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Aspirin & Elephants was originally presented at Santa
Monica Playhouse (Chris DeCarlo and Evelyn Rudie,
Artistic Directors). in Santa Monica, Ca, produced by
Emily Bettman Mayer and Santa Monica Playhouse, on
July 14th, 1989. It was directed by Chris DeCarlo; the set
design was by Scott Heineman; the lighting and sound was
by Evelyn Rudie; wardrobe by Kay Borgsmuller and the
production stage manager was George Vennes. The cast, in
order of appearance, was as follows:

HONEY (RUTH FRANK). .....c.ccccvveennnnn Priscilla Morrill
JUNIOR (STEVEN FRANK)............... William Schallert
STEPHANIEGALE ......ccoovvviiniiniiienennen Sandra Kemns
SCOTT GALE....ccovvveeeeiieeeeiiinee Vince McKewin
ARNIENATHAN .....cooviiiiniiiieeeenenn Todd Susman
LIZNATHAN ... Susan Cash
VOICE OF CAPTAIN NORDENKIJELL.....Robert Easton
VOICE of RUSSIAN TOUR GUIDE.......... Bella Susman

Aspirin & Elephants subsequently opened at The American
Stage Company in January 1992. It was directed by Jim
Dale; the scenic design was by Scott Heineman and Gordon
Danielli; the lighting design by Ted Mather; the sound
design by Bruce Ellman; the costume design by Barbara A.
Bell and the production stage manager was Mary Ellen
Allison. The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:

HONEY (RUTH FRANK) ........cccovvvinnnnne. Natalie Ross
JUNIOR (STEVEN FRANK) .......cccoeevun..n Sam Coppola
STEPHANIEGALE ......c.cocvvviviieieenenn. Laura Sametz
SCOTT GALE....ccooiieeieeeeiiieeeeeieeeeee Mark Nassar
ARNIE NATHAN ......ccoiiiiiiiiieeeeed Ted Neustadt

LIZNATHAN ..., Eliza Ventura



CHARACTERS

These are upper middle-class Midwesterners. They’re
neither ethnic, nor WASPish, they’re somewhere in the
middle, St. Louis. These are real identifiable people and
they are at their funniest and most moving, when they are
played for reality.

HONEY FRANK: Late fifties. She’s attractive, warm,
elegant and very much in love with Steven Frank Jr., her
husband of forty years. She runs her household and charity
projects like a “Press Secretary,” smoothly and capably.
Honey is “Hepburn” to Junior’s “Tracy” and a close friend
to her two daughters.

STEVEN FRANK JR. (“JUNIOR”): Early sixties. Junior
is appealing and masculine, a guy everyone likes. He owns
a men’s clothing manufacturing firm and because of his
rough charm he’s equally at ease with loading dock foreman
and department store head.

Note: JUNIOR. had a heart attack three months ago. It’s
important that he never appears whiny or self pitying.
Rather, he’s a lion with a thorn in his paw.

LIZ NATHAN: Mid thirties, Liz is the capable, no
nonsense daughter, who is attractive but not as stunning as
her sister Stephanie. She’s intelligent, bluntly honest and
confident that she can get any job done. Despite all this,
she’s appealing and fun.

ARNIE NATHAN: Late thirties, a diamond in the rough.
Arnie’s a struggling comedy writer fighting for self-esteem
as a writer and as a son-in-law. He has obviously “married
up,” but not because he’s a social climber, he’s just crazy



about Liz. We are continually aware of Arnie’s appetites,
both sexual and gastronomical.

STEPHANIE GALE: Mid thirties, a knockout. She’s a
“Princess” but not an airhead. Stephanie has lots of
undiscovered potential which she discovers during the
course of the play. There’s substance to Stephanie, even
though at first she seems materialistic and narcissistic,
because she’s trying too hard to win her husband’s love.

SCOTT GALE: Scott, forty, is Ivy League handsome,
successful and, above all, competitive. He makes a contest
out of everything from drinking, to running his lingerie
firm more profitably than his father did, to making
Stephanie constantly come to him for affection. It’s
important not to play Scott too contemptibly. Remember,
he thinks he’s funny, likable and above all, a winner.

TIME
The present, during the summer.
PLACE

The luxury cruise ship “Royal Norway,” on a cruise from
Copenhagen to St. Petersburg and back again.

(Scenes flow continuously without stopping)






ACT I

(LIGHTS COME UP on the luxury liner sitting room of
Honey and Junior's suite. The decor is Scandinavian,
Nordic art and oak. The bedroom is through a door,
Stage Right. The fourth wall faces the room’ s veranda
and the sea. Liz’s room and Stephanie’s room will be
created with the use of lighting, in the sitting room, at
center stage. HONEY FRANK, pretty, well dressed,
sixty, enters. SHE takes six brown pill bottles from her
purse and puts them on the bar.)

CAPTAIN’S VOICE. (SPEAKER. A slight Norwegian
accent.) This is your Captain, Haak [Hock.] Nordenkjell,
welcoming all passengers aboard the Royal Norway. Soon,
we will be leaving Copenhagen to begin our exciting
Scandinavia/Russia Cruise. So we kindly request all
visitors to now depart the ship. Thank you, or as we say in
Norwegian, “Tak.” We will be under way in twenty
minutes.

HONEY. (Shocked at the announcement.) What!? Over
my dead body! (SHE dials the phone, talks.) Reception?
This is Mrs. Stephen Frank Jr. in Cabin 112, Atlantic
Deck. Have Mr. and Mrs. Amold Nathan checked in yet?
He’s my son-in-law. —I know I have a son-in-law already
on board, Mr. Gale. Mr. Nathan is my other son-in-law.
He and my daughter are flying in from Los Angeles to join
the cruise. The ship won’t leave exactly on time?—In
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exactly nineteen minutes.—Couldn’t you at least take your
time pulling up the anchor?

JUNIOR. (0.S.) Honey, where the hell are you?

