THE MISER

By Moliere
Translated and Adapted by
Lib Spry and Laurie Steven



THE MISER

© 2026 by Lib Spry and Laurie Steven

CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that performance of THE
MISER is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully protected under the copyright laws
of The United States of America, and of all countries covered by the International
Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British
Commonwealth) and of all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright
Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights,
including without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture, recitation,
lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all
other forms of mechanical, electronic and digital reproduction, transmission and
distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing networks,
information storage and retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into
foreign languages are strictly reserved. Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of
readings, permission of which must be obtained from the Author in writing.

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United States, its
territories, possessions and Canada for THE MISER are controlled exclusively by Next
Stage Press. No professional or nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given
without obtaining in advance written permission and paying the requisite fee.

SPECIAL NOTE

Anyone receiving permission to produce THE MISER is required to give credit to the
Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all programs
distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in which the
title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or otherwise exploiting
the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author must appear on a separate
line, in which no other name appears, immediately beneath the title and in size of type
equal to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.
No person, firm, or entity may receive credit larger or more prominent than that accorded
the Author.



THE MISER

The Miser
ORIGINAL PRODUCTION
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VAL/MR. QUEASEL Robert Ross Parker
LISE Tanya Popert

CLAY Mark Whitbread
LAFLECHE/SCREECH/ANSELME Stephen Guy-McGrath
HARPAGON Jeffrey Aarles
FANNY/MRS. CLOD/DETECTIVE Paulette Sinclair
JACKIE Paul Griffin
SALABERRY Andrew Morphew
MARIANNE Susan Bonham

The play was subsequently performed, in the current updated version, at
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LAFLECHE/ANSELME
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JACKIE

MARIANE
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Cast

5 men, 4 women, 4 neutral gender

Personal Assistant to Harpagon, secretly in love
with Lise, Commedia lover.

Daughter to Harpagon, secretly in love with Val,
Commedia lover.

Son to Harpagon, in love with Mariane,
Commedia lover.

Head of Harpagon Holdings, the miser,
Commedia Pantalone.

Streetwise friend to Clay, Commedia 15 Zany.
Loan shark henchman to Harpagon for his shady
dealings, Commedia Polichinella .

A flattering wheeler dealer, Commedia Pasquella.
Harpagon’s Secretary, silent character.

Cook and chauffeur, senior household servant to
Harpagon, Commedia 2" Zany.

Household servant to Harpagon, Commedia 2™
Zannie.

Household servant to Harpagon, Commedia 2"
Zannie.

Waitress at the Five Bucks Bar, in love with Clay,
Commedia lover.

Police officer summoned by Harpagon

(AKA THOMAS ZABERICCI): Elderly business
partner to Harpagon whose true identity amazes
all, a different kind of Commedia Pantalone.

Val & Queasel; Lafleche & Salaberry & Anselm;
Fanny & Mrs. Clod & Detective

Place: In and around Harpagon Holdings
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Note from the Translator-Adapters

We set out to provide a contemporary context for Moli¢re’s incredible
satire on the burgeoning rich middle classes and his extraordinary dissection
of the greed that motivates them, a greed he embodies in Harpaagpn. We
chose to provide a contemporary context to make Moliere’s satire as visceral
and immediate in our day it was in his.

Our adaptation struck a strong chord with audiences when it was first
produced during a time of surging right-wing views and policies and we
believe it will hit that chord in current, increasingly right-wing times. We also
aimed to maintain the mixed tone of the work. It is not all a comic romp.
While Moliere was free with his satire of the emotional self-absorption, easy
idealism and easier hypocrisy of youth, of the hunger for money and power of
the poorer classes, from mincing wheeler dealer, to pragmatic cop, to
unctuous household servant, he saved his vicious attack for Harpagon, whose
climax comes when he explodes to his daughter that he would rather her dead
than lose his money.

Commedia was a lens that Moliere used in a number of his comedies to
drive his point home while keeping himself out of jail. Through the
heightened style and archetypal characters he had the liberty to incisively
target the underpinnings of social conflict, societal inequality, and human
vice. Moliere’s language, with its verbal rollercoasters, is designed for masked
performance and Commedia. The heightened physical and verbal performance
style he achieved, while rooted in his time, was not what you would have
heard on the street in his day.

Part of the intention of this script was and is to move Odyssey forward
in developing a physical and verbal style of masked performance suited to
satire today. We are refreshing the adaptation to update dated references and
tweak the language for our ear.

