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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
The place is New York City. The time is the evening.
ACT ONE

SCENE 1: A producer’s office —late October afternoon.
SceNE 2: A Park Avenue apartment—late afternoon,
two weeks later.

ACT TWO

SceNEe 1: Times Square subway station—same day,
early evening.
ScENE 2: The apartment—an hour later.

THE SETTINGS

A PRODUCER’S OFFICE

This was, in the original production, a roll-on wagon
representing Martin Klemmer’s small, seedy office.
There is a frosted glass door U.c., a file cabinet U.R.,
below it a desk, chair and a speaker phone which can be
used with a receiver or without. A large poster of his
current Off-Broadway hit, Craps, adorns the wall s.L. of
the door. Other theatrical photographs are scattered
about the walls.

A PARK AVENUE APARTMENT

A slanted rectangular view of a tasteful apartment, the
entrance foyer is one step up and located U.s. to the L.C.
One does not see the front door, which is out of sight,
farther s.L. There are three sets of French windows, with
drapes pulled back and tied, running from near the foyer
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LEGENDS 5

at aslanted angle coming D.R. As one enters the room, to
the immediate left is a bookcase, an end table, a fireplace
with mantel, and D.L. the door to the bedroom.

c.s., facing front, is a comfortable overstuffed sofa,
backed by a table which should be about the same height
as the back of the sofa. There is a long, low coffee table in
front of the sofa, which is used, at various times, to rest
feet on, to stand on and sit on, in the case of the stripper.
Sylvia also sits on it. s.L. is a chair and stand-up lamp.

s.R. of the sofa is an easy chair on a swivel base, farther
Right, another twin swivel chair with just enough room
to walk between. Far D.R. is a flowered chair with a
footrest and a twin stand-up lamp to the one Stage left. u.
of the three chairs and placed along the Upstage win-
dowed wall is a grand piano, slightly to the right of c.s.
s.R. of it, next to the piano bench, is a bar cart with
glasses, ice and several bottles on it. A fringed shawl with
some autographed photographs and a stand-up mirror
covers the flat top of the piano. A large painting of Dor-
othy Coulter, a society woman painted in her late forties,
rests on the wall above the mantel, upon which rests a
metal crucifix.

The view out of the windows is of other apartment
buildings in the distance, not too close. In Act I, the
lighting is of late fall afternoon. In Act II, night has fallen
and the lamps are on in the apartment and only the lights
of other buildings can be seen, not so much the buildings
themselves.

Overall, it’s an ecletcic, handsome, traditional place,
nothing of the mod, high-tech about it. The only change
in years has probably been a paint job.

TIMES SQUARE SUBWAY STATION
Small section, the same size as the producer’s office in
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the first scene. The back wall should be tiled. A three-
sided bank of pay phones, push-button style, takes up
c.s. The bank of phones has a ledge at about elbow height
upon which to place things. There is a wastebasket with
various papers and a broken umbrella sticking out of it,
S.L., a sign above saying TIMES SQUARE SUBWAY
STATION, an exit sign pointing to 0.R. The subway
tracks would be running parallel to the proscenium —in
other words, they would be where the orchestra pit is in
relationship to the stage.



CAST OF CHARACTERS

SyLvia GLENN — Attractive, flashy, former movie star,
now around sixty. Still lots of pep and sass. Ambitious
to reactivate her career, many times married, but now
broke. Beneath the rather shiny veneer, there is a
warm woman, who shows herself when she feels se-
cure. In films she usually played the strong, pushy
type, like Crawford. She hardly ever played “a lady of
breeding.” She and Aretha have a special relationship,
which allows them to put each other “on” without
any hurt feelings.

LEATRICE MONSEE — (Pronounced Mon-say) Leatrice
is around the same age, give or take a few years, as
Sylvia. She is a far different kind of movie star, one
who always played nuns, nurses and saints. Her pub-
lic figure was always one of “‘goodness,” but beneath
the surface, she was just as strong as Sylvia. A Loretta
Young or Joan Fontaine type, with a reputation for
sweetness, but underneath lurked what came to be
known as “an iron butterfly.”

ARETHA THOMAS —A zoftig, black lady with a good
sense of humor. She can take kidding and dish it out.

MARTIN KLEMMER —A young, energetic, extremely
ambitious producer who has one hit Off-Broadway. A
real hustler, he is attractive and uses whatever wiles he
has to get ahead.

BooM-BooM JOHNSON—A young, very attractive,
lithe, black man who strips for women at Chippen-
dale’s Club. He also works private parties. His strip-
ping and dancing are done with great style and an
open innocence—never a touch of the smarmy.
Loves his work, loves to entertain others.
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A PoLICEMAN — Nice-looking cop in his mid-thirties.
Honest, straightforward, not overly bright, but not
dumb either.

VARIOUS TELEPHONE VOICES



AUTHOR’S NOTES

Brief notes. The original production toured for over a
year with Mary Martin and Carol Channing. Because
they were musical comedy stars, the ending was slightly
different from the one printed in this version. Toward
the end, after they decide to work together, they began
reminiscing about a picture they’d done together in
which they sang a song. The song we used was “Accentu-
ate The Positive.” It began a cappella, then follow spots
hit them, a full orchestration was heard and the two
ladies sang and danced, excellently choreographed by
Peter Gennaro, leading to the final curtain.

The audience loved it, standing ovations every per-
formance, because they wanted to see that part of those
talented ladies and they were satisfied. This current end-
ing, I believe, is more legitimate. Also, one does not
imagine two musical comedy stars doing this play when-
ever and wherever it might be done.

The strip number is extremely important and was
beautifully choreographed by Trish Garland. Regardless
of the breakaway outfit, the bumping and grinding, the
working down to a very small gold-tasseled posing strap
—the number should be done with a big smile, with joy
and innocence. The sexuality is implicit, it should not be
played with a smirk.

There are several references that might have to be
changed if the play is done in places where there are no
K-Marts. A possible change to “Supermarket openings”
might do. When there is a mention of The Enquirer, if
that is not known, the name of any popular scandal sheet
can be substituted.

The two ladies are truly adversaries at the beginning of
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10 LEGENDS

the play. It is sometimes tempting for two actresses to —
for the sake of helping each other — become friendly too
soon. The play works much better if the first act is played
with as much venom, good-natured and not so good-na-
tured in places, as possible. They are also playing out
their well-publicized feud and enjoying it, although each
has traits that truly annoy the other. Then, in the second
act, when they really let their hair down, there is some-
place for the play and the actresses to go.

