you. (Fonsia picks up
WeLLER's discard.) She did. T told you she would.
Didn’t I tell you she would.

Fonsia. Weller, who are you talking to?

WeLLer. To myself. To me and my little man.
(Fonsia looks up.) You see, there’s a little man sitting
right there. (He points to his Down Stage shoulder.)
Now, I'll discard and it’s going to be the exact card
that Fonsia wants. (He discards. Fonsia hesitates, then
finally takes his discard.) What did I tell you! Christ!
She controls my mind.

Fonsia. Oh Lord.

WeLLER. This time I'll trick her. I'm going to dis-
card this card . . . and, no. At the last moment I
change my mind and discard this card. (Fonsia draws
from the deck.) And she doesn’t take it. By God, I
think I’ve found the answer. You’ve been reading my
mind, haven’t you, Fonsia? What are you? Some sort
of witch? No, that’s not it. 1 know whst it is. Divine
Intervention. That’s what it is. Divine Intervention.

Fonsia. Weller, stop it.

WeLLer. Well, it is, isn’t it?

Fonsia. (She puts her cards face down on the table
and turns Up Stage, ready to stand.) It's late. I think

we should go in.
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WELLER. You've got it, haven’t you. i i
Fonsia. No, Weller. I don’t hav}e’ Girzf ouve got Gin.
, WELLER. You've got to say so when you get it, now.
Il l?e damned if I want you sitting over there with
Gin in your hand just waiting for me to go out.
Fonsia. (She picks up her cards.) Believe me, I'll tell
;'g::. I need one more card. And when I get it,,I’H tell
WELLER. Well, sir. You won’t be getti
help from me. (He discards and she zn%ks ix;gu;.r)lymore
Fonsia. Well, I got it. There it is—Gin, (She lays
her cards down on the table.) Now can we quit?
WEeLLER. Who gave you that card? I want to know
who gave you that card] (He rises and leans in toward
Fpnsm. She pulls back.) God gave you that ecard
didn’t he? Didn’t God give you that card? '
Fonsia. Yes, Weller. God gave me that card.
I;V};E;*:,Sz;m.u]gpn’t yo; ;l)atronize me, you biteh,
A. (Rises and sla '
thivrerk you’re talking to, I\ZZKELLER-) Just who do you
VELLER. (Slowly sinks back down on . )
Alright, alright. T shouldn’t have called ;c?u’:}faghmr.)
Fonsia. (Beginning to cross Up Right.) 1’1l n.ot sit
he@ and halx\rTe you call me names.
ELLER, No. No. Don’t go. i
th;t ought o be ouome go. I said I was sorry. Now
ONSIA. (On her way to the )
I’ve had enough of this v?i'hole thinés.’tage Fight door.)
WELLER. 1 said, don’t £o.
Fonsia. I’'m _going to call one of the nurses.
WELLER'. (Rises and crosses Up Center.) No! No!
Wait a minute. What would you want to do tha@, for?;
Call one of the nurses. What are you going to tell the
Nurse? . - . “I'm being held hostage by a maniac
who’s forcing me to play Gin?”
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Fonsia. Well, I ought to tell her something.

WEeLLER. (Crosses to his chair and. sits.) One more
hand. I promise. Just one more hand. (He tries to
gather up the cards.)

Fonsia. (Crossing toward the sofa where she sits.)
This is so upsetting.

WeLLER, If I can just get these damned cards
straightened up. (Reaching for the scorepad.) What
the hell’s the score? Fonsia—a thousand . . . ten
thousand. Oh, screw it. (He throws the pad and pencil
on the floor. Fonsia rises and starts to cross to the
Stage Right door.) Look. We'll play this one more
hand. Just this one, and then we’ll quit. Come on,
Fonsie. I promise. This will be the last hand. (A4s he
deals, FoNsiA crosses to her chair and sits.) One, one.
Two, two. Three, three. Four, four. Five, five. Six, six.
Seven, seven. Eight, eight. Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven.

(They pick up their cards.)

Fonsia. I hope this is quick.

WeLLER. You mean I didn’t deal you a perfect hand?
1 must be slipping.

Fonsia. Just play your cards, Weller.

WeLLER, Just play your cards, Weller. My, aren’t

we getting tough.

