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SYNOPSIS
     A deranged comedy in which innocence and enterprise are accosted by audacious malevolence – plus the Canadian national anthem sung in Spanish.
     You see, Reinhart’s car is wrecked with her only set of keys left inside, and the car (and keys) are taken to McHinkle’s junkyard. An attempt to secure the keys from McHinkle is rebuffed, so Reinhart and her friends head for a barroom where they meet a dead bartender. Sensing a business opportunity, her friend, Rossotti, deftly takes the bartender’s place. Meanwhile, McHinkle uses the keys to invade Reinhart’s home, win over her servants, and then extort money from her for the return of the keys.

     Later, dropping by the same bar, McHinkle lets his suspicious mind trick him into believing that Rossotti is a cold-blooded killer who is out to avenge McHinkle’s mistreatment of Reinhart, when in fact Rossotti knows nothing about it. McHinkle offers Reinhart’s safe deposit box key plus a large sum of money to Rossotti to safeguard his own life. McHinkle then raised the money by robbing everything in Reinhart’s house.
     Meanwhile, the bar’s owners turn up and temporarily chase Rossotti off, and it is they who wind up receiving the money and the key instead.  However, the owners are soon arrested after opening Reinhart’s safe deposit box – and while carrying McHinkle’s money –  which is all “returned” to Reinhart by the authorities! And poor, nasty McHinkle ends up with nothing but humiliation and a one-way ticket out of town.

CHARACTERS

(2 Male, 2 Female, 1 Either, 5 Total.)
REINHART
Female. Unmarried, 30. Somehow can afford to have servants.
DOAK

Male or Female. A friend of similar age. Not quite the brightest of intellects.

ROSSOTTI
Female. Also a friend, with aspirations to run a small business.

FERMIN
Male. Reinhart’s cousin, an immature 21.

McHINKLE
Male. Junkyard owner, middle-aged. Overbearing and unscrupulous.

Also, perhaps a dozen extras (or as many as you wish) as, depending on the scene, SERVANTS, PARTY GUESTS, BAR PATRONS, POLICE OFFICERS, PIGEONS, and VULTURES. No real dialog, but a chant, a brief song, and lots of noise and action. And don’t forget the dead BARTENDER.
Scene 1

Setting:
REINHART’s living room. The stage itself is bare except for a  very small, brightly colored piece of carpeting prominently placed. The rear wall might show a couple colorful art posters or other pictures. The front door is Off-Stage Left. There are doorways leading to a bedroom and the kitchen, Right.

At Rise:
Six to twelve (or more) PARTY GUESTS are milling about, gesturing and talking excitedly as the Curtain Rises. Their entire vocabularies, however, consist of either “yak, yak, yak” or “blah, blah, blah.” FERMIN stands in their midst, silent, ignored by them. Much gesturing, yakking and blahing.

FERMIN



(Shaking his head sadly.)

Hey, can I have your attention please, everyone? 

(He pauses but is ignored.)

Puh-leeaase?!

(The GUESTS immediately become silent and freeze in place.)

Due to circumstances beyond my control, I’ve got to ask if you might all be willing to chip in a couple bucks towards today’s lunch. What do you say?

(The GUESTS begin moving about more rapidly, yakking and blah-ing even louder as they all make their way out, Stage Left. Alone now, he turns toward his departed guests. Somewhat deflated.)

Well, thanks for coming anyway.

REINHART




(Entering from the kitchen.)

What happened to your friends?

FERMIN

I hope they went to feed the parking meters.

REINHART

Then they’ll have a long walk ahead of them. There aren’t any meters in this town.

FERMIN

Listen, if a guy shows up with a really big catering truck, act surprised, ok?

REINHART

That should be easy. Something you arranged, I suppose?

FERMIN

Mmm-mm.

REINHART

This isn’t going to involve an outlay of cash on my part now, is it?

(FERMIN pantomimes zipping his lips shut and locking them with a key.)

Excellent. I’d rather not know, anyway.




(FERMIN now “throws” the key away.)

Really, are you planning on regressing all the way back to infancy?

FERMIN




(Speaking through his “sealed” lips.)

Mmmph. Ummmph.

REINHART

Is that so?

FERMIN




(More emphatically.)

Mmmmph mmm muh mmph.

REINHART

It’s amazing. I can feel my IQ shrinking just by standing next to you.




