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DOUBLE ESPRESSO


(Scene:  Coffee house w/tables.  At one table, two married couples are seated.  Upstage, a few steps or a stairway leading to a door or perhaps a picture of a door.    



Somewhere upstage, a  man is dangling above the floor in a snare net...He is Lucky Pierre, the singer who provides the entertainment. A single sign-post onstage, contains white directional signs that read: "LITHUANIA".  Another sign on the post points to: "NIAGRA FALLS".  Another one reads "ENDYMION PARADE ROUTE".  

Two other signs on the post read "JAPAN", and "RIFLE RANGE". 



Elsewhere on the stage is a man wearing a sandwich board.  

The sandwich board reads: "BUY YOUR SHADES From The Great Metaphysician".  



His eyes have been gouged out. He wears sunglasses, and wanders on & off stage at times, bumping into walls and stumbling into things.  The waiter and his girlfriend are busy in the background as the curtain opens. )
CAST

Husbands & Wives #'s 1 & 2 

Japanese Husband #2

The Waiter

Waiter's girlfriend 

The Great Metaphysician    

Lucky Pierre

The Man Upstairs
Fantomas

L'Inspecteur Juve of the Paris Surete
(Music plays -- ends.)






W1 





(Lightly Startled)

 I just had a thought...






H1


Now that's unusual...  






W2


Should I call the waiter, dearie?






W1


No...I'm all right...It's just that...


I thought about a dragonfly...


Isn't that odd?


A dragonfly settled on a leaf, and I thought about it...






W2


It wasn't there all along, dearie? 






W1


The dragonfly?  






W2


The thought dearie...It's the thought that counts...






W1


Well, I don't know....






W2


Go on then, tell us what happened, dearie...


We're all just dying from the suspense, don'tcha know...






H1 (Yawns)






W1


Well, there was this little dragonfly and he (I'm guessing it was a "he")


just descended through the air...And settled on a leaf...


And you know how you sometimes wonder? 


Well, I thought to myself,  


"I think I know what a leaf means to a dragonfly,   


But what does a dragonfly mean to a leaf?"  






W2


Are you sure you don't want me to call the waiter, dearie?  






H1 


I don't know what to make of that!  


What kind of leaf anyway? 


I mean, Hell you got all kinds of different leaves...


You got palm leaves...ivy leaves...oak leaves...


Did you even stop to notice?






W2


My father had two oak leaves, dearie...


He was a in the Air Force and he always wore 2 silver 


oak leaves on his collar.  


He was a Lieutenant Colonel, don'tcha know....


Such a fine man! 






H2


And her mother was a sergeant major!






W2


Don't you talk about my mother!  






W1


Well, I don't know what kind of leaf it was. 


Why does have to be any kind?  


It was just a thought -- that's all...






W2


And it's the thought that counts, dearie. 






H1


Well, it may come as news to you, honey


But sometimes, facts are important. 


They're what this world is made of....cold hard facts! 


And when you add all those facts  up....


You know what it comes to?





W1





(Softly...as if to herself)



A dragonfly settled on a leaf. 



And I thought about it....





H1



(Resigned...Says nothing)




W2


I read somewhere dearie, that there are dragonflies who live only 24 hours.


They have just one little day 


To enjoy their little lives...

And find their little mates, 


And make little baby dragonflies ,


And then die their agonizing little deaths...


All in one little day.  






W1


That's so sad...


But it makes you think, don't it? 






W2 (sadly)

Yes, dearie....


It makes you wonder where it all will end...






W1


Well, why don't we talk about something else then....


Something happy...


You know, I heard they had music here...Where's the waiter?  


Oh waiter...Could you come over here for a minute.    






Waiter




(Gracious and civil, but with a sinister undercurrent.)
    


And how are we this evening...






W1


Oh...just fine as can be...










Waiter


Well, I'll be your waiter tonight, and I'm so pleased...


and grateful...I might add...to have this opportunity to serve  you...


I believe the greatest happiness of all 


comes from serving others...


Don't you agree?

{Pregnant Pause}





H1/H2/W1/W2




(Think about it a moment...Look at each other...then cheerfully agree...)





Waiter


I'm so glad you feel that way...


This coffee house would be a much better place 


if more people felt the way you nice people do...






W1





(To the others)

They take such good care of you here...






Waiter 


So then...what will we have this evening?  






W1

  
Well, you could show us a menu...and I wonder if we could have 



a little music while we're making up our minds?  






H1 


Some coffee too....






Waiter


My pleasure...




(Snaps fingers for help...then brings customers a carafe of coffee)



  










Waiter's Girlfriend (WGF)


(Enters.....Gorgeous...sexy....Tight red dress...Struggles with large chart board menu.  


It says only:)





MENU

"Guatemalan - Medium Roast".






Waiter 





(Walks over to Lucky Pierre and begins to 





free him from snare net, so that he might sing a song for the customers...)