HONEY. (Into the phone.) Even five minutes would
help. (Calling toward the door.) 'm in here, Stateroom
One twelve. Just stay out in the passageway with the bags,
dear. (Into the phone.) Sir, it’s very important that my
husband avoid stress. I alerted your ship’s doctor of his
recent heart attack. If my daughter and son-in-law miss the
boat it might just ...

(HONEY, her back to the door, doesn’t see JUNIOR
FRANK enter and overhear her.)

JUNIOR. Kill the old geezer

HONEY. (Shocked.) Oh, you shit! (Into the phone,
quickly.) I beg your pardon. You’ve been very helpful.
Goodbye. (To Junior.) Don’t get upset, they’ll make ii.

(JUNIOR FRANK, 60, is attractive, athletic, well dressed,
“a man’s man,” with a dry sense of humor. His hand
unconsciously in his shirt, is subtle evidence of his
heart attack, three months ago.)

JUNIOR. Who’s upset, if they miss the boat I’ll save a
small fortune.

HONEY. I told Liz to be here an hour early. Here’s
your pillow. (SHE hands him a tubular neck pillow.) I'm
sure Arnie’s making them both late. He can be so
inconsiderate.
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JUNIOR. Honey, I’'m not gonna spend this whole trip
waiting around for the little bastard. And he’s gonna learn
that quick. Because you're going to tell him.

HONEY. Right, that’s my department. By the way,
what’s your department?

JUNIOR. Being lovable and trying not to fart at the
Captain’s table. (Noticing the row of brown bottles.) You
sure you brought the thousands of pills it takes to keep me
alive?

HONEY. (Patiently, touching the bottles.) Right here,
and it’s only hundreds.

JUNIOR. (HE picks up bottles, checks labels.) Beta
blockers, Digitalis, Valium, Aspirin, Dalmane, Cardizime
and Egg Foo Yung with lobster sauce.

HONEY. (SHE laughs.) Isn’t this a wonderful suite?
Nice big bedroom in there and we have our own veranda.

JUNIOR. (HE walks up the steps.) What the hell’s this,
an obstacle course?

HONEY.Two little steps. Rubin said exercise is good
for you.

JUNIOR. Try to convince my ticker of that. (HE feels
his heart.)The unreliable little son-of-a-bitch.

HONEY. Your heart is not unreliable.

JUNIOR. (HE lights a cigarette, his back to her.)
Right, it’s a real workhorse. That’s why I had a major
coronary from tearing open a pack of tomato seeds. Next
time, one good sneeze and goodbye.

HONEY. There isn’t going to be a next time. (SHE
sees him smoking.) Junior, don’t make me hurt you!

JUNIOR. One puff and I only exhaled. The kids are late,
I’m very upset. (HE puts the cigarette out.)

HONEY. You fraud. Be right back. (SHE exits.)
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JUNIOR. You wouldn’t take away my last remaining
pleasure.

(HONEY enters carrying two bags.)

JUNIOR. Honey, what are you doing? Let one of those
Olafs do that.

HONEY. It’s only our carry-on things. I've got to do
something with my hands, since my son-in-law’s neck
isn’t here.

JUNIOR. You’re forcing me to help you. You realize
that the wife carrying the bags can be a very castrating
experience? (HE grabs an O.S. bag, pulls it in.)

HONEY. Not if you treat it maturely.

JUNIOR. I mean for you. And you know I like my
women ballsy.

HONEY. Good, then I'll order you around a little. Here,
it’s your aspirin day. (SHE hands him water and aspirin.)

JUNIOR. Are you sure they have a doctor on this
bucket?

HONEY. I told you, there’s an excellent ship’s doctor.

JUNIOR. What does a Norwegian doctor know about a
St. Louis heart attack? And how the hell am I gonna
complain? The only Norwegian words I know are herring
and Sonja Henie.

HONEY . Just complain in English, like you always do
to me. Dr. Sardenfjord will understand you.

JUNIOR. Dr. What?

HONEY. Sardenfjord.

JUNIOR. Great, while I'm trying to pronounce his
name, I'll croak. This is a big ship. What if Dr.
Sardinehead can’t find me?
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HONEY. I'H paint arrows from his cabin to yours. You
cowld move m with him?

JUNIOR. He might demand sexual favors. At least you
know better. (HE exits to bedroom.)

HONEY. (SHE picks up phone, dials.) I’'m calling
Stephanie and tell her to stand out by the gangplank and
watich for Liz.

(As HONEY dials her phone, A SPOT comes up on
Stephanie‘s cabin.

HONEY. Dammit, busy.

(HONEY exits to bedroom. LIGHTS CROSSFADE to
Stephanie’s room. The PHONE is ringing.
STEPHANIE, pretty, well-dressed, 35, enters and picks
up the phone.)

STEPHANIE. Hello. Yes, Scott Gale of Slumbertown
Sleepwear is here. Who’s calling? —OhA? One minute
please. (Calling O0.S., with an attitude.) Scott,
Bloomingdale’s Lingerie Department, calling, from New
York.

(SCOTT, 40, an attractive yuppie business type, enters
carrying a drink.)

SCOTT. Really?

STEPHANIE. Don’t act surprised. How could you have
her call you here?

SCOTT. (HE holds hand out impatiently.) Stephanie,
the phonme. That’s Bloomingdale’s! If you lose that call!
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(SHE hands him the phone. As HE talks, SHE places
things from her shopping bag in drawers under the beds,
listening.)

SCOTT. Hello?—Marci. Hi, how did you track me
down in Copenhagen?—Well, it’s sweet of you to wish me
bon “voyahge,” but you know what I really want to hear.
Did you like my new baby dolls and teddies?—Fabulous.—
Of course I'll embroider “Bloomies” on your teddies. Any
old place you like. (HE bursts out laughing.) That’s a very
good place.—Sure I can deliver right away. I brought my
portable FAX with me. FAX me your order and I'll FAX it
right back. Marci, really, you’ve made my trip. Thanks,
Babe. Bye bye. (HE hangs up triumphantly.) 1 got
Bloomingdale’s, the Big B, and I did it all on my own. The
best Dad ever got was Gimbels. The buyer loves my line.

