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o Thesis Abstract

. In 1983, one in six ggnadians‘lived below the poverty line; by

1986, 20-40,000 of these people were homeless. According to

the'National,Anti-Poverty Organization in Canada, the two

issues emerging_as the isaues "of the 1980 s are‘homelessﬁeéé
. \ *

and hunger (The Gazette, March Zé{ 1986).

an of the newes%@;nd fastest growing additions to this vagrant
porulation is women; there are approximately 5000 homeless

women in Montreal alone. "Many come from middle-class

.backgrounds. Some are women who grew up expecting. to be wives

and homemakers, and then, at age 45 %o 60,- found themselves
separated or divorced, but without the ability to support

themselves." (The Gazette, September 27, 1986).

< - A

The Price ims Right is about one such woman. In one sense it is
a tragedy\about”deepair, the despair of suddenly finding

oneself at the bottom of the ladder, with little means of
moving up. It is above all else, however, a comedy of manners

and values, and a play about-survival, hope, and the 6/49.
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Résumé. de thése

gﬁ 1983, un Canadien sur six vivait sous le seuil de pauvrets;
en 1986:%de,20 4 40 000 Canadiens étaient sans abri. °Selqn
i'Organisation nationale anti—panreté du Canada, les deux
grands prleémea des années 1980 sont les sans-abri et les gens

qui ont faim (The Gazétte, 22 mars 1986). ~

¢
L“un des tout derniers gFgupes‘@ui est venu s’ ajouter avec une
rapidité fuléurante a4 cette population sans” résidence fixe sont

les femmes; on combte environ 5 000 femmes sans abri &

Mongféak’seu;ement.’m;Bon nombre d’entre elles vienngnt de la
o

\Jwgargeoisie. Certaines ont graﬁai dans i’espoir de se marier

et d'élever deé‘enfanté et, & 1'8ge de 45 & 60 ans, se sont

B retrouvées séparées ou divorcées, incapablés de subvenir &

leurs proéres stoins.% (The Gazette, 27 septembre 1986)..
2

Ihﬁ_EiiQQ_iﬁ_Rixnt est 1 'histoire d'une de ces femmes, Dans un

sens, c'est une tragédie sur le désespolr, le désespoir de se

aucun moyen d ep_gravir les é&chelons. C'est avant tout une
c‘ v

comédie de mogurs et de valeurs et une piéce sur la survie,

1" espoir et le 6/49. ' =
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T Introduction
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On December 17, 1985, forty-one-year-old Drina Joubert
froze to death in an abandoned truck in Toronto. A model And
aspiring actress in-her youth, somewhere along the line
j:}omething went wrong, and Drina began to deteriorate. Over the
years, she became chronically ill, both physically and
mentally, as well as alcoholic. With the death of her mother
in 1983,‘Drina{ unable to fit”in‘with soclety and now lacking
any family support system, Jjoined the ranks of one of our
ﬁéstest growing vagrant populations, the hbd#}eas women, the
-

misfits (Gazette 22 Mar. 1986).
The Price is Right concerns itself with a poor and

eventually homeless woman who, like Drina and other women like
her, does not fit into expectedﬂmolds.and is therefore !
considered deviant and worthless. According to Claudette
Godley, Director of Chez Doris (a Montreal drop-in centre for

homeless women), "homeless women bear an even greater social

stigma than their male counterparte in that they are

instinctively regarded as deviants undeserving of
. ph .

gervices.”1 In a later interview, she went on to contend

: (

that:
‘?oor women on the streets are worse off than\the:
men. There’ s more men and so there’s moré‘services,
. and ‘also, society always invests in men because they
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are seen as the productive eleméht of this society

while as women, we are just reproduétive . . . 80 not

worth too much money. 2

-

\

"We re society’'s garbage”, says Francine (one homeless‘
woman), and "like garbage, they litter the downtown core,

forming an invisible ring of tragedy and horrer stories, while
N o) -
offending the sensibilities of the better-off."3

Obviously, it is nothing new to Bhuﬁfthe poor. What is

,) !
new 1s the growing number of women in this gituation. With the
% L 2
breakdown in North American society of extended families and

kinship ties, fewer and fewer people want to take

PR 4

«responsibility for our old women. It is easier to forcefthe
g;vernment to tgib»care of them, even if inadequatély——easier
than having to be personally involved. It is estimated that
there are now approximately 5000 homelese women in Montreal
alone, and Montreal is no different frbm any other large city;
the numbers are continuing to grow (Gakette 27 Sept. 1986).
There are a number of reasons why I decided to port;ay
today s poor old women through the vehicle of theatre. First
and foremost was the immediacy and vitality which theatre
affords. Also, my hope was to bring one woman, her strengths
and her foibles, to life, to understand better how one might
become homeless, and how oné might be treated if one were old,
poor, and female. Furthermore, I felt it important for Odette

to talk for herself, and thought this would best be done in

. person, ‘:on satage. -
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Inthat Odette is “anyoldwoman’, comedf’appealad to me in
its universality and the facility it afforded me to create a

multi-dimensional character, who laughs, criee, and makés
mistakes. As Kronenberger states, "comedy in the end

is .". . a trenchant and consistent wa& of regarding life"4;

N A\
my personal bellef is that one must approach life withsa sense

of humour, and that much can be accomplished through the use of
comedy. I tﬂerefore did not feel it necessary to use serioua
drama to deal with a serious topic, and couldn't agree with
Kronenberger more when he propounds that ". . . where writers
«do show scruples, do maintain standards, no fo;m can be more
gerious than comedy. Laughter, equally with tears, can provide
a full release or catharsis.”ﬁ*/

Within the sphere of comedy,.it is difficult to pinpélnt
one specific genrefwhich geatly‘buttonholes The Price iw
Right. It is more a blend of many different types of comedy:
classical, absurd, farce, and comedy of situation and manners.
Tremblay s plays have been described as absurd, realistic, 9
naturalistic, theatrical, Brechtian, classical, and
contemporgry (Usmiani 34-36). I think these descriptione are

applicable to The Price is Right, as well. _
If anything, The Price is Right is more like classical

' comedy than true absurd, although, like Albee, I have borrowed
from "the surrealism of the absurdist,”® while depending
primarily on realism to reflect "the inequities and hypocrisies

of man-made ills."7 Like the plays of Tremblay and Brecht, _
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The Price is Right makes u;e of the chorus in order to
reinforce particular beliefs or action. The oéening chorus, a .
television set expounding the game show, evidences Nprth
America’s need for economic success, as well as the aspect of
~ control from outside: one is constantly betting against the
"wheel of fortune’. The chorues reinforces thie ggterQ?l hope
as providing Odette’s spiritual sustenance, Jjust as the food
she is preparing provides her physical nourishment. Later on,
anotherrchorus, the bus passengers, depicts the disparate needs
of society, its isolation, and lack of communication. The
ending, too, is»olassiégﬁ;‘aith a typical parting speech, :
exodus, or marching-away song (Hadas 5). Although no marriage f
occurs on stage, the potential remains for a future resolution
and coﬁEequent marriage. . .

Like the plays of Tremblay and Fenario, The Price isg
Rikht depicts a "elice of life’ pertaining to Quebecois
soclety, and to a specific class of Montrealers in particular,
their culture and identity, their problems, and their idols.
It is hard to avoid politics in Quebec, afd, true to life, The
Price ig Right is political in exposing the second class
feeling so common to francophones of Odette s generation.
Unlike her, Angelie represents, the more positive, perhaps
younger, francophones and their pride in their cultural and
linguistic baokgrouﬁds. The constant bickering between- Odette
and Angelle over language is typical of the ongoing Queb§c

language dispute. Aside from the pollitice, the everyday

viii




language\used in The Price is Right, like that used by
Tremblay, plays an }mportant ba;t in ailowing-the charaétérs to.
"express themselves in such a way as to become bélievabie and
effective."8 Perhaps, as Usmiani propose% Tremblay

represents the Quebecois theatre of libveration (4). 1f

anything, The Price is Right represents a Comedy of Quebec

&

Manners.

0f course, ;t the time of the ¢reative writing, none of
this Qas done on a conscious level., As Usmiani puts it,
“Within the creative pzocess, of course, the fusion of elemente

occurs on the level of the unconscious.”$ It was a\bggllenQE

. to look back once the“play had been written, to dissect it and

to say "This is what 1 héve used”, "This is whd&t I have done",
and “Why?"

My aim? I hope that people will ldike Odette. 1 also hope
that they ;ill realize that her situation is not unique. The
blay could have had a-very happy, albeit simpliectic endipg, if
Odette were not filled with the distrust common to the’bqor.
Conversely, it could have ended with he¢ incarceration snd/or
death. Instead, I decided.to end it on a note of hope, which
is all somé people have. ‘

‘ What folloWwe is-an attempt, not to accept, but .to -

understand the evolution of a society which would allow a woman

to freeze to death in an urban western metropolic in 1986.- In
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But no% I have written unto you not to keep

company, 1f any man that is called a brother

be a fornicator, or covetous, or an idolater,

or a raller, or a drunkard, or an extortjoner;

with such an one no not to eat.1o
- In theory, every member of society is supposed to develop
and fi£ into the %ramewonk and values deemed appropriate by that
society. As Fromm puts it, “"Inasmuch as man has to work within a
. Biven society, his need for survival tends to make hinm acceptothe
social conceptualizations and hence to repress that which he
would be aware of hqd his consciousness been imprinted with
different sche@ata.“ll* Perhags, as Smith suggests, the
foundation of this is biologjical, whereby in ancient times, to be
deviant more often than not meant to be a mutation, og}en
malformed and unable to survive alone. TH&& phenqméggg would
have posed a threat not only to the safety of the existing group,
but to future generations as well, in its potential for
genetically deformed progeny (69). .

Although the survival of gociety as a whole no longer

. dictates it, the ongoing practice continues to be to oust the.
deviant, the Jifferent, and the qbnormal: that is, any
éerceived threat to the natural, social order of things. This,

holds true throughout every sect and faction within eociety.
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H9wells' description of the higher religions as possessing an
"exclusiveness in belief; a jealousy of their own doctrines and
an intolerance of others, which they relentl;ssly seek to blo?
out,”12 is appropriate for each‘of our closed circles of
assoclations, be they racial, cultufal, religious, etc. Each
fears contamination through association, and each. jealously
guards its purity. The social good therefore continues to
indicate uniformity within the unit and the adherence to the
norm as the "right’ Qay. Hence the abhorrence of the outsider
and the creation of tabu.

Tabu tends to "align 1itself with the social good,” 13 and
therefore reinforces society s beliefs. It permits exclusion
of the misfit and propagates the gect as an unvarying,
homogeneous mass. Tabu is also a feeling that the time is out
" of joint-(Howells 40). Being out of joint or out of time with
the rest of the community, a tabu person cannot belong tollt
but must live outside of it,‘often agéinst his or her will, and
usually through elaborate exercises of expulsion, such as
shunning, excommunication, "etc. This ritual expulsion serves
to reinforce the taPus which have been established by society:
as pointéd out by Harrison, while ritual expulsion of evil rids
soclety of what is considered hostile, it also enhances that
which 1is considered favorable (xvii). Sartre explains this

duality and its relationship to the scapegoat very well in I

»

Anti-Semite and Jew:

xii
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many anti-Semitees--the majority, perhaps
possess nothing. It is in opposing

themgégves to the Jew tﬁat they suddenly become
conscious of being proprietors: * in representing
the Jew as a robber, they put th;mselve; in the
enviable position of people who could be robbed.
Since the Jew: wishes to take France from them, it
follows that France must—belong to\them. Thus
they have chosen anti-Semitism as™a means of
establishing their status ae possessors.14 ’

By treating the Jew as an inferior and pernicious

- 5eing, I affirm at the same time that I belong to
S v ) ©

the elite.l5
“. —
So important is thie need for a scapegoat, in fact, that:
If the Jew did not exist, the anti-Semite would
invent him.1¢

' Otherwise to whom would he be superior?17

Thus, this practice of exclueion not only reinforces the
~ values of a particular group or society, it also serves to
elevate the individual’s status in comparison to that of the
scapegoat. ‘

? For many centuries, Europe was provided with convenient
scapegoats by way of lepers. However, with the void created by

the significant decline in lepers between 1200-1400, society

4
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nneeded to create a new scapegoat (Barchilon vi), and aptention
turned to the poor: “The old rites of excom;unication were
‘revived, but in the world of production and commerce, 18

These rites of excommunication change from one era to
another, according to the precepts and practices of a given
society and time. During the Middle Aées, for example,
vagabonds were ostracized by means of Ships of Foole: along
with the insane, they were incarcerated on boats and dumped
onto other cities (Foucault, Madness 3-37), the general idea
presumably being to get rid of more than you took in. By the
1600°s, the rites had changed somewhat, at least in Paris,
wheQe the poor, instead of being shipped off, were rounded up,
branded, and driven from the city (Foucault, Madness 47). A
hundred years later, the poor were still the misfits, who "live
in the midst of society without being members of it", who waged
"a veritable war on all citizens”, and who were "in that state
that one supposes existed befare the establishment of civil
soclety."19 \

It was while struggling with the problem of another group
of tabu, tRat is, witches, that society coincidentally rid
itself of this ongoing eyesore of the poor. From the Middle
Ages through to the late seventeenth century, witches were
hunted and persecuted as demons. With the emergence of
scientific theory, however, it became more fashionable to
consider them as insane rather than as devils iﬁéarnate, and

with the evolvement of hospitals in phe late 16008, it becane

v
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\practiée to institutionérize-them (Rosgen 12-13). Thuas, from

the seventeen€h and eighteen?h centuries, they were largely
banished from sight, and social ordgr‘was maintained without
the necessity of’witch hunts and triﬁls. Although a somewhatf:
uneasy solution, this practice was probably p;eferable to
torture and death, and, as Rosen pointe out, was a sign of a

y

more secure society better able to deal with the unknown and

_with its social anxieties (12).

~- With the establishment of the Hépital Général, at last the
inquisition éas replaced by institutional psychiatry (Szasz
15). However, the Hopital Général not only got rid of the
inséne. Its main focus was preventing‘“mendicanc§ and idleness
as the source of all disorders”20: | ]
the Hépital Général took care of old people,
peorle with venereal diseases, eplleptics, and the
méﬁtally“ill. Thus, in the course of time the
géneral hospital combined the characterigtics of a
penal institution, an asylum, & workshop, and a
hospital. 21}

In order to be considered mad, one had only to be
“abandoned, destitute, poor, unwpnged by parents or .
society.”"22 Thus, to be poor'was to b? mad. Conveniently
then, the poor and the’insane, c?nsidered to be synonymous,
could be Ehut away toéether,—and socliety rescued from the

visual burden ‘of both witches and beggars, just asg it had been

rid of lepers earlier on. 5

Xv.
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EYentually, institutions like workhouses and hoqses‘?f
correction also arose to deal with the poor, and “All’
. individuals who were defined as asocial or socially deviant
weré segregated by internment."23 fhrough‘these means, even
more people could be gotten rid of, and ﬁhese'melting pots of
criminals, vagabonds, and the insane created "A' separate

- ¢

goclo-paychological lifespace . . . for those who removed

v

RS

themselves from or transgressed the moral order considered
appropriate to their social position, occupation, orhfamily

¥

relationehip."24 By isolating these people, contamination ﬂ
was avoided and ultimate control ;estored to~society. .