While providing a modern relatable situation for the story, we wanted to
keep as much of Moliere’s language and meaning as possible. We guarded his
punctuation, core to his rhythms, as they are as important to comic delivery as
Shakespeare’s Second Folio is to tragic delivery. In fact, Molicre’s rthythmic
monologues and scenes have been used in training manuals for Commedia
throughout Europe and in Italy from his time down to the present day.
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We tried to avoid the colloquial to keep the universal quality of the

work. We lightened the text a little so the words would be better absorbed by
contemporary audiences. But we kept his fast-paced joyful verbal play as he
understood that Commedia is equal parts brilliant verbal and physical games,
neither a repetition of the other.

A Quick Guide to Moliere’s Punctuation

Commedia is powered by strong emotional states and the way those
states play out are often defined in the punctuation.

Sentences are sometimes incredibly long, powered by fear of being
interrupted, rapturous love, amazed joy, or seething anger. Moliere
means for the actor to run out of breath to push the emotional state to
new levels. These long runs also sometimes start with one emotional
state and spiral deeper through a sequence of feelings buried in the
characer.

The punctuation is a guide to the amount of breath to take, least with
commas and then ascending through semi-colons, colons and periods.
Look at the commas that are unecessary and ask why the comma? What
emotional gulp prevents the character from sailing through the sentence.
Semi-colons sometimes link two not quite related pieces of thought, and
can suggest emotional disjointedness. Or they give a sudden emotional
pivot.

Colons give a thrust to dive into the next part of the sentence. They are
not a relaxed and intellectual pause.

Periods are often meant to suggest that a reaction from another character
empowers a character’s next sentence.

We’ve largely kept the manner of having a sentence with an exclamation
mark in the midst of it to indicate where Moliére wanted emphasis. But
we had to put a comma after the exlamation point or the automatic fix
feature capitalized what came after. There were no commas after the
exclamation points in the original. Avoid adding exclamations. A risk
with Commedia is that the heighted emotions can go over the top and
Moliere was careful to avoid this.
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o Ellipses at the end of a character’s line most often mean the next
character cuts the first one off.

Script Changes
NO SCRIPT CHANGES CAN BE MADE WITHOUT CONSULTING THE WRITERS,
EXCEPT:
O WHERE INDICATED BY AN ASTERISK (*) WHERE PRODUCERS CAN ADAPT
THE TEXT TO SUIT THEIR LOCATION;
O CHANGES TO NAMES AND PRONOUNS WHERE NECESSARY IF THE
PRODUCER CHOOSES TO GENDER-SWAP CHARACTERS TO ACCOMMODATE
THE CAST;
O THE REPLACEMENT OR REMOVAL OF ANY WORDS THE PRODUCER
CONSIDERS TO BE FOUL LANGUAGE NOT SUITABLE FOR THEIR AUDIENCE.
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THE MISER

ACT 1
SCENE 1

LISE and VAL in a clinch. Lise breaks away.

VAL. What's the matter, Lise, how can you be upset after the amazing things
you said about how much you love me? There you go, sighing again! Are you
regretting our engagement?

LISE. No, Val, I’'m drawn to you by an irresistible force I have no desire to
fight. But, I am afraid of the future and scared I love you more than I should.
VAL. Hey! What scares you?

LISE. Everything! The attitude of my relatives, the disapproval of the board
of directors, the fury of my father; and most of all, Val, the horrible habit men
have of exploiting a trusting heart.

VAL. Don't judge me by other guys, Lise! My love will last the rest of my
life.

LISE. All men say that; only their actions show who they really are.

VAL. Then judge me by what I do, and stop trying to prove me wrong
because you have unfair fears based on some irritating sense of self-
protection. Give me time to persuade you, how much I care about you.

LISE. How easy to be convinced by the person you love! I’ll try to control my
sense of impending doom.

VAL. What are you so afraid of?

LISE. I wouldn't be afraid if everyone saw you the way I do. I’ll always
remember the moment of deadly peril that brought us together; your amazing
courage when you saved me from the icy clutches of the Ottawa River*; and
the passionate focus of your over-whelming love since then, which keeps you
here near me, where you have swallowed your green activism values and
accepted a shameful job as my father's personal assistant. While in my eyes
this justifies our engagement, perhaps it won't convince the board of directors
that you’re a suitable match for the daughter of Harpagon of Harpagon

8
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Holdings.

VAL. Just be true to your feelings; and as for your fears about the Board of
Directors, your father's excessive greed, and the tightfisted way he treats his
children would excuse much worse behaviour. I apologise, Lise, but when it
comes to your father I can't say anything positive. Once I find my long-lost
parents, it won't be a problem to get his consent; I’'m waiting for news and if |
don't hear soon, I'll go look for them myself.