The relationship between Sylvia and Aretha should
never be thought of as even tinged with racism. Anyone
who thinks that is, to my mind, just plain stupid. These
two know each other, love each other, and this allows
them to tease and put each other on. Sylvia is extremely
fond of shocking Leatrice and sometimes speaks to Ar-
etha in an outrageous manner for that purpose only.
Aretha understands this.

The part of Martin Klemmer, originally and inven-
tively played by Gary Beach, was a comic gem. In cast-
ing, this part should be given to the most comedic actor
within shouting distance.

In closing, I would like to express my deepest thanks to
the crew of the play, who spent a grueling year touring
and were always filled with good humor. Also, without
the incredible assistance of Keith Baumgartner, we
would never have opened in Dallas, nor would we have
continued. And a special round of applause must go to
Randy Buck, who was our production stage manager
and who managed to keep the play together, come hell or
high water, both of which, at one time or another, came.
Not an easy job, but beautifully done.

The play is an entertainment. But always remember,
the audience should empathize with the two ladies and
root for them to pull themselves together and do what
they know how to do best—put on a show.
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Legends!

ACT ONE
ScENE 1

A roll-on wagon in front of a curtain graffitied with show
business terms.: names, plays, etc. The wagon itself
represents a section of a grubby theatrical office:
cluttered desk, chair, a phone, scripts.

MARTIN KLEMMER, young, energetic, handsome
producer in his early thirties talks on the phone.

MARTIN. (on phone)—So, Mr. Newman. I still can’t
believe I'm talking to Paul Newman. So, Mr. Newman,
this is what I thought. Wouldn’t it be fantastic to get
Leatrice Monsée and Sylvia Glenn on the same stage
together?

PauL NEwMAN VOICE. (laughing) Leatrice Monsée
and Sylvia Glenn —on the same stage? How would you
manage that? In cages?

MARTIN. The name Paul Newman alone would get
them in a cage, let alone this wonderful new play I've
found.

PAauL NEwMAN Voicte. Oops. Hey, sorry—they’re
calling me on the set. Have to go. Nice talking to you.

MARTIN. But if I could, then you’d be interested in —

PauL NEWMAN VOICE. Interested . . . Yes. But |
doubt it’s possible.

MARTIN. I’ll be in touch. By the way, how are things
out there in the wilds of northern Michigan?

PauL NEWMAN VoICE. Bleak. I'm surprised you
could reach me up here on location,

13



14 LEGENDS

MARTIN. Where there’s a will there’s a way. Give my
love to Joanne.
PAauL NEWMAN VoIcE. Oh, you know Joanne?

MARTIN. Ah—sure, we go way back to . . . Look,
I'll talk to you after I nail down Leatrice and Sylvia.
Goodbye.

PAuUL NEWMAN VoICE. Goodbye. Oh —good luck!

MARTIN. Have a nice day. (thinks a moment, dials a
number)

WOMAN VOICE. (on phone) Shubert Organization.

MARTIN. Bernie Jacobs, please.

WOMAN VOICE. I'm sorry, I don’t know if Mr. Jacobs
is in. Who’s calling?

MARTIN. Paul Newman.

MR. JacoBs VoICE. (immediately) Paul—how are
you?

MARTIN. Mr. Jacobs, this is Martin Klemmer, pro-
ducer of the Off-Broadway hit, Craps! Your secretary
must have gotten her signals slightly confused. Paul
asked me to call you. He’s found a first play by a young
writer. Four characters, one set and he wants to do it,
providing he can find the right two actresses to co-star
with. Now, if he does, he wondered if you might be
interested in booking it into one of your theaters.

MR. JacoBs VoIce. Well, I don’t know, I'd have to
read the play first.

MARTIN. Yeah?

MR. Jacoss VoICE. And then I’d like to let you know.

MARTIN. The reason I'm calling. Well, you know how
the theatrical community is. The Nederlander Organiza-
tion somehow got wind of Paul’s enthusiasm and —

MR. Jacoss Voick. The Nederlanders?

MARTIN. Yes.

MR. Jacoss Voice. Well, if Paul’s all that
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sold . . . We’d be interested. And if we’re interested we
might invest or we might give you a theater.
MARTIN. Fine, can I tell Paul that’s a firm offer?
MR. JacoBs Voick. I’d like to talk to Paul. Are he and
Joanne in Connecticut?

MARTIN. No . . . Ah, Paul’s shooting a film in
northern— Sumatra. But I talk to him every — (beat) —
other day.

MR. JacoBs VoiIce. Well, give him my best and send
me a copy of the script.
MARTIN. Will do. Glad we’ll be doing business. (hangs

up and dials)
WoMAN Voick. Hello . . . ?
MARTIN. Hello, Sylvia Glenn?
SyLviA VOICE. Yes . . . this is Sylvia Glenn.

MARTIN. This is Martin Klemmer. Producer of the
Off-Broadway hit Craps. I sent over a script a week or so
ago.

SyLviA Voicke. Oh, yes. Remind me again, what was
it?

MARTIN. Star Wars— The play.

SyLVIA VoICE. Yes. But, of course, they’ll never let
you use the title.

MARTIN. Perhaps not, but you read it?

SyLviA VOICE. Yes.

MARTIN. And did you find it appealing?

SyLvia VoIcE. Yes, actually, it’s quite well written. It
is. Idon’t know who you’d get for the man and, of course,
the other woman.

MARTIN. Well, I know it’s a— bizarre idea, but—
(pause) You know who would really pull them in at the
box office?

SyLviA VoICE. You mean —besides me?

MARTIN. Of course — you! But could you imagine the
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stampede if we got a really fine actor — now, I'm already
talking to Paul Newman. And —

SyLvIA VoICE. Paul Newman?

MARTIN. Yes, and mind you—this was his sugges-
tion. Now, I know it seems improbable, but Paul
thought— you and Leatrice Monsée!

SyLviA Voice. Who is this? Larry, is that you? Now,
what kind of joke is this?

MARTIN. This is no joke, this is Martin Klemmer,
producer of —

SyLvIA VoOICE. No joke! Didn’t you say Leatrice
Monsée?

MARTIN. Well, yes, I did, but —

SyLviA VoOICE. Leatrice Monsée! Well, if that’s not a
joke . . . (The laugh turns into a cackle, segueing to a
deep belly laugh, followed by a “‘click” and a disconnect
buzz— SYLVIA has hung up. MARTIN hangs up, sighs,
consults his pad and dials again.)

WoMAN VoIcE. Hello . . . ?

MARTIN. Hello, may I please speak to Leatrice
Monsée?

LEATRICE VOICE. (This voice is somewhat sweeter
than SYLVIA's.) This is Leatrice Monsée.

