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CHARACTERS
iin ordur of appearance)

BONGI FEREZ
PASSER3-BY
SPADE CAT
WHITE CAT
ALVIN KOONTZ
WAITRESS
GINGER
RUSSELL
MISS COLLINS
SCHEHERAZATE
TEACHER
ARTHUR
LITTLE BOY
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TIME: The present; afternoon,
FLACE: A lerge American cilty; the sidewalk.
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(BONGI FEREZ, dressed in khakl pants, a loud, plaid sports
jacket and ténnls sheoes, is leitering on the steps of the
apartment bullding where she lives and next to which ls= anp
elegant restaurant with & sidewalk patlc. A broad passes by.)

BORGI: Hell'o, Beautiful.
(The broad ignores her.)
Stuck=-up bitch.
(A second broad passes by.)
Hell'o, Gorgeous.
(The broad ignores her.)

Ch, my, but aren't we the high class ass., You got a twat by
Dien?

(A third broad passes by. BONGI blocks her path. The broad
roves to the side to bypass BONGI, but BONGI moves with her,
still bloclking her., The brecad moves to the other side, but
again BONGI blocks her.)

Give me a kiss and I'1]l let you pass.
BROAD (calling in whiny exasperation to her male escort a few pao::
beRind j: Morton, thls girl, ohe won't 1et we pass.
MORTCOR (comin UE!: Come on, come on, Girlie, let her pass.
BONGI: BHey, gim ndy to the rescue.

(She continues to block the broad's path. )

MORTON: If this 1s your idea of humor, let me assure you it's not.
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(He pushes BONGI asaide.)
BONGI: 0Oocoo, you're so big and strong, Mortom.
(He and his broad stalk up the street,)

(hollering after them): She's all yours, Jim Dandy; she's
really not mwy type.
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(Two cata, one white and one spade, who had been watching the
action frow & few feet away, spproach,)

SPATE CAT: Can I be your type for just one night? We'!ll have a
bosa time together; I'm & man of deeply pasasionate heart and
soul,

BONGI: Heart and soul, my ass. All your passion's concentrated 1in
your dilck.
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SFADE CAT: But that's some plghty fine dick. Tou should try 1t
sometime .

(A broad passes by.)

WHITE CAT: Hey, dig the ass on that.
SPALE CAT:; I needn’t be reminded to dig the ass on that. That's

a miggty fine asa.

{He looka at BONGI's asa.)

And yours ailn't at all bad., You may conaider that a high
cowpliment, being I'm a connolsseur of asses, There's nothing
dearer to wy heart than a bilg, soft, fat aas,
BONGI: Because it matches your big, soft, fat head?
WHITE CAT: -You have no greunds for sarcasm; you're 1n the same
Triple-A club we-are - Amalgamated Asswatchers of America,
BONGI: You're wrong - I'm not a watcher; I'wm a woman of actleon.
WHITE CAT: You think I'm not a man of acticn? See this chick
coming along? Watch we move In.

(He approaches the flashy, wild-leoking chick whe's walking

Y. )
BONGI: Why're girls called chicks? After all, men have the
peclears,

WHITE CAT (to chick): Pardon me, Miss. Forgive this intrusicm,
but I Séem to recall having seen {nu somewhere before,
CHICK: DBeat it, Little Boy; go play vith your jyo=jo.

{She walks off to a store window a few pacea down the atreet
whare she stops to look at the display.g

SPADE CAT: Man, you ain't woving in, ocut or sideways; you're
standiog still. You guys don't kmow how to cperate, You gotta
have fipesse; you gotta be smooth, suave. Now, step aside and
let a man operate,

(He approaches the chick.)

Good evening, Goddess. Forgive what may scund llke mere
hyperbele, but to me you are a geddess,

CHICK: I can well understand your reaction; you've captured the
inner me. Is that Boy Scout over there a friend of youra?

SPADE CAT: A were acquaintance, but encugh of an acquaintamce for
me to know he's not at all the man for you; his technlque's
as washed-out as his skin.

CHICK: And yours's as intense as yours?

SPADE CAT: You're perceptive.

CHICK: It just might be interesting. You atrilke mwe as a man who
may very well appreciate the Clner qualitles of a woman.
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SEADE CAT: I am, indeed; I'm a connolasseur of fiper gqualities.
shall we adjourt to wy ped where we can peruse tnese
qualities at lelsure?

CHICK: Love to.

(They walk off together, making get-acqualnted conversation
as they go.)

WHITE CAT (while walkiln off): I may as well turn in wy Jo=§O; all
the sﬁIEEIEﬁ'EEIEE%‘Fﬁ'bithﬂr queer or they go with spades,
A white man doean't stand a chance mowadays. Whatire we
stuck with? All the fish.

(He exits.)

(4 nicely dressed, middle-aged man walks by, discreetly
ogling BONGI as he passes her.)

BONGI: Hey, Joe, you like to see my seester?

MAN (stopping): Why, sure I'd like to see your siater - if she's
A3 pr&f%y as you; I have an eye for the ladies.

BONGI: What's the other eye for? Men?

MAN: You're as pretty as a movie atar.

BONGI: I am & movie star; I star in movies for 3tﬁ§ partles, DBut
I've got professicnal integrity - I only work for the top
directors.

MAM: You wouldn't, by any chence, lmow where I could get some of
those wovlies, would you?

BONGI: What do you want with stag movies when you've got me?

MAN: Have you? Do I have you?

BONGT:™ —ure you do. Anytime.

MAN: How 'bout your siater?

BONGI: What's with this sister bit? you got me, Ian't that
enough?

MAN (apologetically): Yes, yes, you're just fine, I didn't mean
any _%%':;: e'n'ae_‘i.

BONGI: Okay, forget 1t; I'm easy to get along uith.

MAN: Tell we scmething - why me? Why'd you approach me? JYou
must've sensed something unusual,

BONGI: 3Sensed 1t]l I was overvhelmed Ly 1t. Any woman can 366
youTre a ball of fire.

MAN: 3So I've been told. Women do seew to have a way of detectlog
the rake 1n me. .

BONGI: So that's what that bulge in your pants 1s - a rake.

MAN: Tt'1l rake you right over the coals - it's red hot.

BONGI: I'm all agog with antlclpation,

MAN: I'm a 1ittle agog wyself., Wwhy den't you Jjein me for a drink?

BONGI: I'm gooma join you for wore than a drink; I'm goona join
you for dinner. We're gonne eat right in there (indicating
next door restaurant). .

MAN: —HaT TFat place'’s terribly expensive, Really, what I had 1n
wind was a drink, maybe two, aplece. I really can't
arford.eees
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BONGI: Aren't you the big provider, the big breadwinner? Wwell,
I'm goona give you a chance to lay cut some bread; I'm gonna
help you fulfill yourself a3 a man.

MAN: If I buy you dimmer, will that lead to anything? You won't
juat eat and run? -

RONGI: From you? A red-hot fireball like you?

MAN: No, I don't suppose you would; a good man powadays's too
hard to find. All right. Letls go.

(While walking toward the restaurant he takes BONGI's hand;
ashe p%lls 1t away; he takes 1t again, and again she pulls 1t
away .

BONGI: What do you want to hold hands for? We're net golng ateady.

MAN: T gueas it's juat the romantic 1o we,

BONGI : t what's the point? Does it feel good? Are your sex
organs in your hands? -

MAN: They might a3 well be - when I feel your hand againat wine
I gat all shivery. ;

BOMGI: That's because you have a short-circulted pervcus system -
all roads lead to Rowe, and all a man's verve endings lead
to his dick,

(They seat themselves at = table. A waltress glves them
menus and water).

MAN: T still can't get over your astuteness singling we cut frow
all the men on the street, but I'm certainly glad you did.
Ooco, you're s nice, tender one.

(He's sitting very close to her, and he slips his hand into
her shirt,)

ILet me feel your plump little booby.

BONGI: Look, Charley....

MAN: Alvin, Alvin Koontz.

BONGL: Get your god-damm hand off my boob.

ATVIN: You know, you really should try to watch your language; 1t

ns me to hear a woman curse.

EONGI: Would you please keep your hand off my boob?

ALVIN: Comwe on, nobody's looking. Just a fast little tweak.

EONGI: Get your apey hend off my bocb, or I'll lkick you 1n your
blg, fat, halry shins,

ALVIN: All right, all right; I'll try to be a good boJ. -

BONGI: Oood. Now let's have somwe nilce ladles and gentlewen con-
versatlion.

ALVIN: All ri%ht. Tell me about yourself, Are you happy?

BONGI: I'm not scutely unhappy - mwainly because I have so many

engaging memories tG feed on, (Nostalgically.) I remember g
"“Eﬁﬁ%ﬁii“%h

the time I was stowping up and down sochist's chest,y
ard T had to charge him an extra ten bucks 'cause I broke 'em.
This fsggot, Poupetts, that introduced me to him, offered to
atomp on him, but he only wanted a woman, He sald: "What do
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you think I ao? A pervert?"