Fonsta. Not tough. Just tired. Very tired.

WeLLer. Well, all you have to do . . . (He draws
and looks at the card.) Goddamnit. All you have to
do is win this one real quick and we can go in. (He
discards and TFonsia picks it up.) Son-of-a-bitch.
(Fonsia glares at him.) I’'m talking about the cards.

Fonsia. No, you're not. (She looks at her cards,
trying to decide what to discard.)

WeLLER. Aw, for Christsake, come on. (She discards.
He draws.) Goddamnit. (He discards.)

Fonsia. (She draws.) Every second braath you draw
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‘has to be a curse word, doesn’t it. (She discards. He
draws.)

WeLLER. Shit! (He discards. She picks up his dis-
ca.rd,‘then slowly, without a word, she lays down her
winning hand.) Say it! You've got it, Goddamnit. Say
it! (He rises and leans in toward Fonsia.) SAY IT!

Fonsia. (Very guietly.) Gin.

WELLER. Oh, for Christsake, you can say it louder
than that. I can hardly even hear you.

Foxnsia. GIN, GODDAMNIT! GIN!

WELLER. (He throws his cards down.) Alright! We
can go in. (He begins to cross Up Stage as the curtain
comes in.)

ACT TWO
ScENE 2

It is the following Sunday afternoon. The table and
the chairs are still Center Stage. There is a deck
9,f cards_ on the table: As the curtain rises, WELLER
is crossing Down Stage, looking back at the Up
Right door, a newspaper in his hand. In place
of tl_ze jacket, he now wears a dark blue-grey
cardigan sweater. Instead of loafers, black
sandals. He sits on the step Left of Center and
pr.etends to read the paper. Fonsia enters Up
Right. She is dressed as in the previous scene,
byt has removed the sweater. She crosses and
sits Stage Left on the glider.

Fonsia. Mrs. Mayes just told me my sister Hattie

was out here on the porch—came to see me.
WeLLER. 1 thought you said she lived in Ottawa.
Fonsia. 1 did.
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WreLLeEr. Well sir, no one’s been out; here.

Fonsia. I didn't expect there would be.

WeLLer. How've you been?

Fonsia. Mrs. Mayes isn’t all that clever, you know.

WeLLER. Oh, you can’t pay any attention to anything
she says. She doesn’t even know what’s going on half
the time.

Fonsia. Oh, she got the message straight alright.

WEeLLER. (Closes the paper and turns to Fonsia.)
What am I supposed to say?

Fonsia. She said, “Mr. Martin told me to tell you
that your sister’s waiting on the porch.”

WELLER, (Rises and crosses onto the porch, tossing
the paper Down Stage Left.) Oh, I didn’t tell her any
such thing.

Fonsia. Who the Harry do you think you're kidding,
Weller? Do you suppose I'd believe that? A sister T
haven’t seen for fifteen years—I would come out here
looking for her?

WeLLER. Well, you didn't believe it—so what the
hell are you complaining about?

Fonsia. It’s disgusting that you would go that far
just to get me out here.

WerLer. I don’t give a damn if you never come out
here. (He crosses Stage Left of the table to Up Left.)

Fonsia. Oh, yes you do. I know why you want me
out here. It’s that blasted card game—you just can’t
get that off your mind.

WeLLEr. I haven’t asked you to play all week, have
I?

Fonsia. I haven’t talked to you all week.

WeLLEr. So what! I could’ve asked you to play—
if T was so all fired hot about it.

Fonsia. It’s been on your mind . . . I can tell that.

WeLLer. What's so strange about that? Does that

make me some sort of nut?
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Fownsia. You just can’t drop it. It was a game,
Weller. You lost. It’s over. So forget it.

WELLEB. Well . . . suppose I do want to play you
again.

Fonsia. Nothing doing. The minute you lost, it'd
be the same thing all over again. I may be old, but
I'm not crazy.

WELLER. I'm not crazy, either.

Fonsia. I've never seen a man get so wild over a
game of cards in my life. It’s not natural, Weller.
There’s something wrong.

