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SYNOPSIS

     Abby and Fred are a married, childless couple living in a single-family home. They are far from ideally matched, but over time they have adjusted to each other’s flaws and quirks. The cost of this accommodation, however, is a lingering tension that, at times, reveals itself in pointed banter and the playing of tricks.

     This evening (which happens to be Fred’s birthday) their regular ways are disrupted by an unfamiliar car idling outside their home, which throws a glaring light across the living room – and Fred’s TV screen. Putting aside his birthday cake, Fred works himself into an uproar and is about to confront the occupants of the “menacing” vehicle with a  handgun.
     This disturbs Abby’s usually firm equilibrium, but is Fred really upset, or is this just another practical joke? Will bloodshed really ruin Fred’s birthday? Never fear. The phantom villains drive away, leaving our love birds both shaken and stirred.

CHARACTERS

ABBY
Patient and calm, but also manipulative, she underestimates her husband’s ability to give as good as he takes.

FRED
Somewhat gruff and impulsive, he stumbles forward, believing himself the ruler of his own split-level kingdom.

Setting:
Evening. Fred and Abby’s living room. There are two armchairs, each with a small side table and lamp. A TV is imagined, Downstage. The room is uncluttered, conventional and modest. The rear wall contains a picture window with drapes, Center Right, and the front door, Center Left, both of 

which can indicated with a few strokes of paint  There is an opening to the kitchen, Stage Left, another leading to the bedroom, Stage Right, and an unseen basement door, just Off-Stage Right.

At Rise:
Fred and Abby are seated in their chairs. He is watching TV; she is reading a book. Fred picks up the remote control and starts changing channels rapidly.

FRED




(Half growling, half groaning.)

Aaaarrgh.

ABBY

(Without looking up. Soothingly.)

What’s wrong, dear?

FRED

There’s nothing on TV.

ABBY

Then shut it off.

FRED

All these channels, Abby. You’d think there’d be something I can watch.

ABBY

I know. Maybe you need something more challenging to do.

FRED

Like what?

ABBY

Like reading a book.

FRED

I’ve read a book.
ABBY

Excellent. Now you can read another one. There are new ones coming out all the time, you know.

FRED

Yeah, I think I saw something about that…on TV.
ABBY

Well, then it must be true. (Pause. Finally looking squarely at FRED now.) Why don’t you go online then? Explore the universe. Look up sports trivia.
(FRED continues rapidly channel surfing.)
How can you even tell what you’re looking at, with it all flashing by so quickly?

FRED




(Staring at the TV.)

It’s genetic. (Turning to her.) When you come to something good, it makes an instant impression on the brain. The crummy stuff doesn’t register at all, see, but when you get to something worth watching, it’s like hitting the jackpot on the slots.

ABBY

Bells and flashing lights?
FRED

That’s right. (He turns back to the TV, but after a few more tries, he turns it off.) Nothing. (Pause.)  I’ll be right back.

ABBY

I’ll be right here.
(FRED Exits Right. into the bedroom, and ABBY continues reading. FRED quickly Re-enters with a tuba [preferably, or another brass instrument].)
That doesn’t look like a nice, quiet book.

FRED

This is even better.

ABBY

You haven’t played that thing since college, have you?
FRED

Hey, you said do something challenging. So… (He settles into his chair.)
ABBY

I thought it was thrown out a decade ago. Wherever did you ever find it?
FRED

It was behind some boxes in the basement. I tripped over it yesterday. Now, this is just like riding a bike. Once you learn, you never forget. Listen to this. (He blows into the instrument but elicits only unmusical sounds.)

ABBY

Maybe you can get training wheels for it while your lips refresh their memory.

FRED




(Another attempt; another unpleasing noise.)

Must be something caught inside, blocking the air.

ABBY

After all this time, anything could have crawled in there.

(FRED feels inside the instrument’s bell. ABBY is about to spring a trap.)
Careful, it might still be in there…alive. Oh!!

FRED

What!? (Yanking his hand free in a hurry. He protests mildly.) Hey. (He gives the instrument a couple final, determined toots.)

ABBY

Tell you what. You put that heirloom back wherever it was hiding, and I’ll let you borrow a book that you’re sure to like.

FRED

I don’t know. I can’t handle a lot of gooey emotion right now.

ABBY

Then how about something with sea monsters, bizarre savages, and a suicidal madman?

FRED

Does anybody get killed?

ABBY

Oh, yes. Maimed and killed.
FRED

Ok. I’ll give it a try.
ABBY

That’s my guy.
(She Exits into the bedroom. FRED puts down the tuba and starts flicking the remote again. ABBY Re-enters.)

ABBY (Cont.)

Here you are.

FRED




(Taking the thick book that she’s offering him.)