(FERMIN stomps his foot and grunts in frustration.)

What? What is it?




(FERMIN pantomimes that he needs the key so he can talk again.)

I see. (Speaking now as to a small child.) You lost the little key to your lips? And now you want me to help you find it?




(FERMIN nods emphatically. REINHART speaks normally.)

Wonderful.

(REINHART moves Upstage, “searching” for the key. Then, taking a second imaginary key from his pocket, FERMIN “unlocks” his own lips.)

FERMIN

(Cheerfully.)

Never mind. I found a spare. Now, what were you saying?

REINHART

I’m sure I have no idea.

FERMIN

A sure sign of advancing age. You know, you should try some of those anti-aging creams they advertise on TV. Smear them all over yourself (Indicating the top of REINHART’s head.) but especially up there. It will help your memory and slow down the baldness, all at the same time.

REINHART




(Feeling her head.)

Baldness? Where?

FERMIN

Oh, mostly between the hairs, so far. But there’s really no time to lose. I’ll head on down to the mall and see if I can’t find you some of that stuff right now. Don’t wander off. (Exits, Left.)

REINHART

“Don’t wander off.” I’d like to get him some vanishing cream and smear it all over him.

DOAK




(Enters, Left.)

Was that Fermin? He looks shorter.

REINHART

He’s had a lot on his mind lately. It compresses the spine.

ROSSOTTI

(Enters, Left, carrying a cellphone phone.)

Hey, your cousin’s out there breaking into your car.

REINHART

I know. It’s his only hobby.

DOAK

He should try collecting postage stamps instead. You can learn a lot from stamps.

ROSSOTTI

Why don’t you just give him his own key?

REINHART

Oh, he has much more fun this way. Besides, he’d never do anything quite as conventional as asking for the keys.

FERMIN




(Re-entering, hastily, part way.)

Hey, can I have the keys?




(REINHART tosses him a set of keys. FERMIN Exits again.)

REINHART




(Shaking her head. Addressing DOAK first, who is closer to her.)

Doak? Coffee?

DOAK

Sure.

REINHART

Rossotti?

ROSSOTTI

Sounds good.

(REINHART claps her hands, and half a dozen SERVANTS, humming and buzzing loudly, rush in from both sides, moving briskly and crisscrossing through the room. They bring three chairs, a small table, a pot of coffee and cups. They are quick and efficient. REINHART observes their movements and beams with pride. She, DOAK and ROSSOTTI sit. As the SERVANTS Exit, REINHART pours coffee for her friends. DOAK takes a large container out of a pocket and empties some powder into his/her cup. ROSSOTTI tries to see what it is.)

DOAK

Non-dairy creamer.

ROSSOTTI

That stuff’s loaded with aluminum, you know.

DOAK

Maybe, but I’m allergic to anything dairy. Can’t even look at a cow without heading for the hospital.

(DOAK puts the container down near ROSSOTTI, who picks it up. DOAK takes a gulp of coffee and reacts strongly to the unexpected taste.)

DOAK (Cont.)

Bluchk! Yuck.

REINHART

Blend doesn’t suit you?

ROSSOTTI




(Reading the container’s label.)

It’s not the coffee. It’s this.

DOAK

No, that stuff’s ok. It’s got a shelf life of seven thousand years.

ROSSOTTI

I don’t doubt that, but this “stuff” you poured into your coffee is talcum powder.

DOAK

What I just drank? Why didn’t you warn me?

ROSSOTTI




(Shrugging.)

Sorry, I didn’t realize you're an idiot.

DOAK

Yechh. Now my mouth’s all dry.

ROSSOTTI

Actually, that talcum powder’s pretty good. I use it all the time for heat rash. (To DOAK.) May I? (ROSSOTTI stands up, pulls out the front of her pants or skirt waist and pours in some powder. To REINHART.) Would you care for some?

REINHART

Don’t mind if I do.

(Takes the powder, she duplicates ROSSOTTI’s actions, and then hands the container to DOAK.)

How about a fresh cup of coffee? It’ll clear your palate.

DOAK

If I’ve still got a palate. So if that’s the talcum powder, I guess I’ve been walking around all morning with non-dairy creamer in my socks.

ROSSOTTI




(Activating her cellphone.)

I’d try not to sweat too much then, if I were you.