MARTIN. This is Martin Klemmer, producer of the
Off-Broadway hit Craps! I sent you a script a week or so
ago.

LEATRICE VOICE. Oh, yes . . . yes, I think I re-
member. I get so many —

MARTIN. Star Wars— The Play!

LEATRICE VOICE. Oh, yes. I remember now. What a
delicious title.

MARTIN. What did you think of it?

LEATRICE VOICE. Well, I'm really not that interested
in working on Broadway right now. I don’t suppose any-
one is, what with the cost and the —
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MARTIN. Paul Newman is.

LEATRICE VOICE. (after a beat) Paul Newman?

MARTIN. Yes, actually it was at his suggestion that I
sent the script to you.

LEATRICE VOICE. It was? I hardly know Mr. New —
Paul. Oh, we’ve met several times, of course, but we’ve
never worked together.

MARTIN. Well, undoubtedly he’s trying to rectify that.
Because, oh boy! he is a great big fan of yours. See, he
wants to do the play, but only if he can get two— well, I
suppose what you’d call /legends to play the women.

LEATRICE VOICE. Legends?

MARTIN. Yes. For instance and — well, this was his
suggestion. I know how you feel about each other, but
Paul thought: you and Sylvia Glenn. (long silence)

LEATRICE VOICE. Sylvia Glenn?

MARTIN. Yes. . . .

LEATRICE VOICE. I thought she was in the Smithson-
ian! (She hangs up.)

MARTIN. (sighs and hangs up) I'll bet they wouldn’t
hang up on Paul Newman. (gets an idea) No, sir. (picks
up the phone and dials)

WoMaN Voick. Hello . . . ?

(In the following conversation, MARTIN makes his voice
skip parts of words and phrases like a bad overseas
call)

MARTIN. —lo, hello . . . eek to -ylvia -enn, ’ease?
SyLviAa VoICE. Hello? Hello? Who is this?

MARTIN, —ylvia—enn?

SyLviA VoIcE. This is a terrible connection!
MARTIN. This is—aul—ewman . . . —ling!
SyLviA Voice. Who?

MARTIN. (loud and clear) Paul Newman. I’'m shooting
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a film in—(As he draws the last word out, he holds
the receiver farther away from his mouth.)—
Sumatraaaaaaaaaaa.

SyLviAa Voick. Oh, Paul —it’s been years. We last
met at the Begelmans’. Gladyce was one of my best
friends. How’s Joanne?

MARTIN. Who?

SyLVIA VOICE. (Now she’s shouting.) Joanne!!

MARTIN. Oh, she’s—ine, —ank you. Look, I was—
talking to producer —artin —emmer, and he said that
you—ern’t too anxious—ork with Miss onsée.
Couldn’t you please —just —eet with her?

SyLvia Voice. Well, I . . .

MARTIN. Oh, it would be great—avor. I think the
play’s—(makes raspberry/Bronx cheer sound with his
lips)— and the three of us would be—(inhales breath,
making a loud “‘eeeek” sound)—together. Couldn’t you
just—eet with her?

SyLviA Voick. Well, of course, if you want me to just
meet with her. I certainly don’t want to act like a— well,
like she would.

MARTIN. Fine! Sorry . . . (He bangs the receiver
back and forth from the desk to the side of the file cabinet
several times.)— bad connection. I —ways admired and
wanted to—ork together! I'll have — producer —artin
— emmer set up a— eeting. Really appreciate it, Miss
Glenn.

SyLvVIA VOICE. Please, Paul, call me Sylvia.

MARTIN. All right, Sylvia. And thank you very—
very — (makes loud hiccuping sound)— much. ‘Bye!

BLACKOUT
END OF ACT 1, SCENE, 1
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SCENE 2

The curtain rises on the Coulter apartment, decorated
with a huge banner that reads “FAREWELL DEAR
ARETHA.” It stretches from DS.R. toward the foyer
step, US.L., at an angle, and is too high to be reached
Sfrom a standing position. There are clumps of helium
balloons, anchored with weights, one resting on the
piano and one clump each on the end tables by the
sofa. There are other party decorations.

ARETHA, dressed in a spiffy evening gown, is hurrying
around placing streamers and other paper decora-
tions on the lamps as the phone rings.

As she goes to answer it, she passes a fur coat which is
draped over the sofa and part of the end table that
backs it. The fur slips to the floor, she picks it up, puts
it back, but it slips again. She picks it up a second
time, slams it down on the back of the sofa.

ARETHA. Stay — or Mama spank! (picks up the phone,
speaks in a formal voice) Coulter residence. (as she
changes tone) Oh, hi . . . What— Luther’s already on
his way over here with the rest of the stuff? . . . Oh, no,
that means I’ll have to go downstairs and meet him at the
delivery entrance . . . Well, child, you know this
neighborhood. They give you a ticket for lookin’ at the
building, not to mention parkin’ in front of
it . . . Catch you later . . . "Bye! (hangs up, puts the
phone back, grabs the fur coat) Heel!

(She goes out the kitchen door. After a second, we hear the
front door slam shut. SYLVIA GLENN enters. She
carries a clothes bag and a satchel with pictures in it.
Shocked by the look of the apartment, she puts her
things down.)
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SyLvia. Hello, is anybody home? — Oh, no! Aretha!
Aretha, are you here? (The phone rings, she answers it in
her phone voice.) Helloooo! Yes, this is Miss Glenn. Yes,
the Sylvia Glenn. You are? Well, thank you, thank you
very much. (then) Larry, is that you? Oh, Larry, stop
kidding around! I'm so glad you got the mes-
sage . . . Yes,I’'mat Dorothy Coulter’s . . . (glancing
around) Well, the place is decorated like a state fair— or
somebody’s opened a cat house. Or somebody’s opened
a cat house at a state fair. I don’t know but, listen, be-
tween 5:30 and 7:00, phone me here, pretend you’re
calling from the West Coast, you’re a producer offering a
featured role in a film . . . Well, I don’t know, sweetie,
you’re a writer, use your imagination . . . Well, I'll
play anything but Brooke Shield’s mother . . . Look,
I’'m late, I'll explain later. ‘Bye. (Hangs up, looks around.
She takes the two clumps of balloons from the end tables
into the bedroom. Coming back into the room, she sees
the portrait of Dorothy above the fireplace. She takes it
down and heads for the bedroom.) Sorry, Dorothy. I'll
have to put you in the closet for a while. Well, think what
it did for Dorian Gray. (She goes into the bedroom. AR-
ETHA comes barreling through the kitchen door with
two more clumps of balloons. She stops dead in her tracks
as she notices the missing balloons. She looks at her own,
then up at the ceiling to see if they've escaped, then back
at her own again, and finally shakes her head as if she
were mistaken. She sets the new ones down. She looks
around and gasps as she notices the missing portrait. She
walks to the wall, rubs her hands over the bareness of it to
make sure it’s not there. She takes her own pulse as she
back off; then, suspecting there’s a burglar about, she
backs fearfully into the kitchen. A beat later, SYLVIA
steps out of the bedroom, sees the new balloons, stops,
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turns to look back into the bedroom to see that the other
balloons are still there; they are. Shaking her head in
confusion, she quickly grabs the nearest bunch of bal-
loons and carts them off to the bedroom. Just then, AR-
ETHA comes from the kitchen with a huge frying pan.
She crosses Us. of the sofa to s.L. as the sound of the
balloons popping is heard from the bedroom. ARETHA
thinks they’re gunshots, crosses herself, steps Ds. by the
mantel, the frying pan held overhead, and as SYLVIA
comes striding in from the bedroom, ARETHA swings
the pan, barely missing her. SYLVIA turns around; they
both scream out.) Aretha!

