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Our Man Morrie

Colleen Neuman

CAST
MORRIE: 4 man in his 60’s
MARIE: Morrie’s wife, 60°s
MILLIE: Morrie and Marie’s neighbor, 60’s
SETTING
TODAY: MARIE’S LIVING ROOM AND KITCHEN

PROPERTIES

Bag of groceries

Coffee pot and cups

Large bags of M&M candy
Candy dishes

Large framed photo of Morrie
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Our Man Morrie
by Colleen Neuman

SETTING: MARIE’S LIVING ROOM:
off to the right, a door to the
bedroom; left, the kitchen
and a door to the hall
entrance. Candy dishes with
M&M’s are scattered
throughout. Thereis a TV
with a sitting area next to it.

AT RISE: MORRIE is watching TV and
eating M&M'’s. He wears
droopy shorts and an
Hawaiian shirt and socks.
His hair is wildly uncombed.
MARIE, neatly dressed,
enters from the hall carrying
a grocery bag.

MORRIE
(Glued to the TV)
And the shopping was how?

MARIE
(Setting grocery bag on kitchen table, a little edgy)

It was shopping. The line moved.

MARIE begins putting away

groceries.
MORRIE
Where?
MARIE
Where what?
MORRIE
Where did the line move?
MARIE

Along. The line moved along.
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MORRIE
I only asked.
MARIE
I only told you.
MORRIE
(Prompting her)
And my TV was how?
MARIE
I didn’t ask.
MORRIE

You didn’t ask so I'm telling you. As The World Turns, so-so. The Bold and The
Beautiful, eh. General Hospital . . . (Very pleased with himself) as predicted.

MARIE
Millie thought she’d drop by.
MORRIE
Who?
MARIE
Millie.
MORRIE
Millie who?
MARIE

You know Millie who. Millie who I walk to the store with. Millie you know her your
whole life. So to speak.

MORRIE
She’s dropping by?
MARIE
What did I say?
MORRIE
(Objecting)
I gota TV on here.
MARIE

(As MILLIE enters from hall)
So leave it on.
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MORRIE
So let her drop.

MILLIE
(Unaware of MORRIE's presence)
Who you talking to in here?

MARIE
Nobody. The TV.

MILLIE
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Marie. You should know. Talking to a TV. Not so healthy. (Noticing what’s on TV)

Look at this. You got these soap operas on again.

MARIE
I don’t watch.

MILLIE

You don’t watch. You always say you don’t watch but these soap operas, they’re always

on. You should have more company.

MARIE
I got company.

MILLIE
Where? What company?

MARIE
You’re here.

MILLIE

I’m company but I’'m not company, if you know what I mean. (MARIE takes several
large bags of M&M'’s from grocery bag;, MILLIE picks one up) Look at this. Two
pounds M&M’s at a time you buy. Again. You don’t put on a pound. It kills me.

MARIE
So you’re dropping by?

MILLIE
Sure.

MARIE
You want coffee?

MILLIE

You got real? I only drink real.
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MARIE
I got decaf. It’s not so bad.

MILLIE
Like dishwater’s not so bad. (Picking up framed picture lying on table) Look at this — the
man himself. Look at your Morrie in this picture.

MARIE
I was cleaning out a drawer.

MILLIE
I notice you don’t keep a picture of him out.

MARIE
Who needs a picture?

MILLIE

Very handsome. He still had all his hair.

MARIE
A full head of hair runs in Morrie’s family. He was buried in it.

MILLIE
I like a man with a lot of hair. Though bald’s not so bad. Maybe with bald it’s better.
With bald you’re not so distracted. With bald you see the whole man. (Sets down
picture) My Burt, he had a combover.

MARIE
Sit.
MARIE and MILLIE sit at the
table with coffee.
MILLIE
(Carefully nonchalant)
So how long has it been?
MARIE
What?
MILLIE
Since Morrie. Four years?
MARIE

Four years. And some change.
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MILLIE
A long time.

