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Cast of Characters

Pickles Amalfitano, 50, divorced

Paul Quinn, 48, bachelor

Belle, Pickles's sister, 47, a widow

George, a bartender, a widower, 65, bearded

Sandy, 35, attractive woman who dresses to the nines

Settings: a room off a dance floor, a bar, Pickles's studio. The use of simple props to suggest each scene is recommended. 

Scene One

Time: about 11:30 pm on a Friday night 

The setting is the courtyard of a museum. A table is set up with refreshments, such as water, lemonade, soda and chips. In the next room, a singles’ dance is in progress. The audience hears strains of Big Band music. 

Paul,48,enters. He picks up a marker and writes his name on a plastic cup, then gets a soft drink from the snack table.  Pickles, 50, exits the dance floor from the opposite direction.  Paul bumps into Pickles and accidentally spills his drink down her dress.


PICKLES

Look out, will you?


PAUL

Did I get you?


PICKLES

Yes.


PAUL

I'm really sorry. 


PICKLES

It's all right.




PAUL

No.  You're all sticky.

(He starts to wipe off her dress. She gently pushes him away.)


Let me pay for your dry cleaning.   That's the least I can do.



(He reaches in his 

pocket.)

Here's my card.   


PICKLES

It's not necessary.  Really.  Drip dry. Right into the washer.


PAUL

I'm not usually such a klutz.  How can I make this up to you?


PICKLES

How about pouring us both a glass of ice water and asking me to do the next dance?  


PAUL

Great band tonight.  My name's Paul Quinn.  What's yours?


PICKLES

Pickles. Pickles Amalfitano.



(Strains of swing



music build as the 



scene progresses. He 

takes her hand and 



leads her across the 



floor.)


PAUL

East coast or west coast.  What's your pleasure, Pickles?


PICKLES

East. 

(They start to dance and are well matched.)


PAUL

How long have you been dancing? 


PICKLES

A long time. And you?


PAUL

Couple of years. Haven’t seen you before.  Do you dance somewhere else?


PICKLES

Been out of commission for awhile.  Just getting back.


PAUL

Hasn’t hurt your dancing any.  Some things you never forget.


PICKLES

Like riding a bike. And…


PAUL



(Their eyes meet.)

Yes. (Pause) You don’t look Italian.


PICKLES

Amalfitano’s my ex-husband’s name.


PAUL

And Pickles? Where does that come from?


PICKLES

My father owned a deli. 

PAUL

Got it. Quinn is my real name. 

(He leads her through a series of turns.)

Pickles, how about a beer after the dance?


PICKLES

Thanks, Paul.  I can’t.


PAUL

You don't want beer? I’ll spring for a glass of the grape if—


PICKLES

No.  I mean yes.  I like beer.  That’s not it.


PAUL

Hmm. Is there a Mr. Pickles in the wings somewhere?


PICKLES

No.  Why do you ask?


PAUL


I was hoping you’d let me redeem myself after spilling lemonade all over your dress.  


PICKLES

It's late.  I need to get up early. 


PAUL

Ah.  A worker bee. What sort of job are you rushing off to?


PICKLES

I'm a sculptor. 


PAUL

Is your work here in the museum?


PICKLES

Someday.  I hope.


PAUL

I never danced with a sculptor before.  

PICKLES

I have the night off. (Pause) The band is wonderful. The sound is--     


PAUL

Let's take a few more turns then. 

(They continue dancing until the music stops.) 

I have a great thirst. If we leave now, we can--


PICKLES

We just met.  


PAUL

Great café within walking distance. Safe neighborhood.


PICKLES

I don’t know. I—


PAUL

Think of me as your patron.  


PICKLES



(She laughs.)

A beer patron?


PAUL

Yes. You’d be making an old bachelor happy.  I don’t like to drink alone.


PICKLES

I can’t stay long.


PAUL

No waiting.  I know the bartender. (Pause) Besides, it's your night on the town. Kick up your heels a little. They have an old-fashioned jukebox. More great music.


PICKLES

One beer. (Pause) I need to get my purse.

(She exits. He pours himself a drink.)


PAUL--

(He lifts his glass in her direction.)

Pickles, I’d never admit it. But I came to meet you.

                         SCENE TWO

Immediately following.

(Pickles and Paul cross to a table near the bar. George the bartender is drying a beer glass. A dart board hangs offstage.) 


PAUL

Hello, George, you old mongoose.  George, meet Pickles. Pickles, meet George, an above average bartender, with a much appreciated heavy hand.


PICKLES

Hello, George. You have a nice place.  Very clean.


GEORGE

Thank you.  My missus insisted on it. (Pause) The usual, Quinn?  


PAUL

Yes, and a drink for the lady. 


PICKLES

Whatever you have on draft.  After all that dancing, I'm really thirsty. 


GEORGE

Coming up. 

(He hands them their drinks.)


PAUL

Shlanta.  Chugalug. 


PICKLES

L'chiam. 

(She holds out his card.)

CEO of Just Clip It. Are you a hairdresser? 


PAUL


(He laughs.)

No.  We manufacture paper clips. 

                         PICKLES

Paper clips. In this day and age? I thought they went out with typewriters.


PAUL

Our product may be old fashioned, but our equipment is high tech. Our 20 employees can do the job of 80 from my grandfather's day.  


PICKLES

Do you have a production line? One for regular paper clips and another for jumbo?


PAUL

You didn't come here to talk shop. This is your night on the town. 


PICKLES

How many paper clips per hour?  


PAUL

Ten thousand.  


PICKLES

Ten thousand an hour.  It takes me a year or two to complete one sculpture. Sometimes longer.


PAUL

Have you thought about mass production?  You could turn that one sculpture into…

(She gives him a blank stare.)

Let me put money in the jukebox. We can talk and dance at the same time.

(He puts on an old-fashioned slow dance.)

                         PICKLES

It's getting late.  I--.


PAUL

Mr. Sinatra would be offended if you left during his song. 


PICKLES

Mr. Sinatra's dead. (Pause) What happened to the sixty?

(Enter George who               remains within earshot.)

(They dance.)


PAUL

What sixty?


PICKLES

The sixty employees who lost their jobs when you went high tech.


PAUL

We did that through attrition over a long period of time.   


PICKLES

My father was a Socialist.  He taught me to respect …

PAUL

I can't run my business alone. We take good care of our employees. They stay.  


PICKLES

I don't have any assistants.

 (Awkward pause)

How tall are you exactly?

PAUL

Six one.  

PICKLES

Do you know that most men lie about their height?


PAUL

I'd like to see you again.

PICKLES

You haven't answered my question.


PAUL

Next time we get together, bring a tape measure.

(He draws her to him and kisses her lightly.)


PICKLES

You're in a 70 mile an hour zone and I'm in the 20.


PAUL

We could meet in the middle.  A rest stop on 95 where the minimum speed is 50.


PICKLES

You're rushing it. 


PAUL

Both of us have been around the block a few times.


PICKLES

I keep hoping it will get easier….


PAUL

Practice. Practice. Practice. 


PICKLES

Single since birth.  Is that because you haven't found the right partner?


PAUL

That's one way of putting it.


PICKLES

Cagey.  What's your way of putting it?


PAUL

Um, ah, well. Long story.  Bore you to tears.


PICKLES

I could use a good cry.


PAUL

Not now.  (Pause)  I'd love to see you work some time. Visit your studio.


PICKLES

Whatever for? 


PAUL

Maybe it would rub off.


PICKLES

You want to be a sculptor?


PAUL

No. I want to learn to-to focus.  Can't seem to.


PICKLES

Focus on what?


PAUL

Haven't quite figured that out. 


PICKLES

What did you want to be when you grew up?


PAUL

A baseball player.


PICKLES

What happened?


PAUL

I wasn't good enough for the pros.


PICKLES

I don't know if I'm good enough for the pros either. My slides keep coming back and I keep sending them out again. (Pause) I’m keeping my fingers crossed, though. A gallery on Cape Cod has asked to see samples of my work. 


PAUL

Great. I hope they bite. 


PICKLES

I do too. 



(They stop dancing. He reaches for one of her hands.  She resists.)


PICKLES

Not a pretty sight.  The clay gets in and doesn't let go--


PAUL

You have strong hands.


PICKLES

(She picks up his left hand and examines his fingers as she might a piece of clay.)

You have callouses. 


PAUL

Golf.  A very civilized game.  You can trust me to behave in your studio.


PICKLES

You'd be a distraction. It's for works-in-progress.  


PAUL

Put me in a corner.  Not a peep. I promise. 


