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You Can’t Dance to Mozart
by John F. Green

ACT I
Scene One
SETTING:

1999; BARNEY WALDEN’S walk-up
apartment. His home is adequately but
not elegantly furnished; untidy but
functional. Just DL of Center is an
overstuffed couch and coffee table. A TV
sits on the table with the screen facing
upstage. UL is a corner bookcase with
stereo and speakers; beside it, a small
round telephone table and stool, with the
phone on the stool. There are two doors
in the L wall. One leads to the bathroom,
the other to the bedroom. A third door,
UC, exits to the hall. Immediately to the
R of the hall door is a tacky, waist-high
planter filled with plastic greenery
dividing the living area from a small
kitchen that takes up the UR corner. The
kitchen is furnished with fridge, stove,
sink, counter top with drawers, and
overhead cabinets. The kitchen sink is
piled with dirty dishes. Down from the
kitchen, R of Center, is a chrome kitchen
table set with four mis-matched vinylcovered chairs. The table is littered with
beer cans and a newspaper. There are
other pieces of furniture set randomly
throughout the apartment with no attempt
at coordination; they look as if they’ve
been left over from a garage sale. A few
articles of clothing are scattered about.
The walls contain some pictures,
mementos, knickknacks—nothing
ostentatious or significant. There are
small touches in the room that suggest a
woman might have shared this living
space at one time.
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Early Saturday afternoon. BARNEY
enters from the hall. He is about 65 but
looks younger. His Blue Jays ’baseball
cap is on backwards and he wears a cutoff Harvard sweat shirt, faded jeans and
running shoes. He is unshaven. The
folded Saturday paper dangles from his
teeth by an elastic band and he is
weighed down by two grocery bags. He
struggles with the door. He finally
manages to close it with one foot and
heads straight for the TV, lets the paper
fall to the couch and without putting the
bags down, manages to turn on the ball
game. From the TV we hear: “…and so
after six complete innings, it’s the
Yankees 3, the Blue Jays no score…”

BARNEY
Bums! Spend some money and buy a pitcher!
BARNEY crosses up to the bathroom just
as the phone rings. Without losing a step
he picks up the receiver, immediately
drops it back onto its cradle, and
disappears into the bathroom. There are
sounds of drawers opening and closing,
and a short pause before the toilet
flushes. He emerges from the bathroom
still clutching the grocery bags just as the
phone rings for a second time. Again, he
picks up the receiver and hangs it up. He
continues into the kitchen, deposits the
bags on the counter beside the sink and
starts putting groceries away. Among
them are two six packs of canned beer.
One of these goes in the fridge, the other
on the stove. Without bothering to fold
them, he stuffs the bags between the
fridge and the sink, opens a can of beer
and peels a banana. He takes a small
sewing basket from the top of the fridge,
crosses to the TV, flops onto the couch,
one leg stretched out on either side of the
TV, and takes a long suck on the beer. He
removes a shirt left on top of the TV and
struggles to thread a needle in order to
put a button on. He is barely comfortable
when the door buzzer goes.
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BARNEY, Continued
It’s open! (The buzzer goes again) It’s open! (Buzzer again) Jeez!
BARNEY goes up to the door and yanks it
open. KATE is standing in the doorway.
She is 55ish, pretty, well-groomed
wearing a suit, scarf, gloves, and
carrying a matching purse—quite chic in
contrast to BARNEY’S rather primitive
appearance. She is carrying a clipboard
and pen.
BARNEY, Continued
I got a ball game going on in here. (Resumes his place on the couch, leaving her standing at
the door)
KATE
(Consults the clipboard)
Mr. Walden? Barnabas Walden?
BARNEY
If you’re coming in, close the door. There’s a draft comes down that hall.
KATE
(Closes the door and moves briskly down to the couch)
Excuse me for interrupting, Mr. Walden. My name is Katherine Wren. I’m from the building
rent committee. Perhaps you’ve heard of us?
BARNEY
Yeah.
KATE
I tried to call from the lobby a few moments ago but there seems to something wrong with
your phone.
BARNEY
Probably.
KATE
The residents have started a petition to protest the recent rent increase in this building and—
There is a sudden crowd noise from the
TV.
BARNEY
Jeez! Did you see that!? That bugger’s got a cannon for an arm. How’d we miss him in the
draft? (Surveys KATE briefly, as if seeing her for the first time, then turns back to the TV)
Have a beer…and put the rest in the fridge, will you.
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KATE
Thank you…no…I really don’t have time. If I could have your attention for just a moment,
Mr. Walden—
BARNEY
Barney.
KATE
Pardon?
BARNEY
Barney, the name’s Barney.
KATE
Oh…of course, thank you. Mine’s Katherine…Kate would be fine…Kate Wren.
BARNEY
Like the bird?
KATE
Ah, yes…just like the bird. I’m from—
BARNEY
Yeah, yeah, the rent committee, you told me.

KATE
Yes, well, let me explain what we’re doing.
BARNEY
I know what you’re doing. I won’t sign it.
KATE.
I beg your pardon?
BARNEY
Your petition. I won’t sign it.
KATE.
Perhaps if you’d just let me explain what we’re doing—
BARNEY
You want everybody’s signature on that petition so you can trot down to City Hall and get
some tight-assed civil servant to do something about the rent.
KATE
Yes, along with some other things.
BARNEY
Not too smart for a school teacher.
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KATE
How did you know I taught school?
BARNEY
Same way I know everything around here, I asked the janitor.
KATE
Of course, our dear custodian, Mr. Cousins.
BARNEY
Good man, Cousins. Came out of the shallow end of the gene pool, but he’s got his finger on
the pulse of the building.
KATE
According to some of the ladies who live here, that’s not all Mr. Cousins puts his fingers on.
BARNEY
He’s harmless, his hormones are a little confused.
KATE
Well, if it means anything, Mr. Cousins signed the petition.
BARNEY
Probably thought you were selling him a lottery ticket. (Crosses to the kitchen for a fresh
beer) Cousins couldn’t lick a stamp without swallowing it. You sure you don’t want a beer?
KATE.
Actually, I don’t like beer.
BARNEY
I don’t think I got anything else.
KATE
That’s okay, I really don’t need anything. Look, Mr. Walden─Barney─most of the people
who live in this building have only their pensions to live on and none of us qualify for rent
subsidies. Another rent increase means looking for another place to live…God knows where.
BARNEY
And you think you can fix that with a petition?
KATE
We need to start someplace. Don’t you think the rent you pay for this apartment is high
enough?
BARNEY
No question about it.
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KATE
Don’t you feel it’s unfair to raise rents indiscriminately without taking incomes and personal
circumstances into account?
BARNEY
(Heading back to the couch)
Yup.
KATE
And what about the condition of the building. This place is unhealthy—stained carpets in the
hallways, missing exit lights, broken windows, the lawns and flower beds.
BARNEY
Don’t forget the busted sidewalk and the holes in the parking lot.
KATE
(Sensing victory)
Then help us by signing the petition.
BARNEY
Nope.
KATE
Why not?

BARNEY
I told you, it won’t do any good. There isn’t a civil servant alive that gives a rat’s ass about
where or how you and I live. He’ll read your petition, nod his head up and down like a plastic
kewpie doll, cluck his tongue sympathetically, and swear up and down the matter will get his
immediate attention—until you’re out the door. Then he wraps yesterday’s french fries in it
and drops it into the nearest waste can.
KATE
But there are people on our side: The Rent Review Board, the people who administer the
Landlord-Tenant Act and, if need be, the courts.
BARNEY
A little money here, a little money there. Know what I mean. Regulations don’t mean shit…
(KATE blanches) …in a manner of speaking. Besides, MS Wren, civil servants don’t raise
rents, owners do. You have to get to the owner.
KATE
Higgins? Without doubt, a most uncharitable, inconsiderate man.
BARNEY
Oh, you’ve met.
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KATE
Not exactly. When I phoned to talk with him about the rent increase his office told me I had to
go through his rental agency. I really don’t understand his complete lack of consideration.
BARNEY
Yeah. It never ceases to amaze me how Higgins can continue to function with a brain the size
of a walnut.
KATE
We’ve never met because he doesn’t deal directly with tenants, he wouldn’t even talk to me.
BARNEY
Course not, you’re not speaking his language.
KATE
What’s that supposed to mean?
BARNEY
You have to hit Higgins where he lives—in the bank book. Stop paying the rent and he’ll fall
all over himself trying to talk to you.
KATE
What?
BARNEY

(Crossing back to the kitchen)
Take away his income.
BARNEY puts bread, peanut butter and
pickles on the table and begins to slap a
sandwich together.
KATE.
But he owns the building—he’ll evict me.
BARNEY
It’s not that easy. (Holds up a pickle and slice of bread) Lunch?
KATE.
(Visibly turned off)
Thank you, no, I’ll pass.
BARNEY
Look, during good times, landlords and owners raise rents by the percentage the law allows
for their particular property. During a recession, they back off, they know people can’t pay
any more and they’d rather have a full building. But, at the end of the recession they’re
allowed to raise rents by the allowable amount for that year plus a percentage of what they
haven’t used during the recession.
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KATE
They can do that?
BARNEY
They can and do. Presumably maintenance costs, etcetera, etcetera go on per normal. (Takes a
huge bite from his sandwich) Pretty obvious that hasn’t happened around here.
KATE
But that big an increase is still going to drive out tenants.
BARNEY
And where are they going to go? Don’t forget, in the meantime, rents have gone up
everywhere. They got you by the—
KATE
I understand. But refusing to pay the rent? I mean, that’s, that’s—
BARNEY
Do you have any idea how long it takes to get a tenant evicted from a building?
KATE.
No idea.
BARNEY
Forever! You can’t just throw somebody out on the street for non-payment of rent. There’s a
“legal” process involved, and sweetie, it’s a beauty! (Starts into a spiel that sounds like a
machine gun rapping off) First, the landlord has to give the tenant “ample opportunity” to pay
the back rent. Then he must serve a Notice of Termination telling the tenant he is taking steps
to have him evicted. He must serve the Notice of Termination at least 20 days prior to the day
he wants him out. The notice must be signed by the landlord, have the eviction date on it and
the tenant’s address and it must state, in detail, why the tenant is being evicted. The Notice
must say that the tenant does not have to move out by the termination date stated on the notice
if, in the meantime, he pays the back rent, but if he doesn’t, the landlord can apply for a Writ
of Possession which must be followed within a specified time by a Notice of Application
which informs the tenant that the landlord has applied for a Writ of Possession to get his
apartment back. The Notice of Application also informs the tenant he can go before the
registrar of the District Court to dispute the landlord’s Writ of Possession. If the tenant
ignores the Notice of Application and doesn’t show up in court, the registrar might sign an
order allowing the landlord to evict the tenant but only a Sheriff can legally evict a tenant and
only if the Sheriff has a signed Notice to Vacate and only after he’s first tried to evict the
tenant by changing the locks.
KATE
(A stunned pause)
Oh.
BARNEY
Advice column, Herald Tribune. Bottom line is, nobody’s going to throw you out for not
paying the rent. Not right away, anyway.
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KATE
How do you know this works? Reading an advice column is one thing, reality may be
something quite different.
BARNEY reaches for a pile of papers on
top of the fridge and plunks them down in
front of Kate.
BARNEY
It works. I haven’t paid a nickel of rent for five months. In the three years I’ve lived here,
Higgins hasn’t said three words to me, but he’s been down here ten times in the past month.
He can’t even talk he’s so pissed. He rings the bell, stands in the doorway, and snorts at me
‘til he hyperventilates.
KATE
(Disbelief)
I think I’ll have that beer now.
BARNEY gets a can from the counter and
sits down opposite; arranging a couple of
the kitchen chairs in front of her; he
begins to gesture, taking his time with
each point.
BARNEY