(She jumps up.)

Here it 1s, Folks - the Chest;ﬁuepping Stomp.
(She does a scrapping, ch&at;atapping step. )

I've got a real feel for chest-stepplng.

WATTRESS (hurrying over): Listen, where do you think you are?
Pleass be S@ated, or I'l1l have to ask you to leave,

BONGI (sitting down): Ah, me. Another day, ancther chest. Hey,
refember that shy john in Never on Sunday? You kmow why he
was so shy? He eouldn't g8t up enoipgh nerve Lo ask her to
atomp on his cheat, so he settled for second best - they had
the Bazoulkd band come in,-and they all plssed all over him.
Then I rewember old Quick-Trigger MeGrew - he hadn't finlshed

ulling his pants down he started pulling them back up again.
isi?_]%ﬁﬁ.} Ah, wewories, mewories.

ALVIN: aks it you'll do just abost anything.

BONGI: Well, nothing too repulsive - I never Kiss men.

ALVIN: Nevertheleas, I'd sure like to beccme Tart of your
memories,

BONGI: I think that could be arranged for a slight fee.

ALVIN: Feel? I pever pald for sex 1in my lifelil

BONGI: I'll bet you've never had any elther,

ALVIN (controlled iﬂdiﬁgatiun}: For your information, wowen pay
me. L happen GO yoamite in the sack. I've been highly
compended on several occasions for my distinctive perforwance.

BONGI: I'll say one thing for you, Harr¥....

ALVIN: Alvin,.

BONGI: ...you got a wild lmsgination. -
ALVIN (furicus): Why, you...you dirty....(Gradusll Ecgﬂiring con=-
trol.) I uswally restrain mysell {rom Druta ankness,
FouTve asked for this; now you're gonna get it - (With slow
Jeliberate, emphatic articulation he devestates heF WIth THS
Ultimate ilneult.] Tou - &re not - Lthe IeEst - bit --- SEAL.

BONGI: Calm down, Felvin.

ALVIN: Alvin.

BONGI: I was ooly kidding you. Didn't I slngle you out from all
the men on the street?

ATVIN: Ybahf you dld, dido't you?

BONGI: Didn't I tell you you're a red-hot fireball?

ALVIN: Yesh, I guess you did.

BONGI: So whatta you getting so up in the alr about?

ALVIN: TYesh, you're right; you're right, I hope you den't think -
I'm just an old grouch., Actually, I have quite a light, play-
ful streak in me that I keep sharpepned up by & fal raad-
ing of the mwore zestful wen's wagazines - Tee-fee, Glegle,
Titt at, Drocl, Slobber and, just for thoroughness,
lech, and I'm a connolsseur of fline living. I 20U me one of

those revolving beds they feature 1in Flaybov. That!'s really

somathing. Get this: 1t's a huge, circular bed that rotates
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when you press a button; apd therels all lkdnds of stuff bullt
ipn arpund half the bed - radio, stereo set, bar, telephone,
hot plate, refrigerator - and fne beauty of it all is you
never have to leave your bed; you just rotate yourself around
to whatever you want. This 13 living carried to the very ul-
tirate....(Groving intensity.)...The bed becowes the center,
the very hub of your life., Think of It‘.....%ﬁﬁ{aﬁa }

. s8verything revelves arcund the bed, (Coming back.) 17Q
sure like to take you for a little spin 1n revolving bed.
Tell you what - I never pay for sex, as I sald, but I'm will-
ing to pay tc le2% you have the ap?nrtunity of seelng we 1n ac-
tion, 1It'll be ap experience you'll never forget. Your
head'1ll be spinning faster than the bed. Ah HAAAH. [ow,
what's the price tag?

BONGI: Well, for fifty bucks you get five minutes with a three-
quarter winute intermissicn. For an additional ten bucks I
sneer, curse and talk dirty. Then there's my hundred dellar
apecial, in which, clothed coly in diving helmet and storm
trooper bocots, I cowe charging in, shrieking filthy scngs at
the top of my 1un%3i

ALVIN: That sounds delightful, but let's get back to the {1ty
dollar sasaion. Even that's a little steep for my pocketbock.
Squooshy 1little thing as you are, I couldn't posalbly go for
rifey bucks,

BONGI: Then tell you what I'm-goona do: I'wm gonpa glve you my
bargain special at twenty-rive bucks, and that's wy fipal
offer, Take it or leave it.

ALVIN: Fair enough. I'1l take it, DNow, when we leave here we'll
aprint right on over to my place and dive - kaEhlnn = rlght
gmack-dab in the middls of that bi%, goft revolving bed.

BONGI: HNo, we won't; never go to men's apartments.

ALVIN (deepl lgg_ﬂcunﬁ; gh., Well,..That's olkay then; we'll go to
your Eiuce.

BONGI: No, we won't; I mever bring wmen to mwy place.

ALVIN: Then wa'!ll get & hotel room scmewhere,

BONGI: Nc, we won't; I mever go to hotel rooms with men.

ALVIN: Then where?

BONGI: I'm takin% you up an alley,

ALVIN: An alleyliil

BONGI: Cowe on, where's your sense of intrigue? An alley's the
next beat thing to the Caasbah,

ALVIN: But what can we do in an alley?

BONGI: You're getbing a fast hand job.

ALVIN: For twenty-flve bucksl?l?

BONGI: That'as lt. Take 1t or leave 1it.

AIVIN: But a hand job's not quite what I hed in wind,

BONGI: It's that or nething.

ALVIN: But for twenty-five bucks I want more than thatl

BONGI: You're behaving abysmally. Such a nasty, demanding man.
You should thank the Lord for smell hlﬂsainﬁgﬁ

AIVIN: But I was rather hoping I'd be given a chance te perform.

EONGT: You'll have sll the chance in the world - jyou can gyrate,
moen, groan, osclllate, writhe and wvibrate.
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ALVIN: Yeeh, I suppose I could, couldn't I?
BONGT: Sure. Here, I'll show you.

(She jumps up and begina to gyrate, moan, groan, osclllate,
writhe and vibrate,)

WAITRESS (hupryine gver): I'm afraid I'm geing to have to ask you
to leave, People just don't go around gyrating, moanling,
groening, osclllating, writhing and vibrating in the {'iner
restaurants.

BONGI: Can we leave by your alley door? It'll seve us some
walidng.

WAITRESS: Leave any way you wvant, but leave,

BONGI (while she and ALVIN wallk toward alley door): Just think of
this as your lfaffair d'alley, Albert.

ALVIN: Alvin., (GQoing out door.) What was 1t I'm supposed to do
now? Moan, gyraté....

(His volce fades away as the door closes behind him. After
about a minute ALVIN, buttoning up his fly, appears alone at
the entrance to the alley between the restaurant and BONGI's
apartwent bullding. Immediately after his appearance we hear
BONGI's volce from somewhere back in the alley.)

BONGI: ©See ya, (Qsorge.

ALVIN: Alvin. (while smhling de jectediv down the street.} I
guess that performance didn't rate any enceres. Well, thank
the Lord for swall bleasings.

(He walks off. BONGI cowes running back arcund from ancther
alley; then resumes her seat on the stepa, She notlcea
someone she knows approachlng from down the street.)

BONGI {shﬂuting}: Miss Collina. Hi, Miss Collins.

{HI?S COLLINS, a mwade-up, bitchy-lcoldng drag queen, swishes
on, -

MISS COLLINS: Hell'o, Angel.
(He kissea her.)

Pet, you look slmply exquisite. You do. You look good
enough to eat. Now, tell we how I look.

(He struts and poses.)

Good ancggh to eat?

BONGI: I couldn't say; I'm a vegetarlan,

MISS coLrans (noticing down the atreet): Oh, Gawd, look
whots.... Juat lgonore r, o2he la, without a doubt, the most
%wrish, tasteless fagget I've ever run across. 1'm ashamed to

s ssen on the street with her. Iook at her - 1665 and she's
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wearing wedgles,

(SCHEHERAZADE swishes on.)
SCHEHERAZADE: Hell'o, Bongl, Love.

(He kisses her.)

And hell's to you, too, Miss Collins,
MISS COLLINS: Don't you dare touch me,
BONGI: You kmow, I just noticed - Scheherazade's got an ass like

a girl,
SCHEHERAZADE (excited): Oh, do I? Do I?
(He struts his ass.)
MISS COLLINS: How '"bout mine? Leook at wine.
(e struta his ass.)
BONGI: Nah, you got a skinny ass.
(SCHEHERAZADE sticks his tongue out at MIS3 COLLINS.)

MISS COLLINS: But look at it when I walk; it makes a big
difference.

(He walks and struts his ass.)

BONGI: MNope, it's still a skinny aaa.

MISS COLLINS: All right, so you can't have everything.