MARIE
You don’t know.

MILLIE
Long enough.

MARIE
What do you mean?

MILLIE
You know.

MARIE
I don’t know.

MILLIE
You know!

MARIE
I don’t know!

MILLIE

(All nonchalance disappears)
That meat man Mel! He can’t take his eyes off you!

MARIE
(Dismissing it)
Oh!

MILLIE
He sees you come down that aisle, his face turns all pink like a pork roast.

MARIE
Oh!

MILLIE
(Laden with meaning; this is not about bacon)
He wraps your bacon, comes around the counter, hands it to you.

MARIE
He’s doing his job.
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MILLIE
He winks.

MARIE
He’s friendly.

MILLIE
He’s interested! What are you waiting for?

MARIE
What do you mean?

MILLIE
How many widows a day come down that aisle, you think? On average.

MARIE
How should I know?

MILLIE

You better know. Cause I'll tell you how many. Plenty. And you don’t start winking
back, somebody else is gonna. Me? He’s not my type. Too stringy. I like the solid type,
a good wide bottom, built like a truck. (MARIE is becoming very emotional.)

What’s the matter? You look all nervous. (MARIE bursts into tears.) What did I say?

My God! What? He’s stringy? It’s my opinion. Don’t cry about it.

MARIE
I want to wink back!

MILLIE
So wink!

MARIE
[ can’t. Oh, Millie, I just can’t.

MILLIE

Why not? (MARIE holds up left hand, displaying her wedding ring.) Y our wedding ring?
Take it off!

MARIE
I can’t!

MILLIE
Sure you can.
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MILLIE takes MARIE’S
hand, starts to take off her
wedding ring.
MARIE
(Pulls her hand back)
I can’t, Millie. A married woman doesn’t wink.
MILLIE
How are you married?
MARIE
I’m still married.
MILLIE

Four years, Marie. Four years your Morrie is dead and buried.

MARIE
Dead, yes. Not so buried. (Sobs)

MILLIE
Morrie is buried, Marie. I was there.

MARIE

So was I. Butthen ... (Desperate to tell someone) Oh, I can tell you, Millie, can’t I? 1
know I can tell you!

MILLIE
Sure you can.
MARIE
(Tries to speak but can’t)
I can’t! You’ll think I'm crazy!
MILLIE

Maybe you don’t have to. Maybe I already know.

MARIE

(Hopeful)
You do?

MILLIE
Sure [ do. Aren’t I a widow just like you?
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MARIE
(Hardly daring to believe it)
Oh, Millie, are you?

MILLIE
Sure I am. My Burt, your Motrie, they were saints. (7his is what she understands)
We don’t want to let go.

MARIE
(Realizes they 're talking about two different things)
But I do.
MILLIE
We can’t live in the past, Marie.
MARIE
[ don’t want to.
MILLIE

Sure you do. With Morrie, you were blessed. You were fortunate and lucky and blessed!

MARIE
I still am.

MILLIE
That’s right! Sure you are. We both are. With memories, Marie. Beautiful memories!

MARIE
I got more.

MILLIE
Sure you do. Photographs— (Picks up MORRIE'S picture) Beautiful photographs! The
moments of our lives, Marie! In a nice frame.

MARIE
I got more.

MILLIE
You got more. What more?

MARIE
I got him.

MILLIE

Him who?
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MARIE
I got Morrie. He came back. (Didn’t mean to say it; thrilled she said it) There! 1 said it!
He came back! I never thought I’d be able to say it out loud!

MORRIE
(Alarmed)
What are you saying over there?
MARIE
Oh, Millie, he came back!
MILLIE
From where?
MARIE
The dead!
MORRIE
(Coming to table)
What are you saying? Who are you telling this to?
MARIE
Millie!
MORRIE

I know who! Isee her! Why are you telling her?

