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HEART went through numerous readings in NYC at Charles Maryan’s
Playwrights/Directors Workshop, Theater Factory, 78" Street Theatre Lab, and
more recently by Rising Sun Performance Company. It was also presented as a
staged reading at both Interact in Los Angeles and at The Caldwell Theatre in
Florida. It received a major grant from the Berrilla Kerr Foundation for
Playwriting. After a sit-down reading at the Last Frontier Theater Conference in
2009, it was produced by Anchorage Community Theater (ACT) in January 2010
at the Wild Berry Theater in Anchorage, with the production returning back to the
Conference that following Spring for a live performance. The production was
directed by Kevin T. Bennett and featured the following cast:

Robert Bixler......ccccovvviieiiiiiieeiieeeee e Scott Baker

BTt e Rod Merhtens

Joanne Bixler.......cocccooviiiniiiiniiiiiieeee, Scarlet Kittylee Boudreaux
Dr. Richardson...........ccccveeeeiiieeiiiieeeieeeeieee Erick Hayden

INUTSE .vveeivieeiieeeieeeeieeesreeeeereeeaeeesreeesaseeeeneens Linda Benson

Dr. Edward Morse.........ccoeevieieviieeeeieeeeeiee Ralph Lynch
EdNOLAN....coiiiiieeeeeeeeeee e, Thomas Higgins (followed by Mark Muro)
Suzy Benedetti.......cccceevevieeeniiieeeiiee e, Annia Wyndham

Bryan Bixler ..o Sean Kenney

Jay Bixler....coooeveiiiiieiiieeeeee e Carl Bright

Francine Bixler........cccoovvviiiiieniiiiieieeeeee Jessica Levesque

Marty BixIer......coocoeeeiiiiiiiiiiieieeeeee e Rick Barreras

Hospital Orderlies.........cccooevieieniiieieciiieeeiee, Monica Wuotto-Sullivan,

Andy Collins, Jessica Levesque
Costume design by Laura R. Murphy; Scenic Coordination and Lighting Design by
Kevin T. Bennett; Sound design and choreography by Erick Hayden; Produced by
Bill Cotton and the staff of ACT.
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CAST
ROBERT BIXLER - a plumbing contractor in his 50s
BERT - basically, Robert's head or maybe his spirit
JOANNE BIXLER - his wife
DR. RICHARDSON - his heart specialist
NURSE - Robert's nurse
DR. EDWARD MORSE - inventor and genius of sorts
ED NOLAN - hardware store owner, married three times, 50s
SUZY BENEDETTI - a professional divorcee, 40s
BRYAN BIXLER - Robert's older son, missing
JAY BIXLER - Robert's younger son, in the family business
FRANCINE BIXLER - Jay's wife, in the family way
MARTY BIXLER - Robert's Dad, 35ish
HOSPITAL ORDERLIES - 2-4 (depending, of course, on budget)

The play, in two acts, takes place in the present (or not-too-distant
future) on one set - the hospital room of Robert Bixler. However, it 1s
also in his mind, or rather, in the world of Bert, and so we travel with
lightning speed through past, present, future and fantasy, all (hopefully)
with virtually no scenic alterations and the bare minimum of fuss,
fluidity being the key.
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ACT ONE

The stage is bare, save a middle-aged man in a white tie, white spangly
Jjacket with white tails, white top hat, and white tap shoes. He is in a
glaringly white spotlight, doing a very impressive tap number with no
music. He spins, he slides, he moves with enormous agility. His name is
ROBERT. After he has been dancing a few moments, BERT walks
onstage and leans against a side wall of the stage.

BERT. I always fantasized that I could have been in show business. I'd
watch those hoofers on Ed Sullivan or Kraft Music Hall, or sheez,
Hollywood movies! Fred, Gene. Sammy Davis, Jr., for Chrissakes. Now
those guys had magic in their feet. Movements as smooth as glass. No
resistance, no friction. Absolute magic. (He pauses speaking as he
continues to watch Robert dance.) But then, life is what it is and we do
what we do and, hey, that's the way life goes. So I wasn't Fred Astaire. |
was a plumbing contractor instead. Hey, I can't complain. Maybe Gene
Kelly would envy my way with a ball valve. We all got our own song
and dance. And we've all got our own big finale.

(Robert is just about to complete his big finish when he suddenly freezes,
clutching his chest in agonizing pain, his face stricken. As he crumples,
a team of orderlies arrive to catch him. One takes off his hat, another his
tails, another loosens his tie - until it becomes apparent that the rest of
his outfit are white hospital pajamas. Then, the orderlies hoist his body
on their shoulders as if he were a star being hoisted onto the shoulders
of the chorus boys in a production number. They carry him to a hospital
bed which now appears out of the darkness. They lower him into it, pull
the sheets up to his neck with a snap, pull up the bed rails with a sharp
click and dance off in a line.) And mine, mine was a Jim Dandy. (The
lights come up around the bed revealing a hospital room.) Yessir, a
humdinger.
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(JOANNE sits by the bed holding Robert’s hand. RICHARDSON is
listening to ROBERT's chest with a stethoscope, and when he is finished,
the NURSE puts an oxygen mask on ROBERT's face.)
RICHARDSON. Total congestive heart failure.

BERT. Nothing half-assed, thank you.

RICHARDSON. Major myocardial infarction of the lower heart.
Extensive mitral valve damage. Extensive arterial damage.

BERT. No simple angina for me.

JOANNE. Will he live?

RICHARDSON. Quite frankly, I'm surprised he's still with us. With
the extent of damage his ticker has suffered - Christ, he's like a
goddamned Timex!

BERT. Whose warranty has expired.

RICHARDSON. His number's up.

BERT. All right, already, we get the picture! (Joanne begins to sob.)
Now look what you did. You made her cry. (The figure of Robert lying
in the bed suddenly tries to speak from beneath the oxygen mask.)
JOANNE. Yes, sweetheart, I'm here. Look, he's coming to.

(Robert tries to speak. Richardson snaps his fingers and the Nurse gives
him a shot, which promptly knocks him out again.)

RICHARDSON. For the pain. Might as well make it easy.

BERT. For whom?!

JOANNE. I thought he was trying to say something.
RICHARDSON. I don't think so. Probably just the pain.

BERT. How the hell can I fight for life under the influence of a Mickey
Finn like that?!

JOANNE. Isn't there anything we can do?

RICHARDSON. Not within the common realm.

BERT. And the uncommon realm?

RICHARDSON. Of course, you could go the scientific
experimentation route --

JOANNE/BERT. (together) Yes?