(As KATE takes a seat)
Okay, school teacher, pay attention. The system is like a jackass. Up here, you got the head,
the government, the brains of the beast, so to speak. In the middle, you got all the working
parts—rent controls, the Landlord-Tenant Act, rent review boards, sheriff’s
department, the courts—the guts where everything gets processed, digested, worked over,
know what I mean? Now, down here, at the back end, you got Higgins. He takes all that stuff
that comes through the system and Whoosh! Plop! Out it comes! Good or bad, the tenant gets
it right in the kisser! (Looks at KATE) Get the picture?
KATE
( Pushes her beer away)
Very graphic.
BARNEY
Now in Higgins ’case the jackass doesn’t know he’s crappin’ all over the place ‘cause there’s
no communication. His head’s too far away from his back end. All I did was give Higgins a
whack on the ass, let him know he’s got one and it’s dumpin’ on people.
KATE is completely without words. She
stares blankly at BARNEY.
BARNEY, Continued
What’s the matter, you get a warm beer?
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KATE
What am I going to tell all the people who live here? They’ve put their faith in me, they’re
trusting me to get signatures on the petition.
BARNEY
Tell them the truth. It won’t work.
KATE
But withholding the rent—it’s so… it’s dishonest! They won’t do it.
BARNEY
You think what Higgins is doing is honest?
KATE
Maybe not, but it’s legal.
BARNEY
They’re not the same thing.
KATE
I don’t like the idea of being reduced to petty tactics to preserve my dignity, it’s like begging.
And I won’t ask the tenants to do it either, they have their pride.
BARNEY
(He’s been struggling with the needle and thread again)
I had some of that once. But when it came to a choice between Higgins’ rent and eating,
Higgins lost.
KATE
Give me that. (Takes the shirt away from him)
BARNEY
I’m no different, all I’ve got is my pension. When Higgins raised the rent this time I saw the
writing. I looked around for someplace cheaper but all I could find was a place where the only
tenants that weren’t complaining were the cockroaches.
KATE
Oh yes, I’ve seen a few of those places.
BARNEY
I even thought about looking for a job again to supplement my pension, you know, selling
cars or something—until I read the job titles in a couple of want ads. What the hell does a Preowned Auto Broker Representative do?
KATE
No family?
BARNEY
A half-brother in Vancouver or someplace I haven’s seen for 25 years. I think he’s dead.
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KATE
(Picks up a lace doily)
What’s her name?
BARNEY
Who?
KATE
The woman who lived here?
BARNEY
Her Name was Lucille. Forty-five years we were married, lived in a little house in Richmond
Hill, lots of flower gardens and birds. She used to sit on the back deck and feed peanuts to a
little grey squirrel. One day the kid next door killed it with a BB gun. Lucille cried for three
days over that damn squirrel. God, I miss that place. Funny, it’s the stupid things you
remember the most. People fall into traps. When they retire they’re expected to do certain
things—sell their homes, move into apartments. Lucille was never happy here, couldn’t find
enough to do. (A long pause) Then one day we were watching a ball game, her head fell over
on my shoulder. I though she’d gone to sleep, but she had a heart attack…damndest thing.
Lucille hated baseball, she only watched it ‘cause she couldn’t figure out what the hell I was
yelling about.
KATE
You must miss her.

BARNEY
It’s more than just missing, it’s an emptiness, a hollowness. More than anything, it’s the
loneliness. Who was the idiot who said it’s supposed to get better with time?
KATE
What about children?
BARNEY
Couldn’t have any. We tried adopting but the red tape kept getting in the way and finally we
just gave up. (A beat) It’s not fair. Just when you’ve got it right and everything’s comfortable,
the bottom drops out. When someone’s going to die they should have to give you some kind
of notice. Okay, on Friday I’m going to die, do whatever it is you have to do to get ready.
KATE
I’m sorry, I didn’t intend to stir up old memories.
KATE begins to retrieve her things,
preparing to leave.
BARNEY
It’s all right, you didn’t need to listen to all that.
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KATE
You need to let it out once in a while, it’s good therapy. (Hands him his shirt) There you are,
button done.
BARNEY
Thanks. (A beat) You’re a good-looking woman, Kate Wren, where’s your husband?
KATE
(The question catches her off guard)
I’m not sure I want share that information.
BARNEY
Oh, no, not fair. I showed you mine. you have to show me yours.
KATE
My husband left me five years ago for a 28-year-old secretary from his office pool. Sold
everything, all our assets. One morning he just announced he wouldn’t be coming home and I
never saw him again. It was like he’d died. I couldn’t understand what had happened─blamed
myself for everything, went on crying binges. Then I got mad. I wanted to kill the lousy
bastard. I retained a lawyer who found out he’d buried most of the money in investments or
lost it in the stock market—at least, that’s what I was told. When the legal costs started
climbing I couldn’t afford to fight anymore and made the mistake of going back to teaching. I
hadn’t taught for years and my heart wasn’t in it. I stayed just long enough to get my pension
and move in with my daughter, Susan, my last hold on reality. Another mistake. One evening
she said she was meeting her father to go over some “monetary arrangements”. It turned out
she knew all along about Stephen selling off the assets and his plans to leave me. She blamed
me for the separation and being financially cut off was my punishment. I left the next day and
haven’t seen her since.
BARNEY
That’s very sad, Kate, the mother-daughter relationship is sacred.
KATE
Yes, so they say.
BARNEY
You shouldn’t have let it slip away like that.
KATE
And you don’t know me well enough to be giving me advice.
BARNEY
Sorry.
KATE
(Slides onto the opposite end of the couch from BARNEY)
Ah, what the hell, they deserve on another. I don’t know why I telling you all this, it’s none of
your damn business. It’s more than I’ve said to anyone in three years.
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BARNEY
You said it. It’s good to let it all out once in a while.
The two lapse into a bleak silence.
Finally, they steal sideways glances at
one another until KATE suddenly bursts
out laughing. After a moment BARNEY
joins in.
BARNEY, Continued
Jeez, we should be writing soap operas. “The Old and the Useless” (Finds this quite amusing
so tries another one) “Ryan’s Hopelessness”.
KATE
“The Bald and the Bleak”.
The laughter peters out. BARNEY rises,
crosses to the kitchen table and begins
cleaning his lunch fixings.
BARNEY
Eventually Higgins is going to win.
KATE
Don’t say that.
BARNEY
Eventually he’s going to throw me out with no place to go.
KATE
When everyone in the building has signed the petition, it will give us a united front. We have
to start someplace.
BARNEY
It’s not that simple, there are too many hoops—review boards, committees, landlord-tenant
laws. Bureaucrats, politicians, civil servants all have different agendas and different ideas on
how things should be done, as a result nothing gets done. By the time we get any of them to
move on anything, it won’t matter, we’ll be dead.
KATE
Then we’ll push the bureaucrats and politicians, we’ll go to the committees and review
boards, we’ll fill out their forms. We’ll do something, anything, everything we have to, to get
things changed.
BARNEY
(Annoyed he can’t crack KATE’S resolve)
A piece of paper with a bunch of signatures on it isn’t going to do it, lady. Getting every name
in the country on that thing won’t make a damn bit of difference. While they’re telling you
“their looking into it” they’re wrapping your petition around last Friday’s fish!
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KATE
I can’t believe I’m hearing this. You’ve been around a long time, Barney Walden. Have you
no faith in the system at all?
BARNEY
The system is what created this mess in the first place, if it wasn’t for the “system” we
wouldn’t be having this conversation.
KATE
(Rises suddenly, grabs her clipboard, gloves and scarf, heads purposefully for the
door, yanks it open)
You’re absolutely right, Higgins will throw you out! He’ll win because he deserves to win.
You are a defeatist.
BARNEY
A what!?
KATE
A defeatist. (A beat) It means you give up too easily.
BARNEY
I know what the hell it means.
KATE
And I’ll tell you something else, sitting in this apartment swilling beer and yelling at the TV
“isn’t going to do it” either. Quit feeling sorry for yourself, MR Walden, you’re too old for it!
BARNEY
Don’t school teacher me, school teacher! And who the hell are you calling old?
KATE
You! You’re an old defeatist!
BARNEY
(Yelling)
It’s the nicest thing anyone’s called me all week! But, what the hell, it’s only Saturday!
KATE
If you really wanted to help change things around here you’d be doing something other than
wearing a beer trench between your couch and the refrigerator. Oh, yes, I forgot, you’ve
stopped paying your rent, haven’t you? How innovative. You know what that’s going to get
you? A nursing home with your teeth in a jar and a bib around your neck so you don’t drool
on yourself.
BARNEY
You know what your problem is—?
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KATE
Higgins knows he can bully people so he does it. He raises the rent with no concern for the
welfare of others because he can. He leaves the hallways and the windows dirty and broken,
and does nothing about the parking lot because he gets away with it. At least he has the
courage of his own convictions. You, on the other hand, do nothing! You haven’t got time,
you’re too busy doing nothing! (Exits, slamming the door behind her)
BARNEY spies her forgotten purse on the
kitchen table, saunters over to pick it up
and strolls half way to the door, waiting
for her inevitable return. Momentarily,
KATE pushes the door in slowly and
peers around the opening. BARNEY
stands in the middle of the floor with the
purse dangling from his finger.
BARNEY
It doesn’t go with my tux.
KATE
I apologize for slamming your door.
BARNEY
That’s okay, it’s Higgins’ door.
KATE
I’m sorry I intruded on your Saturday afternoon ball game. When you get a moment, please
reconsider our petition. (Retrieves her purse, turns to leave)
BARNEY
Ms. Wren?
KATE
Yes, Mr. Walden?
BARNEY
I make a terrific macaroni and cheese casserole.
KATE
When?
BARNEY
Tuesday, 7:30.
KATE
Red wine or white?
BARNEY
Red. (She is almost out the door) Kate? Do you ever wear blue jeans?
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KATE
Sometimes. Why?
BARNEY
You’ve got a great ass!
BLACKOUT.

ACT I
Scene Two
SETTING:

BARNEY’S apartment; Tuesday evening.
The kitchen table and chairs have been
angled slightly DC. The table is set for
two, complete with mismatched wine
glasses and a half candle in the middle.