WELLER. (Crossing to Up Right of the table.) Oh,
I know all about how you think there’s something
wrong with me. They called me down to the office
last Tuesday to tell me they were thinking of having
a psychiatrist come out here and talk to me. Do you
know what they could do if he says there’s something
wrong with my mind? They could have me committed
to the State Mental Hospital. The very fact that you
complained makes me a trouble-maker.

Fonsia. You could need help and not know it
There’s such a thing as that, you know. All I was try-
ing to do was help you,

WELLER. Goddamnit, I don’t need your help. And
don’t you go judging me. (He crosses Down Left to his
newspaper.)

Fonsia. Alright . . . suit yourself. I just felt as long
as you've got some money, it wouldn’t hurt to have
you talk to someone who might be able. . .

WELLER. (Stopping and turning to Fonsia.) Got
some money ? Who told you I had money?

Fonsia. Well, you did. You had your own business

- - and you did well, I thought. Flying around the
country, I just assumed. . .

WELLER. (Crosses and sits in the Stage Left chair.)
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Oh hell, I did do well. You’re right. I built that God-
damn business. And if I'd had a little better luck with
my business partners, I'd probably still have it. Christ,
I was literally thrown out of my own business.

Fonsia. How could they do that? Didn’t you get
anything? _

WEeLLER. It’s too complicated. Yes, I had some
money. 1 had over forty-seven thousand dollars. But
I made the mistake of getting sick. Then I made the
mistake of getting well. I stayed at Belair Convales-
cent two and a half years after my heart attack. Then
1 had a relapse—had to go to the hospital for four
days—and those bastards at Belair wouldn’t hold my
bed. I didn’t have any money left so they didn’t have
to take me back. I was placed here. Placed! By some
lowly, brainless bastard at the Welfare Department.
(There is a flash of lightning followed by thunder.)
And now you're trying to have me declared some sort
of personality problem around here.

Fonsia. Maybe 1 shouldn’t have said anything. No,
if I didn’t say something, the next thing you know
they’d find one of us out here on the floor.

WELLER. Oh, Fonsia, don’t be ridiculous.

Fonsia. You may think it’s ridiculous—but I’'m the
one that’s getting shouted at and pushed around. And
the way you look at me when you get like that. I
don’t know what you might do.

WEeLLER. What do you think I'm going to do? Hit
you over the head?

Fonsia. I just don’t know.

WELLER. You just don’t know. Good God, you make
harsh judgments, Fonsia. I'm a potential murderer.
I’'m crazy, I'm vulgar. According to you I'm a hopeless
sinner for taking the Lord’s name all the time. I’m dis-
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honest in business. . . (4s he speaks, there 15 a flash
of lightning and a rumble of thunder.)

Fonsia. 1 never said that.

WELLER. What?

Fonsia. That you were dishonest in business.

WeLLER. The hell you didn’t. Remember the guy who
paid me four thousand . . .

Fonsia. No, you said yourself it was only worth

five hundred. .
WeLLER. 1 said it was worth whatever he was willing

to pay. ) )
Fonsia. Well, you're the one who has to live with

it. (Pause.) _
WeLLER. You know what’s wrong with most of the
people in the world today? They have a mother who’s

just like you. .
Tonsia. That is the most insulting remark I have

ever heard in my life. _
WeLLer. God. T’ll bet your son has had a hard time

of it. .
Fonsia. Weller, that’s personal and it’s none of your

business.

WeLLER. I know why Larry doesn’t visit you. I know
why now . . .

Fonsia. Weller. . .

WeLLer. Tt doesn’t have a damn thing to do with

Denver, or distance, or job or anything else like that.
1 know what it is now. You've made him feel like the
lowest piece of crap on earth for so long he can’t stand
the sight of you. He hates you. :

Fonsia. That’s not true! And 1 won't have you talk
to me like that!

WeLLer. He’s never done anything right, has he?
He’s never done a thing in this world to please you,

has he?
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Fonsia. (Rising and turning to face WELLER.) Stop
it, Weller. I'm warning you.

WeLLER. (Rising.) He doesn’t even live in Denver,
does he? (A flash of lightning and thunder is heard.)

Fonsia. Well, that is the craziest thing I have ever
heard in my life.

WeLLer. (He crosses Down Left of the glider.
Fonsia backs eway.) You are guilty of lying. Fonsia
is a liar, because your son lives right here in town . . .
and you know it.