RICHARDSON. -- although I wouldn't advise it.

JOANNE. Too painful?
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RICHARDSON. Too risky. And mighty expensive.

JOANNE. What about insurance?

RICHARDSON. Oh, well, insurance, yes, but the type of things I'm
talking about, well . . . insurance doesn't cover a lot of it.

JOANNE. What's not a lot?

RICHARDSON. Well, none of it. The insurance companies are not
keen on funding experimentation.

JOANNE. (she sighs) Oh, well.

BERT. Jesus, thanks, Joanne. The mention of a price tag and everyone
gives up on good old Robert. Now that you cost an arm and a leg, we
might as well scrap the whole body.

RICHARDSON. Of course, with what Morse has going --

BERT. Morse?

RICHARDSON. Maybe he has ways to get some funding.
JOANNE/BERT. (together) Morse?

RICHARDSON. Dr. Edward Morse. A cardiological genius.

(A shaft of light suddenly appears from the heavens, shining down on the
figure of Edward Morse, M.D.) Heart specialist. Surgeon. Inventor.
Physical fitness buff and one helluva good dinner guest.

NURSE. Is he married? (All turn to look at her.) Just asking.
RICHARDSON. Morse has lots of ideas. Lots of inventions. And most
importantly, Morse can get grants.

JOANNE. Would he take Robert as a patient?

RICHARDSON. That would all depend on an assessment of his
condition, his ability to fight --

BERT. Fight? Doc, you're talking to a Mohammed Ali, a Mike Tyson, a
Georges Foreman —

RICHARDSON. --and...

JOANNE/BERT. (together) And?

RICHARDSON. Well, how much publicity Morse could get out of it.
Public opinion is what generates grants. Never underestimate the power
of public opinion.

JOANNE. But what kind of publicity can you get out of a dying man?
RICHARDSON. If he doesn't die. (pause)
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JOANNE. But can Morse guarantee that?

RICHARDSON. Hardly. Still, his invention . . . now might just be the
time.

BERT. Time? Time is very much the point here. There is no time like
the present. A stitch in time saves nine. Time waits for no - no, not that
one.

JOANNE. For what?

RICHARDSON. His newest innovation. (MORSE raises his arms
above his head, holding up a small black box.)

MORSE. The ultimate artificial heart.

RICHARDSON. A quartz precision, stainless steel, teflon-and-velcro,
fuel-injected, high-fiber, low-fat, compounded daily, low-interest,
Kosher-for-Passover, Nobel Prize-winning . . . pump.

BERT. A pump?

RICHARDSON. That's all it 1s, after all. The heart.

BERT. A pump.

JOANNE. A pump.

RICHARDSON. Although at this point in its development, it would
probably be one of the most expensive pumps known to man.

BERT. But will it have a double-your-money-back guarantee?
MORSE. (quietly) No.

RICHARDSON. Medicine has no guarantees.

BERT. Ah, those little disclaimers . . .

JOANNE. But if there's a chance --

RICHARDSON. A slim one.

JOANNE. Shouldn't we take it?

RICHARDSON. If a car's engine is on its last legs, do you go get a
whole new paint job?

BERT. Lovely analogy, Doc.

JOANNE. I thought you were sworn to the preservation of life at all
costs?

RICHARDSON. Yes, of course. But it's not that simple. Are you sure
you and your family are ready to go through this? I mean, the whole
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process is not going to be easy. First, we'd have to do extensive tests,
rigorous diagnostic procedures to see if he's a good candidate.

BERT. The best, the best!

RICHARDSON. The tests alone could kill him. And then we'd have to
convince Morse to do it.

MORSE. (still in his private spotlight) It would take a very special man
or woman to go through what is necessary.

RICHARDSON. And then, even if it did work, he most likely would be
bed-ridden for life.

BERT. Life. Life!

RICHARDSON. And if it was a success, there'd be lots and lots of
publicity, pressure, time in the spotlight. Robert would probably be a
hero.

JOANNE. Maybe Robert would like that. Honey, would you like to be a
hero? (Robert, however, does not respond, as he is sedated.)

BERT. Next time you might ask me these questions before you knock
me out!

MORSE. (in his private bubble) Whatever brave soul who would spend
his final hours as part of this experiment would be up there with the
astronauts, a journeyman on a path some might feel human beings have
no right exploring.

RICHARDSON. If you think the pro-lifers are anti-abortion, you
should picture the field day Christian Scientists would have.

MORSE. I have no idea what torments he or she might suffer. It could
be painful. The chances for failure are great.

RICHARDSON. Simply put, he'd be a guinea pig. (pause)

JOANNE. Doctor, I need to be alone with my husband.
RICHARDSON. I understand. Nurse. (Richardson and the Nurse exit.)
JOANNE, Honey, we need to talk.

BERT. Joanne, how can we talk? I'm incoherent. (Robert tries to
speak.)

JOANNE. No, no, don't talk. Save your strength.

BERT. For what?

10
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JOANNE. Sweetheart, you know how much I love you and that I
would give anything to keep you with me. You know that, don't you?
But I don't want to put you through hell unless you really think it's worth
doing. You could be extending your life for maybe just a matter of days
and to what point?

BERT. Life! Life!

JOANNE. Iwould love to have you here for our anniversary and when
Jay and Francine's baby is born. But are you willing to pay the price?
BERT. Everything has a price!

JOANNE. If you do this, I'll be with you every step of the way.

BERT. You're a good wife, Joanne.

JOANNE. You think about it for a moment. (pause) 1 need to get a
soda. Boy, do they keep these hospitals dry! (Joanne exits. Robert's head
falls to the side, asleep.)

BERT. Hey, wait a minute! You don't just offer someone one more shot
at life and then walk out for a Dr. Pepper! (pause) Poor kid. She's
scared. So am I. I don't know what to think. The whole idea's like some
circus side show. (Richardson and the Nurse enter, dressed as a carnival
barker and his lovely assistant.)

RICHARDSON. Ladies and Gentlemen, Children of All Ages! Step
right up for the main attraction! (4s they speak, the orderlies return and
dress the comatose Robert in a flashy red and white striped jacket,

ascot, straw hat and sunglasses. They prop him up and put a tropical
drink in his hand. Once ready, Richardson and the Nurse hold him
steady for display. Bert watches this as part of the "crowd".)

Yes, ladies and germs, here he is, the amazing creature you've all read
about in your favorite scandal sheet! Part man, part machine, he's all
heart! (The sound of groans from the crowd.) Just a little medical humor
there, folks! Notice his splendid color, his natty wardrobe, his devil-
may-care attitude. (The Nurse, as assistant, points these out.) And at the
price of tens of thousands of dollars that could have gone into curing
other patients, he is a medical wonder! Isn't that right, Nurse?