AT RISE:

BARNEY has put a tie on over his t-shirt
but retains the jeans, sneakers and ball
cap. He is running an electric shaver
over his face as he hustles around the
apartment with no apparent purpose,
doing everything and nothing at once—
checking the oven, the counter, the table,
the oven again. He is nervous and
expectant. He checks his watch for the
fifth time, decides everything is in order,
grabs a beer from the fridge and
disappears into the bathroom. We hear
him gargling loudly. He emerges, goes up
to the stereo, puts in a cassette and hits
‘play’. Dolly Parton blares into the room
full blast. He returns quickly and shuts it
off. He gives the room one more
inspection and sits tentatively at the
table. There is an immediate rap on the
door. BARNEY jumps to his feet, fusses
with his shirt and tie, sniffs his underarm
and heads for the door. On the way, he
stuffs a forgotten tshirt into the telephone desk drawer.
Before he can open the door there are
two more sharp raps and the buzzer. A
beat before he opens it. It is not KATE.
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MAX and BORIS enter. MAX is 60- ish,
short and round. He wears a
windbreaker and Donegal. He is never
without a cigar stub shoved into the
corner of his mouth. BORIS is his
antithesis—tall, slender aristocraticlooking—also about 60. He speaks with a
loud, very thick and drawn-out Russian
accent. His movements are dramatic,
almost regal. He likes to wear t-shirts
with slogans on them. He is currently
wearing one that reads “RUSSIANS DO
IT BEHIND THE KREMLIN”. Their
entrance suggests they have been here
many times before; they do not wait to be
invited in.
BORIS
Hey, Barney, how day hanging, bawdy? (Heads straight to the fridge) You got copple cold
vuns?
MAX
Hiya, Barn. What’s new? (Sniffs) Smells good in here. You cookin’ somethin’?
BORIS
I taught we eat-ed out?
BARNEY
What are you guys doing here?
MAX
What are you talkin’ about? It’s Tuesday night. We’re goin’ to get somethin’ to eat and then
we’re goin’ to wrestlin’.
BARNEY
Oh, no.
MAX
What’s the matter, you forget?
BARNEY
Yeah, I guess it must have slipped my mind.
MAX
How do you like that? He forgot. How could you forget? We been doing the same thing every
Tuesday for three years. You even asked me to pick up a ticket for you, I got it right here, you
owe me twenty bucks. (A beat) Hey, what’s with the tie. You didn’t say we was goin’ someplace
fancy. (To BORIS) I ain’t goin’ no place fancy, I can’t afford it.
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BARNEY
Look, I—ah—I don’t think I can go tonight, I—ah—I don’t feel so good. Touch of the flu or
something, you know. (Feigns a weak cough)
MAX
Come on, a couple of hot dogs, a couple of beers, you’ll feel good as new.
BARNEY
Naw, I don’t think so, you and Boris go, have a good time, don’t worry about me, I’ll catch up
to you later in the week.
MAX
Hey! Guess who’s back at the Rialto? Remember Juggsy O’Toole? Huh? The best damn
stripper this side of Winnipeg. (Grabs his chest) Gazoom! Like watermelons!
During the exchange between BARNEY
and MAX, BORIS has noticed the table
setting, picked up one of the wine glasses,
had a look in the oven, and has begun to
put one and one together. He slides over
and puts his arm around BARNEY’S
shoulder.
BORIS
Haaaaaaaaay, Baaaaaarneeeeeee!
BARNEY
What?! What?! C’mon, cut that out.
BORIS.
(Squeezes BARNEY’S cheek between his finger and thumb)
Baaaaarneeeeee!
BARNEY
Let go of me, you Russian fruitcake!
MAX.
What’s the matter with you two?
BORIS
(To MAX)
Come, vee go.
BARNEY
Look, I’m sorry I forgot about wrestling tonight—this is not what you think—I mean—it’s
not nothing, really—it’s not what you think.
BORIS
No, no, no, no, no, vee are poirfectly understandink.
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MAX
Excuse me, but we are not “poirfectly understandink”. Would someone tell me what the hell’s
goin’ on? (BORIS takes MAX by the arm and drags him toward the door)
Hey! What—? Do you mind? We just got here; I haven’t finished my beer. What happened to
goin’ out to eat? I thought we was goin’ to wrestlin’.
BORIS
(Now dragging MAX by the armpits)
Vee go.
MAX
What about my twenty bucks?
BARNEY
We’ll get together next week for sure. I’ll call you.
They have almost reached the door when
KATE appears in the opening. She wears
a flowered blouse with a sweater draped
over her shoulders …and blue jeans. She
cradles a bottle of red wine. BORIS,
MAX and BARNEY freeze in their tracks.
MAX looks back and forth between
BARNEY and KATE at least three times
before he puts it together. BORIS is
awestruck.
KATE
Am I interrupting something?
BARNEY
Ah! No! Come in, come in, meet a couple of buddies of mine. Max, Boris, this is Kate.
Actually, they’re just leaving.
KATE
(Extends her hand to MAX)
Hello.
MAX is still being held up by his armpits.
His mouth is hanging open, but he
manages to take her hand.
MAX
Howdjado.
BORIS drops MAX like a sack of laundry,
takes KATE’S hand and kisses it with
great delicacy.
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BORIS
Half you aver been to Mawther Russia my leetle blossom flower?
KATE
(Faintly)
No.
BORIS
Ah! Vat a shame! Vat a vaste! You vould lawve it! And Mawther Russia vould lawve you.
BARNEY
What happened to “Vee go”?
BORIS
Later, later.
KATE
(To BARNEY)
If you’ve made plans we can always have dinner another time.
MAX
Well, actually, now that you mention it—
BORIS
(Clamps his hand over MAX’S mouth)
No, no, no plans. (Pours on the charm, leading KATE down to the couch) Russia ees de most
beautiful contree in da vorld—just like you are da most beautiful voman haf I ever my heyes
set upon in my whole life sver to Got.
BARNEY
Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey! Time out! We’ve got dinner plans here, do you mind?
MAX
Yeah, do you mind, we got dinner plans—what dinner plans?
BORIS
You and Katerina eat, vee vatch.
BARNEY
How about Katerina and I eat, you leave.
MAX
What about my twenty bucks?
KATE
It might be better if I left.
BARNEY
No, you stay.
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MAX
You people are all nuts, I’m leavin’.
BORIS
Vait a minute! Boris havink beeg brain wash! (To BARNEY) You and Max go. Katarina and I
stay.
BARNEY
HOLD IT! I am not going anywhere and neither is she! We are staying right here, the two of
us, alone, by ourselves, unaccompanied, and having dinner just the way we planned.
BORIS
You should vatch your temper, you could blow it a gas hole.
BARNEY
It’s a gasket, you Russian moron, and if I do blow one, it’ll be your fault. (Herds the two of
them toward the door) Now, if you don’t mind—
KATE
Wait a minute, why can’t we all have dinner together, like friends?
BARNEY
But—
BORIS
Absoolutlee splendid idea, Katarina!
BARNEY
But—
KATE
I’m sure Boris and Max will love your macaroni and cheese.
BARNEY
But—
MAX
Maybe I’ll get my twenty bucks.
All three turn to BARNEY.
BARNEY
Aw shit, what’s the use.
KATE, BORIS and MAX spring into
action getting the casserole out, finding a
couple of extra chairs, opening the wine,
getting more glasses, plates, cutlery.
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There is a great deal of chattering.
Amidst the flurry, BARNEY crosses
causally to the fridge, gets a beer, returns
to the couch and plops into it. KATE,
BORIS and MAX finally sit.
KATE
There we are. All set. It smells wonderful, Barney! (Tastes it) It is wonderful! Very tasty.
MAX
(Lifts a forkful to his nose, sniffs if tentatively then tastes it)
Are you sure you made this? It tastes pretty good.
BARNEY
No, I had the chef whip it up—of course I made it.
KATE
Where did you get the recipe?
BARNEY
Lucille showed me so I wouldn’t starve to death when she went to visit her mother. She was
gone for ten days once, I lived on macaroni and cheese and corn flakes.
MAX
(Eyes a forkful carefully)
Together?
BORIS has started humming March Slav
through mouthfuls of macaroni and
cheese. The sound gets progressively
louder and more annoying.
BARNEY
You want dinner music, ask for it.
MAX
Yeah, how about crankin’ up a little C and W, Barn.
BARNEY goes up to the stereo, pushes
‘play’ and adjusts the volume to low.
BORIS
Dees, of course, ees not real musik.
KATE
Well—
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BORIS
No, no, no, eet cannot compare to de musik of de great European masters. You agree
Katarina?
KATE
Well…I do love the symphonies of Brahms and Beethoven and I adore the French,
particularly Bizet, Faure and Massenet. Oh, and I’m very fond of the Russian composers,
Tchaikovsky, Rachmaninoff…
BORIS
(With reverence)
And de greatest Russian of dem all—Mussorgsky!
MAX
Muzzerski, Muzzerski. Oh, yeah! I remember him, he played third base for the Yankees.
BARNEY
That was Mazeroski, Bill Mazeroski and it was the Pittsburg Pirates.
KATE
Of course, my favorite has always been Mozart. Nothing has ever stirred the human heart and
soul so deeply, so completely as the music of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.
BORIS
So true, so true.
MAX
I don’t know, Dolly Parton rolls my crank over pretty good.
BARNEY
What could have more heart and soul than country and western music? It’s pure heart and
soul.
MAX.
Right on, Barn! What about… (Sings in a nasal bawl)
“Give back my ring and picture,
‘Cause you don’t need ‘em anymore.”
BARNEY
(Joins in)
“You’ll be sorry that you left me,
When there’s a new love at my door.”
MAX
(Grabs his chest, with great emotion)
Rips the heart right out of you, don’t it?
BARNEY
So, what makes Mozart so special?
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KATE
(Rising slowly, majestically; her chest slides within inches of Boris’ face)
Ah! Perfection of musical structure and expression. Exquisitely formed melodies.
Breathtaking harmonic masterworks of extraordinary genius. An appreciation of Mozart is an
appreciation of the very essence of music…indeed, of all things beautiful, of love, of life, of
humanity itself.
BORIS
(Completely overcome, he is almost unable to speak)
My fairy vords hexactly.
BARNEY
Wait a minute, are you telling us that Mozart’s music is better than country and western
music?
KATE
Oh, no!—I didn’t mean that at all, I meant, well… I don’t think it would be fair to compare
Mozart to country music. They’re quite different.
MAX
You can say that again. Nothin’ compares to good hurtin’ music. You can sing it, hum it,
whistle it, and dance your ass off to it.
BARNEY
You can’t dance to Mozart.
KATE
Oh, that’s simply not true. Perhaps not the same sort of dancing, I mean—
MAX.
Go ahead, give us a sample, stomp out a little Mozart.
KATE
Well, he’s not, I mean, although some people do dance to Mozart…he’s more for
listening…and…well…
KATE looks helplessly from one to the
other, realizing she can’t win this one.
MAX
(Jumps to his feet)
C and W wins again.
MAX grabs KATE and begins swinging
her around the room until BARNEY
finally rescues her.
BORIS
(Goes up to the stereo and shuts it off)
Katarina ees correct, ees no competition between dees jonk and de musik of de great Mozart.
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BARNEY
Yeah? Tell that to those three strippers you were prancing around with at the Rialto last week.
If I’m not mistaken that was country and western music.
BORIS has been busy scraping
everyone’s forgotten macaroni onto his
plate and draining the wine glasses.
BORIS
No, no, ees not fair comparison. All night I been drinkink wodka.
MAX
Man, you were on another planet!
BARNEY
If you added those three broads IQs together they couldn’t spell Mozart.
KATE
Please, I didn’t mean to start an argument.
BARNEY
(Notices all the macaroni and cheese is gone and the wine glasses are empty)
What are you doing? Didn’t you eat this week?
BORIS
Ees no deesert?
BARNEY
Right. Ees no deesert.
BORIS
Vat kind of dinner ees no deesert?
KATE
I made some cookies this morning, I can get them in a jiffy.
BARNEY
Never mind the cookies, these guys are leaving.
BORIS
(Feigning great insult, he rises to his full height)
Come, Maxvell, vee are no longher vanted here. Vee go!
MAX
Oh no, here we go again! What about my twenty bucks?
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BARNEY
(Ushers MAX and BORIS to the door)
Have a good time at wrestling, boys. It’s only eight thirty, if you hurry you can catch the last
two matches. Let me know how it turns out.
MAX
Okay, that’s it, Rasputin, that twenty bucks is comin’ out of your Russian hide!
BORIS
Shutting up, you leetle squeak pip.
BARNEY pushes the two of them through
the door and closes it. Down the hall, we
hear MAX yelling about his twenty bucks.
BARNEY
Jeez, this was supposed to be a nice little intimate dinner for two. The place looks like the
inside of a camel.
KATE
How long have you known them?
BARNEY
A hundred years. They share an apartment across the street. We worked together on the same
line—forever. Max’s wife died of cancer two weeks after Lucille, and Boris, well, Boris has
just always been around…you know…
KATE
You’re lucky to have friends like that. My whole life was taken up with Stephen. He worked
15 hours a day, we never went anywhere, never did anything. I realized after he left that I
didn’t have any friends, didn’t really know anyone.
BARNEY
(Takes her hand)
You know someone now.
KATE
Barnabas Walden! Are you making a pass at me?
BARNEY
(Drops her hand)
No, I’m, I didn’t mean—I’m sorry.
KATE
(Taking back his hand)
Don’t be.
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It might be the moment for something
intimate, but it never happens.
Embarrassed, they push away from one
another.
KATE
We can have this cleaned up in jiffy…
BARNEY
Yeah, I guess it’s time…
They are up abruptly, moving between
the table and the sink, cleaning up the
dinner dishes.
BARNEY
Listen, ah, it’s pretty early to call it a night. I’ve bought a couple more bottles of wine…you
want to play cards or something? How about a little cribbage?
KATE
Sure, I’d love to play cribbage, but I warn you, I’m good, I’m very good.
BARNEY
Yeah?
BARNEY takes a deck of cards and
cribbage board from under the sink,
helps himself to a fresh beer and a new
bottle of wine and settles into the chair
opposite KATE.
BARNEY, Continued
We’ll see. (Sets up the board, begins shuffling the cards then stops suddenly) Ah, who the hell
am I trying to kid?
KATE
Is something wrong?
BARNEY
Higgins.
KATE
Higgins?
BARNEY
Sitting here isn’t going to get anything done about Higgins.
KATE
I thought we were doing something?
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BARNEY
Not the petition. Kate, I’ve been thinking, I got an idea. What if we could convince Higgins
that someone was interested in buying this building? I mean, really interested?
KATE
Who’d buy this dump?
BARNEY
Doesn’t matter who as long as Higgins believes it’s for real.
KATE
I’m not sure where this is going.
BARNEY
Look, if Higgins believes there’s a serious buyer, there’s no way he’s going to show anybody
a beat-up apartment building, right? That means everything will get fixed. Sort of like putting
lipstick on a pig.
KATE
Well, that might look after the maintenance problem, but how does it fix the rent problem?
BARNEY
(Quoting)
“While an apartment dwelling is under renovation, or there exists an offer to purchase, rents
must remain static until the renovations or purchase are complete and for a period of six
months following such activity”.
KATE
Don’t tell me, advice column, Herald Tribune.
BARNEY
Exactly. And the best part is, when the deal falls through at the last minute, which it will,
we’ve had the building fixed and bought ourselves six month’s time with the Rent Review
Board. Am I a genius or what?
KATE
I think you’re basically dishonest.
BARNEY
Fire with fire.
KATE
And just where do you think you’re going to find this “buyer”?
BARNEY looks at KATE, raises his
eyebrows and grins expectantly.
KATE, Continued
Who? Me? Oh no! Forget it!
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BARNEY
You said you’d never met him.
KATE
He knows I live in the building.
BARNEY
But he’s never seen you, he doesn’t know what you look like—and we’ll use a phony name.
KATE
I don’t know anything about real estate, he’d see through me in a minute.
BARNEY
What’s to know? You’re a buyer from out of town interested in an investment property. It
won’t be hard to find out the current market value…as long as you’re in the ballpark for the
negotiations.
KATE
Negotiations? What negotiations?
BARNEY
For the purchase of the property. You give him a price, he comes back with a higher one, you
come back with a lower one. You know—negotiations.
KATE
I’m starting not to like this idea.
BARNEY
You’re the one got me all fired up, are we going to fight Higgins or not?
KATE
Yes, but—
BARNEY
Okay! Good, I’ll phone Higgins and pretend I’m someone calling on your behalf, like a
broker or somebody. Oh! We got to give you one of those real la-dee-dah names, you know,
like ahh, Monique-Elvira Binghampton. (Finds this quite amusing) Yeah. Or how about
Frederica-Andrea Bosonova. That’ll impress the hell out of him.
KATE
You’re insane.
BARNEY
I’ll tell him you’re going to be looking at several properties in the area and will only be
interested in those that are solid. Money is no object, if the property is in good repair. That
should light a fire under his ass and get things fixed up around here. Then—
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KATE
Barney, wait a minute, wait-a-minute. Are you sure you’ve thought this through? This is
nothing but a big fat lie.
BARNEY
Yeah. What’s your point?
KATE
They put people in jail for fraud.
BARNEY
Fraud? This isn’t fraud. What they charge down at the Rialto to watch those tarts take their
clothes off—that’s fraud.
KATE
The whole scheme—it’s, it’s, dishonest.
BARNEY
Hold on a minute, you got me on board, convinced me not to give up, now you want to back
out?
KATE
But it’s not the right way to do things. I have every tenant’s signature in the building on that
petition—well, all except one—they can’t possibly ignore us, there are proper, legal
channels—
BARNEY
Okay, we’ll do it your way, we’ll stick the petition under some civil servant’s nose and wait
while he tries to figure out which button turns on his computer. In the meantime, everything
will continue as usual—we’ll fill out the endless piles of bureaucratic forms, we’ll stumble
around in the halls in the dark on the dirty carpets, we’ll fall into the holes in the parking lot,
trip over the cracks in the sidewalks, and bitch and moan about the rent.
KATE
Well, I’m sorry, but I can’t make a decision about something that’s dishonest and probably
illegal, I need to think about it. (Goes to the kitchen) You didn’t eat your macaroni. I’ll make
you a sandwich.
KATE makes a cheese sandwich, puts it
on a plate with some pickles.
BARNEY
Fine, you think about it. But I’m telling you, if you’re serious about getting this done, we’ve
got to go for the jugular.
KATE
They check on people who want to invest in property, you know, it’s not as simple as it looks.
They check credit ratings, bank records, personal assets, investment portfolios. The last time I
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KATE, Continued
looked, I didn’t have any of those, I don’t feel good about this. I don’t feel like I have any
control over the situation.
BARNEY
Women always want to be “in control of the situation”. Can’t stand it if they think a man
might be “in control of the situation”
KATE.
(Quoting)
“Sarcasm: a witty utterance designed to inflict pain or contempt”…and considered by many to
be the lowest form of humor.
BARNEY
You know what amazes me? How men survived as long as we did before women came along?
I mean, what the hell were we doing out there all by ourselves? Stumbling around in the dark?
KATE.
Exactly.
BARNEY
That’s the problem with women today. It’s what happens when they watch too much Oprah
Winfrey and Martha Stewart.
KATE stops midway between the kitchen
and the couch, does a deliberate aboutface, heads back to the kitchen where she
dumps BARNEY’S sandwich into the
garbage pail.
KATE
I think I heard someone at the door.
BARNEY
What? I didn’t hear anything.
KATE
There’s someone at the door.
BARNEY
(Goes up to the door, opens it and sticks his head through the opening)
What’re you talking about?
KATE follows him, puts her foot on his
butt, shoves him into the hall then closes
the door and locks it.
BARNEY
Hey! What the hell!? Kate! Kate!
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KATE
(Angelic)
Who is it?
BARNEY
What do you mean, “Who is it?’
KATE
Who is it?
BARNEY
Damn it! Open the door!
KATE
Do you have any ID?
BARNEY
ID!? What are you talking about?
KATE
Preferably with a photo.
BARNEY
A pho—?! Open the damn door!
KATE
Not until I get an apology.
BARNEY
An apology? For what?
KATE
What you just said.
BARNEY
What did I say?
KATE
You know what you said.
BARNEY
(After a pause)
You mean about being in control…and, and Martha Stewart…and insanity…and all that?
KATE
Exactly.
BARNEY
I have to apologize for that?
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KATE.
Yes, it was chauvinistic and insulting.
BARNEY
Jeez, Kate! You can’t lock me out of my own apartment.
KATE
Oh, I don’t think you’re going to be in it that much longer.
BARNEY
What the hell’s the matter with you? You got P. M. S or something?
KATE
Oooo, you can apologize for that, too.
BARNEY
What!? Open the door you─!
KATE
I think perhaps you should spend the night out there. (Comes down to the couch and sits)
BARNEY
Okay, okay, I apologize.
KATE
Which one?
BARNEY
What?
KATE
Which one are you apologizing for?
BARNEY
I don’t know, how many are there?
KATE
At last count, three.
BARNEY
Three!?
KATE
So far.
BARNEY
All right, all of them, I apologize for all of them.
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KATE
You don’t sound very sincere.
BARNEY
I’m sincere! I’m sincere! Open the damn door…please.
KATE rises slowly, goes up to the kitchen
and retrieves BARNEY’S sandwich from
the garbage. She brushes it off, puts it on
a plate and heads causally for the door
which she unlocks and opens. BARNEY
steams in. As he passes her he takes the
sandwich.
KATE
That was fun, we should do it again sometime.
BARNEY
You know what your problem is—!
KATE
Tch, tch, be careful.
BARNEY
You know what your problem is? You’re beautiful. (Kisses her.)
BLACKOUT.