Fonsia. He does not hate me. He doesn’t hate me.

WeLLer. Then why doesn’t he visit you? Why does
he totally ignore his own mother?

Fonsta. He . . . he just doesn’t bother, I guess. He
just doesn’t bother. (WELLER turns away and crosses
Center. He turns back to face Fonsia) How did you
know he lives here?

WeLLEr. I didn’t. I was guessing.

Fonsia. Guessing?

WeLLER. Yes. Guessing.

Fonsia. Cuessing! (She runs at WELLER and begins
to beat at him.) You bastard! You bastard! 1 hate
you. . . (WELLER drops his cane and holds up his
arms to ward off her blows. He grabs her arms to
restrain her. Finally, she subsides into sobs.)

WeLLer. Fonsie. Fonsie. Fonsie. I'm sorry. I'm
sorry. (WELLER begins to put his arms around FoNSIA.
She breaks away and sits Stage Left on the glider,
sobbing. WELLER picks up his cane and crosses a few
steps Up Stage. He turns. After a moment, he shivers.)
Lord, it’s getting cold out here. It’s getting darker,
to0o0. That storm’s coming closer. (WELLER crosses Up
Stage of Fonsia, taking off his sweater. He tosses it
over her shoulders, then pats her left shoulder. She
puts her hand over his.)
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Fonsia. Weller. . . I did lie to you. I'm on Wel-
fare, too.

WELLER. (Crossing Stage Right of the glider.) Well,
I guess we just lived too long, Fonsia. (He sits at the
Stage Right end of the glider.)

) Fonsia. I had a little money. But with the hospital
bills and trying to look after myself . . . plus I still
had that little house on Ash Street I was trying to run.
Of course, you can’t expect your children to give up
their lives. But I fixed his wagon on that house, by
God. That went straight to the presbytery.

WeLLER. Oh. Well, I didn’t mean . all that I said
before. (It begins to rain.)

Fonsia. They can do whatever they want with it.
But it’s one thing he won’t get.

WEeLLER. Here comes the rain.

Fonsia. I know who he takes after. His father was
as rotten as they come. I did hope that Larry’d be
different. And after all I did for him, what’s he up and
go about five years ago but try and look up his father!

Over my dead body,” I told him. “You do that and
yow've seen the last of me!” Sometimes I think he
does hate me. I don't know.

WI'ELLER. You’re just getting yourself all upset,
Fonsia. There isn’t a thing in the world you can do.

Fonsta. I know. I shouldn’t get this way.

WeLLER. Try to relax yourself. You're only doing
ypurself harm. What you need is to get your mind off
hlm._( There 18 a loud clap of thunder accompanied by
a brilliant flash of lightning. The lights in the house
go out. Foxsia and WELLER cringe. When the thunder
c_izes ‘away, WELLER rises and crosses Up Center, look-
ing into house.) I hope that didn’t hit the home! (The
lights in the house come on.) No. I guess it just hit a
power line or something. (WELLER starts back towards
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Fonsia. He is stopped by the sound of water hitting
the porch. He turns and sees a heavy stream of water
coming from the porch roof.) What the hell is that?
The roof’s leaking again! They were supposed to have
renovated this place five years.ago, and look at that!
The Goddamn roof leaks. (He crosses Stage Left look-
ing for something to put under the leak. He decides on
the tin liner from a planter. He places this under the
leak and begins crossing Stage Righ!.) The walls are
so damn thin you can punch your finger right through
them. The heat doesn’t work. This is a goddamn slum.
That’s what it is. A goddamn slum. [t’s falling apart.
(Pointing to the light switch on the Stage Right wall.)
Look at that! There’s a perfect example of exactly
what I'm talking about. That switch is on there at
damned near a forty-five degree angle. (He switches
on the light.) T don’t know how drunk a man would
have to be to think that’s straight up and down.

Fonsia. (Laughing.) 1 know it's so.

WeLLeR. (Has crossed Stage Left to look at the
leak.) 1 guess it's going to rain all afternoon.

Fonsia. I think so . . .

WeLLER. (As he turns and crosses to the cardtable.)
Well, come on. I'll play you a hand of Gin.. (He sits
in the Stage Left chair and begins to shuffle the
cards.)