MARIE
So she’ll know! (Can’t contain herself) Oh, Millie, it’s such a relief to finally talk about
it. He’s here — watching soap operas and eating M&M’s! All day and all night! It’s him
doing that! I would never eat two pounds of M&M'’s, would I? Don’t you know me
better than that? Don’t you?

MILLIE
(Humoring her)
Sure. Sure I do.
MARIE
(Relieved)
You do. Oh, I feel so much better. So relieved. I've been holding that in for four years.
MILLIE
Four years.
MARIE

Four years! He was here when I came back from the funeral.
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MILLIE
(Gets up, trying to get a handle on this)
Wait, wait, wait. Slow down, huh? Things are moving way too fast here. (Takes a step
or two to table as though coming in from hall door) You came in from the store. (Mimes
setting “bag” on table) You set your bag on the table. (Solicitously) Did you fall? Did
you hit your head?

MARIE
No. I told Morrie you were dropping by. He pouted a little.

MORRIE
(Pouting)
That wasn’t pouting.
MARIE
It was pouting.
MILLIE

(Leaning in closer to MARIE)
How’s your vision? How many of me do you see?

MARIE
One.

MILLIE
Thank God.

MARIE

(Pointing first to MILLIE and then to MORRIE)
One of you and one of him.

MORRIE
Stop telling her!
MARIE
['told her! Itold you I’'m telling her!
MILLIE
Do you know my name, Marie?
MARIE
You’re Millie.
MILLIE

Do you know your name, Marie?
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MARIE
(Now she sees)

I’m Marie. You think I’'m crazy.

MILLIE
No.

MARIE
Yes.

MILLIE
No!

MARIE
Yes!

MILLIE

A little maybe! You’re talking to the air here, Marie!

MARIE
(Goes to MORRIE)
Morrie, you gotta let her see you.
MORRIE
No!
MARIE
She thinks I’m crazy!
MORRIE
Good! You were crazy to tell her!
MARIE

(Pointing at MILLIE)
Look at her! She’s my friend! We walk to the store!

MORRIE
Where that meat man is! You think I don’t listen! I listen! I don’t want to listen but
there’s all this talking over my TV!

MARIE
Never mind that meat man! My friend Millie thinks I’m crazy. You do this for me.

MORRIE
No!
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MARIE
Yes!

MORRIE
It isn’t right! Nobody but you, my wife, has seen me since my untimely and unfortunate
demise.

MARIE
A thrill I could stand to share a little.
MORRIE
Now with the insults.
MARIE
It wasn’t an insult.
MORRIE
I’m insulted.
MARIE
Now with the pouting.
MORRIE
(Pouting)
I’m not pouting.
MARIE

Morrie, my friend Millie is sitting there thinking I’'m crazy. What are you gonna do
about it?

MORRIE
I’m not dressed for company.
MARIE
It’s not company! It’s Millie!
MORRIE
All right!
MARIE
All right what?
MORRIE

All right, already! I’'m changing! (Goes to bedroom)



Our Man Morrie by Colleen Neuman Page |16

MARIE
So change! Don'’t take all day! (To MILLIE) He’s changing.
MILLIE
(Can’t even imagine)
Into what?
MARIE

Something nice. I kept all his clothes. For what I don’t know. For that old shirt from
Hawaii he’s had on eight months. You should sit down. (MILLIE is already sitting
down) Oh. I meant me. (Sits)

MILLIE
So. Morrie’s back.

MARIE
He’s in the bedroom.

MILLIE

So you got a dead Morrie in the bedroom.

MARIE
That’s where he is.

MILLIE
Dead like a corpse?

MARIE

Millie, I’'m shocked. What kind of sick person has a corpse in a bedroom? Dead like a
ghost. I got a ghost, Millie. A ghost is clean, sanitary. A corpse? That would be
disgusting.

MILLIE
Ah ha.