ACT I
Scene Three
SETTING:

BARNEY’S apartment; the
next morning

AT RISE:

BARNEY enters from the bathroom
wearing only an old pair of pajama
bottoms. A toothbrush dangles from his
mouth. He stretches, yawns loudly,
scratches in several inappropriate places
then goes up to the hall door and
retrieves the paper which he tosses onto
the couch.
He crosses to the kitchen, plugs in the
kettle, takes out a jar of instant coffee, the
toaster, and finds a loaf of bread in the
fridge. He removes a few wine bottles
from the table.
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BARNEY
(Calling)
What do you want in your coffee?
KATE’S face peers around the corner of
the bedroom door. She can’t believe
she’s still in BARNEY’S apartment. She
is wearing a pair of his pajamas and
nurses a vicious hangover.
KATE
(Quietly)
No coffee…tea… please.
BARNEY.
I don’t have any tea.
KATE
Well…maybe you should find out what a lady drinks for breakfast before you ask her to
spend the night.
BARNEY
It’s never happened before. (KATE comes slowly into the room) My, aren’t we looking
chipper this morning.
KATE
(Cradling her head)
Ohhhhhhhhhh.
BARNEY
By the way, spending the night was your idea.
KATE
My idea?
BARNEY
Yup, right after the third bottle of wine.
KATE
Oh, God. (A sudden thought) Did you…? Did we…?
BARNEY
Va-va-voom, baby!
KATE
Oh, God.
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BARNEY
Relax, nothing happened, you fell asleep at the table.
KATE
Oh, God.
BARNEY goes to the fridge, cracks a raw
egg into a glass to which he add a half
can of beer and a couple dashes of
Tabasco sauce.
BARNEY
(Handing the glass to KATE)
Here you go—my own recipe, the best damn hangover cure on the planet. It’s got everything
you need to get back on your feet—a little protein, a few calories, some flavoring for the
taste…
KATE
Oh, God!
KATE heads for the bathroom, slams the
door behind her; throws up.
BARNEY
That works too.
BARNEY downs the contents of the glass
and continues with breakfast, setting the
table, pouring the coffee, buttering the
toast. He retrieves the paper and settles
at the table with his coffee. We hear the
toilet flush before KATE finally comes
out of the bathroom.