Fonsia. You know, Weller. You can be such an
enjoyable person to be with. You’ve got a wonderful
sense of humor . . . If it wasn’t for that damned Gin
game.

WeLLEr. My goodness, Fonsia. Such language.

Fonsia. Weller, I've played all the cards I'm going

to play.
WseLLER. I'm not going to argue with you, Fonsia.

We're playing Gin.
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Fonsia. That’s it, Weller. You're not going to drop
this Gin game business, and I'm not going to play.
So there’s no reason for us to sit here and argue about
it. Il just go on in. (She rises and starts crossing
toward Up Right.)

WeLLER. You stay right where you are.

Fonsia. It's the only thing I know to do.

WeLLER. (Rises and crosses Up Center.) What do
you mean, it’s the only thing you know to do? You
came out here, didn’t you?

Fonsia. (Crossing to Stage Right of WELLER.) Yes,
I did. But certainly not to play Gin. All I wanted. . .

WeLLER. All you wanted to do was manipulate me.
We've been playing your game . . . Now we're going
to play mine.

Tonsia. (Takes off the sweater and puts it over
WeLLER's arm.) I'm not even going to get into this
with you, Weller. (FoNsIA begins to cross toward the
Stage Right door. WELLER Crosses in front of her to
block her way. Fonsia crosses Stage Left and WELLER
follows her to Up Center.)

WeLLER. The hell you're not. You knew your sister
Hattie wasn’t out here. You saw through my little
plan to get you out here and you came out anyway.
You can’t tell me you didn’t enjoy beating me game
after game. Watching me get angrier and angrier.

Fonsia. Taking a chance on Lord knows what kind
of violence.

WeLLer. Don’t be ridiculous. (He begins to put on
his sweater.)

Fonsia. 1 don’t think I am being ridiculous when 1
say that. When you lose that temper of yours, I think
you’re capable of anything.

WeLLER. (Crossing to Up Stage of the table.) Will
you get off that, for Christsake, and come back over
here and sit down.
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Fonsia. No, Weller. I'm going in. (She crosses Up
Right.)

WeLLER. I’'m not going to let you go in there. You'll
tell them I'm crazy. (WELLER chases her and grabs
her by the shoulder.)

Fonsia. Let me go! Take your hands off me! (She
pulls away and crosses to Center.)

WeLLEr. (Looking toward the door.) Quiet, for
Christsake, they'll hear you!

Fonsia. I hope they do.

WELLER. (Crosses Center. FONSIA backs Stage Left.)
You do, don’t you. You'd love to get in there and tell
them I've been out here shouting at vou again. That'd
do the trick. Vindictive! That's what you are. Vin-
dictive! Screwed your own son out of that house just
to get even with him—for God knows what reason.

Fonsia. (Advancing on him.) That’s my business,
Goddamnit! And you can just shut up about it. Who
do you think you are, anyway. Maybe I had good
reason for what I did. You just don’t know the situ-
ation. All you care about in the world is that damned
Gin game. You're the one who's so vindictive. Saying
anything to me, just because 1 won’t play. ..
(WELLER has crossed to Up Left of the table. FoNsIA
counters to Up Right of the table.)

WerLLEr. Sit down! Sit down!

Fonsia. Goddamn you! (She stands glaring at him.)
Alright! Goddamn you. (She sits in the Stage Right
chair.) '

WeLLEr. (Sits and picks up the cards.) We'll play
one hand and you play to win, Goddamnit!

Fonsia. Don’t you worry about that, Mister!

WeLLeR. Alright. This is it! This is the game!

Fonsia. (Hitting the table.) Deal!

WeLLER. (He deals.) One. (He has given FoNsIA the
first card as usual. He changes it, giving himself the
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first card.) One! One. Two, two. Three, three. Four,
four. Five, five. Six, six. . )

WeLLer/Fonsia. . . . Seven, seven. Eight, eight.
Nine, nine. Ten, ten. Eleven.

WeLLER. I'm going to beat you this hand . . . By
God, I’'m going to beat you. o

Fonsia. 1 don’t know what makes you think it’s

oing to be any different this time. )
¢ WiLLER. D());l’t you get smart with me. (A Choir
starts singing Off Up Right.)