ARETHA. Miss Glenn, I thought you were a burglar.

SYLVIA. Aretha, I thought you were on vacation! (tak-
ing in the dress and fur) Well, well, just look at you!

ARETHA. (casually) Oh, I was just out running a few
errands.

SyLvIA. Darling, the frying pan doesn’t go with that
dress at all. (starting to pick off paper decorations from
the s.L. lamp) Aretha, please — help me to get this place
back in order. I can’t imagine what happened to it.

ARETHA. Miss Glenn, Mrs. Coulter’s in Palm Springs
visiting the Annenbergs, and —

SyLvIA.  know, and I'm using the apartment for a few
days.

ARETHA. Oh, my God!

SyLviA. Aretha, I’'m just using it, ’'m not going to set
fire to it.

ARETHA. | know, but my niece and namesake, Aretha
Waterson’s getting married in two weeks and we’re hav-
ing a surprise party for her tonight— here.

SyLvIA. Ahh! I see. That’s why all the . . .

ARETHA. But— you’ll probably be going out tonight,
anyhow, won’t you?
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SyLvia. No, that’s the whole point, I have a very im-
portant meeting here in about—(glancing at her watch)
—well, just about twenty minutes.

ARETHA. I'm expecting fifteen people here at eight
o’clock.

SyLviA. Good, then there’s still time to call and head
them off, isn’t there? Look, Aretha, I have a vital summit
meeting here with a producer and Leatrice Monsée, they
must already be on their way.

ARETHA. Leatrice Monsée! Oh, no! You’re not going
to make a shambles of this apartment. How come you
didn’t have the meeting over at your place?

SyLvia. I've just moved over to the West Side to a
fabulous walk-in closet. Aretha, three-quarters of this
business is appearances. Look, the producer wants me,
Paul Newman and Leatrice Monsée.

ARETHA. Paul Newman? Well, I guess I would like to
see you back in action.

SYLVIA. Aretha, would you, would you really?

ARETHA. Of course I would.

SyLviA. Then, honey, please, put the party off for a
night or two, help me to pull this thing off. All right, this
is it: Leatrice Monsée thinks I live here.

ARETHA. Oh. Miss Glenn!

SYLVIA. Aretha, I'm in big trouble. I'm inches away
from broke. (ARETHA reacts in disbelief as SYLVIA
digs in her satchel for a framed photo.) 1 swear to God. 1
don’t have time for details, but I blew a big bundle and
now my daughter, Lila. Look, here’s her picture.

ARETHA. (taking it) Oh, isn’t she pretty! I remember
you always talking —

SYLVIA. And adorable and three times pregnant and
married to a high school teacher in Oregon—so you
know what that means. They could use a little help and
now I finally have an offer.
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ARETHA. But I’ve been planning this party for three
weeks and I don’t know if I can get a hold of all of them.

SyLvia. Why, Aretha, does Mrs. Coulter know that
you are throwing a party here for your niece?

ARETHA. You know, there was something I forgot
to—

SyLviAa. I know Mrs. Coulter and you know Mrs.
Coulter. And I would not think of mentioning any of this
to Mrs. Coulter unless push came to shove. And, sweet-
heart, welcome to the world of shove.

ARETHA. Well, if it’s that important.

SyLVIA. It’s that important. I know it’s blackmail, but
I’m an actress and we're used to doing anything to get our
way. (then sweetly, while hugging her) Oh, thank you,
darling!

ARETHA. (imitating her sweetness) You’re welcome,
dear!

SyLviA. Oh, and for God’s sake, get out of that drag.
Leatrice, the nun, will think we’ve been lunching at Lu-
tece together. (SYLVIA gets her satchel, walks to the
piano and dumps a batch of her pictures on the top as
ARETHA dials.) This place needs more me.

ARETHA. (on the phone) Hello, Ella Mae Sue Ella,
honey? . . . We’ve had an emergency catastrophe.
Now, you’ve got that whole party list. Well, call everyone
and tell ’em we've been preempted for to-
night . . . Yeah, child, we’re eighty-sixed, out the win-
dow . . . Well, we’ll have it—(to SYLVIA) How long
are we privileged to have your presence amongst us?

SYLVIA. (setting her pictures up) Oh, just a couple of
days. I'll go to the movies tomorrow, if you want.

ARETHA. No, no . . . (back on the phone) Monday
night, same time, same station. Oh, and as soon as you
reach everyone, phone and let me know. All right, girl-
friend, we’ll party Monday night . . . Talk to you
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later . . . 'Bye. (hangs up) Oooo, let me go get out of
this outfit.

SyLviA. Oh, you better bring a ladder. We have to get
the rest of this stuff down. And let’s get rid of some of this
food. (picks up two plastic-wrapped plates of food from
the coffee table) 1 don’t want Miss Only Perfect Person In
The World to think I rigged up a banquet just for her.