So Pete....What's new?  






Lucky Pierre



Oh...I'm hangin' in. 

-------------------------------------------------------






Waiter



How're the wife and kids?  






Lucky Pierre



Oh...the wife died.  Didn't I tell you?  






Waiter



I'm sorry to hear that, Pete.



How're the kids taking that?  






Lucky Pierre



Not very well, they're all dead too...every last one of them.  






Waiter



Oh, my God....you poor man, what happened?






Lucky Pierre



Oh, it's not so bad, really.  



You see, they never existed in the first place.  



None of 'em.  



It was all just a big lie I made up to impress you. 



I thought y'all would be more impressed with me,



if you thought I was a "family man".  






Waiter 





(Slaps him on the back)



Aw Pete, you don't need to impress us....



Well, time to go to work, now.  


------------------------------------------------------









Lucky Pierre 





(Sings a "Table for Two" )





H1/W1/H2/W2  





 (Rise and applaud...overlapping kudos...)

Bravo!  



Magnificent!  




What a voice!





Oh!  Such talent! 






And the Song!  Only a genius could've written it!






H2


Let's beat the crap out of him!






H1/H2/W2




(Three of the customers stop  applauding and begin 





gleefully attacking Lucky Pierre.   





One of the husbands slugs him  in the abdomen, causing him 





to bend over.  The other husband slams him on the back. 





Once Lucky Pierre is lying prone, husbands and wife #2 gleefully begin kicking 



him in `the sides and stomping him...)






H1 (to W1)





Come on honey....






W1 (Shyly)




Do you think I should?






H1  




Sure....(points to stomach...)



Kick him....  Go on....






W1




(Half-heartedly kicks him...)


(After they are finished, they casually return to their table, 



leaving Lucky Pierre lying injured on the floor...)





H1






(aside to H2)



She used to be a fun date...






H2




Before you got married?






H1




(Gestures in sad agreement)





Waiter 





(Re-enters, stands over Lucky Pierre)


Well now...How are we all doing?  






All


(Out of breath...just seated at their table....)





H2



Oh that was great...






H1



Yes...that was just a kick! (Gets up and kicks him again...)





Waiter


Would you like me to pour gasoline on him and set him on fire for you?   


Or are we all done with him for now?






H1





(Looks at others...They cheerfully confer  w/ each other...





and decide they don't want to set him on fire...





 as nonchalantly as if they were deciding to pass on a flaming dessert...)


No...I think we're O.K. for right now...






Waiter

Would you like us to attend to his wounds then?  

Or should we just leave him for now?






H2


No...Please....We're finished.  






Waiter 



Certainly.  


Are we ready to order then? 






H1 


(Again looks to others...They're not quite ready. They haven't even looked at the menu)

Let's see...we've got coffee...


I think we probably need a little more time to look 


over the menu....






Waiter 



Of course.  


(Bows & snaps fingers for WGF).  






WGF 






(Enters)






Waiter and WGF 


(Exit, dragging Lucky Pierre into kitchen)





W1 




Well...Speaking for myself, 




it has always been my preferred system of belief, 




That some people...are actually quite nice.  




While some other people...




whom I won't bother to mention...




are not very nice at all...





H1





(To H2)  




It has always been my opinion, 

`


that the fact of a urinal, 




Is far more important, than the idea of a waterfall.  



And I believe this, 




despite the fact that A urinal began as an idea....




While a waterfall has rarely existed as 




anything other than a fact. 





H1 (Continuing)



That is, until they started designing those miniature golf courses...



Do you putt putt?





H2



Now that you mention it....Last time we played a round 



was when we were on 



our honeymoon...at Niagra Falls!  





H1



Do they have a course there?  





H2



Yup....Urinals too.    Plenty of 'em in the men's room up there.   



But you gotta be careful in the Men's Room at Niagra Falls.  



Last time we was up there, there was this sad old pervert 



prowling around, tryin' to get a glimpse of me  



Unzipping my pants. 



Hell, he could've been outside gazing at one of nature's wonders, 



But instead he's in the Men's Room, peeking over urinals.





H1



Well, if he'd seen me unzip my pants, 



He would have seen one of nature's wonders, wouldn't he Honey?  






W1




(Continues....ignores last remark)




Well, it's just the way I was brought up...




My mother and father were very nice people...






H1




I'm sorry....What were you saying honey?  




He and I were having a mano-a-mano, over here...




and I missed out on what you ladies were chatting about....






W1 




(Lovingly reprimanding him)

Dear...you always come in at the tail-end of a conversation and expect


me to repeat everything...






W2


...and it's never quite as fresh as when you first say it...Is it, dearie?






W1


No...you're so right.  


It's just so hard to get something right the second time...






W2


(leans over to H1)...You have such an interesting wife...







H2 





(Leans back....closes his eyes)






W1


It's just how I was brought up...


My mother and father were very interesting people...






W2


But now that you mention it, dearie...


a great philosopher, Immanuel Kant, 


said exactly what you just said...






W1


He did?  Well I'll bet he didn't have to say it more than once, did he? 






W2





(laughing)

I doubt if his wife would let him... 






W1


Was he married?  






W2


You know...I don't really know. 



I know he had a valet who was quite religious. 


And he himself...was a hunchback dearie.  


But I don't recall if he ever married. 






W1


You really do know your philosophy, girl!  


Well tell me more about this mysterious Mr. Kant...  



(Leans over for girl talk)


Was he a good lover?


How well did you know him?






W2


Oh, I didn't know him...He's dead...


And you'd have to ask Mrs. Kant about whether he was a good lover. 






W1

Oh....I'm so sorry for Mrs. Kant.   


Being married to a hunchback and then dying...I mean....


That must've been very hard for her. 


Of course...if she was never alive, there's no need to feel sorry for her. 


We should reserve our pity for those who have lived. Don't you think? 

Still, it would be hard being married to a philosopher....


Even if she was non-existent...   






W2


Well, I suspect she would have outlived her husband, dearie. 


Assuming she lived at all....   


And isn't that just men for you? 


We have to take care of them while they're here. 

And then they die and leave us in the lurch....


...and there's no one to take care of us.  Is there? 






H2 (Has slumped over)






W2 (Looks...Shakes his shoulder...no response)...


Oh dear...I think my husband has just died.  


And he was such a fine man....






W1



Let me call the waiter for you....






W2



Thank you dearie, but I think I can manage....



Oh waiter.....My husband is dead.  



Can you please take him away. 






Waiter



Yes madame?  



(Views corpse) 



Ah...I see. 



(Reaches over) 



Here, let me take that for you...



Would you like us to put him in a box for you?



W2 


(As if she'd just stuffed herself at a fine French Resaurant)



Oh, heaven's no....






Waiter



Of course madame.  




(bows....Snaps fingers for WGF)




(Enter WGF)




(Waiter/WGF exit dragging corpse.)





H1



Well, I for one would just like to say, that he was such a fine man.   



I will certainly miss him.  



I don't know how we'll manage...   





W2



(Wiping eyes)



It was quite unexpected....  





W1



You were such a lovely couple....



I've don't think I've ever seen a lovelier couple....  





W2





(Misty tears)


Did I ever tell you where we met?  





W1



Why no....I don't think you did.  





W2



Well, we met right over there....


(Gestures to another part of coffee house). 





W1



Oh...that's just so lovely.  I just love it over there.  



We met over there....didn't we dear....



(Gestures to a different part of the coffee house)





H1



Yup....I'll never forget that day.  



You were wearing a lime-green pants-suit.  





W2




(joyfully astonished)


No!  You weren't!  



Why I saw you over there....I remember that pants-suit.  



It looked so fresh on you!  





W1



Thank you....I've had so many compliments about it.   



It still fits....Well, I have taken out the hips a bit....





The Great Metaphysician




(Enters...Speaks to W2)

Would you be interested in some sunglasses madame...


The light at times, can be rather harsh in this establishment...





W2 (Tries on a pair, looks around...)


Oh yes...I like that.  I think I'll take them.  




(Pays GMP)





(Looks around...Sighs)

I'm sure he's happy now, wherever he is.  





W1


I'm sorry...What did you say?  





W2


I was talking about my dear late husband.  I'm sure that his soul 


is at peace, and that he's happy now, wherever he is.... 





(Pause)







Do you believe in an afterlife, dearie?





W1


Sometimes I'm such a dunce...(Moves to pick up coffee carafe)

Would you like some more coffee?





W2 (Declines)





W1 (replaces carafe) 





H1


She's talking about human consciousness honey....Aren't you?





W2


Why...yes I suppose I am....  





W1


I'm afraid this is all over my head.  



(Pours herself some coffee)

Are you sure you wouldn't like some more? 





W2 (Declines)




H1 


But what do you think honey?  





W1


Oh...you were asking me, if I think that we will still be conscious, 


after we're dead.


Well, I wouldn't think so....  




(Pause)


And yet...(To herself)


A dragonfly settled on a life....and I thought about it.  


Still, it doesn't seem likely...  


I mean, after all, 


...when we're dead...we'll all just be lying there won't we?


It's not like we could just wake up....  




(To W2)  


Oh...I'm sorry, I wasn't referring to your late husband... 


He was such a fine man.  




W2


But he didn't mean being "awake", did you,  dearie?


He meant it...more like an awareness....




W1


Aware of what?





W2


Aware of who we are....That sort of thing, dearie....




W1


Well you're my husband... 


And you're the widow of your late husband...


...and our very dearest friend.




H1 


But there's more to it than that, honey....


It's beyond all that...beyond everything. 


Not just remembering your name...or your husband's name,  


But who you were before you had that name.....




W1 


You mean before we were married?




W2 


Before you were born, dearie! 




W1


But I don't know who I was before I was born.




H1 


Yes you do honey...You've just forgotten.... 




W1


Oh...




H1.



And that's what we're talking about, honey....


That awareness you've forgotten about.  


Do you think that we'll carry that with us, when we die?




W1 



(Sips coffee)


Well, I don't see why not...


It isn't much of a bother now....




W2 (Breaks down crying)

He was such a fine man....




W1(leans over....embraces her)


I know...


So why don't we talk about something else....something happy.  






W2




(Thinks a bit)

Did I tell you I finally got to meet my Lithuanian grandmother?  






W1


Did you?  Oh...I know how much you were looking forward to that...






W2


Yes...She and Otto...


Otto's her young boyfriend, dearie...They just had the grandest time!






H1


Where were they from?    






W2


Lithuania, dearie.  






H1


Where's that?  






W2


It's over there.  (Gestures to another part of the coffee house).  






W1


I don't think we've ever been over there, have we honey?






H1


(Gestures no.)






W1


Well, I do wish I could have sat down and chatted with her. 


I'm sure she had some fascinating stories to tell about 
Lithuania...













W2


Oh...Grandma can't talk...Something happened in her youth and 


she is unable to say even one word...






W1 





I'm so sorry...What was it?    







W2


Well...it's hard to say exactly...


One day her tongue just dissolved in her mouth...


like a raspberry gumdrop...






W1 


I've heard about that happening...







W2


Yes.  It's very sad.  But she and young Otto seem to get along just fine....






W1


That's nice.  I've never considered age to be a barrier, 


where love is involved....


I'm much younger than my husband, you know....






H1




(annoyed by remark)






W2


Well, now that you mention your husband, I wonder what has 


become of mine....It isn't like him to keep me waiting like this.  




W1 (To H1)


Poor dear...She's in denial. 




W2


Where could he be?  


It's just not like him....He's usually so reliable. 




W1


(Leans forward pats her hand)




W2


Oh, look here he is now....


Japanese Husband #2 (JH2)



(Enters bows)




W2


Well I was wondering when you would finally show up,  dearie.  




Great Metaphysician

(Enters approaches audience. His Sandwich Board now reads:  

"OPTIONAL JAPANESE TRANSLATOR") 



H1


Excuse me...


He's not your husband.  


He's Japanese. 




W2


Oh...Silly. 


Of course he's Japanese.  


Ever since my first husband died, 


My second husband has been Japanese, haven't you dearie?  




JH2 (Speaks in Japanese)




GMP (Translates for audience)

Stupid American woman.  


I was Japanese long before that pig, 


who was your husband dropped dead. 




W1 (to W2)




Do you know what he said?  





W2



Well, I'm picking up a little here and there....


As near as I can tell, he said how honored he was to make your 
acquaintance. 


The Japanese are so polite, dearie... 




JH2 (Continues speaking in Japanese)



GMP (Translates for Audience)


Yes, it is a high honor to be in the company of swine.  


Do you think I would be here if my economy was not in recession? 


I am descended from a cultivated people, 


Warriors and poets, 


Gentle, fragrant women, 


Bamboo trees on snowy mountain slopes.  


And I live in a world, governed by swine.  


We write Haiku.  


We build Toyota. 


To what end?  


All for the enjoyment of American swine!   


Is there justice in the universe?  


Would I have married such a woman, if there were?


Her feet are too large.   


She is not gentle. 


She swings her butt in all directions


for the whole world to see.  


I am disgraced to live among such pigs.   



W1


What did he just say?  



W2


Well, he's saying that he very much 


looks forward to becoming a Naturalized American citizen.  




Waiter




(enters)


So then...How are we doing? 



Have we decided what we want?  



Or do we need a little more time?  




H1




(Looks at Menu)

We've already tried the coffee....What else do you have? 




Waiter


I'm afraid all we have is coffee....




H1


Well, I guess we'll have some more coffee then.  

But I wonder, instead of that medium roast, 


I'm in the mood for a dark roast blend.   



Which ones do you carry.  



Waiter



I'm sorry...There are no menu substitutions allowed...






H1



Well that doesn't make any sense...This is a coffee house isn't it?






Waiter



Yes of course...but I'm afraid we cannot allow menu substitutions...

\






H1


(To  others...They mumble among themselves...)



Well...I don't know about y'all...But I'm in the mood for a dark 



roast coffee...



I'm tempted to take my business elsewhere....



(Rises moves to exit...Others start to rise as well...) 




(Looks around for door)





Waiter



I'm sorry sir, I'm afraid that's impossible.  



You see...



There are no menu substitutions...



and there is no way out...

This is the only coffee house you shall ever have the pleasure of patronizing. 





(Pause to let it sink in...)



But that doesn't mean we don't value you as customers.  



And it doesn't mean we can't all be happy, either...does it?  




And that's what I'm here for...to make you happy...

And during our little chat earlier, 

we all agreed that the greatest happiness of all comes from serving others...



So I am going to give you nice people the opportunity to serve me... 




(Pulls up chair from nearby table)



Now let's see....(To H-1)



Why don't you get started by dusting off my loafers....



They get all scuffed up knocking around the kitchen all day....



(Slips off loafers....Kicks them over to H1)





(H1)



(Seething....Cannot believe the waiter's chutzpa)



(To W2)



You have such lovely nails.....Did you do them yourself?  





W2




(Flattered)



Why yes, dearie....





Waiter


Good....give me a manicure....





W2


But my nail kit......





Waiter


That's all right....Use your teeth....Get down on your knees and and use your 
teeth.

But be gentle....It would make me very angry if you missed one of my cuticles and accidentally bit my finger.





JH2




(Enjoys what he is seeing)





Waiter (To JH2)


And you....Go in the kitchen and make me some sushi. 





JH2




(Deeply offended....Moves threateningly toward Waiter....)





Waiter (To H1) 


Your wife has a nice ass....Would you mind if she did a strip tease for me?





H1


That' does it!  




WGF (Enters...with Uzi)


I'm so happy to meet all of you.....(Gestures to JH2 and H1 to back off)


Him...He never introduces me to anyone....Just keeps me slaving in that hot 
old kitchen all day.  


Oh, by-the-way, don't get to close to my boyfriend, or I'll have to shoot 
ya'...He ain't much, I'll grant ya'...But I love the big lunk anyway. 





(JH2)




(Hands up....moves toward kitchen)





Waiter




(To JH2....)


Tuna rolls!  With cucumber slices.  





WGF


Honey...I say, I don't know anybody...We don't have any kind of social life, 


But he's always so exhausted when he's done with work, he just rolls over 


and goes to sleep.....


I tell ya', sometimes I feel just like that gal with all the hair who stays 
locked up in that tower pining away all day...What's her name?  


Rip Van Winkle....


That's how I feel sometimes....Just like Rip Van Winkle.  






W2


(To waiter, as she prepares to nibble at the waiter's cuticles)


Does this mean the customer isn't "always right" anymore, dearie?






WGF


You know....I'd hate to shoot any of you by accident....But I'm kind of 
nervous right now.  So please don't make any false moves....


I mean...I haven't been getting much sleep lately.  


Plus the excitement of meeting new people and all.....I'm kind of on-edge.  


Don't get me wrong, I know how to handle a gun.  Those nice men at the 
rifle range have been so helpful to me....Any little thing I want, they just 
jump.  

Not like him!  God knows, I could be dyin' of thirst in the desert and he wouldn't even....Oh well never mind....






H1

(Begins Dusting loafers....Quickly accustoms himself to the new social order, 

begins immersing himself in his new job. )


Is there a rifle range around here?  






WGF


Oh yeah....It's over there. (Gestures to to a part of the coffee house)


Anyway, I keep having this dream....


It's not a weird dream or nothin'....No kinky sex or nothin' like that.  


It's just kind of a common dream....


I'm in a narrow room....

And the floor is carpeted with the feathery little heads of decapitated turtle doves, And all their little glassy black eyes are starin' up at me.....


And on the walls, there are these big roll in cabinets...two of 'em. 


And one of those cabinets is filled with letters of appreciation from 


Customers who have been to this coffee house in the past....


And in the other cabinet, are the dry yellow bones of all those satisfied 
customers.


And there's a man playin' at a steam calliope....


His hair is black and neat as a pin. And the vibration of the music is causing 
all those little bird heads to sort of roll and undulate on the floor....like 
waves in the ocean. 





W2




(Pauses from her manicure)


I've had that same dream dearie....I remember the song....





WGF


Yeah. It was kind of a happy song, and yet.....





W2


It was kinda sad too.....wasn't it?





Waiter



(Examines his nails....He's bored with this stupid story )


Are you going to tell this same stupid story again?





WGF


Hey you!  I'm holdin' the Uzi ya know.... 


Anyway, there are these crows....giant crows, bigger than men, 


and they're wearin' lab coats....And they are all standin' around 


some poor dead guy on a slab....





W2


I remember....He was an older man, wasn't he?


He'd fallen into some disrepute after a very promising start in life, 


hadn't he dearie?





WGF


Yeah....I always suspected there was a woman behind it....But I don't really 
know. But I think Pete knew that guy who was in our dream.....


Anyway, this poor guy was found dead, buried in the trash left behind by 
the Endymion parade, at Mardi Gras.....





H1



(Pauses from dusting off loafers)


Does Endymion go through here?  





WGF


Honey, there ain't nothing that doesn't go through this coffee house....


That table you're sittin' at, is right on the parade route...it is.  


But it was like he was being attended to...ya know?  


Attended to by those crows?  





W2


I never thought of it like that, dearie....