STEPHANIE. And you seem to love the buyer’s line.
You FAX Marci, Marci FAX you.

SCOTT. Stephie, Stephie, how many times are we
going to go through this? Would you feel better if women
were barred from business schools?

STEPHANIE. No, I'd feel better if Marci hadn’t
answered the phone in your hotel room on your last trip to
New York.

SCOTT. I am insulted. If you’d just once, try to
understand my business. Lingerie buyers always come up
to the manufacturer’s hotel room to look at samples.

STEPHANIE. At eight in the morning?

SCOTT. (Innocently.) When necessary. You’ve got to
get up early to make a buck. You’d know that if you ever
worked for a living.
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STEPHANIE. I do work for a living. At something
even more important than baby dolls and teddies. Raising
our two sons.

SCOTT. Please don’t cry. You know your face puffs up
like a blowfish.

STEPHANIE. I am not crying.

SCOTT. Stephi, knowing my boys are at home with a
terrific mom like you totally frees me mentally. You're
like part of my sales team.

STEPHANIE. Yeah, I give great peace of mind.

SCOTT. And don’t worry about Marci, she’s fat and
unattractive. You know I insist on beauty. That’s why I
married you.

STEPHANIE. You’'re just saying that to make me feel
better.

SCOTT. Of course, but it’s true.

STEPHANIE. You know how much I’d like to believe
you. Scott, I want this cruise to be really wonderful for us,
and healing.

SCOTT. It’ll be one big band-aid.

STEPHANIE. And as a favor to me, could you hold
down your drinking a little?

SCOTT. Sure. (HE smiles, lowers his glass.) How’s
this?

STEPHANIE. Perfect. Moonlight on the ocean is just
what we need. (SHE kisses him.) It’s time to get back to
the thing that made us fall in love in the first place.
(§COTT s back is to the audience. SHE squeezes a cheek
of his ass.)

SCOTT. (Dryly.) My wallet’s in the other pocket.

STEPHANIE. You louse!
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(SHE exits, HE'’ S right behind her.)
SCOTT. I was kidding.

(LIGHTS CROSSFADE to Honmey's room as HONEY,
then JUNIOR enter from bedroom.)

HONEY. I don’t believe this, the ship leaves in eight
minutes and they’re not here. It’s typical of Arnie, but not
Liz.

(The PHONE rings, SHE grabs it.)

HONEY. Stephanie, are you aware that your sister still
isn’t ... —Arnie! Where on earth are you, dear? (Listens,
then for Junior's benefit.) In the reception area! Thank
God!—Well I wasn’t really worried that you’d miss the
boat, but you did call it close this time. Did Liz make it
too? Good, let me talk to her. (A beat, till Liz gets on.)
Liz, sweetheart, we weren’t sure you were joining us.—I
see. (To Junior covering the phone.) Amie had to stop for
Danish pancakes with lingonberries on the way from the
airport. (Into the phore.) Yes, Daddy’s right here, he’s fine,
he’s dying to see you.

JUNIOR. Nice choice of words.

HONEY. Just dump your stuff and come up to the
Atlantic deck, Room 112.—1I can’t wait either. Bye. (SHE
hangs up the phone.) Well, they made it.

JUNIOR. (HE sits, SHE joins him.) Of course they
made it. The little bastard’s not gonna pass up thirteen free
days of sun, sea and “All you can eat.”
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HONEY. Junior, I really think it’s a bad habit, calling
our sons-in-law “The Little Bastards.”

JUNIOR. I never called them that to their face.
Actually, I like the little bastards. Of course I’'m not wild
about the way Arnie hugs me all the time. Since they
moved to Hollywood, he thinks he’s Zorba the Greek.

HONEY. (Hugging him with warmth, enthusiasm.) It
must be hell to be so huggable. Isn’t this a great way to
celebrate our anniversary? Don’t you feel better, just being
on this wonderful ship, with the whole family, going to
St. Petersburg?

JUNIOR. (A quick kiss on her lips, then:) Nope.
Should I lie or tell you the truth?

HONEY. You couldn’t lie if you tried.

JUNIOR. I'm feeling kind of shaky. I don’t tell you
every time I get one of these little flip-flops in here. (HE
puts his hand inside his shirt.) Or a twinge in my left arm.

HONEY. Rubin said just take a nitroglycerin. He
recommended this cruise. There are other heart patients on
it.

JUNIOR. Yeah, “The Ship of Wimps.” And you read
about that helicopter crashing?

HONEY. That was a news helicopter. Medical
helicopters don’t take any chances. Anyway, we’re not
going to need one.

JUNIOR. What if something happens when we’re a
hundred miles out to sea in one of those fjucking fjords?
(JUNIOR exits into the bedroom.)

HONEY. Those ... fjords aren’t as wide as the
Muississippi. Just try to relax. (SHE exits to the bedroom.)
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(LIGHTS CROSSFADE to Liz's cabin. LIZ NATHAN,
organized, attractive, mid-thirties, followed by ARNIE
NATHAN, a comedy presence, late thirties, enter.
THEY are dressed in sweatsuits, carrying luggage. HE
has a portable typewriter.)

ARNIE. I do not make you late for everything.

LIZ. Really? What about almost missing our flight at
L-A-X? Running like demented people from the cab to the
plane, with you knocking that poor old woman down?

ARNIE. I did not knock her down. I spun her around a
few times.

LIZ. We should’ve left home earlier.

ARNIE. How could we, with Dad on long distance
screaming his final job offer at me?

LIZ. Are you telling me he won’t wait for your answer
till we get back from our trip?

ARNIE. That’s what I'm telling you. Unless I
misinterpreted the expression, “Shit or get off the pot!”
(Looking disdainfully around the cabin.) God, this cabin is
tiny. Weren’t there any larger rooms?

