v EmMMETT LOVERDE

Cast of Characters

Kim Borden, 24
Hollis Johnson, 30
Spike

Place
A Los Angeles dive bar.

Time
The present, about ten o’clock on a Tuesday evening.



Love Fax
by Emmett Loverde

SCENE: The present, about ten o’clock on a Tuesday eve-
ning at a Los Angeles dive bar. The set features
several tables loaded up with glasses, napkins,
and dishware. There is a jukebox upstage. Back-
ground music and noise—clinking glasses, lively
conversation, and other bar sounds.

AT RISE: KIM BORDEN, 24, is chatting with SPIKE.
KIM wears a flattering skirt and a low-cut top.
SPIKE is your favorite bartender.

(HOLLIS JOHNSON, 30, enters the bar. He is, for some reason,
dressed in boxer shorts, T-shirt, bedroom slippers, and a bath-
robe. He sports the slightly demented grin of one in love as he
reads to himself a letter to his sweetie.)

HOLLIS. Dearest Angelica... | can’t tell you how much I’'m looking for-
ward to your arrival tonight. By the time you receive this fax | will have
washed the sheets, fluffed up the pillows, and hung fresh towels...all in
joyful anticipation.

SPIKE. (To KIM:) Heads up!

(HOLLIS stumbles into the nearest chair, completely unaware of
where he is, what he’s wearing, or who is around. KIM watches
him, curious.)

HOLLIS. | hope you like my new apartment. Indeed, a lot has changed
since | saw you last—for the better. | know myself so much more deeply,
and my love for you has grown. | can’t wait to see you in person!

(KIM has wandered over and is now reading over his shoulder.
He does not notice her until...)

KIM. “A lot” is two words.
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HOLLIS. Beg pardon?
KIM. “A lot”. It’s two words. You have it down there as one.

HOLLIS. Oh! Thank you. (Corrects it, then frowns.) Have you been
reading over my shoulder?

KIM. Bad spelling catches my eye.
HOLLIS. My spelling is quite good.
KIM. “Fluffed” has two F’s.
HOLLIS. (Corrects it.) Stupid of me.

KIM. And the way you leave that phrase hanging: “...all in joyful antici-
pation.” Anticipation of what?

HOLLIS. Of her.

KIM. Then say that. Now it sounds like you joyfully anticipate doing
laundry.

HOLLIS. (Crumples up fax.) Good God, I’ll have to do this over!
KIM. Oh, don’t. She’ll forgive you.

HOLLIS. ‘Forgive me’ for what?

KIM. The way you dress, for starters.

HOLLIS. | dress splendidly! I am known about town as something of a
dandy.

KIM. I knew at once.
HOLLIS. It’s rather invasive of you to be reading over my shoulder.

KIM. Well it’s rather invasive of you to come into my bar without intro-
ducing yourself!

HOLLIS. You own this bar?

KIM. | know everybody. And you just strut in here with your little “love
fax”—

HOLLIS. My name is Hollis.

KIM. “Hollis”? Doesn’t work. “Holly”? “Holistic”? “Hellacious”??
(Grabs his letter and reads it.) Oh goodgod.
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HOLLIS. Do you mind?

KIM. This is for your own good, Holly. These little spelling errors...
I’ve dumped men for less.

HOLLIS. She’s not going to dump me! Not over spelling.

KIM. Then why is she dumping you?

HOLLIS. She isn’t.

KIM. You’re dragging her out here to dump her or propose—which?
HOLLIS. (Airily:) Propose? I hadn’t even considered that.

KIM. You better consider it soon. You think your little “love faxes” tide
her over?

HOLLIS. They have for three glorious years.

KIM. Three years of nothing but love faxes? You don’t think she gets the
urge once in a while to put on her dancing shoes?

HOLLIS. We perform bi-monthly companionship visits.
KIM. Trust me: she’s getting her meat from a local butcher.

HOLLIS. What she and | have is very strong and very sacred! In fact—
though it is absolutely none of your business—this weekend | am plan-
ning to ask for her hand in marriage.

KIM. Eiw. What about the rest of her?
HOLLIS. What?

KIM. Where are you going to propose? Atmosphere is very important to
women. It’s got to be the right place, right time of day...

HOLLIS. What about the man?

KIM. Where are you going to drop this bomb?

HOLLIS. | have no intention of bombing.

KIM. You sound very confident.

HOLLIS. She and I have discussed the matter ad nauseum.
KIM. Where are you going to do it, Hellacious?

HOLLIS. Stop calling me that! I’ve planned a picnic.
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KIM. Beach or mountains?

HOLLIS. Forest Lawn.

KIM. Forest Lawn?? You’re proposing in a cemetery???
HOLLIS. | can’t think of a more beautiful, more peaceful spot—
KIM. Sure it’s peaceful—nobody’s living!

HOLLIS. Angelica and | are very drawn to The Hereafter.