BARNEY, Continued
Feeling better?
KATE
Why did you let me drink so much?
BARNEY
You’re all grown up. Besides, wine is supposed to be good for you.
KATE
By the glass, not the case. You shouldn’t have let me stay here, you should have sent me
home.
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BARNEY
You couldn’t walk. And I told you, nothing happened, I slept on the couch.
KATE
I don’t remember anything after the cribbage.
BARNEY
We played poker after that.
KATE
Poker?
BARNEY
Poker.
KATE
(Fearful)
What kind of poker?
BARNEY
(Grinning)
That kind.
KATE
That kind?
BARNEY
You insisted, said the cribbage was too tame and you needed a challenge.
KATE
(Suddenly realizes she is in BARNEY’S pajamas)
You took my clothes off?!
BARNEY
Oh, no, the poker took care of most of that. You’re actually pretty good, you just don’t know
when to fold.
KATE
Oh, God, I’m hot, I’m hot all over, even my hair is hot, feel my hands, they’re all clammy
and, and, and, and…hot! I want to stand naked in front of a fan.
BARNEY
No problem, I’ve got a fan.
KATE
I can’t ever remember feeling this rotten.
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BARNEY
I remember my first hangover. The toilet bowl was my best buddy, I hugged him for three
hours straight.
KATE
My God, it’s noisy in here.
BARNEY
What?
KATE
(Holding her head)
In here. Can’t you hear that pounding? I think I have alcohol poisoning.
BARNEY
It’s just an ordinary hangover, it’ll go away.
KATE
Oh no, no, there is nothing ordinary about this hangover, this one could be removed and used
for a speed bump. I need water.
BARNEY
What you need is a little grease. Some nice fat sausages with a couple of fried eggs on top and
some hash browns and onions—
KATE.
Oh, God!
KATE races back to the bathroom, slams
the door, throws up again. The toilet
flushes. She emerges after several
moments.
KATE, Continued
You are a nasty, nasty man, you did that on purpose.
BARNEY
Just trying to be helpful.
KATE
(Crosses towards the bedroom)
I’ll feel better with my own clothes on. (Exits)
BARNEY goes up to the kitchen where he
takes an official-looking envelope from
the top of the fridge and drops it on the
table. He crosses to the couch where he
removes his pajama bottoms to reveal a
pair of heart-inscribed boxer shorts. He
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puts on his pants and t-shirt then returns
to the table. He opens the envelope,
studying its contents for a moment.
KATE
(Sticking her head through the bedroom door; sheepishly)
I can’t find my bra.
BARNEY
You didn’t take it off.
KATE
(Checks)
Oh God. (Returns to the bedroom)
BARNEY
So, what have you decided?
KATE
I will absolutely never drink again.
BARNEY.
Not that. What have you decided about Higgins?
KATE
(Emerging from the bedroom)
Higgins? I can’t think about Higgins right now, my brain is cringing in a corner of my skull.
BARNEY
Kate—
KATE
I’m going back to my apartment to lay down for a couple of weeks.
BARNEY
Kate, I’m out of time.
KATE
What? What are you talking about?
BARNEY
(Hands her the letter)
The Writ of Possession, it was delivered yesterday.
KATE
I thought you told me it wasn’t that easy—the gospel according to the Herald Tribune,
remember?
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BARNEY
I knew Higgins would eventually throw me out, it’s been five months.
KATE
But—what are you going to do?
BARNEY
I’m thinking of winning a really large lottery.
KATE
You might want to give this some serious consideration, Barney.
BARNEY
I’ve been giving it serious consideration…I’ve been thinking and…I guess I’m going to
need…a place to stay. (Gives KATE and enquiring look) Just for a while…‘til things get
sorted out…I mean—
KATE.
Oh, I know where this is going. You mean?…my place? Us?…together?
BARNEY
Yeah, something like that.
KATE
Oh, God!
BARNEY
Just ‘til things get sorted out. Pretend I’m a friend from out of town, I’ll sleep on your couch,
it’s no big deal.
KATE
It is a big deal, you don’t even know if I have a couch.
BARNEY
Doesn’t everybody have a couch?
KATE
Yes, but mine’s…short.
BARNEY
You kissed me, doesn’t that mean anything?
KATE
I think you’ve got that backwards; you were the one doing the kissing.
BARNEY
What’s the difference?
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KATE
There’s a big difference, if you kiss me first that means you’re doing the kissing. That’s
different than if I kiss you first.
BARNEY
Kissing is kissing, what difference does it make who starts it?
KATE
I’ve kissed all kinds of men but never felt the urge to have any of them sleep on my couch.
BARNEY
Look, I’m not suggesting anything—
KATE
You? Me? Together? In the same?—I need to think about it.
BARNEY
Look, it’s only ‘til we get the real estate thing straightened out with Higgins, not even a week
maybe.
KATE
I haven’t made a decision about Higgins yet.
BARNEY.
It would certainly help things if you did.
KATE.
Don’t you dare lay a guilt trip on me, Barnabas Walden! That whole crooked real estate
scheme is your idea, I’m just an innocent bystander.
BARNEY
There’s nothing crooked about it─can’t someone express an interest in buying an apartment
building without being a criminal? People do it every day. Here, listen to this. (Crosses down
to the table and picks up the newspaper) The Herald Tribune says—
KATE
I think the Herald Tribune should run for Prime Minister…or maybe the Pope.
BARNEY
The Tribune says, “The current economy is supporting a definite upswing in the value of both
residential and commercial properties.” I’m telling you, it won’t be difficult to convince
Higgins that an investor is really interested in buying this building. It’s the perfect time, Kate,
we just need to pull it off and make it look real.
KATE
We? We!? I don’t recall you volunteering yourself for anything.
BARNEY
Well, it was my idea.
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KATE
It’s still dishonest and probably illegal.
BARNEY
Jeez! You keep saying that! Why do you have to be so—so—so stubborn?
KATE
For someone who wants to rent my couch, you’re not making a very good impression.
BARNEY
Rent? You’d charge me money to sleep on your short couch? Okay, okay, let’s forget the
whole damn thing. I’ll sign your petition, given enough time it might work, who knows. In the
meantime, I’ll find someplace to go, people always do. Maybe Max and Boris will take me in,
they’ve got a big closet, I could sleep standing up for a week or two.
KATE
How much time do you actually have?
BARNEY
A week from Friday.
KATE.
Look, I don’t think your property scheme is all bad. Illegal, probably, but nothing is ever as
simple as it looks. More than once, I watched Stephen turn himself inside out trying to get the
best property insurance deals he could find. There are a lot of legal pitfalls out there when it
comes to real estate that neither of us know anything about. It wouldn’t be hard to get into
some serious trouble, particularly dealing with people that know what they’re doing.
BARNEY
It’s the best I can do. As of right now, I am officially out of ideas.
KATE
Well, I haven’t exactly been sitting on my backside this past week. I’ve made some phone
calls and done some investigating with regard to petitions. It seems there are agencies who do
pay attention to legitimate complaints—when they are presented by rational people who
remain calm—and don’t go off half-cocked.
BARNEY
Really.
KATE
Really. I had a long conversation with a very nice gentleman at the Rent Review Board who
told me that, given our circumstances, the petition we’ve put together will definitely carry
some substantial weight. There are solutions to people like Higgins, legitimate solutions.
Granted, they take time, most things do, but eventually we will get satisfaction.
BARNEY
Define ‘eventually’.
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KATE
Probably several weeks.
BARNEY
I don’t have several weeks.
KATE
True, but the rest of us in the building—those who have been paying their rent—do. This isn’t
just about you.
BARNEY
Oh, well, don’t worry about me, I’ll survive somehow.
KATE
Quit feeling sorry for yourself, you’re the one who decided to stop paying his rent, remember?
BARNEY
You must admit, it got Higgins attention.
KATE
Yes, just long enough to get you evicted. I tried to tell you it wasn’t the right way to do things.
BARNEY.
Jeez, Kate, quit being so hard-assed.
KATE
Unfortunately for you, the petition will not stop an eviction process already in progress.
BARNEY
Oh, that’s reassuring.
KATE
Unless…
BARNEY
Unless…?
KATE
I can’t say it.
BARNEY
You can say it.
KATE
Unless the building is under renovation or until such time as the renovations are complete.
BARNEY
Aha! I told you!

You Can’t Dance to Mozart by John F. Green

P a g e | 45

KATE
The Herald Tribune told you.
BARNEY
Same thing. So, what do you think of my idea now?
KATE
The same as I did before—dishonest, unethical and probably illegal.
BARNEY
But…?
KATE
But…given the current circumstances, it might be your best option.
BARNEY
Okay! Here’s how we’ll do it, I’ll set up a meeting between you and Higgins at a donut shop.
KATE
A donut shop?
BARNEY
Sure, all big real estate deals are done in hot tubs and donut shops, didn’t you know that?
KATE
I’ve never been in a hot tub and I don’t like donuts.
BARNEY
You’ll make him an offer fair enough to get him thinking you’re a serious investor but high
enough he knows he can make some money on the deal. You’ll tell him you’re going to
inspect the building from top to bottom to make sure it’s in good repair. Everything has to be
fixed. Anything left undone and the whole deal is off. Now—
During BARNEY’S speech KATE has
been humming softly to herself. She
finally starts to sing to the tune of the
children’s nursery rhyme, Ring Around a
Rosie.
KATE
‘Katherine’s going to prison’, ‘Katherine’s going to prison.’
BARNEY
Don’t be silly, you’ll be fine.
KATE
When they come to arrest me, you’ll be the first person I squeal on.
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BARNEY
Believe me, nothing can go wrong.
KATE
That’s what they said about the Titanic. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going home to bed, I
have one hell of a headache and this is not helping it.
BARNEY.
Don’t worry about a thing, Kate. I’ll work out all the details.
KATE
Tell me about them tomorrow.
BARNEY
Wait…ah, what about, you know…the couch thing…?
KATE
I told you I need to think about it, I’ll let you know. (Exits)
BARNEY
(Imitating her, he crosses up to the fridge for a beer)
I told you, ‘I need to think about it.’ ‘I’ll let you know.’ Jeez…nothing’s simple any more…
(He returns to the couch and is about to get comfortable when the door buzzer goes) Aha, I
knew she’d change her mind.
BARNEY Goes to the door and opens it.
SUSAN WREN, a woman of perhaps 40,
stands in the opening. She is casually
dressed and carries a briefcase.
SUSAN.
Mr. Walden?
BARNEY
Yeah.
SUSAN
My name is Susan, Susan Wren.
BARNEY
Look, if this is about that damn telephone bill—whoa! Did you say Wren?
SUSAN
Yes, I’m Katherine Wren’s daughter.
BARNEY
Wooow.
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SUSAN
I’m looking for my mother, she doesn’t seem to be in her apartment and the custodian, ah, Mr.
Cousins, said she might be down here with you. Is she here?
BARNEY
Ah…no. She, ah…just left.
SUSAN
Oh, I came down the back stairs, we must have missed one another somehow. I’ll go back up
to her place then, sorry to disturb you, thanks.
BARNEY
Oh, wait, listen, hang on a second, why don’t you come in, you and I should probably have a
little chat.
SUSAN
Oh? About what?
BARNEY
About your mother.
SUSAN
Is something wrong? She’s not ill or anything, is she?
BARNEY
Oh, no, nothing like that, she’s fine. Sit down, make yourself comfortable. Can I get you a
beer? Glass of wine?
SUSAN
It’s nine o’clock in the morning.
BARNEY
Yeah, time really flies, doesn’t it?
SUSAN
So, what is it you need to tell me about mother?
BARNEY
Actually, it’s about you…and your mother.
SUSAN
What about us?
BARNEY
I think you should know that Kate doesn’t exactly hold you in the highest regard at the present
time.
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SUSAN
Oh, is that all, I’m quite aware of that, I know exactly how she feels about me and I don’t
blame her for a second. Everything that happened was completely my fault, I treated her
miserably. That’s one of the reasons I’m here, Mr. Walden. I’m hoping to make amends, try
to set things right between us.
BARNEY
That might be easier said than done.
SUSAN
Oh, I have no doubts about that. Ah… are you two…involved?
BARNEY
Yeah…yeah…ah...I think so.
SUSAN
That’s wonderful, how long has it been?
BARNEY
Oh…probably a week or so.
SUSAN
A week?
BARNEY
Yeah, we go way back. Listen, we had a pretty late night last night and Kate’s real tired, I
think she’s gone to bed. It might not be a good idea to disturb her right now, let her sleep it
off—I mean, sleep. Do you live around here?
SUSAN
Oh, no. I live and work in Montreal, I’m staying at the Holiday Inn, just on the other side of
the freeway. I’m only here until Friday then I have to go back, and I would really like to see
her.
BARNEY
Yeah, well—
SUSAN
Mr. Walden, it’s obvious she’s told you about what happened between us and I’m sure that’s
why you’re trying to protect her. You must really care for her.
BARNEY
Yeah, I do.
SUSAN
And so do I.
BARNEY
She’s a very fine lady
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SUSAN
I know how she feels about me and I did a lot of soul searching before I decided to look for
her. My father wasn’t completely honest with me about his relationship with her. He told me
things that I later discovered weren’t true and now I feel guilty for having taken his side.
However, at the time, I was much younger and quite naïve and…well, maybe that’s a poor
excuse. I’m not here to hurt her, Mr. Walden, I’ve already done that…so that’s not something
you need to worry about. All I want is an opportunity to see her, face to face, to tell her I’m
sorry for everything that’s happened. I really need to do this.
BARNEY
She’s very bitter.
SUSAN
Are you telling me there’s a chance she won’t see me?
BARNEY
I think the chances of that are pretty good.
SUSAN
I can understand that, I know I don’t deserve anything from her. I’m finding this very difficult
and I think I’m going to need some help. Do you think…that maybe if you…you
know…approached her…?
BARNEY
You want me to tell her?
SUSAN
Could you? Would you? It might make things easier.
BARNEY
Jeez, I don’t know, I’m not very good at stuff like that.
SUSAN
It would mean a great deal to me.
BARNEY
Yeah, well…I guess, if you think it’s a good idea…but I’m not sure—
SUSAN
When will you see her again?
BARNEY
We’re supposed to get together tomorrow morning, we’ve got a little…business thing going
on.
SUSAN
Oh, are you thinking of opening a business together?
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BARNEY
Not exactly, it’s more like a real estate scam—ah, scheme—ah, thing…sort of.
SUSAN
Real estate? Interesting. (Rummaging in her purse, she finds a business card) Here’s my cell
phone number. I’ll wait for you to call before I come over…give you some time with her, to
tell her I’m here.
BARNEY
(Takes the card without looking at it)
You’re absolutely sure you want to do this?
SUSAN
Oh yes, very sure, I didn’t realize how much I missed her, how much she means to me.
BARNEY
Well, I’ll do what I can, but I’m not promising anything.
SUSAN
I understand completely. You’re sure she’s all right, there’s nothing wrong?
BARNEY
Oh, she’s fine, It’s just that things are a little… complicated right now.
SUSAN
(Goes to the door)
I’ll be grateful for anything you can do.
BARNEY
You, ah, you look a lot like her.
SUSAN
Thanks, that’s a nice compliment. Until tomorrow, then?
BARNEY
Yeah, tomorrow.
SUSAN
You’ll be sure to call me, Mr. Walden, one way or the other.
BARNEY
Yeah, yeah, I’ll call. (She exits) Yeah.
LIGHTS FADE SLOWLY TO BLACK.
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ACT II
Scene One
SETTING:

BARNEY’S apartment; the next
afternoon.

AT RISE:

BARNEY, BORIS and MAX are sitting
around the kitchen table playing
monopoly. There are several beer cans
on the table, a couple of bowls of chips
and an ashtray. It is MAX’S turn. He is
counting his money, checking the pieces
on the board, rattling the dice in the cup,
then starting the routine all over again.
He chews his cigar stub nervously.
BORIS is splayed out in his chair, head
back, mouth hanging open; he has gone
to sleep. He sports a new t-shirt:
“RUSSIAN HERE, RUSSIAN THERE,
RUSSIAN EVERYWHERE”. BARNEY is
in a very bad mood; his elbow rests on
the table. He stares dully at MAX.

BARNEY
(Finally)
Monopoly isn’t that complicated. You put the dice in the cup, you shake the cup, you turn the
cup over. What the hell are you waiting for?
MAX
I gotta be careful, I don’t wanna make a mistake, I got valuable property to protect.
BARNEY
How are you going to make a mistake? They’re just two dice in a cup.
MAX
I can’t just roll them, it has to feel right. (Studies the pieces on the board again)
BARNEY
Have they moved since the last time you checked?
MAX
Hey! Where did that house come from? That wasn’t there before, I don’t remember that house
being there.
BARNEY
You don’t remember what you had for breakfast. I bought that house on my last turn, can you
remember that far back?
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MAX
Do you ever wonder why you never win at this game, why you’re always broke?
BARNEY
What are you talking about? I got a hundred bucks.
MAX
It’s because you don’t care about what you’re doing, you don’t study it. This is a game of
great finess-say. You don’t pay attention to the details, you’re not a student of the game like I
am. (Starts counting his money again)
BARNEY
(Blows up)
Quit counting your goddamn money and roll the goddamn dice.
MAX
Okay, okay. (Slaps the dice cup over; the sound jolts BORIS awake)
BORIS
I raise it you 25 cent.
BARNEY
It’s Monopoly, we’re playing Monopoly!
BORIS
Okey donkey, I buy it hotel.
BARNEY
It’s not your turn, it’s moron’s turn.
MAX
Moron!? I see one, two houses over there, you got two houses.
BARNEY
I got three houses—one, two, three.
MAX
I got five houses and two hotels, ask yourself, “Who’s the moron?”
BARNEY
We go through this every damn time it’s your turn.
MAX
Okay! That’s it! I quit!
BARNEY
What, you’re gonna quit now you’re ahead?
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MAX
No, I ‘m gonna quit now ‘cause you’re being a son-of-a-bitch. What the hell’s the matter with
you? You have a row with that school teacher?
BARNEY
No! Ah…I got a problem here and I’m a little edgy.
BORIS
(Jumps to his feet)
Hah! Katerina has finally told you, you are vastink your time. She ees in loove with the beeg
Russian stud, yes?
BARNEY
Sit down! Don’t get your Viagra in a knot.
MAX
What problem, what are you talking about, you sick or something?
BARNEY
They’re going to throw me out of the building.
MAX
(Confused)
What building?
BARNEY
This building, the one I live in.
BORIS
Oh, ees bad.
MAX
How can they throw you out of the building?
BARNEY
Well, for starters, I haven’t paid the rent for five months.
BORIS
Oh, ees very bad.
BARNEY
And last Tuesday the Sheriff’s Department delivered the final Writ of Possession to get me
out.
BORIS
Oh, ees very, very bad.
BARNEY
Will you quit saying that?
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MAX
Why can’t you pay the rent? You broke or something?
BARNEY
No.
MAX
Boris’ll give you a loan, no problem.
BARNEY
It’s got nothing to do with that. Look, you don’t live here, you don’t know what’s going on.
The low-life who owns this rat trap keeps raising the rent but doesn’t do anything to maintain
the building. He’s always looking for more money but he’s letting the place go to hell, so, to
protest, I quite paying the rent.
MAX
Makes perfect sense to me.
BARNEY
Yeah, I thought so too, except as of a week from Friday I don’t have a place to live.
BORIS
Vait! Havink beeg brain wash.
MAX
Oh, this’ll be good.
BORIS
Seemple, you pay it all back rent you owink, then you still havink place to live again.
BARNEY
Hell, no! That’s exactly what he wants, I’d rather be out on the street.
BORIS
I tink you get your vish.
BARNEY
Look around the building, the place is literally falling apart.
MAX
Jeez, Barn, things aren’t lookin’ too good. What are you goin’ to do?
BARNEY
Kate and me—well, actually, it was just me—came up with this idea to con Higgins—that’s
the jerk who owns this joint—into thinking that someone wants to buy the place as an
investment. I figured if he thought he was going to sell it, he’d clean it up, fix all the stuff
that’s busted, so it looks good. Then we’d back out of the sale at the last minute. Kate’s got a
petition with everybody’s name on it and the sale of the building would get us time to deal
with the Rent Review Board. She never met Higgins face to face so she’d be the perfect
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BARNEY, Continued
phony buyer, but she’s not too enthusiastic about the whole idea, in fact, she hates it, and as it
turns out, I ran out of time.
MAX
So, where you gonna go?
BARNEY
Well, I thought I could sleep on Kate’s couch for a couple of weeks until things get
straightened around, but she won’t have nothing to do with it.
MAX
Yeah, women got a thing about sleepin’ on their couch, they think it’s just an excuse to get
them into bed.
BORIS
Oh, good idea, how come I naver tink of dis?
BARNEY
I probably shouldn’t have asked her. I don’t think she cares about me that much.
BORIS
No! Ees zactly wrong.
BARNEY
Pardon?
BORIS
She ees not vant you to move in because she does care about you, beeg time cares about you,
maybe even leetle beet liking with you…maybe.
BARNEY
You think so? I don’t think so. You think so?
BORIS
Maybe I tink so maybe leetle beet maybe. She wants to have relationship with you and she
does not vant to spoil it.
MAX
Since when did you become a counselling service?
BORIS
I know dees kind of voman, very proper, like Russian voman, does not vant you to tink she’s
cheap and easy.
BARNEY
But I don’t think th—
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BORIS
She does not know dees. (A beat) You in loove with her?
BARNEY
Well…who knows…I mean, we just met and…and I…I…I…I…I…yeah, probably.
BORIS.
You tell her you loove her?
MAX
Oh, jeez Boris.
BARNEY
Well...not exactly…not in so many words.
BORIS
You better do it pretty damn soon I tink, she ees good lookink voman, not long before she ees
getting screwed up.
BARNEY
Snapped up.
BORIS
Yah, dat too.
BARNEY
I’d probably be making a big mistake.
BORIS
You make beeger mistake you don’t tell her. Vee have sayink in Old Russia—“Naver make
same mistake twice or der not enough time to make to all of dem.”
MAX.
(Starts to leave)
Don’t let me interrupt you two matchmakers—
The door buzzer goes.
BARNEY
Now what?
BARNEY goes up to the door and opens
it, KATE is standing in the doorway with
a plate of cookies.
KATE
I thought you might like some cookies, so I—
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BARNEY
Sure, sure, come in.
KATE
Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you were busy. Hello Max, hi Boris.
BARNEY
It’s okay, we’re just playing a little Monopoly.
KATE
Monopoly! I love monopoly, haven’t played in years. I’d be glad to sit in if it’s not too late.
BARNEY
Well, actually, we just finished.
MAX
Yeah…we’re on our way home. I won again, as usual. So, ah, what kind of cookies are they?
KATE
Peanut butter and chocolate chip. Go ahead, Max, take one with you, there are lots here.
MAX empties the cookie plate into his
pocket leaving one on the plate.
BORIS
(Taking KATE gently by the shoulders)
You make dees man tell you very portant ting. If he hurt your feelink, you tell Boris, I fix up
hees leetle red cart good.
BARNEY
Hey! Do you mind? I can look after this.
BORIS
(On his way out, elbows BARNEY)
You pay tention to vat Boris tell you, eh?
BARNEY
Yeah, yeah, yeah
MAX and BORIS exit.
KATE
What important thing? What was he talking about?
BARNEY
Who knows? He’s a Russian, they’re all weird. That’s why they live in a foreign country.
(Takes the cookie plate, starts toward the table then turns back) Kate—
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KATE
Wait, I need to apologize for the other night, drinking too much and the poker and ending up
in your bed and everything. I made a complete fool of myself and it’s just not like me to do
that. You were very kind and considerate and very much a gentleman, and you didn’t…you
know, take advantage or anything, so, I’ve been thinking about things, about you and I…and
well—
BARNEY
You’re falling in love with me.
KATE
No! It’s got nothing to do with that.
BARNEY
You’re not falling in love with me?
KATE
No, I’m trying to tell you—
BARNEY
You don’t like me.
KATE
Just listen! I’ve been thinking about what you said, about you moving in for a while and, well,
I guess it won’t hurt until we get things straightened out with Higgins.
BARNEY
Oh, Kate, that’s great!
KATE
There are rules.
BARNEY
Naturally.
KATE
First, the couch. Nothing but the short couch.
BARNEY
Of course, I understand completely.
KATE
And no drinking…especially wine.
BARNEY
Certainly not, I’ll be as good as gold, you won’t regret it.
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KATE
Yes I will. Something a wise woman said a long time ago: “If it’s got wheels or a penis,
eventually it will give you trouble”.
BARNEY
Yipes, is she still alive?
KATE
No.
BARNEY
Boy, that’s a relief—just kidding.
KATE
I want you to know I am not comfortable with any part of this whole Higgins real estate
scheme, not one bit of it.
BARNEY
Wait ‘til you hear this, Kate, I got it all figured out, it’s brilliant. I called Higgins last night.
KATE
You called him!?
BARNEY
Yeah, called him from a pay phone and disguised my voice through a handkerchief.
KATE
You probably should be in jail.
BARNEY
I pretended I was an agent for a very high-profile buyer—Ms. Madeleine BeatriceBillingbrook. That you were interested in purchasing an investment property in this
immediate area and asked him how open he’d be to meeting with you personally.
KATE
Oh, God.
BARNEY
Man, he jumped all over it. I told him I’d get back to him as soon as I could make
arrangements with my executrix.
KATE
Your what?
BARNEY
My executrix. I found it in the dictionary, it means a lady executive. That’s you, pretty
impressive, eh?
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KATE
How did I get myself into this?
BARNEY
Now, we don’t want to seem too anxious, he might get suspicious.
KATE
Being a little stupid wouldn’t hurt, either.
BARNEY
So, what do you think? I’ll call Higgins back and tell him everything’s set up for say, ah,
tomorrow morning, ten o’clock?
KATE
Barney, what if something goes wrong? I mean, what if he asks me something I can’t answer,
which is a distinct possibility. I know nothing about real estate. What if he finds out who I
really am, I’m not sure I can do this, it just isn’t me.
BARNEY
What happened to that hard-assed Kate that went steaming through here Wednesday
morning?
KATE
She’s scared to death.