MARIE
I thought it was nice at first. Well, not at first. At first I thought I was crazy, like you do
now. But then I thought it was nice. I wouldn’t be alone. I was used to having him
around. He could do a few chores. I like to cook. You know me. I like to put a meal on
the table. But him? M&M'’s in front of the TV. That’s not living. (Calling to bedroom)
What are you doing in there?

MORRIE
I’m changing!
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MARIE
(To MILLIE)

He’s changing. Oh, Millie! It’s like I can breathe again! I could sing, I could fly, I could

dance . . .

MORRIE
(Shyly)

As MORRIE steps from the
bedroom, MILLIE goes pale.
MORRIE is wearing shiny
black running pants over the
shorts, a loud sports jacket
over the Hawaiian shirt and
slippers over his socks. His
hair is wet, badly slicked
down.

Hello, Millie. (MILLIE jumps up, knocks over chair, backs away.) It’s just me. I’'m just a

ghost. Don’t make such a big deal.

MILLIE
Morrie? Is that you?

MORRIE
(A step or two further into room)

It’s me. As advertised.

MILLIE
Hello, Morrie. It’s me — Millie.

MORRIE
I don’t know that? I see you every day almost.

MILLIE
You do?

MORRIE
Sure I do. After the shopping. You drop by.

MILLIE
You were here?

MORRIE
Sure.
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MILLIE
Every time?

MORRIE
Sure.

MILLIE
I didn’t know.

MORRIE
She didn’t tell you.

MARIE

Now I told her.

MILLIE
Now I know. So. How you been?

MORRIE
Not so bad. Considering. And you?

MILLIE

[ can’t complain. Ican’t get over it! The last time I saw you, you were dead.

MORRIE
I’'m still dead. I’m a ghost. Boo! Heh, heh.

MARIE
Not so funny.
MORRIE
(To MARIE)
So there. She saw me. (Going back to TV)
MARIE
(Stopping him)
Not so fast.
MORRIE
I got a show here.
MARIE

I got something to say. M&M’s in front of the TV. That’s not living.

MORRIE
And I am? (Going to TV)
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MARIE
(Stopping him)
I’m not talking about you. I’m talking about me. Morrie, [ want to be a widow.
MORRIE
I’'m shocked.
MARIE
Don’t be. How long are we married?
MORRIE
At the time of my death? 37 years. And some change.
MARIE
And what did we say that day?
MORRIE

(Sees where this is heading)
I can remember back 37 years? (Trying to escape)

MARIE

(Stopping him)
We said “Til death do us part.” So far we got death but no parting. Time for parting.

MORRIE
I’'m hurt. I’'m hurt and I’'m shocked! I came back from the grave!

MARIE
Four years I’m hearing this.
MORRIE
Back from the grave!
MARIE

Back from a hole in the ground! Come back from Hawaii, I’ll be impressed.

MORRIE
For you!
MARIE
For TV! For M&M’s!
MORRIE

I’m on vacation!
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MARIE
You’re dead!

MORRIE
I’m dead on vacation! All my life I worked!

MILLIE
(Joining them)

Wait, wait, wait a minute here! I just thought! Burt! Burt could come back?
MORRIE

He did.
MILLIE

No, he didn’t.
MORRIE

Sure he did. I saw him.
MILLIE

You saw my Burt? When? Where did you see him?

MORRIE
He dropped by.

MILLIE
Here?

MORRIE
Sure.

MILLIE
When, Morrie, when?

MORRIE
Sometime ago.

MILLIE
When?!

MORRIE

I don’t remember. We watched “The Price is Right.”

MARIE
You never said.
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MILLIE
Then what?
MORRIE
Then nothing. He left.
MILLIE
So where is he?
MORRIE
He thought maybe Las Vegas.
MILLIE
Las Vegas?
MARIE
(To quiet him)
Morrie.
MILLIE
Las Vegas?
MARIE
(To MORRIE)
You shouldn’t have said.
MILLIE

Forty-one years. After forty-one years, he couldn’t drop by?

