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Love, Sex,
and the I.R.S.

ACT ONE
SCENE 1

AS CURTAIN RISES, we see a present-day bachelor apart-
ment in Manhattan. Stage Right, we see an ‘archway
which leads to an off-stage kitchen. U .s.R. is the front
door. All along the back we see a skylight, complete
with a view obstructed by clothes-lines. Stage Left has
a landing which leads upstairs to the bedrooms.
Center Stage is a comfortable-looking sofa. On it, we
see LESLIE ARTHUR, a gawky young man in his early
twenties. He is engaged in a passionate kiss with KATE
DENNISs, a pretty little brunette. LESLIE tries to break
the kiss and speak. KATE fights him.

KATE. No, Leslie!

LESLIE. Why not?

KATE. The wedding’s not for two weeks. What’s the
rush?

LESLIE. Oh, come on, Kate.

KATE. No. It can wait.

LEesLIE. It cannot wait. Believe me, it cannot wait.

KATE. (Kissing him all over.) Is that all you can think
about?

LESLIE. At the moment? Yes. (Finally.) When are you
going to tell Jon that you can’t marry him?

KATE. The wedding’s not for two weeks! I'll fit it in there
somewhere. (KATE attempts another passionate kiss.
LESLIE stops her.)

LESLIE. Wait. Wait. Wait a minute. Time out. Kate,
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6 LOVE, SEX, AND THE I.R.S. ACT I

don’t you realize that in two weeks you will be married to
Jon?

KaTE. Of course I do. I'm engaged to him. (KATE tries
another kiss. LESLIE moves away from her.)

LesLie. Kate, would you stop? (LESLIE begins pacing.)
I’m not sure if you noticed, but we’ve been sneaking around
behind his back for almost a week now. I just had some
proof of it on the couch a second ago.

KATE. I'm aware of what we do on the couch, Leslie. I
just can’t bring myself to tell him.

LEsLIE. Well, you’re going to have to tell him. Two
weeks from now, when the three of us go on our honey-
moon, it’ll probably be too late.

KATE. Why haven’t you told him? You’re his best friend!

LesLiE. Look, I'm a nervous wreck whenever we’re all
together. I can’t look Jon in the eye anymore. I even feel
guilty when I lay on the couch.

KATE. Lie on the couch! All we’ve ever done together
was lie on the couch!

LEsLIE. I was planning on getting around to more. Look,
I’ve tried to bring up the subject to Jon but I get scared.

KATE. Scared of what?

LesLIE. Well, back in college I tried to tell him that his
girlfriend was fooling around with one of his professors.
The same thing happened. I got scared. My mouth dried up
and nothing came out. Jon never knew what the reason was.
He just figured I had a sinus problem. It’s a good thing I
didn’t tell him. The jerk that did was attacked. Jon went
crazy in the guy's dorm and broke everything.

KATE. Like what?

LEesLIE. His arm, his leg, afewribs . . .

KATE. You're talking about Jon Trachtman?

LESLIE. Yes, I’m talking about Jon Trachtman. When he
finished with the guy, they had to wheel him into surgery.
On four separate tables. And you should have seen what he
did to his guide dog!
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KATE. That’s terrible.

LEesLIE. And mind you, this is just the guy that told him.
The professor . . .

KATE. I’d rather not hear it. What happened to the girl?

LesLIE. I don’t know. No one ever saw her on campus
again. Rumor has it that she joined a convent.

KATE. I know how it is, Leslie. It’s hard telling Jon I
want to break up when he keeps calling me his ‘‘little
Moonpie.”’

LEsLIE. ‘‘His ‘little Moonpie?’ *’

KATE. He likes Moonpies.

LEsLIE. I think we have a problem, Kate.

KATE. It’s not easy telling your fiance that your in love
with his best friend, either.

LEesLIE. Keep your voice down. The neighbors have very
thin walls and very big mouths. I think it’s better if he
suspects nothing until we can break it to him gently.

KATE. If we wait any longer, he’s going to walk in here,
catch us together and we won’t have to say anything.

LESLIE. (Looking at watch.) Omigod, what time is it? Get
out of here, before he comes home. (LESLIE begins shoving
KATE towards the door.)

KATE. You’re not very adventurous. Getting caught to-
gether could be very romantic.

LEsLIE. If you want adventure, go walk through the
Bronx during a gang war. I'll call you later. (KATE barely
gets into her coat as LESLIE pushes her. Just as they reach
the door, we hear the DOORBELL.) Who can that be? Are
you expecting anybody?

KATE. Leslie, I don’t even live here!

LEesLIE. Then who’s out there?

KATE. I don’t know!

LESLIE. You don’t suppose Jon forgot his key or
something?

KATE. You think it’s him? I don’t want him to see me
here. What should I do?
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LEsLIE. Hide. Just hide. (The DOORBELL rings again.
LESLIE and KATE are frantic.)

KATE. Where?

LEsLIE. The closet!

KATE. There is no closet.

LEsLIE. What?

KATE. You don’t have a closet!

LESLIE. You’'re kidding.

KATE. Leslie!

LESLIE. Oh. Then, I'll open the door with you cleverly
hidden behind it. And when he comes inside you can sneak
out.

KATE. All right.

(KATE hides behind the door. LESLIE composes himself,
opens the door and there before us is not Jon at all, but
MR. JANSEN, a beer-bellied drunk of a landlord. He
holds a beer can in one hand and an opened telegram
in the other. LESLIE is glued to the doorknob as
JANSEN enters. KATE is hidden from view behind the
opened door, against the u.c. wall.)

LESLIE. Oh! Mr. Jansen, what a relief!

JANSEN. What happened, the toilet back up again?

LEsLIE. No. I’'m just glad to see you.

JANSEN. You are? What’s going on? Do you have drugs
in here?

LEesLIE. Of course not.

JANSEN. You keeping a broad in here?

LESLIE. What makes you think that?

JANSEN. You're acting too nice. I don’t like it when
people are nice to me. What are you hiding?

LEsLIE. Nothing.

JANSEN. Let me just look around here. (As JANSEN
snoops around, LESLIE slams the door against the wall to
keep KATE hidden from view.) You got the place looking
pretty good.
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LEsLIE. Thanks. You should see it from the outside.

JANSEN. What happened to that big hole in the ceiling
that used to be right up there?

LEesLiE. Oh. It’s still there. But the guy upstairs bought a
rug.

JANSEN. Is that so? (KATE tries to sneak out and LESLIE
smashes her into the wall as JANSEN walks by.) Yup, this
place looks pret-ty good. Don’t make it look too good,
though, or I'll start raising your rent.

LesLiE. That’s why 1 didn’t want you to come in. The
place looks so good, I was afraid you'd want to raise our
rent.

JANSEN. It doesn’t look that good. (Again, KATE tries to
escape and is slammed into the wall.)

Lestie. Well, so long Mr. Jansen. Thanks for barging
in . . . dropping in.

JANSEN. (Heads for the door.) Yeah. What are you,
practicing to be a door man or something? (He laughs.
LESLIE follows and laughs also.) ,

LESLIE. Doorman . . . ha ha . . . that’s very funny.
“‘Practicing to be a doorman.’” Yessir, that’s pretty funny.