LIZ. Yes, deluxe doubles, for twelve hundred dollars
more. Daddy wanted to splurge and pay extra, but I
wouldn’t hear of it.

ARNIE. I'd hear of it! Liz, aren’t you kept busy
enough, just being cheap for yourself? How are the two of
us gonna fit on that bed? Two Ethiopians couldn’t fit on
that bed.

LIZ. Amie, starvation jokes are not funny!

ARNIE. That wasn’t a “starvation joke.” That was a
“thin joke.” Okay, borderline taste, I admit it. Impending
sexual frustration does that to me.



ASPIRIN & ELEPHANTS 19

LIZ. There won’t be any frustration.

ARNIE. Are you crazy! We’re sleeping apart. Our
erogenous zones are gonna be at right angles to each other!
(HE demonstrates, with his hands.) How are we gonna,
where the hell will we...?

LIZ. Screw?

ARNIE. Funny. Go ahead, talk dirty. That’s the only
thing you can do dirty in these beds. Unless you’re the
Flying Walendas.

LIZ. We’ll be just fine. Come here. We’ve had some
very sexy evenings in single beds, remember? (SHE draws
him down onto the bed.)

ARNIE. Yeah, but we were single at the time, anything
was sexy.

LIZ. Arnie, you know it has the opposite effect on me,
when you get psychotic about sex.

ARNIE. I'm not psychotic, I'm practical. It’s not that
romantic at home these days, with Jimmy walking in on
us in the middle of things.

LIZ. I know, it’s awful. We'll try locking our bedroom
again. Maybe he’s over his bad dreams.

ARNIE. Or at least let me sprinkle some carpet tacks in
the hall, to give us an early warning system.

LIZ. (Amused.) You will not. By the way, our room’s
next to Stephie and Scott’s. Isn’t that neat?

ARNIE. Fabulous. He just better not start with his
“How’s it going out in Hollywood guy?” Which means,
“How much did you make last year guy?” Don’t tell him it
was fourteen thousand.

LIZ. Of course not. It’s none of his business. And it
was twelve-two after they deducted health plan and
retirement.
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ARNIE. Thanks for being so exact. Don’t tell Scott I
write “Mugsy Magruder” either.

LIZ. Will you stop feeling ashamed of Mugsy? Just
consider it a building block to the better things you're
going to do. (SHE snaps his photo with a small camera
that she uses often, like an offensive weapon, on
everyone.)

ARNIE. I left St. Louis talking about all the great
movies I was gonna write, and I end up writing Saturday
morning kiddie poo, for peanuts. If it weren’t for your
bookkeeping job, we’d be starving.

LIZ. Well we’re not starving. And good things are
gonna happen. (SHE sprays her mouth, then his with
Binaca.)

ARNIE. I'll tell you what’s gonna happen. I’'m gonna
cable Dad and tell him I’'m ready to come back to St.
Louis.

LIZ. Arnie, we're not making that decision yet!

ARNIE. Why not? There’s a lot worse ways to earn a
living than ... (His face reflects his attitude.) the pest
control business. Dad promised I won’t have to deal with
rats.

LIZ. Why don’t we discuss this later? They’re expecting
us upstairs. Can we go?

ARNIE. With pleasure. Suddenly I'm claustrophobic.

LIZ. (A gentle hint.) I know the feeling.

ARNIE. How am I gonna write a script in this crypt?
(Looking around.) Y’know, they say you’re born with
prenatal womb memory. They’re right. This is the place.
(To the room.) See ya later, Mom.
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(THEY exit, LIGHTS CROSSFADE to Honey's cabin.
We hear KNOCKING on the door.)

STEPHANIE (0.S. Excited.) Honey, it’s Stephanie.
Quick, let me in.

(HONEY enters from the bedroom, crossing to the door.
JUNIOR follows.)

HONEY. Is something wrong?

(HONEY opens the door and STEPHANIE enters with a
shopping bag marked “COPENHAGEN.” SCOTT
follows, with a half-finished drink and a small lingerie
box.)

STEPHANIE. Of course not. I organized our shopping
and got it all done in an hour. Found a fabulous store,
“Scandia Arts.” I bought fanny packs for us girls. (SHE
pulls out fanny packs.) 1 bargained them to their knees,
Daddy. Only three bucks each.

JUNIOR. Jesus, I pay that just for zippers. I’'m gonna
hire you as a buyer.

(STEPHANIE hands HONEY a fanny pack.)

HONEY. Thank you Stephie, it’s stunning.

SCOTT. And I brought you a little gift from our New
York showroom. (HE opens the box.) Our biggest selling
nightshirt. 100% cotton, “Spring Rose Pattern.”

HONEY. Oh, I love it. Thank you, Scott. (SHE kisses
him.)
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SCOTT. My pleasure. See, it comes with a little
pocket.

JUNIOR. Handy, she can keep her birth control pills in
there.

(LIZ enters, followed by ARNIE.)
LIZ. Hi! Got room for another daughter?

(EVERYONE ad libs squeals, hugs and warm greetings.
Dialogue overlaps. This is a family that enjoys kidding
each other.)

LIZ. Sorry we were late.

HONEY. (Lightly.) Oh, it doesn’t matter.

JUNIOR. (HE reacts to her hypocrisy.) It doesn’t
matter? She was chug-a-lugging my heart medicine.

ARNIE. Junior, how are you? (HE gives Junior a big
hug.)

JUNIOR. Fine, Arnie. You’ve gotten stronger.

SCOTT. Arnie, how you doing, guy? (HE offers his
hand in an affected “Ivy League” manner, palm down.)

ARNIE. Just great, guy. (ARNIE shakes Scott’s hand
and drifts off to the bedroom.)

LIZ. Daddy, I’ve missed you so much. How are you
feeling?

JUNIOR. Not bad, daughter. Nothing a burial at sea
wouldn’t fix.

LIZ. Stop that. I smell cigarette smoke on you!

JUNIOR. One puff.