But I suppose he was. Wasn't he?  





WGF

 
Yeah....And what about his clothes?  Did you notice them?





W2


Well, now that you mention it, dearie...


They were really out of fashion...I did notice that. 





WGF


Then one of those crows cut an incision into his stomach, 


and pulled out the most beautiful bouquet of flowers I've ever seen....


And you know that funny kind of way crow's walk?  


They kind of strut, don't they?

Anyway, that big old crow strutted over to the man at the calliope and presented him with that lovely bouquet....





Waiter 




(Annoyed. Bored)


I've heard this stupid dream a hundred times....It's really tedious.  


This manicure is getting tedious too.  All of it....tedious, tiresome, and too, 
too.....




H1 



(Holds shoes up to show to waiter....)


Is this how you like 'em?  





W1




(Still doing strip tease) 





Waiter




(Bored and disgusted....Looks around him)


If this is how the ruling class lives, I'd rather wait tables....


Give me my shoes back.  





(To WGF)


Put down the gun honey.  It's time to go back to work.  





WGF




(Sets uzi down on table)





Waiter




(To W1, who is still doing her slow strip tease)


Excuse me madame....You can leave your clothes on.  


Please....Leave them on. 

                


W1


But I was just starting to get into this.....





H1



(Grabs Uzi - points it at waiter)


Hold it....Don't move! 




W1


Stop that honey....


It's not polite to threaten the waiter with a gun.





H1


Hell, he just threatened us with it!  





W2


Now he didn't dearie.  He was just playing, wasn't he?  





WGF


Oh him?  He don't take nothin' serious.  


I keep tellin' him....Honey, when ya gonna get serious about us?  


But he always just changes the subject and goes off to some other part 


of this stupid coffee house....I tell ya', it ain't easy being in love 


with a guy that's married to his job.  


I'm sick of this whole stupid coffee house, I am. 


We don't have any kind of social life.  


That's why it's been so refreshing to meet you nice people....


But I think he owes you an apology.....






W1 (To H1, taking Uzi from him.)

You see dear?  Now give me that.  






WGF





(To waiter)


Apologize to these nice people honey.





Waiter


You're right my dear.  


On behalf of the staff and the ownership of this coffee house, 


I am "profoundly sorry" for any misunderstanding that might have occurred 


when I instructed my girlfriend to shoot you.  


Let's just call it a failed experiment in coffee house reform.  


And to make it up to you, your next order will be ½ price.  


Anything on the menu.....




W1/H1/W2



(Confer among themselves and cheerfully accept waiter's apology)

  
  


W2


Dearie, do you think you could go fetch my husband for me.....


He just loves to cook....You might have to drag him out of that kitchen....





Waiter


Of course madame....(Exits with WGF)





WGF (Picks up Uzi. Exits with waiter)





W2


Well dearie, I'm glad that's all cleared up....





W1


Yes.....It was all just a little reform experiment. 





H1


That sort of thing can happen when you have a change in management styles.  





Waiter/WGF 




(Return....Ashen-faced....Gravely concerned about something)





Waiter (Whispers To WGF)




You tell her.......





WGF 


(No!  You're the man....You tell her.....)





Waiter 



Madame....It's about your husband.....




W2



Oh...that man!  What is he up to now?  





WGF (Sits near her....Places hand on her knee)





Waiter



I don't know quite how to say this madame, it's just that.....





W2



Oh no!  Something has happened to him.....





W1



What is it?  





Waiter 

It's just that, as we opened the door, 

your husband changed into a cucumber.





WGF



Right before our eyes....





Waiter



It was quite unexpected..... 









H1



Wait a minute....I don't believe that.....  





Waiter




(Nods gravely Holds out a large green cucumber.....)

There was nothing we could do, I'm afraid.... 





W1


The poor dear,  


She's been through so much. 


One husband dead, and now the other a vegetable.  





W2
  


(Upset...tears...reaches for cucumber)


Is this him?





Waiter


No madame.....I'm afraid your husband was rather smaller than this one.  





W2


But size isn't everything....(Takes cucumber...begins to fondly examine it.)





W1


Be brave dear....





WGF


You know....Why don't we hear some music.  


Pete wrote a song about that man who died buried in a pile of trash. 


Maybe that would  cheer us all up.   





Waiter




(Exits for Lucky Pierre)





Lucky Pierre/Waiter 




(Enter) 





Waiter




(Is whispering to L.P. as they enter)





Lucky Pierre




(To all)

By request, I will sing about a man,


who perished unceremoniously, 


on the trash pile of your dreams. 





Lucky Pierre




(Sings "Haunted" or "Such a Fine Man")





All 




(Sing back-up parts or lip-synch them)






W1/W2/WGF/H1




(All Applaud)





W2 (wiping tears)


Thank you so much....It was just lovely....





W1

It had such a cheerful beat....I just love happy songs... 