NURSE. Why, that's right, Doctor! Our hospital made a tough call when
they sacrificed supplies, equipment and even beds in order to make this

11
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modern medical and public relations triumph come true! And they
weren't mistaken - the public's attention has been captivated by the
world's most famous medical marvel since Dolly Parton!

BERT. (calling out) But is he alive?

RICHARDSON. Did I hear someone ask if he was alive? Why, could a
dead man do this? (fo Robert) Smile for the crowd, Robert. (Robert’s
face breaks into a hideous, not- quite-human grin from ear to ear.
Flashbulbs pop as the press takes pictures.) Could a dead man do this?
(to Robert) Take a sip, boy! Nurse, help him with that, will you? (The
Nurse takes the paper parasol out of his drink, and turns the straw to
Robert's mouth. Robert slurps down the drink noisily through a straw
until the glass is drained dry. He continues to make sucking sounds
through the straw until the Nurse hits his back. With a smile, she
replaces the paper parasol.) And I ask you, ladies and germs, could a
dead man do this?! (o Robert) Alright, son, here's your shot at the big
time! Nurse! (4 drum roll. Slowly, carefully, Richardson and the Nurse
stop holding Robert up, balancing him as is he were a house-of-cards or
something equally fragile. As if by strings or magic, they slowly pull
their hands away to reveal him standing - ALL BY HIMSELF'! The sound
of the crowd going wild!)

BERT. (shouting as the crowd dies down) But is that all he can do?
RICHARDSON. (muttering) Boy, some people are never content!
Okay, okay, just a moment.

(He leans across Robert to confer with the Nurse. She looks at him a
moment, then at Robert, then back to Richardson and unconvincingly
nods. She takes the drink from Robrt’s clutch and reshapes his hand to
a "neutral” position.)

RICHARDSON. (continuing) And that's not all, folks! Now, for
something truly impressive! Something he couldn't even do before the
operation! Dance for them, Robert! (Hurdy-gurdy music begins as
Robert attempts a plodding, heavily-sedated soft shoe. He makes a
feeble attempt at a buck and wing and starts to fall backwards. The
orderlies, who have never gotten too far away, catch him almost
instantly and drag him back to the bed, stripping off the glasses, hat, etc.

12
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The crowd starts to boo, maybe even throwing things from the orchestra
pit. Richardson and the Nurse scurry off.)

RICHARDSON. (continuing to the NURSE as they exit) These crowds
get more fickle every year! (They exit.)

BERT. Gee, I can hardly wait to sign up!

MORSE. (still in his private bubble) Many would think it insane.
BERT. Oh, yeah, that's right, you're still here. What do you think |
should do?

MORSE. (confidentially) We're not allowed to speak to each other yet.
Right now, I'm only an idea. Later on, I appear as a real character.
BERT. Sorry. Well, off the record, then, whaddya think I should do?
MORSE. Me? Personally, of course, I would do it. But not for any
monetary reasons, mind you.

BERT. Monetary reasons?

MORSE. There's bound to be a book out of this. Maybe even a movie of
the week.

BERT. Gee.

MORSE. No, the reason I think you should do it is because . . .
someone should do it.

BERT. Oh.

MORSE. Whoever volunteers themselves now paves the way for the
future, for the day when people don't have to die before their time.
BERT. But what determines someone's time?

MORSE. (gives him a sharp look) Hey, we're not even supposed to be
talking to each other yet! (pause) You know, I when I was a kid, |
couldn't make up my mind between becoming a violinist or a doctor. My
teachers thought I was talented and the violin is such a beautiful
instrument. And I thought, when I play, I bring people the gift of music.
The sound of good music can put you straight in touch with heaven.
Funny, being a musician allows you to think of a heaven. Being a
doctor tells you otherwise.

BERT. How so?

MORSE. Keep 'em alive at all costs. Cause once they're dead . . . no
guarantees.

13
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BERT. No guarantees in life, either.

MORSE. Ah, but don't you see? The hypocratic oath is structured
towards preserving life at all costs. At all costs. Do you think the cost
would be so high if we were convinced there was something better to
come afterwards? No, medicine has all its hopes pinned in the present,
not the future.

BERT. And what do you believe?

MORSE. Mostly, I hedge my bets. I try to keep people alive, here and
now.

BERT. But what's in it for you?

MORSE. That I give people what they want. More time to do with what
they will. For some, it means happiness. Or at least hope.

BERT. Richardson says it would be good press for you and the hospital.
MORSE. Today, you can't be just a doctor, you have to be P.T.
Barnum! They give the research grants to whomever makes the most
noise. People don't just want scientific methods and research, they want
a smash hit! More bang for their buck! Believe me, if [ could do this
with no publicity and still get funding, it'd make my work so much
easier. But what can you do? That price comes with being a pioneer.
BERT. But what about my chances?

MORSE. You could get lucky. I can't promise anything. Transplant
patients get more of a chance to return to their lives, but you aren't
healthy enough to qualify for a transplant. Frankly, no matter what
happens, your life will be limited.

BERT. So . .. what do you think I should do?

MORSE. Of course, I want you to do it! But the decision is totally up to
you. (The spotlight on Morse disappears)

BERT. Well, that's what Joanne said. It's a big decision, folks! Come
on, let's have a little team work, shall we? (Joanne, Richardson, and the
Nurse re-enter) Well, that's better.

JOANNE. (taking Robert’s hand) Well, honey, what do you say?
RICHARDSON. He can't hear you.

JOANNE. Yes, he did, he's squeezing my hand.
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RICHARDSON. Then shouldn't we give him some kind of response
system? This is a big decision. How about one squeeze for yes, two
squeezes for no?

JOANNE. Okay, honey, two squeezes for yes, one for no.
RICHARDSON. I thought the other way around.

JOANNE. But two squeezes would be more positive.

NURSE. Shouldn't there be a three squeezes--for he's not sure and still
thinking about it? (A/l look at the Nurse.) Sorry.

JOANNE. Come on, honey. Squeeze.

RICHARDSON. Squeeze.

BERT. Dammit! I forget how we left it! Was that two squeezes for yes
and one squeeze for no or one squeeze for yes and two squeezes for no?
Shit this medicine has me so confused! (Robert struggles to speak
through his oxygen mask.)

RICHARDSON. Nurse. (The Nurse gives him another shot, rendering
him helpless.)

BERT. Jesus Christ, you people! (Robert squeezes Joanne’s hand)
JOANNE. That's one.