JANSEN. It’s not that funny. (JANSEN exits. LESLIE shuts
the door. KATE is plastered against the wall.)

LEesLIE. Oh, Kate, I’'m sorry. Are you okay?

KATE. I don’t think I can ever give birth. But aside from
that, I’m fine.

LEsLIE. Here, why don’t you sit down for a minute.

KAaTE. Thank you.

LESLIE. But just a minute. You’ve got to get out of here.
(KATE is seated on the couch as JANSEN enters with a pass
key.)

JANSEN. Aha!

LESLIE. Mr. Jansen, while you’re here, would you mind
fixing the doorbell? I think it’s broken.

JANSEN. What is this? What do I see? What am [ seeing?

LESLIE. It’s nothing. You’'re drinking too much again.
It’s a hallucination!
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JANSEN. Nice try. But my hallucinations are blonde.
Who'’s the broad, Leslie? Why were you hiding before?
You living here now?

KATE. No sir, I’m not.

JANSEN. Then why were you hiding? )
LesLIE. She was hiding because we thought it might be
you at the door and we didn’t want to give you the wrong

impression. Sir.

JANSEN. Oh? Good. Married or another building. That’s
my motto.

LEsLIE. Good motto. Mr. Jansen, I’d like you to meet
Kate Dennis.

JANSEN. Pleased to meet you.

KATE. I think we’ve met before.

JANSEN. Yeah? Doesn’t matter, cause I don’t remember
you. Who’s girl are you? Jon’s or Leslie’s?

LesLIE. That’s hard to say right now.

JANSEN. What?

KATE. What Leslie means to say is that I’'m Jon’s fiancee.

JANSEN. Oh, yeah, I got a telegram here for Jon. I almost
forgot. You sure you’re not living here now?

LEsLIE. Mr. Jansen, you’re free to search the apartment
anytime you like.

JANSEN. Okay, I’'ll take you up on that sometime. You’'re
a witness, Carol.

LESLIE. Fine. Now what about the telegram?

JANSEN. It’s from Chicago. They delivered it before and
nobody was home. So I took it for you.

LesLIE. What’s it say?

JANSEN. It says that . . . how should I know. (JANSEN
hands over the telegram and exits, leaving the door open.)

LEesLIE. I wonder who this is from.

KATE. What gives your landlord a right to be so nosey?

LEesLIE. We’re two months behind in the rent. He can be
as nosey as he wants.

KATE. Well, I'd better get out of here, while I have the
chance.
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LESLIE. Yeah. Get out of here.

(KATE turns to leave and in through the open door, walks
JoN: good-looking, in his early twenties, very likeable.
He carries some sheet music under his arm.)

KATE. Jon!

LESLIE. Oh boy! (The telegram flies out of his hand to
somewhere behind the bar.)

Jon. Hi Katie. What’s new?

KaTe. Uh . . . tell him, Leslie. (LESLIE makes dry-
mouth noises.)

JoN. Leslie, what’s the matter? God, I haven’t heard
those noises since college. (LESLIE tries to speak again. All
that escapes his lips is a low moan.) Christ, Leslie. You
sound like a drowning moose. Do you want some water?

LesLie. Kate . . . grblagh . . . Kate came to see
you.

JoN. I know that. Now relax. Why don’t you sit down.

LESLIE. No,I’'mfah . . . ’'mfah . . . 'mfah . . .

JoN. Leslie used to have these sinus attacks in college.
Remember Leslie?

Lestie. Umm . . . hmm . . .

JoN. They used to come at the strangest times. I’'m sorry
you’re not feeling well, Leslie, I wanted to take you both
out to celebrate.

KATE. Celebrate what?

JoN. It’s taken me three months, but I finally got our
band a booking.

KATE. Oh. Oh, that’s wonderful. Isn’t that wonderful
Leslie?

LEesLIE. Wonderful.

JoN. I thought you’d be more thrilled than that. Now,
come on, you’ll never guess where.

KATE. Max’s Kansas City?

JoN. Nope.

KaTe.Uh . . . C.B.G.B.’s?
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JoN. Nope.

KATE. We give up. Where?

JoN. Weehawkan. The Huderwitz Bar Mitzvah.

LESLIE. You're right. We never would’ve guessed.

Jon. Look, it’s money, Leslie.

KATE. Of course we'll celebrate the Huderwitz Bar
Mitzvah.

JoN. Great. Where will it be? Nathan’s or Blimpie’s?

KATE. Blimpie’s is fine with me.

JoN. You gonna come with us, Leslie? (LESLIE makes
more noises.) Leslie, are you going to come with us?

LesLIE. No. No. I have a lot to do today.

Jon. Like what?

LesLie. Well, 1 was thinking of having my sinuses
drained. And I have to practice for the bar mitzvah.

Jon. It’s not until next October.

LesLIE. But I haven’t played in a couple weeks. I
wouldn’t want to let the Huderwitzes down.

Jon. Okay, Leslie. Well, Katie, I guess it’s just you and
me, right little Moon Pie?

LESLIE. On second thought I think I'll come.

JoN. All right. Just let me change and we’ll go. I spent
the whole morning trying to teach little Georgie Leach to
play a scale on the tuba. Another six months and he might
get it. (JON loosens his tie and exits to the bedrooms.)

LesLIE. All right. Don’t panic. He suspects nothing.
Thank God he didn’t go to the bar. I forgot to wipe your
lipstick off the glasses. Now he’ll never know.

KATE. What? That I drink? Take it easy.

LEsLIE. I can’t go on like this. Can’t we tell him? Please
can’t we tell him? Maybe if we all sit down and discuss this
like rational human beings?

KATE. What about that guy in school you were just tell-
ing me about?

LESLIE. Well, that probably occurred because the guy
didn’t know what he was in for. I know what we’re in for.
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Aslong as . . . (LESLIE begins bouncing around the room
like a lunatic boxer as he speaks and continues this through-
out the following dialogue.) 1 handle this rationally and
intellectually like a level-headed rational intellectual . . .

KATE. What are you doing?

LESLIE. It’s very hard to hit a moving target. We’ll just
say, ‘‘Jon, Kate and I have something to tell you, old
buddy.’’ I hope my Maypo stays down. We’ll say, ‘‘Jon
. . . (JON re-enters. He’s changed into a pair of jeans
and sport shirt.)

KATE. Jon!

JoN. What?

LEsLIE. Ohboy . . . Okay,Jon . . . (Noises.)
JoN. What are you doing, Leslie?

LEsLIE. Okay, Jon, old buddy . . . (Noises.)

Jon. Kate, what is he doing?

KATE. Tell him, Leslie.

LESLIE. (Noises.)

JoN. What’s wrong with you? Kate, what’s wrong with
him?

KaTe. Uh . . . it’s his sinuses, I guess.

LEesLIE. Thanks a lot, Kate. (Noises.)

(The TELEPHONE rings, as JON goes to answer it, LESLIE
continues bouncing around.)