MARIE
Count your blessings.
MILLIE
I’'m two floors down.
MARIE
Look what you did.
MORRIE
Me? I did nothing.
MARIE

You shouldn’t have said about Burt.
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She asked.

Oh, that Burt I could kill him!

Now you have her killing Burt.

He’s plenty dead already.

Not dead enough!

(Bringing her coffee)
Millie, try your coffee.

To tell the truth, I could use an M&M.

MORRIE

MILLIE

MARIE

MORRIE

MILLIE

MARIE

MILLIE

MARIE

(Offering her one, then another of the candy dishes)

Sure. Here. Take all you want. We got peanut, we got plain.

I wouldn’t mind a peanut.

(To MORRIE)
Look at her. She’s all upset.

She asked me! (Going to TV)

(Stopping him)
Not so fast.

MILLIE

MARIE

MORRIE

MARIE
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MILLIE takes one of
the candy dishes, sits,
eating M&M'’s and
watching TV.
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MORRIE
Again with the not so fast.
MARIE
We’re talking here.
MORRIE
Again with the talking.
MARIE
You gotta go back.
MORRIE
Go back?
MARIE
You heard me.
MORRIE
Go back where?
MARIE
You know where.
MORRIE
Go back to what? A grave?
MARIE

I want to go out. See a movie. Bowl a little.

MORRIE
So bowl.

MARIE
A woman doesn’t bowl alone. A woman bowls with her husband.

MORRIE
With this back of mine? There’ll be no bowling. Bowl without me.

MARIE
I’'m not without you! I'm with you! You’re still here! With you here, I’'m still married!

MORRIE
So you’d send me back to a grave so you can bowl?



Our Man Morrie by Colleen Neuman Page |24

MARIE
Okay. Maybe not. But somewhere. Las Vegas maybe. You could look up Burt.

MILLIE
Give him a good hard slap for me. (Gesturing toward TV) Look at all the hair on these
people.

MORRIE
(Joining her)
That’s Jessie. (4 closer look) Or maybe Apricot.
MILLIE
Apricot? That’s a woman’s name?
MORRIE

Sure. They run out of decent names, like your Barbaras and your Janets, and then they
start with the Jasmines and Tiffanys and fruits.

MILLIE
You know all their names?

MORRIE
I know names but not always which one is which one. They all look alike. It used to be
the tramps wore less clothes but now they all do that. It makes a nice incentive. To
watch.

MILLIE
She looks nice.

MORRIE
She’s a tramp. They’re all tramps now.

MARIE

We’re talking here.

MORRIE
When the bandages are off.

MILLIE
What bandages?

MORRIE

Apricot went blind when her parachute didn’t open.

MILLIE
She parachutes?
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MORRIE
Sure. They all do.
MILLIE
But they could operate?
MORRIE
Sure.
MILLIE
Thank God. She’s a young woman.
MORRIE
They’re all young.
MILLIE
You’re like a big expert on all this.
MARIE
We’re talking here!
MORRIE
The bandages, they’re practically off!
MARIE
They’re selling pudding!
MORRIE
What pudding?
MARIE

(Pointing at TV screen)
There! That’s pudding! It’s a commercial! For pudding!

MILLIE
It looks just like the show.
MORRIE
Except for all this pudding.
MARIE
So we can talk over the pudding?
MORRIE

(Getting up, going to MARIE)
Talk. You always want to talk. Maybe I got something to say.
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MARIE
Go ahead.
MORRIE
Maybe it’s my turn to say something!
MARIE

Did I say go ahead? (MORRIE is taking off his jacket, slippers and running pants) What
are you doing?

MORRIE
Taking off my pants.
MARIE
We’re talking!
MORRIE
I like to be comfortable.
MARIE
We got company!
MORRIE

It’s only Millie. (Reminding her) I came back and you were glad to see me.

MARIE
I fainted!

MORRIE
You woke up! And then you didn’t mind.

MARIE
Sure I didn’t mind. I thought it would be like before. Ithought we’d have a nice dinner,
play some cards. Go on a nice trip once in a while. See what Florida looks like.