RICHARDSON. Is that yes or no?

JOANNE. I think it's no, but maybe he means yes. Come on, honey, do
you mean yes? One more squeeze to make it yes! (Robert squeezes
Joanne’s hand) There, you see. Two squeezes. He means yes.
RICHARDSON. Or no.

JOANNE. I think he means yes!

RICHARDSON. I'm not so sure.

JOANNE. He has to mean yes!

RICHARDSON. You mean you want him to mean yes!

JOANNE. No! I mean yes! (Robert squeezes her hand a third time.)
He squeezed again! Sweetheart, was that to reinforce the yes or the no?
NURSE. Three squeezes. He wants to think about it. (pause)

BERT. Well, actually, the Nurse has it right. I need the night to think it
over.

JOANNE. All right, Sweetheart, we'll let you sleep on it. (She kisses his
forehead) Just remember I love you. (She exits)
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RICHARDSON. Good luck, old man. Nurse. (The Nurse gives him a
shot for good measure.)

NURSE. First rule of nursing - keep the patient as quiet as possible. No
one likes pain - especially the patient - but it doesn't do too much for the
rest of us either! Let the patient rest--the deep, suffocating sleep of the
drugged. It's nicer that way, for everyone. Besides, you'd only be a
basket case, worrying about what's to come. "Do I go on as a living
vegetable or do I buy the farm now while I still own it?"

BERT. Shouldn't that be my call?!

NURSE. Hospitals are places for people to get better. Or to die. You're
not gonna get better and if they do this stupid operation, you're not
gonna die--or at least, that's what they think. But then, I don't think
you're gonna really live either. At least, not what [ would call living.
BERT. What would you call it?

NURSE. Special effects. Just special effects. Oh, well, glad it’s not my
decision to make. No use brooding about the future. Either way, life will
go on - even if you don't. (She covers Robert, pats his head, and exits.)
BERT. Thank you, Florence Nightingale. (pause) The future. She's
right, it will go on whether I'm here or not. The kids are on their own.
Joanne would . . . start over again. And I would want her to--I wouldn't
expect her to enter a convent after [ pass on. She's still a young, vital
woman, attractive . . . ego makes me want to think there'd never be
anyone after me but . . . hopefully, she'd find someone kind, loving . . .
not too sexy . . . but with money, someone to take care of her, to help out
in case something happens with the kids, someone like . . . (Joanne
enters with ED NOLAN) Jesus Christ, not Ed Nolan!

JOANNE. Ed, I'm so flattered that you feel that way about me.

ED NOLAN. Hell, honey, I wish the guy had kicked the bucket sooner.
I been waiting for you for thirty-three years.

BERT. Thirty-three years!?

ED NOLAN. You've been the woman of my fantasies as far back as
high school. Every time you walked into the hardware store, my heart
skipped a beat.

BERT. So how come I had the heart attack?
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JOANNE. Oh, Ed, I...Inever knew.

ED NOLAN. If I hadn't been so god-damned shy . . .

BERT. Shy?! Goddamned jerk was captain of the football team,
screwed anything that moved! They didn't call him "Fingers" Nolan
because of his long shot! Hell, he's already been through three wives!
ED NOLAN. If only you had been mine from the start, my life would
have been a marriage heaven, not an alimony hell!

JOANNE. Ed, thisissucha...sucha...

BERT. A shock! A revolting idea! A--

JOANNE. --a touching surprise . . . I mean, of course, I noticed you, all
the girls in school did, but I thought I never stood a chance. And then
there was Robert -

BERT. Damn good thing, too!

JOANNE. I just gave up hope.

ED NOLAN. And now?

JOANNE. Now . . . Robert's gone.

ED NOLAN. The old plumber is gone. And I'm still here.

JOANNE. And you're still here.

ED NOLAN. I can make you happy, baby. The hardware store's doing
so well, we're adding two more locations. And Betty Jean just remarried,
so I'm down to only one alimony payment a month

JOANNE. But Ed, he's only been gone three days.

BERT. Three days?!

ED NOLAN. Joanne, honey . . . it would make me the happiest of men
if you would be my wife.

JOANNE. Ed, I don't know what to say.

BERT. Say no!

ED NOLAN. Don't say anything, just kiss me!

JOANNE. Oh, Ed. (Joanne and Ed begin to kiss.)

BERT. Hey, wait a minute! This is my fantasy, not yours, Ed Nolan . . .
and it had better not be yours, Joanne, or I'm changing my will this --
(Joanne breaks away from Ed)

JOANNE. I'm sorry, Ed.

ED NOLAN. What's wrong?
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JOANNE. As much as I'm enormously attracted to you and feel like I
could have many good, happy fulfilling years with you, some strange
feeling tells me that it's wrong, that I have to stay true to the stifling
memory of Robert.

BERT. Thanks a lot.

ED NOLAN. But. .. I love you, Joanne.

JOANNE. I know. And I think I could love you, too, only . .. I know I
just have to grieve and mourn Robert for the rest of my days. I need to
crochet and do good works--a lot of good works. Am I too late to sign
up at Saint Mary's?

BERT. Well, now . ..

ED NOLAN. Is there nothing I can say to --

JOANNE. No, please, just go, before I don't have the strength to resist
your promise of happiness. I'll get by, really I will.

ED NOLAN. All right, if that's what you want. But I'll stay unhappy
forever.

JOANNE. As will I, but . . . it must be God's will. Goodbye.

ED NOLAN. Goodbye. (Ed Nolan backs out as if in a dream ballet.
Joanne, in similar motif, pulls a black kerchief out of her pocket and
places it on her head in mourning.)

JOANNE. I will wear these widow's weeds to my grave. (With which,
Joanne lets out a loud, keening sound, collapses to the ground, and
crawls out, Martha Graham-style.)

BERT. Okay, so my ego needs stroking. Seriously, I don't expect her to
be celibate. I don't have any right to expect anything of Joanne after I'm
gone. To be honest, I probably don't have much to say for myself at all
right now. She doesn't even know what a mess I made of things. Or why
I had the stupid heart attack in the first place--thanks to Suzy Benedetti.
(SUZY BENEDETTI appears. She is, sad to say, every wife's nightmare
and every man's other woman - and dressed for the part.)

SUZY. Now that I'm divorced, I want a house that suits my needs, not
my husband's. What can you do for my plumbing?

BERT. Pardon?

SUZY. They say you're the best. Prove it.
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BERT. I stand behind our work.