BARNEY
Think of the tenants, Kate, think of what you’re doing for them. All that time putting the
petition together, going from door to door, getting the signatures, don’t waste it. All we need
is a little breathing room.
KATE
I know, but—
BARNEY
Kate, you can’t just throw a pail of cold water over it now.
KATE
Wait a minute, you know I’ve never been sold on this whole idea, you knew that from the
very beginning.
BARNEY
(Takes her in his arms)
If you don’t do it for them, do it for us. (A beat) Kate, I…I…have to tell you something,
I…I…
KATE
Do I need to get a drink for this?
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BARNEY
I think something’s happening to me, Kate, and I need…well, I need to know how you feel
about me.
KATE
Barney—
BARNEY
I mean, do you feel anything…at all?
KATE
Barney, I know where this is going and I don’t want to go there.
BARNEY
Kate, I have something I need to say.
KATE
Don’t say it, Barney—
BARNEY
I want to say it, I have to. I had almost convinced myself that I was going to be okay, that I
could make it on my own, that whatever was missing I didn’t really need anyway. Then you
showed up… and kept after me to sign the petition and then gave me shit when I wouldn’t
sign it and ate my macaroni and cheese and got drunk and kicked me out in the hall. It’s you,
Kate, you’re what’s missing. I think I’m falling in love with you.
KATE
(Resigned, frustrated)
My God, how did this happen? This was not supposed to happen. Look at you…your damn
baseball cap and… and a sweat shirt you haven’t changed since the day I met you…and your
running shoes…and your beer…and your country and western music…and, and you probably
fart all the time. How did this happen? It was just a simple petition, all you had to do was sign
it, just another signature at another door and I’d have been on my way, back into my own life.
Damn you!
BARNEY
I guess I’m not exactly what pops into a woman’s mind when she thinks about being swept
off her feet. But I can change, Kate, I can be anything you want me to be.
KATE
I am not asking you to change what you are.
BARNEY
But you just said—
KATE
I like you, Barney, and like being with you…most of the time.
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BARNEY
That’s all I need Kate, that’s good enough for me.
KATE
No it’s not, Barney, it’s not good enough. If it’s love you want it needs to have a one hundred
percent return or it’s not worth anything. I can’t give that to you, not now. Love needs time,
sometimes, lots of time, don’t settle for second best.
BARNEY
I hardly consider you second best, Kate.
KATE
The attention you show me is wonderful, I enjoy every minute of it but…love is a whole
different thing, love is not something that just…happens to me, not that way.
BARNEY
It wasn’t intended to be trivial.
KATE
I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it to sound that way.
BARNEY
Is there somebody else? (Sudden realization) It’s that Russian son-of-a-bitch!
KATE

Boris?!
BARNEY
He’s been sneaking around behind my back.
KATE
Now you’re being silly.
BARNEY
Well, I guess that’s it then.
KATE
This relationship is going to take some time, Mr. Walden, but that doesn’t mean we
can’t…you know… use it to get better acquainted.
BARNEY
You mean…? Well, I don’t know, this is awful sudden, Ms. Wren. As you know, I am not the
sort of man who plays fast and loose with the first woman who happens to show up at my
door with a clipboard. I might have to “think about it”.
KATE
I didn’t ask for an editorial, a simple ‘yes ’or ‘no ’would be fine.
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BARNEY
(Kisses her)
Va-va-voom, baby.
KATE
I’ll take that as a yes. (BARNEY moves in for another kiss) One thing at a time. I think we
should address ourselves to the matter at hand, that being the despicable Mr. Higgins. What
did you tell him my name was?
BARNEY
Ms. Madeleine-Beatrice Billingbrook.
KATE
Yes, well…understand that I am not doing this of my own free will, that I am being forced
into it by a madman—one who professes to be falling in love with me—and who, if that were
true, would not let me do this and who doesn’t realize that the experience will likely
emotionally scar me for what is left of my life.
BARNEY
For the tenants, Kate.
KATE
For the tenants.
BARNEY
Remember, keep it simple. (Goes up to the kitchen table, retrieves a piece of paper) I’ve done
a little research and put some figures together for you. Look, this number undercuts the
current market value of the property, that’s fairly standard.
KATE
You’re sure about that?
BARNEY
Absolutely, Higgins will come back with something higher, so it gives you room to move.
Now this amount here is the cost of the repairs to the building, very inflated. Don’t forget to
tell him they’re a necessary part of the deal. Don’t give him too much time to think about it,
and remember, he’s greedy.
KATE
(Heads slowly for the door)
I am going back to my apartment now to attend to my last will and testament. You are getting
nothing. I’ll see you in the morning, if I don’t decide, first, to shoot myself.
BARNEY
(Follows her to the door)
Kate, wait, I had a visitor yesterday right after you left.
KATE
That’s nice, everybody should have visitors.
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BARNEY.
No, you don’t understand, it was…
KATE
Yes?
BARNEY
Ah…never mind, I’ll tell you about it later. See you in the morning.
BARNEY closes the door behind her and
turns downstage as LIGHTS FADE TO
BLACK.

ACT II
Scene Two
SETTING:

BARNEY’S apartment; the next morning.

AT RISE:

BORIS is trying to teach BARNEY to
dance to the middle movement of
Mozart’s “Eine Kleine Nachtmusik“. His
new t-shirt reads “THERE ARE
GREMLINS IN THE KREMLIN”. The
lesson is not going well. BARNEY keeps
tripping over BORIS’ large feet and
BORIS is experiencing frustration at
BARNEY’S gross ineptness. MAX is
sitting in a kitchen chair, drinking beer
and heckling, watching the whole
exercise with amusement.

MAX
Come on! Lift ‘em! Lift ‘em! Left, right, left, right!
BARNEY
Don’t just sit there with that stupid smirk on your face, get me a beer, this is hard work.
BORIS
No, no, no, dees ees Mozart, not Johnny Cash, listen to de musik and move with it. You must
sweep de foot across like dees and set it down daintily like dees, then the other foot like dees
and so on. You do it properly, she will follow, eet is all very logical. Now, we try it again with
a leetle finesse deese time.
BORIS hauls BARNEY in, hugging him
tightly. They dance.
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BARNEY
I sure hope Kate appreciates the sacrifice I’m making here.
MAX
Talk about your sacrifice, I remember Mildred Pilcher in grade eight, I had to take dance class
with her. We called her Millie the Mountain ‘cause she weighed about 500 pounds. Boy, you
knew it when she started hauling you around the dance floor. You and Boris remind me of
her.
BARNEY
Did you know that low-lifes like you are the reason some people end up in mental
institutions?
BARNEY suddenly comes down hard on
BORIS ’ankle.
BORIS
Ah! You are hopeless clubfoot lumberjack, naver learn to dance like gentleman, not in
meellion years! Not naver!
BORIS limps to a kitchen chair where he
sits, rubbing his ankle and muttering to
himself in Russian.
BARNEY
You aren’t exactly God’s gift to the ballet either, pal, you dance like a baboon with rickets.
MAX
Hey, I got an idea, why don’t you two get a couple of hula hoops and put some Fats Domino
on there. (Finds this largely amusing)
BARNEY
Listen to the watermelon with legs, now he’s a dance critic. Damn! I think you busted one of
my ribs. (Crosses to the stereo, turns it off) What is Kate doing out there? What the hell is
taking so much time? How long has she been gone?
MAX
Five minutes longer than the last time you asked.
BARNEY
How long does it take to buy one building?
MAX
You should have gone with her instead of sending her out by herself.
BARNEY
How could I do that? If Higgins saw me he’d know for sure it was a scam.
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BORIS.
Maybe dees Heegins not so bad, eh, maybe hees got lots of monee, maybe Katerina ees
considering her options maybe.
BARNEY
You shouldn’t let your mind wander around outside your skull, it’s liable to get lost out there.
Cut me some slack, will you, I’m about to be tossed out into the street, don’t you have any
feelings?
MAX
Relax, Barn, important things like this take time. Think about it—when you get to the donut
shop you got to wait in line, then you got to buy a coffee, then you gotta buy a donut, then
you got to find a place to sit, then—
The apartment door suddenly swings
open. KATE stands in the opening, her
clipboard spilling over with papers, is
clutched loosely at her side. She stares at
BARNEY, a distraught look on her face.
BARNEY stares back, then at MAX then
at BORIS, then back to KATE.
BARNEY
What?