MORRIE
Florida? With all that weather they got down there? I like it here. Ilike my TV. Ilike
my M&M’s.

MARIE
That’s not living.

MORRIE
So shoot me. (Noticing TV) Look at this what I’'m missing! The bandages, they’re off!
(To MILLIE) So is she seeing?
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MILLIE
She’s seeing. She’s blurry but she’s seeing. And this doctor here, this one with the hair,
is all nervous.

MORRIE
He should be. He was up to no good with that parachute.

MILLIE
There was tampering?

MORRIE
There’s some question of tampering, yes.

MILLIE
My God. Does Apricot know?

MORRIE
She has a feeling.

MILLIE

My God! (MORRIE leans forward to adjust TV. MILLIE gets a good look at his
bottom.) Marie.

MARIE
What?

MILLIE
A word. (Takes MARIE left) | had a thought. I tell you what. I’ll do you a favor. I’ll
take him off your hands.

MARIE
Him who?

MILLIE
Morrie.

MARIE
You’ll take Morrie?

MILLIE
Sure. What else do I have to do?

MARIE

Why?
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MILLIE
Why not? I’'m your friend. I’ll do you a favor.

MARIE
Is this cause you’re mad at Burt?

MILLIE
No. Maybe a little. Mostly, I could use the company. What do you think?

MARIE
I think you’re crazy.

MILLIE
We’re both crazy. We both see a ghost sitting over there in his shorts. Besides, nobody’s
winking at me in the meat aisle and Burt, that bum, is in Las Vegas.

MARIE
So this is revenge on Burt?

MILLIE
Maybe. A little. To tell the truth, Burt was always a little jealous of Morrie. Morrie’s
got that nice wide bottom.

MARIE
Y ou noticed?

MILLIE
Once or twice. I shouldn’t have? I only looked. It’s no sin to look.

MARIE
Y ou mentioned it to Burt?

MILLIE
Once or twice. In forty-one years, what don’t you mention? If it got his goat a little, I
didn’t mind. So what do you think?

MARIE
I don’t know! Idon’t know what to think!

MILLIE
Take a minute. Think it over. And while you’re thinking, Marie, let me ask you a
question. Ifit’s too personal, I’d understand.

MARIE
So ask.
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MILLIE
Is there romance?

MARIE

(Very clear)

There’s TV. There’s M&M’s.

MILLIE
But he’s company.

MARIE
He’s company. (All business) Okay.

MILLIE
Okay what?

MARIE

Okay I’'m done thinking. You’ll take him?

MILLIE
Sure.

MARIE
How long?

MILLIE

A week. A month. Who knows? We’ll see how things go.

MARIE
Oh, what am I thinking? He won’t go. He won’t go anywhere. He hasn’t been out of the
house since his funeral.

MILLIE
I’'ll have a word. (Joins MORRIE; watching TV) What’s all this?

MORRIE
The bandages are back on Apricot’s eyes.

MILLIE
But she was seeing. She was blurry but she was seeing.

MORRIE
It’s that doctor’s idea. Now he’s up to no good with the bandages.

MILLIE
Apricot better keep her eye on that one.
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MORRIE
Not so easy with all these bandages.

MILLIE
I was thinking, Morrie. This is a nice TV. Small but nice.

MORRIE
Thank you, Millie. Very nice of you to say. Ilike my TV.

MILLIE
Over at my place I got a big TV.

MORRIE
Big?

MILLIE
Big.

MORRIE
How big?

MILLIE

Big. That Burt, he should rot in Las Vegas, he liked things big. And a recliner.
Leatherette. Like new. Burt sat in it once, maybe twice. Did I say the big TV has a
remote?

MORRIE
They all do.

MILLIE
Did I say this remote lights up in the dark?

MORRIE
You didn’t say.

MILLIE
Sure. And the recliner has a pocket built right in. For the remote. Very comfortable
viewing.