SCHEHERAZADE: What else 1s there?

MISS COLLINS (to BONGI): You better watch how you sit, Miss
Thing; affer all, we're still men,

SCHEHERAZADE: Speak for yourself,

MISS COLLINS: I face reality, and our reallty 1s that weire men.

SCHEHERAZADS: You are what you leck like,

BONGI: You are very pretty for a boy.
SCHEHERAZANE Ic%unﬁgjﬁeg anger): What do you mean? For a boy?
Look, not to brag, but I kmow what I've got.

MI3S COLLINS: Do you know where you've got 1t? Itls between your

1'&53 - ]
SCHEHERAZADE: Ocoo0o, she's so vlile, Miss Trashy-Ass,
MIS5 COLLINS: Maybe so, but at least I'd never wear gold eye

glitter to an afterncon-mixer, Anyvay, itfs true, true, true,
and you Imow it's true - you'd jump right in the sack after
a plece of pussy.

SCHEHERAZADE (incensed): I AM a plece of pusay.

MI5SS COLLINS: That's just what I've always sald - you have a face
like a twat., Twat Face! Twat Facel

SCHEHERAZADE: OQococo, I desplae faggots,

MT33 COLLINS: Shall I tell you a secret? I desplise men, Ch, why
do I have to be one of thew? (Brightening.) Do you kmow —

-
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what I'd llke more than anything in the world to be? A
Lesblan. Then I could be the caks and eat 1t too.

SCHEHERAZADE: You're too insenaitive to appreclate the noblllty of
Doriapn reletlionships. Myself, I've had the moat beautiful,
inapiring affairs.

MISS COLLINS: 2Some affalrs - three minutes behind a bush, ons
and a half minutes aplece,

SCHEEERAZATE: I'w sick of you always taking something {lne and
good and waking 1t dirty.

(He belts MISS COLLINS with his purse.)

MI3S COLLINS: Don't you hit ms, Snaks,
(He pusheas SCHEHERAZADE hard, causing him to reel baclwards.)
Juat don't ever hit mwe,
(He pushes SCHEHERAZADE hard again, causing him to resl even
further back. MISS COLLINS keeps pushing SCHEHERAZADE
further down the street,)

SCHEHERAZADE: I didn't hit you all hard. You better stop
hitting ge, or you'll be sorry. (Out of slght.) Officer,
0fficer, this thing, she'a gooaing me wlth her eyebrow pencil.

(Thelr volces fade away.)

(A girl in her wmiddle twenties comea out of the apartment
bullding. )

GIRL: B3Say, Mias, did wyou, by any chance, see a turd anywhere
around here?

BONGI: 7You mean Alvin Koontz? - =

GIRL: Neo, 1t doesn't have a pame; 1%t's just an everyday, run-of-
the-mill, anonymous turd,.

BONGI: What's it look 1ike? Is it blue?

GIRL: No, no, no, no.

BONGI: Is 1t green?

GIRL: No, no, no, no.

BONGI: "Is it red?

GIRL: NO! HNO! NOO! NO! Just a little yollow turdlet.

BORGI: No, I haven't seen it. Not to be nosey, but does this turd
have asentimental wvalue?

GIRL: Don't be abaurd., It's for dioner,

BONGI: oOh. Why would it be rolling around out here?

GIRL,: I took it out to have it dyed yellow, and 1t muative droprpsd
out of the bag when I was comlng in.

BORGI: Do you often have turd: for dluner?

GIRL: You're really too much. Would you want to be eating turds
all the time?

BONGI: You do have a point there.
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GIRL: I'm having company tonight. I'm having two really dynamic,
fascinating men over for dinmer, end I want to meke the beat
poasible impression.

BONGI: So you're gserving them a turd.

GIRL: You're impossible. I assure you I have no intentlon, what--
ever, of serving my guests a turd. The turd's for me. Every-
body kmows that men have wuch more respect for women who're

ocd at lapping up shit, Say, would you like to joln us for
innar?

BONGI: I don't lmow! depends on what else is on the menu.

GIRL: I really couldntt tell you: Russell's coolking the dinner.
He should be here any winute now, That's why I do want to
hurry end find the turd; I thought I'd have 1t lald out as a
canterplece before he gets here.

BONGI: If I rum acroas it, I'll let you know,

GIRL: To be frank, Russell's why I'w ibviting you to dinmer. He
doean't get to meet many girls - I'm his only femals co-
vorker - but I know he'd love to meet some, 307 since ['ve
kind of edopted him - ha'a such a darling boy - I alvays «eep
an eye out for hiw, and you seew to be a nice girl; I think
he wight like wyou, and, who knows, you may catch yourselfl a
nice beau, Cowe on, do joln ua.

BONGI : Miﬁht not be a bad idea; I never did get to eat. OQlkay,
I'll Jjolsn youm,

GIRL: Wonderful, You'll adore Russell; he's extremely talented;
absclutely brilliant wind: he writes, very unlque ocutlock -
he satirizes women; and he writes the woat brillisnt essays -
you can't understand a word-of them, And, to top it all, he's
quite the man of the world - he's informed we there's nothing
he hasn't done,

BONGI: He meana he's been lald.

GIRL: 1I'll bet even that; he's really qulte the scphistocate. B
the way, I'm Virginie Farnham, but I much prefer to be calle
Ginger; it so aptly expresses me - brlsk and spley.

BONGI: I'm Boogl Pere:z,

GINGER: So nice to meet you, Enn¥i¢ WYhy don't you tell me a
little about yourseir'. What're your vices?

BONGI: I have no viees - I never drink, gamble or work.

GINGER: Just an old-fashioned girl, I see, I think that's cute.
Myself, I'm one of those wodern jades - cut to get ahead.

BONGI: Ahead of what?

GINGER: Well, you know, ahesad, involved in the reel world, the
world of men, and so far I can't cowplain; I have a fabulous
job = I deal exclusively wilth men.

BONGI: We have a lot in common - 30 do I. .

GINGER: BPBut I deal with really fascinating wen = all neurotic, I

adore Neurosis; it's so creative. Create with mental block:,

express your 1lnhibitions = that's wy wotto. I was dlscussing
this just the other night at a-party with Reggle Ronconl -
you know, the famous director - and he agreed absolutely.

tortured young man trying to find himself. This mnovel's the
deepest expression of my inpermoat self. Then I showed him
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sowe of my free verse, which he intensely admired. Men have
80 much better judgment than women,

BONGI: TYeah, they dig women,

GINGER: I wust admit mwy poetry has a certain purity - pure feel-
ing, uncluttered by a single thought, attitude cr-idea, Then
the conversation got I‘Ealfﬁ" deep and existential - we dis-
cussed {reedom and what a marvelcus freedem 1t 1a to be free
for sex.

BONGI: And free from it,

GINGER: 0Ch, we agreed on just everything. We beth agreed that a
woman with any kind of spunk and character at all doesn't have
to choose between marrlage and & career; she can combine them.
It's tricky, but 1t can be done,

BONGI: What's even trickder yet is combine ne marrisge with no
career., T R

GINGER: He and I established the wost vonderful rapport. I think
he's infatuated with me; he kept grabbing my ass and telling
we how different I am., I think he senses the rebel in me,
I've always been in rebelllon ever since I was a kid. I re-
mémber how whenever my father'd tell me te plck my toys up
I'd stamp wy foot and say "lo!" twice before pilcking them up.
Oh, I was a mean one, My lateat reballion is wy childheod
religion; I've just rebelled ageinst that. I used te be
High Episcopalian.,

BONGI: What're you now?

GINGER: Low Eplscopalian, (Confidential.) Dec you kmow they'pe
even days when I doubt t T :

BONGI: You mean Men, Money and Fucking?

GIHGEEél No, Father, Son and Holy Ghost. What religlon do Fou

ong to?

BONGI: T used to belong to the Catholie, but I wrote 1t off
vhen they started talking about demoting Mary.

(RUSSELL, a nicely dressed man about thirty, comes up.)

RUSSELL: Ah, ma petite Glngere', waiting with avid anticipaticn,
IrgiEJ for the Great Fucel'! to prepare the culsine extra-
o nalilre.

GINGER (lsughipg): You nut, you.

BONGI: Is this my atud?

GINGER: This 1s Ruasell, yes. Russell, T have a surprise for you -
this is Bongl Perez, and sha's going to join ua for dinper.

RUE&E%IE Wonderful. Always delighted to meet a charming young
ady.

BONGI: The pleasure's all yours.

GINGER: Bongl, you'll love Russell's cooking; he's a master cher,

AUSSELL: All the best cooks're wen, you know. This'll be a dinroo
with virility, hair on it'a chest, nothing boring and effem-
Inate; 1t'11 be a dinnenr ﬂesi%ned for intrigue and romance.
The key to masculine culsine is alcchol = overtones ~ff bpa:<dy
and undertones of rum and wine. Plcture it - volupiuous
mounda of ereamy washed potatoea bathed in rum gravy, slithor=-
ing down onto the rrapeed aspavagus, their tips gently caress-
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ing the wine-socaked aquid, palpitating in gelatine., And for
deasert.euss

BONGI: Will we be sober encugh for dessert?