ARETHA. (taking the food) Gotcha! (ARETHA exits
into the kitchen as SYLVIA hurries to the phone, sits on

the sofa and dials.)
SyLviA. (on the phone) Doris, Sylvia. Got a
pen? . . . Good, take this number down:

736-1689 . . . Now, between 5:30 and 7:00, call and
invite me to some perfectly fabulous party or dinner or
opening or closing or funeral or whatever and drop a few
names . . . Huh? . . . What? . . . What? . . . She

did? . . . When? . . . Where? . . . In Vermont?
. . . Two weeks ago! . . . But that’s impossible, we’d
have all heard about it . . . Oh, just now! . . . Oh,
no! ... Oh, my Gaa--wd! ... How dreadful!
(laughing) That’s the most gruesome thing I ever
heard! . . . Of course, lunch tomorrow! I want to hear
every last gory detail! . . . 'Bye . . . (hangs up, mut-

ters) I never did trust cats. (SYLVIA looks at the mantel,
retrieves a vase of flowers on a table us. of it, places them
on the mantel to hide the discolored spot left by the por-
trait’s removal, fluffs the flowers out more, sees a crucifix
on the mantel, picks it up.) I know it’s not fair to pray
only when you need something, but— (crosses herself) If
you’ll only help me to pull this off, I'll go to Mass every
Sunday and I'll never get married again. Please. It’s
mainly for Lila and she’s turning out little Catholics like
crazy for you. Five in three years! Oh, and tonight, please
help me remember my own mother’s advice, try to be
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popular, try not to be yourself. (She puts the crucifix back
as ARETHA appears in the doorway dressed in a maid’s
outfit. She carries a metal stepladder and places it under
the s.R. end of the banner.) Well, well, well, just look at
us.

ARETHA. (a la Prissy) Watcha want me to do next,
Missee Glenn, I done finished birthin’ a/l dem babies.

SyLvViA. Frankly, Scarlett, I don’t give a damn. Oh,
Aretha, you are a doll. I owe you one.

ARETHA. (climbing the ladder) Well, how about
breakfast in bed tomorrow?

SYLvVIA. You're on. I'll make my famous eggs a la
Sophie Tucker. (ARETHA pulls a string, releasing that
end of the banner, which SYLVIA catches.) So yummy
and only about five thousand calories.

ARETHA. (climbing down the ladder, then moving it to
the us.L. end of the banner and climbing up it again) Oh,
Miss Glenn, you’re terrible, just terrible. But I guess
that’s why I always took to you. Most of Mrs. Coulter’s
friends are so— well, uppity-tuppity. But you’re just ter-
rible. I bet you got some real trash in you!

SYLVIA. Yeah, real trash. (She starts folding the ban-
ner.) Look, we’ll just fold up Aretha, Jr. She’ll be as good
as new.

ARETHA. You broke? But— one of the biggest movie
stars ever!

SyLvia. And one of the dumbest with a buck. I
thought it would never end. Well, it did.

ARETHA. But you have such an exciting life. You
know, I always wanted to be an actress. I always wanted
to be — Doris Day. I mean, parties and going out on the
town, here, there and—

SyLviA. Nowhere! An exciting life? Do you know the
last big event I attended was right here for dinner — that
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was two weeks ago last Tuesday.

ARETHA. (releasing the other end of the banner) But
— Sylvia Glenn!

SyLviA. That’s just the curse. “Sylvia Glenn? We
wouldn’t dare invite her, she’s all booked up.” Well,
Sylvia Glenn is sitting at home watching “Dallas” or
“Falcon Crest” or “Dynasty” and wishing to hell some-
one would ask her to be on one and wondering what
witch doctor Joan Collins goes to to keep looking like
that!

ARETHA. (climbing down the ladder) Well, I read in
The Enquirer where she eats monkey glands!

SyLviA. Takes monkey glands, Aretha. (shudders)
They don’t eat them.

ARETHA. (crossing toward the kitchen with the ladder)
Oh, I thought they ate them. Well, that’s good to know
’cause I was wondering how they ate them. Deep-fried or
boiled or—

SyLviA. Stop it, Aretha! (Intercom buzzes.) Jesus,
Mary and Joseph, there they are! (4ARETHA walks to the
intercom as SYLVIA goes after the last bunch of balloons
with a letter opener she picks up from table backing the
sofa.) She was always early, always standing around in
full make-up, ready and waiting before they ever even set
up the lights. Damn woman! I’ll get you, Leatrice Mon-
sée! (gets the last two balloons with one thrust) Ah-hah,
got both her heads!

ARETHA. (at intercom) Yes . . . send her up, please.
Thank you.

SYLVIA. (as ARETHA hurries to take the step-ladder
and remaining party decorations into the kitchen) Now,
when you let them in, think before you speak. Re-
member, a slip of the lip can sink a ship— don’t spill the
beans! Now, if she has a drink —slug it! What I wouldn’t
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give to see her crawling around on her hands and knees.
And if we get into a fight—you are on my side.

ARETHA. And how, Kimo Sabe!

SyLvIA. I'm going to slip into that divine little tea
gown I wore in That Was No Lady.

ARETHA. Yeah, I saw you in That Was No Lady—
and you sure weren't! (The doorbell rings.)

SyLVIA. Aretha, wish me luck, I really need for this to
work, I really do.

ARETHA. Why sure, honey, sure.

SYLVIA. (getting her clothes bag) Thank you!

ARETHA. (calling out) Coming!

SyLvIA. If thisdoesn’t work out, I’ll be the only female
movie star taxi driver in New York City. (on her way to
the bedroom) 1 hope she looks like Sam Jaffe in Gunga
Din! (Doorbell rings again.)

ARETHA. Coming! Ooooeeee, we’re up to our asses in
movie stars! (ARETHA picks up bits of the balloons that
SYLVIA has broken, glances around, stuffs them down
the front of her dress, then she hurries to the front door.
Offstage:) Come in.

LEATRICE. (offstage) Hello, I'm Leatrice Monsée.

ARETHA. (offstage) Oh, you don’t have to tell me that.
I’'m a fan of yours from way back!

LEATRICE. (offstage) Oh, how sweet.

ARETHA. (offstage) Miss Glenn said there was a
gentleman . . .

LEATRICE VOICE. Yes, he’ll be along in just a little
while.

(They enter. LEATRICE MONSEE is the same age, give
or take a year, as SYLVIA and dressed fit to kill:
gorgeous fur cape, hanging almost down to her
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ankles, handsome shoes, purse, gloves. She carries a
script in a leather-bound folder..)

ARETHA. My, my, don’t you look like you just now
stepped off the silver screen.

LEATRICE. Why, thank you. How very dear of you.
(glancing around) What a lovely apartment.

ARETHA. Yes.

LEATRICE. Sylvia always did have taste in clothes, cars
and houses —if nothing else. (light little laugh)

ARETHA. Oh, it is so good to finally meet you. Lord, I
guess you suffered more than any lady in pictures. And [
suffered through each and every one of them right along
with you. Remember in Rainbow’s End, when that
mean ole George Saunders had your brains operated on
and you went back into being a little baby girl?

LEATRICE. That wasn’t very nice of him, was it?

ARETHA. Nice! Um-umn! And in The Sin of Stepha-
nie Brooks when your mean old brother-in-law-to-be
had you raped so you wouldn’t pass the virginity test —
so his brother wouldn’t marry you!

