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Stroke victim is a young person, age 38, tended to
by older people. Bessie is 77 and Martin is 84. Mel
has flashes of good, bad and inbetween with
movement and talking, depending on stress level.
Martin
(A caretaker for Mel. Entering in a hurry) Has anyone seen my keys? (looking around) Damn it. Has anyone
seen my keys? I’ll take that as a “no.” Damn. (rifling through the drawers of his desk) I wonder how old this
Tootsie Roll Pop is. Doesn’t matter. You can eat them for years. Maybe I left the keys in my other pants.
(EXITS)
Bessie
Did you look in your other pants?
Martin
(offstage)What?
Bessie
Did you look in your other pants, Martin?
Martin
I just said that I was going to do that.
Bessie
What?
Martin
I just...never mind.
Bessie
Look in your other pants.
Martin
I am. They’re not in here.(Returning with the pants that he had on already, in his hand)
Bessie
What does it look like?
MARTIN looks down to his crotch. Up to Bessie.
Martin
Bessie, it’s my keys. You know, three keys with an, I don’t know, a dangley thing hanging off over there. It’s
got a star on it. Not too bulky.
Bessie
Yes. Keys in your pocket, too bulky, makes you look like you get excited too easy. (Martin lifts sofa pillows)
Martin. (HE doesn’t pay attention) Martin!
Martin
What?

Bessie
I think I found them.
Martin
Really? Where?
Bessie
I think I may be sitting on them. It feels kind of sharp and pokey down there. (SHE tries to get up. ROCKS
once, twice) Get your pants on and help me.
Martin
(looking down again) Did I forget to put them on this morning? Let me help you up.
Bessie
I don’t need any help! (ROCKS once, twice)
Martin
The suspense is killing me. (putting on his pants, struggling with them, hopping)
Bessie
It’s here. Just put your hand here and pull them out.
Martin
Okay. (drags his pants over to her, one leg in and one leg out) Rock. (SHE rocks, but not enough) Okay, bigger
rock this time. (SHE rocks and he successfully pulls keys out) Success. Now if I could only remember why I
needed my keys...
Bessie
You were going out to get me ice cream.
Martin
I was not.
Bessie
Were too.
Martin
I’ll be back. Need anything, like a spring on your tush to help you get out of the chair?
Bessie
You wait till you get old. I hope you need a spring up your ass. I hope I’m here to see that. You already act
like you got something up there.
MARTIN sits on a chair and rocks all the way
back to raise his leg as high as possible to get
the other leg into the pants.
Martin
Bessie, I am old. Well, if you’re trying to sweet talk me, and I do NOT mean sweet, into getting you ice cream,
well, it worked. See ya in a few. No arguing with Mel while I am out.
Bessie
You worry about your own things. He always starts it. When will you be back?
Martin

Soon. Just going out for a sec. Gee, I can’t wait until I grow up so I can do what I want without getting
permission. Do I have my keys?
Mel (entering)
What?
Bessie
He heard his name. He can’t hear anything worth a damn, but he heard his name.
Mel
I heard that. (to Martin) You look tired. You been staying up nights watching infomercials?
Bessie
(to Martin) That’s his new passion. Lucky for us he never buys anything.
Mel
I like to look into their eyes and see when they’re lying. Keeps my powers of observation keen.
Martin
So have you seen any good liars?
Mel
Actually, I haven’t seen anyone tell the truth yet.
Bessie
And he’s the expert on that, the lying part.
Mel
To me now, truth and lying blend into each other and become one. It’s a ynergy if you want to look at it that
way. Or you can call it early-onset senility. Is it Midnight yet?
Martin
I’ll be back before Midnight, don’t worry. You two keep from killing each other for a few minutes. When I get
back you can resume. I’d hate to miss any of the fun.
Mel
My leg.
Martin
Which one.
Mel
I can’t tell.
Bessie
Does it hurt or tingle or is it numb?
Mel
You are confusing me.
Martin
Can I get you some ice cream?
Mel
I can’t eat anything after midnight. You know why.