Jon. Leslie, jumping around like that isn’t going to clear
up your nose. Now, don’t encourage him, Kate. (JoN an-
swers the phone, LESLIE continues bouncing.) Hello? . . .
Yes, this is Jon Trachtman . . . who? . . . Leslie, do
you mind? (LESLIE winds down and stops.) Thank you
. . . (Into phone.) I'm sorry. What can I do for you, Mr.
Spinner? . . . Yes, I'll be home all day tomorrow. . . .
I’m afraid that I don’t understand. . . . what? . . . oh,
my wife? (LESLIE and KATE exchange looks.) . . . Yes,
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of course . . . One o’clock will be fine . . . Yes, see
you then. (JON hangs up, stunned. After a slight pause.)

KATE. Your what?

LesLIE. I thought I heard you say something about a
wife . . .

JoN. 1did.

KATE. You haven’t got a wife. Have you?

JoN. Let me put it this way. It would have made things
easier.

LESLIE. You can say that again.

KATE. It would have made what easier?

JoN. Kate, would you mind going home now?

KATE. Brother, you sure wear out your welcome quick
around here.

LESLIE. What’s going on?

KATE. Are you in some kind of trouble?

Jon. I need time to think, please go home Katie.

KATE. I will not go home. I’'m marrying you in two
weeks, I think I have a right to know what’s wrong.

LESLIE. Yes Jon, Moon Pie and I have a right to know
what’s wrong.

JoN. All right. It has to do with my taxes.

LEesLIE. What? Who was that on the phone?

JoN. A man named Floyd Spinner. From the Internal
Revenue Service.

LESLIE. Wait a second. You told the I.R.S. that you were
married?

JoN. No. I did not tell the I.R.S. that I was married.

LEsLIE. Good.

JoN. I'told the I.R.S. that we were married.

LEsSLIE. You told the I.R.S. that we were married? We
who? We-You and me—We?

JoN. Yes, kindof . . .

LEsLIE. Kind of? I’'m a man. Did you tell them that you
were married to a man?

KATE. I don’t get it. How could they get the idea that you
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two were married? Who’s the idiot who does your tax re-
turns every year?

JoN. I do my own, thank you.

KATE. What about you, Leslie?

LESLIE. My accountant does mine.

KATE. Oh? Who’s your accountant?

LEsLIE. Jon.

KATE. How did they get the impression that you were
married to Leslie?

JoN. I told them.

KATE. You told them that you were married to a man?

JoN. No, I did not tell them I was married to a man.

KATE. What did you tell them?

JoN. I told them I was married to a woman.

KATE. You told them you were married to a woman?

JoN. Yes. I changed his sex. They kind of think Leslie’s
a woman.

LEsLIE. They kind of think I’'m a what?

KATE. Woman.

LEsLIE. | heard him. They kind of think I’m a what?

JoN. Look, Leslie could very easily be a man’s name or a
woman’s name. I saved us a lot of money this way. Re-
member what it was like four years ago? Kate, you don’t
know. It was embarrassing. Every two weeks Leslie would
get his hair cut at the A & P. In the meat department. To this
day, whenever [ smell calves liver I comb my hair. And me,
I walked around with contact paper on my shoes. Some-
thing had to be done. Do you know how humiliating it is to
have to take in laundry? From other people’s clothes-lines?
We needed a way out. Then, I found out that simply by
changing our status to married, we could keep a lot of what
we’d normally pay in taxes. Even if we did pay it, the
government would only waste it anyway. It was so easy.
And after getting away with it the first year, I figured I could
keep on doing it. Who would think they’d catch us?

LEsLIE. I would. Right now. I think they caught us.
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KATE. Now what are you going to do?

JoN. I’'m thinking. This could be very serious, you know.
Four years. Four years, I’ve been cheating the government
out of money they don’t deserve in the first place. This
country was founded as a revolt against high taxes and now
here we are with the [.R.S. coming to investigate us.

LesLIE. Us? Again with the us? Isn’t it obvious that I'm
not a woman? It’s going to be a very quick investigation,
isn’tit? Isn’t it?

JoN. Not necessarily . . .

KATE. What are you thinking?

JoN. I’m not sure.

KATE. You don’t think you can pull something like this
off, do you?

JoN. Yes, I do. They have no complaints with my book-
keeping, just my claim of Leslie’s sex. I'll simply doctor up
all of Leslie’s I.D. and get this Spinner guy so drunk he
can’t see straight.

KATE. But he’s going to want to see your wife.

JoN. Of course he’s going to want to see my wife. That’s
where you come in.

KATE. Me?

LESLIE. Yeah.

JoN. I’'ll need some of your clothes to drape around here.

LESLIE. Yeah.

JoN. And I'll need a couple of girlie items to make the
place look lived in by a woman.

LESLIE. Yeah.

JoN. And I'll need something for Leslie to wear.

LEesLIE. No. What do you mean for Leslie to wear? Why
can’t Kate be Leslie?

JoN. No. She’s the wrong size. She has different colored
eyes. And we all know she can’t keep a secret.

KATE. That’s what you say.

JoN. If anything goes wrong, it’'ll mean a large fine to
pay. And we haven’t got enough to pay the rent. Or else it
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means a prison sentence. No. The only way to pull this off ’
is for you to be yourself, Leslie. Yourfemale self.

LEeSLIE. No. I am not dressing up like any woman. Forget
it, you can just go to jail, pal.

JoN. Fine. But your name is on those forms too. If I go to
jail, you go to jail with me. Pal.

LESLIE. (After a pause.) What time is he coming?

JoN. Good boy, thank you Leslie. Now, let’s go eat.
After you ladies . . .

END ACT ONE—SCENE ONE

ACT ONE
SCENE 2

It is the next morning, around eleven o’ clock. We find JoN
at coffee table with wads of papers. Erasers and pens
of assorted types are strewn over top of everything.
The apartment has obviously been re-decorated by
KATE. Brightly colored throw pillows, plants and flow-
ers, lace tablecloths, scatter rugs have all been added.
It looks clean. JON is dressed rather collegiately and
cool as can be. He touches up some document and
rises, crossing to the bedrooms. He calls off.

JoN. Leslie, are you sure this is all of your I.D.?

LESLIE. (Enters from the bedrooms. He is getting ner-
vous. As he speaks he applies make-up to cover his five
o’clock shadow.) Yes. Have you finished touching them
up? It’s almost eleven-thirty.

JoN. All done. Now relax. Mr. Spinner won't be here
until one.

LESLIE. (Evens his ‘‘base’’ by applying the make-up to
the rest of his face.) What are you doing with my draft card?
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JoN. I'm burning it. There’s no draft anymore. You
don’t need it.

LEsLIE. They must have it on file somewhere.

Jon. Relax. He’s not going to ask to see my wife’s draft
card. He thinks you’re a woman. Trust me.

LesLIE. That’s what you said when you said ‘‘Let me do
your taxes.’’

Jon. Hey, let’s not rub my nose in this.

LEsLIE. That’s easy for you to say. You’re not powdering
yours.

JoN. What does that mean?

LESLIE. You don’t even feel guilty, do you?

JoN. No.

LESLIE. (Applying the last of the make-up.) Here I am.
My life passing from one sex to the other, right before my
eyes. And you don’t even feel guilty.

Jon. No. I don’t. Did Kate bring the clothes over?

LESLIE. Yes. And I’m not wearing them.

JonN. All right. I do feel guilty. Now, will you wear
them?

LEsLIE. No.

JoN. Leslie, you have to wear them. We can’t ask Mr.
Spinner to pretend, can we?