Hey, this is Moby Dick. We had to read this thing in school. “Call me Oatmeal” or something.
ABBY

Did you like it?

FRED

I just skimmed through looking for the good stuff. I mean, look at the size of it. Nobody read it all.

ABBY

Well, take your time. There’s something I have to do in the kitchen.  (Exits, Left.)

FRED

There’s something wrong with a guy who can’t tell a story in a couple hundred pages. I mean, boy meets fish, fish eats his leg, blah, blah, blah. (Louder.) You listening to me?

ABBY




(Off-stage.)

Yes, dear.

FRED

And everybody knows how it ends up. What’s his name Gregory Peck goes for a real long swim. Where’s the suspense in that?

ABBY




(Off-stage.)

You’re right, dear. (Abby Re-enters and shuts off her own lamp.)

FRED




(With the book still firmly closed.)

Hey, I’m trying to read here.

ABBY

It’s just for a minute. Come on, shut your light off, too.

FRED

What for?

ABBY

It’s a surprise, you dummy. Just do it.



(FRED shuts off his lamp, and ABBY returns to the kitchen.)

FRED

You got this book in Braille?

ABBY




(Off-stage.)

Just a second. (Re-entering, carrying a birthday cake with just a very few candles, already lit.) Happy birthday! Yeaaay!

FRED

Whoa, look at that.

(ABBY now sings* to the tune of “Yankee Doodle,” while FRED beams.)
ABBY

“Happy birthday, Freddie dear,

Happy birthday, darling.

Although you’re older one more year,”
ABBY and FRED




(Singing in unison, followed by gentle laughter.)

“There ain’t no need for snarling!”
ABBY

Happy birthday to my brassy virtuoso.
FRED
Wow, that cake looks great. (Looking into ABBY’s eyes.) Thanks.

ABBY

I was planning to use a candle for every year, but the fire department put its foot down.

FRED

Hey, you’re not so many candles behind me, you know.
*   (The music for this tune is given after the final page of the script.)

ABBY




(Holding the cake directly in front of him.)

I know. Now make a wish.
FRED

Am I going to get my wish?
ABBY

That depends on what you ask for.

FRED

Ok. (With a smile after a brief pause.) How about world peace?
ABBY
Try for something a little smaller.

FRED

A fishing rod.

ABBY

Ok, but don’t tell me what it is or it won’t come true. Only the wishing fairy should hear you. Now cover your eyes.
(FRED does so.)
And make a different wish.
(He moves his lips.)
Have you made it?
(He nods, and then follows ABBY’s subsequent instructions.)
Good. Now take a big, deep breath. (Pause.) Hold it…and blow!
 (As FRED tries to blow the candles out, ABBY pulls the cake away to the side, and then quickly returns it to its former position in front of him. All the candles remain lit.) 
That was pretty good. Try it again. Come on.
FRED




(His eyes are still covered.)

What happened?

ABBY

You didn’t quite get them all. One more try.




(Again, he blows, but again the cake is pulled aside.)


FRED
How’s that one?
ABBY




(Putting the cake on FRED’s reading table.)

Are you really taking a big breath?
FRED




(Uncovering his eyes.)

Hey. They’re all still going. Are those the trick candles that don’t blow out?

ABBY

No, dear, they’re your garden variety, easy to blow out candles. (She picks up a candle and easily blows it out.) See? Let’s blow them all out together, all right?

FRED

Not if it means you get half my wish.

ABBY

I’ll sign my share over to you, how’s that? Now…one, two, three!
(They both blow, and all but one candle is extinguished. [It actually can be the kind that does
n’t blow out easily!])

FRED

We missed one.

ABBY

I’ll get it.
FRED

No way. This baby’s all mine. It’s time for Plan B. (He picks up the candle and turns it over, yelling a martial arts cry, and forcefully pushes the lit end into the cake.)
ABBY

Very impressive. Good thing you didn’t do that on our first date.
FRED




(Turning on his lamp.)

Let’s eat.



(ABBY walks over to her lamp and turns it on.)
FRED (Cont.)
Abby?

ABBY

Yes, dear?
FRED

Do you think I’ve got lung cancer or something?

ABBY

Of course not. Where did that come from?

FRED

Well, I couldn’t blow out the candles.

ABBY

You just spend too much time sitting in front of that TV, that’s all. You need to get out more and get some exercise.

FRED

Yeah, ok. (Pause.) But what about emphysema?
ABBY

You’ve never even smoked. I don’t know. If you’re going to be so worried about it, make an appointment for a physical.

FRED

With a doctor?

ABBY

No, Fred, with an acrobat. Of course, with a doctor.
FRED

Who is my doctor?

ABBY

Well, it’s…
***   END OF SAMPLE   ****