Today, the rituals have changed once again. The majority _
of North America’'s poor are not physically incarcerated.
Rather, their separate space is created largely through

bureaucratic means, that is, they are married to the social

welfare system and its subsets: unemployment insd

welfare payments, subsidizedyhousing, etc. Although th
not physically shut away, the poor carry thé stigma of welfare,
and therefore remain largely identifiable, ghd, most
importantly, avoidable; Shunning remains the common practice,
and ostracism of the poor is as prevalent heﬁpﬂgﬁd now as it
was in Europe in the 1600°s. “”//

Foucault describes those on the Ships of Fools as being
both passengers and prisoners (Madness 11). Similarly, our

poor are both passengere and prisoners of‘society. On the one

hand, all of the rituals of the social welfare system were

xvi
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designedlfor and rgvolve around thenm, attributing'to ﬁhem a
certaip status and importance, Concurrent;y; they are unable
to eseapewthis same system and are deatiﬁéd gb remain on the -
ship fo§ever. Once one has passed the rite of embarkation,
thafﬁis, the food outlet, the unempldoyment line, etc., one is
generally on fér good. 1In effect, these ritees have succeeded
%p creating the poor as a delineated group, just as Sartre
_claims "it is the Christians who have created the Jew in
pgt.tling an abrupt Bt::)p to his assimilation. . : ."2§

Just as witches did not choose thelr roles but were .
assigned them (Szasz xx), and Jews “"cannot choose not to be a
Jew" but are "thrown into--to be abandoned to--the situation of
a Jew,"28 neither do the poor choose to be poor but are
ascribed that role against their wills. Today’'s North Américan
socliety ie governed by an economic mase movement, where
comfortable middle-clase is the norm and wealth the ideal, and
the tabu we have created ise povertf. We have been brought up
with the notion that if we don"t work, we don't eat. In this
"work culture, 27 the non-contributoréls the biggest threat
to complacency. Those who do not produce products or _
services, earn money, and in turn, consume, are mutants, who
threaten not only themselves but the very fabric of thise
capitalist society. 1In order to keep society pure, mutants,

whether they be physical, psychological, or economic, must be

eradicated.
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What of our poor old women, the Drina Joubert s and the
Odette’s? In A History of Medical Pevchology, Zilboorg
- referred to the "trend on the part of the lay and medical world
to coneider themselves as separate from and superior to the
mentally sick”, and to treat the mentally ill as the
“step-childrep(of life."28 We can just ag easily apply this
term and our treatment to the poor person tpday, and to poor
old women in particular: unfortunately, these Cinderellas lack
fairy godmothers, and remain poor, old, and unwanted. If one
were ko establish a priority of tabu just among the group
called the poor, sur;ly the poor old women would rate the
highest points. As Rosen points out, "For a long time, women,
" and especially‘old womén, were undoubtedly among the awkward
oneg of the soclal group and occupied an equivocal |
position."28 They have always competed with the feeble and
insane for last place on the social ladder. Foucault describes
the realm of politice, whereby "the condemned man represents
the symmetrical, inverted figure of the king"3%; in a
society based on capitalism, the inverted figure of the wealthy
and therefore sugéessful man is the indigent. Similarly, there
is.the revered state of youth vs the abhorred burden of old

age. Finally, the inverted figure of man, created in the image

of God, is woman, too often portrayed as the wicked witch, the

~. i

A .
?vil stepmother, the sharp—tonguedAhother—in—law, etc. Thus,

to be a poor old woman, unable even to conceive a son who might

ralse her statue, is to be at of very near the bottom of

xviii . o
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gsociety’s hierarchy; in most societies in times of hardship,
it is the old woman, no longer able to bear children or to

contribute in a "significant’” manner, who is the first to be
’sacrificed.

, Most accused of witchcraft were woﬁen,A"miserable,

beggarly old women."31 (In the Malleus Maleficarum, a
medieval work on witchcraft written by two Dominican

-

inquisitors, it is stated that most witches are women, since

'3

"All witchcraft comes from carnal lust, which is in women
insatiable,”32 while men are more or less protected because
Jesus the Saviour was a male (Szasz 8).; Carrying on the
tradition, with the coming of workhouses and asylums in the
enlightened 1700-1800"s, the majority of those interned were -
old women.

Earlier on, I reviewed Smith’s theory of the biological
basis for exclusion. To carry this one step further, bef&%e
the study of genetics and the role of "X° and 'Y’  chromosomes
taught us otherwise, this ancient biological fear may have
first and irrevocably established woman, as bearer of the
child, as the source and perpetuator of all the evils and
impurities of society. Although this would seem to be a
throwback to ignorant times,ﬁthis belief still remain; to be -
overcome and resolved. ~

Even today, the majority of those in asyiums are elderly,
poor women. As pointed out by Chesler, “"While women live

longer than ever before, and longer than men, ‘there is lees and

b
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less use, and literally no place, for them in thé only place
they “belong"-—withiq the family.”33 It would seem therefore
that the trend towarés homeless otq women which we hmave begun
to notice only recently will continue to escalate, not tthugh
any means of their own, but because society needs its poor. As
Foucault puts it, ". . . & people would be poor which had no
paupers. Indigence becomes an 'indispensable element 1in the
State. In it is concea}ed the secret but also the real 1life of
a chiety. The poor constitute the basie and the glory of
nations."34 : 5
Why have the poor succeeded in being the chosen scapegoats
for so long? There are certain criteria necessary to beiﬁg‘
scapeg;ate which the poor, unlike most other groups, fulfill on
an ongoing basis. According to Sartre, "professional
evildoers” must be "bad by birth and without hope of
change. . . men with whom the decent members of the community
have no reciprocal relationship”. Furthermore, "as Evil-is
negaﬁfbgrfseparation, disdntegration, its natural
representatives will be sought among the separated and
separatists, among the unassimilable, the undesirable, the\
repféssed, the rejected.”35 Certainly, the poor fulfill all
of these requirements? Qver and above this, however, they also

possess the most important characteristic which enables them to

be the ‘perfect and perpetual” scapegoats: these
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products of disassimilation, castoffs: abandoned

children, "the poor,’ bouréeoi; who have lost their

status, “lumpenproletariat’, déclassés of all kinds,

in short, all the wretched . . . cannot unite with

any group since nobody wants them. . . . That is why,

in general, we give them pref:rence.98
They are and remain "weak and unattached.'37

In large part, their segregation and subsequent isolation -~

is accomplished through the very act of naming them. Sartre
discusses the importance of "worfls” and "names”, handy lg;ela
which one uses to categorize individuals or groups, such as’
“homosexuals’ (Saint Genet 17-41). Once individuale are
labelled, they lose a part of themselves and their
inéividuality, and immediately become associated with the |
éharacteristics assigned to that group. In effect, 'in being
named as belonging to the groug_commonly referred to as "the
poor”, “the underprivileged’, "the less fortunate , etc., the
individﬁal takes on the stereotypical qualities assigned to
that group, which can never be ghaken off. They are labelled
forever. Since society assigns shame and guilt to being poor, -
then it followe that those assigned the title feel shame and
guilt. “Shame isolates,”?? and so it is that we have created

a self-perpetuating circle through shame and guilt,

gsegregation and isolation, which, until it ie broken, will

xxi




continue to assign to "the poor” the role of scapegoats,‘those
evi] men "as necessafy to go6d men as whores are to decent

1

Wwomen. 39

Foucault describes the importance of ritual in punishipg
the wrongdoer, by means of which "power is eclipsed and
restored."40 Just as the ceremony of public execution in the
1700°e manifested the supremacy of the sovereign, so does
today 's treatment of the poor reaffirm the power of the state’.
In forcing the poor to wade through red tape and legalism in
order to receive welfare payments that will allow them to
subsist below the poverty line, in forcing them to subm;t to
the humiliation of the "Bo Bo Macouttes” at any time, in
refusing to allow them the privacy which the.middle and upper
classes take for granted, in proviﬁing no choices or means of
escape or bettermené, the state is reaffirming the individual’s
lack of knowledge, power, and control in . perpetuity. As Szasz
points out, authorities forbid "efforts at self-determination”,
and fear a "narrowing of the gap between ruler and ruled.”41

Just as the "public execution did.not re-establish Jjustice" but

Y

"reactivated power" through the spectacle of "imbalance and
excess”, the rituals of the welfare system bring infg—g;ay
their own version ;f "dissymetry between the subjec£4who has
dared to violate the law and the all powerful sovereign. ™42
Soclety has decided that poverty 1is a crime gnd approaches it
acooré&ngly: what better way of re-establishing the rightful -

place than to subject the poor to the spectacle of welfare

xxii




lines and soup kitchens, without offering an alternative?

Ultimately, therefore, control haqﬁbgen achiéved, not through

phys%cal means, ‘but through maintaining thie continuum of

déspair. As Foucault theorized in ﬁlﬁgiplg_ﬁnﬂ_Rnninh, we

have now moved’oq from the torture of the body to the ﬁprture

of the soul.

.
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. The s8illy man may buy a ticket

. Perhaps “twill open reason’s wicket.
The lucky are accounted wise,
And so they are -- in folly’'s eves, N
Who nought but fortune deifies. 43 : -

. ’
In order to cope with and survive despailr, there must

exist a belief that there is a chance, however slight, at a
better life. This }ife forge is religious, not 1in the
ecclesiastical Bsnée, but in the spiritual sense of religious"
belief, as defined by Howells, as an "expansion of the ghole
world of reality”, and an “imaginaﬁiveHimprovementa”44 It
is the sense that "there is more power in the universe than is
present on the surface, and that such power may have a
persona& interest in you. "45 . .

Desmond Tutu describes vital théology\aé: )
- the reflection hpon the worlde man and his activitiesg
through the Word of God . . . at 1its best when it
becomes living theology by becoming relevant to the
age and time and the men living in them. Theology
therefore must change from epoch to epoch and even
from place and time to place and time. 48
A% a reflect}dh of North America’s belief in the sanctity of

economic success, Oéette’s living theology, or the religion

that she lives by, is gambling, whether it be game shows,

.
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lotteries, horse races, etc., and her icon is the 6/49 ticket.

She knows full well that the odds are against her, but

cohtinues to buy lottery tickets nonetheless, with the hope
that maybe oné\day ghe will.be the chosen one. Indeed, all
gémbling is based on this hope of beating the odds, and being
the chosen one. As Jean-Paul La Rue put it- ‘
It seems that siqce 1929‘people have been trying
through games of chance and }otteries to find an
outlet for the urge to speculate that *ls one of the
essential elements of human nature, gnd that present
economic conditions do not allow them to satisfy it
on the Stock Exchange or by investing capifal.s?

e
Those with the desire or need to sustai

hope through
gamsling are blessed if l1living in Quebec, where Wambling of one
sort or another has always existed. Long beford the arrival of
Europeans, gambling wé; a popular pastime among e native
peogle. Europeans then brought with them their own\versions
and reasons for gambling. Often, the basis was political: in .
the 1700 s, much of the land in the Eastern Townships was
“allotted” (tickets being pulled from hats) to loyal British
subjects Especially in francophone and-Catholic circles,
‘2ambling and lotteries in Quebec have algo begn asgoclated with
good works and hope: in the 1800°s, Le Bazar, a newspaper '

specially created ¥or the Montreal cathedral's lottery,

editorialized:



It i8 characteristic- of charity to be active and
industrious. This is why we must not be gsfonished
if, in keeping up with the changes time brings about
in customs and usages, charity invents and adopte new
means for filling its coffers, which are always so
quickly emptied. (. . .) This is why bazaars were
invented, and the lotteries, the sermons, the sales,
the speeches and concerts, whose proceeds are devoted
to charitable works.#48

For people in QOdette’s situation, that is, those who
beliéve themselves to be inferior, subservient, or second
cla§s, ﬂcontrol of thelir lives is seen as coming from an
extegnal'and higher force. They feel they are at the whim of
landlords, the government, the welfare system, etc. Similarly,
hope is seen as external and not as an internal,
self-controlled happening.

For many, lotteries provide the 6n1y hope.and means of’

escape, whether imaginary or real, and the only possibility of

"attaining mana, a force generally assoclated with power and,

at igé ultimate, a "close kinship with the gods."49 -

As Foucault implies in Discipline and Punisgh, there 1is a
continuity of power relations throughout all levels of society.
Therefore, each group within society possesses a certain amount
of power over its peers and over those wh; fall even lower in
the hierarchy. Although Odette has few of the material

elements and techniques which he implies areé necessary for the

i
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body politic (RDiscipline 28), certainly she has more mana than
the drunken woman, for example, and uses her power and control
to either oust the drunk from the bench, or provide charitable
benevolence in the form of food, according to‘her whim.
Conversgely, Odette must constantly be on guard against forcee
within her peer group that wopld threaten her status and
territory, and from external forces that coneider her (or her
behaviour) tabu, and might therefore gndanger her very
freedom. As with most people, her life is an ongoing fight to
maintain the status quo and to advance when possible. Although
perhaps sufficient to maintain her status, however, Odette’'s

<

limited power is certainly not enocugh to afford her the

./.;')
possibility of moving up from the bottom rung of the tabu/mana

hierarchy (Howells 36):

i

ROYALTY

- ORDINARY PEOPLE

— WOMEN, EVIL SPIRITS

e}

In this battle: for power and knowledge, it takes a strong
force to break the tabu of being a poor, old, woman, and to

allow for an upward change of status. Foucault believes that

N
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power and knowledge imply one another (Discipline 27). I would
add” that power implies knowledge which in turn implies control
and options. ’

In order to gain control and options over her status pf
tabu, Odette has to first obtain sufficient power. Moslems
believe that a certain holy power (barakg) can 53 aohieﬁéd
through: —
a ' a) being pious, or -

b) being not quite right in the head, or
_ “¢) by luck
"(Howleus 32). iy
Certainly Odette attains her own version of ﬁaraka:
a) She is pious in her steadfast belief and

ritualistic participation in lotteries.

v b) She is also not quite right in tﬁe head: by most
standards Qsed to Jjudge what is "normal’, QOdette would fall.
By choosing to live on the streets rather than depending on her
daughter or granddaughter, 3he is breaking the conventional
rules of rationality. ©She is also breaking the edicts of her
peer group by refusing to submit placidly to "normal” female
behaviour as her sexual role, age, and status would demand.

v

c) Eventually, she is also proven to be lucky by

winning the 6/49. "
In North American society, real power is associated with

wealth, and there is little reverence for the ethereal or

‘transcendental. Therefore, it is only with the attainment of
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¢ affluence that a change of status becomes truly—viable for
Odette, and that at last she has the opportunity to rise from
"HOMEN qyﬁ EVIL SPIRITS" to™QRDINARY PEQOPLE".;, maybe evene
"ROYALTY . Her winnings, in bringing her up the socio-economic
ladder, would bring her that much closer to God, whether that
God be religious or economic, and would in turn greate even
ﬁore mana for her.

At last she is in a position to reap the benefits of
gambling (See Appendix A), and for a brief moment, she plays
the role of the happy winner, counting her money and her future
purchases, and goiﬁg through the conven#ional rituais. The Jjoy
of winning, however, 1is quickly overshadowed by distrust; this
is fairly typical of someone who is powerless and has been
"¥abeled as “the other  in comparisom to the socially powerful
group. 50 antte does not trust those around her, nor does
She believe that good luck can really come her way. It is one
thing to wish things were different. It is quite another thing
to really and truly believe they can be. Nor does Odette feel
she deserves to win: surely this must be a mistake? Just as
she might ask "WHhy me?"” if disaster had befallen hﬁr,/her

—
general distrust and lack of self-esteem lead her to think and
feel "Why me?” when confronted with incredible fortune' there
must be a catch. Finally, there is the man:;; in which she has
won, that ie, through somecae else s kindnes®, that she finds

unacceptable. For Odette, winning the 6/489 would be a
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religious happening, a true miracle. A true miracle, however,
should not come about through an intermediary, and hence 1g not
real. Therefore, it must be a trick. i
If in giving up the money Odette is a fool, it is only
because she is8 very human. As Barchilon points out, folly is
"part and parcel of the human condition,”%1 "so human that 1t
has common roots with poetry and tragedy; it is revealed as
much in the insane asylum as in the writings of a Cervantes or
a Shakespeare, or in tﬂé deep pgychological ingights and cries'
mof revolq of a Nietzsche."52 What may at first glance appear
to be folly, however, may in fact be prudence. Having newly
gained some control over her life, Odette is reluctant to lose
it. If this were a trick, she could be risking everything she
had gained. The threat of incarceration is a real one for
Qdette, for‘a number of reasons. First of all, she is o0ld, and
' 01d people, especially if poor, occupy a position in
our soclety moet like that of women in medieval
society. They can least protect themselves from
invidious medical labéling; if unwanted, they are
readily classified as suffering from “"eenile
) psychosis” or some other type of in;anity, and
‘t‘confined in ﬁadhouses for the "care” and "treatment”
L of their "disease."53
Secondly, she is a woman who faills to behave in the

appropriately feminine manner. Szasz points out that in the"

. imagery of the middle ages, which is still with us today, "the

<. . \
@
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symbol of nobility is the knight-in-armor, and of depravity,
the black witch;”. Furthermore, “the gnight, the symbol of
good, is male; the witch, the symbol of evil, is female K "S54
Odette rejects this stereotype when she rejects her knigh£—(M.