Fonsia. I'm not getting smart. It’s the truth. If you
played this game so0 well, you would have beaten me
long ago. ,

WeLLer. Shut up, Goddamnit! T'll show you who's
going to win. You just concentrate on your cards.

Fonsta. It’s your discard.

WeLLer. I know it’s my discard. (He discards and
the game begins.)

Fonsia. I hope you do lose. I hope you lose so badly
... God.

WeLLER. Jesus Christ, another choir. That’s all we
need is another choir. (Fonsia draws from the deck.)
Why don't you pick up my discard and Gin on me?
You can’t do it, can you? It’s going to take more than
luck this time.

Fonsia. You have to be the victim of bad luck, don’t
you, Weller.

WeLLER. Watch your cards.

Fonsia. Because if it wasn't bad luck, it’d have to
be something else, wouldn’t it?

WeLLEer. 1 said, watch your cards.

Fonsia. It'd have to be something like maybe you
think you play this game a whole lot better than you

really play it. . . ] _
WeLLEr. Goddamnit, Fonsia. You're asking for it
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Fonsta. If it hadn’t been bad luck with your busi-
ness partners, then it would’ve had to been bad judg-
ment . . . or worse yet, maybe they were simply
better businessmen than you were.

WeLLER. You shut your fucking mouth! You don’t
know the first thing about it.

Fonsia. Don’t you use that word in my presence!

WeLLER. I’ll use any fueking word I please.

Fonsia. (Continuing the game.) You're just like the
one I got. A filthy foulmouth. There I was with a two-
year-old baby listening to such filth.

WeLLER. I'm sure he had a damned good reason for
using it.

Fonsta. I fixed his wagon. He cams home one night
with half a load on, and I had everything he owned
right on the street. T mean, right on the street! And
that was the end of that!

WeLLER. I would’ve knocked your damned teeth in.

Fonsia. Yes. And I would have had you in jail so
fast it would have made your head spin.

WEeLLER. Bullshit!

Fowsia. Don’t you think I wouldn’t. Besides, Walter
was too much of a coward to do that anyway.

WeLLer. You don’t have too many kind things to
say about the men in your life, do you?

Tonsia. Tl admit it. When it comes to men, I've
been very unlucky.

WeLLER. You've been what?

Fonsia. I haven’t had much success.

WeLLER. You've been unlueky!

Fonsia. Alright!

WEeLLER. Sounds like you’ve been having the same
kind of bad luck you’ve been telling me about. It had
to be bad luck, because if it wasn’t bad luck, it
would’ve had to been the fact that maybe it was you!
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That maybe you're a rigid, self-righteous, vicious. . .

Foxsia. Alright! You made your point. Just be quiet
and play the cards.

WeLLer. (Holding a card he has drawn.) You want
this ane. This is the one you want. And I’'m going to
have to give it to you, too. Damnit! (He discards and
she picks it up.)

Fonsia. Well, that was stupid. You gave me a
{Queen) three plays ago. 'l take it.

WeLLER. I didn’t have any choice, idiot!

Fonsia. (Enraged.) Don’t you call me an idiot.
Don’t you ever call me an idiot, you. . . . Fuck! (She
sinks back in her chair. WELLER shakes his head.) 1
have never said that word in my life.

WELLER. Play a card.

Fonsia. Alright! God Damn you. (She discards.)

WeLLer. (He draws a card from the deck.) Now!
Now, we'll see who's stupid. One card. One card. Now,
we'll see who's an idiot. (He discards.)

Fonsia. Shut your mouth. (She draws and discards.)

WewLer. (Holding his hand over the deck.) Be it.
Be it. Be it. (He draws.) Goddamn. So close. (WELLER
discards and Fonsia picks it up. She puls the card in
her hand and chooses her discard. She holds it up for
WeLLER to see. It’s the one he meeds. As he reaches
for it, she flips it over, face down, on the discard pile.)

Fonsia. Gin.

WeLLER, Gin?

Fonsia. (Pushing her chair away from the table.)
Gin!