LESLIE. I just don’t think they’ll fit very well. Kate’s at
least a foot shorter than I am. And she doesn’t have to stuff
socks.

Jon. Oh yeah? How do you know?

LESLIE. Because there are no sock marks on her clothes.

JoN. Just try them on. I'll see if they fit or not. Sock
marks.

LESLIE. (Sulks towards the bedrooms.) If 'm going to
dress like a woman, I'd at least like to dress like a woman
whose clothes fit. (The TELEPHONE rings as LESLIE exits.
JON rushes to it.)

JoN. Hello? Hi Connie. Yes, he’s here. (Calls.) Leslie!
Your girlfriend’s on the phone.
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LESLIE. (Dashes back in with a look of terror.) Who?

JoN. (Holds the uncovered phone towards him.) Connie!
Remember her?

LESLIE. Oh, her. Tell her I'm not home!

JON. (Quickly covers the phone.) 1 don’t have to. You
already did. What'’s going on between you two?

LESLIE. I’'m breaking up with her and I’m trying to avoid
it.

JoN. (Into phone.) Connie? Now, stop crying. Here he is.
He just came in. (To LEsLIE.) Over the telephone is
inhuman. (LESLIE reluctantly takes the receiver. JON
inspects the room. Decorates it throughout the scene.)

LEsLIE. Hi Connie, what’s new? Now don’t call me that.
All right. I know. I know. You’re right. [ am that. Yes, I'm
that too. Wait a minute, I'm not that. Connie, there’s a good
reason why I haven’t called you. What is that reason?
Well . . . (LESLIE notices JoN listening. To JoN.) You’re
right. Over the phone is pretty rotten. (Into phone.) It’s not
another woman. If there’s one thing it’s not it’s another
woman. There is no woman in my life at all.

JoN. Tacky! Tacky! In person, Leslie! (JoN wanders out
of hearing range.)

LESLIE. Look Connie, there is a reason I haven’t been
seeing you . . . (JON walks through.) I just can’t find the
words right now. I’ve gone through a change. (JoN walks
out.) It’s different than I’ve ever felt about a woman before.
(JoN walks back in adding a last minute touch to the room.)
Look. Let’s discuss this in person. Sure today is fine. See
you later, goodbye. (He hangs up the phone and instantly
tries to salvage the connection.) No, today is not fine.
Hello? Hello? (Hangs up.) Nuts!

JoN. Call her back!

LEsLIE. I can’t call her back.

JoN. Why can’t you call her back?

LEsLIE. She was calling from a phone booth.

JoN. How do you know?
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LEsLIE. The operator was calling me names.

JoN. Great. What is Mr. Spinner going to say when the
girl my wife used to date walks in?

LESLIE. Maybe he’ll be gone by then.

JoN. He better be. You’re breaking up with Connie?

LESLIE. Yup. Breaking up with Connze.

JoN. What for?

LESLIE. (Makes noises.) I've been thinking about it for
years.

JoN. You’ve only been seeing each other for about five
months.

LEsLIE. I know. But for years I always thought about
breaking up with somebody.

JoN. Leslie, you’re not acting like yourself. I think the
strain of today is too much for you to handle. Let’s go over
a few things. First of all, say nothing unless I ask you to
speak. Got it?

LEsLIE. I say nothing unless you ask me to speak. Got it.

Jon. Remember to cross you legs like a girl.

LEsSLIE. What do you think? I’'m gonna give this guy a
cheap thrill? I know.

JoN. And when all else fails, just smile. Let me see you
smile. (LESLIE makes a pained grin.) Beautiful. If I wasn’t
married to you I’d marry you. You got all that?

LesLIE. That’s it? That’s all there is to being female?
Smiling and crossing my legs?

JonN. All you’ll need to demonstrate today, yes.

LesLIE. I'm getting dressed. You’ve got an hour and
forty-two minutes to get the place ready.

JoN. Kate brought over a lot of stuff, didn’t she?

LesLIE. Yes. She brought over some of her clothes and
eight dollars of Salvation Army stuff.

JoN. Then if you don’t want to wear her clothes, wear the
Salvation Army clothes!

LEsLIE. I don't know where they’ve been. A diseased
person could’ve worn them.
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JoN. Just get dressed Leslie! (LESLIE exits to the
bedrooms. JON surveys the room for a final inspection.)
Something’s wrong. What’s missing? What is it? (Sniffs.) It
smells like Old Spice. Leslie! Wash your face! (JoN picks
up a bottle of perfume and daintily sprays the room.
Unsatisfied, he unscrews the top and pours the bottle along
the top of the couch.) A little Jungle Gardenia should do the
trick. (The DOORBELL rings. Glancing watch.) Eleven-
thirty. Leslie! Katie’s back to help you get dressed. Come
out and model a couple of things, will you?

LESLIE. (Off.) I'll be down in a minute, dear.

(JON answers the door. It is not KATE as expected, but a
proper middle-aged man. It is FLOYD SPINNER. He
wears a suit and hat. He carries a briefcase. He wears
glasses. JON, frozen, looks to the bedrooms, back to
SPINNER and slams the door shut. The DOORBELL
rings. JON, still in shock, opens the door. FLOYD’s foot
quickly gets into position for another door slam. His
cigarette and hat are smashed into his face.)

JoN. Who are you?

FrLoyp. Try, hello who are you. I'm Floyd Spinner, from
the Internal Revenue Service. And I don’t like having doors
slammed in my face. You must be Jon Trachtman?

JoN. Yes. What do you want?

FLoyp. I have an appointment. May I come in?

Jon. (Glancing towards the bedrooms.) I guess so. Can I
take your glasses? Er, your hat, I mean. Can I take your
hat?

Y Flovp. (Hands over his hat and straightens his hair.)
Yes. Thank you.

Jon. My but you're early. (JON holds the hat under
SPINNER’s face and smacks his back in an effort to knock his

glasses off.) About two hours early.
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Froyp. I make it a practice to come early to catch people
off-guard, hiding their cadillacs and swimming pools.

JoN. (Hands back SPINNER’s hat when his efforts fail.)
We haven’t got any swimming pool!

FLoyp. Figure of speech. Mrs. Trachtman, where is she?

JoN. Back in Chicago.

FLoyD. Chicago? You said she’d be here.

JoN. Oh. I thought you meant my mother. (Laughs.)
Leslie goes around by her maiden name.

FLoyD. Yes. There’s a lot of that going around now. I
deplore it. When I married my wife, she changed her name
to mine. That’s the price of marriage, as far as I'm
concerned.

JoN. I can appreciate that, Mr. Spinner. Can I take your
hat?

FLoYD. (Handing it back again.) Yes! Thank you! May 1
sit down?

JoN. Of course. Forgive me. (JON puts his hand on
FLOYD’s back to guide him. SPINNER leaps away.)

FLoyD. I can see where the couch is. (FLOYD sits. After a
beat he recoils from the aroma.)

JoN. Something wrong, Mr. Spinner?

FLoyp. Not at all. I do hope the garbage strike ends soon.

JoN. So do I. Would you like a drink?

FLoYD. No thank you.

JoN. Well I would.

FLoyD. Fine. I'll just organize myself here. (JON quickly
retrieves a small drink from the bar.)

FLoyD. When do I get to meet Mrs. Trachtman?