DOAK




(Wiggling his/her feet.)

Too late. (DOAK takes the new cup of coffee and sits down, but doesn’t drink.)

REINHART

Well, don’t take your shoes off. (Indicating the scrap of fabric on the floor, smiling with pride.) I’ve just had the carpet cleaned.

ROSSOTTI




(Looking at her phone’s screen.)

Uh, oh.

DOAK




(Putting the full coffee cup down.)

What is it?

ROSSOTTI




(More emphatically.)

Uh, oh!

REINHART

What?

ROSSOTTI

Well, it isn’t completely terrible.

REINHART

I am so relieved to hear that. Now, what is it?

ROSSOTTI

Fermin and your car – on the internet.

DOAK




(Having moved behind ROSSOTTI to look at the screen.)

Uh, oh.


REINHART

What about my car?

DOAK

Look at that video. (To REINHART.) He spun out on the interstate and was thrown clear out of the vehicle.

REINHART

And the car? Is it all right?

ROSSOTTI

It’s fine now. They’ve got the fire out.

REINHART

Fire?! (Getting up to look at the screen.)

DOAK

Looks totaled to me.

REINHART

Is that it? There’s nothing left but a smoldering frame. My poor car.

DOAK

Fermin looks ok.

ROSSOTTI

Here comes an update. (Reading from the phone.) “The driver was saved, ironically, by not wearing his seat belt. After the driver was ejected from the car and while he was still airborne, the vehicle burst into flames. The lucky motorist landed some hundred yards away in an artificial pond filled with what appears to be oatmeal.”

REINHART

Does it say anything about my keys? I gave him my only set.

ROSSOTTI

No, sorry.

(ROSSOTTI now quietly starts to switch DOAK’s old talcum powdered cup of coffee for his new one.) 

DOAK

They’re probably still in the ignition.

REINHART

Oh, no.

DOAK

Don’t worry. It takes an awful lot to melt a key these days.

ROSSOTTI

Just find out where they’re taking the car. You can go over there and get them. (To DOAK.) Don’t let your coffee get cold.

(ROSSOTTI hands the talcum powdered cup to DOAK, who raises it to her/his lips, but stops as…)

FERMIN




(Enters, Left. As though nothing had happened.)

Sorry I’m late getting back.

DOAK

Are you ok?

FERMIN

Sure. Good as new.

REINHART

My keys, Fermin. Where are my keys?

FERMIN

Well, it’s funny you should mention that. Uh, you see, I got held up for a while, because there was this really big demonstration right in the middle of the highway protesting against traffic congestion, and –

REINHART

What does that have to do with the accident?

FERMIN

The accident?

REINHART

And the fire.

FERMIN

You know about that, too?

ROSSOTTI

It’s all over the news.

DOAK

They’ve got some great video of you landing in the oatmeal.

REINHART

You burnt my car to a chary crisp.

FERMIN

It wasn’t my fault. I hit some black ice. It’s invisible, you know.

REINHART

I bet it was invisible. It’s seventy degrees outside.

FERMIN

THow about an oil slick?

DOAK

So, where’s the car now?

FERMIN

Beats me.

ROSSOTTI




(Looking at the cellphone.)

Here it is. “The vehicle was taken to McHinkle’s Auto Repair.” Repair? That sounds optimistic.

DOAK




(Putting the tainted cup down, untasted.)

I’ve  heard of that place. He hasn’t actually repaired anything in over twenty years. It’s just a junkyard now, but he keeps the name to impress his relatives.

REINHART

Well, that’s it then. I’d better get down there. I’ll need to borrow a car.

DOAK

I’ll take you.

ROSSOTTI

In that case, I’ll catch up with you later on. I’ve got some things to check out.




(She Exits, Left, after some quick waves/goodbyes.)

FERMIN

Hey, Doak. Can I drive?

DOAK

Oh, sure…just wait until I lay down in front of the wheels first, ok? (Absentmindedly picking up the cup with the talcum powder in it.)

REINHART

Ok, let’s go. On to McHinkle’s.




(REINHART and FERMIN head for the Exit, Left.)

DOAK

(Taking a big gulp of the tainted coffee before leaving. Making a terrible face.)

Bluchk. Buhhh-luchk!




(DOAK puts down the cup and Exits, behind the others.)

(End of Scene 1.)
****   END OF SAMPLE   ****