PICKLES

I'm used to working alone.


PAUL

Just once.  


PICKLES

It would be hard not to talk to you. I need to concentrate.


PAUL

I need to concentrate too. But I don't know how.


PICKLES

Anyone who can dance like you do can concentrate.


PAUL

There's a block somewhere. I need inspiration. 


PICKLES

I'd never get anything done if I waited for inspiration.


PAUL

You've accomplished something.  I need to know the effort is worth it.  


PICKLES

Maybe after we've gotten to know one another better. 

(She reaches for her handbag and pulls out her wallet.) 

I-I thought I had a five.


PAUL

My pleasure. 


PICKLES

I like paying for myself.


PAUL

Let me be a gentleman. After all, I spilled lemonade on you.


PICKLES

This time. All right.(Pause) George, where's the restroom? 

(Enter Sandy, an attractive woman in her early 30's,who is dressed to kill.)


     SANDY

Paul Quinn, my favorite bachelor.  Still running the streets? 


     GEORGE


              (To Pickles)

Down the hall and turn left. 


              (Pickles exits.)

(Sandy tries to give                             Paul a bear hug, he is standoffish.)


    SANDY

Hello, Georgie. The big bag of rocks please.


              (Exit George.)


    PAUL

Sandy, Jim tells me you're engaged.  Congratulations.  

    SANDY

Yesterday's news.  I dropped him three months ago.  Back in circulation. On my way to a party. Who's your friend?  

    PAUL

Her name is Pickles. Sorry to hear about you and Jim.  He looked like a keeper.


    SANDY

How would you know, Quinn? You've never loved anyone but yourself.

(George is carrying a bag of ice as he and Pickles reenter the bar.)

PICKLES

           (To George)

She's young and very pretty. 


GEORGE

Ancient history. Stick with current events.


                (George hands the 


                ice to Sandy.)


SANDY

Heavy bag, Paul.  Can you give me a hand to the car?


PAUL

That's George's job.  (Pause)  Pickles Amalfitano, this is an old friend, Sandy Norton. Sandy's just leaving.


SANDY

Yes, my uh,uh, date's outside. Come on, Georgie.  

(Sandy and George                                  exit.)


PAUL

A very short story, I assure you.


PICKLES

I prefer novels myself. Thanks for the beer and the dance, Paul.

(She heads for the door.)

PAUL

Wait.  I need your number.


PICKLES

I have your card.


PAUL

Can I walk you to your car?


PICKLES

No need.  I'm right outside. Good night, Paul.



(Pickles exits.

Paul picks up a dart and tosses it at the board.  He misses and continues to do so throughout the remainder of the scene. George enters.)


GEORGE

I thought you were seeing a redhead.


PAUL

No more.    


GEORGE

I kinda liked the redhead. What happened? 


PAUL

What’s it to you, George?


GEORGE

In the past five years, you've paraded 50 women through this bar. Most of them good looking. But after a couple of dates, you dump them. Why is that?


PAUL

Still looking for Ms. Right. 


GEORGE

You must be awful tired then. Ever fall for any of them? 


PAUL

I need variety.  


GEORGE

No.  I think you're afraid to put your hand too close to the flame.  


PAUL

I'm not here to talk to you about my love life.


GEORGE

You don't have one, Quinn. You’ve been out with a lot of women. But you never take it to the next level.


PAUL

I take them to dinner.  Buy flowers. Spend time making plans.  Then of course, aim for a home run.


GEORGE

I’m not talking sex. 


PAUL

I've been on this planet for 48 years, rowing my own boat. Butt out. Don’t need your advice.   


GEORGE

You don't have a great track record in love, Quinn.  I can help you with that. We'll start with this Olive woman.


PAUL

Pickles, her name is Pickles. I've heard of job coaches, athletic coaches and personal trainers. But a love coach?  Nah. Too weird.


GEORGE

What have you got to lose? I'll teach you to stick your neck out a little. 


PAUL

I can feel the guillotine now.   


GEORGE

Twenty years from now, you'll still be singing the same song. You make the same mistakes over and over again.


PAUL

And you're an expert?  


GEORGE

I was married for 35 years.  I was a happy man, Quinn, and my wife was happy too.  


PAUL

I'm glad you have good memories, George. You'll need them when your customers get pissed off and take their business elsewhere. 


GEORGE

Emily used to say: When you love someone, you've got to share it with other people, not hoard it like a miser.  


PAUL

Very sixties. Sounds like an excuse to sleep around.


GEORGE



(Angry)

You are a thick Mick.  




(George grabs the 



dart out of Paul's



hand. He points it 



at him for a moment,



then throws it at 



the board.)

Bull’s eye!



(Still angry)

Emily believed in extending herself to the people who came into this bar. I'm doing this for her, carrying on a tradition she started. 


PAUL

Golf, dancing on Friday night, and an occasional roll in the hay.  Suits me fine.  



GEORGE

When you started playing golf, you took lessons.  Your coach gave you feedback, corrected your swing.


PAUL

Go back to being a bartender, George.  I liked you better.


GEORGE

The truth is, you're not up to the challenge.  Not man enough to put your heart on the line.


PAUL

Whoa.  I can do anything I set my mind to. What you’re suggesting is too touchy feely for me.


GEORGE

Ten bucks says you can't go six months with the Olive woman without running in the other direction.


PAUL     

Ten bucks? What a sport.  I've won more in a football pool.


GEORGE

So it's all about the prize, is it?  All right.  I’ll raise the stakes. If you're still seeing the uh, Pickles woman after six months…


PAUL

Jumping the gun, aren't you?  How do you know she's the right woman for me?


GEORGE

I don't.  But she has spirit and she likes you. May be a little gun shy. But that's okay.  She's checking you out, seeing where you stand. If you're lucky, she'll let you chase her. 


PAUL

Games are for kids.  


GEORGE

To a competitive guy like you? Call it a dance then.  A cha cha.  Mambo. Or swing. (Pause) My Emily and I loved to dance.

(He wiggles and shakes, then glides across the room with a broom as a partner.)

If you're still seeing Pickles six months from now, I'll give you my wife's engagement ring.  


PAUL

What? I couldn't. There must be someone …else


GEORGE

No relatives.


PAUL

A good cause then.  The Loyal Order of Bartenders.


GEORGE

Nah. They'd just melt it down for the little bit of gold.  The diamond would end up in somebody’s pocket.


PAUL

Why me?


GEORGE

Emily liked you.  A few years ago we were having a hard time.  You brought in your friends.  Other people followed.  


PAUL

Not a big deal.  


GEORGE

It was to us.  Meant we could hold our heads up and pay the bills.


PAUL

What if I stop seeing Pickles before the six months are up?


GEORGE

Then you put in two weeks behind this bar while I take a vacation.


PAUL

That's pretty stiff. 


GEORGE

I'll be putting in time as your coach.


PAUL

You're here anyway.


GEORGE

Coaching is outside my job description. 


PAUL

What if Pickles cuts out on me?  


GEORGE

Have a little faith, Quinn.


PAUL

In you?  It's not like you have an MBA from Harvard or anything.


GEORGE

Have faith in yourself.  Your instincts tell you this woman may be good for you.  But your MO is to skim the surface.  You've got to jump in with both feet.


PAUL 

No thanks.  I'll handle this my own way.

(He puts money on the bar and exits.)


GEORGE

Emily, this Mick is as stubborn as they come. Give me a sign I'm on the right path, will ya?

(George puts on a baseball cap and gives a blast of his whistle.  He picks up a dart and throws as the lights fade to dark.)

Bull's eye!
Scene Three

The next morning at 8:30 a.m.

Setting: Pickles's studio. 

At the rear of the stage a door leads to the street.  On either side of it is a series of pegs which hold a collection of dusty smocks.  A revolving pedestal is in the middle of the room; on it is a sculpture draped with a cloth.  Nearby are several bins of clay and a work table with tools.  Stage right, an archway leads to a hallway. Next to it is a small table with a phone. 

Pickles enters from the street door. She is wearing a bathrobe. In one hand she carries the mail.  She discards most of it except for a large manila envelope. 


PICKLES

Cape Cod Galleries. Thank you, Uncle Sam.  This could be my lucky day.  



(Reading)

Thank you for sharing your slides with us.  Unfortunately….

(She sits on the floor and cries.)

There is a knock on the door. Enter Pickles's 48-year-old sister Belle. She is plump and stylish.)


BELLE

Where have you been, P?  I called you eight times last night.  No answer.  


PICKLES

I went to a dance. What's the matter?