Laframboige) and refuses the role of the grateful female who

——y

‘needed his help. Although she has "won” in the sense of not

submitting to a sexual stereotype, this is "abnormal”’
behaviour, which poses a serious threat to society and:the way
a woman “should’ behave; as Chesler notes, "Women are often
psychiatrically incarcerated for rejecting their “femininity"
as defined by those close to them--and are released or are
considered as "improved” when they regain 1t."55 Thkrdly,
Odette is poor,sgnd_according to Szasz, i

the xiﬁical American mental patient today is uauaily

¢

a poor ﬁérson in trouble or accused of making

> trouble, who is declared mentally i1l against his

¢

will,se :

and Jjust as
witchcraft claimed its victims mainly from among
certain élasses, g0 does mental illness. The public
madhouses of tﬁe seventeenth and eighteenth centuries
were full of socliety’'s misérableg; the state mental
hospitals of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries

have been full of poor and uneducated people,L 57
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Odetvte s fear of being put away, therefore, is not unfoundeq.
From the time that she makes the decision tq leave, she will
probably be viewed ae a crazy old woman, and as someone who
"bears watcﬁ&ng’. - ¥

In the énd, it is Odette s continuing need fdr hope which
takes over. For many yearg, Odette s .sgpiritual sustenance came
from her hope to win the lottery. It is the co-existence of
this spiritual element along“with the physical being which \
allows her and the rest of humanity to exist on a higher plane
than that of pure sgrvlval. Smith boints out that "The worst .
thing for hope is fulfillment."58 If Odette were to win, her
hope would then be gone; she would then have to find sbiritual‘
au&tenance from within herself, something for which'she is
totally unprepared. This paradox is well explained by Smith,
who contende that in order to have hope, you must also have
fear and misery, and "From the gladiatorial games through
Dante s Idferno to the televised prizefight and the holocaust
industry, the traditioA is uninterrupted and unequivocal.”$9
To paraphrase Smithk, once the fires of hell go out, so does the
light. Perhaps one of the reasons behind the great success of
lotteries is the slim chance of winning, which in turn leaves
the hope forever alive.

This hope is as necessary to sustain the body spiritual asi
food is to the body natural. In The King'e Two Bodies,

Kantorowicz discusses the classical political theology of the

King & Two Bodies, that pf the body natural and the body
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politic, as well as theories of the "persona mixta"'in which

"various capacities or strata concurred."80. For the common

person, truth lies somewhere between these two theories. There —
is a mix of the body natural, with all ite imperfections, and

the body spiritual, the ideal, the perfect. The body spiritual

has the ability to raige one ‘above the worries of the body
natural. Although the physical person may live in despair, the
spirit dwells in Utopia. It is the dream of riches vs the
reality of poverty. It is hobe vs despair.

__ As Fromm so aptly pute it, "When hope has gone life has
ended, actually or poteﬁtially.“ﬁl It does not matter if
Odette s hope to win the 6/49 is what Fromm describes as
'pasaive non-hope (). It is s8till spiritual sustenance. It ise
still a means of taking her outside of her dreary reality and
imagining something better ahead. It serves her and/many.
othere like her as well as a belief in Heaven and the future
rewards of the Hereafter serve a religizus person. It is faith
and it ie life. Day to day, week to week, it sugtains the
spirit. If for that reason alone, for them the price is vefr

right. It is a tithe they willingly pay.
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Grand State Lattery Office, 63, Chernut Street, Philadeliphia.
TENDENR 1o the public their gratetul thanks for the liberal patronage they have experiene $
ced in the former classes of the

PENNSYLVANIA SI'ATI'E LOTTERY,
wnd respectfully inform them, the fourth class will commence in four weeks, and is hight
opular, as every day gives a high prize of 20,00y, 1u,u0U, 35,000, 2,000 1000 or 700 do

. Bat as the term dollars are too familiar 1o convey an adequate idea of the value of
‘nuney st present, we will form by heroglyphcr what solid wealth you can gain by & Ticket ar

share.
POPE SAYS,

. Between the statues obelisks were placed,
‘And the learn’d walls with Aseroglyphics graced.

HOPE 8§ {YS
BY A WHOLE TICKET YOU MAY
~bnild ride in and becon®

0\ h l:'},'"{'s;&

BY AN, HALF YOU MAY

. retire into buy and bo the  of
SR ES, ' | e
um D &h 1 — D 3 _‘4. . ..‘".l o ea
i S0 B R g -
BY A QUARTER YOU MAY — )
" hreome of the and after |, provude for *hase .

a

!;5
2=
=
==
-

@ 2 ; fﬂr{’

BY AN EIGHTH YOV ~1AY
porﬁon off prOV""“ 1ur . 'Or seoure 8 m PR

A

\. w¥ A SIXTEENTH YOU MAY .
"1, up procure or advance in --. ﬂm_m
:'A" 327,

Hope and Co :
m [ >
(Ingert, Fortune's worey wne . any lottery advertisement, ca, 1817
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CHARACTERS
Odette‘Tanguay -~ & woman in her late sixties
Angelle -- Odette s younger sister
“Madeleine -- Odette’s dBughter
Susan -- Odette e granddaughter
Jules Laframboise -- an undertaker
Willie -- a small-time bookie
A Policemen
A Bus Driver

o

Bus Pasgengers:

Helen and Harriet -- two midle-aged women
Jim and Jane -- & middle-aged couple
A drunk

- Miscellaneous other bus passengers
A drunken woman

Miscellaneous pedestrians




- ACT ONE

Scene I'

‘The action begins in the kitchen of a cold-water flat shared by
Odette and Angelle. The kitchen, although old fashioned, is
bright, cheerful, and clean. On the floor are several bowlas for
the cat. ,The kitchen also contains a TV set and many mocdern
gadgets. On the wall is a phone. A door can be seen, which
leads directly outside. ’ ' P

As the play opens, Odette is seen at the stove cooking pancakes
while listening to a game show on TV. O0Offatage can be heard the
sounds of an exercise show on another TV, accompanied by
Angelle’'s periodic grunts.

> §

Odette: ‘ The third door! The third door!
Contestant: ¢l¥mmd. . .I don"t know. Oh, I wish I
new. .
Odette: Well, I'm telling you. It’s the\ih
door. : '
Conteqtant: ' « 1711 pick the first door.

-, . A collective groan is heard from
the TV as the contestant picks the
wrong door.

"

Odette: Stupid. I told you!

She turns the TV off, annoyed.

Odette: (Shouts) Angelle!
Angelle: . What?
Odette: Food.
Angelle: Fhat?

-~




Odette:

© Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Odettes:

¢

_Come and eat. It’s ready.

(Breathless) Just a minute. K\

Your food s getting cold.

Okay,‘okay. I just have to finish this
cool down. . .80 I don"t get sore
muscles.

I don"t care. It's ready. If you don't
come goon, that's too bad.

- [
“She flops the pancakes onto a plag;
and slams the plate onto the table.

A
The phone rings.

Yeah?

Oh, Susan it s you.

No, I'm just making Angelle’s breakfast, .

then I have some knitting to finish
before my TV show starts. Angelle asked
me to make a cover for her bed, so I'm
making it for Christmas instead of a
gweater. She has so0 many sweaters
anyway. Every year 1 make her two or
three. So now she wants a blanket.
Well, . I don"t care anyway. It's Jjust as
easy, 680 1. 4

What?

-
0f course you can come over. What do

you think, eh? Are you hungry? Want to
eat? 1711 make you some spaghetti soup.
Are you sure? Why not?

Okay, then.

Okay, bye.
Odette hangs up. She starts

making herself some pancakes when
Angelle turns the TV off and comes

N
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- in, flushed from the exercise.

’ Angelle 1s wearing brightly
coloured leotards and tights,
leg-warmers, a sweat band, and
wrist bands. Her hair is in

pincurls.
Angelle:. Ah, crepes.
Odette: Pancakes. Aunt Jemima,
Angelle: Odette, you know I can only eat one.

.my figure, after all.

7} 1
{ Pause. Angelle looks around.
™ .Oh. . .don’t we have any maple syrup?
Odette gets it for her.
Angelle pours on a goodly amount.
Some butter. . .there. Ie there coffee,
QOdette?

Odette: In the usual place, Angelle. Are you

sure you live here?

Angelle: I need some cream today. . .energy.
Angelle pours an enormous amount
into her coffee.

. 7 They must have done about fifty sit-ups
o ) today. .

Odette: Crazy.

Angelle: . It's not crazy, Odette. It’s good for

you.

Odette: Why? Look at me. I don't do exercise

and I feel good.

Angelle looks at her.




Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Anleile:

Odetts:

Angelle:

Well, I like to look good. Besides, if
you want a man to look at you,

I don"t waht a man to look at me. 1
don't even like men.

Well, I like men. Almost all men. Just
usbande, of course,

Pause.

Oh. . .where’s the paper? I want to-
check the Companions.

She picks up the paper.
[ 3

LY

The Companions? Don’'t tell me this.
Don't tell me now you're going to pick
up men from the newspaper?

There's some very nice men that write in
here, Odette. I 've been watching it for
a while. You never know.

#

Angelle scans the paper.

Oh, oh, I got a good one. Listen:

"Handsome and charming young
professional seeks outgoing and
sports-minded woman with a view to
marriage, preferably a non-smoker from -
25 to 30." - Py

Perfect! That'e perfect for me, Odette.

Ha! Perfect? Angelle, he wants
somebody young.

Well, I'm young enough. So what if I'm
not 25. Maybe he would appreciate
somebody around 40 to take care of him.

Anyway, it doesn’t hurt to write.\\\\~




Odette: . Angelle, you're 63. Don’'t be so stupid.

Angelle: Why is it stupid to keep looking? You
never know, QOdette.

Odette: At your age? Don't be ridiculous,

Angelle: | I'm not that old, Odette. Lots of

people get married when they 're 80, so
63 1is nat that -old.

Odette: Well, I still think it's crazy.
Besides, you never know what kind of guy
this is. He could be a killer, you
know. You have to be careful. There's
always women disappearing or getting
stabbed to death. Maybe it"s him. How
would you like to find yourself stuffed
in a garbage bag or something? All cut
up in little pieces. That would be
nice, eh? .

Angelle: It 8- that National Enquirer you read,
Odette. It makes you so suspicious.
Odette: You know these thinge happen, Angelle.
Why take a chance? Just for a husband?
You won't catch me doing that. I°d
rather have a cat than a husband, .
believe me.
Angelle: ) Why do you talk 1like that, Odette? 1
. know Marcel wasn’t perfect, but atill.

I3

Odette: Well, I like it like this. I have my
TV, my cat, and my knitting, and nobody
bugs me. It's better that way. I think
you 're going a bit nute, Angelle, You
never used to be 8o man crazy.

Angelle: It is not man crazy, Odette, to want a
’ husband. I'm lonely. I like to be
married.

And I don"t care if I look ridiculous,
either. That e what men expect in
somebody my age anyway. Oh, I know that ,
the younger people, they think

different, they expect the woman to go

to work just :l1ike the man, and to go to
school and everything else, but a man my




Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

age? He doeen’t want somebody smart.
He wants somebody not too smart, .
somebody who will look at him like a
hero, and make him feel good. 'Somebody

like me. -
f

The doorbell rings. -
Don"t tell me that’s Susan already.
Qdette goes to the door..

What? You didn"t tell me anybody was
coming over. Oh my God! .

She runs out of the roon.
Susan enters,

Hi, Grandma. Here, these are for you.
She hands her some flowers.o

Susan, I told you before not to Bpend
your money like that, especially if
you're getting married next week.

It°e nothing, Grandma. Besides, I like
tq buy yvou flowers.

She looks  around.
Hey, where's Tinker? He usually comes
to the door.
He's sleeping. He’ s such a lazy cat
now. . .getting old like me, I guess.
He s a good boy, though. . .no trouble.
Better than most people I know.

Anyway, what do you want to eat? I
bought these jelly rolls from Steinberg.

N




Susan:

" Odette :

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Suean:

Angelle:

T

NO, I"'"

You don't have to worry, Susan. They
cook them right there now, you know.

And it s clean. You should see it. All
the women have to wear nets on their
halr, and plastic gloves. It's really
something. Here, try one.

I can't. I'm not hungry, Grandma. I
Just had a huge brunch at Dick s
parents’. 1711 just have some coffee.

Boy, nobody eats around here anymore.
You're going to get sick, you’'ll see.

Pause. )
Odette gets her a coffee,

There. You want haif a jelly roll?:

r 6 -
No. Why are you eating that stuff,
anyway, when you cook so well
yourself?

Oh; this is better than the stuff I
cook, and it stayes fresh for a long
time. Besldes, when I cook, half the
time there’'s nobody here to eat it but
me, and then it goes bad. You 're always
busy, and Angelle, she goes out all the
time. Usually there’s only me and
Tinker. .

Pause.’ ' 2

I guess that's why we're both so fat.

Where is Aunt Angelle? °

Angelle swoops in. She is now
wearing a flowing caftan, make-~up,
and a blond wig.

Here I am.

-
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. Susan:

Angelle:

Susan:

Angelle:

* "
Odette:

Angelle:

Susan:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

)

(

They'exchsﬁge greetings.
3.

Aunt Angelle. 1Is that a new wig?

Oh, you notlced. Yes, it's very new. I
got it for your wedding, and 1 thought 1
better practice wearing it first.
Anyway, never mind that, how s our baby
bride? Are you nervous?

Well, I guess I-- .
e’

Oh, I remember when I got married the
first time, I was so nervous. Of -
coursee, we were brought up in a convent,
and 80 we weren t used to men--

I'm still nﬂ% used to men:

.Not like nowadays. Of course, after the

third husband, I got used to it. Still.

.it"s different, being married. It
takes a while to get used to someone.
You'll be okay, thnugh. ‘

" 0Ch, I think s80. Lok, I brought my

dinner menus to show you. I Jjust got
them back from the printer. See. . .7

Let 8 see that,
I want to see, too. 1 love weddings.

Oh, look, Odette, they ' re beautiful. .
.look at that writing, so professionals

h(Points to the card.f It loocks nice, but

what kind of food is this, Susan? Deep
fried Brie. . .I hope it's not that
nouvelle cuisine I read abput. I think
the restaurants just want fto save
money. They cut down alllthe food, so
you don't get enough to-eat, and then
they advertise everywhere that it s good
for you. .

No, no, there will be plenty of food.
This is just a standard menu nowadays,
nothing epecial, Grandma.

N




J

Odette: Nothing special? . Then what -is this.
.deep fried Brie?_ )
Susan: " . Oh, you'll like it. It's Brie cheese,
, . dipped in batter and deep fried.
.delicious.- )
Angelle: I think we had that at the Club once. - °
Odette: - . Nevermind the Club, Angelle.

Brie, Susan? You know, moat people
don’t like funny theese. Now, 1f you
used American cheese. . .like Velveeta,
that would be different. Especially if
Dick has people coming from the States.

- But this:French cheese, I don't know if
people will go for_-that, Susan. Me, I'm
not crazy about it. ;

Angelle: Odette, don't be like that. Nowadays,
it"s okay to be French, you know.

Odette: What are you talking about, Angelle?

Angelle: " I'm saying I don’t know why’ybu're

always so ashamed of being French,
' that s what! It s the fashion, now,
being French. Vogue, Odette, vogue.

. Eh, Susan? . ff“bﬂ ¥

Susan: Well, I don't know about vogue, but I'm

" sure everybody will like the Brie. It’'s
\ - —only cheese, after all, not a
revolution. . R
’ Odette: (Sighs) Well, ag long as you like it, I
‘ guess it s gkay.
Angelle: It's okay with me.

-
-

Pause. gﬁ\

-." 1 don’t have much of an appetite, °
anyway. I like to go to the church, and
then to the party after. Oh, Susan! I

. . have to show you my new dress for the -

\ wedding. Just a minute.

z
. g -
o
<
)
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Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

. Angelle exits.

(Whispers) Susan, come here. Here,
take this. It's not much, I Know.

She hands Susan an envelope.

What 's. this? V/j

Pause.
She opens the envelope.

™~
Grandma? A hundred dollars? I.don’t
want your money. Honestly, we don’t

need it. Here, why don"t you keep it,~
and-- .

I don"t want it. It's to spend on your -
honeymoon. I was reading just the other

day, how expensive the food is in

Hawaii, so this is just for a few meals,

that "8 all.

But you’'re always giving me money, and I

don"t need it. You should keep it. - .

-No. Don’t argue, or I¥on't go to the

wedding. That's that. And don't tell
Angelle about it), either. I don’'t want
her to say, "Oh, you gave Susan a
hundred dollars for her wedding, but all
you give me for Christmas is a
comforter.” This way, there s no
argument, right?

Alright, but once I get married then you
stop doing this, okay?