JoN. Who? Oh. I'll go get her. Excuse me. (JON heads
for the bedrooms to warn LESLIE. But before he has taken
one step, LESLIE enters—unannounced. He poses for
“KATE’’ and JoN. He is simply horrible to look at. He
wears a bright red wig with a scarf tied over it. A big
Sflowerea bathrobe flows freely and fuzzy slippers cover his
feet. His make-up has not been added yet. His face is
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covered solely with the clown-white base he applied earlier.
FLoYD, preoccupied with his papers does not notice. JON
gulps down his drink and introduces LESLIE, who freezes at
the mention of SPINNER’s name.) Mr. Spinner, I'd like you
to meet my wife.

FLoyD. (Rises, smiling. He turns to greet LESLIE and
grimaces in horror at the sight.) How do you do?

LESLIE. (From bass to falsetto to a woman’s voice.)
Hello. Hello. Hellooo.

JoN. Leslie just woke up. Forgive her for the way she’s
dressed.

LEsLIE. Forgive me.

Froyp. Certainly. My wife doesn’t leek very goed when-
she gets up either. I’'m sure that when you’re all made up
and dressed you’re a real beauty.

LESLIE. You’d be surprised.

JoN. Shall we be seated?

(FLOYD sits. LESLIE tries to run away but JON throws him
into the end chair. JON takes his seat. As FLOYD
arranges his papers, JON motions for LESLIE to cross
his legs. He tries and can’t quite make it. With a little
work with his arms and a minute amount of pain,
LESLIE forces his legs into position. A look of agony
sweeps over his face just as FLOYD turns to ask him a
question. FLOYD decides against it and turns to JON.)

FLoyD. I guess you’re wondering why I'm here.

JoN. Yes. We were. Weren’t we dear?

LESLIE. (/n pain.) Mm-hm.

Froyp. Well. It seems to me that we have in our files the
fact that your wife Leslie is a man. Was a man.

JoN. What can you mean? You mean like in a previous
life?

FLoyp. I mean like in a previous year. Mrs. Trachtman,
in the two years prior to your marriage, you filed your tax
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returns as a man. Instead of marking female, you marked
male. Why did you do that?

LESLIE. (Quickly thinking.) Yes, well, I figured that M
stood for mother and F stood for father.

FrLoyp. I'll buy that. M for mother and F for father.
Mm-hm. Understandable, I suppose. M for mother. Yes.
(FLoYD writes vigorously in his report while JON shoots
LESLIE a look as if he’s just said the stupidest possible
thing. LESLIE shrugs back.)

JoN. Leslie, dear, why don’t you go get dressed and doll
yourself up. I’ll entertain Mr. Spinner for a while. (LESLIE
nods and rises. So does FLoYD.) Oh. Are you leaving Mr.
Spinner?

FLoyD. No. I'm being a gentleman.

- " JoN. (rising.) Forgive me. We have a very informal
house here. I tend to forget my manners. Hurry back dear.
And put on some of your new perfume. What you're
wearing now smells like a man’s cologne.

FLOYD. Mr. Trachtman. That’s a little harsh.

JoN. Yes, well, we have a very harsh house here too.

FLovD. I see.

Jon. Go put on a dress dear.

LESLIE. I do have a smart pants suit I'd rather wear.

JoN. I'd prefer a dress if you don’t mind.

LesLie. Well, I mind, but I'm in no position to argue. |
won’t be long, Mr. Spinner.

FLoyp. That’s all right. Take your time. (LESLIE is
gone.) Lovely woman. Lovely woman. Kind of reminds me
of my wife.

JoN. Really? How long have you been married?

FLoyp. Thirty-two years!

JoN. Gee. Mr. Spinner, I’'m sorry.

FLoYD. You're sorry? Now. May I see your wife’s social
security card and birth certificate?

JoN. Certainly. Certainly. Here’s his . . . here’s histor-
ical proof. HER birth certificate.
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FLoyD. Social security card?

Jon. Right here.

FLoYD. Fine. Just give me a second. (FLOYD writes in his
report. JON grins, very sure of himself.)

Jon. That’s all there is to it?

FLoyD. Yes. Your book-keeping isn’t the subject of this
investigation.

JoN. Then you’re finished?

FLoyp. I think so.

JoN. Are you sure there isn’t anything else you need?

FLoyD. Just one.

JoN. What'’s that?

FLoYD. A Scotch on the rocks. I have to go home soon.

JoN. Have to go home soon? Gee. That’s too bad. Leslie
and I were hoping you’d stay for dinner.

FLoyD. Oh. No thank you. I couldn’t. I must get home.

Jon. Then I guess you’d better. Your wife’s probably
waiting for you with open arms.

FLoyD. Yes, she probably is.

JoN. Probably has a good meal cooked.

FLoyp. Could be. Could be.

JoNn. A little candle-lit dinner for two.

FLoYD. You think so?

JoN. Yes. She probably has an intimate evening all
planned for you when you get home.

FLoyp. I'll stay.

Jon. How'’s that?

FLoyp. I'll stay for dinner.

JoN. What for?

FLOYD. You spend an intimate evening with my wife. I'd
rather stay here.

Jon. But don’t you think . . .

FLoyDp. Usually people aren’t this cordial with me. In
fact, the last man I audited stapled a tea bag to the seat of
my pants. Some people think they're so original. That was a
Scotch on the rocks, please.
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JON. Scotch or: ths rock: . ught.

(FLoYD completes his report. “ON pours a very tall glass of
Scotch and drops in ¢ tiny piece of ice. As he hands it
to FLOYD, LESLIE sweeps into the room. He’s changed
from the robe into a screaming yellow chiffon dress. It
is obviously much too small. He wears bright red tights
and black high heels. The same red wig covers his
head, but atop the clown-white base, bright red lip-
stick and blue eye shadow have been added. A mole
has been drawn on his mouth like Joan Blondell. He
stumbles in on the heels.)

LEsLIE. Sorry I took so long. I had a helluva time
hooking my bra. (FLOYD and JON react to the new outfit.)

FLoyDp. O my! Omigod. (LESLIE stumbles.) Are you all
right?

JoN. Leslie has bunyans. Nothing to worry about.
(LESLIE falls into the chair.)

FLoyp. Your dress.

LESLIE. My dress?

FLoyp. It’s so small.

LEesLIE. It’s that new washing machine. I told you I
thought it was shrinking my clothes, Jon.

JoN. Yeah. I'll have to take a look at it.

LEsLIE. Let’s look at it now before they get any smaller.
Weren’t you just leaving, Mr. Spinner?

JoN. No. Mr. Spinner has agreed to stay for dinner
Leslie. Isn’t that great?

LESLIE. What?

JoN. Yes. At first he wasn’t going to but I talked him into
1t.

LEsLIE. Well good for you.

FLoYD. What are you making, if I may ask?

LESLIE. (Wide-eyed.) I'm unemployed.
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FLoyDp. No. What are you making for dinner?
LESLIE. Oh. I thought you needed that for your report.
(Laughs.)

(Everyone politely laughs during which LESLIE frantically
skims a McCall’s Magazine looking for a meal.)

FLoyp. No. No. I'll just need a few forms signed and the
entire mess will be cleared up.