WeLLer. (Letting his cards fall out of his hand.)
Gin. (He rises.) Gin. (He crosses Up Stage of the
table and raises his cane in the air. She rises and
crosses Up Right of the glider just as WELLER slams
his cane down on her chair.) GINI
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Fonsia. Don’t hit me, Weller! For God’s sake!
(Calling to the Stage Right door.) Nurse! Nurse!
(WELLER begins to hit the table violently with his
cane. Fonsia stands Up Right helglessly watching.)

WELLER. (As he beats on the table) Gin! Gin! Gin!
Gin! Gin! Gin! Gin! (He subsides, clutching his right
arm. He leans with his full weight on the table, quietly
sobbing. After a few moments, he pulls himself up
and turns. Seeing Fonsia, he turns back to the table,
forces himself to stand erect, then turns again and
begins to cross Up Right.)

Fonsia. (As WELLER passes her.) Weller. . .
(WELLER hurries by her. She stands motionless, facing
Stage Left. WELLER crosses lo the door. Upon reach-
ing the door, he stops. There is a pause, then WELLER
opens the door and exits. FoNsIA hears the door close
and knows he is gone. Slowly she crosses to the glider.
She sits.) Oh, no. (She rocks silen:ly in the glider.
The lights slowly begin to fade, finally leaving FoNsIA,
then the table in darkness.)

CURTAIN
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Furniture and Dressing—

2 Cardtables

Straight-back chair

Straight-back chair with padded seat

Glider with unmatched cushion

Upright piano shell

Bookease with glass doors

Sofa

Television (Practical)

Table for television

Oval rug

2 Wicker planters
a. Green with pan for “Leak” effect
b. White with weeds and dead plants

Lamp (Practical)

Table (For Lamp) .

2 Wheelchairs—children’s size

2 Mannequins with costumes and wigs in small

wheelchairs

2 Wheelchairs—adult size

2 Doors

2 Shutters

Screen door

6 Wooden folding chairs

2 Oars

Walker

Broken wicker chair

Standing sink with one spigot

Sink basin with mismatched spigots

Ceramic pot

Garden hose with ground pipe and spigot
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Small Dressing—

Wicker suitcase
Afghan
2 Cushions
Car seat cushion
Books—hardcover and paperback
Newspapers—tied and loose
2 Cardboard boxes

a. With books

b. With newspapers
2 #10 Tin cans
Flower pot with dead plant
3 Flower pots
Broken pot shards

Set—

Ceiling light fixture (Practical)
Double light fixture with conduit
Switch box and plate with conduit
4 Bamboo shades

Bird’s nest

Cobwebs

Sand, gravel, weeds and dead grass
Sprinkler pipes

Hand Props—

Large can lid (Ashtray)
Deck of cards

Pads of paper—yellow, 4x6, glued tops

Pencils with pocket clips

Christian Science Monitors
Magazine (Saturday Evening Post)
Pillow

Cigar

Personal Props—
Fonsia:

Eye glasses
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Eye glass case
Handkerchiefs
Large men’s white
Flowered ladies’
Wristwatch
Hospital 1.D. bracelet
Cellophane-wrapped hard candy
WELLER:
Black metal cane
Eye glasses with shoe lace “holder”
Handkerchiefs—men’s white
Hospital 1D. bracelet
Spare pencils
Spare cigar butts
Gold watch chain
Pror Preser—Act One
D.L.C.—
Cardtable (see attached sheet for set-up)
v.s. of Table—
Unpadded chair
Stage Left—
Chair with padded seat
Leak pan with liners in green wicker planter
Up Right—
Newspaper clipped to u.s. face of piano
Safety newspaper slipped half under keyboard
cover
Pillow—s.L. on top of piano
Glider—
Magazine on center cushion—facing s.R.
Down Right—
Broken flower pot and shards—on floor by flower
pots
Bookcase—
3 Safety pads
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3 Safety pencils

2 Safety decks of cards

Deck of cards, pad and pencil fer Scene 3

Paperback—Mickey Spillane Type

See attached sheet for bookcase set-up.

Available onstage for actors—

v.L. standing sink: cup of water covered with
tissue

U.L. upright support: cup of water—covered
Box of Kleenex

s.r. end piano keyboard: cup of water-—covered
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Solitaire in progess as above.
1) 4 x 6 Yellow unlined pad
2) Pencil with cli;’)
Lid—*“Ashtray”
Z’; Cigar—cut toyl/z length. End charred but not
lighted.
5) Ashes—on table under lid edge.
None on cigar or in lid.