Angelle reenters, carrying a
brightly coloured dress, full of
flounces and frills, and a
beautifully wrapped box. ,

’

éhe holds up the dress.

11




Angelle:

Susan:

Odette:

Angelle: 1

Susan:

Susan:

Angelle:

Odette:

Susan: -

‘ PR -
Odette:

/-—//

Well, how do you like it?

It's just beautiful, Auntie. Don't you
think so, Grandma?

It's okay. I prefer black, myself.

And this is for you, and Dick too, of
course. Quick, open it'

Oh, Auntie, what a beautiful box. I
hate to ruin the paper.

As she opens it, Odette exits to
get her gift for Susan. She
returns with a large, bulky package
in a Steinberg's bag, tied with -
string. Heanwhile, Susan has
opened the box from Angelle, which
contains a black negligée.

Wow! Look at this! Thank you, it’'s just
beautiful.

I hope you like it, Susan.
will 1like it, too.

I'hope Dick

She smiles knowingly at Susan.

Angellel -

Here; Susan. I know it's not fancy.
/

Another gift?
p .
She starts opening the package.

What could it be”?

Don't get too excited, Susan.

/
Susan finishes opening the
package, which contains a
comforter.

12




Odette:

Susan:

'Odette:

Susan:

- Angelle:

Odette:

s

Susan:

Angelle:

Odette:

|

Susan:

Odette:

J

Well, do you like 1it?

Grandma, you know I love everything you
make.

f This ie different. I made it with the

Knit Wit I bought. Remember, the one 1
gaw on TV, and you just go around and
around with the wool, so you make little
flowers, and then they pop off the
machine like magic?

”

I remémber when you ordered that. So
now you 're doing Knit Wit.

And she calls me nuts.

At least I do something useful with my
time, Angelle. I don’t spend it all
mooning over men.

x
Thank vou both for the presents.
They re beautiful, and I love them.

Oh, itjs nothing, Susan. Well, I better
put my dress away, before something
spills on it. By the way, Susan, you
better speak to Odette. You know, she
8till doesn't have a dress for the
wedding.

Angelle exits with her dress.

Big mouth.” You wouldn't believe I took
care of her when she was a kid, eh?
Boy, she’'s aquick to squeal.

Grandma!

Let me tell you, Susan, you don’'t know
everything that goes on here. If you
ask me, I think Angelle is going crazy,
ever since the last husband died.

0f course, I always thought she killed
them, myself. You don"t go through
three husbands just like that, you
know. Usually they last forever, no
matter what you do.

13




Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

QOdette:

Susan:

Odetpe:

Susan:
N

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Come on, Grandma, how can you say that?

It"s true, Susan. Angelle is completely
man crazy. :

I'm sure she's not crazy--

She even joined one of those Single
Clube, Susan. Oh, yes, my sister,
brought up in a convent, and sh&a joins a
Single Club. You don't know what it’'s
like to live with her, Susan. You never
know who she’'s going to bring home next,
arfd of course I worry that she’'s going
to bring home some kind of sickness or
disease.

Oh. . .I'm sure everything will be

. alright.

Okay, Susan. Then you g0 to the morgue
to ldentify her body when she gets
murdered.

‘Well, Grandma, what can I say? You (Z/

don’t have to live with her if you don’t
want to, you know.

i

No, I know, but what can I do?
I don"t know. Move out!

Susan? I can”t do that. What would
Angelle do? She needs me, after all.

r

Angelle reenters.

So, is she going to get a new dress, or
what?

I told you I will get a dress, Angelle,
Stop nagging me all the time. Every day
she’s after me. You know I hate wearing
a dress. If ] wear a dress, thenh 1 have
to wear a girdle, and I can't breathe.

Well, if you did exercises, like I do.

14



Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle: .

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Susan:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Maybe that s what happened to your
brain, Angelle, Lack of oxygen.
Between your girdles and your wigs--

Your don"t have to wear a girdle,
Grandma. Just wear something loose, 80
you'll be comfortable.

Good. Then 1I°11 be able to eat more.‘ I
s8ti1ll don"t know about that Brie,
though . 72

Forget about the Brie, Odette. When are
you going to get this dress?

Alright, alright, 1°11 go as soon as I’
have time.

When?

Next month. -
Pause.

QOkay, okay, don"t get hysterical,
Angelle, you’ll get wrinkles. 1711 go
tomorrow,

Good, I°11 go with you. We’'ll go to
Place Dupuis.

Place Dupuis? Never! They're all
French there. Why can"t I just go to
Kresge?

Grandma, you re not serious? Kresge 's?

Odette, thie is your only granddaughter
getting married, after sll.

Okay, I give up. We'll go to Eaton.
Tomorrow. But I°11 tell you one thing,

- Angelle, we better go early. Tomorrow

afternoon is Beat the Clock, and I don’'t
want to miss it, Jjust for a lousy
dress. Understand?

Okay, Odette, we 1l go very early in the
morning.

15




Susan: -

Odette:

Susan:

Angelle:

Qdette:

Angelle: ./

Odette:
Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

I3

IGood. Well, I have to go now, Grandma.

You phone me tomorrow night and let me
know what you bought, okay?

And thank you both very much for the
gifte. And, Grandma, don 't worry about
the cheese, okay?

Okay, Susan. You be careful, now,
driving alone. It's full of crazy
people out there, you know.

" I know. Murderers. 1°11 be careful.

They sgay their good—byés. Suaad
leaves.

Oh, Odette,  it"s going to such a
beautiful wedding.

Well, I wish I didn't have to go. I
hate those things, and I hate to spend
money on a dress 1°l]l never wear again.
Besides, I suppose ghe’'s going to be
there,

Who?

Madeleine, of course. Who do you think
I'm talking about?

Of course she 1l be there, Odette. 8he
Susan’'s mother, after all.

Some mother. |
Pause. —

I don"t want to go.

You know you have to go, Odette. Look,
stop worrying about it, okay? If you
don't want to talk to Madeleine, don't
talk to her. Just ignore her,

It s pretty hard to ignore somebody at a
wedding, Angelle.

16
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Angelle:

Odette:

Ahgelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

It"s going to be a big wedding, and we

won't even be gitting at the same table
as her, Odette. You won'# have to talk
to her if you don"t want ho.

I suppose.

I don’t understand why you don't talk to
her anyway, after all these years,
Odette. If it was me--

Well it"s net you, Angelle.

Okay, okay.

Just drop it, okay?

Okay, Odette. Anyway, I'm sure you'll
have a good time once we get there.

Oh, well, we"ll see, 1 guess.

Nevermind the “we’il see"” , Qdette.
You're going. And tomorrow, we go
shopping.

Yuck.

You'll see. You'll be so happy after,
when you have a new drecs, and maybe
some new shoes-- ’

Shoes?

And your hair! We’ll make an
appointment for your hair--

Forget it, Angelle.

Oh, yes, Qdette, we will make you so
beautiful, that Madeleine won't even
recognize you, and all the men will go
after you. »

Crazy. Completely crazy.

Yes, I feel it. . .tomorrow begins the
making of a new Odette Tanguay.

'

/
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JACT I

Scene 11

It is the next morning.

All action takes place on a bus. As the scene opens, Angelle and
Odette are boarding the bus. Helen and Harriet are already on
the bus, seated halfway down on a double seat. Miscellaneocus
othere get on and off the bus at each stop.

Odette: {Boarding the bus.) 1 hate
transferring. I don’'t know why you
can’'t take the 105 all the way downtown
like we used to. Now they make you walk
a million miles--

Angelle: . ‘ , Where do you want to sit?

Odette: — ‘ I don"t care. It doesn’t %atterJ

Angelle: Here, then.

Odette: .No, I don"t like sitting up frorft. You
' s¥t there.

Angelle sits up front on the
bench, Odette further down on a
seat for two. In order to
converse, they must talk across an
aisle.: During the conversations
that take place, although other
peorle can overhear, generally
there is no interaction, and the

N r various conversations go on as
separate entities.

Odette: What store do you .want to go to first?
Angelle: I don"t care.
Odette: You don’t care? You're the one that

was making such a big deal.
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Angelle: (Embarrassed) Sh.

‘ Helen: . It's in the weather.
Harriet: I don"t know,; 1f you ask me.
Halen: It's the weather. 1t carries sickness.
’ Take it from me. . .I know.
Harriet: Some people say it's the water. All the
' ﬁhemicals. Or maybe it's acid rain.

aybe we're letting the Americane kill
us.

Odette: It doesn’'t matter anyway.

Angelle: What?

Odette: They never have_ anything that fits me
anyway. It'e always for young girls.

Angelle: ) Sh.

Bues Driver: ' ’ ‘ (First in French, then English.)

Claremont, Claremount.

A drunk gets on. There is
general disgust and avoidance. He’
sits at the back of the bus.

Helen: ) The weather™s not right. Too much rain.
It carries germs, you know., You have to
try not to breathe it.-

Harriet: Maybe the Japanese are right, with
‘ their masks. Maybe they know
something we don"t know.

Helen: ‘ I'm sure germs can get through those
masks, Harriet. They ' re only cotton,
after all.

\
Harriet: Oh, speaking of germs, I visited Mabel

in the hospital yesterday. That woman
has been through so much. I feel sorry
for her. You know, she said the pain
from tie gallestones was worsge than
labour. . .imagine.

TR




e

" Odette:

Bus Driver:

Jane:

Jim:
Jane:
Jim:

Jane:

Odette:
Angelle:
Odette: -

Pause.

Other people get on and off the
bqp. -

She bought a new living room set, you
know. Got a good bargain.

The drunk belches loudly.
Everyone stares at him.

‘Men. In Westmount, too. °

Grosvenor, Grosvenor.

Jim and Jane get on, arguing.
They sit one behind the other on
the single seats, Jim in front.
He stares stralght ahead
¢continually.

I didn"t like that place. It gave me a
bad feeling.

You have to think of the price. \
Money! That’s all you think of.
Somebody has to. 4

Some things are more important than
money, you know.

Maybe we should start at Morgan.

The Bale.

Morgan, the Baie, who cares? It's still
the same store. You know what I mean

anyway. .

(To herself) Morgan, the Baie. What's
the difference? They won 't have my

"size anyway. Getting all dressed upn for

nothing. Peh. Throwing money away.
For nothing.

-
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Jane:

Jim:

Jane:

Harriet:

Helen:

ﬂelen:
Harriet:

Helen:

Qdette: (/?

st

Angelle:

Odette:

Bus Driver:

Jane:

- Angelle glares at her.

I like the other place better.

A school’'s a s8chool. Why does he have
to go to a private school anyway? I
never went to private school.

It's better for him. Don"t you want hinm
to be somebody? We only have one son.

If we can pay for him to go to a private
school, then it's our duty.

So how much did she pay?

I think around a thousand.
Including tax?

T don"t know. I didn’t think to ask.

Well it makes a heck of a difference,
you know.

Think of allwthe cat food I could get
for that money.

You spend enough on those animals
already. Sometimes I think every stray
cat in N.D.G. comes to our house for
food.

Somebody has to feed them, Angelle,
People don"t care. They Jjust throw them

out when they re tired of them. . .let
them starve. . .let them freeze. ’
Pauee.

I wish I had more money.
Avenue Greene, Greene Avenue.
If we didn’t have to support your

mother, then we could afford any school
we wanted,
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Jim:

Helen:

Harriet:

Helen:

Bus Driver:

Angelle:
Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:

Angelle:

Odette:
Angelle:
Odette:

Angelle:

So what do you expect me to do? Throw
her out?

When did she have time to buy a new
couch anyway? I thought she spent all

-her time in the hospital or working on

charities.

Hell, 1 &lways thought she wouldn’'t get
gsick so much 1f she didn"t spend all her
time on those charities.

8he’s hardly ever home, you know.

Maybe tha&'s the way she likes it. 1
know 1if I had to take care of my mother
all the time, 1°d stay away too. Thank
God for nursing homes.

Atwater, Atwater.

Do you want to get off heére and

transfer, or take the Metro?

(Sighs) I don't caré. Whatever you
want.

Well let's get off here, then.
She gets up.

Then we have to do all that walking in
the Metro. I hate the Metro.

Angelle gits down again.

Qkay, forget it. We'll get off later.
You're so difficult today, Odette. -

Sh.
Don"t shush me, Odette.
Sh.

Ach. 1 give up.

LEERY
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The bus driver stops the bus.and

gets off.
-~
Odette: ~ Gone for coffee and a cigarette, 1
‘ suppose. t
Angelle: It looks _like it. ) ¢

Odette: ) Boy, that's a nice life. If they re not
» ’ on. strike they hang'%round smoking.
Then if you have to ask them a question,
they beat you up and get away with it.

Jim: Thay " s where my money goes, Jane. My
taxés are paying him, while we sit
> around here and wait. Plus, 1711 get
docked half a day if I don't get back
goon.,

The drunk lurches off the bus.

~

Drunk: . ) End of the line! End of the line!

A young man runs onto the bus. He
» rushes over to Angelle, and tries

to steal her purse. There is a

scuffle. ;?. )

Angelle: ’ . " Hey! Give me that!

©

Odette gets up to help Angelle.:
There is general noise and
fighting between the three, as
Odette hite him with her purse.
Although there is a great deal of
A ’ .excited talking going on among the :
. ’ others, no one else gets up.
During the scuffle, Angelle’'s wig
is pulled off.

Angelle: -(Screams, portified.) My wigt You
bgstard!

@
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Odette:

Bus Driiver:

Odette:

Helen:

Harriet:

Helen:

Jane: -

[

Bue Driver:

&

v

She pushes him hard. In a panic,
he pushes her back.- She is thrown
against a seat and hits her head.
He runs off the bus.

Angelle, Angelle,

Pause. .
She tries to revive Angelle,
ebakes her, etc.

(3

Oh my God!

°®

The bus driver returns with his
‘coffee. The other passengers now
crowd argund. '

v

What 18 1t? What s going on here?:

Everyone but Angelle talks at
once, explaining what happened.
The bus driver kneels down, takes
Angelle’'g pulse. Odette is
standing transfixed, staring at
blood. on her hands. ( .

N §

Oh, shit! I think she’'s dead.

Angelle!

4

This is awful. I °ve never seen anything
like :this. .

My God, you can’t even take the bus®
anymore. It's not safe., It's Just not
safe. oo -

It cou%d havevbeen me.

' You see that, Jim? You see what kide do

nowadays, kids with no education? And
you're worried about a few dollars.

Nothing like this ever happened on my
bus before. I don't know what to do. 1
hope they don’"t blame me.

A}

Ly
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Jim:
Helen:
Jim:

g Jane:
Jim:

Harriet:

Helen:

Harriet:

Helen:

Long pause.
I.guese I'11 get the police.

He gets off.

Great, Jjust.great, Jane. There goes a
day’'s pay.

Omigod, Harriet! We're yitnebses to a
murder. That means we're involved.
court. . .trial. !

-
-~

»~Phe hell with this. Let’s go,~

-

We chn't Just leave.
I said, let's go. There’'s nothing we
can do, anyway. They 're never going to

cateh the guy. No use sticking around.
Come on. ,

a

They exit.

What do you think, Helen?

“
Maybhe we should stay.
I'm afraid. If he finde out we’'re
witnesses . . .he could come back and
kill us, too. -
CTo\Qdette) I'm sorry. . .I hope you

understand. We would stay if we could,
but. . . ' R - '

They exit.
Odette is now alone. :

* Pause. ..
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Odette:

-

\

L]

Why did you fight, Angelle? Just
because he pulled off your wig? Who

cares? It's not important, Angelle,

t
Pause.

gt

It wasn't even a good wig. — o

Long pause.

Odette slowly pullg herself
together.

(Sighe) (To Herseif.)fisﬁuees 1’11 mips
Beat The Clock for sure& now.
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ACT TWO' .

Scene I .

The kitchen, two days ‘later.

"Qdette is on the phone. The TV is going, and a game show can be
heard. £ 4

-

Odette: ' Nq, Susgan. You don’t have to come over.
Don"t -worry. Loock, today the man from
the funeral parlour is coming. I have
to talk to hif about the funeral.
There s nothing for you to do.

I hope it won't be on your wedding day
too, but what can I do?7 _

What? Don "t be crazy. If you cancel
. this wedding, then I won't go for sure.
& I don"t know when the funeral 1s yet,
, anyway, so there’'s no uge worrying
ahead of time. Maybe it won t even be
on Saturday.

Yeah, me too.
The doorbell rings.

Oh, oh, that’s himf I have to go.
No. I told you. I donﬂﬁfaeed money.
Yeah, Yeah. 1°11 call you after.