KIM. Angelica is going to remember this for the rest of her life! You
can’t do it in a cemetery! That’s where you tell someone they’ve got ter-
minal cancer. (Demonstrating:) “You like it here? Pick out a spot.”

HOLLIS. The Forest Lawn in the Hollywood Hills is so grand—and this
time of year the foliage...

KIM. If you propose in a cemetery, your marriage is dead!
HOLLIS. How do you know so much about proposals?

KIM. I’ve gotten four of them.

HOLLIS. | don’t see a ring.

KIM. What are you packing for the picnic?

HOLLIS. Good lord, did you turn down four proposals of marriage?

KIM. The picnic, Hollis—what are you packing? A good meal can be an
aphrodisiac.

HOLLIS. | thought some peanut butter and jelly sandwiches—
KIM. (Shakes head.) Poor baby. She is going to dump you so hard...
HOLLIS. | wish you’d stop saying that.

KIM. Obviously this is important to you. Now with a little planning, you
could—

HOLLIS. | have planned every single detail! No one plans more than 1!
KIM. | don’t want to see you hurt.

HOLLIS. Like you probably hurt your four suitors?

KIM. They had it coming.

HOLLIS. Did they propose in a cemetery? Did they serve peanut butter
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and jelly sandwiches?

KIM. They weren’t the right guys, Holly.

HOLLIS. Why then did you consort with them?
KIM. | get the urge to put on my dancing shoes, too.
HOLLIS. You used them?

KIM. Maybe they used me. Speaking of using, what about your little
fling?

HOLLIS. What “fling”? What are you talking about?
KIM. (Reads:) “A lot has changed since | saw you last—for the better.”
HOLLIS. A lot has changed! | have a new job.

KIM. Yeahright. “I know myself so much more deeply”—indication of
sexual experimentation and probable failure or at least extreme guilt—
“and my love for you has grown”—an apology...and I still haven’t fig-
ured out the significance of fluffing the pillows. Do pillows figure heavily
into your sex life?

HOLLIS. You do love weaving your little webs of fancy, don’t you?

KIM. Hey, when a man “gets to know himself deeply” he’s either been
cheating on you or jerking off.

HOLLIS. Since you know everybody here, why don’t you go talk with
one of them?

(KIM shrugs, a little hurt, and strolls over to the jukebox. HOL-
LIS steps up beside her. His bathrobe hangs wide open and he
doesn’t seem to notice.)

That was rude of me.

KIM. Your coming down here...that was kind of on a whim, wasn’t it?
HOLLIS. It was hot in my apartment.

KIM. Sweating about Angie?

HOLLIS. Thoughts of Angelica bring me nothing but deep comfort and
security.

KIM. Thoughts of Angelica drove you into a bar. Why don’t you just call
her up?
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HOLLIS. She’s three hours ahead—for her it’s the middle of the night!
(Smugly:) Besides, she adores my love faxes.

KIM. If it’s someone special, | don’t care what time he calls.
HOLLIS. You must never have received a decent love fax.
KIM. Actually, that’s how this one guy proposed to me.
HOLLIS. Are you serious?

KIM. He was in our New York office. He came out for a week on busi-
ness. We had dinner...it was nice. Then | walk in one morning and
there’s this fax from him sitting on my desk.

HOLLIS. What did it say?

KIM. “Dear Ms. Borden: | have been reviewing our contact over the
past months and feel it would be to both of our advantages if we were to
elevate the status of our relationship. | therefore extend to you an offer
of marital involvement including options for long-term commitment, fa-
milial extension, and joint property ownership and acquisition. Regards,
Bartholemew Braniff, Vice President, East Coast Sales.”

HOLLIS. Did he at least type it himself?

KIM. No, which reminds me that | left out the best part: “Please refer
all questions regarding this matter or marriage in general to my assistant
Melanie, who is female.”

(HOLLIS shakes his head in disbelief.)
One roll in the hay and the guy’s totally deluded.
HOLLIS. (Shocked:) You slept with him?
KIM. Sure. He’s a total god—tall, graying temples, steel-blue eyes...
HOLLIS. What did he say when you wouldn’t marry him?
KIM. | didn’t exactly refuse...
HOLLIS. You just said—

KIM. | told him before I’d give him an answer he had to divorce his
wife.

HOLLIS. Is there no end to the sleaze with you?

KIM. You’re the one cheating on poor Angie!
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HOLLIS. | told you that wasn’t true.
KIM. You never said that.
HOLLIS. | never dignified your accusation with a response.

KIM. Hey, you should flush all flings out of your system before you
settle down.

HOLLIS. So...did he divorce his wife?
KIM. Nope.

HOLLIS. So then you turned him down?
KIM. Nope.

HOLLIS. You married him??

KIM. His lawyer withdrew the offer. | think he is now dating Melanie,
who is female. Anyway, | could never live in New York.