RUSSELL: . For desasrt....

BONGI: Besides, we'll all've had orgssms by then.

RUSSEIL: For dessert....

BONGI: Rum calee, what else?

RUSSEIL.: Have you had this dinper before?

BORGI: I don't remewber it, but it msy be repressed.

GINGER: Where on earth did you ever find palpltating squid?

RUS3ELL: It only palpitates in the gelatine,

GINGER: Exqulsite imagery. Russell, you're a true artist.
RUSSEIL: As well as an i1llustrious wit. I've thoroughly studied
several books on humor and earned a UEEE high score on a

humore teat, so I can assure you I'm arious. I'm also a
superh conversatisnalist; however, 1t wouldn't be fair to
judge wy conversatiopnal abllity by what I say; I don't open
oyself up too much to pecple, because, Eﬁlta frankly, they're
no good: One of oy more interesting pointas is I'wm very
bitter - bitter and, I might add, alarmed; I see very little
in our very rapldly, iogo repldly, changlog soclety thet
doesn't warrant intensive viewing with alarm, Women, for
instance, they!ll be the deatructlion of soclety.

BONGI: If we're lucky.

RUSSELL: Becoming more aggresslve and cowpetitive every day;
creeplng, slowly but surely, into all the wen;s flslds - law,
obstetrics, fashion deslgning....

GINGER: And thers're even beauty shops that're beginning to hire
female operators.

RUSSELL: It's positively obscene:

GINGER: Well, you'll like Bongl - she doesn't compete.

RUSSELL: I way very well find her satisfactory - iAf she's on oy
level, of course. I've always wanted to meet a girl oo oy
level., Let's see how sharp you are: define "superercgatory.”

BORGI: Superfloous; unnecesssary.

RUSSELL: Probably luck. What!s "comminutien" wmean?

BORGI: I don't kmow. What?

RUSSELL: It weens pulverization; reduction to fine powder, - I
suspect I'm a little sharper than you. Define "umbilicate."

BONGI: I give. :

RU3SELL: That was an easy one, What!s the word sound like? O
viously, it weans having an umbilicus, I'll give you one
more chance. Define "wimple."

BONGI: I haven't the wvaguest.

RUSSEIL: It meenS....

{He hesitates, surreptitiously pulls a two by five card frc.
his pocket, glances hastily at it and puts it back,)

«=nslt meana ripple. Well, don't feel too bedly; you got the
firat one right; beslides, you're not too bad-looking, or, at

lsast, you wouldn't be 1f you'd put a slirt on and look like
g woman.
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BONGI: When was the last time you saw a wan vwith knockers in
his gweater?

RUSSELIL: You're evading the issue; men like to see a little leg.

BONGI: What makes you think my littls leg's vorth seeling?

(He 1lifts up her pants leg and peers at her lag.)

RUSSELL: I think they might be worth seelng.

GINGER: Men like to see a2 woman look aexy.

BONGI: Why should I dress to gilve men hard ons? Let them get
their own hard ona. And if I was goona glve a wan & hard on,
I'd give him a nice, fat, julcy hard on; I'd show him wore
than oy leg; I'd show him my....

GINGER: Flease, my reputation's at staks.

RUSSELL: Ginger, your reputation's impeccable in my bock.

GINCGER: Thank you a¢c much, Ruassell.

RUSSELL: Ginger's a wonderful woman, cne of the truly greats.

GINGER (laughing modestly): OCh, reaily noW .

RUSSELL: never stop being lmpressed.

GINGER: ©Oh, come on. You're golng much too far.

RUSSELL: No, Ginger, I mean every word of it. Ginger's the only
girl on our staff, so she's kinda like a rudder in a sea of
restless creativity: calmly and patiently picking up oo all
the odda and enda that our faverish imaginations let
straggle - she researches the data, organlzes 1t, analyzes 1t,
inteprpreta it, composes the reportsa....

GINGER: But I'm amply repald. Like the other day Mr. Underhand,
our bosa, pald me the nicest compliment - he came up to me
and saild: "Glnger, I knmow you're mext in line for prowotilon
to assoclate programmer, but...well...frankly, Ginger, I'd
be lost without you, and I know how torn up you'd if vou
had tc leeve ua boys, so I'm giving Stewart York the job."
And then, his volce alwost choked, he sald: "We npeed you
toc much here, Ginger. I can't lst you get away,”" and them,
you krmow what? A tear actually came to his eye, and I was so
touchad I burst out crying, and the two of us just stood there
bawling away like a couple of kids, and finally I sald: "Mr,
Underhand, you're nothing but a big baby, just a big, over-
grown, rotund little baby." Men're all just little boys at
hneart.

BONGI: And at braln.

GINGER: But what would the world be without thew?

BONGI: I'd like to flind out.

GINGER:. Myself, I'd be completely lost; I adore men.

BONGI: Takes all idnds.

GINGER: I relate so gorgeously to them. I don't llke to brag,
but I could never get along with other women; those minclng
snots, they turn wy stomach. But men never think of pe a3 a
woman; they think of me a3 one of the boys. I'm completely
attuned to the gripping dynamism of the male mind. I talk to
wen on their level; I have wvirlle, potent, sophisticated
intareata - I adore positions of intercourse, Keyneslan
economica and I can leook at dirty pletures for hours on end.
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Men'll Tlirt around with the soots and tolerate their banality,
but when they want & reelly meaty relationship they turn to

me. Take myself and Russell, for inatance: he and I have a
mutual admiraticn scclety going - I wenerate his cpinions and
he has the highest regard for oy taste, and I'm flexible
enough to've absorbed, not only Ruaaeli'a, but Phil's and

Bob's oplnlona with equal facility.

WBONGI puts a cigavette 1o her wouth and strikes a match.
Just as she's about to light her cigarette, RUSSEIL takes tha
watch out of her hand and blows it ocut.)

BONGI: You dumb ass! What'd you blow wy match cut for?
HUSEE%%:f I was only trying to be a gentleman. I wanted to light
or you.
GINGER: Huaggll's a perfect gentleman at all times.
BONGI: You mean he fucks with hias necktie on?
RUSSEIL: I never fuck; T make leve. With me making love's not
a sex act; it's a phencwenon, As with everything I do, I
take a very cerebral approach to lovemaking, and I dﬂnft
make love with an amateurish hand; I bring a pollsh and ex-
pértlse to my sesslons that's the result of painstaking study
of the lovemsklng wanuals, (Remipiscipg.) I had a phenome- 1
ron just last year, and of all the girls ['ve phenomened she :
was, by far, the better. i
BONGI: Come on, come on., You gonna light this cigarette or
aren't you?
RUSSELL: I'm trying to find my lighter. Beats matches any day; i
affords a steady flame, just Iike a good man., Joke! !
GINGER (laughing): Ruasell, you're too much. f

(He lighta his lighter, and begins lighting BONGI's
cigarette,)

BONGI: That's r-.T.ght, Moron, 2inges oy eévelashes,

RUSSELL: You don't seem to enjoy the little male sttentions.

BONGI: I don't Enjn? having things snatched ocut of my handsa, and .
I certainly don't enjoy having wy eyelashes singed. Now get t
that god damn blowtorch cut n% here.

GINGER: My, such & viclous attitude. TIt's disarmin You k¥mow,

Jou can get 80 much wore out of lif'e being yielSing and
feminine.

BONGI: Lile singed eyelashea.

GINGER: And 1lik= a man to take care of you and protect you.

BONGI: From what? ther wmen?

GINGER: You kmow, you have a very unhealthy attitude.

RUSSELL: She's aick,

GINGER: Di=eased,

RUSSELL: Downright unsanitary.

GINGER: She has penls envy. She should see &n snalyst. I'd
recoomend mine, Dr, Aba Gazavez, a truly remarkable man.
¥You've probably heard of him; he's the fawed authority on
vomen and the leading expovent of the doctrine that labor
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pains feel good. I made his acqualntance through the
Marrlage and Fawlly Institute where I'm taking a courae in
Creative Homemaking. Really, I revere that man; I'm on wy
knees before him,

BONGI: When I get on my kneea I get pald.

GINGER: It's so importent to have the right analyst. When I
firat decided tc go into analysis I was debatlog between a
Freudlan and a Junglan.

BONGI: Why? What difference does it make whether you go to
the witch dector or the snake doctor?