BELLE

Great news.  I’m going to East Jerusalem to do volunteer work at Hadassah Hospital.  I'm so excited. I wanted you to be the first to know. Three of my friends are going with me. Want to come?


PICKLES

Israel?  Have you lost your mind?  


BELLE

Visiting Zion. It's the culmination of a dream, the chance of a lifetime.  


PICKLES

Suicide bombers. Terrorists. My God, why would you want to get caught in the middle of all that lunacy?


BELLE

David and I talked about it for years. When he retired, we were planning to spend time on a kibbutz picking zayits (say zay-Its) and reemons (say ree-moans).  


PICKLES

By all means, go to a peaceful kibbutz in the countryside. I'll donate the overalls. 


BELLE

By myself?  They'll think I’m looking for a husband. 


PICKLES

What do you care? The main thing is you'll come home in one piece. If you go to Jerusalem, you could get killed.  Or maimed.  Are your friends masochists?  Or lemmings?  


BELLE

I'm more likely to be in an accident on the highway than hurt by a terrorist over there.   


PICKLES

Did you fall on your head?  This is the stupidest idea you've ever had. Stay the hell out of Israel till this nightmare ends.  


BELLE

Stupid? Who do you think you're talking to? 


PICKLES

Tell the hospital's pr department to send you pictures instead. 


BELLE

You’re my sister. I THOUGHT YOU'D BE HAPPY FOR ME.  Instead of complaining or crying about David, I'm thinking about someone besides myself.   


PICKLES

We got plenty of problems here in this city. Any local hospital would be thrilled to have you as a volunteer. 


BELLE

If we were Italian, you wouldn't argue with me about visiting Rome.  


PICKLES

Rome is not in a war zone.  


BELLE

Rabbi Bernstein is going with us. He wouldn't travel if it was dangerous. He has young children.


PICKLES

Ha!  When it rains, Rabbi Bernstein doesn't carry an umbrella.  Winter slush?  He's walking around in loafers.

Some leader. 


BELLE

You have a passion in life, a reason to get up in the morning. I-I need one too. 


PICKLES

You miss David. 


BELLE

He'll always be in my heart. (pause) When he was so sick, hospice was my lifeline.  Now it's my turn to give back like the volunteers did for David and me.  


PICKLES

Right shul. Wrong rabbi.  


BELLE

Right rabbi. Wrong shul. Israel is the home of our people. Where Bubby and Papa sent so many nickels and quarters.  For 40 years we heard about Zion. (Pause) But Bubby, Papa never got a chance to see it for themselves… I'll be the first. (Pause)I consider it a privilege to give some comfort. Jews. Palestinians. Doesn't matter. David would be proud. 


PICKLES

Belle, please--


BELLE

My mind is made up. I'm good with children. I was a good mother.


PICKLES

You are a good mother. Have you told Hope?


BELLE

The day I receive my airline tickets and not before. My daughter doesn't need me so much any more.



(Pickles starts to 



protest.)

It's ok. She and the boyfriend. That's what's supposed to happen.  David and I did the same.


PICKLES

I've been meaning to spend more time with you.  


BELLE

Good.  You can take me to the airport.  We leave next Friday at eight p.m. Now tell me about the dance.  Did you meet someone?


PICKLES

Yes, as a matter of fact I did. 


BELLE

Hallelujah. So? It's time you let a man into your life. Overdue in fact. Tell me about him. 


PICKLES

He had a light touch when we danced. Many men don’t. Their idea of dancing is to strong arm you around the floor. I liked that.


BELLE

What else?


PICKLES

Stop being a nudge. I’ve got things to do.


BELLE

What else?


PICKLES

He blushed. A man his age, he took me by surprise. 


BELLE

Aha, you’re intrigued.


PICKLES

Oh, for heaven’s sake. You’re making too much of this.


BELLE

You’re gathering dust in that studio of yours. I want to see you happy. Passionate about something besides your work. (Pause)When are you going to see him again? 


PICKLES

I don't know.  He gave me his card.  But I have this sculpture to finish.  


BELLE

More than half your life is over and the other half is on hold.  What are you waiting for? Call him today. 


PICKLES

He's been around the block a few times.  


BELLE

You always have some excuse.  


PICKLES

I go out.


BELLE

With other women. 


PICKLES

Friends.


BELLE

You’re a sensual woman who works with her hands. I want to see a man touch you – heart, body, and soul. (Pause) But you're scared of falling in love again, P. Scared of getting hurt. 


PICKLES

I am not. 


BELLE

Last summer at the beach, you sat under an umbrella and covered yourself head to foot the whole time we were there. Hat, long-sleeved shirt, long pants.  (Pause) You take the same approach to men. 


PICKLES

I don't need a shadchen (say SHID-ach).  


BELLE

Oh, yes, you do. Between now and Friday I'll teach you everything I know about dating.  I'll stop by tomorrow for lunch.  Have a nice gooey dessert ready.  

SCENE FOUR

The bar. A week later.

At rise George is arguing on the phone. He is angry. Paul enters. He wears a golf shirt and slacks. 






GEORGE

The car’s not for sale. You’re wasting your time. False advertising? My ass. It’s a free country. I changed my mind. 

(He hangs up with a bang.)

What do you want?




PAUL

I’d like a beer. 




GEORGE

The usual?




PAUL

Yeah, without the attitude. 





GEORGE

Pound salt.




PAUL

What’s wrong, George? 




GEORGE

What’s it to you?




PAUL

Just being friendly. You’re not usually so testy.



(He rises.)

You were in my business the other day.

GEORGE

Yeah, and as I recall, you didn’t like it. 

PAUL

That was personal. This is business. If you walk around with a chip on your shoulder, it could affect your bottom line.  

Better to let off steam to a guy like me who’s known you for a long time than a newcomer who might not come back. 

(George hesitates.)

Never mind. I’ll sit at a table while you have an attitude adjustment.




GEORGE

Trying to sell my wife’s car. Placed an ad in the local paper. The calls started to come in. (Pause)I couldn’t do it.




PAUL

Understandable. You’re not ready. It’s only been a few months.


GEORGE

Emily loved that orange Bug. The soft leather seats, riding with the top down. She washed and polished that car till it shined like the sun.





PAUL

You miss her. 




GEORGE

Like crazy.

(He turns away and blows his nose.)

Her car’s in the garage. Can’t bear to look at it. I park on the street.  




PAUL

No deadline. Stop beating yourself up.


GEORGE

My sister-in-law offered to take my wife’s clothes to Goodwill. I know she’s trying to help, but I can’t part with them. When I open the closet, they smell like Emily: garlic and oranges. Any minute I expect to see her walk through the door.

(He coughs and blows his nose.)




PAUL

You’re strong, George. I couldn’t deal with the pain. (Pause)I’ll play darts and stay the hell out of your way. 

(He rises and gathers the darts.)


 

GEORGE

You’re doing it wrong. 

(He picks up a dart.)

It’s all in the wrist. Like this. 

(He offers the dart to Paul, but he doesn’t take it.)


PAUL

Learned a different technique. Too old to change.




GEORGE

Like so many of my customers. Any minute now Fred Meyers  will shuffle in for a beer and a few laughs. You know him?


PAUL

The white haired guy with the bum leg?


GEORGE

Right. He and Charlie Moss play cards most nights. Sometimes if it’s slow, I’ll join ‘em. You could be a foursome.


PAUL

Uh, thanks, George. The only foursome I play is on a golf course.


GEORGE

You have a lot in common. Fred and Charlie used to play golf. Fred’s a lifelong bachelor.


PAUL

Not with those old guys.


GEORGE

Coming up on the big five-oh this year?


PAUL

Not just yet.


GEORGE

Must have confused you with Stu Masterson. 


PAUL

Is he the loud SOB who’s always trying to pick up women half his age? Flashes a big silver money clip and a mouthful of dentures?


GEORGE

That’s Stu. Likes the ladies but can’t seem to find a permanent partner. Has high standards, I guess.


PAUL

Inept, if you ask me.


GEORGE

What was the redhead’s name you used to go out with?


PAUL

Kathy.


GEORGE

How long did that last? Six weeks?


PAUL

Two months. She had three cats and two dogs. They all slept in the same bed. Couldn’t take it. Made me sneeze.


GEORGE

Uh huh. So you’ve gone to an Italian pickle instead. 


PAUL

She’s a sculptor. 

GEORGE

You in an art gallery?  

PAUL

We met at a dance. I accidentally spilled lemonade all over her. 


GEORGE

The old spill-the-drink trick? Did you offer to pay for her dry cleaning?


PAUL

We danced well together. 