SUZY. I'll bet. And the price —

BERT. I'll give you an estimate —

SUZY. — is no object, since this house is part of my divorce settlement.
I gave Jerry the best year and a half of my life. [ made him the man he is
today—and what does he do but run off with a grad student in library
sciences.

BERT. Insensitive.

SUZY. But you're not insensitive, are you, Robert? (She advances on
him.)

BERT. Who, me? No,no. ..

SUZY. No, I didn't think so. I could tell right from the start that you
weren't insensitive. You're too intelligent, too manly -

BERT. Too married.

SUZY. So who's perfect?

BERT. Listen, Suzy -

SUZY. Look, I checked you out. This plumbing company of yours is
not so flush right now, is it?

BERT. Well, I admit we're over-extended . . .

SUZY. I help you out, you help me out. My soon-to-be ex-husband is a
very wealthy man and he wants to get out of the marriage fast. Fine, if
he dumps me, then he'll have to pay a price. And you might as well
come along for the ride, handsome. Solves both our problems, doesn't it?
BERT. It's not really what I -

SUZY. (putting her finger to her lips) Shhh! Now you just figure out
how to give me what I want while I slip into something even more
comfortable.

BERT. But Suzy, I don't think we —(She exits.) --have a lot in common.
(pause) She called me handsome. She wanted me to be the other man! I
mean, where I grew up, if a man had a fling, he chose the woman, so it
didn't matter if he was great looking or rich, but here I was the one being
chosen and I have to admit I was more than flattered -- (Suzy returns,
wearing a very flimsy teddy and negligee.) Indeed, much more than
flattered and I responded . . . fully. The whole thing only lasted about six
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weeks or so — including the plumbing. It was a good job for all
concerned but the price — (She saunters past him, coolly.) --was way too
high.

SUZY. You must be joking. After all we've been to each other, for so
long —

BERT. Six weeks.

SUZY. Well, my marriage only lasted a year and a half. You do the
math.

BERT. You said the price wouldn't be a problem.

SUZY. And so you try to gouge me!

BERT. Hey, look, lady, you chose the costliest fixtures, the finest
surfaces, all lovingly installed. No one is gonna have to come fix your
pipes for quite a while! You said your husband was paying -

SUZY. Well, he's not. The son-of-a-bitch's attorney is tougher than the
son-of-a-bitch I hired. I may not even get to keep this place.

BERT. That's not my problem. I covered all the expenses -

SUZY. Don't tell me what you covered! I know how you've been
compensated and I think that's plenty!

BERT. Hey, listen, lady, I could take you to court —

SUZY. What?! Small claims?! Somehow I don't think you want to make
a court case out of this? How would you explain it to your customers?
Or to your wife?

BERT. You -

SUZY. Like I said, I think our accounts are all up-to-date, don't you?
Careful not to track any mud on the carpet on your way out.

(And she saunters out, leaving Bert open-mouthed. Meanwhile, Robert,
as if in a trance, arises from his bed and begins to do a slow soft shoe.)
BERT. Needless to say, this left me with several problems. Not only an
unexplained cash shortfall for the business, which I shared with my son,
Jay, but also a severely battered ego. Over several weeks, I worked some
extra jobs myself to pick-up some extra cash. My alcohol and nicotine
consumption increased. And then it hit. Oh, not the heart attack--not yet.
It was a letter I got in the mail. (Suzy appears again in a spotlight. As
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she speaks, Robert’s dance gradually picks up pace, with special steps
highlighting key words.)

SUZY. Dear Robert, I've sent this letter to your place of work marked
"confidential" because I know you wouldn't want it to arrive at your
home. Unfortunately, my husband's son-of-a- bitch lawyer is even better
than I thought. He knows about us and even had a detective take some
lovely color shots. Needless to say, [ am not getting the house. In fact,
I'm dropping most of my claims in the divorce in exchange for them not
dragging all this into court. Pretty nice of me, huh? I got the pictures
and the negatives and that was all. Now this leaves me with a severe
cash flow problem--with which I thought you might wish to help me.
After all, I saved your butt in court, for which I know you'll want to
show your gratitude on a regular basis.

BERT. I don't think I'm up for resuming -

SUZY. Oh, I don't want your sweaty body, Plumber Man. I think a little
monthly check would do admirably. Send it to the box number listed
below and I think that should take care of matters quite nicely.

BERT. You are a Class A —

SUZY. Oh, don't think of it as blackmail. Think of it. . .as a
subscription on a delayed payment program. I expect to hear from you
soon. (The spot goes out on Suzy. Robert’s dance is now a full-strength,
hard-driving tap number.)

BERT. You have to hand it to her: what she did, she did well. It was
somewhere during the three months of additional work, secret payments
and still more drinks and cigarettes that my seizure occurred. And I've
never told anyone about it. Especially not Joanne. How could 1? But
without telling her, I have very limited ways to get out of this nightmare.
One way, of course, will happen naturally, if I do nothing. Jesus Christ, I
wanted to be Gene Kelly, Fred Astaire-- smooth, elegant, easy. (Robert
once again has his seizure. The orderlies once again rush in and drag
him back to bed.) And instead, I'm the guy who slipped on the banana
peel, the guy who gets the pie in the face. And it's bad enough for me,
but how could I do this to Joanne, a woman I've known and loved since
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high school? (Joanne appears again. This time, something about her
suggests a younger woman, a Joanne of the past.)

JOANNE. Robby?

BERT. Huh?

JOANNE. Robby? I was waiting till after football practice -

BERT. (f0 audience) No big story there — I was a professional bench
warmer.

JOANNE. I was hoping I'd see you.

BERT. Oh, uh . .. hi. (pause) You waited to see me? Usually the only
guy the girls wait for around here is Ed Nolan.

JOANNE. That drip!

BERT. (t0 audience) I'm not sure if she really said that or if I'm making
that up. (fo Joanne) Oh, he's not so bad ... so what's up?

JOANNE. Oh. God, now that you're here, I feel kinda stupid.

BERT. You shouldn't feel that way. You're the brightest girl in the
junior class. Everyone knows that. I don't think you're stupid. (realizes
that's a dumb remark) I mean --

JOANNE. I know what you mean. I don't think you're stupid either.
(pause)

BERT. Did you want to talk about something . . . in particular, I mean?
JOANNE. Um, well, the Sadie Hawkins Day Dance is coming up and
... oh, God, this is embarrassing.

BERT. I'm not embarrassed. I mean, you shouldn't be--

JOANNE. Well, I just was wondering . . .

BERT. What?

JOANNE. (through gritted teeth) | was gonna invite youto be my . . .
oh, I hate this! What a stupid idea! A dance where the girls have to ask
the boys! Annie Parker should be burned at the stake for this great idea!
BERT. I don't think it's a bad idea.