GINGER: But then I mwet Dr. Gazavez, gnd I kmew he was for me;
he and I share a common value system - we both swear by
ereativity. He's got this very creative theory about
creatlvity that so beautifully expresses wy own creative
thought - creative pasaivity. It's such an uplifting exper-
ience once you get the haog of it - relating to emptiness; let
your soul sway gently im the wvold. By peering through the
vold you attain a pure, uncluttered view of others. TYou see
through to their inner easence, Like take that boy coming
along down there....(Poloting down the atreet.)...he's a
%raamg, senaltive lad; I can tell by tlhe L[araway look on his

ace.

BONGI: He probebly has his hand in his pocket playing pocket pool.

(WHITE CAT walks up.)

WHITE CAT: Hey, 1t's we. I'm back.

RONGI: Yeah, you're the eternal mescullre.

CAT: Some clvilizatlon we t - oy next door nelghtor was raped
and choked to death this afterncon by a dellvery boy.

GINGER: Ah, the poor bey. He must've had a rotten mother,

RUSSELL: FProbaebly spent all her time competing. You see what
Kind of world women create?

CAT (to BONGI): Do you spend all your tiwe loitering on the street?

BONGIT No, I have an occasional mowent up the alley.

CAT: So that's your glg. That's a groovy deal. OScmetimes I wish
I were & broad, altting on a gnld mine; I'd be peddling 1t all
over town. What're most of them saving it for, anyway? Thelr
old age? But you're smart - making your talent pay of'f.

BONGI: How would you lmow what my talent 1a?

CAT: What's any girl'a talent?

EONGI: Endurance. How else would all you baboens stay alive?

RUSSELL: You women take yourselves too serlously. ¥You can't take
a joke.

BONGI: No, I dig jokes. I'm just waiting to get the stage sc I
can tEllj%§ funnies,

RUSSELL: By the way, am I correct 1n inferring (rom your preced-
ing conversation with this boy that you don't have a job?
BONGI: That's right, I applied for e job once, but they wouldn't

pay me emough, I told the guy I couldn't pessibly work for
such a stinking salary. He sald nove of the other girls thers
wind the salary, 'cause his place's a fun place te work at and
laause there're loads of bright, handsowe, eligible bachelors
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working there, I asked him if I prowised not to merry any of

them, could I have wore woney. He said I didn't have clean
values,

GINGER: Tactless of him to've told you.

BUONGI: DBut I couldn't've lasted if they pald me a thousand a
weak - I'm not & worker; I'm a lover.

CAT: 30 am I; that's why I'm a worker.

GINGER: That doesn't make sense; you can't buy love.

CAT: love's an itch in the crotch.

BONGI: So why do you need a girl to scratch your crotch? Scratch
your own crotch.

CAT: I'm a sentimental kind of guy; I like togetherneass.

RUSSEIL (to BONGI): Isn't your occupatlion rather precarious?

BONGI: IT has it's ups and downa.

AUSSELL: I mean ian't it rather unstable?

BONGL: What's life supposed to be, anyway? An endurance contesat?
RUSSELL: But don't you ever worry?

BONGI: Never about trivialities - like where my next meal's com-
ing from.

GINGER: You know, I consider wyour calling rather delightful = the
artf'ul courtesan, master of all the graces and [inesses of
seduction. Tell me, what must 2 woman do to seduce a man?

BONGI: Exist in his preasence.

GINGER: Come on, now; there's far more to 1t than that.

BONGI: Well, if you're in a really big hurry, you can try walking
around with your fly open.

GINGER: Oh, coma on; quit joking. Actually, I'm sure you must
deem 1t an honor to serve as high prieateas in the temple of
love, fulfilling woman's time-honored role of pleasing men.
We, women, we all have a little blt of the whore in us,

BONGI: I don't.

GINGER: But wost vwomep von't let 1t come out. They don't know
how to be women; they've got ice vater in thelr velns,

BONGIL: I always thought 1t was plss.

GINGER: Wowen should cultivate the whorey gracea. They've loat
the feminine charws that once endeared them to men.

RUSSELL: Too busy ccmpetin$.

GINGER: One reascn why men're so enthralled with me 1s they sense
the passion, the savage, the wild beast in me, but restralned,
tasteful passion. Savage that I am, I'm not cheap. I'm a
discreet beast. I, s

RUSSELL: Yea, diacretlon's the better part of beastliness, not
feroclous clawing avay for dominance, ﬂD%-EEt-ﬂG% competition.

GINGER (recitaticnsl): When a woman strives for equallity she re-
noufcéd BeT superiority. Isn't that right, Russell? ;

AUSSELL: Unqueatlonably. ?fa BONGI.) I= that too deep for you?

BONGI: What do you want to do? Put women back in purdah?

CAT: We don't need purdah; we have the suburbs.

RUSSELL: You're too saslly appeased; you can't see the horror
that's creeping up on us. QGod, sometimes I think it's a
curae belng sepsltlve, Marrlage - It's their wost lethal
vaapon: before marriage wen're active, restless and
energetlic.
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BONGI: Like a tree full of monkeys.

RUSSELL: Exuberant, vibrant youth.

BONGI: I can gueas where they're vibrating.

RUSSFLL: DBut afterwards we're scothed into trenquility, lulled
into placidity, devitallzed, tamed inte subwission; they
leave us no stranﬁth with which to counterattack; they triuvmph
by depriving us of our wost preclous possesslon - our
bachelor [reedom.

CAT: BDachelor fresdom, my ass; that's the freedom of an alley
sat - free to prowl the strests looking for somethlng to fuck.

RUSSELL: Make love to. Well, I will cencede there're a few
advantages to marrlsags.

BONGI: Like widows' pensions.

GINGER: And motherhood.

RUSSELL: Ahh, yeeashh, Motherhood - cute, cuddly little bablss.

RONGI: Let's all bow our heads and kltehy-kco for two minutes.

RUSSELL: A son to carry name down through the agss - Flzzle-
baum! I'd give anything to be sble to glve pirth, the crown-
ing achlevement, what every woman's aching for.

BONGI: I'm not.

GINGER: Hecw would you kmow? You're not a apeclallast.

RUSSEIL,: The higheat heonor, the supreme powar.

GINGER: The hend that rocks the cradle rules the world, Isn't
that right, Russell?

AUSSELL: It's indlsputable.

BONGI: That's a slick little maxim - while the hand's rocking the
eradle it wen't be rocking the boat.

GINGER: There're plenty of ma%& hands around to do whatever beat-
rocking's necessary.

BONGI: I've wet aulte a few haliry old male hands in uy day, and
it'a not the boat they're grabbing for.

CAT: Why should it be? It's a man's world.

BONGI: Dnl; b{ default.

GINGER: Default or not, I think it's marvelous.

CAT: Sure, 1n a man's worldé you broads have the ultimate weapon -
sex.,

EEHG%: Then how come we've pever had & 8exy president?

CAT (to BONGI): Why don't you rum for president?

BONGI: WNah, I like to think big.

GINGER: Personally, I'd hate to see a4 WOMmAD president.

CAT: Why? Women're just as geood as mwen 1n every wWajy.

BONGI: I've had just about enough of your insults.

CINGER: Well, whether they are or not, we'll never have one.
Never! We never have....(3c there voice.)...and we never
will. Will we, Rusaell? —

RUSSEIL: It's unthinkable.

EONGI: Maybe being president wouldn't be such a bad idea: I could
sliminate the meney system, and let the wachlnes do all the
work.

CAT: Thanks for the warming. I'1l be sure to not vote for you.
Sure, I'd like to not need bread - I don't want to have to
combine marriage and a career - but the broads gotta need 1t.
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You know the § in the dollar sign? That stands for sex,

GINGER: Actually, thers's sowething to be sald for Bopngl's sys-
tewm; mwen nesd lelsure time.

CAT: What!'ll I do with all that leisurse? Lay arcund with a bilg
hard on?

GINGER: It's a sin to tie mwen down te jobs. Men're the huﬂﬁ&?ﬂ..4.

CAT: Yeah, I been doing a lot of that.

GTNGER: ...the adventurera; they should be free te go off and in-
vent and explore, scar off ipteo the unkmown.

RUSSEIL: And leave the kids te the women? Corrode my son with
fewlninity? Never! When wothers aren't cowpetlng they're
mothering; you gotta keep 2 cleose watch on them. I want my
aon to be the beat of all possible men.

BONGI: You mean a half-sssed woman.

RUSSELL: When he grows up I want to be able to polnt to him and
aay: "There goes my son -- the map." I waot to live in a
masculline culture,

BONGI: That's a contradiction in terms.

RUSSELL: I want a strong, virile environment.

BONGI: th don't you hang out at the YMCA gym?

CAT: The battle of the sexes - 1t'a been raging on for centurles.

BONGI: I knov how we could eliminate 1t.

CAT: Howu?

EONGI: Have you ever heard of sex determinatlon?

RUSSEIL: Never! UNever! That's not patural. There'll always be
two sexes.

BONGI: Men're totally unreasonable; they can't see why they
should be elimlnated.