GEORGE

Real nice. If you like her so much, why don’t you go out with her?


PAUL

Not sure the aggravation is worth it. She wouldn’t even let me walk her to her car. 


GEORGE

When I went home at night, Emily greeted me at the door with a kiss and a hug. How was your day, she used to say. (Pause) What about you? What do you hear when you come home?


PAUL


     (He says nothing. Beat)

How did you and Emily get started? Did she like you right away? 


GEORGE

Took me awhile to convince her. Lots of dinners and movies. Finally had to turn on the charm.


PAUL

Not very good at sweet talk. Give me a for instance. 


GEORGE

Told her I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her. 


PAUL

How many other women did you say that to?


GEORGE

Emily was the only one. I remember the first meal she cooked when we were married. Her family ate like birds and she was very health conscious. I grew up on a farm. When I was a kid, we had one or two meats for dinner and mounds of mashed potatoes dripping with butter, vegetables, and a large bowl of salad. That first night she fixed skinny pork chops, boiled potatoes with the skin on, no butter, and 17 peas for the two of us. I counted them.




(He laughs. So does Paul.)

You say you want a commitment, but… What’s the problem, Paul?


PAUL

Pickles and me. Like putting a paper clip on a rubber band.


GEORGE

Paper clips keep things together. They’re dependable and travel easily.


PAUL

Boring, you mean.


GEORGE

They stretch themselves to fit new situations. You can bend one to pick a lock or unstick a CD in your computer. Bend over backwards to be helpful.  


PAUL

You ought to be in sales, George. When you decide to sell this bar, you can work for me.


GEORGE

You are the man, Paul. Pickles is the woman. When the two ends of a paper clip stretch out their arms and become entwined. Need I say more? 




PAUL

(Paul reaches into his pocket and puts money on the bar.)

Gotta leave, George. My advice to you is: Hang onto the car. It could be a collector’s item.


George

Free tab for a week if she calls you. 


PAUL

Since when are you giving out free drinks?


GEORGE

I’d like to see you enjoy what I had. 


PAUL

What if she sees the real me? Look at me, for God’s sake. Look at me.


GEORGE

I want you to be the man.


PAUL

Are you going to pick up the pieces when it doesn’t work?


GEORGE

If you don’t take a chance, you’ll never know what you’ve missed. But I do. (Pause) You do all the work. I’ll give you the instructions. Lesson number one. 

Scene Five 

A week later.  Pickles's studio.  

There is a suitcase near the door and a vertical screen near the hallway.  Belle is applying makeup to Pickles.  Pickles is wearing a smock.  The two women are seated and face one another.  On a nearby table are hair spray, a blow dryer and a mirror.


BELLE

The green eyeshadow looks great with your coloring.  You ought to wear it more often.  


PICKLES

Thanks.  It takes too much time. Are you almost done?  

(Belle adds the  final touches to Pickles's hair.)


BELLE

As soon as you stop fidgeting. You expect models to sit still while you sculpt.  Where's your patience, P?  (Pause) When are you meeting him?


PICKLES

After I bring you to the airport.  Are you taking your laptop with you?


BELLE

No, but Gloria is. (Pause) There.  Very nice.  Take off your smock and give me the full effect.  


PICKLES

I want you to send me an email as soon as you get to the hotel.  How many hours' difference is there between Jerusalem and here?

(Pickles walks self-consciously across the room.  She is wearing a skirt, a fancy blouse and high heels.  Belle studies Pickles from head to toe.)


BELLE

Ten. (Pause) Why are you covering up your legs?  Hike your skirt a couple of inches. They're your best feature.  


PICKLES

This Wonder Bra is not for me.  I feel like a blow-up doll.  I'm taking it off.

(She disappears behind the screen.)


BELLE

Keep it on for one night. Your clothes hang better.  


PICKLES

No.  Do you have an itinerary for me?


BELLE

In my bag.  At night it will be one big pajama party.  Shelly, Marcia, Esther and I have adjoining rooms. How those women make me laugh.  


PICKLES

You'll need it after working with cancer patients all day, especially children. Do you know what you're getting into, Belle?    

(Pickles reenters. The skirt is shorter.)


BELLE

Your mascara is running.  What happened?  I just…


PICKLES

I haven't been on a date in years. 


BELLE

Why?  You look great, put together for a change.


PICKLES

What will I talk to him about?  


BELLE

Don't talk about your ex-husband and for heavens' sake, spare him the feminist mumbo jumbo.   He'll think you're an Amazon with a spear aimed right at his shmeckel. Do small talk. Did you read today's sports page?  


PICKLES

No.  Never. What was I thinking when I called him?

We have very little in common.  I let you talk me into it.


BELLE

You like him.  You both like to dance.  You live in the same town.  Stop worrying.  You'll figure it out.  (Pause) Smile, P, and enjoy yourself.  You don't need to plot out every step. Make it up as you go along.

(She picks up her suitcase.)

We need to leave. 


PICKLES

It's not too late to cancel your trip, Belle. You don't have  to give a reason. Hadassah will understand.  David would want you to be safe.    


BELLE

My whole life I've always done what was safe.  Now it's more important to have a good story to tell my grandchildren.


PICKLES

I don't know how this story ends.  You could get--- 


BELLE

I'll take notes and pictures.  We'll go over them when I get back. If we don’t leave now, I'll miss my flight.


PICKLES

Don't be a heroine.  You're a middle-aged woman from suburbia, for God's sake. 

BELLE

I love you, P. Knock him dead. L’shanah habah B’ Yerushalayim.  

(Belle removes the Star of David necklace she’s wearing and puts it around Pickles’s neck, then gives her a hug. 


PICKLES


(She returns the hug.)

L’shanah habah B’ Yerushalayim. 

(The two women exit.)


Scene Six

Saturday morning a week later. Pickles's studio.

A sculpture of a female nude stands on a wooden platform in the middle of the room. Finished works of varying sizes, shapes and texture line two shelves. A decorative screen is off to the side. 



(Knock at the door)



(Offstage)


PAUL

Pickles, it's me.



(Offstage)


PICKLES

Door's open. Be right with you. (Pause) Had a good time last night.  

(Enter Paul. He is carrying a large container of coffee.)


PAUL



(Offstage)

Band was top notch. You looked great. 




PICKLES



(Offstage)

Thanks. My sister helped me get ready. 

(She peeks out from behind the screen as he surveys her work.)


PAUL

Wow. 



(He’s speechless.)

This sculpture is really impressive. She looks very, ah, independent. 

(Enter Pickles in paint-spattered overalls. She is drinking coffee.)


PICKLES

Thank you. That’s one of the ideas I was going for. 


PAUL

You’re very talented. Her features are subtle, especially the, ah, hair. Can I touch it?


PICKLES

Not today. Just finishing up. Haven’t had a chance to bake it yet. 


PAUL

I’ve always liked art. Going to museums.


PICKLES

Which ones have you been to?


PAUL

The National Portrait Gallery is my favorite.


PICKLES

You mean before they closed it for renovations? 


PAUL

Yes, guess it’s been a while. (Pause) Her-her eyes remind me of yours. They’re inquisitive and kind. 


PICKLES

Maybe we can go together sometime.


PAUL

All these tools, equipment. (Pause) And no air conditioning.  How do you stand it?


PICKLES

That's why I work in the morning.


PAUL

(He looks at Pickles, then at the nude.)

She sort of looks like you. Is it a self-portrait?


PICKLES

Like me? She's much younger.  


PAUL

The essence of you. Easy to talk to. Fun to be with. You’re not a statue, but you are in the statue. (Pause) She looks vulnerable.  


PICKLES

She's vulnerable, but equal to the task.  Embracing life and its possibilities. Standing on her own two feet. 

(He studies the sculpture.)


PAUL

She's up on her toes, looking and listening.  What is she doing exactly? I can't tell.


PICKLES

She's poised for adventure. She doesn't know what kind, but she's ready.


PAUL

It could be a whole series. Your heroine and a mystery man. They start out holding hands. Then a waltz. 


PICKLES

That's been done. I couldn’t improve on it.  

(He swoops her up in a waltz, humming as he goes.)

It's 10 o'clock in the morning.


PAUL

What better way to start the day?


PICKLES

This is ridiculous.  I'm all sweaty. The clay--


PAUL

Enjoy the moment.  

(He starts singing. They go round and round until both of them are dizzy.)


PICKLES

You're a terrible singer.


PAUL

(He kisses her on the forehead.)

Take a break. Come canoeing with me. The weather is perfect.


PICKLES

I've got work to do.


PAUL

You have Monday to Friday.  