Okay. Bye.

She hangs up.

Ach, Angellé, the trouble you give me,.
If it 8 not one thing, it"s another.
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.

Odette:

M. Eaframboise:

" Odette:

‘n. Laframboise:-

&

QOdette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

+

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboiée£

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

She turns the TV off, opens the
door.

M. Laframboise?

Yes. Mme. Tanguay?
—

Yes. Come in. : !

4

The undertaker comes in.

Mme. Tanguay, I am so sorry.
(S5ighs) I know, I know. .

I knew your sister personally, you
know. I enjoyed her company often, at
the Club. ’

I know. She talked about you, showed
me your.card. That's why I called
you. She sald you were very
profesesional.

"Angelle talked about me? Said I was

Very professional? I wonder, . .I
don‘t suppose she ever told you of her
.her feelings regarding me?

I don"t remember that. 1 only remember
she talked about :your work.

Oh, yes. BShe was always s0o interested
in my work, so conterned.

(Sighse) 0Oh, she vas so speclal.
.8b friendly and outgoing. Everyone at
the club liked her so much.

I'm sure. /

And she alwaye looked so well. To die )
80 suddenly, and so viclently.

I know. We were going shopping, and
she got killed. Just like that.
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M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframbofse:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odq}te:

-~ M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Léfram%oise:

Odette:

M. Laframboige:

My God! The things that happen
nowadayse. I hope they caught this
brutal killer, this, this. . .animal?

Of course not. Oh, the police keep
calling, and asking questions and more
questiona, but they won’t catch him.
They never do.

A tragedy. A‘real tragedy.

Yes. We never did make it shoppkng.
Poor Angelle. Alwdys so full of 1life.
(Sighs) Not anymore. |

And she could tango, too. I don"t mean
Just those turne and dips that people
do, to pretend they know how to tango.
No, Angelle could really tango.

She liked to dance. She was always
taking legsons. . .to keep in shape. I
told her it wouldn't do any good.

So, so sad.

She should have taken sgelf defence;
instead of dancing.

B

She brought sco much Jjoy to the world.

Pause.

I. . .I miss her already. 5She was my
dance partner, you know." I don"t think
I"1]1 ever have another partner like.
.Angelle. Oh my God! Angelle!

He breaks down.

M. Laframboise! Don"t start, or I°11
start too. We have businees to do.

Yes, yes. You're right. Wé have to
make all the arrangements. ©Oh, it must
be very hard for you. Do you have
anyone to help you?




Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M.- Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

—

No. But it doesn't matter. I prefer to
do it alone, I know what she liked,
anyway.

Yes, yes, of course. Who would know
better than a sister? And I'm sure you
want the very hest for her, Mme,
Tanguay.

Well, I don"t know.

Sometimes, it a8 hard to know what'e
best. We'll do this together, Mme,
Tanguay. For Angelle. Because she was
the best. '

/

She was okay, but I don't know.

M. Laframbofﬁe blows hig nose,
assumes hieg-salesman attitude.

Now, then. If you ll just let me set up
here, I can show you some slides of what
we have to offer. Then, we'll be able
to make the right cholce. The best
choice!

He starts gebbing up a slide
projector. ‘

Slides? Well, 1I.

&

It’s no trouble at all, Mme. Tanguay.
Now, if you will just sit over here,
then we 11 just go ahead.

I"11 juet get these lights.

The lights dim.

There, perfect. #

i;c
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M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

bddtte:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

He begins the slide presentation,
which 1is &also visible to the
audience. Music can be heard
faintly in the background.

Now, then, this is our park. . .the
Roees of Heaven. Beautiful, isn "t it?~’
Every time someone is buried here, we
prlant a rose in their memory. You can
see the many beautiful roses.

Very nice.

And, because you knew Angelle best, of
course you would choose the type of rose
she would have liked.

I don't think she liked roses. I know
she liked. . . ’ .

You see all the different types? Tea
roses, c¢limbers, shrubs. . .You name it,
Mme. Tanguay, and that’ s what Angelle
will have. s

Can I cut the flowers myself?

Well. . .I don't see why not. After
all, she was your sister. I 'm sure ghe
would want you to enjoy them, too.

Maybe the ones that smell good, then.

Perfect, Mme. Tanguay. I'm sure that
would make Angelle very happy.

I don"t know how happy she 11 be,
exactly.

Now then, because we are basically a
crematorium, what we bury is the urn,-
and this can be buried anywhere inr our
park, for a variety of prices. Some
reople chocose to bury it right in with
the roses. . .You see those small,
tasteful plaques? That’'s nice. Very
nice.

Not much for the money, is it?
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M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframbofbe:

Odette:

M. Laframboige:

Odette:

M. Laframboisge: v

Odette:

M. Leframboise:

Others like to be near a bench, with
people around. You can see the small
name plate on the seat, just to the
right there.

¥
But somebody could sit right on her
name. I wouldn't like that, 1if it was
me. Some old man.

Or you could buy an ornament for the
park, a small fduntain, or perhaps a
rock. There’'s azvsample rock, with the
plaque on top.

IS

] see that. “'

Anyway, Mme. Tanguay, as you can see, we
are very flexible. The possibilities
are many. Angelle can be placed
wherever . you decide, from the beautiful
rose garden. . :

3
Pauge ag the selide comes on.

right down to under the waste
receptacle. Very unique,

That "8 a garbage can! 1 told her she
would end up in the garbage if she
wasn 't careful. ) '

And don't forget, Mme. Tanguay. There
is also our lovely chapel. Thosge that

" don’t particularly like the outdoors can

be placed here, in the lobby.

3
So many choices. I don’t know. .

This is nothing, Mme. Tanguay. There is
also a very large varlety of urns to
chqose from. We have this very
gophisticated style. . .what we like to
call an evening urn, black, with a emall
diamond inset.

Pauge .
Here 8 an idea for someone who was

really into eports.
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Pauge. A slide of a baseball is
shown.

Looks realistic, doesn’t 1it? x
You see, we have many, many styles to

choose from. And, of coursge, you can
always design your own urn, if you want.

QOdette: No, I"m not much good for drawing.

M. Laframboise: Now, I 11 just turn this off, and we can
decide just what is best for poor
Angelle. »

The glide sh;w ig over. He turns
the lights back on.

Odette is still sitting, stunned.

Odette: This is too complicated for me. In the
« old days we Jjust put them in a box and
buried them in the ground. Now 1it's
worge than shopping for a dress.

M. Laframboise: Oh yes, we've made a number of changes
in the funeral business. Many more
varieties, Makes it much more
interesting, and more personal.

He takes out several volumes of
booke from his briefcase\-

AN

This is everything we have in stock.
Once you see something you like, I can
go over the prices with you.

@

Qdette: \ Just like a catalogue. What's the
B cheapest?
M. Laframboige: Well, starting at the front of the book,
that would be the papler macheé model. I
N don't know if that 8 really what you

want for your sister, though. It’'s up
to you, of course.
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Odette:

M. Laframboise:

¢

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

\

Odette:

"M. Laframboise:

Odette:

a

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

Odette looks up, talke to the
ceiling.

<

Okay, Okay.

(To M. Laframboise) What's the next
cheapest? ,

Well, the’ pressed wood is next, and then

pressed wood with a veneer. You feel that

is right for Angelle, Mme. Tanguay?-

Odette gete up, has a silent
argument, then returns.

Do you have anything red?
(Quickly flips to the back of the book.)

Wonderful, wonderful choice. Exactly
right for Angelle. Look at this, Mme.
Tanguay. Straight from Japan.
Exquieite detail. Fine workmanship.
Oh, Angelle would rest in pesace, all
right, in this urn.

Yes, at .my expense, Still, it's better
than if she haunts me every day because
she doesn’t like her urn, isn't 1t? How
much?

Normally, I have to sell this for $3000,
but because you are a senior citizen,
living alone. . .$25007

What? That s crazy. Nevermind, 1°11
use a tobacco tin and paint it red,

Mme. Tanguay, I know it is a lot of
money, but this comes from Japan, 80 we
have to charge more. Look, don't forget
this includes everything. . .picking up
the body. . .cremation. . .the ceremony.
.and then her ashes are stored in this

beautiful vase forever.

It’s still too much.
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Odette:

‘M. Laframboi?e:

Odette:

M. Laframbolise:

I"11 tell you what. For this price, she
can g¢ right into the rose garden if you

want. And of course, the free rose,
It's usually extra to be in the garden,
but, because I %few Angelle.

Pause,

Look, I will make it $2000 because it
wae Angelle. I can"t g0 any lower
without getting in trouble with the
boss, Mme. Tanguay. As it is, this is
cost. No profit to me at all, Mme.
Tanguay. 1 don"t want to profit by
Angelle’ s death anyway. I don't think
you can beat that price anywhere.

Ckay, okay.

{Looks up) I hope this makes you happy.

(Back to M. Laframboise) Just a minute.

She leaves the room, returns in a
moment with money.

There. Count it.
Cash! Mme. Tanguay,_ _you shouldn't
leave money lying around the house like

this. You should put it in a bank.

What for? Anyway, it’e gone now. Make
sure you count it.

]

M..Laframboise gtarts to count it.

Angelle, she liked to play with money.
.always figuring it out, and putting it

in thie, and that . . .like a hobby. Of

~)

course, she had money coming in from all -

tﬁbse dead husbands. Plus, she was sgo
cheap.

S
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M. Laframboise:

Odette: ‘

M. Laframbojise:

Odette:

M. Laframboisge:
QOdette:.

M. Laframboise:

Qdette:

1§

<

M. Laframboise:

QOdette:

M. Laframboise:

Pause.

She kept it all for-herself. Never
even bought a can of cat food. Woerried
about losing it, 1 guess.

Pause.

Me, I don't have those worries. I have
my pension and that's it. And now that
the government taxes cat food, there’s
even less for me to worry about. Ah,
well, that’s the way, I guese.

$2000 exactly. And here’'s your receipt.

Good. I have to give this to Suesan.
She s my granddaughter!, a lawyer.

0f couree, 1 met her once,

She wants to try to get the funeral paid
for by Angelle’s insurance.

' .
Oh, well. 1 m glad she had insurance.

?

Well, not really. It all came from her
dead husbands. It was onl}y good when
she was alive. Now it s finished.

But there must be something? Wasn't
there a will, Mme. Tanguay?

Oh, yes, Angelle made a will, all

right. And she left me everything. But
she had nothing but the insurance, /
really. I guees she figured, Jjust in /
case there was someth%ng left,

Mme. Tanguay. I don’'t want to take |
your last money. Maybe ]l can arrange ’
some credit.

No thank you?! 1 don't like to go in
debt. |

Well, then, I don"t have much money, but
perhaps you would allow me to contribute

some towarde Angelle s-- /

\ /
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~

Odette:
M. Laframboise:

-]

Odette:

b Y

&

b

Odette:

M. .Laframboise:

L}
>
C -

»

T4

M. Laframboise! I don"t want anything
from vyou. Forget it,

Pleage. . .I. . .for Angelle,

~)
NB. I like to take care of it myself.

Pause.
C

4
-

Anyway, who knows. Maybe Susan can get
some money from the insurance.

1
Pause. ¢ fJ
Q

Well, at least this Eusiness is
finished.

L

a

. Yes, and Mme. Tanguay, I K think you |

Vo

made the right choice.

s

. He gets up.

L4

Now, don"t worry about anything. It’'s
all taken care of. We'll pick her up
today, and. . .oh! When would you.Ilike
the ceremony? We can have it tomorrow,
if you like.

Saturday. It.has to be on Saturgay.

Saturday.- | -,

' He writes it into his book.

4

" (To herself) The qeremony. . .1 guess

I°11 have to buy a new dress after
all. Hummmph. Well, at least it 11 be
black. /

Thaqk you Mme. Tanguay, and mny} sincerest
condolences once adain. I kndw wé will
Wal} niss Apgelle.
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Odette:

3

M. Laframboise:

/

Odette:

Mr. Laframboise:

Odette:

.

)

-

Yes, I know. Somehow, I still feel
like she is still.-here, though. .

I know. I guess I feel that too.
5ti11l, I will miss her at the Club.

° Pause.

e

e

‘Do you dance like your sister, Mme.

Tanguay? N

Me? Never. I don't have time for that,
astuff.-

Oh, well., I guess I will have to start
looking for a new dance partner. There
will never be another Angelle, thoggh.

Well, Mme, Tanguay, good-bye untif
Saturday. And don’t worry about
anything.

3
)

He exite.

qul,“l hope you re.happys Angelle.
There goes'my money. Just because your
wig fell off. ] told you,- "be

.careful”. And look what happens.

3

[
P

Pause. .,

-

Oh, boy. +I don't know what I'm going to
do now, 2\) gelle. ”~

I guess. 1711 have to move, sooner or .

later. I can't afford it all 'by ‘myeélf. -
It"s too big, anyway.

@

I don“t know what I1°11 do.by myself all .
the time. Go crazy, I guess. Like those
old ladies on TVethat always talk to ’
themself

\

Pausge.
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El

ﬁadeleiner
- Odette:
Madeleine:

s ¢

LY

‘

I don't want to be alone. I wi;ﬂ it
was me and not Angelle. 1

bt

Pause.

I don"t know where I"11 move. I°11
have to loock in the paper, 1 suppose.
Maybe one room somewhere. ., .I don"t
know. I hate to phone places. Angelle,
she used to do all the phoning people
all the time. She didn't mind that. I
hate jt.

And I suppose everybody’'s going to
feel sorry for me, Jjust like M.
Laframboise. Treat me like a poor

8

_cousin. Probably worry that I°1l1 sponge

off them or something. Well, they won’'t-
have to. I711 just get a small place.

.I don"t know where, . .as long as it’'s
my own. Y

S >

—

- A kﬁgék on the door is heard.

Now what?

4

She opens the door, steps back.

Madeleine! : - P
t .-

Hello, maman.
What are you doing here?

I heard about ‘Aunt Angelle.
Pause.

I'm sorry, maman.

You're sorry?
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- g
Madeleine:
Odette:

Madelelne:

o o

Odette:
Madeleiﬁéz

Odette:
Madeleine:
Odette:
Madelejine:

QOdette:
Madeleine:

'

Odette:

Madeleiné:

Odette:

Madeleine:
Odette:

Madeleine:

O?etté:

b

2

3

Of course I am. I always liked Aunt
Angelle. I want to pay my respects.

Boy: that's a good one!
I want to know when the funeral is.

Well, I have some bad news for you,
\ Madeleine. _The funeral is on Saturday.

But that’'s the same day as the wedding.
Can“t the funeral be on another day?

‘No. It's the only day I could get.
Well, maybe I can get it changed.

You? N

I want to help, if I can.

b

After all these years?

Yes. I guess it'e the least 1 can do.

_ > .you know, help with the arrangements.

You have your nerve coming here after
all that time and“ﬁgying to take overf
bogs me around. b,

I'm not trying to take over. 1 only
want to help, if you'll let me. I know
I haven't been around, and [ 'm sorry,
but now I'm here, and

Forget it, Madelejne. Go back to your
house in Westmount. The alr ie cleaner
there.

Don't be like that, maman.

You don 't belong here, Madeleine, You
said so yourself. Anyway, I don’t need
vou, or vour help. Not after all thie
time.

I khow you don't need me, but 1 still
want to be here, and to help. 0

What’e with all this help stuff? Why do

you want to help so much, how that e’
dead. Boy oh boy. 1Is that how you're
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Madeléine:

Odette:

“ Madeleine:
~ b

Odette:

Madeleine:

Odetlf*
Madeleine:

Odette:

Madeleine:
Odette:

Madeleine:

going to help me? Come around when I'm
dead? Or is it just easler to stop
being ashamed of people.when they're
dead? Maybe that's it. You never cared
that much when she was alive. )
If/'you could just listen to me for a
minute--

Why should 17
1

Because you have never listened to me,
that s why?

e

Oh, well, excuse me.

See, there you go. Over the years, I
have tried, and tried to reach you--

T4
Okay, here it comes. My fault again!

(Exasperated) You're right! You're
right! Everything was all my fault. I
admit it. I admitted it years ago, but
you wouldn't listen. I thought, maybe,
after all this time.

Pause.

T'mguilty! Okay? I was wrong!

Okay?s I was young, and 1 was ashamed of
you, ashamed of where I 'came from.
.Angelle. . .everything. That was
wrong. I know that. I knew that years
ago. I wanted to make iﬁ up to you, to
apdlogize, but you nqver‘let me .