LEATRICE. (crossing s.L.) Robert Mitchum was cer-
tainly a meanie in that one.

ARETHA. Well, if you’ll excuse the expression—he
was mean as catshit! (LEATRICE gasps.) Oh, yes, that
man was mean! And when you got captured by all those
savages in Borneo. And oh, what they didn’t do to you,
the way they dragged you through that jungle. And by
the hair, too. How come your hair didn’t come out? And
when you were asleep under that tree and that great big
old snake —

LEATRICE. (shudders) Please—I'm terrified of
snakes. They had to use a double.
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ARETHA. Sure looked like your belly that snake
crawled across.

LeATRrICE. Oh—please! Even the word does me in.

ARETHA. But that was one mean batch of little pyg-
mies you ran into, too. You know, they say any breed of
thing— when they get that little — is mean! Little ponies
— Shetland ponies. They’re mean. Little people, too:
Hitler, Napoleon, Mickey Rooney — mean. It’s just like
all the meanness gets crunched up in a tight little ball and
there’s no room for it to spread around, so they just can’t
help being plain mean!

LEATRICE. I never thought of that.

ARETHA. It’s true. Let me take your cape.

LEATRICE. Will Sylvia be long?

ARETHA. Oh, she’ll be right out . . .

LeaTrICE. (fluffing her coat up, crossing s.r.) Well, 1
think I'll keep it on for just a little while, I'm still chilly.
It’s nippy out!

ARETHA. It sure is. Let me get you a drink.

LEATRICE. (sitting) Oh, I don’t really drink.

ARETHA. Well, some cola or tea? Or some soda with
fresh lime?

LEATRICE. Say—fresh lime sounds good. (as
ARETHA heads toward the bar) Now, let’s see, what
goes nice with fresh lime?

ARETHA. Well, we have most—

LeaTrICE. I know. Gin. Gin-on-the-rocks!

ARETHA. Gin-on-the-rocks?

LEATRICE. It’s so cold I'll just have one. Gin-on-the-
rocks, but, please, don’t make it too strong.

ARETHA. A weak gin-on-the-rocks with a squirt of
fresh lime coming up. (as she makes the drink) Well, 1
guess my favorite picture was the one you made with
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Miss Glenn. Whoo-ow, you were a pair. The two of you!
And when it turned out— you were the psycho.

LEATRICE. For once —they let me win!

ARETHA. Win? They sent you to the electric chair.
They shaved your head, and let you spit out all that
hatred you hid for so many years as they walked you
down that long hall to be fried!

LEATRICE. In Hollywood — that’s called winning.

ARETHA. Why the two of you didn’t make another
picture together, I'll never know.

LEATRICE. (laughing warmly) Lloyd’s of London re-
fused to insure us.

ARETHA. (laughing too) Of course, I know. You two
were terrors, weren’t you?

LEATRICE. Oh . . .

ARETHA. Yes, you were. Fess up. You two were holy
terrors. Why, you got all that publicity! I sure wish I’'d
been workin’ for one of you then *cause I sure would love
to get the inside dope on that little caper.

LEATRICE. Surely you’ve gotten it from Sylvia. At
least her side. How long have you been working for her?

ARETHA. Oh—ah, [I've been working for
her . . . ah, three years. Gee, it seems like I just started.

LEATRICE. Three years. You must have a strong
constitution.

ARETHA. Oh, Miss Glenn’s bite is not nearly as bad as
her bark. She’s just real people.

LEATRICE. If she’s just “real people” —I wouldn’t
venture outside the house. Imagine New York City peo-
pled by eight million Sylvia Glenns. Why, the sound of
the ambulances alone would be absolutely deafening.

ARETHA. You sure have a way with words, Miss
Monsée.



LEGENDS 31

(SYLVIA, dressed in a backless silver lamé gown, loaded
with jewelry, appears in the bedroom doorway. She
Jocuses on LEATRICE. Both are gussied up fit to
kill. LEATRICE gives her a long stare— from head
to toe.)

LEATRICE. For a second there . . . I thought it was
the Tin Man from The Wizard of Oz.

SyLvia. Well, well, well —just look at us.

LeATRICE. Correct me if I'm wrong — but didn’t you
used to be Sylvia Glenn? (They laugh, then speak
together.)

LEATRICE & SyLvVIA. I thought you were dead!

SyLvia. Well, where’s Mr. What’s-his-name?

LEATRICE. (standing) Klemmer, Martin Klemmer.
He phoned just as I was going out the door, said he tried
to get in touch with you, something about an emergency
meeting about the play. He’ll be along in just a little
while. (parading and crossing in front of SYLVIA)

SyLvia. My, my, my— what a ravishing cape.

LEATRICE. And don’t you look simply marvelous.

SyLvia. If it was any longer you could dust the floors.
(catty) Aretha, better look out for your job! (She turns
toward LEATRICE, holds out her arms.) C’'mere and
give us a kiss. (4s LEATRICE looks at her for a long
moment, deciding whether or not to accept the offer, AR-
ETHA picks up a small flash camera from the bar area.)

LEATRICE. (finally walking toward her) Well, why
not . . . ? (stops just short) Ah-ah, no biting! (They
begin to embrace but as they do, LEATRICE sees AR-
ETHA and the camera and pulls back.) No, no, only
from above, get up on a chair or something!

SYLVIA. (switching sides) And wait—wait, my right
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side! (ARETHA giggles as she steps up on a chair or
ottoman, aims the camera and gets the two of them kiss-
ing, although all four eyes are aimed at the camera, plus
dazzling stage smiles. There’s a flash, they pull apart, the
smiles snap shut.)

ARETHA. (indicating the camera) Thank you, I had it
for the party. (realizing she’s getting into unwanted terri-
tory) I'll get some canapes. (She leaves.)

SyLviA. There, that wasn’t so bad after all, was it?

LEATRICE. (staring at her) 1 simply cannot get over
you. You haven’t had something—well, done, have
you?

SyLvia. Me? Are you mad? I wouldn’t let anyone
touch me with a knife.

LEATRICE. What are they using now — laser beams?

SYLVIA. Same dear sweet Leatrice.

LEATRICE. Same dear old Sylvia.

SyLvia. All right, enough—enough. Let’s make a
bargain, let’s forget the past.

LEATRICE. Do you really mean that?

SyLviA. I always mean what I say. (taking off LEA-
TRICE'’s cape) Take off the cape. Seen, registered,
you’re doing well, looking terrific. Take it off! (yanks it
off and yells to the kitchen) Aretha, haul it out here!