JOANNE. You don't?
BERT. Well . . . no. Sometimes . . . sometimes us guys don't know who
toask. ..

JOANNE. Well, Betsy Sommers told me that you told Billy Hardcastle
that . . . oh, but that's stupid!
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BERT. Joanne, stop with the stupid, it's stupid.

JOANNE. Well, Billy told Betsy that you had wanted to ask me to the
Snow Ball and then you didn't.

BERT. I didn't ask anybody.

JOANNE. Well, I wish you had.

BERT. You do?

JOANNE. Uh-huh.

BERT. Oh. Well. Gee. Sorry.

JOANNE. That's okay. (pause) 1 gotta go, my mom's expecting me--
BERT. Wait! (pause) Sure . . . I'll go to the dance with you.
JOANNE. You will?

BERT. Yeah, sure. Why not? I mean, I'd like that.

JOANNE. Really?

BERT. Really. I really would. (pause) I'm glad you asked. (pause)
JOANNE. Oh, gosh. Thanks. It's two weeks from Friday.

BERT. I know.

JOANNE. Does this mean I should pick you up?

BERT. I can borrow my brother's pick-up. (pause) If that's all right?
JOANNE. Sure, that would be fine. (pause) 1 guess we're set, then?
BERT. I guess. (They smile at each other.) Well, uh . . . see you two
weeks from Friday, then.

JOANNE. Yeah . .. and tomorrow in biology.

BERT. Oh, yeah, right. Right. (pause)

JOANNE. Thanks.

BERT. No, thank you. (They look at each other a moment, then Joanne
giggles and runs off.) Had I ever gotten off the bench, run 60 yards and
scored a touchdown against Wilbur Lodge High, I don't think I would
have been as excited or happy as I was at that moment. It was like
someone had flipped a switch and some kinda grand machinery started
humming. And it never stopped or even threatened to. Until now, that
is. The dance, by the way, was swell. We started dating right after that.
Then came graduation. I went into my uncle's plumbing business and

before you know it-- (Joanne appears)
JOANNE. I do.

23



HEART

BERT. And we did. And soon thereafter -

JOANNE. Oh, sweetheart? Guess what?

BERT. You're not?

JOANNE. I am.

BERT. Oh, my God. (The Nurse brings out a baby bundle.)

BERT. And our son Bryan was born.

JOANNE. He looks just like you.

BERT. Lucky kid.

JOANNE. Oh, sweetheart.

BERT. What?

JOANNE. This isn't Bryan.

BERT. It's not?

JOANNE. It was, but now it's Beattie.

BERT. Already?

JOANNE. Time flies.

BERT. (t0 audience) Our second child, a daughter. She died. Crib
death.

JOANNE. But why dwell on the bad times? Look! Now it's Jay!
BERT. God, this is going too fast. Willya send the nurse away already?
JOANNE. (handing the baby to the Nurse) Thank you. (The Nurse exits
with the baby bundle.) Three it is, then.

BERT. So neither of us ever went to college. Not that I really wanted to.
Joanne did, but--

JOANNE. Who would stay home with the kids?

BERT. It's not like it is today. I mean everybody goes to college,

to work, no one stays home. The kids grow up by themselves.
JOANNE. They become junkies.

BERT. Killers.

JOANNE. Thieves.

BERT. Rapists. And they go to school - or not, get married — or not,
have kids and leave them to grow up with babysitters or their
grandparents—

JOANNE. It's the modern way.
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BERT. Our kids turned out okay, I guess. Jay, our youngest, had a drug
problem a couple of years back, but we straightened that right out. He
came into the business with me, after two years at junior college. He's
married to Francine, they're expecting in a week or two.

JOANNE. Two.

BERT. I would like to live to see his kid. My first grandchild. As for
my oldest, Bryan — (BRYAN appears) --he doesn't talk to us anymore.
He's out in San Diego somewhere, last we heard . . .

JOANNE. (to Bryan) Talk to your father. (Joanne exits)

BRYAN. You never listen to me.

BERT. I'm listening now.

BRYAN. I want to be an ethnomusicologist.

BERT. Just because I can't pronounce it doesn't mean I'm not listening.
BRYAN. So why can't I change schools?

BERT. So change schools! (pause)

BRYAN. Hey, that's not what you said then!

BERT. It's my head. We play by my rules. (resuming) 1 just don't want
to see you hopping meaninglessly from campus to campus like your so-
called friends.

BRYAN. We're trying to change the world!

BERT. Everyone tries to change the world in college. Try something
new.

BRYAN. Why don't you admit you just don't like Yvonne?!

BERT. She's a perfectly nice girl for. . .

BRYAN. For a black girl?

BERT. Here we go again. I am not a racist.

BRYAN. Naaaah, not you.

BERT. (f0 audience) I'm beginning to see why we don't talk much
anymore!

BRYAN. Times have changed, Dad.

BERT. Look, I just don't think an interracial couple is a guaranteed
ingredient for happiness.

BRYAN. And just what IS a guaranteed ingredient for happiness?
BERT. (to audience) He stumped me on that one.
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BRYAN. Is it really my happiness or your reputation you want to
protect?

BERT. That's not fair.

BRYAN. No, what's not fair is that you've always made your own
choices--but you want to control mine!

BERT. Listen, pal, you go ahead! Make your own choices, the way you
think I did! You make those choices--but then you live with the
consequences of those choices, the way I do!

BRYAN. Well, clearly you've made yours! So YOU live with the
consequences! (Bryan exits)

BERT. And so I have. I don't know where my eldest child is or what's
become of him. Not even a call at the holidays. And when I ended up
here in the hospital, they couldn't find him. I probably won't ever see
him again . . . if [ don't have the operation. Well, at least my youngest,
Jay, is with me. (The Nurse pokes her head in.)

NURSE. You have visitors. But first it's time for your shot.

(Robert groans a protest from under his oxygen mask, but to no avail.
She gives him the shot, then puts the needle momentarily on the
nightstand. She has bent over to tie her white nurse's shoe, which has
come untied, when Robert, suddenly coming to, grabs the hypodermic
and jabs her in the rear end with it. The Nurse bolts upright.)
NURSE. Oh!

BERT. (to audience) Well, it would be fun for a change! (The Nurse
regains her professional composure while Robert drifts back off to his
coma.)

NURSE. I'll send them in. (The Nurse starts to exit as JAY and
FRANCINE enter.) Now try not to get him too worked up. I just gave
him a sedative to keep him comfortable. (She exits. Jay and Francine
approach the bed. Francine is very pregnant.)