EUSSELL: No! The tuo-sex agstem must be right; 1t's survived
hundreds of thousanda of yeara.

BONGI: &0 has disease.

RUSSEIL.: You can't just determine us away. We won't allow 1%;
walll unite; we'll fight.

BONGI: You wmay as well realgn urself: eventually the expression
“"female of the specles” '1l be a redundancy.

RUSSELL: You den't know what a female 1a, you desexed monstrosity.

BONGI: Quite the contrary, I'm so female I'm subveralve.

RUSSEIL: Well, I, for one, wouldn't make love to you for &
million dollara.

BONGI: Maybe not, but you'd do it for nothing.

RUSSELL: NKever! Not if you were the last woman on earth.

BONGI: That's not your declsion to make.

RUSSELL: That's ridiculoua., Whose declsion is 1t?

BONGI: Minoe.

RUSSELL: I think I just might have semething to say sbout it.

BONGI: You have nothibg to say. When I give the signal you'll

jump.
RUSSEIL: You have sowe unwitigated gall. Who do you think you
are?

BONGI: Just a girl with a signal. Here, I'll show 1t to you.
(She starts to unde her belt.)
RUSSELL: I don't want to see anythivg you have, Slut.

BONGI: Yes, you do, and I'm gonna do more than show 1t To you;
I'm gonna give 1t to you.
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RUSSEIL: I don't want it.
BONGI: Yes, wou do.

(She pulls her pants down while moving behind a bush, but
in view of RUSSELL.)

You and I're gonna do 1t right now right here.

RUSSELL: You wouldn't dare,
BONGI: Come and get 1t.

(He approaches hesitantly; then retreats,)

RUSSELL: No!
BONGI: Come and get 1t,

(He approasches hesitantly; then retreats.)

RUSSELL: No!
BONGI: Come and get it.
CAT: If you don't hurry up and go get it, I will.
BONGI: Coms and got 1t,
RUSSELL: I could never make love to you; you have no mystery.
Eﬁﬂﬂzit ThatTs right; vhean I glve 1t to you, you know you're getting
RUSSELL: No, I could never make love to you, but I am louse
enough to screw you. You deserve 1t, you plece of filth.

(He lunges toward the bush.)

GINGER: BRussell, you're so masterful.
BONGI: No, walt. Plrast get on your kneea and say: "Pleasze, can
I do 1t to you?"

{He geta on his lmees.)

RUS3ELL: Please, can I do 1t to you?
BONGI: Yeou're a good doggle. Yea, you may.

{H% EF?E behind the bush and does, while GINGER and CAT
WALTCN.

GINGEH: She's way overresacting; sure sign of a defense mechanlsm.

CAT: But that's some svinging mechanism,

GINGER: But lst's face it - what wan could ever respect her?
Russell, I muat admit your atyle's exquisita.

RUSSELL (from behind the bush): Note the form.

GINGER: X syupliony ol Dovement.

RUSSELL: And the control.

GINGER: Yes, cuntrul,_thﬁ easence of freedom. Russell, how I envy
you, the way you just let yourselfl go, {ree as a bird, free to
expresa youraelf with carefree abaudon, the scaring male spirit,
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CAT: Tnere's another bush over there; we could scar benind that
and really let go.

GINGER: Live! Live! Live! That's my motto, Feel life coursing
through your skin. Be completely absorbed in it,

BONGL (from behind the bush): Well, you can't complain; you've
bean sucked in quite A ways,.

GINGER: Oh, hey, Russell, what's that protruding over there?
RUSSELL: You mean this?

(He throws out a brown paper bag.)

GINGER: Russell, you darling, you've found my turd, {EIaEEing her

hands and iHEqig%HEE and down.) You've found my turd. You've

ound my turd. is calls for a celebration dance. WNever pass
up 3 chance to be creative. 1'll call this dance Dance for a
Turd,

CAT: Swinging. Shall I come piping in with a few farts?

GINGER (patient indignation): This is to be a ereative productiom,
a?? will be approached with sensitivity and feeling or not at
alLl;

E%g: Ifcnuld keep 'em law~k?yedih ;

GER rnafraintd g Cernness ) : ere will be n arting. This
dance consist of variations on the dancEEhf dances, the
dance par excellence - the belly dance.

RUSSELL {Emerginﬁ from behind the bush): According to a highly
abstruse anthropology book L read when I was only ten, the
belly dance requires painstaking, exacting control, and,
therefore, could only have been invented by a4 man,

GINGER: Russell, now that you're back, would you run inside and
put on one of my belly dance records?

RUSSELL: No trouble; I was going in anyway; I want to start
soaking my squid.

(He picks up his bag of groceries, and goes inside.)

GINGER: The belly dance is actually the highest pinnacle of
artistic expression; it's art boiled dowm to its essence....

CAT: Sex.

GINGER: I do believe we share a oneness. 1 sensed that when 1
peered at your face through the void. Your face reflects
your inner essence,

BONGI {emergin§ from behind the bush): Yeah, fuck face.

GINGER: Peer into my face, and what do you see?

BONGI: His ugly face.

GINGER: There're no ugly faces, only ugly souls. This dance'll
be the very deepest Expreﬂlian of my innermost self, the
very essence of me.

(The music begins.)

BONGI: Here it is, Ladies and Gentlemen....(Ta-da voice.},..The
Belly.

(GINGER belly dances, intensely and with essence. )
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CAT: Hey, sha's pretty svinging.

BONGI: Yeah, from the trees with the apes.

CAT: 3he and I could really groove together; I swing like crazy.

BONGI: Only thing swinging about you 1s your balls,

CAT: I got news for you, Baby - I'm & real man.

EONGI: Yeah, that's the trouble. (Studylng GINGER'a dancing. )
You know, that's not half bad {Or one of the DCOys.

CAT: What'dya mean for one of the boya? 1 can do that,

(He doas.)
BONGI: S50 can I.
{3he does.)

I got a belly to end all bellies; it's a belly's belly; I got
a anake tattoed 'round my navel, and when I get really wound
up it hisses at you. Sssasssazs, If we were In a more dila-
creet setting, I'd show 1t to you. I have talent everyvwhere
you look. (Watching CAT, but still damcing.) Oh, snake 1t,

Boy.

(He snakes 1it.)

Sweetie, iIf you're not, you sure as hell ought to be,
CAT: Sasassasss.
BONGI: Oh, say, you're a bltchy one.

(They shimwy, shake and apake 1t up.)

Hey, do you do that well in bed?

CAT: Where d'ye think I learned?

BONGI: I'm Blltzina, the lightning goddess, zigzagging & dazzling
path through the heavens.

(She zigs her zag.)

Hey, you oughta see wy Dance of the Seven Towels sometime -
after ripping off the seventh ome, I scap wysell up, work
myself into & lather, then the chorus girls, all HEEPiﬂ%
shower caps, flog me offstage with wet washrags. Then there's
wy modernlistic fan dance - I use an electrlc fan.

CAT: Where d'ya Elu it in?

BONGI: I have a ui%t-in generator. For my grand finale I
short-circult myself before your very eyes,

CAT: Sounds shocking.

BONGI: I get a big buzz out of 1it.

(They snake it up, shake and shimwy.)

The lightening goddess heaves a wighty bolt and aizzles all
in her path.
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(She pulls her erm back and swings it forwerd in & wide arec,
ending by gonsing CAT, sending him salling several feet away.
GINGER stops dapcing, and looks sround upsetly.)

GINGER: Russell! These Philistinea! They're trampling oo ART:
(SPADE CAT walks up.)

SPADE CAT: An unpardonable affront to the sensibllities, cne which
I view with mammoth disdain and horrer. If I may say so,
that wes & superb belly dance you were dolng. I'm a coonols-
agur of bellles, and I can look in your face and see that
yours 1s unlgue and highly distinctlve,

GINGER: Why, yes, it is; 1t's so me. You lmouw, you're quite
percaptive.

SPADE CAT: Years of professional contact; I happen to be an agent
gnr belly dancers, and I think I way be able to do someihing

or you.

GINGER: How interesting. I've always known I'G be discovered.

SPADE CAT: I'd like to suggeat we adjourn to my pad where we can
peruse your belly at our leslaure.

CINGER: If it's not putting you out too much, I'd love to.

SPADE CAT: If 1t'd male you feel better, I could charge you mwy
examination fee, Come on, we'll dlacuss 1t on our way.

(They walk off togethsr, chatting as they go.)
GINGER: Do you imow Reggle Ronconi, the famous director?
(Their velces fade away.)

WHITE CAT: Where've I falled? Didn't she say she and I shared a
oneness? Didn't she peer at mwy face through the vold? (Ap-
guished.) Then what's the reason? il

BONGI: How'd you like ma to invite you to Russell's dinner? That
wight maks you fzel better.

CAT: That'd ba some conaolation. There gonna be anything speclal?

EQNGL: Yeah, a turd. Cowme on; let'a pgo,.