PICKLES

No, Paul.  I paint houses then. Walls and ceilings.  Kitchens.  


PAUL

Sculpting is a hobby? Like golf is for me.


PICKLES

(She shakes her modeling tool at him.)

Hobby?  Hobby? Do you think I'd be sweating my brains out on a Saturday morning if it were just a hobby?

(She puts her arms around the base of the sculpture.)

My heart and soul are right here.


PAUL

Any room for a stowaway?


PICKLES

I don't know. (Pause) The night we met, you blushed. It was a wonderful unguarded moment. I'd like to get to know that man.


PAUL

Great.  No time like the present.


PICKLES

Not this minute. 


PAUL

Everyone needs a day off now and then.  The river is so quiet and peaceful. A real refuge.


PICKLES

So is my studio.  I look forward to this time all week. 


PAUL

You have nobody to talk to. 


PICKLES

I'm tired of all the words.  Email.  Talk shows.  Junk mail.   Sculpting is silent. Touchable. (Pause) If I can connect with another human being through my work, if something I create makes them smile or laugh or cry, if I move them in some way, then I will have accomplished something.  All of this solitude will have been worth it. 


PAUL

You’ve moved me. (Pause) Have you had any exhibits?


PICKLES

Not yet.  I--


PAUL

I'll bet George would display your work at his place.


PICKLES

In a bar? Er, No thanks. I'll wait till a gallery…


PAUL

George knows a lot of people. If he invites 50 friends and customers to a wine and cheese party, you might get a couple of sales. Plus, you get the exposure.  


PICKLES

Someone might bump into my work and smash it accidentally.  No, I couldn't risk that.


PAUL

Accidents are preventable if you have the right tools.  I'm sure one of my men could take care of that.


PICKLES

What about theft?  George isn't there every minute.  


PAUL

One of my men could install an alarm that would set off bells and whistles if anyone monkeyed with your sculptures.  It's all doable. 


PICKLES

The people who come into George's bar want to drink beer, watch TV, and play darts.  They're not interested in art and I doubt they have the money to buy it.


PAUL

It’s possible some people who like art might like beer.   How much do you charge?


PICKLES

I don't know.  I guess I need to do some research.


PAUL

There's got to be a way to mass produce these babies so you don't have to work so hard.


PICKLES

Bronze is very expensive.  


PAUL

How much?


PICKLES

About two thousand dollars.


PAUL

Fine.  That’s your materials cost, then you add your time and profit. Put it all together, that's how much you charge for this sculpture.  Then with the next one you have the money to create a limited edition of one or two dozen copies.


PICKLES

I like the idea my work is one of a kind. Not mass produced. 


PAUL

A thousand or a million is mass produced. Two dozen is not. 


PICKLES

(She takes his coffee cup from him and throws it in the trash.)

Time's up. You've got to leave.


PAUL

What's wrong? 


PICKLES

You're taking over.  We're not on the dance floor. This is my space.  


PAUL

Is your artwork just for you?


PICKLES

No. 


PAUL

I can help you with marketing. 


PICKLES

I do my own. (Pause) Why would you want to, Paul?  You've got a business of your own.


PAUL

Your sculpture is so beautiful and the nude with the cell phone makes me laugh. It would be nice if other people could see it. Maybe it’s time to let someone else into your world.


PICKLES

I haven’t told you how to run your paper clip factory.


PAUL

I like you and I like your work. I want to see you happy. Why is that so hard?


PICKLES

I’ve never-- I don’t know what to say. 


PAUL


How about dinner later?


PICKLES

I’m on a budget.  How about ice cream instead?


PAUL

Deal. See you at eight.


PICKLES

You can tell me what you like about golf. 

(He exits. Pickles stands still and wonders what she’s gotten herself into.) 

(Lights up on the bar. George is drying a glass when Paul enters.)


GEORGE

The usual, Quinn?


PAUL

I’d like to take you up on your offer, George. The ring?


GEORGE

Sure, Quinn. What made you change your mind?

  
PAUL

I finally found the right partner (pause)Coach.



(They shake hands.)


Act II


Scene One

Setting:Pickles's studio

Time: the evening of that same day

(There is a knock at the door. Paul enters, carrying a large cardboard box. He struggles with it.)


PAUL

Hi.  It's me. Why did you have to live on the third floor?



(Offstage)


PICKLES

Be right with you.


PAUL

Met this delivery guy coming up your walk. Said he rang the bell a few times. You must have been in the shower. 


PICKLES



(Offstage)

I'm not expecting anything.


PAUL

I told him I'd sign for it. Is it your birthday?  Maybe one of your relatives--

(Pickles enters wearing a dress.)

You look …. Great. 


PICKLES

Thank you. Is he still outside?

(She opens the door and looks.)


PAUL

(He tries to kiss her, but the box gets in the way.)

He took off like a big bird. Don't you want to open it?


PICKLES

No. The popcorn will get all over the floor and make a big mess.



PAUL

You mean to tell me you're not curious?  Not even a little bit?


PICKLES

Please put the box in the corner where it'll be out of the way.

(She picks up her hand bag.)

I'm ready. Let's go. 


PAUL

I don't believe you.


PICKLES

What's the matter?  You don't like ice cream?


PAUL

If someone sent me a large box, I'd sure want to know what was inside. 


PICKLES

I didn't order anything. Must be a mistake. I'll send it back on Monday.

(She heads for the door. Paul stays put.)


PAUL

I lied about the delivery guy.  It's from me. 


PICKLES

You?  Why didn't you say so?

(She tugs at the box.)

Help me, will you?

(Paul pulls out a window-size air conditioner.Popcorn spills all over the floor.)


PAUL

Happy Chanukah. Do you like it?


PICKLES



(She starts to cry.)

I can't accept it.


PAUL

What do you mean you can't accept it?  You were sweating bullets this morning.


PICKLES

Someday I'll buy myself one.


PAUL

This is a gift. 


PICKLES

I don't have one for you.


PAUL

 My house has central air.


PICKLES

Thank you.  No.


PAUL

Why, for God's sake?  You need this to do your sculpting.


PICKLES

I can't afford an air conditioner right now.


PAUL

I can. Let me do this for you. Someday when you're a famous sculptor, I can say I knew you when.


PICKLES

It's very important for me to be financially independent.


PAUL

So I've noticed.  Very admirable.  But you're carrying it too far.


PICKLES

I don't like feeling indebted.


PAUL

I'm not a lobbyist.


PICKLES

I'm not going to bed with you if that's what-- 


PAUL

You are amazing.  Air conditioners as aphrodisiac.  That's a new one on me. 


PICKLES

I don't want to be financially dependent on anyone ever again. Ever. Ever.


PAUL

I don't know who hurt you or why.  But I'm not taking the blame for something I didn't do.  

(He extends his hands and reaches for hers.)

Give me your hands. 


PICKLES

You're not telling me what to do.  This is my house.  If you think you can walk in here and --


PAUL

Just setting the fight rules.  We're going to hold onto each other until we work this through.  


PICKLES

Just because you're a man doesn't mean you get to make the rules.


PAUL

(He lets go of her hands.)

Whenever you want to walk away, go right ahead.  I won't hold you back or browbeat you.  But you're not going to browbeat me either. I came to give you a present that you need but you don't want 'cause it's from me.  Now does that make sense?

(She studies him, walks away and comes back.)


PICKLES

I don't want to go out with you just because you have money and I don't.  I want to spend time with you because I like you and you like me.


PAUL

Good. We agree on something. I'm sure there'll be a time when I'll need your help. (Pause) Pickles, close your eyes for a minute. 

(He plugs in the air conditioner and turns it on.)

Feel that cool air on your skin, then say yes.


PICKLES

Why are you doing this, Paul?


PAUL

I finally figured out what I want to focus on. 

(He takes one of her hands.)

You could invite me to dinner.  I haven't had a homecooked meal in weeks.


PICKLES

You're a carnivore.  I don't touch meat.


PAUL

It wouldn't kill me to eat vegetarian.


PICKLES

If you really want meat, I could buy it and you could cook it for yourself.


PAUL

Or we could have fish.  Do you eat fish?


PICKLES

Yes. (Pause) What if we decide this isn't working out?  You and me, I mean.


PAUL

Why don't we worry about that when we get to it?


PICKLES

I like a map and compass.


PAUL

And I like being spontaneous, a Sunday afternoon drive in the country without a destination, where we stop to smell the roses. Can you live with that for awhile?


PICKLES

She closes her eyes   and takes a deep breath.) 

For now. 