STEPHANIE. His so-called doctor, Rubin Fry, allows
him to smoke.
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JUNIOR. Only when my daughters make me nervous.
(HE shakes his hand nervously.)

LIZ. Daddy, can’t you be serious for a moment?

JUNIOR. Nope. That’s your mother’s department.

ARNIE. (Enters from the bedroom.) Nice bedroom. Is
that bed queen size?

HONEY. King.

ARNIE. (For Liz’s benefit.) King? King size.

JUNIOR. Honey, where the hell’s my medicine? And
make sure it’s that Russian vodka, Archeecharnya.

HONEY. You mean Stolichnaya?

JUNIOR. I hate a smartass bartender.

HONEY. I'm pouring Archeechamya for everybody.

SCOTT. Make mine a double.

STEPHANIE. Liz, you’re positively skinny.

LIZ. Thanks, I lost three pounds. (Kiddingly.) And you
haven’t gained that much.

STEPHANIE. (Acting insulted.) That’s a nice thing to
say after I bought a fanny pack for your skinny ass.

JUNIOR. (To Honey.) I am shocked at their language.
You allow that kind of shit?

HONEY. I gave up years ago.

STEPHANIE. Daddy, we know you wanted sons.
That’s why we force ourselves to talk dirty.

JUNIOR. Sure I wanted sons, so they could support me
in my old age, which is now.

SCOTT. Nice sweatsuit, Arnie.

ARNIE. Thanks.

SCOTT. What is that, 65% polyester? Next time try
100% cotton. Much classier.
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ARNIE. Nah, I hear 100% cotton shrinks your
shvanzheimer. (HE strides in “well hung” pride.) Not that
that worries me.

JUNIOR. Honey, do I have my blasting caps?

HONEY. In your shirt pocket. (Slightly concerned.)
You don’t need one?

JUNIOR. (Checking a pill box in his shirt pocket.) No,
just keeping my nurse sharp.

ARNIE. Blasting caps?

HONEY. Nitroglycerin tablets, in case Junior has some
mild discomfort.

JUNIOR. Oh yeah, mild discomfort, like elephants tap
dancing on my chest.

HONEY. Elephants are not allowed on this ship. Here’s
your drink. (SHE hands JUNIOR a drink.)

LIZ. (Re Junior’'s drink.) Mother, isn’t that awfully
strong for Daddy?

HONEY. It’s mostly tonic.

JUNIOR. (Raising his glass.) A little toast here. First,
glad to have you aboard. Thanks for joining us.

(The KIDS chuckle, ad lib “Glad to be here.” “Anytime.”
“Here here.” )

JUNIOR. There are just two rules I'd like to see
observed. One, your money’s no good here. All the food’s
free and I want you to sign for drinks.

(LIZ snaps his photo. HE poses patiently.)
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JUNIOR. Two, I don’t want to be hearing “Thank you
Mother and Daddy” all through the trip. So get down on
your knees now and get it out of your systems.

(THEY laugh.)

ARNIE. (Toasting.) Here’s to rich fathers-in-law. Don’t
leave home without one.

JUNIOR. (Toasting back.) Here's to your
Shvanzheimer.

(THEY drink, STEPHANIE sees Scott’s glass.)

SCOTT. Steph, why don’t you tell everyone our news
about Bloomingdale’s? You’re part of my sales team. (To
everyone.) Don’t worry, she didn’t buy anything, I sold
something.

STEPHANIE. (Proudly.) He sure did. His whole winter
line. They just called from New York to tell him.

JUNIOR. (Mock concern.) Not collect? (Then smiling,
shakes Scott’s hand.) Just kidding. Congratulations and
collect your money fast. The bigger they are, the longer
they take to pay.

(HONEY and LIZ ad lib congratulations.)

ARNIE. (Toasting Scott.) Nice going.

SCOTT. Thanks, guy. Yeah, it’s a big deal. Kind of
like if you wrote “The Godfather One, Two and Three.”
Know what I mean?

(HE drinks, ARNIE nods sickly.)
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ARNIE. Yeah, guy.

STEPHANIE. Scott, is that straight vodka?

SCOTT. I haven’t checked its sexual preference. What
are you, the vodka sheriff?

HONEY. Junior, would you be a darling and go to
reception desk and get all the passports?

JUNIOR. Yes, Captain Bligh. Next she’ll have me
swabbing the decks.

ARNIE. I'll tag along. Don’t we go right by that
Viking Smorgasbord?

SCOTT. (To Stephanie.) And the bar?

(The GUYS exit.)

LIZ. (Calling 0.S.) Amie, remember your family’s fat
genes.

HONEY. Now let’s catch up.

LIZ. Daddy looks awful!

STEPHANIE. He does not.

LIZ. I mean he’s handsome, he’s Daddy. But he shuffles
along like an old man. And he orders you around like
you’re his nurse.

HONEY. He’s a little frightened. Who wouldn’t be? 1
still check to see if he’s breathing at least fifty times a
night. Last week I was checking him and he opened his
eyes and said, “Boo!” (SHE smiles shakes her head.) He’ll
be fine.

LIZ. If we can get him to change doctors. That idiot
Rubin Fry. How can you let Daddy stay with a cardiologist
who has emphysema and still smokes?
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HONEY. Rubin is an old friend. You know how Daddy
is about loyalty.

LIZ. But he shouldn’t be allowed one puff. And I'll bet
Rubin doesn’t make him exercise.

HONEY. Try to make Stephan Frank Jr. do anything.

LIZ. Well he’s at least got to follow some rules on
food. He loves potato chips and they’re like murder
weapons.

HONEY. I haven’t pointed a potato chip at him in a
long time.

LIZ. Here, I brought him an article from American
Health. (SHE hands Honey the article.)

HONEY. Fat clogged arteries in color. He’ll treasure
this. Girls, I need your help. I’m trying to get Daddy back
to work, for his own good. He’s not a man who can retire
at sixty-two.

STEPHANIE. Mother’s right, whenever I come by,
he’s always in front of the TV.

LIZ. Have you tried threatening him with brussels
sprouts? That always got us out of the house.