JAY. Dad? (Francine takes one good look at the feeble Robert and
bursts into hysterical crying.) Sweetheart, you promised you wouldn't!
BERT. Need I say that Francine, even when not in a family way, is
prone to hysterics.

FRANCINE. (trying to stifle her tears) I'm so sorry, ... I'll ... try...
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JAY. (trying to cover) So, Pop, how you doing? Feeling kind of
uncomfortable I guess. (Robert tries to respond but is too doped up.)
BERT. Jay's a good kid, but he doesn't think much beyond the obvious.
Not that he can't, mind you . . .

JAY. Yeah, it's really a bummer when the old ticker goes.

BERT. Or then again.. . .

JAY. I was just telling Francine that bum tickers run in our family.
Didn't I, honey? (Francine again bursts into wails.)

JAY. Now Francine, you're gonna have to stop that. Control yourself.
(Francine bites her lip and inhales.) Okay? (She nods) Okay. (to Robert)
She's afraid I'm gonna die young and then no one'll be around for the
kid. (Francine's held out as long as she could. She lets out a loud wail
and goes running out of the room.) They say they get more emotional
when they're pregnant. Did Mom get real emotional? Well, anyway, I
just wanted to see how you were feeling--

BERT. He's really a good kid.

JAY. And talk with you a bit.

BERT. Great.

JAY. Cause who knows?

BERT. Watch it.

JAY. And I wanted to talk with you about the business . . .

BERT. What? What about it?

JAY. I don't know if you can hear me.

BERT. I'm not sure I want to hear you. Go on.

JAY. Well, Francine and me, we've been talking and . . . well, if you
never . .. get well . . . I think maybe [ wanna get out of the business.
BERT. This you tell your father with a fragile heart!

JAY. I mean, it's been swell working with you, but if you're not gonna
be around . . . I'm not sure I want it.

BERT. You're not sure . . . not sure?!

JAY. I mean, I don't think it's what I really want to do with my life. And
with the baby comin', you tend to start thinkin' about the future . . .
BERT. I'm listening.

JAY. And I thought there might be other things I might do . . .

27



HEART

BERT. I always did want you to go back to school, finish your degree-
JAY. I dunno . . . the point is, I'm not happy, Dad. And . . . I'm scared. I
don't know if I can keep it all afloat. I mean, I could let you . . . go and
think that I'll take care of everything and follow in your footsteps and
keep up the family name, but I just don't wanna be a plumbing
contractor. To tell the truth, I don't know what [ want anymore. And |
get tempted, Dad. [ mean, you can buy it on any street corner in the city
and somedays, when I get really . . . overwhelmed, it's tempting.
Francine hasn't even had this kid yet and she's talking about more. And
she doesn't want to go back to work just now and . . . and now you're not
coming back . . . I'm scared, Dad. I'm fucking scared.

BERT. Jay ... kiddo . . . we all get scared. That doesn't mean you just
toss everything to escape.

JAY. And unless I figure out what the hell I wanna do . . . I think I
should sell before I fuck it up. And . .. I didn't want to let you go . . .
under false pretenses. (pause)

BERT. Well, I'm glad you told me. Of course, if you were really brave,
you wouldn't have waited until I was so sedated I couldn't say anything!
JAY. I gotta find something I can deal with.

BERT. Jay, if you don't want to be a plumbing contractor, that's your
decision, but . . . sometimes, kiddo, you're best off taking what
circumstances give you. You may not like the cards you're dealt, but the
answer isn't necessarily to replace the deck!

JAY. I don't want to end up making a mess of things. I mean, I know
Mom's income is set from the business, too, and if I blow it, I blow her
stake, too. I don't want the responsibility. So . . . it makes sense.
BERT. For whom? Oh, go on, go ahead! Obviously, I can't take it with
me, and even if [ do have this . . . thing, it's not like I'll be able to work
again, so go ahead. Sell it! It was gonna be yours to do what you like
anyways. So quit! Give up! Throw away everything I've worked for!
Throw your life away!

JAY. Dad? (Jay checks to see that Robert is asleep. He looks around,
then pulls out a vial of coke, from which he takes a couple of toots.)
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BERT. What the hell do you think you're doing? You promised us you
were through with that shit! The going gets tough and you just cave in!
You little shit! And you're about to become a father!

JAY. Well, thanks for the talk.

BERT. Yeah, sure, right. You lying S.O.B.!

JAY. I love you, Dad. (Jay exits)

BERT. You lying S.O.B.! (pause) I love you too, son. (pause) He's
scared. People resort to a crutch when they get scared. All right, I
understand that. But life is always throwing something at you! Does that
mean you cave in? You can't--not when you're the father! I never did. I
don't think. Not that Jay knew about at least. (pause) Was I such a bad
father? I tried to set a good example. I was there for them, wasn't I? My

old man died when I was fifteen. I didn't have him there for me like I
was there for them. (ROBERT'S FATHER appears. He is around thirty-
five.)

BERT. I haven't seen him in over 40 years. (to Father) Dad?
FATHER. Excuse me?

BERT. You are Marty Bixler, aren't you?

FATHER. Yeah, so what's it to you?!

BERT. It's me. Robert. Your son.

FATHER. You're kidding.

BERT. No, not at all.

FATHER. You look terrible.

BERT. I don't feel so great, to tell the truth. Heart trouble.
FATHER. I'm not surprised. Look at you, you're a mess. You're
overweight - and I'll bet you smoke, too.

BERT. I gave it up a year ago.

FATHER. Obviously not soon enough! You look like a middle-aged
man.

BERT. [ am!

FATHER. Oh. So I how come I'm still in such good shape?

BERT. You died young.

FATHER. Well, there you have it! What'd I die of, anyhow?
BERT. Heart attack.
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FATHER. At thirty-two? Jesus!

BERT. Thirty-five, actually, but hey, who's counting?

FATHER. We must come from a line of bad tickers. My Dad didn't do
so well in the heart department, either.

BERT. Yeah, but then again, Grandma- - your mother- - she's still going
strong and she's pushing ninety!

FATHER. You're kidding! And everyone said I favored her. Boy, what
a bum deal!

BERT. I know what you mean.

FATHER. So, what brings you here - wherever we are. Are you dead
too or something?

BERT. At the moment, just "or something". Actually, I'm in bad shape.
They say my heart's gonna give out any time now.