You weren’'t too ashamed to let me bring
up/ your only kid, so you could work and
make money. . . so you could live in
Westmount. I was good enough for that.

I was hoping that vou had changed, that
ydu could forget.

Why? You have nothing else to do with

your life now? No other charities?
[

[
ItI"se not like that. You're my mother.

41




Odet%e:

Madeleine:
Odette:

Madeleine?

Odette:

Madeleine:

Odepte:

*

Madeleine:.’

o

.
Y4
R
.

Big deal! What does that get me?

t

Pause. ‘ //

Go back to your big house, Madelaine.

No, let me.
Go on! Get out!

Maman, Jjust for once, try to be \ ’
reasonable.

Years ago, you told me to get out of
your house. This is my house., . .get
out! )

>

T

Long pause.

(Heading towards the door) You know,

“you might need \me, one day.

Madeleine;/that ay will never come.
I will never needyou, or anybody else.
Do you hear me? Neker. . . .never,
Hear ne? Never! ’

Long pause.

\

We 1l see about/ that.
‘ (N > }

Madeleine leaves. abdeﬂte slame the
door and bolts it, then lesans
against it. . '

’

-

Angelle! Why did you leave me? Why? 1
need you, Angelle.

What am I going to dq‘ all alone?

Pause.

»

“Tell me. . _.what am I supposed to do?

[N
! %
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= ACT 11
DI

Scene II ] -

-

The kitchen, several monthe later. It is dusk, the lighting is
greyer, dimmer. e

The kitchen now looke baré and somewhat dingy. All of the
appliancee are gone, and most of the furniture.

Two men are carrying out a bed.

«

Odette: Be careful. Don"t scratch the wall. I
don"t want to be responsib;e. =i5

The men ease the bed out. 0Odette
gtarte sweeping, oblivious to the
. open door.

Pigs. Look at this. Now I have to stay
on my head to clean the floor before I
' go. I suppose I 11 get blamed for
every scratch. §Well, most of them were
% here when we movked in anyway, so itfs
. ) not my fault.

And look at those markes» Angelle, Jshe
made them. They never go away.

/
Pause. ]
Yes you did, with your running shoes.
Always doing your exercisesg in here! 1

i told you they leave marks. Lucky you
never did tap dancing or there would be
holes in the floor too.,

- I ' She @i&éshes sweeping.
\b\;§ ~

5
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Al

Odette:

Susan:

g
Odette: - -

Susan:

Odette:
Susan:

Odette:

#

'K«

{
5.
|

That's that. I'm not going to wash the
floor. Let the new pecple do that.

Why should I clean the floor for ,
somebody else? If they ' re rich enough
to live here, let them clean 1t.

Lucky people! 1 bet they didn t spend
every day looking in the paper for a

cheap place. T bet they didn t have to .
look at &@ll those dumpae full of bumgs
either. Well, that v 1ife, 1 guess.

The people with money get all the good
placesg tou tive, Who cares where 1

live? 1 guess 1 1 was a sponge |

could live with HYucan or even Madeleine

if I was desperate.

I"11 never be that desperate. 1 m
telling you, Angelle, you ' re the lucky
one.

Susan comgs in the open door,
goes up to Odetle, who does not
gee her, and taps her on the
shoulder. UOdette screams.

%

Susan! Don"t do that. You could gilve
me a heart sttack I, thought it was
Angelle \

I'm sorry. I didn'it meak to frighten
you. You don’t believe in ghosts, do
you?( ‘

Of course not. Don’'t beridiculous.
/ N 4

Susan looks arocund.

My God! WHat e happening? _Where i
everything?

I:m leaving.

What do you mean, you' re leaving? .

I got a notice from the landlord. He's :
making condominiums, so everybody got
kicked out. I have to belout by today.
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Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odefte:

Susan:

Ddette:

Susan:

o

Qdette:

Susan:

Cdette:

Susan:

~3

‘What? He can’t just do that. It takes

months. When did you get the notice?
I don't know. . .a few months ago.

You mean you ve Kknown for months? How
come you didn"t tell me?

Whet for? What could you do?

Well, I could have looked into 1t for
you, made sure it was legal.

It doeen 't matter, Susan It was too
big here anyway, juct for me. Besides,
I couldn"t afford it anymore. :

Well then, at Jeast I could have helped
you find another pléce, . .or have
helped you pack. . .lots of things.

There s nothing to pack, Susan,

g ~

Pause.

!

It's gone. I sold everything to a used

" furniture place.

I don "t understand. Why get rid of
everything? You still need your
furqéture.

No, fldon’t need it anymore, I can’t

" carryiit everywhere I gof

v 1
You're-going to a furnished apartment?

How come you mafle all thése plans and -
never told me akything?

When did I see you to tell you?

I know I ve been busy, but I phone.

< 5
I know, I know. Loock, you're busy
moving yourself. It's a big move, to
Toronto. :

If I knew you were moving, you could
have moved to Toronto, too. .
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Odette: .

Susan:

Odette: °
Susan:
Odette:
Susan:
Odette:
Susan: .
Odette:

Susan:

LA

Odette: |

€

Susan:

Odette: ©

ySusan:

Odette:

Ach, too big!

So where are you going then° Will you
at least tell me where you're moving
to? Maybe I can help you move, get
settled. '

I don"t know.

You edon "t know?

No.: I don’t know.

But' if you have to be out by today--
I know. It's a problem:

You don’t have another aﬁartmeﬂt?4

No. Not yet. P
I don"t understand thie. What were you
going to do? -

I'm not sure. . .I1'11 go t¢ a rooming

house or something, 1 guéss.

) .
That s ridiculous. There e lots of
places. 1'm sure if we look, even

now--

A

I looked. 1 looked everywhere.
There 8 nothing I can afford Unless 1
want to live with roaches, and bed

- bugs.

.

Maybe someplace smaller, then. ..
Believe me, I looked. On the money I
get, there’e nothi?g decent.

Pause .’

I don"t know where I'm going to live,
I can"t find anything decent. It's &all
either dumps or éondomiqiums.

Well, you have to live somewhere.
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Odette:

Susan:
. Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

?Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

\

I know. I know. I°11 Jjust keep
looking, every day.

Look, what abou% a room in a senior
citizens” home, you know like the nice
one on Sherbrooke gtreet?

I went there. I can’t afford it. The
only ones 1 codYd afford are run by the
city.

So?

5 »

S0?7 So, theéy take almost your whole
cheque every month, and for that you -
get a crummy little room. You have .to
eat all your meals with everybody else,
Just like a convent. I hate to sit
with everybody when I eat. They always
make you talk even if you don’'t feel
Jlike it. And nobody has thelr own
kitchen. It"s erummy. Probably got
bugs too. . At least the convent was
clean. ,

You know what the worst is, though?
For all that money, those places
aren't even near stores.

You know, 1if it s just a question of

money, then I'm going'with you right
now to find a nice apartment.

What are 90u taiking about?

I'11 pay your rent. Then you can .
af d something nice.- ’

Na. Forget it. +

Look, if it will make you feel betten,
you pay part, and I'1ll pay part. I\
i

w

I don't want your money. ™,

"”ﬁhy not? 1 want you to have a nice

place® '® .

Me too, but not with your money.

Just think, 1f you moved to Toronto,
you could have a nice apartment near
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Odette:

Susan:

-

' Y Odef%e:

Susan:

£

Susan:

2 ‘ Susan:

Odette:

3
Susan:

K Odette:

4‘“’ Susan:

Odette:

Odette:

\ )
me, %heL I could. . .-

o
What? 'Vieit every month, the way you
do now? 1In a new city? .

Grandma, if you want me to viait more
often, . .I"11 visit as often as you
want me to.

=

>

Pause. - ’ -

Why-don"t you come? I'm sure if we
look, we 11 find a nice place. You
could stay at.our house until-- ,

Never. 1 don"t like to depend on
anybody.- I want to be by myself.

But you can’'t just go off, with nowhere 2
to 1live. What will you do? .

I don"t know. Hang arcund, I guess,.
Maybe downtown. At least it'e not.
too g@ld. o

Becauee it e epring. Wait "til next
winter. Then"what? p T '
)

Who knows? 'By then, maybe(&’ll be a
dead. Or maybe 1711 win the 6/49.

Oh, grandma, don’t ®talk like that. .
You're still' young.

Young? Me? I'm amold bag. Who cares
what happens to me? .

I care. |I don't want my grandmother
living orn/ the etreets like a bum or a
wino. . ’

Wino? You ve got your nerve. I don’t
even drink.

‘Anyway, I always wanted to live

downtown. This way, I live downtowun,
with no landlord on my back. .

I don"t believe this! Look, 1711 buy
you a house, if that s what you want.




v

’ F - )
Susan:

Odette:
Susan:

Odette:

/

Odette:

Susan:

- Odette:

Susan:

R
Odette:

fg\\kxhouse? Where are You going to get
the money to buy me a house?

(Incréasingly frustrated) I told you.
I have money saved.

And I told you. I doh"t want your
money.* What do you think I am, some
k'ind-of sponge or something?

* Pause.

* <

Look, when I figure 6u£ what I'm doing, .

then I 11 phone you.

You won't even have a .phéne. This is

# crazy.

4
7

It s not crazy. Think of the money
I'1]1 save all summer. ‘Then, when
winter comes, I°11 be able to afford a
deoeqt flat if I want one.

Youire Jjust not making sense. ~And how
do you think I would feel, knowing my ~

~— grandmother was living on a -bench

~ somewhere?

Lotes of people live on benches these
days, Susan. 'Especially old women. A
woman by herself can’t live like a
human being on the money they get from
the pension.

But you re not by yourself. That™s the
difference. You have relatives. Me!
I can give you the extra money.

I never took money from my kids; Susan.
Never.

Pause.

Y
Id

gy
It's not so bad. If I end up hanging
around downtown, then at least 1711 be
able to go to Kresge every day. You
know I like that. ,
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‘ Susan:

antte E //

Susan:
o \ Odette:
‘Susan:

Odetts:

Susan:

Odette:
L] N -
quan:—

g

)

)

1{ don't know what 4’ m saying. &

I m not happy ’ -

Me either. But that s the wa it ;a
Look, you may as well go now. I have
to finish cleaning so 1 can leave,

I°11 phone you, maybe tomorrow, if I  *
have time. . ;

e

How about sharing a place? Or getting

a bigger placd, and taking in boarders?
Or--~- . o

[
4
< »

And live with strangers? Crooks and
killers? Forget it, Susan. I'm not

"going to get killed, like Angells.

‘Well I'm not leaving I won't let you

do this. You're Just not acting llke a
sane adult.

N v
What will you do about it? ?ut me
away? Go ahead, if it will make you
happy. ‘111 bet that .would make-your .
mother happy. Then she wouldn't have
to take a chance on meeting me
somewhere. Goon . . .g0- ahead

. A
?

,

‘ Pause. °
If you're going to kee& this up, maybe
I should. It’s not normal.vllutnink'
there's egomething wrong with you..
Maybe you should be put somevwhere where
people will take care of you: .,

Are you saying I'm crazy?

Pause. E . - .

(Trying 4o reason with her) I know
you're not crazy. 1 Jjust don’'t want -

"anytliing bad to happen to you.

You can’t run my life, ?uéan.

A

‘Q
«
L]

4




i
Susan: ”

Qdette:

Susan:

-Odette-

Susan:

£l

Qdette:

Susan:

-

‘m not trying to run.your life. I
Just wish there was something I could
do.__/ -

Well there s nothing to do. 1711 tell
you what. If I'm not happy, then you
can pay for the most expensive
apartment {or me, okay?

Sure.

. Pause.

I feel awful about this.

Stop it, okay. That'e enough. 1 know
what I want. I'm not a kid, you know.

¢

I know.
Y

Pause.
e phone rings. Odette answers
it. )

Probably the landlord, making sure 1
leave.

Yeah?

Oh, &f, Dick. No, ehe s etill here.
Just minute, N

Hello?

Okay, okay. I'm on my way.
I know. I'm coming.. Okay. Bye.

<
She hangs up. - .
k b
Dick's waiting for me. We.re moving ~
this week end. That s what I came to

tell you. It all happened so quickly.
Our flight is this afternoon.

v
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Odette:

Suean:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Suean:
9

g.

,,,.fi

' : She gets up to leave then “sits -
* " down again.

S GU——

I can stay, though. Why don"t I send
.Dick on his own? He doesn’t really
need me, anyway. Why don"t I do that?

:. Nb, g8o. I°11 let you knowig?ere I am.

Well, T don"t know.
~

She getes up to leave again, and
then Pits down again. ’

*
:

This ie stupid. I can't leave 1like
' this. :

“ Dick's waiting. He 1l be mad. .

I'know. I don't belieye this is
happening. We ve got 1o do something.

ike what? I tried everything. I
oked everywhere. I was s8ick trying
t¢ find a place to live. Now I don't

care anymore. .~
R {

Pause.

°
1

I don- t care anymore I just want to
die. }

She sits, depressed. .

Don't do this to me. I know how yon
feel. I know it's been hard, losing
Angelle, and then having-to move. But
you can't just give up like this.

¥ Pause.

}
e

I m going to help you, and that s that!

¥ ~
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Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

susan:

Odette:

Susan:

N
-
. g

What about Dick?

I don"t know. 1I°11 have to figure
something out. I don’'ts/know. ‘

. P

The phone rings.

4’ . “ -

Oh, God. That'e Dick.

’

The phone rings a few more times.

k1

I'11 get it. .’

. 1
Hello? I know. Yes. I'm sorry. What
timg is the flight again? Okay, look,
I°m having a problem. You leave. 1711
meet you at the ‘airport. No. 1

promise. Okay. Bye.

She hangs up.

I don"t believe this. I really don't
believe this. What am I going to do?

th don"t you just leave? ‘

(Sighe) If I'm lucky, 1711 die .before
you hit Toronto. -

Oh, stop it! Well. I‘ha@e no cholice.
I'm going to get mummy.

What? Madeleine? Don’'t be crazy. 1
don't want to see her.

Too bad. Somebody hés to do gomething.
What's she going to do? |
Give her a chance,

<

Oh, sure: A chance to kill me, maybe.

Well, you're the one that wants to die,
anyway.
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Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

QOdette:

Funny!

At “thie point there’'s just no choice. ,
I'm going to pick her up. She’ll have

to take c¢are of this, come up with
gomething. ’

‘ot

She writes her phone number down,

\\\\ gets ready to leave.

\bkayz I'm just going to pick her up,
and then 1" m off. Here's my number in

< Toronto. Call me collect tonight to '

let me know what happened, okay?
Sure, sure. . .

And don't worry. TYou'll see, mummy
will take care of everything. Bye’ bye,
and phone tonight! -

¥ 4
They embrace. Susan leaves.

.

"Mummy will take care of everything."” -
Oh, boy. I'm sure "Mummy” will stick
me in a home or something.

Well, that's not for me. nh, unh.

Angelle, we better beat it bé ore they

get back. I"11 phone Susan in few

days, just to tell her I'm still\alive.
]

(Sighe) Yeah, I gulss we may as we
leaver. What's the use to stay here
anymore, anyway?

She gete ready to leave. \\

-

Where ® my bag?

x 4 —

She opens a cupboard door, takes
out a large bag. ’
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L g

And my purse?

o

There

Here,

.

Well.

.

éhe gets her purse from under the
sink. ’

-

©

»
4

Y
.

w (Now, Tinker..
A S

t * ;\\\ -
She goes offstage.

Tinker. That's a good boy.

She comes back into the room, with
a cat carrier. She takes this,
her bag, and her purse., She has
one last look around.

.8ay good-bye, Tinker.-Angelle.

She turns the light off, exits
through the door. The click ‘of
the door lock is heard.

“




ACT THREE ,

Scene I ] --

e

It is a month or so later. ,

Odette is sitting on a bénch downtown. Occasional passersby

are seen.

bags.

Odette:

@

- 8he is surrounded by her winter clothes, boots, and
She is talking to Angelle. ..

‘4
X

I don"t care if it's May. It’'s still
‘too early to take off my boots.

Oh sure, sure, you know everything.

It"s easy for you, Angelle, you're
dead. You're not freezing all the
time. :

What do yoh mean, you have problems
too? What problems could you have,
Angelle? You don't have to sleep in
flop “houses full of roaches. . .or one
of those women’'s placés where they
_take all your stuff away and make you
get -washed with Lysol and sleep with
drunks and drug addicts and "those”
women .

I don"t know what you're complaining
about. You had a nice funeral, got
your red urn. Believe me, it s easier
being dead. Easier than living.