HOLLIS. How could you sleep with a married man? How could you do
that?

KIM. | figured he wouldn’t get all clingy. Anyway, you’re one to talk.
HOLLIS. | have done absolutely nothing objectionable.

KIM. Nothing objectionable??? Holly, everything about you screams
“Guilty! Guilty! Guilty!”

HOLLIS. Nonsense.

KIM. My guess is you spent one or two so0-so nights with this new girl
and now to atone for it you think you should propose to Angelica!

HOLLIS. (Agitated:) What “new girl”?
KIM. So there were no fireworks with the new girl—shop around, Holly!

HOLLIS. There were plenty of fireworks— (Cuts himself off.) It was
only one night.

KIM. How many dates?
HOLLIS. First date.

KIM. You work fast.
HOLLIS. Look, if you think—



8 EmMMETT LOVERDE

KIM. How’d you meet this girl?

HOLLIS. Through my church group.

KIM. Well, hail Mary full of grace!

HOLLIS. It wasn’t like that! We already knew each other.
KIM. Now | understand your thing with robes.

HOLLIS. (Confused:) What thing with robes?

KIM. Holly...before you rush down the aisle you might want to clear
your mind.

HOLLIS. | have never been this sure about anything before.
KIM. What was the other girl’s name?

HOLLIS. Bethany.

KIM. You met Bethany in church?

HOLLIS. Eleven o’clock service. | had just finished pouring myself a
cup of coffee at the social hour and she and I both reached for the same
donut. (Proudly:) I let her have it.

KIM. The donut?

HOLLIS. Of course. After that we kept bumping into each other every-
where.

KIM. And bumping and bumping...

HOLLIS. Please don’t be indelicate.

KIM. Bethany from church. How Biblical.

HOLLIS. | think it’s a lovely name.

KIM. Too bad Biblical Bumping Bethany bombed big-time in bed.
HOLLIS. She didn’t do the bombing.

KIM. Oh, I’m so sorry. How embarrassing for you!

HOLLIS. | didn’t necessarily “bomb”. I just lost interest.

KIM. It is important to sustain interest.

HOLLIS. She’s an attractive lady—that wasn’t the problem. I just sud-
denly realized to whom my heart belongs.
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KIM. Aw. Holly, you’re a poet.

HOLLIS. | couldn’t get out of there fast enough. Beth was a great sport.
KIM. To your face. Has Angie been faithful?

HOLLIS. Angelica is still a virgin.

KIM. Avirgin??

HOLLIS. She’s only twenty-four.

KIM. So am | and I’ve already had six lovers. Cosmopolitan magazine
says I’m way behind.

HOLLIS. | don’t even know your name...
KIM. How many women have you been with?
HOLLIS. How many have | dated?
KIM. Give me a break, Hellacious: how many have you had sex with?
HOLLIS. Two. Including Bethany.
KIM. Who was the other one?
HOLLIS. Someone in junior high school.
(She stares.)
We were both in ninth grade—I’m not a felon. It was a big mistake.
KIM. Is this your first proposal?
HOLLIS. First one. | just hope she says yes.
KIM. You said you guys talked—
HOLLIS. We did, but, you know, last-minute jitters...
KIM. She will.
(HOLLIS stares, surprised and touched.)
I mean it. You’re a real catch.
HOLLIS. To what do | owe this unexpected burst of courtesy?
KIM. Hellacious, | have never been discourteous to you.
HOLLIS. Firstly, you keep calling me “Hellacious™...

KIM. You know what | mean.
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HOLLIS. You accuse me of cheating on—
KIM. You were cheating on—

HOLLIS. | was looking for answers!
KIM. You were looking to get laid.

HOLLIS. But I didn’t get...1 didn’t complete the act! Angelica is the
center of my universe and | have never been this sure about anything—

KIM. (Overlapping:) —never been this sure about anything before. Got-
cha.

HOLLIS. Why must you doubt me?
(SPIKE enters and begins to wipe down the bar quietly.)
KIM. Let’s do a little test.
HOLLIS. Excellent. Ask me anything.
KIM. Dance with me.
HOLLIS. What?
KIM. Spike, how about a little atmosphere?
(SPIKE selects a song on the jukebox. A slow ballad starts up.)

Good choice, Pumpkin. (Offers her arms to HOLLIS.) Let’s see you
sweep me off my feet.

HOLLIS. What kind of test is this? I’m practically engaged.
KIM. Dancing is the only way to gather conclusive data.

(They begin to dance rather chastely. HOLLIS is stiff as a
board.)

You’re a good dancer...

HOLLIS. | took lessons.

KIM. ...for a priest. Are you afraid to touch me?
HOLLIS. I’'m touching you.

KIM. There’s six miles between us.

HOLLIS. (Steps an inch or so closer.) Is this better?
KIM. (Yanks him very close.) This is better.