KATE
‘What’? ‘What? ’You want to know ‘what’? I’ll tell you ‘what’. He went for it, that’s ‘what’.
BARNEY
What?
KATE
(Pacing)
He went for it, all of it, he accepted the offer, the repairs to the building—including the
parking lot.
BORIS
Oh, ees bad.
KATE
You got one week to come up with 150 thousand dollar down payment.
BORIS
Oh, ees very bad.
BARNEY
150 thou!—that lousy bastard! He could have at least taken some time to think about it.
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KATE
You weren’t kidding when you said Higgins was greedy, he showed up with the papers ready
to go. He made a phone call to somebody and when he was finished all they had to do was
plug in my figures and sign it.
BARNEY
You didn’t sign it.
KATE
I signed it.
BARNEY
You didn’t use your real name?
KATE
I did.
BARNEY
Why didn’t you use the name I gave you?
KATE
I was so flustered I couldn’t remember the goddamn thing!
BARNEY
Why didn’t you tell them you wanted to think about it?
KATE
I was the one making the offer, remember, what was there to think about? If I didn’t sign it,
he’d have known right away that I was trying to pull something.
MAX
Hey, Boris, maybe we should move into this building, we know the new owner.
KATE
I could have offered Higgins a hundred dollars for this place and he’d have taken it.
BARNEY.
Okay, relax, there’s got to be a way out of this, property deals fall apart all the time.
KATE
Not this one. A quote from dear Mr. Higgins: “There is no need for additional paperwork.”
He just stuffed the papers into his briefcase and left.
BARNEY
Oh, shit—you mean we own an apartment building?
KATE
There’s no we, it’s all you.
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BORIS
Oh, ees very, very bad.
BARNEY
(To BORIS)
You’re doing it again!
MAX
Hey, I met this guy down at the Rialto, says he used to be a lawyer ‘til he got caught shaggin ’
the judge’s wife. Maybe he can help—
BARNEY
Do you mind, there’s a lady present.
KATE
Max is right, you need a lawyer. The problem is, who’s going to pay for it?
BARNEY
What’s the problem, we just tell Higgins we don’t have any money what’s the worse thing he
can do?
KATE.
Well, let’s see…he’ll throw you out on the street with no place to live, I’ll go to jail for fraud,
Max and Boris will be hauled into court as witnesses, and life around here will go on as if
nothing ever happened. I tried to tell you, if you don’t know what you’re doing…
BORIS
I tink you need leetle bit time here. Vee vill check in later to see how tings are vorkink out.
(Moving MAX toward the door) Vee need to buy groceries.
MAX
We bought groceries yesterday.
BORIS.

(Squeezing MAX’S cheeks together)
Vatching my lips movink, vee need to buy more groceries. Go.
MAX
Okay, okay, don’t get your Russian tail feathers in a knot.
BORIS and MAX exit.
BARNEY
Kate, you’ve got to know how sorry I am, this was not the way things were supposed to go.
KATE
Remember the Titanic!
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BARNEY
It never entered my head that Higgins would simply accept everything. I mean, he’s just not
that kind of person.
KATE
Well, it appears he is. Look, Barney, I’ve had it up to here with Higgins, phony real estate
schemes, petitions, and everything else. I am going back to my apartment to try to forget this
whole thing, to try to put my life back together— (The door buzzer) Oh, God, it’s the police!
They found out already! Hide me! Don’t let them take me!
KATE rushes into the bathroom and
slams the door, which doesn’t close all
the way. BARNEY goes up to the door
and opens it. SUSAN is standing in the
opening, briefcase in hand.
SUSAN
I’m sorry, Mr. Walden, I know you said you’d call but it was getting late and I do have to go
back, I thought you wouldn’t mind if I just dropped by. Is she here?
BARNEY
Ah, yeah, well—I—
KATE
(Stunned, emerges from the bathroom)
Susan? Susan? What are you doing here?
SUSAN
It’s wonderful to see you again, mother. How are you?
KATE
I…I’m not sure.
BARNEY
Kate, Susan came looking for you yesterday, that’s what I wanted to tell you just before you
left but things were a bit, you know…busy, and well—
KATE
You knew she was here and you didn’t tell me?
BARNEY
I’m sorry, Kate, I wanted to, I tried to, you were upset and given the circumstances I thought
it should wait.
KATE.
You thought it should wait? You are now making decisions about what is best for me, without
so much as even asking me first? Who the hell do you think you are?
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SUSAN
Mom, you weren’t in your apartment, I simply came here looking for you and Mr. Walden
and I agreed it might be better to wait until today.
KATE
The two of you agreed? That rings a familiar note. When it comes to scheming behind
someone’s back, Mr. Walden, I can assure you, you’re definitely in good hands.
BARNEY
Jeez, Kate, no, there was no scheming, it’s nothing like that—
KATE
You know, you were absolutely right the other night. You can’t dance to Mozart. You will
never dance to Mozart. (Rummages around picking up her things)
SUSAN
Mom, you’ve got this all wrong, Mr. Walden was only trying to help me. ( To BARNEY)
Mozart? Dancing?
BARNEY
It’s…complicated.
SUSAN
Well, it appears I’ve managed to successfully waste everyone’s time including my own.

BARNEY
I’m sorry, I promised—
SUSAN
There’s no need to apologize, Mr. Walden, perhaps a different time under different
circumstances.
KATE
There will be no different time or different circumstances. What exactly are you doing here,
Susan? What do you want? If it’s money, I don’t have any, your father made sure of that.
SUSAN
Please, listen, I don’t want anything from you, I’m guilty of a horrible conspiracy against you,
a terrible wrong. I was so caught up in my own life I didn’t realize that dad was poisoning me
against you. I’m not here for your forgiveness, I don’t deserve that, I just need a chance to
explain. Can’t we sit down and talk? Surely you can spare me that.
BARNEY
Kate—
KATE
(Turning on him)
Don’t you have some laundry to do or something?
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BARNEY
Laundry? Oh, yeah, laundry, of course. (Exits to the bedroom)
KATE
Talk is cheap, Susan. you made your choice four years ago, there’s nothing to talk about.
SUSAN
Mother, what do I have to do? It’s taken me a long time to find you and I agonized over every
minute of it. Are you so convinced that what I have to say is not worth ten minutes of your
time? You were never like that when I was growing up, when I needed someone to listen you
were always there.
KATE
And when I needed someone after your father left, where were you?
SUSAN
Is that what you want, revenge?
KATE
(A beat)
How is the conniving old bastard, anyway? Still screwing unsuspecting women out of their
money?
SUSAN
No, mother, he’s not. He died three months ago.
KATE
What?
SUSAN
He had a massive stroke, there was a lot of damage, he only lasted a few days… never
regained consciousness. I’m sorry.
KATE
Where? How?
SUSAN
He had a place not far from where I live. Two years ago he started a small investment
company for a select group of very wealthy downtown businessmen. We didn’t see much of
each other, we weren’t that close anymore. Once in a while, when I had the time, I helped him
with his records and bookkeeping. The group was making money but there were a lot of latenight meetings, a lot of stress.
KATE
I guess I should have stayed in touch somehow, at least been available.
SUSAN
It wouldn’t have made any difference, there’s no way you could have known.
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KATE
Was he…alone?
SUSAN
Yes.
KATE
I’ve often wondered if there would be any tears left if anything happened to either of you.
Now that it has, I feel only regret for what might have been, what the three of us might have
had, should have had.
SUSAN
You did a great job of disappearing, I couldn’t find you—no phone number, no forwarding
address.
KATE.
I just wanted to leave it all behind.
SUSAN
There’s…an amount of money involved, which he left to me; however, I am in the process of
changing that and having it placed in an account in your name, it’s your money. (Opens her
briefcase and removes several papers)
KATE
I have a different life now─I don’t want his money.
SUSAN
I’m afraid that’s not an option, the money is rightfully yours, all you need to do is sign this
bank account application.
KATE
I won’t do that.
SUSAN
(Resigned)
Fine, if that’s the way you want it, I’ll simply open a trust fund in your name and let you do
whatever you like with it. One way or another, the money will be in your hands, all of it—one
point six million dollars.
BARNEY, Off
Holy shit!
SUSAN
One million, six hundred, ten thousand, and 48 cents—to be exact.
KATE
Oh my God. I don’t know what to say.
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SUSAN
You don’t need to say anything, I’ll phone my lawyer this afternoon before I leave and get
him to initiate the trust fund. You’ll find the name of the bank on this form. (Begins gathering
the papers) You will need to go to the bank for a meeting, they will probably want some
personal information.
KATE
(A pause)
How did you find out?
SUSAN
Find out?
KATE
Your father, when did you find out what he’d done?
SUSAN
I met with his lawyer regarding the probating of his will, and he told me how much money
was really involved. I was doing dad’s books and knew there was no way he’d made that
much in only two years, that it could only have come from the sale of the business, the
cottage, the other assets—money I knew he had kept from you and was rightfully yours.
Unfortunately, I learned too late. The damage was already done and you were gone.
KATE.
What about you?
SUSAN
I have a very good job that pays me well, I don’t need what belongs to you.
(A beat) I came here, mother, hoping for a new beginning between us, a chance for a new
relationship. I know now that’s not possible, but please don’t misconstrue my intentions. I
understand completely why you feel the way you do and I’m truly sorry… for both of us. The
papers are all here, you just need to get in touch with the bank.
BARNEY emerges cautiously from the
bedroom, his arms wrapped around a
large ball of dirty laundry.
SUSAN, Continued
Ah, Mr. Walden, it seems everything that can, has been done.
BARNEY
I’m sorry things didn’t work out better, I tried to tell you—
SUSAN
Please, don’t apologize, it was nice meeting you and thank you for your hospitality. I suspect
we shall not meet again. (Opens the door, prepares to exit)
KATE
Susan.
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SUSAN
Have I neglected something?
KATE
No…I have. (Starts to cry) Can you ever forgive me for being so cruel? I’m a horrible mother.
SUSAN
No, no! It was me, it was all my fault. (Starts to cry) You don’t know how much I missed
you, how many times I thought about you, how I wished things could have been different.
KATE
Oh my darling Susie, I’ve missed you, too.
SUSAN
I’ve waited so long to put my arms around you again.
BARNEY begins to cry. It starts as barely
a whimper, a tear, then progresses to a
full-blown wail.
KATE
Oh my God, Barney, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you, you’ve been so good.
All three of them, including the laundry
squashed in the middle, are in a group
hug, sobbing uncontrollably when MAX
and BORIS appear in the doorway.
BORIS
Oh, ees bad.
MAX
Jeez, Barn, what happened, did somebody die?
BARNEY
Well, yeah, as a matter of fact, somebody did, but everything’s fine.
BORIS
It’s ees very, very bad.
BARNEY
It’s Kate, she’s a little emotional, that’s all.
BORIS
Vee have sayink in old Russia…there ees only two vays to deal weeth emotional voman…and
neither one vorks.
MAX
Maybe we should come back, you look like you got your hands full.
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BARNEY
No, no come on in, I want you to meet somebody. Susan, these are my two best buddies, Max
and Boris. Guys, this is Kate’s daughter, Susan.
MAX
Nice to meet yous.
SUSAN
(Extends her hand)
Likewise.
BORIS
(Without missing a beat, takes SUSAN’S hand, leads her down stage)
Half you aver been to Mawther Russia my leetle blossom flower?
SUSAN
Ah, no.
BORIS
Russia ees de most beautiful contree in da vorld just like you are da most beautiful voman haf
ever my heyes set upon in my whole life sver to Got.
KATE
Wait a minute, wait a minute, I saw her first and we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.
BARNEY
Yeah, back off Studley, get yourself a beer and cool down.
KATE
So much to talk about, tell me everything.
SUSAN
Well, I have my own condo, very nice, but I’ll be giving it up next month…to get married.
KATE
Married! You’re getting married?
SUSAN
Yes, to a dentist.
BORIS
Ach! A tooth doctor? Vat a vaste.
SUSAN
I love him very much, you’d love him too, mom, he’s wonderful! I can hardly wait until you
meet him.
KATE
My little Susie, getting married.
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SUSAN
My job is wonderful, I’m the chief investigative director for the National Real Estate Board.
We have hundreds of property owners across the country. Keeping them abreast of sales,
acquisitions, real estate activities, and other matters is our mandate. I’m sure we must have
clients right here in this area. It means I’ll probably need to come back every so often for
meetings
BARNEY
(Nervously)
Property owners?
KATE
Right here in this area?
SUSAN
Mostly commercial—you know, strip malls, small retail outlets, that sort of thing.
BARNEY
(Relieved)
Oh, yes, strip malls.
SUSAN
Plus a lot of apartment complexes—walk-ups—quite similar to this one, actually.
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