(She picks up the brown paper bag, and they go Inside. There's
a complete black-out, followed by a spotlight on a middle-
aged woman, TEACHER.

TEACHFR: %=21l1, I se= the class la already assembled. I hope you're
all in the right roowm. This 1s Creative Homemaking, sponsored
by the Marriage and Famlly Institute, headed by Dr. Aba Gaza-
vez. Marlene, I see you're taldng our course again., I think
i1t's marvelous, Dear, that you're ao consclentious about home-
making. Everyone of you girls, presumably, ls a future home-
maker of Americe? GCoocd. leat we begin b cnn%ratulating Fou
for Etﬂﬂﬂi‘.i% the most challenging, most tulflllling, most en-
nobling profession that men can possibly dream of - homemaking,
a profesalion demsnding a solld character, a sclid heart and a
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soll miﬁ !tum %) &H?gﬂcpﬁw g‘u’rfg:m*mr:ﬂa, to be a succeasful
homemaler a girl must have rocks in her head. Now, let me tell
you a little about the Marriage and Family Institute's philosophy:
we're dedicated to the belief that marriage should be FUUNN!
FUUNN! FUUNN! but reaponsible fun, the fun that derives from duty
and sacrifice, Marriage 13 not to be undertaken frivolously; it
requires a mature, fully developed dependency and a vast capacity
for endurance. For that reason the Marriage and Family Institute
deplorea the current trend tovard eearly marriage; we don't beliesve
a girl of eighteen, twenty should rush intc marrilage and stunt her
growth; she should walt until twenty-five, thirty or sc, thep stunt

her growth., Oh, by the way, you wight inform soms of your already-
married friends of our marriage counseling service. Our counseling
service hes been a rsally whopping, huge success - we've kept some
of the meat incompatible coupleas together. Now, a word or two
about the ailwm of our Creative Howemakling course. The Marriage and
Famlly Inatitute deplores the fact that girls enter marriage with
no preparation, whatever. If you were gﬂing to be a doctor, you'd
recelve years of intensive training, wouldn't you? Of course you
would., Isn't 1t only common sense, then, that you receive at

least as much training for the infinitely more demanding profeasion
of howemaking? Why, it's too obvious to debate. So the ailm of
this courae, then, 1s to compensate just a teensy bit for the
enormous gap in the future howemaker's education. The facets of
howemakling we'll delve Into in this and future classes willl be the
most lwportant ones of cooking, marketing, budgeting, dusting,
childrearing and fucking. Fuc&ing, T hope you girls realize, 1s
not to be undertaken frivelously. It's wan's noblest, moat mature
expression of love (While doing it, one must always think of 1ﬂve.{
Fucking's not a child's game; %n requires great maturity and a fully
developad character to fully enjoy tearing off a plece. Thia being
30, it might be appropriate to devote the first of our little
sessliona in Creative Homemalking to creatlive fucking. To be truly
creative one muat be integrated, and, likewise, for homemalking to
be truly creative all facets of homemaking, including fuclking,

muat be Integrated with each other. We don't want homemaking to be
just a series of fragmented, unrelated activities, dc we? This,

of course, doesn't mean you're to go around fucking while tending
te your other homemaldng dutles; that might prove rather burden-
some, as well as setting a bad example to your children, who, after
all, won't be quite ready for homemaking. What integrated fucking
doeg mean ls relating fucking to your other homemaking activities.
For lnstance, while balking your cales and cookles you can remind
yourself that very shortly you'll be tting your cookles; or to
relate fucking to marketing you could try fucking the grocery
store clerlk, but that, of course, would be adultery, which, as we
all mow, 1a a sin. The Marriage and FPamlly Inatitute does pot
encourage adultery, nor do we en:nuraﬁe masturbation, Marlene, 30
§Et your hand auvay from your little thing, That's wvhat marriage 1is
ior. Now, lsot me give you just one more example of integrated
homemaking activities, and you can ses just how exhllarating truly
creative homemaling can be. Ipntegrate your sex life with baby bottle
washing: walt until hubby's getting ready to talke his bath; then,
quick, weap up the baby bottle brush, workdng it up into a nice,
foawy lather; then vhen hubby'a all nicely paked and 1s leaning
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over to test his bath water, you come te-e-a-a-r-r-ing
in....(Demonatrating.)...r-a-a-m-m-ing the brush right up
his aashols. oS0, y&u sse, Girls, marriapge really can be fun.
But before your marriage can scar away on wlld, creative
flights of fancy, you must first master the fundamentals,

and that's precisely what we're going to learn here today -
basic fucking. Marlene, would you go out 1o the hall and
tell the boys they can come in now? Thenk you. All right,
Boys, I hope you all brought your mats and cundrums, a8
requested, Fine. Now get your partrers, and, please, no
talldng when fucldng begins. Allll right, EUEPF?U&%, Haégh
Teacher., Positlon A. Getting into pesiticn A. ne Q.
One, two. You see how 1!"ﬂﬁ§e?_ﬁ:lﬁmr.? teglin.
TCTapping her hards.) One, two. One, two. Ope....Marlems!
NG, nﬂ,'%h:"ﬁhrIene; you're oneing when you sBould be twolng.
Now let's try again. One, two. One, two., Th-a-a-a-%'s
right. Cne, two....{ATmost at thS end of her Egtieuce.} Mar-
lena, wolld you pleas@ conrine youraelf Lo tucking. The
Marriape and FEmEI?*Iﬁhtituta doesn't exist to turn cut
prostitutes, just simple, basic, serviceable wives, HNow,
back to fucking. Watch me, now. Ope, two. One....(Barely
controlled exasperation.) Marlene, stop tweeZIng the hairs
B4t of your partner's Zss; that's entirely irrelevant to
creative hnm&makin%. I mean, after all, you can carTy &ven
ereativity juat a 1ittle bit too far. Marlene, you've 30
campletely frazzled wy nerves, that'll have to be all for to-
day. But bafore I diamiss you, Class, may I remind you that
marrlage 1s a sacrament, and in keeping with the divine natum
of merriags I'd like to end our fucking s2ssion with a short
prayer : %ﬁith dasply felt reverence.) ©Oh, God, Our Father,
Son of the HGly Grost, Husband ol Mary, glve us thia day our
daily cookles, but, wost of all, male our marriages FUUNN:
FUUNN! FUUNN! AbZmen.

(The spotlight %m-ra of ' of TEACEER, leaving the stage

blaclkenad. The lights then go back on revealing BONGI seated

ﬁg t?e ateps. A woman in her widdle or late twentles passes
T.

BONGI: Hey, Dishrag.

WOMAN: If you're calling me, my name happens to be Mrs. Arthur
Hazlatt.

BONGI: Arthur!? That's an odd name for a woman.

ARTHUR: That's not name: it's my husband's.

BONGI: Well, now I Koow what to call Ffim; what?ll I call you?
I think I'll stick to Dishrag; 1t7s a3 appropriate as Arthur.

ARTHUR: You're not goona call me anything, because I'm not gonna
atick around to be called. I don't want anything to do with
you.

(ARTHUR starts to walk away, but BONGI grabs her arm.)

BONGI: You're not going awywhere, Dishrag; you're gonna stay right
here and Tlght.
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ARTHUR: Are you crazy? Why?

BONGI: What's a Oishrag for? To wipe things up with, right? Well,
that's what I want to do with yvou - wipe the street up with
you. I want to help you fulfill yourself as a dishrag.

ARTHUR: You're awfully smug. What makes you so sure I won't
wipe the atresat up with you?

BOWGI: I'm not a bit sure. Shall we {ind out?

ARTHUR: I fail to see what this'll accomplish.

BONGI: This could be the begloning of a beautiful romance; one
shared experisnce is el% 1t tak=s.

(A boy sbout five or six wearing a three-quarter length coat
comes whining, bawling and screaming up.)

BOY: Ma, can I go vwith you? Flease, Ma.
ARTHUR: Wwhat're you doing up here? You're supposed tc stay on
 the playground.
BOY (2obbing): The playground lady told we I couldn't stay.
ARTHUR: Why?
BOY: !'Cause dinghy's hanging out.
THUR ; WEIIT?ﬁut %tyback. oo

AR

BOY Echuk&d up): I can't.
AR ©_why_not?

BOY (sobbing): 'Cavse it's got glue all over 1t.

ARTHIUR: How in the vorld did yaou gﬂt glue all over your dinghy?
BOY: I was trying to mske 1t stiff like Joey's brother's.
ARTHIR: Didn't you explain that to the lady?
BOY: Yes, but she still told mwe to go howe. She says she runs a
very creative playground, and she can't integrate me into
the activities....(Breaking up.}...with wy dinghy hanging out.
ARTHUR: Well, you go on back and tell the lady you'll be happy
to put your dinghy back, if sha'll deglue 1it.
BOY (screaming): N-N-N-0O-0-0-0, I wanta go with you.
ARTHUR: Well, you can't go with me. Now go on back to the play-
ground, She's a pice lady, and she'll be glad to deglue
your dinghy.
BEQY (aniveling off): all right for you. A lot you care sbout me,

sepding me off with wy dinghy in this conditlion. I hope

this happens to you someday., See 1f I'1l have any pity om
you., I'll just stand around and laugh at you. Ha, ha, ha,
ha, Ma's dinghy's hanging out, and 1t's got glue all over 1t.

(His voice fades away.)

ARTHUR: That's ths only thing I ever experience. You wapnta share
that with me? S

BONGI: No, thanka. I'd prefer a belt in the mouth.

ARTHUR: You kmow something? So would J. I'm one of soclety's
rejects - a ved mother. Imagine mwe dumping my kid onte the
city to raise; who'd speak to me? I'm not even entitled to
any sympathy; like, you kmow, the maglc metal band around
your finger tranafers miatakes into bleasesd svents. There
oughta be a speciel home for wed pregnant girls; as it is,
we not only have our pregnancies to put up with, but hus-
banda too.

-
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BONGI: Why do you have to put up with him?

ARTHUR: Well, you lmow how women are - loyal, failthful, dedicated
and reliabla.

BDHGTit Yeah, and they oughta get slammed right in the teeth for

ARTHIR: Besides, the kid needs a father.

BONGI: MNeeds him for what?

ARTHUR: ©Oh, I don't kmow, If he didn't have one, he might grow
up and be a faggot or something.

BONGI: That'd be juat as well; let the guys ram each other in the
ass and leave the womwen alone.

ARTHUR: Who wanta to be left alone? I was let alons for years
when I was single. You know, I was one of those nice girls -
I never screwed - 'til I got married, then did nothing but.

BONGI: I find that rather shocking. I wean 1it's indecent,
There's something in terribly bad taste about married people
screving.

ARTHUR: FEach othesr anyway.

BONGI: I can see a couple of kids going off and gettlng laid,
but you'd think people old encugh to be marrled would've
maturad beyond that stage.

ARTHUR: I am terrible, aren't I?

BONGI: YouTre evll.

ARTHUR: I feel so degenarate.

BONGI: Downrlght perverse.

ARTHUR: But what else is there? I've been to Dr. Gazavez; I've

trisd relating to emptiness, but it dossn't work - hs dosan't
relate back.

BONGI: Men're so fucldng erude.

ARTHUR: Yea, but I try to demonstrate & little compasslon; after
all, people can't help belng what they are.

BONGI: Nelther can germa.

(The little boy comes running up.)

BOY (panicked): Ma, I can't pee; I can't pee,

ARTHUR: Why not?

BOY (atill excited): My pee hole's all clogged up with glue,

ARTHUR: Didn't you ask the playground lady to deglue you?

BOY: Yes, but 1t was snack time, and shs was in the pantry
house getting the wllk and cookles out.

ARTHUR: 307

BOY: She sald she can't be bothered with dinghies while she's
get In% her cookles.

1, I'm sure she's finished getting her cooklas by

an G-l:r on back and ask her agaln.

BOY fgrahbing her skirt, desperate): WN-0-0-0-0-0, Ma, lat me
stay with you. PLRASE!!

ARTHUR (aternl 3 Ne, you can't stay with me; I'w going shopping,
and wvant you along bugging the hell ocut of mwe, and,

anyway, you can't go douwntown with your dinghy hanging out.
fiow get back to the pla:,rgr-uund
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BOY (jumping up and down, hysterical): But there's glue
all up my pes holaf!! You can't just leave me here with
glue a1l up my pee hole.
ARTHUR (top sergeant voice): Get back to the playground.
BOY(with great emction): It's getting further and further in;
=ITT1T never cone ocut. (Angulshed.) I'1l have to go through
life with glue all up my pee hole!!
ARTHUR: GET BACK TO THE PLAYGRCUND!!
BOY (going off, spiveling): You'll be sorry somsday; I'1l grow up
and you'll have to say: "There goes my son - there's glue
all up his pee hole."

(His voice fades away.)

ARTHUR: I'®m poing shopping for a birthday present for Teddy Bear.
That's my pet namwe for wy husband, a fuzzy, inanimate cb ject
that I hug 'cause there's nothing else around to hug. I'm
getting him a pair of monogrammed EarewinF pants; they're
foreador pants with a slit in them. I meke him wear them
when ascrewing, so I don't have to look at those big, hEiTj;
apey legs and sakinny ass. I want to get them today, so helll
have them for tonight's affair, We have an aflfair every
Tuesday and Saturday night from 12 - 12:02 and sometlmes an
afternoon quickie. We had ome this afternoon, but I ecughed
and T missed 1%,

BONGI: Try Smith Brothers.

ARTHUR: If they're better'n my husband I just might; I've been
thioking of branching out a little. This screwing bit really
gets to you:; 1t gets in your blood. You kneow, you get to
the polnt where you think Fuck. All day and all night I
keep dresming of the Big Pucker, It gets to be an cbseasalon,
T finally got to the point where I kept ssaeing ghost fuckers
in the sky. I'm cut out to be a real swinger; I want to
really travel, really wmove.

BONGI: But all the motlon'd be in your ass.

ARTHUR: Where else? Sure, I'd 1like to do something radical and
daring - like think, but you have to make a few concesalons,
1f you want to live in society, so I have seX and collect
antiques; I kinda 1like musty things from out of the past.

BONGI: You mean like men.

ARTHUR: You might say that; men de have a naturey aura about
them; when they're around Fuck 1s in the air; it's overpower-
ing; it carries you away with it, sucks you right up.

BONGI: Very fucky world we live in. My only consolation's that
I'm me - vivaclous, dynamic, single and a queer.

ARTHUR: Oh, you're one of those, I've always wanted to meet one
of those. What say you and me ball tonight? I'll bet you'd
be a crazy lover,

BONGI: Actuslly, I'm a lousy lover - I'm too good a talker.

ARTHUR: Ah, come on; I'11 bet you're a titillating bundle of
ercticlism,

BONGI: I used to-be, but I'm all titillated eut. I decided I
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want to Ilve on wy feet, not on my 23s. And, anyway, you're
not oy type.

ARTHUR: Too bad; I'd love to get you alons.

BONGI: That's why you're not my type; I can't be gotten when
alone.

ARTHUR: You mean vou liks to do it in public?

BONGI: Do what?

ARTHUR (exasperated): Whatever's to be done.

BONGI: Must something slways be done?

ARTHUR: Well, 1t does put a little zing into 1life. How the hell
do you spend your time, anyway?

BORGI: Well, when I was a kid I hung around the strest; then
1 got more sophlaticated - I hung out in bars; now I'm more
pophisticated yet - I hang around ths street.

ARTHUR: But don't you have any private life?

BONGI: No such thing.

ARTHUR:  What're you, a Compunlst or something?

BONGI: I'm a very people person. You lnow what really flips me?
Real low-down, funky broads, nasty, bltchy hotshits, the kind
that when she enters a room it's like a blinding flash, an-
nouncing her presence to the world, real brazen and public.
If you aver run across any broads loek like necn lighta, senad
lem my wWay.

ARTHUH:IFSEHd 'em your way? From now on I'm 1n business for my-
EE' E o

(The 1little boy 1s heard screaming and bavling up the street,)
ARTHUR: Here comes that little prick amgain.
(He walks up, still bawling.)

BOY (whining): M-a-g-a-a.
ARTHUR: Go swing on a live wire, wilill ya?
BOY (still whining): Ma, Please let me go with jou, pleasa! My

dinghy, it's....
{ARTHUR grabs the boy by the threat and squeezes 1t. Snarling,

f her closed teeth bared and her eyes bugged, she plcks him up
by the peck and hurls him to the ground, squeezing hard all
the while.)

BOY: Aasapaack, glasaasack.

(Hia face turns blue; she contlnues to aqueeze for ancther
fifteen seconds; she then throws him to the ground, plcks
up a rden shovel lying near the bush and begins to dig

behind 1t.)

BONGI: Not here; 1t!'ll attract dogshit. There'a enough turds
rolling around hare as it 1a.

(ARTHUR chooass ancother apot further back near the bullding,
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diga furiously, picks up the boy, throws him in the hole and
shovels the dirt oo top of him.

BONGI: You're a good head, even if your name is Arthur.

\ARTHUR finishes shoveling and comes back to where BORGI's
loltering. A low-down, funky broad passes.)

ARTHUR: Hell'o, you beautiful, low-down, funky doll.

(The doll continues walking down the street. BONGI and
ARTHUR follow along behind her.)

BONGI (to DOLL): Hey, you like to meet m
DOLL: Why not? I have an eye for the ladi

(By this time they're out of sight.)

ARTHUR (from down the street): What's the other eye for? Whores?

(Their voices fade away.)
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