LEsLIE. Mung Chowder Gumbo.

FLoyp. Beg pardon?

LEesLIE. I’'m making Mung Chowder Gumbo.

JoN. Mung Chowder Gumbo?

FLoybp. Oh, really? I love that. I’ve always wanted to
learn how to prepare it. May I watch you in the kitchen?

LEsLIE. No you can’t. It’s my secret recipe.

FLoyp. But I won’t squeal it.

LEsLIE. I couldn’t tell you. Really.

JoN. Leslie’s very old fashioned, Mr. Spinner. Here’s
your drink.

FLoyD. But I’m not through with this one.

JoN. Then you’d better hurry. (FLOYD gulps down his
drink as JON hands him his second.)

FLoyp. Before I go on being social like this, why don’t I
have you sign the forms, Mrs. Trachtman? (The
DOORBELL rings.)

JoN. Ah . . . why don’t you go sign them in the
kitchen?

FLoyp. The kitchen? What on earth for?

JoN. The light’s better in there.

FLoyD. I can see fine right in here.

JON. You can. Sure. But Leslie’s eyes have been
straining too much and the doctor said she’d go blind if she
didn’t sign things in the kitchen.

LESLIE. What are you talking . . .
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(Unseen by FLoYD, JON swats LESLIE in the face with a
feather duster. LESLIE rubs his eyes and reacts.)

JoN. Look at her. She’s straining them already.

FLoyDp. My goodness. (The DOORBELL rings.) Just let
me gather up my things. (The DOORBELL rings.) Aren’t
you going to answer that?

JoN. Answer what? (The DOORBELL rings.)

FLoYD. That. The door. Aren’t you going to answer the
door?

JoN. No I'm not. This building is flooded with Jehovah’s
Witnesses.

FLoyD. Jehovah’s Witnesses?

LESLIE. Yes. Go away out there. We have all the cookies
we want! (LESLIE drags FLOYD to the kitchen.)

Jon. Here, don’t forget your drink.

(FLOYD takes his drink and LESLIE drags him off. JON
quickly answers the door. It is KATE, dressed beauti-
fully. A nice contrast to make LESLIE look worse.)

KATE. Who's selling cookies? I'm sorry I'm late, but the
bus got a flat tire on 3 st Street and I had to walk.

Jon. Kate . . .

KATE. We haven’t got much time. Give me a Kiss hello.

Jon. But Leslie . . .

KATE. Leslie would want it this way. (KATE grabs him
and kisses him passionately. FLOYD enters unnoticed.)

FLoyp. Oh excuse me. I forgot my pen. (JoN and KATE
freeze. FLOYD gets his pen and crosses back to kitchen. He
does a double-take.) Boy, all they give me is pamphlets.

JoN. There’s a good reason for this.

FLoyp. There always is. No need to explain. 1 was
surprised to think you’d be content being married to

. she's a nice lady and all that . . . but . . . how

shall I put it? Woof. Woof.
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KATE. Woof. Woof? Who is this man?

JoN. Mr. Spinner from the LR.S. . . Kate my friend.

KATE. How do you do. You're early.

JonN. He came to look at our swimming pool.

FLoyD. Dear, Mrs. Trachtman is in the kitchen.

KATE. Your mother’s here?

FLoyD. No, she’s in Chicago. I mean Leslie, his wife.

Jon. Yeah Kate, you’d better beat it before she finds you
here.

LESLIE. (Sweeps in, now enjoying himself.) Mr. Spinner!
Where did you run off to, you naughty boy!

KATE. Leslie?

LEesLIE. Oh. Hello Kate dearie.

FLoyDp. You two know each other?

LEsLIE. Of course we do. Kate and I are sisters.

Jon. That’s right. Kate is Leslie’s sister.

LesLIE. Don’t you notice the resemblance?

FrLoyp. It’s uncanny.

KATE. Yes. If you’ll excuse me, I'll bring these dresses
up to Leslie’s room.

FLoYD. Oh those are Leslie’s dresses?

LEesLIE. Oh yes. We wear the same size. So we mix and
match with each other all the time. Isn’t that right Sis?

KATE. (Glaring.) Yes, that’s right. Excuse me. (KATE
exits to the bedroom.)

FLoyp. Wow. What a set-up.

LEsLIE. I beg your pardon? What do you mean?

FLoYp. You and your sister can share clothes. I imagine
that must cut down on your expenses. (FLOYD winks at
JON.)

JoN. You two had better get back to signing your forms.
If you'd like, I'll get out of your way by joining Kate
upstairs.

Lestie. No. We’ll go to the kitchen. My eyes,
remember?

FLoyDp. We wouldn’t want Mrs. Trachtman to go blind.
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LEesLIE. That’s right, we wouldn’t want that. (Takes pen.)
I’'ll go put my Joan Hancock on your papers. (LESLIE exits
with a flourish.)

FLoYD. You rascal. You rascal! What a set-up. How do
you do it?

JoN. It just happened.

FLoyp. When did it all start?

JoN. What time is it?

FLoyp. Oh look. My drink is empty. May I get a refill?

JoN. Allow me. (JON pours another tall glass of Scotch.
This time no ice.)

FLoyp. That Kate is one cutie. Why didn’t you marry
her? Why did you marry Leslie?

Joxn. I kind of had to.

FLoyp. Is that so? I don’t recall any children. My report
would have mentioned something.

JoN. Oh that’s right. I meant that I had to because of
Leslie’s father. The Colonel. Shotgun, you see.

FLoYD. A shotgun wedding? That’s horrible.

JoN. Well you learn to live with it. Please don’t mention
it in front of Leslie. She gets hysterical.

FLoyD. I understand (The DOORBELL rings.)

JoN. Oh no.

FLoYD. What is it? One.of those damn peddlers again?

JoN. Yes, let’s just ignore it.

FLoYD. You can’t let them rule you. I'll handle it.
(Yells.) Beat it, creep! Or I'll have the manager throw you
out. (To Jon.) Well, I'd better get back to your wife.

(FLoYD proudly exits to the kitchen. JON composes himself
and answers the door. In storms VIVIAN TRACHTMAN;
a middle-aged stoic woman in a smart outfit and a
bubble-cut blonde hairdo. She carries two suitcases
and is very out of breath.)

JoN. Mom!
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ViviaN. Who are you calling a creep? (VIVIAN storms to
the couch and kicks off her shoes. She glances around. It is
evidently her first trip here.)

JoN. What are you doing here?

VIvIAN. That’s a helluva greeting. I take it you never got
my telegram. I stood around that La Guardia airport for
three hours. Oh, that place was filthy. I refused to sit down.
I wouldn’t go near the woman’s room, even though I was
bursting. My feet are aching. My head is throbbing. Oh!
And to complete my morning, a man exposed himself to me
in the baggage claim.

JoN. What telegram?

ViviaN. Is that all you heard me say? I said a man ex-
posed himself to your mother in the baggage claim. I hit
him with my shoe. Right where it counts too. I left him
rolling around on the conveyor belt. I hobbled out to the
curb and hailed a cab, which was no easy task, and here I
am.
JoN. Here you are.

ViviAN. My head is throbbing. Do you have any aspirin?

JoN. You know what’s good for a headache, mom? A
walk. A nice long walk.