It 18 not my fault. You have your
nerve. I'm not like you, Angelle, I
.don’t go around getting married all
thetime just so I°11 have money. No,
I like to be independent.: /

Believe me, if I could work, I wolild.
What could I do? Clean toilets?, No
thanks.

It wasn't so bad, years ago. Hemember
when I had that job, etuffing

5

-

¢
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o |
. ' envelopes for the Reader s Digest? Of
J ) - course, it's all done by machines now.
<;~/r\\ I guess people weren't good enough.
Then I tried making hats at home. You
'won't—rememberwihat. I think you had a

new husband the Anyway, I only
lasted a few wesks. 1 was supposed to
glue the feathers on the hate, but I
was never good at it. Lousy feathers

. were everywhere. And the cheap glue
they used. . .used to run down my
arms. . .then the feathers would stick

‘on my arms. . .what a mees.

. ' . 'Well,0 people'don’t wear feathers

' anymore, anyway. It's net like the
old*days, when people got dressed up
+to-g0 out.

v (WB}spers) Look at that!
A punk couple walks by.
Sh!t Don"t say anything.

This is8 awful. I hope they don t come
here. <« . r .

L Dirty hippies. Knock people on the
head and steal their money. Well,
they better not try anything on me.

Pauee,
. ' She looks across the street.

' : It must be almost time for that woman
° . ' to walk her dog.

/

‘ T -7 - Pause. - | .y
: - /
_\ t “ ) * ' &
‘ - x People shouldn’t have dogs downtown.

Too many cars. . . pollutfon. .
..garbagé everywhere. ‘ ‘

- ' . "ow
‘ - . - ] N
o She Jjumps up. : .
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1

‘ There’,8 the cat! Looﬁ& he s eating

the food I put. Boy he's thin.
Starving. Not™fat 1i§ﬁ‘Tinker wase.

¢

Pause.

(Sighs) Poor Tinker.

Pause.

.1 had no -choice, Angelle. What else

could I do? A cat can’'t live on the
street. People are too bad. And what
would he do for food?

Pause.

You can't keep him in a cage alX the
time. He'd go crazy. Since when do

_you care, anyway? You never took care

of him, or bothered with him. You
never even bought one can of food.
All you caged about was yourselsf,
Angelle, so don't tell me what was
best for my cat.

Pause

It was better to put him to sleep. At
least I know he & not suffering. He's
better off.

Pause.
There she 1is, with her dog. I'm sure
she's a woman of the night. -~
Well, what other kind of woman gets up
at 11:00 o"clock every day? No, No.

Her clothes are too fancy for a
waltress. Don't be so stupid.
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~
/
A §leazy man arrives, eits on the
* bench beside Odette, taps her on

,A ' . . the shoulder. She jumpse,
startled. °

VRN
Odette: Oh, it's you. Why do, you always sneak
- around like that?
) Willie: v I have to be careful, Mrs. T. Very
careful.
_ Odette:' - , Qreful of what?
Willie? In my buginess, you have to have eyes

everywhere. And 1 mean, everywhere,
There s always somebody out to get
. you. Trying to move up the ladder, if
’ ‘ you know what I mean. It's & risky
buginess. Dangerous.
Odette: Don"t start. I hope you're not
. bringing me trouble, you.

Willie: No, no. no, No trouble. Don’'t
“worry, I can take care of myself. Im
bringing you luck, Mrs. T., Lady Luck.

~

Odette: . " Why, did I win something?

Willie: ‘ Well, not yet. But you were close,
very, -very close,

Odette: Ci;se. Big deal. _

Willie: N Don’t be so neéative. It creates bad

vibes. You re due for a big win, Mrs.
T. I feel it. A really big win.

Odette: Yeah? You think so?

.

Willie: - Yeah, yeah. Positively, positively,
No doubt about it. My vibes are never
wrong. Never. . ®

Odette: " Well, it’'s about time. I'm sick of
’ losing. ‘ .

¥
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Odette: ) /
Wi%lie:"

Odette:

Willie:

M~

O?ette?

Willie:

*

~

- Hq marks it down. ) J

3 ¥
)0, Y
@ ) ) -
3 Y “»
I have some good~tipe for you on ,
tonight’'s race, g8. T. »No, not good,
tipe. Excellent tips.. Excellent \
tips. :
Like what? ’ , ,

-

(Lowers his voice) The big race is
the 5thy The odds are dgainst Blue,
LightrnIng, but I;happen to know that
he’s a mudder, and it's going to rain
tonight. Plue, the favorite, Four
. .Leaf Clover, is just getting over a
pulled muscle. Of course, they don’t
tell people, but I know. . .through my
* counections.
. v
You'ré connections didn’t” do me much
good ab,f@r, did they?: f
. y . .
Luck, Mrs. . Just luck. You have to -
wait your turn. But it's coming. You
have to have fgith.

Oh boy. Faith. Forget it. ‘

4

»

Pause. * .

Okay, okay.

She reaches into her purse, which
is tied around her neck, ands
pulls out a change purse.

-

-
~

Here. Ten bucks, like usual. Put it
on that Lightning. I hope I'm not
throwing more money away, like all the
other times.
Perfect. Ten on the Lightning. Wise -
“bet, Mrs. T. Wise bet. . -

-~

This might be it. This might bs the
big ane for you. You may as well
start planning what to doqbith all

"
[

b4
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\Odette:

Susan:

antte:‘

’

Susan:

Odette:
Susan}
Odette:~

Susan:

Odette:\

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

that money, Mrs. T.

Ha! I can tell you right now what I
would do! I would leave here so fast.
d - ’ ’

!
Susan arrives.

Grandma! Thank God. Thank God you

called at last. Are you alkright? .I
was 80 worried. One more day and I

was calling the police.

ESusan!

'Willie makes a hasty deﬁgrture.

-

Who's that?
That s 195% Willie. He's a bgokmaker.

"A bookmaker? o -

W -

You kXnow, a bet maker. A bobkie.

I don't believe it! How would you
know such a man?

From betting on the horses. What do
you think?

L4

She rummages around 'in one of her
big bags.

' -

I can"t believe it. And 1 can't
believe this. . .that you are really
living here. . .like a bum. You took
off. You just took off. How could
you do that? Where do you stay? *
Where do you sleep at night?

Here.. Have a Jjelly doughnut.
Strawberry. -+ . . )

No thanke, I. . . Co .
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Odette:
fy g -
2

Susan:

Odette:
éuéan : "

L]

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:y

Susan: !

Odette:

Sueap:
Odette:

Susan:

EXR

Odette:

Susan:

[Nl —

Why not? Strawberry'ig your favorite.
It's fresh. I picked it up only an
houf ago, just for you. They don"t \
makie good doughnuts in Toronto,

. ] don't want a doughnut. I want to‘

talk\to you.
So talk and eat.

I'm on a diet.
— 71
Diet, diet. Angelle was always on a,5
diet, and look what it got her. @gfe.
/

She thruste the roll %nto Susah. (q\

L3

‘"Thanks .

Is this what you eat evef;/day?

BN
Sometimes. Sometimes I have a pogo,
and half a french fry. -

(Whispers) Never eat the bottom of the
french fries. That's were all the
bugs are, on the bottom. You hdve to
be careful. )

Well, If you moved in with us, you
wouldn't have to be careful. We don’t
have Pugs . ) ﬁ

I know you don"t have bugET That " s
not the point. i

So what's the point then?

What do you mean?

7

i mean, tell me again what the point
is in living like this when you don’t
have to’

The point is,. I like to be free. I
don’t. like-to depend on people,
espeoially my kids. I told you.

You won't be "depending" on anybody.
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Susan:

Odecte:
R

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odet?e:

Susan:

Odette:

)

_or something? "What can I do to

;T

3 ’

I already told you, you can have your

own place. Near me. * . -

When I get fed up, 111 ¢come visfi.fo; *

2 or*3 days. . .take the train. I
_always 1iké the train.
N %
\
o .She rummages in her bag again,

pylls out a sWeater,

s Y
Here. Try thiﬁ on.

\\"JGnani?a! Another sweater?

Well) it s for your birthday.

No ﬁonder your bags are so big,
carrying all this stuﬁﬂgaround.

-

Suean triea the sweater on.

©

That s nothing., Lagt’week 1 bought
myself a sleeping bag. Next time,
I'11 be ready. IF I dhave to esleep in
onq;of those places again, f°11 use my
own' sleeping bag on the Qe

That
way, I won't catch anvthin You
never know who 8 been therd, before

you, you Know.
* -

Why are you d g this? To torture me

convince you that this is not normal?

It's8 not right. This is stupid. 1

should have called a doctor or - s
gomething. ghould have called the

police. Thié is all wrong.
You don't like the gweater? -

1 love the eweater.” It'e perfect.
Thank you.

The colour? They didn’t have much
choice. There’'s no good wool stores,
like there used to be,

. -




Susan -

Odette -

Susan

QOdette -

Susan-

Qdette:

Susan:

Odette:

?

Susan:
Odette -
Susan:

QOdette:

The colour's fine. I love it. Thank
you. Tha% & not what I™m talking -
4about, and you know it. It's thise.
(5he sweeps her arm around the area.)

It would be different if you‘Ead no
family, or if you were an alcoholic or
drug addict or something. Then at
least there might« be an excuse. There
is no excuse for you living like this.

None
\

Oh, before I forget. .

/

She dige into the purse.

<

7
Here. Better win eome money.

A 6/49. You still buy these, eh?
Yeah. I know d won't win. Still, I
get them just in case somebody makes a
mistake and 1 win some money. I
should win, for all the money 1 spend.
I know. I hope you win, grandma.
Well, I don"t think so, but anyway.

°

Pause.

Grandma, we have to talk.

Im talkiﬂg. What do you want to{&alk

-about?
- wﬁ‘

You know darn well. Abou; this.
We already g&lked about this.
Well, I 'm not finished.

You want another doughnut? I think I
-have another one here somewhere.

4
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Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:
1 2

Odette:

Susan:

ddette:

'
Susan:

No, I don't want another doughnut,
Stop fooling around, and listen. This
can't go on. You've lived like this
for a month now. You see what it's
like. You can’'t tell me that you like
living this way. Nobody would 1live
like this if they didn"t have to. And
you don "t have to.

I don"t want to depend on nobody.

All my life I had to depend on people.
I had to ask Marcel for every nickel.
I never had my own money. Then when
he died, Angelle, she moved in to
split the rent. GShe knew 1 needed her
money. She never said anything., but
she knew. And I knew.

, I used to worry that she would get
married again and leave. I never
thought that she would die, though.

I thought that I would die first, and
then I wouldn 't have to worry

*You don "t have to worry. You have me.
Let me take care of you.

No. You don't understand, I'm fed up
of depending on people, of having to
be nice when I don"t feel in the -mood.
I had it all my life.

P

This will .-be different, you'll see.
No.

&ou won't even t;y? Just for a month?
No.

You don"t give me much choice.

What? .- ‘

Grandma, 1 came down with mummy.
She s waiting for me at Murray's.

Oh, yeah? 507

She wants to talk to you.
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Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Sudan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

é

Odette:

Susan;

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

\
QOdette:
» N

~ Susan:

Odétte:

Susan:

What for?

\She'e worried abgpt you.
Sure, sure. -

She 1s. And she cares.
Bullshit!

Grandma'!

You_know _how I feel about her.

N
She really does care, you know.

doesn’t want anything bad to happen to

you. .

She

Then she better stay away. She only

bringe trouble, anyway.
But she s still your daughter.

My daughter? Oh, no she’s not.

You

“know she kicked me out of her house.

.told me she was ashamed of me.
and "everything I represented"”.

.whatever that means. No, I wasn’t

good enough for her. After everything

I did for her. If I'm not good enough
o be her mother, then she s not my
d htser.

That was a long time ago. Years ago.

I t care if it was a long .time.

' ago. Nothing’'s changed.

But she’'s sald she’'s sorry so many

times. 'Stop being so stubborn.

Susan, are you taking her part now?

I'm not taking her part. I1I°'m not

taking any part. I just don"t see why

you won't give her another chance.

No.

At least see her for a minute.
won"t hurt you.

66
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Odette: . Yes, it does hurt me to see her.

Susan: Just for five minutes, that & all.
: QOkay? ¢

Pause.
¥
Please? Five minutes, and then 1
won 't bug you anymore.

Odette: “Achn!  Okay, five minutes.

Susan: ) Okay, 114 tell her. She'll be mo
happy. ©She really wants to see you,
Even for a few minutes. And grandma,
thanke for the sweater and the tick
, - I"11l come again as soon as 1 can,
Think about what 1 said, ockay?

Odette: Okay, okay, I"ll think.

. Susan leaves to get Madelelne.

Odette: % If it e not one thing, it’s another.
Now it'® nadeleiﬁe. Oh, well, may as
! well get it over yith, 1 guess.

I wonder what she wants? Boy,
_Angelle, you took the easy way out,
, ‘' that"s for sure.

%

/ Odette takes her knitting out,
starts knitting. Madeleinre
enters.
N 4
Madeleine: Hello, maman.
Odette: Hello,‘Madeleine. ) -
Madeleine: ~ How are you keepiné?
Odette: " What do you think, Madeleine?

wEll, I don"t know. Suean tells me
you're okay, but you still refuse to
let her,help you.

Madeleine:
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Odette: -
\

Madeleine:

, Ddette:-

Madeleine:

Odette:

i

Madeleine:‘

Odette:

Madéleine:

|

That" s right. I don’t want her help.

Yours either. ‘

I know.

Pause.
v
I just wanted to see you, maman .
see how you were.

Pausgi

I wish I could do something.
You did enough, Madeleine.

I was thinking that maybe we could
start over. That maybe I could make
it up to you.

’ A
Odettg does not answer, keeps

knitting. ] -

I was hoping we could talk.

. without fighting.

I'm not the one that fights Madeleine.
I'm not the one;that kicked you out of ,
my house. 1 di& everything for you,
raised your kid, bought your food and
clothes when you had no money--

I know. I know everything you did for
me. That's why I was hoping that,
well, maybe now I could help you--

Wait a minute! Don’t start buttin
in, Madeleine. '

{ -
I'm not butting in. I'm trying to f
help you. Won't you let me help yéL?

kY




O

Madeleine:

Odette:

Madeleine:

Odette:

Madeleine:

S -t

Odette:

Madeleine:

Qdette:

Madeleine:

*0dette: -

Madeleine:

What for? So 111 be nice to you, and
you won't feel gullty anymore? So ¢l
can say "Thank you, Madeleine”, and
"I'm so grateful for your help,
Madelelne"? 1711 die first.

You're not being fair:.,

(Getting louder) Fair? Don't tell me
what s fair. A

Just listen to me for a change. Give
me a chance.

You had your chance. You had
everything. You didn’'t even come when
your own father died. Leave me alone,

No I won't leave you alone. You're my
mother. How do you think I feel about
my mother living on the streets llke a
bum? I have money. 1 could take care
of you.

I don"t want your money. 1 want you
to leave me alone, that' s what 1 want.
I want you to go away! ’

\

By this time, a c¢crowd has
gathered.

o~

\'-{ ,‘
No. I won't g0 away. I1'm not leaving
you alon

Then I"1) leave. Is that what you
want? You want my bench? Well, have
it, then.

Odette gets up.
{ a
¢\

\

Stop running away and listen to me for
a change. You need help.

Noﬁ.yoqr help, Madeleine.

f,é— 1 A

You know what I think? I think

» ! J
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Odette:
Mddeleine:
Odette:

Madeleine:

C}dette:

Madeleaine:
Odette:
Madeleine:

Qdette:

Madeleine:

tWhat s normal anymore?

w4

-
N
there’s something wrong with you, that
you would -Choose to live like this
instead of like a normal human being.

-

)
»

Not this! ' s

3
If this isn't normal enough for you,
then why don"t you go back to
Westmount, where everybody 1is normnal?

4 .
You never quit, do you? You refu to
listen to me, even when I'm tryiung to
help. !

Oh, go help somebody else.

No. #I told you. I'm not leaving here
without you. 1It's obvious you need '
help; . .

. ¢
Go away! Leave me-alone.. I don’t
want your help. I don’t even want to
see your face anymore. -

You know what? I think that maybe
it“s time you were put away or
something. For 'your own good. &

&

Oh yeah? Who's going to put me away,
Madeleine? You?

If I have to. It's obvious you can’t
take care of yourself anymore. Look
at yourself. Look at how you are

li{ing.