LEATRICE. Sylvia!

SyLvIA. Oh, we just kid around . . . now look, let’s
get one thing straight. Everything I say—you’re not
going to “Sylvia” me. I mean, aren’t we past that?

LEATRICE. I suppose so.

SyLviA. Well, hooray for us.

ARETHA. (coming in) You bellowed, madam?

SyLvIA. Yes. Aretha, take this out to the kitchen and
singe it!

LEATRICE. (walks Us.L. of the sofa, taking off her hat,
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glancing in a small mirror on the mantel) You haven’t
changed one single, teensy tiny iota.

Syrvia. I know, isn’t it heaven? (LEATRICE dis-
covers a framed photo lying on the floor under the table
backing the sofa. Puzzled for a moment, she dismisses it
as SYLVIA, by the bar, looks into her glass and speaks to
ARETHA.) Aretha, what’s in this, soda?

ARETHA. Gin-on-the-rocks.

SyLviA. Gin-on-the-rocks, eh? Well, there’s only so
much slugging you can do with that! (ARETHA exits
into kitchen.) Well, sit down — take your girdle off. Gin-
on-the-rocks, eh?

LEATRICE. (sitting on the sofa) 'm only having one.
Also, I admit, I was a teensy, tiny bit apprehensive about
this meeting. I upped my insurance and left a sealed
envelope with my lawyer.

SYLVIA. (sitting beside her) 1 love you. Teensy,
tiny . . . that’sone thingI never understood about you.
One of the most ruthless characters in Hollywood — and
that’s saying something.

LEATRICE. (immediate protest) Oh —

SyLvIA. Come on, this is Sylvia you're talking to. Syl-
via Glenn, star of stage, screen and —

LEATRICE. — K-Mart openings!

SyLviA. Now, that’s what I mean about you. You’ve
always had a wicked sense of humor, you can see it right
behind the eyeballs. It was always visible to me. But, of
course, you'd never swear or really drink, or—

LEATRICE. Oh, all that’s changed.

SyLviAa. When?

LEATRICE. In recent years.

SyLviA. I don’t believe it. Prove it.

LEATRICE. No.

Syrvia. I don’t believe it anyway. I remember that
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swear box you used to keep on the set. Anybody’d swear
and they had to drop in a quarter. (laughing) And Ethel
Merman came up to you once and said, “I hear it costs a
quarter every time you say a no-no. Well, babe, here’s
five bucks, go fuck yourself!”

LEATRICE. (shocked) How can you say that about
dear, sweet Ethel?

SyLviA. Easy. Well, I think we’re going to get along
just dandy. Oh, come on, let’s dish before Mr. What’s-
his-name gets here.

LEATRICE. Shouldn’t we read through the script first?

SyLviAa. We're not going to read for him, we don’t
have to audition, do we?

LEATRICE. Well, no, but—

SyLvia. Come on, let’s talk, we can’t meet after all
these years and start whipping through a script right off
the bat. (then) Oh — of course, of course. I almost forgot!
Did you hear about Maggie Bain?

LEATRICE. (suddenly eager) No—what’s she done
now?

SyLvia. She bought the farm.

LEATRICE. I know, the old witch bought a farm up in
Vermont. Oh, those poor cows and horses!

SyLviA. No, no, I was using the phrase in its meta-
phorical sense. She croaked.

LEATRICE. Croaked?

SyLvia. Croaked. Talked to Doris Tilton, not a half
hour ago. Maggie has gone to her reward, which should
be quite amusing —if fair’s fair.

LEATRICE. Oh, dear, I didn’t mean to call her an old
witch.

SyLviA. Oh, come offit, Leatrice —they don’t change
just because they’re dead, you know.

LEATRICE. Sylvia!
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SyLvia. Well, they don’t. But the best part, the abso-
lute juiciest — you remember all those cats she had?

LEATRICE. Yes, nobody else would put up with her.

SyLvia. Well, get this. Apparenily she had a heart
attack and died all alone during that terrible blizzard we
had two weeks ago. No one came by, they couldn’t, see,
the people who phoned thought she’d gotten out. But she
didn’t and the cats didn’t either. They ran out of dried cat
food and whatever else they could dig up and by the time
somebody found Maggie —the cats had started to eat
her!

LEeATRICE. They didn’t!

SyLvia. They did!

LEATRICE. (hands to face, shuddering) Oh, how grue-
some, how Edgar Allan Poe!

SYLVIA. (a put-on, reaching for the script) Yes. Well,
now—let’s have a look at that script and —

LEATRICE. Wait a minute, wait a minute!

SyLviA. Yes, what?

LEATRICE. (conspiratorily) How much of her did they
eat?

SyLvia. I don’t know, but those must have been some
hungry cats.

LEATRICE. Strong teeth, too.

SyLviA. She was a tough broad.

LEATRICE. I’d have started in on the furniture first.

SyLVIA. Please pass the desk! (They both laugh, then:)

LEATRICE & SyLViA. Poor Maggie.

SYLVIA. (standing, crossing to the bar) Oh, come on,
'l make you a drink. Let’s talk.

LeATRICE. The cats ate Maggie Bain!

SyLviA. Not all of her. They just didn’t find an old
shoe and no Maggie. The cats ate some of her.

LEATRICE. | wonder which parts they left?
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SyLvia. Leatrice, you are absolutely morbid about
this. (crossing back to the sofa with a drink)

LEATRICE. Well, you have to admit it doesn’t happen
every day. My liitle Mufhin wouldn’t do a thing like that.

SyYLVIA. (sitting) Can your little Muffin work a can
opener?

LeATRICE. Of course not.

SyLvia. Then don’t put her to the test.

LeATRICE. The cats ate Maggie Bain!

SYLVIA. Well, that’s the word. Now, let’s change the
subject, it could get a little depressing.

LEATRICE. Right, you’re absolutely right. You know,
I’'m beginning to enjoy myself.

SyLvia. Well, with all this good news.

LEATRICE. It isn’t that exactly.

SyLviA. You always had a weird streak. You tried to
hide it, but it was there.

LEATRICE. Maybe just a teensy tiny.

SyLviA. (mimicking LEATRICE, sweet baby voice)
Maybe. About the size of Argentina.

LEATRICE. (warning) Sylvia!

SyLviA. I don’t know why, but I always liked to mimic
you.

LEATRICE. | know. And I don’t know why, but I never
liked it—at all.

SyLviA. All right. I won’t, I won’t, I swear.

(ARETHA enters with canapes.)

ARETHA. How about some canapes, Miss Monsée?