PAUL

I wonder if they have beer ice cream at this place you're taking me to.


PICKLES

31 flavors.  They might.  And if they do, I want a lick.

(She picks up her handbag and they exit holding hands.)

    LIGHTS FADE TO DARK


Scene Two

The bar.  A week later.

A large sign above the bar says: Welcome Pickle Amalfitano, Sculpter. Blinking Christmas lights and bright-colored crepe paper decorate the room.  On one table is a large, bright-colored box. 

Enter Pickles, dressed in jeans and a sweater. She is carrying the nude with cell phone. She places it on the bar. Paul carries a sculpture stand. 


PAUL

Tonight's going to be great.  The spotlight's on you, Pickles.  This could be the start of something big.  

(He puts the sculpture stand and the small sculpture on the bar.)

Will you look at that sign?  George wants you to feel welcome. What a guy.


PICKLES

(She surveys the room.)

How, uh, thoughtful of him.  It's certainly big.   


PAUL

I believe in you.  So does George.     


PICKLES

I appreciate everything you and George have done.  You've really gone out of your way. I'm very grateful.  Really I am. (Pause)  Um, there's just one teensy thing.  My name's misspelled.    


PAUL

No problem.  I can fix that.



(He takes out a felt 



tip pen and corrects 



the sign.)

Never seen this place looking so festive.   


PICKLES

Christmas in August.  How interesting.  (Pause) Does he know I'm Jewish?


PAUL

Er, no.  Think of them as Chanukah lights.


PICKLES

Okay, sure, I can do that.


PAUL

Good. George's heart is in the right place.  More important, he has marketing savvy, knows what his customers like. Did I tell you a DJ is coming at nine?  Act surprised. When the exhibit's over, we can dance.

(Crosses to the box)


PICKLES

Dancing?  Great.  


PAUL

He's even rustled up some door prizes. The guy is constantly surprising me. I don’t know how he found the time.  

(He pulls out several envelopes.)


PICKLES

Door prizes?  Like in bingo?


PAUL

To build traffic for your exhibit.  He persuaded several local businesses to make donations.  Here's one from Vickie's Tanning Salon, a dinner for four at the pizza parlor around the corner, a pedicure, a free oil change, a small tattoo, and my personal favorite, 10 dollars worth of meat at Sal's Butcher Shop.


PICKLES

I'm a vegetarian.


PAUL

You're not going to win. Carnivores like me will love it.



(Sniffs)

I smell vinegar.  George must be making his trademark hard boiled eggs.  Limburger and raw onion, rye bread, deviled eggs and beer.  Wait till you try them. You'll think you died and went to heaven.   


PICKLES



(Slowly)

You and George have been very kind and generous.  All this effort. (Takes a deep breath) But the lights, door prizes, not exactly what I had in mind for my first….   


PAUL

Hey, we have 50 people coming tonight.  You're not thinking of cancelling, are you?


PICKLES

Well, I.. 


PAUL

Lots of popular singers got their start in smoky bars.  Think of Frank Sinatra, Bette Midler. You're in good company.  


PICKLES

I'm not a singer.  I'm a sculptor. (Pointing to the sign) He spelled that wrong too. 


PAUL

(He pulls out his felt tip pen.)

Hold on.  S-c-u-l-p-t-o-r. Got it.  (Pause) Toulouse Lautrec hung out in the Moulin Rouge. He was a terrific success AND an artist for the people, everyday people. They were his inspiration.


PICKLES

Do you really think George's customers appreciate art? 


PAUL

Beats me. But tonight they'll have a chance to get to know you. You could develop a following like Lautrec and Andy Warhol.


PICKLES

In Baltimore? I don't think so. 


PAUL

You have a bit of an attitude, you know that? In your neighborhood, they probably call it an artistic temperament. But in my book, you're a bit of a snob. 



(Enter George.  He 

is wearing a chef's hat and an apron 



and has flour on his 

hands.  He walks around the nude, his eyes are riveted to her breasts. He whistles.) 


GEORGE

Nice.  Who's the model?


PICKLES

Uh, a student.


GEORGE

I'd like to meet her.


PICKLES

She's quite young.  I don't think…


GEORGE

A man can dream. (Pause) Did you pay her?  I'd model for nothing. 

(He starts to remove his apron.)


PAUL

Oh, no, you don't. The sign out front says no shirt, no shoes, no service.  You're sponsoring an art exhibit, not mud wrestling.  Let's keep it professional, George.


GEORGE

Pickles, do you do commissions? 


PICKLES

No. But I… What did you have in mind?


GEORGE

Have you been to Mathilda's Place?  They have this beautiful mermaid over the bar. Very sensual.  Hair down to here.  Great for business.  Customers stop by for a peek and stay for three hours.  (Pause) How about a merman? My doctor says I'm in good shape for my age.



(He inflates his 



biceps and poses.)


PICKLES

(She feels his muscles. He takes off his shirt and sucks in his stomach.)

Pickles touches George's face and turns it 



to the light.)

You have good bone structure, George. I like the curve in your neck and the planes in your face. You'd make an excellent model. 


GEORGE

Really?  No one's ever told me that before. Not even my wife. 



(He stands taller.)

Would it be fun? 


PICKLES

The fun part is creating something entirely new.


GEORGE

A piece of art would give my place a little class.  How much of my time would it take, Pickles?


PICKLES

A couple of sessions.  


GEORGE

I'm interested.  Let's talk later.   



(He exits.)

(Pickles puts the nude on the sculpture stand.)


PAUL

You're staying then?


PICKLES

My first commission. Of course I'm staying. 

(She gives him a light kiss, then waltzes with him around the stage.)

(Slow fade to dark.)

                       Scene Three

The next morning. Pickles's studio.  In the middle of the room is a long table.  To the right are a couple of chairs.  A decorative screen with men's clothing draped over the top is at the rear of the studio near the door to the street. The air conditioner is humming. 

Pickles is loading film into a camera. She is wearing jeans and a T-shirt.


PICKLES

Did you find the costume ok? 


GEORGE

(From behind the screen)

I don't think I can do this.


PICKLES

(Crossing in front of the screen)

Sure, you can. Think of all the business Mathilde's is getting.


GEORGE

I'll buy an off-the-shelf merman instead of putting myself through all this grief.


PICKLES

You’ll be so proud with your own original sculpture over the bar. A real patron of the arts.  How many of your friends can say that?  



(Enter George.  He 

is wearing a robe and is in bare feet.) 


GEORGE

(He pulls the robe tighter.)

This is NOT fun. 


PICKLES

OK, broad shoulders. Let’s see those good muscles you were telling me about.

(She helps him remove his robe. He is dressed like King Neptune.)


GEORGE

I look ridiculous.  



(She approaches him 



with the eye of a 



dressmaker.)


PICKLES

A nip here, a tuck there.

(She gestures for  him to turn around as she works.) 

There. Neptune, you look fabulous. 

(She hands him a trident and bows.)

Your sceptre, sir. I’ll start with some shots of your upper body and add scales later. Tilt your head this way. Now look off into the distance and think about your favorite place.

(She starts clicking from various angles and does so throughout most of the scene.)  


GEORGE

How long will this take? 


PICKLES

A few minutes. (Pause) You’re clenching your teeth. You look angry, George, instead of majestic. I need you to be relaxed like you are at the bar.


GEORGE

Hard to do in this get up. At the bar I’m in charge. Here I’m a fish out of water.


PICKLES

What do you normally do to unwind?


GEORGE

Got any weed?


PICKLES

You talk to your customers to put them at ease. (Pause) Raise your right hand. Pretend you’re the Statue of Liberty.


GEORGE

How long have you been divorced?


PICKLES

Twelve years. 


GEORGE

No boyfriend?


PICKLES

Sculpting is very demanding, especially when you start late in life like I did. Now show me that kind face of yours in profile. 


GEORGE

People get urges.


PICKLES

Lift your chin and look this way. (Pause) It’s a matter of rechanneling all that energy into--.  


GEORGE

Is that a new air conditioner? Deluxe model. 18,000 BTUs.


PICKLES

Paul gave it to me. I’m afraid I gave him a little bit of a hard time. Guess he told you. 


GEORGE

Most women expect flowers and candy. An air conditioner shows he’s paying attention to what you really need. 


PICKLES

My ex was controlling. Can’t let that happen--. 


GEORGE

He’s a good man, but he gets overzealous sometimes. 


PICKLES

My first commission. You have no idea how much this means to me. A dream come true. 


GEORGE

Quinn must like you. Doesn’t spend money unless it’s necessary. Probably wonders if you feel the same way. 