HONEY. Of course, why didn’t I think of that?

LIZ. Listen, while we’re alone, I’ve got a big news
flash for you. I'm not pregnant.

STEPHANIE. Well what?

LIZ. I’ve been offered a job in Production Estimating at
Walt Disney Studios.

STEPHANIE. Oh my God!

HONEY. Liz, that’s marvelous. (HONEY hugs Liz.)

LIZ. I was dying to tell you. I start next month at lots
more money than I’m making now and my opportunities
are wide open.

HONEY. I am so proud of you.
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LIZ. But it’s between us. You can’t tell Daddy or Scott.
Because Arnie doesn’t know yet.

STEPHANIE. Why not?

LIZ. Well, uh, I'm going to surprise him ... when the
timing’s right. Which it isn’t right now.

STEPHANIE. Lizzy how important is it, keeping your
little Disney secret?

LIZ. Stephanie, don’t mess around.

STEPHANIE. I won’t say a thing, if I can send my
little monsters out to L.A. to stay with you next summer.

LIZ. That’s blackmail, twerp, you wouldn’t dare.

STEPHANIE. Wouldn’t I?

HONEY. Children.

LIZ. You rat, I'll kill you, if you even hint!

(THE GUYS enter, ARNIE nibbling appetizers.)

JUNIOR. We ran into the purser, they don’t give the
passports back till tomorrow morning.

HONEY. That’s right, I forgot. Sorry, my love.

JUNIOR. No problem. I like that we’re both going
senile together.

STEPHANIE. (Mischievously, to Arnie.) Arnie, we
have to talk.

HONEY. (To stop Stephanie.) Stephanie! Guess what, I
brought along my books on The Hermitage Museum, from
my art appreciation class.

STEPHANIE. Nice. (To Arnie, who's showing
interest.) Am, I have so much to tell you.

ARNIE. Yeah?
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HONEY. (Grabs Stephanie ushers her out.) Come on,
why wait till we get to St. Petersburg. I’'ll show them to
you now.

LIZ. (To Stephanie, making a fist.) Yeah, I'll show you
a few things too.

STEPHANIE. We'll talk later Amie. (Singing.) HI HO,
HI HO, IT’S OFF TO WORK WE GO.

(And the WOMEN are gone.)

JUNIOR. (HE sits down wearily.) Well, that was my
exercise for the day.

SCOTT. Y’know, you're really looking good, Junior.
How you feeling?

JUNIOR. Fair to shitty.

SCOTT. Well at least you're still functioning.

JUNIOR. Yeah, I'm putting one foot in front of the
other. And if that ever changes, I’ll still have things under
control.

SCOTT. What do you mean?

JUNIOR. (Conspiratorial.) This is just between us,
okay?

(The GUYS ad lib agreement, as HE pulls out a pink
capsule.)

JUNIOR. I got this from my friend Rubin Fry. One of
those pills they give spies before they go behind enemy
lines. When life stops being fun you just bite. He calls it
“The Terminator.”

ARNIE. (HE looks at the pill.) Jesus Christ, I thought
it was a “Good and Plenty!”
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SCOTT. Don’t even joke about doing something like
that. Your insurance won’t be worth a dime.

(JUNIOR reacts.)

ARNIE. Junior, suicide is not a smart idea. I don’t see
you often enough as it is. (HE chuckles at his joke.)
Seriously, we’d miss you a lot. (ARNIE gives him a
heartfelt hug.)

JUNIOR. Thanks, Arnie. So Scott, how’s your winter
line doing?

(JUNIOR breaks the hug. As HE turns ARNIE pats him
on the behind.)

SCOTT. Very strong Junior. Bloomingdale’s is
practically turning their lingerie department over to me.

JUNIOR. That’s not hard to take. Arnie, how’s your
writing going?

ARNIE. Just great, Junior. I’ve got a bunch of new
ideasand I ...

SCOTT. (Rolling on, to Junior.) 1 created this new
label, “Miss Princeton, traditional sleecpwear.” It appeals to
a much more upwardly mobile woman than our
Slumbertown label.

JUNIOR. Sounds good. A new design?

SCOTT. New for us. What I did was, I borrowed Ralph
Lauren’s traditional look, and a touch of Calvin Klein’s
love-child look, but at a price. And I had the whole line
designed roomier, so women will feel good about
themselves. A gal who’s a “medium” will fit into our
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“small.” A “large” will fit into our “medium.” And a tank
will fit into our “large.”

JUNIOR. Clever.

SCOTT. Yeah. I make a lot of money off women. It’s
nice that I can help their self-esteem.

ARNIE. Sounds like your dad’s giving you a lot to do.

SCOTT. (Insulted and proud.) Dad doesn’t give me
things to do. I’m president of Slumbertown.

ARNIE. (HE laughs.) I’'m sorry, but you sounded like a
Munchkin. (A gruff Munchkinlike voice.) I'm president of
Slumbertown.

JUNIOR. Scott, I envy your dad. He’s lucky to have a
son working alongside him.

SCOTT. Yeah, except these days he’s playing more
golf than working. Just as well. Lingerie is a young man’s
business now. (To Arnie.) So, how’s it going out in
Hollywood, guy?

ARNIE. Just great, guy. I’'m working on a script right
now, they’re gonna grab outta my hands and shoot as soon
as I get back.

JUNIOR. For which show? I watch a lot of TV these
days.

SCOTT. Probably that “Mugsy Magruder,” right?

ARNIE. (HE reacts.) Yeah, how’d you know that?

SCOTT. Donny was watching TV one Saturday
morning, and all of a sudden he yells, “Look, Uncle Arnie
wrote this!” So we watched it. Cute, you’ve really got the
lingo down. “Holy Mackinoly, Fluffo.” (Smiling, to
Junior.) Fluffo’s her little dog. We got a goddam
Hollywood writer in the family. I’ll bet you make a mint
out there, writing that stuff.