MORRIE
That Burt. He knew how to live.

MILLIE
You should drop by.
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MORRIE

What?
MARIE
(Joining them)

Millie wants you to drop by.

MORRIE
I heard her.

MILLIE

A man enjoys a recliner. A man likes to put his feet up.

MARIE
A big TV is easy on the eyes. Somebody did a study.

MORRIE
So now I got eye problems?

MARIE
What eye problems? Somebody did a study.

MORRIE
My eyes work like clockwork! Apricot’s eyes should work so good! You think I don’t
listen! Ilisten! I heard you two over there! You want me to go!

MARIE
I want you to go.
MORRIE
You want me to go!
MARIE
I want you to go.
MORRIE
(Realizing)
You want me to go?
MARIE
You heard me.
MORRIE

I heard you. I couldn’t believe what I heard! So you want me to go.
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MARIE
To Millie’s.
MORRIE
(Sincere)
So now you’re unhappy?
MARIE
Did I say I’'m unhappy?
MORRIE
I don’t want you to be unhappy.
MARIE
I’m not. Iwasn’t. It’s time.
MORRIE
37 years.
MARIE
37 years.
MORRIE
And some change.
MARIE
And some change.
MORRIE
(Thinks she’s starting to soften)
Which I treasure.
MARIE

Which I also treasure. (Very clear) Which are now over.

MORRIE
All right, already, ’'m going. You want me to go, I’ll go.

MARIE
Don’t pout.

MORRIE
(Pouting)
This isn’t pouting. What if I don’t like it?
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MARIE
We’ll cross that bridge.

MARIE turns off TV. MARIE
and MILLIE gather up items
he will take along, drape his
Jjacket around his shoulders.
put his slippers in his jacket
pockets and his pants over
his arm while MORRIE
wanders around the room
picking up candy dishes and
stacking them up. He puts a
TV Guide on top of the stack.

MILLIE
I just thought. My friend Dottie. We play bridge every Tuesday. You know Dottie.

MARIE
Sure I do.

MILLIE
Her Leonard’s been gone some years now.

MARIE
And some change.

MILLIE
Morrie, you could drop by Dottie. She could use the company.

MARIE
And there’s Rose.

MILLIE
Rose who?

MARIE

You know Rose who. Rose from down the block. Her Archie is gone what?

MILLIE
Nine years. Maybe ten.

MARIE
Rose also could use the company.
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MILLIE
(To MORRIE)
After Dottie, you could drop by Rose.
MORRIE
I feel like a fruitcake.
MILLIE

It’s funny you should say. Rose makes a nice fruitcake. Lots of cake, not so much fruit.

MARIE
Does Rose still have that sister?

MILLIE
Sure she does.

MARIE
Rose used to have that sister.

MILLIE
She still does. Trudy.

MARIE

Trudy’s a widow how long now? Fifteen years?

MILLIE
Twenty at least.

MARIE
After twenty years, she could use some dropping by.

MORRIE
All these Dotties and Roses and Trudys — they got TVs?

MILLIE
Sure they do.
MARIE
There’s Mrs. Fishman.
MILLIE
At the drycleaners.
MORRIE

Now I’m being sent to the cleaners.
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MILLIE
There’s Mrs. Jakobi.
MARIE
At the blood bank.
MORRIE
Sure. Get me some blood. I’'m all out.
MARIE

(MILLIE looks a little wary)
It’s a joke. He’s joking. (To MORRIE) Stop joking. You're scaring Millie.

MORRIE
Heh, heh.

MARIE
Behave yourself. It’s gonna be nice for you. You’ll get out.

MARIE steers MORRIE
towards the door.

MORRIE
Sure. Why not? Here I go — the Morrie of the Month Club. What’s the weather like?

MILLIE
There’s no weather. I’m two floors down.

MORRIE
(Stops at door, to MARIE)
You going to go see that meat man?

This is Not the End of the Play
Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes




