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SYNOPSIS
An off-beat cautionary tale about an office worker who hires a hooker. They go to a seedy motel, but before they can get down to business, they’re interrupted by a petty crook who’s on the run. A handgun is brandished, the john is robbed, but all three now feel trapped in the small room. The hooker keeps her head and cooks up a scheme that finally gets rid of the intruder (who takes the john’s car). Their tryst still unconsummated. the hooker leaves as well; and the john, suddenly broke and carless, must now pick up the pieces of his traumatic evening.
CHARACTERS
(3 Male, 1 Female, 4 Total.)
The HOOKER
Female, indeterminate age. Savvy.
The JOHN

Male, 30s or older, middle management. Way out of his element.
The INTRUDER
Male, late teens, a petty crook in more trouble than he’s used to.
The Motel CLERK
Male, 20s. Eager, ingratiating, naïve.
TIME

Early evening.
PLACE
A rundown motel.

Setting:
A decrepit motel room with only one smallish bed and a night table with an old phone. The motel room’s entrance is to the Left, the bathroom is Off, Right. A window is indicated between the room entrance and the bed.
At Rise:
The CLERK, unseen, opens the front door to the room from outside, and Enters. He moves well into the room, followed by the HOOKER and then the JOHN.

CLERK
Here you are, folks. It’s real nice and quiet back here. We don’t usually fill up, so this room goes empty a lot of the time. Just one bed though, I hope that’s going to be ok.
JOHN



(With a sour, uncomfortable tone of voice.)

Yeah, fine. This is great.
HOOKER

We’ll manage.
CLERK
Anything else I can do for you?
JOHN
We’re all set. 
(He hesitates…and then gives the CLERK a tip!)
CLERK



(To the JOHN, trying not to sound surprised.)

Thank you, sir. Now, you need anything else – anything at all – you just dial 1-9-1 on that phone over there, and I’ll be back down here before you know it.
JOHN
I’ll be sure to remember that.
HOOKER



(Not unkindly.)
Yeah, thanks. Now get out of here.
CLERK
Yes, ma’am. I sure will. Have fun. (Giggles as he Exits, closing the door behind him.)
JOHN



(Locking the door.)

I thought that little crap was never going to get out of here.
HOOKER
Aw, that’s sweet. You couldn’t wait to be alone with me.
JOHN
He made me nervous, that’s all. I saw the way he was looking at you.
HOOKER
Pretty much the same way you were looking at me not too long ago. (Striking an alluring pose.) Besides, he was just responding to the packaging. Oh, and by the way, you don’t tip the clerk for following us all the way to our room. It’s not like we had any bags for him to carry or anything.
JOHN
And don’t think I wasn’t incredibly self-conscious of that fact.
HOOKER

What’s the matter? You wanted him to take us for Mr. and Mrs. Happy Marriage?

JOHN
(Looking around.)

Look at this place.
HOOKER

It sure isn’t the Ritz. (The HOOKER presses down on the bed with her hand and  frowns.)

JOHN

And look at this -- cobwebs. Cobwebs in every corner. This is disgusting.
HOOKER
So, maybe next time, maybe you’ll spend the extra ten or twenty bucks and go where the girl tells you to go, huh? Anyway, it’s not like we’re moving in here or anything. Let’s just get our business done, and you can go someplace else and complain.
JOHN



(Going into the bathroom. From Offstage.)
God almighty!
HOOKER



(Tentatively sits on the bed.)
This bed’s definitely seem better days.
JOHN



(Re-entering.)
There’s got to be at least three really huge spiders in there! Ugh, I hate spiders.
HOOKER




(Wincing.)
This mattress must be stuffed with rocks. Hey, let me be on top, ok? (She stands back up.) What do you say?
JOHN
(He tentatively sits on the bed and gets right up again.)
Jeez.
HOOKER
I told you.
JOHN
Not very sturdy either. I’ll probably break it.
HOOKER



(Laughing.)

Dream on, big boy.



(A knock on the door from outside.)
JOHN



(Calling out.)
Who is it?
CLERK



(From the other side of the door, unseen.)
I just thought that you might like some ice cubes in there.
JOHN
Well, you thought wrong. Go away.
HOOKER
Hey, maybe I’d like some. Let him in.
JOHN
Jeez.
HOOKER



(Insistently.)

Let him in.
(The JOHN unlocks and opens the door. The CLERK Enters with a bowl of ice.)
CLERK
Here you go.
JOHN
Just put it down someplace.
HOOKER



(Smiling at the CLERK.)

Over here, ok?
CLERK



(He puts the bowl down.)
Anything else I can – 
JOHN
No. Now get lost.
HOOKER
Thanks.
CLERK
That’s me, always thinking about the customer.
(The JOHN starts to guide him out the door.)
See ya. (Exits.)
JOHN
I can tell you what he’s thinking about the customer, too. If he pulls that stunt again, I’m going to let him have it.
HOOKER
Oh, a tough guy?
JOHN
I can be.
HOOKER
Well, you better not pull anything like that with me. I don’t go for it. You hear me?
JOHN
Yeah, yeah.
HOOKER
I’m serious here.
JOHN
Let’s get a move on, then, huh? I’ve got to get going.
HOOKER
Back to the wife and kiddies?
JOHN
That’s none of your business.
HOOKER



(Heading toward the bathroom.)

Make sure you shower before you leave then, or she’ll smell the guilt all over you.
JOHN
Right. Like I haven’t done this before.
HOOKER
Oh, yeah? A real veteran. Where’s your regular girl tonight, on vacation?
JOHN
Just go do whatever…you’ve got to do.
HOOKER
Want to watch?
JOHN
Want to hurry up?
HOOKER



(Exits into the bathroom. From Offstage.)
You getting into bed?
JOHN



(Now testing the bed again by pushing down with his hand.)

One of those old Hindu swamis couldn’t lay down on a bed like this. (Delighted by a thought.) Hey, maybe we should put all the blankets on the floor and do it that way. What do you say?

HOOKER



(Re-entering, still dressed, holding a spider.)

Is this what you’re so scared of?
(She holds the spider up under his nose.)

JOHN



(He jumps up from the bed starting to freak out.)
Get away from me. Get that thing away from me!
HOOKER



(Laughing.)
It can’t hurt you.
JOHN
I’m not kidding. Get it away.
HOOKER
Ok, ok. Don’t start crying. (She takes the spider back into the bathroom and immediately returns. Running out of patience.) Come on, take off your pants. Let’s go.
JOHN
Well, maybe I’m not in the mood now, how’s that? Didn’t I tell you about me and spiders? I can’t help it, it’s just the way things are, ok? You don’t have to make fun of me. You don’t have to scare the crap out of me and make me look bad. I mean, you’re supposed to make me feel good, to have a little fun, a few crappy minutes of enjoyment, and you’ve got to come at me with a damned giant spider. You think that’s part of your job? (Pause.) I’m talking to you.
HOOKER
I’m sorry.
JOHN
And, what? That’s it?
HOOKER
Look, I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. I was just playing around, trying to get you to loosen up a little.
JOHN
You think it worked? Do I seem real loosened up to you right now?
HOOKER
How’s this? Why don’t we just start all over again, hmm? I’ll give you a nice, soothing back rub, and we can go on from there. Ok?
JOHN
I guess so.
HOOKER
Sure. (Trying to hide her disappointment with a smile.) No need to rush things.

(She starts to rub his back and shoulders.)
JOHN
I’m sorry if I yelled at you.
HOOKER
It’s ok.
JOHN
I don’t usually go off like that. It’s just…
HOOKER
I know. The spiders.
JOHN
Yeah. (Pauses. Sighs.) That feels good. You used to be a masseuse?
HOOKER
Sort of. I’ve done different things, but they all seem to somehow come back to this. So, I said, why not? For a while anyway. I guess it’s a little like my guidance counselor back in school used to say: do what you do best. So…
JOHN
I bet this isn’t what that counselor had in mind though.
HOOKER
Girls like me, she seemed to always have the same advice: hairdressing. So, I went to cosmetology school, along with half the girls I knew. I couldn’t get steady work, so I started waiting tables, too. Then I caught on at one of those “gentlemen’s” clubs, you know? Just serving drinks at first, until they asked me to fill in on stage. Well, I said no, and then I said no again…and then I said ok. Just filling in, but guys started coming up to me, and…here I am.
JOHN
(Feeling quite sympathetic by now.)
Yeah, that’s tough.

HOOKER
It’s ok, for now. I get to meet some interesting guys -- like you. 
(She switches to massaging his scalp.)
How’s this?

JOHN
Mmm. Great.
(She massages more vigorously, and the JOHN starts to hum, with his voice vibrating along with the massage.)

Aaaaaaah uh uh uh huh uh aaaaah uh uh aaaaaaah…
HOOKER
 (Giggling.)

You’re a nut.
JOHN
Thanks. I love you, too.
HOOKER
Hey…you know, you really shouldn’t say that.
JOHN
What?
HOOKER
“I love you.”
JOHN

Why? I didn’t mean anything by it.

HOOKER

Yeah, that’ just it. Nobody meanings anything by it. At least not what it’s supposed to mean. It just makes the words sound kind of cheap, you know? Cheap and dumb and dirty. (Pauses. She gives the JOHN a playful slap on the head.) So, you in the mood now or what?
JOHN
I’ve got to use the can.
HOOKER
Great.
(The JOHN Exits, Right. The HOOKER takes the blankets from the bed and puts them on the floor on top of each other, and then adds a couple pillows.)
You need any help in there?
JOHN



(Offstage.)
Hold your horses.
HOOKER
And put the seat back down when you’re done.
JOHN




(Re-entering, wearing only t-shirt and shorts.)
I always put the seat back down.
HOOKER



(Admiring him.)
Hey, not bad.
JOHN
Thank you.
HOOKER
No problem this time with the spiders?
JOHN
I think I must have scared them off or something. (He looks around the room and at the blankets on the floor with disgust. He puts his hand on his hip and gives his best Bette Davis impression.) “What a dump.”
HOOKER
So remember not to leave a tip for the cleaning lady.
JOHN
No, don’t you get it?
HOOKER
Yeah. It’s a dump.
JOHN
No.
HOOKER
What, it’s not a dump now?
JOHN
No, of course it is, but I was just quoting from a movie. Bette Davis or something. It’s  famous.
HOOKER
It is? Well, I guess it was a little before my time then. Which reminds me, you’re on the meter now, too.
JOHN



(Bending down and testing the pile of blankets.)
That’s the best you can do?
HOOKER
Sorry, my decorator’s out of town.
(Suddenly, the sound of insistent knocking from outside on the door.)
JOHN
I can’t believe it. What’s wrong with that kid?



HOOKER
I’m going to get undressed. (She Exits into the bathroom.)
JOHN



(Pulling the door open forcefully.)
What do you – 
INTRUDER



(Pushing his way past the JOHN, shoving him onto the bed.)
Shut up!
JOHN
Hey.
INTRUDER
Shut the door! Come on, come on. (The JOHN doesn’t move, so he lunges for the door himself, closes it and locks it.)
JOHN
What do you want? I don’t have – 
INTRUDER
Just shut up, ok? (To himself.) Jesus, shut up. (Nervously runs his hand through his hair, and then peeks through the curtain to see if anyone’s outside.)

JOHN
Somebody after you?
INTRUDER
What if there is?
JOHN
I don’t know.
(The INTRUDER checks the window again, and then notices the JOHN making a move to stand up.)
INTRUDER
You just stay right there. (Remembering.) I’ve got a gun. (He puts his hand in his pocket as if to produce the gun.) You got it?
JOHN
Hey, hey, take it easy. Yeah, I’ve got it. I’m not going anywhere.
INTRUDER
 (Looking around.)

Anybody else here?
JOHN
Here? Hell, no. You think I’d take anybody to a place like this?
INTRUDER
This sure is a dump.
JOHN



(Brightly.)

Yeah, I was just telling –  (Catching himself just in time.)
INTRUDER
What?

JOHN
I was just telling myself. I was just saying, uh, I’ll never stay here again. That’s for sure.
INTRUDER



(Pointing to the other side of the bed.)
Get over there. On the other side. And give me your wallet.
JOHN



(Starting to move, and then stops.)
My wallet? Hey, listen, I’ll give you the cash and cards, ok? But I need the rest of it. My license, my kid’s pictures.
INTRUDER
Listen, you jerk, I’m not asking you for anything. Now give me the wallet.
JOHN



(Grasping for a way out.)
I, I don’t have it.
INTRUDER
How’d you get a motel room without a wallet?
JOHN
Well, then, uh, I must have left it in the car…after I paid.
INTRUDER
Ok, then give me the car keys.
JOHN
They’re in the car, too. Yeah, I locked them in right after I got our bags out…of the car.
INTRUDER
“Our bags?” You said you were alone.
(Now frightened, he pulls out the gun and looks around. He pushes the gun against the JOHN’s chest.)
Give me the wallet!
HOOKER



(Re-entering from the bathroom, still fully dressed.)
Hey, take it easy. He’ll give you anything you want, ok? You don’t need that here. (Pointing to the gun.)
INTRUDER



(Pointing the gun at the HOOKER now.)

Who the hell are you?
HOOKER
I’m nobody, alright?
JOHN
That’s my wife.
INTRUDER
Your wife?
HOOKER
Your wife?

JOHN
My fiancée.
HOOKER



(To the INTRUDER.)
Hold on. I’m just working here, ok? You understand?
JOHN
Jesus.
INTRUDER
Oh, yeah, I get it.
HOOKER
I’m just trying to make a living, or I was until you busted in.
INTRUDER



(Sarcastically.)
Gee, I’m real sorry. (Looking at the JOHN.) Maybe I should have waited about, what, another three minutes?
HOOKER
So, listen, one criminal to another, huh? How about you just let me go? 
INTRUDER
Let you go?
HOOKER
Sure, why not? It’s not like I can go running to the cops or anything. What am I going to say? “Hey, I was turning this trick when some guy broke in on us.”?
INTRUDER



(Looking her over.)
So how much do you get? Twenty-five?
HOOKER



(Getting angry.)

Hey, there’s no call for that. Just because you’ve got a gun doesn’t mean you can start insulting people.
INTRUDER
Don’t tell me what I can do. Now, you stay right where you are, both of you. (He hurries over to the window and peeks out again.)
HOOKER
Who’s after you?
INTRUDER
Sheriff’s deputies, I guess.
HOOKER
I don’t see any flashing lights out there. No sirens either. It looks like you gave them the slip.
INTRUDER
Yeah, maybe. For now.
HOOKER
What’s he after you for?
INTRUDER
I spit on the sidewalk. Why don’t you shut up for a while?
JOHN
Come on, there’s no need to talk to her like that.
INTRUDER



(Rushing over to the JOHN.)

Oh, and now you’re going to tell me what to do? What is it with you two? No, I’ll tell you. You give me your wallet, or I’ll put a bullet in your face and take it myself.



(The JOHN staggers backward a couple of steps in fright.)
HOOKER



(To the INTRUDER.)

Hey, it’s ok! He’s going to give you the wallet. If you start shooting in here, this time of night, everybody’s going to hear it a mile away. Including the cops.

(The INTRUDER now points the gun at the HOOKER, a couple inches from her nose.)
You’re in the clear now, right? (Becoming somewhat calmer.) And whatever you did tonight, I know one thing. You didn’t fire that gun.

INTRUDER
Oh, yeah? Now you’re a mind reader, too?
HOOKER



(Carefully pushing the gun’s barrel aside.)
No, but I can smell and I can tell that gun hasn’t been fired. I don’t think you’ve ever fired a gun, have you? Huh? And while you’re at it, why don’t you just put it away?
JOHN
Jesus, don’t push him.
HOOKER
It’s ok. It’s not loaded.
JOHN
How can you tell that?
HOOKER
I just got a real good look at it. (To the INTRUDER.) Next time, don’t use a revolver. (To JOHN.) I can see there’s no bullets in the cylinder.
INTRUDER
Maybe there’s one already in the chamber then.
HOOKER
Maybe, but I never heard of a gangster going out with just one bullet. (Half pleading, half gently.) Come on.
INTRUDER



(Reluctantly putting the gun away.)

Ok, but don’t you try anything, either of you. (Putting up his fists.) I know how to use these.



(The HOOKER holds up her hands in concession.)

INTRUDER



(Turning to the JOHN.)
And you.
JOHN
What?
INTRUDER
Go get your goddamned pants on. (Pause.) You got anything to eat in here?
JOHN



(Stopping on his way to the bathroom. Glumly.)
Eat? I was going to get something after – well, afterwards. If there ever is an afterwards.
HOOKER
And by the way, you’re still on the clock.
JOHN



(Grabbing his pants from the bathroom.)

Hey, that’s not fair. 
HOOKER
I need to get paid for my time.
INTRUDER
Yeah, you two lovebirds can finish up right after I leave.
JOHN
Like I’m going to be in the mood.
HOOKER
It’s not my fault. Who let him in?
JOHN
I thought he was that damned front desk guy.
HOOKER



(To the INTRUDER.)

Hey, that’s how you can get some food. We just call the office and have this kid get you something from a take-out place.
JOHN
Let him get his own food someplace. Here. Here’s my wallet. Go have dinner on me.



(The INTRUDER takes the wallet and looks out the window.)
HOOKER
It’s ok. This kid’ll get you something real quick. He’s kind of got a crush on me.
JOHN
No, look. I’ve got over three hundred in there. Go have a banquet…someplace.
HOOKER
You swore to me you didn’t have a penny over eighty bucks.
JOHN



(Sheepishly.)
That was just haggling. You know, the free market.
HOOKER
Liar. (To the INTRUDER.) How about a hundred for me? (Gesturing toward the JOHN to indicate her unfinished business.)
INTRUDER
I don’t know. Seems like a pretty easy hundred.
HOOKER
You see how easy it is with a gun two inches from your nose.
INTRUDER



(Feeling a bit guilty, he relents.)
Ok.



(He takes a few bills from the wallet and gives them to her.)
HOOKER
Thanks.
JOHN
And what about me? Let me have a hundred, too.
INTRUDER
Why should I give you any money?
JOHN
Because it’s mine? You’ve got all my credit cards. What if I need some gas on the way home?
INTRUDER
That’s right. I almost forgot, how about that, huh? Come on. The keys. And your cellphone, too. Hurry up.




(The JOHN groans, and hands over his keys and phone.)

(To the HOOKER.)

Ok, how can we get some food in here?
HOOKER
No problem.

(She lifts the phone, and the INTRUDER tenses up.)
HOOKER (Cont.)

It’s ok. Look. I’m just dialing the motel office out front. See?
INTRUDER
You watch what you say to him.
HOOKER



(Speaking into the phone.)
Yeah, hey, this is room 118. (Smiling.) That’s right. Listen, I need you to be a real sweetheart, ok, and go get us some take-out. (Pause.) Yeah, it made us real hungry, right. 
(Pause.) Oh, I don’t know. (To the INTRUDER, her hand over the receiver.) What do you want? Fried chicken? Burgers?

INTRUDER
I don’t care. Sure, anything.
HOOKER



(Into the phone.)

You there? Yeah, just some fried chicken, ok? Whatever way they make it. (Pause.) Sure, that’s good. And make it real quick. We’re kind of in a hurry. (Pause. Speaking into the phone, with false admiration.) What a guy! (She hangs up.) He’s coming by for the money.




(The INTRUDER stands by the window.)

JOHN



(To the HOOKER.)

You have a long enough chat with him?
HOOKER
What’s it to you? We need him to think everything’s ok.
INTRUDER
Here he comes already.



(He hands some money to the JOHN.)

You give him the money, and don’t even think about pulling anything. I mean it.
JOHN
Don’t worry.
HOOKER
And look satisfied when you open the door.



(The JOHN stares at her.)

HOOKER (Cont.)

And tired. I don’t want my fan club getting a bad impression of me.
JOHN
I’ll write you a glowing recommendation and give it to him.
INTRUDER



(Whispering, and getting behind the door.)

Here he is. Just give him the money.
(A knock on the door, and the JOHN opens it part way. The CLERK tries to step inside, but his way is blocked by the JOHN, who hands him the money.)
JOHN
All right, here you go. Is this enough?
CLERK
Oh, sure. This will cover it.
HOOKER
Then here’s something extra just for you.



(She steps forward to hand the CLERK a twenty dollar bill.)

CLERK
Thank you! (He pushes against the door to move closer to the HOOKER, but the door only budges a little, because of the hidden INTRUDER. Still he gets the tip from the HOOKER.) You got a problem with this door? I can fix it real quick – 
HOOKER and JOHN
No! No!
JOHN
It’s just my bags behind it. Everything’s fine.
CLERK
Ok. You want some sides?

(The JOHN looks at him dumbly.)

With the chicken. You know, some fries, slaw. Something like that.
(The JOHN looks at the INTRUDER quickly, who sharply motions “no.”)
JOHN
No, no, that’s ok. Just the chicken.
CLERK
Suit yourself. You want some sodas, though, don’t you?
HOOKER
Sure, that’s great. A couple colas. No, make it three. I’m kind of thirsty.
CLERK
No problem. I’ll be back before you know it. Don’t go away or anything. (He Exits.)

JOHN



(Closing the door.)