FATHER. That's too bad, son. Sorry. Hope you had fun while it lasted.
BERT. Yeah, I did, but, well, that's not the end of it -

FATHER. Well, I know death isn't the end of it. I'm living proof.
BERT. No, you don't understand. They're thinking about trying to fit me
with an artificial heart. (pause)

FATHER. Is that anything like wax fruit? You know, some of those
lemons and peaches looked pretty good as I recall.

BERT. No, Dad, I mean an actual working pump that they would use to
replace my own heart.

FATHER. Replace your heart? Are you out of your mind? Your mother
and me, we gave you a perfectly good heart, thank you very much!
BERT. Well, obviously not that good!

FATHER. And now you want to go putting some mechanical do-hickey
in your chest? The craziest thing I ever heard! How can you take out
someone's heart and have them live?

BERT. Well, actually, they've done heart transplants, you know, taking
other people's hearts out and putting them into other people's bodies.
FATHER. You're talking monster movies!

BERT. No, it really happens, for lots of people. But sometimes they
have problems with rejection.

FATHER. Well, sure, I'd reject someone who gave away their heart!
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BERT. Not the donor, the recipient.

FATHER. This is very confusing. It's hard enough to deal with the fact
that you're older than me - in which case, you should be so hard-pressed
to go; after all, I did! -- but now you're talking about chopping out body
parts and putting in mechanical parts and acceptance and rejection --
your mother would have a fit! Is she still alive, by the way?

BERT. Uh, yeah . . . she lives down in Florida. I see her every so often.
FATHER. Oh. Wondered why I hadn't heard from her. Anyway, I think
you should take what you get when your time comes.

BERT. You sure that's not just because you didn't have any options?
FATHER. Well, it just seems to me that there's a natural order to things,
has been for centuries. What do we know that gives us the right to muck
it up?

BERT. But if you could have lived past thirty-five? You could have
seen your grandchildren, maybe even great-grandchildren. You would
have seen space stations and fax machines and home computers and
laser surgery and IRAs . . and VCRs ... and DVDs ... Cable TV! The
World Wide Web!

FATHER. The what?

BERT. Never mind! The point is, you missed me graduating from high
school. You missed my wedding. You don't hang around, you miss
things, y'know.

FATHER. I'm sorry I missed so much of your life, son. I would have
liked to have been there, I really would. I couldn't help it.

BERT. I know, Pop. But the point is, I can have another chance. I've got
a grandchild on the way. I don't want to miss that. Don't you think I
ought to at least try?

FATHER. I have to admit . . . if [ had had the chance, yeah, I woulda
stuck around.

BERT. Thanks, Pop. (They shake hands -- then embrace.)

FATHER. A web around the world? That I would have liked to have
seen.

BERT. (laughing) Take care, Pop.
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FATHER. You, too. Good luck with the do-hickey. And give your
Mother my regards. Tell her to look me up when she gets here!
BERT. [ will. (Robert’s Father walks off into the distance and
disappears.) Actually, I didn't have the heart to tell him Mom died two
years ago and she obviously hasn't bothered to look him up. After all,
she re-married, a nice guy named Jim, and they had twenty-two good
years together. Why should Jim get short shrift in the hereafter?
Marriage, after all, is till death do us part -- but then what? Life goes on
-- at least, for the living. And that, I guess, is how it should be. But
what if you can change how long you stay one of them? Will my
sticking around solve anything at all? What kind of help can I be to
anyone? (Morse appears again in his shaft of light)

MORSE. It would take a very special man or woman to go through
what is necessary.

BERT. So what's so special about me? Just because I happen to love
life...

MORSE. Whatever brave soul who would spend his final hours as part
of this experiment would be up there with the astronauts —

BERT. But I never wanted to be an astronaut. A hoofer, maybe . . .
MORSE. A journeyman on a path some might feel human beings have
no right exploring.

BERT. But either way is an adventure.

MORSE. Whoever volunteers themselves now paves the way for the
future. For the betterment of all mankind.

BERT. Something for the future, for all mankind. That would be look
good on a headstone.

MORSE. For the day when people don't have to die before their time.
BERT. But who gets to say my time is up?

MORSE. I have no idea what torments he or she might suffer. It could
be painful.

BERT. No, this, this hanging around, waiting to die, that, that's painful!
MORSE. We might fail.

BERT. But wouldn't even an extra moment be some kinda success?
(Bert looks to the prone figure of Robert in the bed.)
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So what do we do, kiddo? Do we donate our body to science and see
what science does with it? The chances of my being returned to
"normal" are nill. All it means is that I'll be around to watch Jay blow
his brains away and destroy everything I've worked for, wonder if
Bryan's ever coming home, wonder if Joanne will end up with someone
else, wonder if Suzy's gonna destroy whatever's left . . . wonder about
Jay and Francine's baby, maybe see Bryan again, celebrate my
anniversary . . . and who knows what the alternative is? I mean, who
wouldn't hold onto this life without some kinda guarantee of what
happens in the next! (Richardson, Joanne, Jay, Francine, and the Nurse
re-enter.) Ah, the sunshine brigade has returned!

NURSE. He had a relatively peaceful night.

BERT. You'd sleep, too, if someone shot you with an elephant
tranquilizer.

RICHARDSON. Joanne, I've been able to reach Dr. Morse.
JOANNE/BERT. And?!

RICHARDSON. Robert would have to meet some very strict criteria.
And Morse would still want to make sure that the same objective
couldn't be better served with a transplant, but if he meets all the
requirements . . .

JOANNE/BERT. If?

RICHARDSON. Then, Morse says he might be interested.

MORSE. The ultimate artificial heart.

RICHARDSON. Ifyou all want it.

JOANNE. If Robert wants it. (In the bed, Robert stirs. Bert says
nothing, staring at himself in the bed.) Sweetheart?

RICHARDSON. Nurse. (The Nurse starts toward him with the needle
again. Robert, however, feebly shakes his head. Joanne moves to the bed
to intervene.)

BERT. No!

JOANNE. No! Give him a moment. (fo Robert) Sweetheart, do you
know what we're talking about? Do you want the operation? Look at
me. Do you want another heart? (4 pause. Slowly, with effort, Robert
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turns and looks at Richardson, the Nurse, then Joanne. He then looks at
Bert. Another pause.)

ROBERT. (in a small hoarse voice) Yes. (He closes his eyes. Morse,
still in his spotlight, raises the small black box over his head.)

MORSE. The ultimate artificial heart.

(Bert likewise throws his arms skyward)

BERT. Yes! (Blackout. End of Act1.)

THE PLAY IS NOT OVER!! TO FIND OUT HOW IT ENDS—
ORDER A COPY AT WWW.NEXTSTAGEPRESS.COM
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