ViviaN. I don’t want to go for a walk. What’s wrong
with you? You could at least act pleased and give me a kiss
hello. You haven’t seen me in months.

JoN. (Kissing her.) I’'m sorry mom. What are you doing
here?

ViviaN. I explained it all in my telegram. I came to help
you with the wedding arrangements. I want to make this
special for you dear.

Jon. Thanks mom. Why don’t you start with the caterer
and when you get back we can talk.

ViviaN. We can talk now. I’ll take care of all that later.
Your letter said nothing. You told me you were getting
married and you told me the date. And that’s all you told
me. I don’t even know the girl’s name!
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JoN. Yeah well. We decided in kind of a hurry.

VivIaN. She’s not pregnant, is she?

JoN. No. We just felt it was about time. As soon as we
decided, I mailed you out that letter. That was only four

days ago!
ViviaN. I know. And five minutes after I read it, I
packed, wired out that telegram and here I am. .

Jon. What telegram? Leslie never said anything about
any telegram.

VIVIAN. Leslie? You know, I’ve never met the dear. I
can’t believe you’ve roomed together for more than four
years and we’ve never met. I can’t wait to see his face when
we finally meet.

JoN. I can’t wait to see yours.

Vivian. I miss you Jon. Holidays are too far apart. Give
me a hug. (JON and VIVIAN hug each other. JoN, facing the
kitchen. FLOYD enters.)

FLoyD. Omigod, another one.

Vivian. I beg your pardon. Another what? Who are you?
Who is that?

Jon. Mom. I'd like you to meet Mr. Spinner from the
Internal Revenue Service. Mr. Spinner, I'd like you to meet
my mother, Vivian Trachtman.

FLoyp. How do you do?

ViviaN. The Internal Revenue Service?

FLovp. Yes. There was a mix-up on their tax return,
Leslie’s and your son’s. But we’re all straightened out now.

Vivian. Thank heavens. Where is Leslie? I’ve never met
the dear.

FLoYD. You’ve never met?

ViviaN. No. I live in Chicago and I've barely even seen
Jon for the past four years. He's talked about Leslie though.
And now, at last, we’ll meet.

JoN. No. I don’t know if that’s such a hot idea.

FLoyDp. Don’t be nervous. She’s not much on looks, but
she’s a very nice lady.
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ViviaN. I beg your pardon?

FLoyD. Perhaps that was a little harsh, but they run a
harsh house here. Right Mr. Trachtman?

Jon. That’s right.

FLoyp. I'll be right back. (FLOYD rushes out to the
kitchen.)

ViviaN. What did he mean, I’'m not much on looks? I
think I do all right.

JoN. Look, mom, I haven’t got much time to explain.

VIVIAN. It doesn’t matter dear. You know, this apartment
isn’t as bad as I thought it would be.

JonN. I know, mom, I haven’t got much time to explain
but . . .

VIVIAN. Amazing what you can find at garage sales these
days.

JoN. . . . Mr. Spinner thinks we’re married and we’re
not . . .

ViviaN. Dimmer lighting would hide the stains on the
couch, Jon.

JoN. . . . He thinks Leslie and I are married and of
course we’re not.

ViviaN. If you’d like, I'll redo the whole apartment
while I’'m here.

Jon. Listen to me, mom. Just pretend that Leslie and I
are married in front of Mr. Spinner, all right?

VIiVIAN. What are you saying dear?

JoN. Look. I saved us money by pretending that Leslie
and I are married.

Vivian. I don’t think I understand. But I'll do whatever
you want. That’s what I’m here for.

KATE. (Sneaks down the stairs.) Is he gone yet?

Jon. Kate!

KATE. You must be Mrs. Spinner. I'm Leslie’s sister,
Kate.

ViviaN. How do you do. I didn’t know Leslie had a
sister.
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JoN. Kate.

KATE. Oh yes. In fact, Leslie picked out this dress for me
to wear.

VIviaN. Isn’t that nice.

JoN. Kate, this is my mother.

KATE. Your what?

FLOYD. (Rushes in, the bearer of good news.) Get ready
Mrs. Trachtman. Leslie! There’s someone out here just
dying to meet you!

LESLIE. (Sweeps into the room, now donning an apron
over his dress, waving a handkerchief.) Charmed. Simply
charmed, my dear.

ViviaN. Omigod.

(VIVIAN collapses in a faint. FLOYD rushes to her aid. Jon
smacks LESLIE. KATE’s mouth drops open. All as the
curtain comes down.)



ACT TWO

AT RISE we find it is but a few moments later. VIVIAN is
still unconscious on the couch. FLOYD, at her side.
LESLIE is pacing upstage. KATE is Off-Right, in the
kitchen. JoN, at his mother’s side, slaps her wrists.

JoN. Gosh. She’s out cold.

FLoyD. Mrs. Trachtman. Wake up. Wake up. Maybe
she’s dead. Are you dead, Mrs. Trachtman?

JoN. Kate! Did you find any smelling salts?

KATE. (Enters from the kitchen with a huge chunk of
cheese. She crosses to VIVIAN with it.) This is the best I
could do. Limburger cheese.

LEsLIE. Oh. That’ll wake up anything.

FLoyD. (Takes the cheese and waves it under VIVIAN’s
nose. She starts to groggily come around.) Mrs.
Trachtman. Wake up!

LESLIE. (To JoN.) You better get us out of this, buster.

ViviaN. What? What? Jon! Help. Oh, God. He’s stuffing
cheese up my nose. Jon!

JoN. Mom, relax. You fainted.

Vivian, Oh, I . . . Get that away from me! (FLOYD
rests the cheese down and pours a glass of Bourbon, which
he tries to hand to a resisting VIVIAN. KATE exits to kitchen
with the cheese.)

FLoYD. Here. Take a sip of this.

Vivian. No.

FrLoyp. It’ll calm you down.

ViviaN. Oh, no. I never drink. No.

FLoYD. Just a sip. Come on.

V1VIAN. (Gulps down the shot. She hands back the glass
for a refill.) Thank you.

LESLIE. You shouldn’t drink it so fast, mom. It’ll rot your
guts out.

35
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ViviaN. You! How dare you call me mom. Oh, what a
dirty trick you two have played on me. I’'m so disappointed
in you, son. After all I've taught you. If your father was
alive, he’d die of shame.

FLoyp. Now, now. Looks aren’t everything.

ViviaN. I raised my son with certain ideals. I never
thought he’d end up like this. With that.

LESLIE. It’s not as bad as it looks, mom.

FLoyD. Yes. She could try attending Barbizon.

ViviaN. What the hell is this man talking about?

FLoyD. Mrs. Trachtman, you’re too wound up. Here,
have another sip of this.

ViviaN. No, I . . . thank you. (VIVIAN takes the glass
and the bottle. She continues downing refills throughout the
scene. KATE re-enters wiping hands with a towel.) This
is an embarrassment to the entire family. One total
embarrassment.

JoN. Mom, you don’t understand.

ViviaN. I don’t understand? I understand perfectly. You
lied to me. He lied to me, Mr. Spinner. 1 expected a
different kind of Leslie. Certainly not this.

FLoyDp. That’s what I thought. But I’m sure Jon stretched
the truth to keep from hurting you.

ViviaN. Hurting me? This is going to kill me.