= - -

Pause.

You're doing this to punish me, aren’t
you? After all these years', all the
times I tried to apologize, to make it
up to you, you will never forget,
never forgive me. It s like something
is stuck in your mind that you can’t
get rid of. That’'s right. . .and all
this is just for me, isn't it? You're
hoping you'll die here so I°11 feel

70




Odette:

13

¥

-

Madeleine:

2

" Odette:

Madéleine:

Odette:

?oliceméﬁ:

-

Odette:

qQ

Madeleine:

-~

Policeman:

Odette:

Policenman:

‘!

. ) .
gullty forever, right? But it's not

‘going to work, because I'm going to do

something about it. Somebody has to
do something. :

That somebody is going to be me. . .
I"m going to-:do something, #l1l right.
I 'm golng to get away from you, that’s
what.

Oh, no you're not. Not this time:

Odette sta;¥s to leave,

Madeleine grabs her arm and won't
let go. They fight. Meanwhile,
a. crowd has collegted around
them. Finally, a policenan
arrives and breaks it up.

Let go of me! 4

v

No. Not this time. You're coming -
with me. -

Oh, yeah? That’'s what you ‘think!
Stob that. Break ;t'up.

It e her. Always after me. Tell her
to leave me alone.

I want to talk to her: Make her
l¥sten.

Both of you, cut it out. I don't want
fighting on my street. . .disturbing
the pesace. .

She's disturbing the peace, alright.
Ask these people, '

(To the crowd) Beat it. Come on,
move along. :

(To Odette) 1 fe been watching you,
hanging around on't want any
trouble, understand Any more trouble
and I bring you in. P *
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Odette: Me? 1.didn’t do anything. I was just
) gitting here, and--

) . .
Policeman: Nevermind. You re a vagrant. That’s
a enough for me.

Why don't vou just move along?

~

(To Madeleine) And you, go honme.

Odette: (Stunned) Okay, okay. ]

Madeleine: I want her put away. She needs help.

Policeman: (Exasperated) Lady, get a court order
C. or something.

-Odette: , N Nevermind, I'm going.
i,‘ She picks up her bags.

So you won again, eh, Madeleine? You

don"t even want me to have a lousy

bench. Are you happy now? Are you?

Here. Take it, Madeleine. It"s all
. yours.

Odette leaves.
Everyone ‘else slowly exits,
excluding Madeleine. ‘

Madeleine: - Maman. ‘e

(To the policeman, who is exiting) I
only want to help her, that's all. 1
only want what's best for her. . .she
doesn’'t know what s good for her.

Pausge.
p

(To herself) Why does it always go
“wrong?

Madeleine glowly sits on the
bench.

: (Puzzled) I'm just trying to heip
\ - her, that’s all.

- P
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© ACT III

Scene . 11

[:aN

It is‘evening, two months later.

The scene is the bench downtown. Odette s appearance is
deteriorating, her clothing more rundown and dirty, her hair
unkempt, etc. Obviously, this life is telling on her. GShe ias
weaker physically, having developed a chronic cough, and
mentally, which is evidenced by her increasing paranoia and the
tendency for her thoughte to wander. Her actions throughout
this scene are slower and heavier, a sign of her growing
Jatigue,

There is a drunk, another bag lady, sitting on Odette s bench.
Odette approaches slowly, carrying her bags, a box from Dunkin’
Donuts and coffee. ¢ s

-

Odette: Hey! Qet out! That’'s my bench.
Every day now it's the same thing. I
leave for two minutee, and you take my
bench. Go on, beat it.

e ]

Odette pulls her off by'the arm.

If it°s not’you, it's some old man
who's after me, !

-

Pause.
- }
Come on, come on. Why do you have to

hang around here anyway? Why don’'t
you get your own bench?

q ' There follows a grotesque
- struggle over the bench, the
movements appearing to be almost
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, & parody of ballet. There is
nothing glamourous about it.
Finally, Odette wins, and the

+  drunk staggers over toNa back
wall, ang sits on the sldewalk, /
leaning against the wall.

Sha sits and listens to Odette
throughout the sacene. Odette
sits on the bench.

That's all I have, 1is this lousy bench,
and somebedy is always trying te ta?e
it away. Even Madeleine. Well, I
don"t care. It's my bench, and that's
that. It’s not much, that'e for sure.
Just a lousy bench, that's all. Live
all my life, and all I have at the end
is a bench, What's the use?

Odette starts to fix her coffee,
takes a drink. She opens the box
and starte eating a doughnuy,
licking her fingers.

(To Angelle) Okay, okay. Stop bugging
me.

She takes another doughnut out,
gives it to the drunk.

© Heres I don"t want you to die near my

bench. I already have enough trouble

wWith my sister.

(To Angelle) Happy nqw?

It costs me more to feed these

bunms.

You know I'm trying to save gome monew
from my pension. I have to get out of
here. I can't take it anymore. I hate
it! ’

She digs around in one of her
bags, pulls out a bank book.
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Let's see. . .fivd hundred dollars.
- It°s8 not much. §Still, if I could save
another couple of hundred by the& fall,
then I could get a decent place, at

least for the winter. I don't care if
it's a bamement, as lofig as there’'s no
bugs, and it“s hot. ,

Pause.

4
There she is!
Yo’ .l
. -
Odette goes through her big, A
pulls out a pair of cheap .
binoculars. - '

Look at that. It’'s another man. Hal
What did I tell .you, eh? Waitress.
Ha! The only thinf she serves is
men. . .4nd business must be good.
That's a new coat. Mink.

Watch the light’ go on now.

There. See? Achh, She always pulls
the blind down. ) -
Va4

Spoils ali’my fun.

e

Odette puts the binoculars away,
finishes her doughnut.

She sits silently for .a while,

Well, I suppose if she' s making so much
money she'1ll move soon. .

Everybody leaves as soon as they have
money. Soon I1°11 be the only one left.
Well, me and her. (Points to the
drunk.) If she doesn’'t die first.

Pause.

-




Susan:

Odette:

Spsan:
Odette:

Susan:

f‘have to get out of here.

Pause. )

What s going to happen to me? Maybe I
shouldn't worry so much about the
winter. Maybe 1 won"t even live
afiother winter. Who knows? Why should
I, . anyway, the way things are going? -

Once she leaves (Looking across the
street) and once she dies (Nodding at
the drunk), then I won"t know anybody
here.

-

Except Willie, but he Jjust wants my
money. - Everybody is after my money.
Maybe that s why they want to put me
away, 8o they can get my money. And do
experiments.

Pause,

-

Yeah, I have to move for sﬁre. Before

.the cold.

Susan enters.
Hi. I'm glad I found you.

Susan? What are you doing here? 1It°'s
not the end of the month. And how come
you 're out alone at night? It’s not
safe. :

Well, I had to make a special trip here
anyway, and besides, I wanted to see-
you.

At night? Well, névermind. I was
going to phone you anyway, to let you
know. I°m moving soon.

That“s good, but nevermind that right
now. I have to talk to you about a few
things. 3
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Odette:

Susah:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:
Ocette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

You 've been after me to move for i
months. Then the minute I tell yéu I'm
going to move, you don’"t want to hear
about it. What'e going on? What's
wrong?

Nothing s swrong. Uf course 1 want to
hear about your move. Believe me,
nothing makes me happier. But I have
something to tell you first.

Oh, boy. I don't like the way that
sounds. The last time you wanted to
talk to me you forced me to see
Madeleine, and I almost got put in a
crazy house, or jail. 1 hope it's not
Madeleine, Susan. If it is you can go
Jback to Toronto right now:

‘This has nothing to do with Madeleine,
It has to do withﬁﬁngelle.

Angelle? What has she done now? I
know she’'s always aftgr me, but I -
thought I was the only one.

An&elle ie after you? Nhat“do you ///
mean?

She's always bugging me about
something.

You mean you talk to Angelle?

Not really. You know you could never
talk to Angelle. Mostly she does all
the talking.

What does she say? '

What did Angelles ever say? Why did you
cremate me in my old blue dress, when I
just bought a new dress for Susan’'s '
wedding? Why do we have to stay here?

Why can’t we move? Why don"t you find

a man? The same old stuff.

. Oh. N

Pause

s 4



Do you answer her?

Odette: \ ' You know darn well that if I ignore
S her, she gets hysterical. . .starts
screaming. And it°s worse now, because
she’s s0 bored.

Susan: I guess so.

Anyway, don 't you want to know what I
came all the way here to tell you?

\

Odette: No.
Susan: Come on. Don’t be like that.
L /~4I
Odette: /// (Sighs) Okay. What do you want to
_ - tell me?
Susan: ) Remember M. Laframboise? From the

funeral parlour? He came to Toronto
last week to see me.

Odette: All fhe way éo Toroﬁ%o? It must be

very bad. What did he want?
. <«

Susan He wanted to know about you.

Odette: Me? What for?

Sugan : ‘ I don"t know. He wouldn't say. He
just sald he wants to see you, and it’'s
important.

Odette: Good-bye my five hundred dollars. /

Susan: What f£ive hundred dollars?

Odette: That’s what I'm trying to tell you.

I°ve been saving money, Jjust like I
-told you. As soon as I have enough,
good-bye bench. Now, if this
Laframboise is after more money, I may
as well kill myself and get it over
with.

Susan: No, I'm sure he's not after your five
hundred dollarse. I don "t think he
would come all the way to Toronto, just
for that. * '

b
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Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

QOdette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:
Odette:
Susan:

Odette:

M. vaframboise:

s

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette: (__

. M

Oh yes. I know.men.

v

What do you mean? Five hundred dollars
is five' hundred.dollars, you krow.

I know that, but I'm sure he’'s not
after your money.

He probably needs more. money for
another rose bush or sonmething.
Angelle, did you kill that rose bush?
Shit.

i
Grandma!

Well, the minute I have money, some man
wants to take 1t away.

s

You don"t know that, Grandma.

-

I hope you didn"t tell him where I am?
Well. . .he sald it was ilmportant.

Is that yes or no?

I told him to meet me here tonight.
Good-bye. I'ym leavihg. Suaan,'you are
always bringing bad news with you. I'm
leaving, and next time I won't tell you

where 1 am, either.. If it’'s not
Madeleine, it s a money grabbing man.

M. Laframboise enters.

Oh no. . .I'm toé late.

Mme. Tanguay. I'm so happy I found you '
at last. You re looking very. . .well.

Oh, sure. How much is it going to cost
me?

Cost you? What do you mean?

Did the rose bush die? Is that why
you're here? For more money?

.
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M. Laframboise:

Odette:
4

Susan:
Odette:

g. Laframboise:

~

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:
Susan:
Odette:

iM. Laframboise:

\ Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette and
Susan:

“'M. Laframboise:

No, no. You don’t understand. I have
some wonderful, wonderFful news for you.

Oh, boy. That means it's going to dost
me a lot. What is it? You want to
sel]l me shares in plote or something?
Grandma, listen to him.

Sh. Okay, okay, what 1is 1t?

It 8 Angelle. I}'s Angelle and the
Tango.

She "8 been after you too? ’ -

Angelle ig always with me. . .always in
my heart. Whenever I hear our song--
Yeah, so?

Grandnma.

Sh. _

Well, at the last ‘meeting Angelle
attended before. . .before she was
brutally, savagely murdered. .

stripped of all dignity. . .never

again to dance, té4-1augh, to love, to--
M. Laframboise, pleasd! Control
yourself.

I'm sorry. i know. It's been almost a
year. I should have gotten over her by
now. But she was so special.

Yes, M. Laframboise.

Well, the week before she was removed

from my life forever, the Tango group

decided to invest in Lotomatique for a
year. We used to joke, Angelle and I,
that we would open a Tango Studio when
¥e won. Of course, that was before

Anyway, guess what, Mme. Tanguay?
Guess what?




Odette and
Susan:

.M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

M. Laframboise:

Odette:

Jules:

Susan:

Odette:

e

Susan:

, Odette:

lwhat?

We won. We won the 6/49 months ago.
He gueased the numbers! $960, 000
dollars, Mme. Tanguay.

Good for you. I'm happy for you.

No, no, you don"t understand, Mme.
Tanguay. You inherit Angelle’s part.
$80,000. You won $80,000, Mme.
Tanguay. d

Odette.
Odette.

M. Laframboise! Is this true?

4

Jules,
Jules.

0f course it's true. I wouldn't look
all over the city for you, go to
Toronto, and come to this district at
night 1if it wasn't true. . .Odette.

It really is true. I went over all the
papers again. Angelle left everything
to you. It's yours, Grandma.

B

So you knew all about this? Boy,
people are sneaky. -

(She whispers to Susan) Are you sure
this 1ian't a trick to get my five
hundred dollars?

Positive.

Cripes. $§0,000? That's almost
$100,000. '

Pause.

“\

Maybe for once, Angelle was right. She
aiways said you were honest. Of course

- T didn’t believe her.

Vo1
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Jules: (Sighs) 'Angelle. I still miss her ./
You know, I never did get another dance
partner, even after a year. /

-

.Susan: Do(zgu realize, you are rich? Rich!.
Odette: (*o th;\Qrunk) Hear that? I'm rich.
: “Rich.
) + -
o What will INdo with all 'that money?

It's too mych, really. I can’t think
that big. ‘$80,000. That buys a lot of
'TV‘s. Maybe even a house. A small

A one, of course.

Ig this true? When do I get the money?

Prove 1it.
Jules: "It's true. It’'s really true.
4
Susan: You can leave here. Forever. Right
now. '
Odette: . Now? I don’'t know. Where will I go?
I can't juet leave, just .like that.
_ Bgaides, I have my cat to feed.
Susan: « You can stay with us, just until the
: paperwork is all finished, you know, in
case I need you to eign something.
Odette: ) Stay with you? Well, maybe I should,
to make sure the papers go okay. But I
" can't leave my cat. He needs me.
Susan:, We'll come back tomorrow and pick him
up, bring him home. How s that?
Jules: . ) / I love cati, too, Odette.
Odette: You do? Most men don't care too much
for cats.
Y | ' .
Jules: . I have always loved cate. Maybe, one

day, you could come over to see my
Caesar. He’ s twelve, you know. A
Seal-Point Himalayan. Beautiful
animal. Beautiful.

%



Odette:

Susan:

Odette:

Susan:

Jules:

Odette:

I hope I can see-you agdin after this.
You know, just for a visit. We can
talk about Angelle. . .how we feel..l
hope,” some day, you'll return to
Montreal? ’

Of course. Toronto ia not for me. Too
big. Too many bums.

Pause.

*

A Himalayan, eh? 1 had a Siamese once.
Oh, he was a killer, a real killer.
Used to-

Well, what do you say? Lets go!

Susan picks up Odette’s bags.
All three begin to walk off.
Odette stops, looks around.

Just a.minute. I have to get
organized, say good-bye.

Okay, wait'here, I1°11 get the car.

\ .

Please, allow me.’

Susan and Jules exit.

“N
PR

(To the audience) 1 don't trust them

for a minute! They must be crazy, if

they think I will go with them. Hah.

What a story, eh? $80,000: Oh, Boy.

Why should I win $80,000? I never won
anything in my life.

And Susan expects me- to believe that
we'll come back tomorrow for the cat?
Sure, sure. Susan never really liked
cats. . .just like her mother. No, I
don’t believe them.

is behind it. And now Susan is on he

It’s all a trick. Probably Madeleine
side too. They ' re all against me. qk\\

,
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Even him. ' '

I’'m not stupid.’ If I won money, why
didn’t they give it to me right there?

Probably want to drive me straight to a
crazy house or something. Who knows?
Maybe they need old people for
experiments.

Well, they won't catch me, so easy,
Just like that. I°'m going to change
district. Maybe Lafontaine Park. 1It's
nice there. Very French though, but
still. They won"t find me for a long
time. Probably be dead by then anyway.

It's a sha;e. I like this bench.

I don"t care. 1I'm going to buy my own

,8/49. None of thie trick stuff. Then,

if T win, maybe 1711 come back and buy
this bemch for good.

Fad
(To the drunk) You. Take this bench
when I'm gone, eh? Before anybody else
gets it. You have to be fast.

Well, I guess we better beat it,
Angelle, before they come with the
wagon. Nowgthey took my bag, I°11 have
to buy a new blanket, I guess. That
bugs me.

Oh, well. We’'ll buy a ticket on the
way. It's up to eight million, you
know. If it's that big, I should have'
a chance to win a few cents, at least.

I don"t know. I feel lucky! 1It’e
‘about time, eh, Angelle?

Odette exits.

sl
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