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SCENE 1

A spotlight falls on Tim, a handsome thirty-something man.  He wears sunglasses and a porkpie hat and carries a pristine acoustic guitar.  He fumbles a bit with the microphone on a stand in front of him.  In the background, we can hear the sounds of clinking glasses and chatter.


TIM

Hello, everybody.  It’s wonderful to be here at Booze and Blues.

Tim clears his throat and begins to strum his guitar.  He sings:

I love my job and my house is great,

I like to eat burritos if it’s not too late,

I got a girl who loves me and she is fine,

‘Cept she keeps buggin’ me to have sex all the time,

I got the My Girl, My Girl Is a Hot Nympho Blues...

Yeah she loves to have sex, but sometimes I just wanna read the news.

The audience erupts in anger.  Random objects fly in from the wings with the obvious intention of hitting Tim in the face.


AUDIENCE

Boo!  That’s not the blues!  You suck!  I have cancer! etc.

BLACKOUT

SCENE 2

It’s the kitchen of a large home, which has been made even better by diligent maintenance and tasteful decoration.  In the center is a breakfast table.  At right is a sliding door to the outdoors.  To the left is a door, which leads to the living room and the rest of the house.  On the back wall, there is an imposingly large photo of an old black man with a saxophone.  To the left is also a wall phone and a basket of fruit.

Tim and Jim enter through the sliding door.  Jim is a large beefy man with a bald spot and permanently pursed lips.  He has two behavior modes, cool and dangerous.  He carries a trumpet case.  Tim puts down his guitar.


TIM

You want a beer?

Tim walks to the fridge

JIM

Sure thing.


TIM

What kind?


JIM

Whichever’s worst. 
Jim puts down his trumpet case and sits.  Tim hands him the beer and sits down, too.


TIM

Not a great set today.


JIM

Yeah, life sucks.


TIM

I wish Guts Radley were here.

Both men look up at the photo of the old black man.


JIM

Man, Guts Radley would spit in your face.


TIM

What? Why?  Sure, I need to practice a little more, maybe get a better guitar...


JIM

Man you gotta practice less, and get a worse guitar.  You don’t get it, do you?  You don’t even know what the blues is!

Jim gets up and pushes over his chair.  He picks up his trumpet case and starts to walk out of the sliding door, but doubles back to take his beer with him.

Kim enters through the opposite doorway.  She waves to Jim through the glass.

Kim is a very beautiful woman.  She is wearing a tasteless terrycloth bathrobe.


KIM

Hi honey.  How was the show?


TIM

Good.


KIM

That’s so exciting!  Let’s celebrate!

Kim straddles Tim in his chair.


TIM

OK.  No, I.. the show was terrible.  I was booed off the stage.  I’m sorry I lied.

Kim jumps up off of Tim.


KIM

Why would you lie to me?  How dare you?!  Oh well, I forgive you.  Make up sex!

Kim straddles Tim again and starts to lick his face as he speaks.


TIM

Not tonight, Kim.  This is just going to cheer me up.  At this rate, I’ll never get the blues.  I need to start finding some things in my life unsatisfying.  I need to put myself into such a state of deep depression that not even incredibly passionate sex will cheer me up.


KIM

And you can start tomorrow.


TIM

And I can start tomorrow.  No, Kim.  I start tonight.

Tim gets up from his chair, which causes Kim to slide off onto the ground.


KIM

Fine.  Just a handjob.


TIM

Well...No.


KIM

You’re not the man I married!

Kim exits.


TIM (to Kim, offstage)

I’m resolved.  No more happiness!  I’ll be sad if it kills me!

Tim goes to the wallphone and dials.  He waits.


TIM

Hello Mr. Campbell?  Yes, this is Tim. Not too well, I’m afraid.  I’m completely happy.  No, not at all,  I called you to resign.  Yes.  Effective immediately.  Yes, OK.  See you tomorrow.  Wait- no I won’t.  Ha ha.  Goodbye.

Kim reenters, slowly.


KIM

Honey...I just wanted to apologize for...


TIM

I quit my job.


KIM

What?!  You quit?


TIM

What were you saying before?


KIM

I’m leaving you.


TIM

No, that wasn’t it.  It was something about apologizing you’re what?


KIM

I’m leaving.  It’s been fun.


TIM

So it was just about the money?


KIM

No offense, but, you’re sort of boring.


TIM

Fair enough.


KIM

It’s for the best.


TIM

That’s a shame.  I was hoping it wouldn’t be.


KIM

You’ll miss me.


TIM

Oh, you’re just trying to make me feel worse.


KIM

No really, you’ll probably be pretty sad and lonely.

Tim perks up.


TIM

You think so?  Well, I’ll help you pack.


KIM

Thanks, I’ll manage.  You just sit here and wallow in self-pity.


TIM

You’re too good to me.

Kim shrugs and exits.  Tim sits, grinning to himself.  After a time, he gets an orange from the fruit basket on the counter and begins to peel it.  He eats a slice.  He has a thought.  He winces.  He rubs his eyes and winces again, then he feels under his eyes.  Nothing.  He fetches a plate to look at himself in its reflection.  He continues to try to cry.  Suddenly, the orange catches his eye.  He slowly positions a slice in front of his eyes.  He gathers his courage and squirts himself in the eye.


TIM

Ahhh!

Jim enters through the sliding door.


JIM

What the hell?


TIM

Look, I’m crying!


JIM

Man, that’s great.


TIM

I’m turning over a new leaf.  Happy days are gone forever. I’m directing my feet to the shady side of the street.


JIM

That’s the ticket.  


TIM

Why’d you come back?


JIM

Man, you think I would desert a friend who’s going through such a pleasant time in his life?


TIM

Thanks, Jim.  That means a lot.  Tell me, do you know any burglars?

The phone rings.  Tim picks it up.

Mr. Campbell, no I don’t want a raise, I just want to leave.  Senior vice president, huh?  No. I can’t  I have to go.  Goodbye.

to Jim

Listen, I need to get rid of all of my stuff.  Do you know anyone who can take it all away fast- before I change my mind.


JIM

I’ll see what I can do.

Jim picks up the phone and dials.  At the same time, there is another rapping on the glass of the sliding door.  Jim opens it, and there is a beautiful woman on the other side, dressed in clothing that is not revealing, but quite form-fitting.


TIM

Do I know you?


ANGELA

It’s me, Angela.


TIM

Framingham High School, Angela?!  My god how have you been?


ANGELA

Not so good.  Turning you down for the senior prom was the worst mistake I ever made.  I’ve decided to make some changes in my life, and I want you to help me.


TIM

What incredible timing.


ANGELA

I need you, Tim.


TIM
Listen, Angela, I’m sorry.  You’re a great girl.  I just think it would...work out.


ANGELA

Oh.  Wait, what?  Did you just say...?


TIM

Yeah, it’s a shame.  We’d be very happy together.  Goodbye.


ANGELA

I...

Tim pushes Angela out the sliding door.  Jim hangs up the phone.


JIM

Who was that?


TIM

Nobody.  What have you got?


JIM

I know a guy.  He can rob your house so fast, well, see for yourself.

Tim and Jim walk towards the doorway at left.


TIM

He’s here?  I...Wow.  Everything’s gone.

While Tim and Jim look off stage left, two or three people come in through the sliding door and steal everything in the kitchen besides the furniture.  The picture of Guts Radley, the fruit basket, the oven mitts, everything.

The TV, the armoire, he even stole the security system.  That’s good thinking.  Those things are expensive.

They turn back around and see everything gone from the kitchen.  They are shocked.


JIM

Man, did he steal the beer?

Jim opens the fridge.


TIM 

Only the imports.


JIM

Thank God.

Tim throws Jim a beer, and they sit down.

Man, this was a great idea.  Now you’ll really understand the blues.


TIM

Yeah, I’m feeling sad already.  I should write a song about it.  Where’s my guitar?


JIM

He took it.


TIM

What?  How am I supposed to...


JIM

Don’t worry.  Don’t worry, man.  This is what the blues is about!


TIM

Yeah.  YEAH.  Anyway the guitar was insured.


JIM

Wait, you have insurance?


TIM
Yeah it’s pretty comprehensive.  Fire, accidents, theft.  Ah.


JIM

God damn.  Man, you probably had insurance on everything in the house.  You idiot, you’re richer than you ever were before!


TIM
God damn it!

The phone rings.  Jim turns over his chair, takes his beer, and exits.

Later, Jim.  Hello?  Really?  What does that have to do with me?  You’re offering me Mr. Campbell’s job?  I’m sorry.  I’ve got a job.  It’s called despair.

He hangs up and immediately, Kim enters.  This time from the right.


KIM
Hello, Tim.


TIM
Hello, Kim.


KIM
I’d like to come back, if you’ll have me.  


TIM
You heard about my insurance?


KIM

What insurance?  I left because I was trying to help you achieve your dream of becoming miserable, but then I realized that you could be just as miserable with me here by your side.


TIM
Do you really mean it?  That whole thing was a lie?


KIM

Of course, darling.


TIM
So you don’t think I’m boring.


KIM
Never.


TIM

And can you promise to nag me and spend my money and cheat on me whenever possible?


KIM
You know I can, darling.


TIM
Well, now.

Tim heartily slaps Kim across the face.  Kim slaps him back.  They both smile.  They kiss noisily.  Kim jumps up and wraps her legs around Tim.

TIM

There’s a problem.  I may have become richer than I had hoped.


KIM

Oh my!


TIM

Yes.  What would Guts Radley do?


KIM
I suppose he’d spend it all on whiskey.  A claim that large...


TIM

That’s it!  It’s an insurance claim.  I don’t have to report it to the insurance company!  Brilliant.


KIM
Brilliant!  I’m leaving.


TIM
What?


KIM
I lied about lying.  It is about the money.  I guess I’m caught up in that stuff. Goodbye Tim.


TIM

Goodbye, my love.

Kim exits, slowly, to the right.  Tim takes a moment to reflect.  There is a ringing doorbell.


TIM

Who is it?


ED

This is Ed McMahon with the prize patrol.  You’ve just won a million dollars!


TIM

Fuck.

BLACKOUT
SCENE 3

Back at the Booze and Blues club, Tim is perched on his stool, holding a decrepit old guitar.  He clears his throat, strums his guitar, and begins to sing.  This time he is soulful and touching.


TIM
Ain’t got no job, my house got taken away,

I won a sweepstakes that I don’t even play,

Now I’ve got money and a girl who wants in,

But I’m gonna spend it all on whiskey and gin.

I’m a millionaire baby, ain’t got nothing to buy but drinks,

I’m gonna climb inside a bottle and I don’t care what nobody thinks!

The audience cheers.  Jim enters, holding a beer.


JIM

Hey, man, good job tonight. I brought somebody who wants to meet you.

Tim stands up.  Jim pushes over his stool and exits.


TIM
Guts Radley!
Enter Guts Radley, a grizzled old bluesman with his past punched into his face.


GUTS

Hey, baby.  Old Gutsy hears you done gave a lot for the blues.  Gave up a pretty wife, a good job, a good life so’s you could feel that fire in yo’ soul.


TIM

Yeah...


GUTS
You a idjit.

Guts kicks Tim in the shin.

BLACKOUT