Songs that leave room for hope...I don't like sad songs at all.  





Lucky Pierre


But it wasn't a happy song, Madame.  It was about a man who 


died buried in a pile of trash....





H1


How dare you contradict my wife!  


You ungrateful......  Why I'll.....  



(Knocks Lucky Pierre down to the floor, begins kicking him.)





WGF and W2 

(Gleefully join in.....WGF kicking him and W2 sitting down on his chest and strangling him...)





W1




(Trying to Break it up)




There...there now.....He didn't mean anything by it.  


No harm done. Come on, break it up.....  



(Tries to Pull W2 off Lucky Pierre's Chest. 




She is still strangling him. )





Waiter

(Ends melee....Helps Pierre to his feet, and leads him limping and bleeding to kitchen)





W2




(Looks at watch)


Oh dear....Where does the time go.  And where is that husband of mine?  





W1 (To WGF)


The poor dear.....





WGF (Nods sympathetically)

She's been through so much....





W2


Oh here he is now.....





Fantomas 

(Enters.  Black tuxedo. Black half-mask and top hat.  Dagger?  

Cape is black on outside and red on inside.)







W2


I was wondering what had become of you dearie.  





H1


Excuse me, he's not your husband. 


He's Fantomas. 





W2


Of course he is dearie.  


Ever since my second husband became a vegetable, 


my third husband has been Fantomas. Haven't you dearie? 






Fantomas


I would slit your throats to put an end to your miserable chatter. 





(Bitterly)

But you are not worth the effort!  





H1/W1



(Frightened, alarmed, perhaps they touch their throats...)




W2


Oh, don't pay any attention to him dearies...


He's French....  


The French aren't nearly as polite as the Japanese.  






Fantomas






(Rises)

"Stretching his immense shadow over the world...


Who is this grey-eyed spectre, rising out of the silence....


Lurking over the rooftops of Paris...."





H1


Well, Mr. Fantomas, I just want to say, that I've always been a "fan"...


Get it?  





Fantomas 




(Grimaces...touches dagger)





H1


I really enjoyed that time when you released all those plague infested rats 


on that luxury cruise liner, and killed all those poor yuppies on their 
vacations. 





WGF (Enters)


Or how about that time he mugged the Queen of Holland, huh?  


Right in broad daylight!  


(In the disapproving tone women use when they talk of each other.)

But she had it coming.....She was so full of herself...she was.  





Waiter (Enters)


My personal favorite is when he cut off that fellow's hands, and made 


himself a nice pair of gloves to crack a safe with....


And then the police tried to arrest the corpse when they found his 
fingerprints on the safe!





W2


Yes...he's had his fun....


But now, he's ready to settle down 


and enjoy the quiet life with me, aren't you dearie?





Fantomas




(disgusted )  





Lucky Pierre 



(Enters from Kitchen with Uzi aims it at customers.)


Put 'em up!  Up!  





All 


(Except Fantomas...Rise and hold up their hands)





Fantomas



(Remains seated, still bored and disgusted.)




LP

This will be my last song of the evening....And then you kind people 


will provide the entertainment.  


You've been such a lovely audience.  I don't know how to thank you all 
enough. 


Keep your damned hands up! 


For this song, I shall not sing....


I shall conduct an orchestra.  


It shall be an orchestra of crickets, 


And doll-house mirrors....


Of junkyards and of clouds....


Of galaxies that explode inside the skulls of baby sparrows,


And of children's satin bed pillows, (Breaks down crying) 


...with little embroidered stars...





H1


Look damn it!   Shoot us if you have to. 


But will you please...dispense with the damned poetry!





LP


As you wish....Let the music play! 




(Instantly Music starts playing). 




(Song Ends)





LP


Now, ladies and gentlemen, 


For you, there will be no encore....



(Aims Uzi...prepares to mow them down.  Then turns it on himself. 



Fires one shot...falls dead at the feet of H1).  





All 
(Except a bored Fantomas...Rise and applaud - speaking in turn)


Bravo!  



Now that's entertainment! 





I knew he could sing!  But I never knew he could act too!  





GMP


(Grief-stricken enters...stumbles over to corpse...Kneels...touches his head


*Note: As he kneels, the sandwichboard spreads at his side, like 


The wings of a butterfly.)


Are you finally satisfied?  


Do you see the end result of your handiwork?  


It doesn't look very damned pretty, does it?





All (Except a bored Fantomas)



(Slightly ashamed)





GMP



(Pulls out sunglasses)

Then, try viewing it through these lenses.  


They give everything a soft, warm glow. 





W1/W2/WGF 



(try them on...Like them. Pay GMP)




W2



Why yes....That's much better, dearie. 




H1


(Looks down at corpse. Notices his trouser cuff is spattered with blood)

Damn!  Will you look at this?  


Look at this damned mess he made?  


There is blood on my trouser cuff...


How dare him!