PICKLES

Are you on a fishing expedition?


GEORGE

Goes with the outfit. Besides, we’re friends. 


PICKLES

You’re quite the matchmaker, George. In my culture, we have a name for it. Shadchen (say shid-ACH)


GEORGE

Should-uck, would-uck, could-uck. 


PICKLES

It’s taken me years to get this far. Not giving up sculpting for a man.


GEORGE

What makes you think he’d want that?


PICKLES

My ex expected me to entertain, to be the corporate wife.


GEORGE

Quinn does his business on the golf course.


PICKLES

He started making my sculpting his business.  


GEORGE

He helped us once when we were having a rough patch at the bar. His advice put us back on our feet. 


PICKLES

This was unsolicited.


GEORGE

Pick and choose. We did. (Pause) Quinn’s a quick learner. Tell him to back off or redirect his enthusiasm.


PICKLES

To?


GEORGE

Marketing your artwork. Then you can spend time doing what you love, the creative part.  


PICKLES

He wants me to do limited editions of my sculptures,  instead of one at a time.  


GEORGE

You’ll reach more people that way. Sounds like a smart business move.


PICKLES

You’re a mensch, George. 


GEORGE

Rhymes with bench. Is that a good thing?


PICKLES

Yes, and you’re looking much more relaxed. The veins in your neck and forehead have stopped pulsating. Time for a few closeups. 

(She moves in and touches his face lightly to suggest  different poses. She does that a few times.)


GEORGE

For a sculptor, you have very soft hands. (Pause) Quinn’s skeptical about romance too. This bet we have going about you two is the only way a competitive guy like him would—


PICKLES

Bet? What bet?


GEORGE

Whoops. Uh, let’s not get side tracked. 

(Enter Paul who is carrying three cups of coffee and a bakery bag. He sees them in what looks like an embrace.)


PAUL

Your fan club is ….


GEORGE

What the hell are you doing here? 

(George reaches for his robe, then ducks behind the curtain.)


PICKLES

You're interrupting. This is a private session.



PAUL

I can see that.

(He exits with a bang.)

(Pickles sits down.   Her hand shakes as she peels the lid off a cup of coffee. George remains behind the curtain.


GEORGE

I need a drink.  

(Pickles opens another coffee.)


PICKLES

Sugar?


GEORGE

Black. 

(He steps into the room. She hands him the coffee.)

Thanks.


PICKLES

I'll understand completely if you want to stop the whole thing right now.


GEORGE

(He starts to laugh, softly at first, then with force.)

Wouldn't miss it for all the fish in the…  Quinn jealous?  At my age, that's a compliment. (Pause) Are you okay?


PICKLES

I've been better. 


GEORGE

I'll talk to him later. Set him straight. Let's get back to work. 

(He climbs on the table and lies down facing the audience. Pickles reaches for her camera.)

(The phone rings.)


PICKLES

We've had enough interruptions. I refuse to…

(Keeps ringing.)


GEORGE

No answering machine?  


PICKLES

I get very few calls here.


GEORGE 

This one's persistent. Why don't you pick up, then take the phone off the hook? I'll practice looking regal.  


PICKLES

When we’re finished, I want to hear about this bet. 



(She picks up the 



phone.)

Hello. Yes. State Department? (Pause) No, please not my sister.


(She drops the coffee.)


GEORGE

What is it? What happened?


PICKLES

Belle! She's been killed. 

(George comforts her as the lights fade to dark.)


Scene Four

The bar. A few hours later.

Paul is sitting at a table nursing a beer. He is reading the newspaper. Sandy enters. She is fetchingly dressed.




SANDY

Quinn, I was hoping to find you here. 


PAUL


                (Keeps on reading)

If you’re looking for a drink, Jerry’s out back.   

SANDY

(She takes out a cigarette.)

Can I have a light?

(Slowly he picks up a matchbook from the table and does so.)

You’re looking good.  


PAUL

For someone who’s never loved another human being, you mean.


SANDY

I was being harsh the other night. There’s always today. And tomorrow.


PAUL

Easy for you to say.


SANDY

I give lessons. You provide dinner and candlelight. I’ll do the rest.

PAUL

Not now, Sandy. 

SANDY

We had fun together. I was hoping we could try again. 


PAUL

Orioles won last night.


SANDY

18 to 4. I LOVE sports. (Pause) Where’s your lady friend? 


(He continues reading the newspaper. She puts her hand down on it.)

If I were her, I wouldn’t let you out of my sight. But you know how these older women are. Very independent. Used to their own schedules. She and George would make a nice couple. (Pause) We’re more of a match. You set the pace and I’ll jog right along next to you.  


             (Paul glares at her.)


PAUL

If I recall, we both fell flat on our faces. 


SANDY

You sound depressed, Quinn. That woman is having the wrong effect on you. I can lift you up. 

            (She grabs his hand.)

They’re playing our favorite song. Dance with me. 


PAUL

Left my dancing shoes home. But you get A for effort. 


SANDY

What’s wrong? And if she’s causing you all this grief, you might want to rethink--


PAUL

Don’t want to go into it. 


SANDY

Well, if you change your mind or need a fallback position, I’m a very understanding listener. 

PAUL

When I talk to Pickles, it’s like dancing. There’s a certain resistance about her that I like. Keeps me on my toes. (Pause) Don't waste your glitter on me, Sandy. The evening’s still young and you’re very pretty.  


SANDY

Good night, Quinn.

(Sandy exits. Beat. George enters.)


PAUL



You bastard. 


GEORGE

Now wait a minute.




PAUL

Some friend you are. Going behind my back to make time with my lady.




GEORGE

You’re jumping to the wrong conclusions. 




PAUL

I saw you with my own eyes. In each other’s arms. 

GEORGE

Not what you think. I can explain. 

PAUL

Yeah, some cock and bull story. You practically naked. Very tender. Do you want to sell me a bridge?




GEORGE

No. A smartass hardhead like you would never fall for that one. 




PAUL

I’ll give you my wife’s ring, you said, if you see Pickles for six months. You were setting me up. Putting a knife in my back. All along you wanted her for yourself. 

GEORGE

I refuse to get in a pissing contest with you. Stop acting like you’re 16 years old and calm down. 




PAUL

What happened after I left? Did you do it in her studio or upstairs where you could be more comfortable? 




GEORGE

Shut your mouth. You horse’s patoot. You’re making me mad. It was your idea to have the art exhibit. I was helping you out. 

PAUL

You went overboard. The trouble is, you don’t know where to draw the line. 

GEORGE

I’m drawing it right now. And I’m telling you to sit down and listen to what I have to say. 

PAUL

I’ll stand. Then after you’re finished, I can punch you right in the nose. 

GEORGE

It started out as a business transaction. Strictly business.

PAUL

Yeah. Right. She told me she painted houses, but from the looks of it, she operates an X-rated massage parlor. 

GEORGE

The sculpting is legit. The merman was my idea. You were there. I was uptight being in that silly getup. Pickles was trying to help me to relax. 




PAUL

Yeah, I could see that. Very mellow and touching. The two of you.




GEORGE

You’re a nasty son of a bitch. Out of respect for Pickles and my late wife, I’ll try one more time to knock some sense into that thick Mick head of yours before I knock you down. I want this bar to be a success like you are with your business. Pickles understands that. She took lots of pictures to help me put my best foot forward. While she worked, I went to bat for you. Period.  






PAUL

And you expect me to believe that?




GEORGE

Yes, cause it’s the truth. 




PAUL

Well, I don’t.




GEORGE



(He grabs Paul by his necktie.)

You’re just looking for an excuse to bow out. 

PAUL

Go to hell. 

GEORGE

You only believe what you see, Quinn, you can’t see with your heart. Something happened between Pickles and me, but it’s not what you’re thinking. We connected for a moment, something you’re incapable of doing because genuine feeling like that doesn’t fit in a box of paper clips.  Grow up, son. You’re in a black and white world and the rest of us are in a rainbow of color. 





PAUL

I have a temper. Trust doesn’t come easy.




GEORGE

No kidding. And she hasn’t given you a reason not to trust her. Pickles needs you now like crazy.



PAUL

Why do you say that? 




GEORGE

Just after you left, she got a call from the State Department. Her sister, the one in Israel, was blown up by terrorists. She’s beside herself with grief. Can you be there for her?




PAUL

Oh, my God. 






GEORGE

As far as Pickles is concerned, this inning is the one that counts.





PAUL

New stadium. Unfamiliar territory.  


GEORGE

You’ve faced challenges before. 


PAUL

Not like this one. 