Jeez.
INTRUDER
(Coming out from behind the door.)
That kid was this close to getting his lights punched out. What a jerk.
HOOKER
Meanwhile, he’s getting your food. Everything’s under control.
INTRUDER
When’s he going to be back? How far’s this chicken place?
HOOKER
A couple blocks maybe, that’s all.
JOHN
Uh, oh.
INTRUDER
What?
JOHN
Nothing. I hope.
INTRUDER
What is it?
JOHN
It’s just, when he was pushing on the door, I told him it was my bags behind it.
INTRUDER
So?
HOOKER
Uh, oh.
INTRUDER
What?!
HOOKER
He knew we didn’t have any bags.
JOHN
Maybe he won’t remember. All these great looks and sweet talk you’ve been giving him, he probably doesn’t even remember his own name right now.
HOOKER



(Unconvinced.)

I don’t know. He walked us all the way back here from the office. He definitely was aware that we didn’t have any bags. Maybe he won’t remember, I don’t know. But if he does, he’s got to be suspicious about what was really behind that door.
INTRUDER

So what are you saying? He’s going to the cops?
HOOKER
There’s a station house not too far from the chicken place.
INTRUDER



(Flaring up. To the JOHN.)
You stupid moron.
JOHN
Hey, I did the best I can. I didn’t tell you to squeeze behind the door. That was your own bright idea.
INTRUDER
Now what am I going to do?
HOOKER



(Soothingly.)
Maybe the best thing is, you just get going, you know? There’s got to be some time still before he can have the sheriff’s people down here. You’ll be ok.
JOHN
That sounds right to me.
INTRUDER
Just shut up. Both of you. (Fretting, thinking, looking out the window.) Ok. Ok. I’m getting out of here. You stay right where you are. Right where you are. I’m going to be watching and if you even step outside that door for the next ten minutes, you’re going to be sorry. You got it?
HOOKER
Sure. Whatever you say.
INTRUDER
(Forcefully, to the JOHN.)
You got it?
JOHN
Yeah, I’ve got it.
INTRUDER
Don’t screw with me. I’m going to be watching. (He looks out the window, checking all directions thoroughly. He opens the door.)
HOOKER
Take care of yourself.
(The INTRUDER looks back at her, and Exits, running out of the room.)
JOHN
What the hell was that? “Take care of yourself.”
HOOKER
He’s in trouble. It doesn’t cost anything to say something nice to somebody once in a while.
JOHN
Sure, you’ve got your hundred.
HOOKER
Eighty. I gave the kid a tip, remember?
JOHN
You gave him twenty dollars?
HOOKER
All I had was twenties.
JOHN
How about giving me twenty? I just got robbed and had my car stolen.
HOOKER
I’d like to, but all this time – I can’t go back there with just sixty bucks. My old man knows how much I get.
JOHN
And, technically, I guess we can still do it, right?
HOOKER
Are you serious? Listen, you are definitely off the meter now, and this girl is heading home.
JOHN
Yeah, I know. (A big sigh.) So, why don’t you just go along. I’ll wait here until you’re gone. And, uh, I’m sorry I got you mixed up in all of this.
HOOKER

It’s not your fault…even though you did let him in.

JOHN

Yeah, I sure did.

HOOKER

And, next time? Be sure to take the girl someplace nice. You’ll meet a much better class of people that way.

JOHN

Ok. 
(The HOOKER gives the JOHN a sympathetic smile and Exits. The JOHN moves over to the door and closes and locks it. He takes a peek out the window and then picks up the blankets and pillows that are still on the floor, dumping them onto the bed. He sits down on the bed and picks up the phone. He dials for directory assistance. Weary and dispirited.)

JOHN (Cont.)

Operator? Uh, yes. I’d like the number for a cab company, please. (Pause.) Thanks. (Longer pause as the operator puts him through to a cab company.) Yes, I’d like a cab…as quick as you can. (Pause.) What? The address?  I…I don’t really know. It’s just some motel in town. 
It’s this real awful, crappy motel. (Pause.) I don’t remember its name. We just pulled in at the first one we saw. I –  (He sighs.) Never mind. Thanks anyway.

(He hangs up the phone and thinks for a moment. He picks up the phone again and slowly dials his home phone number. His mind races but comes up blank. Trying unsuccessfully to sound cheerful.)

Oh, hi. Yeah, it’s, uh, it’s me.




(The End.)