W1



(Tries to give him a pair of shades)


Here darling....It will look much better if you put these on...




H1


No!  I'm in no mood for stupid sunglasses...


I've got a dead body underneath my table. 


The waiter has pulled a gun on me and forced me to shine his shoes,  


(To W2)


Your husband has threatened to slit my throat, 


And to make matters even worse, 


This coffee house doesn't even carry a dark roast blend on the menu!  


This is no way to run a coffee house! 


I'm going to give the owner a piece of my mind!  



(Starts up the stairs)



Waiter


Sir, there's no one home....I assure you.  




H1 


Then I'll just knock down the damned door!  



(Begins pounding on door)

Open up!  I want to talk to the owner!




Man Upstairs (MU) 


(enters...isn't a man, but a cranky old woman) 


All right....What is all the ruckus?  




H1


Are you the owner of this establishment?




MU



(Instantly dislikes H1 )


What if I am sonny?




H1


Well I want to complain about the service in this coffee house. 


Who's in charge down here anyway?  




MU


Oh, let me see....I have a book somewhere....




(Exits)




MU



(Returns with large book)


Let me see, I have Mr. "Hey Zeus" 


I think that's how you pronounce it....




H1


Hey Zeus?  




(Looks at book. Speaks to others)


Oh..."JESUS"!  




MU


Have you seen him yet?




H1


No...We haven't seen him yet.  




MU


Well then, how about Mr. Moses?  


Have you complained to him?  




H1


(To waiter)


Is your name Moses?  


Who's Moses?




Waiter 


(Doesn't know)



H1


Are you sure you have the right book?




MU


Ah....here we are....


Mr. Mohammed.  Have you talked to him yet?  


Perhaps he can help....




H1


Moses, Jesus, Mohammed?  


Couldn't you find any Americans to manage this place?




MU


I'm afraid there aren't any who would qualify for the job .  


Let's see....I have a few other names here...from India...


But they're all so hard to pronounce.  



(Notices Fantomas)




MU


Oh....There's a handsome specimen....


I just love black tuxedos




H1


Well, maybe you ought to take more of an interest in this place!  


Did you know this coffee house of yours, doesn't even serve a dark roast 
blend?




MU


Sonny....I just provide the beans.  


If you don't know how to roast them, that's your problem. 




Waiter (To himself)

At last I see the problem,   


The fault lies not with our staff, Brutus 


But with our Owner. 




MU



(Overhears that)

Sonny....You all are starting to irritate me.  


Do you know what I do to people who irritate me?




H1


What?  




MU


I turn them into trilobites.  




H1


Into what?




MU

...blind creatures with hard-shells, that feed on each other 


and spend their entire lives swimming in sludge.  





H1


"Sludge"?  


That reminds me of the coffee you serve down here!





MU


That does it sonny!  


(Lights out. Total darkness and silence....


Then Stage relit dimly...Only MU and Fantomas are present.)



That ought to keep them quiet for another 600 million years. 



(To Fantomas, A'la Mae West)


Now...as for you...you big, strong,  handsome man.... 


Come up here and see me, why dontcha...




Fantomas 


(Begins to ascend stairs)




MU



(Steps behind door)

I'd just love to have you sweep me across the dance floor, 


in those big strong arms of yours....


Do you like to waltz, Mr. ....


What did you say your name was?



Fantomas 


If you were who you presented yourself to be, you would already know who 
I am..  


Who are you?




MU/L'inspecteur Juve



(Man's voice)


Ha! 


Who do you think I am Fantomas?  

Do you think I am Inspecteur Juve, who has spent a life-time trying to track you down and bring you to the guillotine?  


Who am I...Lord of Terror....Genius of Evil....


Who am I?



Fantomas


If you are the One, then I shall steal the keys to heaven! 


Or I shall die.


And if you are the other....Then look into my face, fool, 


because it shall be the last face your eyes ever view....



MU


Who am I?




Fantomas


We shall see! 


(Gunfire)


(Darkness)


(Jangling of keys)


(Nearly -total darkness)


(A lone male figure, descends the stairs, disappears into darkness....Silence)



H1


Pssssst.....


(No response)


Pssssst.....


(Whispers)


Can we stop pretending we're blind, hard-shelled creatures, 


feeding on each other and swimming in sludge?  



W2


(Whispers back)


We haven't been pretending, dearie.  



W1


I just had a thought!  



H1


Oh no...



W1


A dragonfly to a leaf...


...is a fish, 


To a wave in the ocean....


(Sound of ocean waves rising slowly...)


H1


What's that supposed to mean?  



H1


What kind of fish anyway?  



(His voice fades.  The sound of the ocean increases)


H1


I mean, Hell, you got all different kinds of fish!  


You got sunfish...


You got moonfish...


You got starfish...


And which ocean?  


Hell, you got different fish in different oceans...




(The sound of ocean waves drowns out his voice).




(Lights on. Theme song. The End).