FLoyp. My wife looks just like Leslie and it doesn’t
bother me a bit.

ViviaN. What the hell does your wife have to do with any
of this?

JoN. Mom, I think you’ve had enough to drink.

ViviaN. Look. Look who's telling me to stop drinking.
My son the liar. I'll drink as much as I damn well please.
(To prove her point, VIVIAN chugs half the bottle. Everyone
stands by helpless.)

LEsLIE. Easy does it, mom.

ViviaN. Stop calling me mom!

KATE. Do something, Jon.
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JoN. Leslie, let me talk to my mother before she blows
the whole thing.

LESLIE. Good idea. I’ll go upstairs and powder my nose
before I get a shiner. Nice meeting you, mom. (LESLIE exits
to the bedrooms. V1vVIAN and FLOYD are downing the entire
bottle dry.)

Jon. Mr. Spinner! She’s calm enough! I need to speak
with my mother. Alone.

FrLoyp. I'll go wait in the kitchen. (FLoYD ambles out to
the kitchen.)

JoN. Mom, please put the bottle down.

ViviaNn. I ought to break it and slit my wrists with it.
(FLoYD is gone.)

ViviaN. How can you do this to me? How can the two of
you live together? How can you do this with a girl you
aren’t even married to?

JoN. Mom, you’ve got it all wrong.

FLOYD. (Re-enters.) Excuse me. I forgot my drink.
(FLOYD retrieves his drink as VIVIAN continues her tirade.)

Vivian. Come on. After all these years you can’t say
you’ve never been to bed with her.

JoN. (Aware of FLoYD.) You don’t understand. Leslie’s
not like other girls.

FLoYD. Yes, Mrs. Trachtman. It’s not easy for Jon. It
wasn’t easy for me either. It took me seven years and I still
make my wife put a bag over her head.

KATE. Jon, you’'re not handling this very well. Take Mr.
Spinner in the kitchen. I’ll speak to your mother.

JoN. All right. Mr. Spinner, do you mind?

Froyp. I want to stay here and hear this. (JoN almost
shoves FLOYD off into the kitchen. KATE, now alone, braves
herself and confronts Mrs. Trachtman.)

KATE. Mrs. Trachtman, please listen to me.

VivIAN. You said your name was Kate, didn’t you?

KATE. That’s right.

VIvIAN. Well, Jon used to talk about a Kate. That was
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you, wasn’t it? When he said he was going to get married, I
assumed he was going to marry you.

KATE. Well, he was. Until Leslie came along andI . . .

ViviaN. I know. I know. You don’t have to tell me the
rest.

KATE. Yes I do. You see, Jon and I have been dating for
about a year now . . .

ViviaN. Even though he’s living with Leslie?

KATE. Well, yes.

VIVIAN. You condone his living with Leslie?

KATE. Sure I do. That started back in college.

ViviaN. Didn’t you say that Leslie was your sister?

KATE. YesIdid, but . . .

ViviaN. Omigod. This is incest, isn’t it?

KATE. No. Noit’s . . .

VIVIAN. My heart. My heart is going to stop beating.

KATE. Mrs. Trachtman, you don’t know what you’re
talking about.

VIVIAN. Are you calling me an idiot?

KATE. You’re putting words in my mouth.

ViviaN. First, your family corrupts my son and now
you're calling me names. You slut! (The DOORBELL
rings.)

KATE. I don’t think I{m handling this very well.

ViviaN. (Hiccups.) Excuse me.

KATE. I'll get it. Don’t try to get up. Just lay there.

JON. (Enters from the kitchen. He calls back in after
him.) Mr. Spinner, don’t put that on your head. I'll be right
back. (To KATE.) Everything straightened out?

KATE. Well . . . sortof.

JoN. Good. (JoN opens the door. In walks JANSEN
wearing a catcher’s mask.)

JANSEN. Afternoon, Jon. Carmen. Oh? Got company?

JoN. Yes, Mr. Jansen. My mother’s here.

JANSEN. I know. I read the telegram.

JoN. What telegram?
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JANSEN. Why’s she smelling the couch?

KATE. She’s resting. She’s tired from her plane ride.

JANSEN. I know how it is. I took a plane once.

JoN. I'm glad for you, Mr. Jansen, and now why don’t
you go take a hike.

JANSEN. To Boston. Because of a blizzard or a tornado or
something it took an extra half an hour to land. Boy!

KATE. Tiring?

JANSEN. No. I threw my guts up.

FLoYD. (Swaggers in.) It’s lonely in there. Hello, I'm
Floyd Spinner. (FLOYD extends his hand. JANSEN ignores
it.)

JANSEN. Relative?

JoN. No.

JANSEN. Good. Looks like a tax collector.

KATE. Why don’t you help yourself to a beer in the
refrigerator?

JANSEN. Don’t mind if I do. (JANSEN exits into the
kitchen. FLOYD follows.)

FLoyD. I'll show you where it is. (FLOYD exits with him.)

KATE. Jon. Hide all the things I brought over and get him
out of here. You know how he is. If he thinks there’s a girl
living here, you’re sunk!

JoN. Omigod. Leslie!

LESLIE. (Skips in.) Everything cleared up? Oh, I see
mom’s been playing chug-a-lug again.

JoN. She’s asleep, knock it off! Take all of Kate’s things
and hide them upstairs. Jansen’s in the kitchen.

LEsLIE. Can I get undressed?

JoN. No, Spinner might see you. Just hide up there.
When he’s gone I'll come get you.

LESLIE. I’m getting tired of playing house, Jon!

JoN. As soon as I can get rid of Jansen, we’ll feed
Spinner and throw him out. It won’t be much longer.

LESLIE. It better not be. I’m going to need a shave soon.

Jon. I hope you can cook.
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LEesLIE. All I was supposed to do was smile and cross my
legs, remember?

KATE. Will the two of you stop talking and clean this
place up?!

(JoN, LesiLiE and KATE frantically collect up a bra, a
bathing suit, 2 hats, a mink stole, 2 pocketbooks, a
pair of stockings, the lace tablecloth and the scatter
rug. FLOYD enters from the kitchen.

FLoyp. That man is slipping beer cans into his pockets.
What are you doing?

LEsLIE. It’s almost dinner-time. I have to straighten up
the apartment.

FLoyp. Anything you’d like me to do?

LEsLIE. Aside from going home, I can’t think of a thing.

FLoyp. Fine. Then I'll just keep Mrs. Trachtman
company.

KATE. Yes. You do that.

FLoyD. I hope you’re feeling better, Mrs. Trachtman.

ViviaN. (With a start.) What?

FLoYD. You're looking a little better.

Vivian. If you comment on my looks one more time, I'l]
hit you with my shoe.

FLoyD. Look at them cleaning up. You're certainly in a
hurry!

LEsSLIE. Oh yes. We can’t tell you how quickly we'd like
this all to be over.

(JANSEN backs in from the kitchen. He is still wearing the
catcher’s mask. From the bulges in his clothes, it is
apparent that he’'s stolen some of their beer. He
guzzles one open can. JoN spies him and throws
LESLIE and KATE upstairs with all the clothes. A
BATHING CAP and A BLUE SASH remain behind. As
JANSEN turns around, JoN spies them and :
in his clothes.)
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