ARNIE. Yeah, Liz tells me I’'m going through the roof.
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SCOTT. And I hear she’s doing well, too. Nothing
wrong with a little combined income, huh guy?

JUNIOR. Yeah, Honey has yet to bring in her first
dime.

SCOTT. Arn, how about a few games of shuffleboard
later?

ARNIE. I’ve never played shuffleboard.

SCOTT. Who has? We'll learn together. Buck a point.

ARNIE. You got it

(THE WOMEN enter in conversation.)

LIZ. (Gives Junior a box.) This is for you, Daddy.

JUNIOR. Oh yeah? What is it?

HONEY (SHE knows what's in it.) You’'ll find out if
you open it.

JUNIOR. (HE opens the box finds a Captains cap.)
Hey, great. From the gang at the office. (HE puts the hat
on, HE allows LIZ to snap a photo, then reads a note.) “O
Captain, our Captain, Here’s wishing you and your family
a wonderful cruise. And then please hurry back to us. We
need you. Love, your loyal crew.” That’s nice.

STEPHANIE. I’ll bet they miss you plenty.

ARNIE. Hell yes.

LIZ. You’d better get back to work, so you can pay for
this trip.

ARNIE. Hell yes.

JUNIOR. I'm not going back. I’m selling the company.

HONEY. Sweetheart?

JUNIOR. I was going to talk to you about it.

HONEY. I would hope so.
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JUNIOR. You know United Textiles has been after me
to sell. And I’ve been thinking, what am I holding on for?
It’s not like I have a son in the business.

HONEY. All right sell if you want to. But you told me
United wants you to stay on as president.

JUNIOR. Honey, I'm not interested in being president
of anything but my tomato garden.

(We hear the BELL TONE.)

CAPTAIN’S VOICE. (SPEAKER.) This is Captain
Nordenjkell speaking. Ladies and gentlemen, for your
safety, we will now have our instructive lifeboat drill. If
you would kindly return to your cabins and put on your life
jackets, then proceed in five minutes to your designated
lifeboat station on the Promenade Deck. Tak.

(The dialogue below starts midway through the
MESSAGE.)

LIZ. How do we know which is our lifeboat?
HONEY. There’s a sign on your wall. Junior, I'll get
our jackets. (HONEY exits to the bedroom.)

(ARNIE and LIZ exit.).

STEPHANIE. (To Scott after the Captain’s
announcement.) Why don’t we leave our drinks here? We're
coming right back.

SCOTT. I'll just hang on to mine.

STEPHANIE. Scott!

SCOTT. (Smiling.) Yes my little “stress factory?”
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STEPHANIE. Can’t you go without a drink for five
minutes?!

SCOTT. Of course. Be right with you. (SCOTT puts
his drink down.) Junior, I brought my portable FAX with
me, in case I have to piss out some fires back at my office.
Feel free to use it.

JUNIOR. Thanks Scott, but my long distance pissing
days are over.

SCOTT. By the way, I got together with your fabric
people in New York. Thanks for arranging it.

JUNIOR. Glad to help.

(HONEY enters, hands Junior a life jacket, then exits to
get her own.)

SCOTT. You could do me another huge favor. I've got
to meet with those pricks at the union when I get back.
Could you give me a few pointers later?

JUNIOR. Sure Scott, any time.

(HE has trouble getting his life jacket on. SCOTT helps
him.)

SCOTT. They seem to love you. This’ll be my first
labor contract and I don’t want to go in there acting like a
putz.

JUNIOR. Don’t worry, you won’t be acting. (Quickly,
off Scott’s reaction.) I'm kidding. Never give me an
opening like that.

SCOTT. Good, we’ll talk later. Thanks. (HE picks up
his drink and exits.)
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HONEY. Junior, I’d like to discuss this big decision
you’ve made?

JUNIOR. (Trying to fasten his life vest.) I can’t. I'm
busy saving my life here.

HONEY. You know Rubin wants you to return to
work. He says you’re almost back to full strength.

JUNIOR. (No longer joking.) Bullshit. Pardon my
French. I'm getting bushed just dealing with this thing. I
can see myself trying to run an all-day sales meeting,
popping pills, laying down every few minutes.

HONEY. Well then don’t start with a full schedule.
They need you down there. And you know you love to
inspire people.

JUNIOR. Unfortunately I’'m out of the inspiration
business. Can we drop the subject for now? (HE takes a
nitro.)

HONEY. You have pain?

JUNIOR. No, but tightness. And I'm winded.

HONEY. (Helping him with his vest.) Let me help you
with that.

JUNIOR. Thanks, I appreciate it. (HE kisses her on the
cheek.) Y’know, Stephanie and Scott sure seem to be
getting on each other’s nerves.

HONEY. I know. And he’s always so charming to us.
Why can’t he save a little of that for her?

JUNIOR. For one thing, he isn’t sleeping with us.

HONEY. He isn’t sleeping with her either, at least not
often enough, according to what Stephanie tells Liz and Liz
tells me.

(SHE starts to exit, HE follows.)
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JUNIOR. Why that little bastard! See how easy it rolls
off the tongue? Jesus, things change. Who ever thought I'd
be furious at a guy because he wasn’t screwing my
daughter?

(LIGHTS CROSSFADE to Stephanie’s room. SCOTT
enters, removing his life jacket. STEPHANIE follows.
SCOTT is sullen.)

STEPHANIE. I was not trying to make you look bad in
front of Honey and Daddy. But do you have any idea how
many drinks you’ve had today?

SCOTT. I don’t need a scorekeeper, I need a wife. Do I
slur my words? Do I knock things over?

STEPHANIE. No. But we haven’t seen each other in
almost two weeks. And I'm feeling very romantic. And
you’re not the most attentive lover when you’re smashed.

SCOTT. The girls I fantasize about when I make love
to you, think I'm great.

STEPHANIE. Fantasies are a lot less demanding than
real life. They don’t require a sustained erection.

SCOTT. When did I ever fail to sustain?

STEPHANIE. Whenever you fall asleep on me.