End Scene One—(Approximate running time: 22
min.)
Enter up left with WELLER’S dresser.
N.B.: WELLER’S costume change takes place Up
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Left. FONSIA exits Up Right for her costume
change.
Man #1—
Enter with deck of cards, pencil with clip, pad.
Strike—(From cardtable)
All cards (Check on floor)
Pad
Pencil
Set—(On cardtable)
Duplicate deck of cards
Pad
Pencil
Adjust chairs and table if necessary.
Man #2—
Lower Stage Right bamboo shade to above
door.

Exit Up Left.

Slae

Intermission— (Approximate running time Scene 2:
21 min.)

Strike—
Cards—count 52
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Pad and pencil
Shards and broken pot D.R.
Reset—
Cardtable to p.s. of s.L. screen door.
Check for damage. Clean surface.
Chairs: to vu.s. of cardtable.
Padded chair must be farthest u.s.

Pillow: From s.L. chair to s.L. end piano top.

Magazine: into cardboard box on U.s. sofa.
s.r. shade: to original trim.
Prime water for leak.
Check—
Bookcase:
2nd shelf: pad and pencil
3rd shelf: deck of cards
Piano: newspapers
Doors: all closed.
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End Scene 3— (Approximate running time: 19 min.)
Enter Up Left.
N.B.: FONSIA will exit Up Right.
WELLER’S costume change is onstage U.R.
Man #1—
Enter with deck of cards.
Strike—
All cards on table—check floor.
Set—
Duplicate deck of cards on table.
Push s.L. chair with pillow ¥4 into table.
Square cardtable to curtain line if necessary.
Man #92—
Strike—
Pad and pencil from floor s.r. of table.
Set—
s.r. chajir—push into s.®. of table.
Exit Up Left and close door.
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Cards—
6 Stacked decks are used each performance
(including safety decks in bookcase}
Each deck must be checked for damaged cards. -
New decks must be broken. in to prevent stiffness

or slickness.
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Decks are stacked as follows:

4 Ace’s

428

2 6's

57s

5 8’s

69's

6 10%s

20 Face cards
Cardtable—

Top—

Approximate 3%, foot square frame.

Covered with matte beige vinyl stained dark
umber.

Padding under vinyl with wooden plates under
uv.r. and D.r. corners for “Knocking” and
“Deal.”

Heavily reinforced on underside.

Legs—

Raked for fullest visibility of table top:
Downstage legs: 232 inches to frame
Upstage legs: 25 inches to frame
Frame: 3 inches high

Cane—
Hollow black metal cane with grey rubber over
handle.
Wooden dowel inserted in shaft.
Rubber crutch tip—epoxyed onto cane and
screwed into dowel.
Leak pan—
Two used in rotation to insure total dryness.
Welded sheet aluminum.
Loosely fitted into planter to allow for easy
removal.
Padding— (To muffle sound of water)
Bottom of pan: sheet of foam rubber.
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Middle layer: brown nylon net bag filled with
styrofoam pellets.

Top layer: brown nylon net bag filled with sheep
moss.

Sheep moss is placed at each end of pan to dis-
guise bags.

Newspaper—

Christian Science Monitor.

Outside pages should be free of any large head-
lines.

Bottom right corner of first few pages creased
back so paper may be easily opened to center

page.
Hospital 1.D. Bracelets—
Cut to size and sew on large snaps so0 may be
easily put on and removed.
Perishables—
Cards—
Red Bicycle brand, fan or Rider Back.
4 Decks used each performance.
2 Decks preset as standbys.
Scorepads—
4 x 6 Yellow with glued tops.
3 Used each performance.
3 Preset as standbys.
Peneils—
uPocket Clips” on each to prevent rolling.
3 Used each performance.
3 Used as standbys.
Hard Candies—
Wrapped in cellophane.
“Crunchy” as possible.
Cigars—
Short, fat, cheap cigars.
Cut to approximate 2% inch length.
End charred.



BLUE YONDER
Kate Aspengren
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