GEORGE

At the top of the ninth when the score is two to nothing,  you don’t hang up your bat. You keep slugging.


PAUL

With a team to draw on for support. But this -- What can I possibly say to her that would help?


GEORGE

Keep it simple. Being there is more important.


PAUL

Where do I begin? 




GEORGE

You can start by making me an apology.





PAUL

Sorry I lost faith in you, George. 






GEORGE

And Pickles.




PAUL

Yeah. This relationship is tougher than I thought.




GEORGE

Takes courage. 


PAUL

Never been in the Army.  

GEORGE

Didn’t figure you for a quitter, but I’ve been wrong before. 




PAUL

All right, all ready. I’ll give it my best shot, but I feel awful. 


GEORGE

I could throttle you. This one’s not about you. It’s about her. Repeat it to yourself like a mantra. 


PAUL

Then what? 


GEORGE 

Do like the pros. Stretching, warm-up exercises, practice. 

(He takes out his whistle and throws it across the bar.)

You’ll figure it out.


PAUL

We have a deal. 


GEORGE

You’re on your own. This coach has retired. Now get the hell out of my bar. 
Scene Five

Two days later. Pickles's studio. 

Empty pizza boxes and cartons of Chinese take-out clutter the room. A clay bust of George as King Neptune sits on a  stand. A cloth covers a mirror on the wall.  

Pickles, dressed in overalls and an apron, sits motionless in a chair facing the audience. She is not wearing shoes. A bag of clay is at her side and her tools are in hand. Somber classical music plays in the background. 

The audience can see Paul offstage.



(Knock on the door.)


PAUL

Pickles, it's Paul.  Open up.


PICKLES

Go away.   


PAUL

It's important. Let me in for a few minutes.


PICKLES

Not now.  Come back later.


PAUL

When? For the past two days you haven't returned any of my calls. (Pause) There's a whole stack of mail and newspapers piling up out here.     


PICKLES

Doesn't matter. Please go away.


PAUL



(He rifles through 



the stack of mail.)

Here's a postcard from Israel. 


PICKLES

Israel?

(She gets up and opens the door.  Paul enters with a  stack of mail and newspapers. He 

quickly surveys the room.)

Let me see.

(She turns away to read the postcard, then sits down. He pulls a chair alongside her. She puts the card in the pocket of her overalls.)


PAUL

I'm so sorry about your sister. 

(He reaches for one of her hands, but she pulls away.) 


PICKLES

Yes. Thank you. (Pause) Tell George I'll get back to King Neptune.  Can't focus at the moment.


PAUL

Don't even give it a thought. He sends his condolences. 


PICKLES

His eyes and mouth are all wrong. But I've been on the phone  making arrangements with the rabbi, my niece, the funeral homes here and …. 


PAUL

Have you had any sleep?  


PICKLES

Some. Can't right now. Expecting a call from Israel about transporting Belle's (choking)…. remains.


PAUL

What can I…?


PICKLES

(Pulls out the postcard and stares at it, then reads aloud)

"I've found a reason to get up in the morning! Love, Belle" 

(She picks up a handful of clay.)

Just so much dust.


PAUL

Till you give it shape and breathe life into it.


PICKLES

The appearance of life.  (Pause) Belle was real…  She had this infectious laugh. When we were kids and I was sick, she'd make up these silly songs to get my mind off it.  "Heinz pickles are good for soup, they make your belly go loop de loop." (Pause) She was my best friend. 

(Indicates her sculptures.)

They can't love me back.

(She raises her hand as if to topple the sculpture. Paul stops her.)


PAUL

No! (Pause)Lie down for a bit.  I'll listen for the phone and take down all the information.


PICKLES

I can't.  The rabbi insists on talking with a relative and Hope, my niece, asked me to handle it.


PAUL

I'll wake you when the call comes through.  Please.  I'd like to be of use.


PICKLES

Not now. Can’t you see I’m a mess?    


PAUL

Let me help.  That's why I came.  


PICKLES

No. You came to win a bet. 


PAUL

What? Who told you about…?


PICKLES

George. What do you win? How high are the stakes? 


PAUL

High, but not like you imagine. You’re dead on your feet.

Rest. 


PICKLES

Don’t patronize me. I don’t want any part of your game. I have more important things to do, like bury my only sister.  

I must ask you to leave, Paul. 

(He tries to enfold her in his arms. She pushes him away and throws clay at him.)

Don’t touch me. Go away.


PAUL

I’m not going. This is not the time for you to be alone.


PICKLES

I’m perfectly capable of making that decision myself. No pity parties thank you very much.


PAUL

I care about you.


PICKLES

Until you win the bet. Then you’ll pack up and be on your way. But just out of curiosity, what did you have to do?


PAUL

If I told you, you’d think poorly of me.


PICKLES

That’s a luxury right now. If you’re not going to answer my question, leave or I’ll call the police.


PAUL

I’m not leaving. You can throw me out but I’ll be back. 

(Pickles lifts the phone and dials)


PICKLES

Get away from me or I’ll scream. The walls are thin and my neighbors…


PAUL

I’m not expressing myself well. (Long pause) The bet was about MY going the distance with you for six months. A first for me.  WE—


PICKLES

We? Who’s we?  


PAUL

George. He’s seen me cut and run too many times. Like I said, not a ringing endorsement of me.


PICKLES

The bet was going the distance with any woman, not me. It was really with yourself. To prove a point.


PAUL

Sort of. But you’re twisting it. I fell for you the first night we met. It didn’t take much for me to say yes.


PICKLES

And what happens at the end of the six months? I fall for you like a lead brick and you ride off in your convertible? 


PAUL

We didn’t plan it that far in advance.


PICKLES

And at what point were you going to let me in on the bet? 


PAUL

We hadn’t gotten—


PICKLES

And the prize? 


PAUL

His wife’s engagement ring. 

(She sits down and puts her head in her hands.)

When he did that, I knew he was serious. 

(He takes hold of one of her hands.)

The real prize is not the ring, it’s you. 

(She pulls away.)


PICKLES

You’re so arrogant. Just because you’re ready doesn’t mean --I—


PAUL

You lead and I’ll follow. 

(He gently takes her in his arms. They sway as in a slow dance.)


PICKLES

(Like a sculpture come to life, she starts to cry.)

Why am I still here and she’s not?


PAUL

I don’t have answers. But if it makes you feel better to talk and lean on me, I’ll listen.


PICKLES

I was the one who drove Belle to the airport. If I had talked her out of going, she might still be alive. 


PAUL

Your sister did what she wanted to do. What was important to her. You can't…

 
PICKLES

Belle wanted me to be happy like she and David were. She encouraged me to go out with you. I didn’t want to do it. 


PAUL

George did the same for me. He knew life can change in a flash. He wanted me to grab the brass ring while I had the chance. You are that ring. 


PICKLES

What if you lose the bet?


PAUL

I’m not losing the bet.


PICKLES

Humor me. What does the loser get?


PAUL

I put in two weeks behind the bar while George takes a vacation. But that’s not gonna happen. 


PICKLES

You hadn’t factored in terrorists, had you? 


PAUL

No, of course not. 


PICKLES

All bets are off. I’m not seeing you any more. 


PAUL

This is just like the air conditioner. You need me and I need you. (Pause) The night we met wasn’t the first time I saw you. At that first dance, you were so beautiful I couldn’t catch my breath. I had to get to know you. Bumping into you at the dance was the only way I knew how to force myself to talk to you.  (hesitates) Your smile, your touch when we move around the floor, your independence, are all that I’ve ever wanted in a woman. Still I ran in the other direction. If it weren’t for the bet George--, I’d still be an onlooker. 


PICKLES

Dances are short.


PAUL

When I hold you in my arms, any doubts that I have disappear. I can do lots of things alone. Dancing is not one of them. 



(He gives her his



hand.)

When we stop dancing, we might as well give up and fall down. I want you for my partner.


PICKLES

Paul, please, my sister. Now’s not the time to…


PAUL

I understand you’re in shock. You loved your sister. But you can’t go through this alone. You’re hurting too much. I’m not trying to crowd you.  Let me be here for you. (Pause) Belle wanted you to be with me. If she could talk to you now, what would she say? 


PICKLES



(Long pause)

Tomorrow Hope and I have to go to the airport to pick up ….  I’ve got to be strong for her, but I don't think I can do this.



PAUL

We'll go together. The three of us.


PICKLES

Four.  Her boyfriend is coming too.


PAUL

You and me?


PICKLES

Yes.

(She gives him her hand. He takes it as the house lights fade to dark.) 

End of Play