LEATRICE. (at her goodiest) Why, thank you. How
very dear of you. (fingers hovering over tray) Smoked
salmon and caviar. Why, they look like little caviar bas-
kets, don’t they?
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SYLVIA. (baby talk) Yes— ums a liddle caviar basket
— just for Lea-trice.

LEATRICE. Sylvia, I wish you wouldn’t do that.

SyLvia. I know, Bad Sylvia! (slaps her own hand, but
continues the baby talk) Her’s a bad dirl!

LEATRICE. (chewing on her food) I really wish you
wouldn’t.

SyLviA. It’s only — I’ve never gotten over you talking
that way through more than half a movie and getting
nominated for an Academy Award.

LEATRICE. I was retarded in that movie.

SyLviA. I hope to tell you! And you were perfect.

LEATRICE. You never won an Oscar, did you?

SyLvVIA. [ did, too. And you know it. I won it in 1968
for playing a hooker in Go For Broke.

LEATRICE. Oh, yes. Ah, but . . .

SyLviA. Yes, it was for Best Supporting Actress.

LEATRICE. Are the supporting ones the same as for
Best Actress?

SyLvia. No, of course not. Mine is made out of card-
board, stuck together with Krazy Glue.

LEATRICE. No need to get testy.

SYLVIA. I'm not testy. (4s ARETHA passes the tray to
her, SYLVIA snaps in a loud voice.) NO! (recovering)
Thank you. (back to LEATRICE) Well, we each won an
award. Me for a hooker and you for a nun. Oh, say that
last speech for me. Go ahead.

LEATRICE. “You can laugh and bray all you want.
You can call me a Bride of Christ, but you can’t take
away my faith in—"

SyLvia. No, No, not the nun thing, the one from
Rainbow’s End.

LEATRICE. I don’t remember it.

SyLviA. You do, too. You remember every line you
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ever had and lots of everybody else’s lines.

LeATRICE. All right, I remember it. But I won’t say it.

ARETHA. Oh, I just loved that movie, it was so sad. |
cried so, until—my sinuses threw in the towel.
Please . . .

LEATRICE. All right, I'll say it for Aretha, but no
laughing.

SyLviA. Of course not.

LEATRICE. (gets off the sofa, takes a cushion, kneels
Ds., closes her eyes for a second, then opens them) “Her
knows her won’t see Donny again. Her knows her would
wike her own baby, but her knows her can’t . . . can’t
ever. If only her mind had kept up wif her body,
but . . . no—no—(shakes her head) So—1 think |
just go bye-bye now. (folds her hands together in prayer)
Now I way me down to seep— I pway the Lord my soul
to—to—"

SyLviA. I'll be George Saunders. (serious) “To keep,
my dear girl —to keep!”

LEATRICE. (shaking her head) “no, no—to take. Oh,
please dear Lord —to take!”

ARETHA. (after a moment) Oh, that’s lovely . . . just
lovely.

SyLVIA. You were damned good.

LEATRICE. (sitting on the sofa again) Then why did
you always make fun of me?

SyLviA. Oh . . . I don’t know. You were forever
playing nurses and nuns and saints and I was stuck play-
ing tramps.

LEATRICE. That was not my fault. It was type-casting.
I never made fun of you when you played all those
bitches.

SyLvia. What’s to make fun of a bitch?

LEATRICE. Oh . . . ?(stands, then puts a knee on the
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sofa, a hand on the back, tough pose, tough voice) “‘Listen
to me, Frank. I'll get to Chi-cagah if I have to get there on
a freight train, on a Greyhound bus or on my back!”

ARETHA. (clapping her hands and laughing) That’s it.
that’s her. And if you’ll excuse the expression—she
mostly got there on her back. (SYLVIA silences her with
a look.)

LEATRICE. (fo SYLVIA as she crosses to chair, s.L.)
Now you play Kirk Douglas.

SyLvIA. Okay, Kirk Douglas. (stands, plants a foot on
the coffee table, speaks toughly, through clenched teeth)
“But what about the kids, Marcy?”

LEATRICE. (tough again) “Keep ’em!”

SyLvia. “Keep ’em? Keep the kids?”

LEATRICE. “All right, don’t keep ’em —have a yard
sale!” (ARETHA applauds; so does SYLVIA.)

SYLVIA. You see, you could have played a perfect
bitch if you’d only wanted to.

LEATRICE. (interest piqued) Me, play a bitch? Why,
...

ARETHA. (laughing) 1 still like the part about you get-
ting to Chicago on your back!

SyLVIA. Aretha, why don’t you go out in the kitchen
and — do something.

ARETHA. Oh, everything’s done.

SyLvia. (winking at ARETHA, patting her shoulder)
Well, then, dear, why don’t you go out and — pick some
cotton?

LEATRICE. Sylvia!

SyLviA. Leatrice!

ARETHA. (laughing, crossing to LEATRICE) It’s all
right, I get a kick out of her. Out of all Mrs. Coulter’s
friends — (stops herself, turns and heads for the kitchen) 1
think I will pick some cotton. (She leaves.)
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LEATRICE. Who is Mrs. Coulter?

SyLviA. Oh, a mutual friend. She’s who I got Aretha
from. Now, whenever she’s giving a large dinner party, |
lend her Aretha. (sits on the coffee table, then) Leatrice,
what do you think of the play?

LEATRICE. I think it’s sad, funny, heartbreaking . . .

SyLviA. And just like the business.

LeATRICE. The business! What a funny word for it.

SyLviA. What a funny business. (after a moment of
reflection) Do you miss it?

LEATRICE. The business?

SyLvIA. No, our time—at the top of the mountain.
Our reign. When we were the —what? The Goddesses.
Oh, Leatrice, we were surrounded by the most fascinat-
ing, talented people in the world: directors, writers, pro-
ducers, designers — but, when they yell “cut” they mean
cut! When they turn off the spotlight, you feel the chill.

LEATRICE. (standing, crossing to c.s.) Of course, I get
offered things all the time, but I won’t do trash. Like —
oh, those awful TV series with—

SyLvia. Oh, no. You mean “Falcon Crest,” “Dy-
nasty,” “Dallas.”

LEATRICE. Icky, icky, icky.

SyLvia. Tacky, tacky, tacky. (They've let their hair
down now, lest they go too far.)

LeATrICE. Thank heavens for wise investments.

SyLviA. Wise investments? I heard you were—
financially fragile.

LeaTrICE. Financially fragile? Oh, no . . . I've
never lived up to my means. And I’ve certainly never
lived past them — like so many people in our profession.
Forinstance, I don’t even keep a car and driver anymore.
Sometimes when I want to go to the theater I rent alimo,
but most of the time I just hop into a cab!
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