SCOTT Keeping me up is your job.

STEPHANIE. (SHE picks up the bottle of vodka.) Well
this doesn’t make my job any easier. (SHE exits to a
closet.)

SCOTT. I just went through a really tough market
week. I think I’ve earned the right to have a couple of
drinks.

STEPHANIE. (0.S. Sincerely.) Scott, I know market
week isn’t easy.
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SCOTT. It took every trick in the book to outdo those
Jap firms. I showed *em where they can shove their fucking
robots. And while I was at it, I broke last year’s sales
record. (SHE enters holding an evening dress.)

STEPHANIE. Really? Well that’s terrific, Scott.

SCOTT. But am I the conquering hero? No, I'm a
drunk.

STEPHANIE. I didn’t call you a drunk. Let’s not start
again. (SHE holds up the dress.) Do you like this?

SCOTT. You think it’s easy earning the money it takes
to put you in dresses like that? And to buy you your
Mercedes?

STEPHANIE. I know you work hard.

SCOTT. And to pay for the new house and the club and
the kids’ private school and your maids?

STEPHANIE. You’ve made your point, Scott.

SCOTT. It costs a lot of money to spoil you. For every
dollar you spend, I’ve got to earn twice that much.

STEPHANIE. You only tell me that ten times a day!

SCOTT. Because you keep forgetting it! (HE exits.)

STEPHANIE. (SHE grabs a Vodka bottle, follows
him.) For God’s sake. Here have a drink.

(LIGHTS UP on Liz's cabin. LIZ, with tiny plastic bride
and groom, and ARNIE, brushing his teeth, enter.

NOTE: The kids' cabins are on opposite sides of the stage,
but during the following short scenes, feel free to
intermingle the characters because they're not aware of
each other.)

LIZ. The pastry chef was so cooperative. He’s baking a
cute little wedding cake out of oat bran. We'll put the
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original Honey and Daddy on top. Have you written the
song yet?

ARNIE. No. I’ve been trying to think of a Mugsy idea.
Anyway, “Humoresque” is impossible to write funny to.

LIZ. No it isn’t. Write it, please. It’ll put me in a very
warm mood. You know what I’m saying?

ARNIE. Yes, I know what you’re saying. You’re
saying you’ll do it for a song. Why don’t you and
Stephanie write it?

LIZ. No Arnie, we’re not clever, we're cute. And you’ve
always been so good at writing adorable anniversary songs.

ARNIE. I hate writing adorable anniversary songs. It
makes me feel like a talented amateur. Then I have to
watch Scott smirk and ask me when I’m moving back to
St. Louis.

LIZ. Don’t listen to him. Believe me, Scott admires
you plenty for doing exactly what you want to do with
your life.

(SCOTT and STEPHANIE enter their area.)

SCOTT. Amie really looked pathetic in that outfit,
didn’t he? “The Prince of Polyester.”

STEPHANIE. I thought he looked nice.

LIZ. What did you think of Stephanie’s new hair?

ARNIE. Interesting. How does she do that, with a
dustbuster?

SCOTT. It’s obvious Arnie’s not making it on the
coast. He’s not even writing prime time.

STEPHANIE. Liz says he’s doing fine. (STEPHANIE
exits.)
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SCOTT. What else is she gonna say? Look at the facts.
He’s been out there almost three years and they still live in
an apartment in the Valley. Everyone with an ounce of
brains and a nickel in his pocket bought a house in Beverly
Hills. We need ice. (SCOTT exits with the ice bucket.)

ARNIE. What am I doing here? Our baby sitter makes
more money than I do and I'm cruising the North Sea.

LIZ. The Baltic. And for God’s sake, enjoy it.

ARNIE. How? Every time your parents look at me I
feel like a freeloader. It’s common knowledge they didn’t
want you to marry me.

LIZ. It’s not common knowledge. Only we and they
know it. And that was sixteen years ago. They’re crazy
about you now.

ARNIE. That’s a laugh. I move their daughter two
thousand miles away so I can start a new career, now
you're supporting me.

LIZ. Not true. We’re working side-by-side and I love it.

ARNIE. And Scott’s knocking em dead. He’s president
of “Slumbertown,” he’s earning a fortune, and he’s making
his dad look like a senile putz. That’s every goal he ever
set. By the way, I need some money.

LIZ. What happened to that thirty dollars I gave you
before?

ARNIE. Shuffleboard with Scott happened!

LIZ. Oh, Amie.

ARNIE. (A rueful request.) Please give me money!

(LIZ exits, ARNIE follows. STEPHANIE, in low-cut
dress, and SCOTT enter.)
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STEPHANIE. You think this dress shows too much
Stephanie?

SCOTT. No, it’s good. Let 'em drool.—I’ve been
thinking about you and Liz. You are so lucky.

STEPHANIE. I know, she got math skills, I got
cleavage.

SCOTT. You know what I mean. She has to work
because Arnie’s not cutting it.

STEPHANIE. Liz is having a ball, working. And
Amie’s making progress. Writing’s a tough field, just like
yours.

SCOTT. Shit, how can you compare Arnie’s situation
to mine? I'm taking off like a rocket and he’s in the denial
period of his failure.

STEPHANIE. Scott, isn’t it enough that you succeed?
Does everyone else have to fail? Why must you be so
damn competitive?

SCOTT. You mean, why must I be a winner?

STEPHANIE. There are things more important than
winning. Like having compassion and being a good
person. (STEPHANIE exits.)

SCOTT. (Dismayed.) Oh my God, is that what you’re
teaching our boys? (SCOTT exits.)

LIZ. (Enters, talking O.S.) Amie, there’s something I
want to talk to you about.

ARNIE. (Enters, shaving with a cordless razor.)
Y know, the only smart decision I’ve made lately is buying
this cordless razor. So I don’t have to look in the mirror
when I shave. I bought our stocks too high, I sold our
house in St. Louis too low. Then I buy you a Tojo, the
only Japanese car that ever went bankrupt.
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