LISE. No, Val! Don't leave; just concentrate on getting into my father's good
books.

VAL. I’'m doing everything I can: you know the clever moves I made to get
hired and the mask of conniving ruthlessness I wear everyday to win his good
will. And I'm making progress: I’ve discovered that the best way to get people
like him to appreciate you, is to repeat their opinions, adopt their faults, and
ape whatever they do. There’s nothing too merciless as long as it's done in the
name of economic control. It’s true my integrity is taking a beating; but when
you need something from someone, you have to compromise; and as it’s the
only way to win, it's not the fault of those who implement the policies but of
those who order them.

LISE. Why not win over my brother instead, in case Daddy's secretary, Mrs.
Clod, reveals our secret?

VAL. I can't handle your brother and your father; one wants to make millions,
the other wants to make movies. But here comes your brother, why don’t you
work on him? (Val exits.)

SCENE 2
Enter CLAY.

CLAY. I am glad you're alone, Lise; I’'m dying to tell you a secret.

LISE. What is it?

CLAY. A thousand things, wrapped up in four small words: I am in love.
LISE. You're in love?

CLAY. Yes, [ am in love! But before you say anything, I know that I’'m
dependent on our father, and that as heir to Harpagon Holdings I must defer to

9
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his wishes; that our father has total control over us as we still live under his
roof because we cannot find jobs; and that if I try to become a film maker or
you a painter he will disown us; that since his judgement is not influenced by
asinine ambitions, he can calculate better than us which affiliations will
improve the family finances; and that the unbridled lust of youth often leads to
dangerous economic misadventures. I’m saying this, Lise, before you do;
because my love makes me oblivious, and I won't hear any criticism from you.
LISE. Are you engaged to her?

CLAY. No, but I am determined to be; and don’t come up with a bunch of
reasons why I shouldn't.

LISE. Clay, am I really like that?

CLAY. No; but you don’t understand the turmoil of love turning your heart
inside out.

LISE. Clay, if you knew the truth...

CLAY. Don't tell me you ...

LISE. You first.

CLAY. She’s the singer at the Five Bucks Bar, and from the moment I saw
her I was conquered. Her name is Mariane, and she lives with her elderly
mother, who is always ill, and to whom this lovable girl devotes her life. She
has the most generous nature and everything she does radiates beauty, every
move she makes sparkles: she is so sweet, so kind, so aesthetically pleasing,
so.. Oh! Lise, I wish you could see her!

LISE. If you love her, that's enough for me...

CLAY. I discovered, secretly, they have a tough time making ends meet.
Think about the pleasure of helping the woman I love back on her feet; and
imagine the despair I feel that, because of my poverty and my father’s
stinginess, I can’t even work up the courage to introduce myself.

LISE. I can imagine, Clay...

CLAY. What's the point of having money if I’'m forced to borrow left and
right to survive? I was hoping you’d come with me to confront our father,
Lise, and if your situation is the same as mine, and he opposes us, then let’s
run away with our lovers, me to start making films and you to paint. I’'m
desperately looking for ways to finance this plan, so together we (cont)

can escape the tyranny of his unbearable greed.

LISE. Every day, he gives us more reason to mourn our mother's death.

10
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CLAY. Let's join forces for an attack.

SCENE 3

Harpagon'’s office. LAFLECHE enter, makes himself at home. HARPAGON
enters.

HARPAGON. Get out of my office, you lousy piece of street garbage.
LAFLECHE. (4side.) What a disgusting old geezer.

HARPAGON. What are you mumbling about?

LAFLECHE. Why are you throwing me out?

HARPAGON. How dare you, scoundrel, ask me why I do something; get out.
LAFLECHE. Your son, my friend, told me to wait for him here.
HARPAGON. Wait in the street then, because I won't have a filthy spy
eyeing all I own, on the lookout for something to steal.

LAFLECHE. How can anyone steal from you, when you guard it all day and
night?

HARPAGON. I'll guard whatever I choose to guard. (4side.) What if he’s a
spy and has sniffed out that I have cash hidden here! (To LaFleche.) You are
just the type of blabbermouth who'll spread false rumours that I have cash
hidden in this building.

LAFLECHE. You have cash hidden in this building?

HARPAGON. No, you little punk. I said that’s the kind of rumour you'd
spread to get at me.

LAFLECHE. Money or no money, none of it comes our way.
HARPAGON. You want an argument? I'll give you one right between the
ears. (He lifts his hand to give him a blow.) Get out.

LAFLECHE. Okay, I'm going.

HARPAGON. Wait! What have you taken?

LAFLECHE. What's there to take?

HARPAGON. Come here, so I can check. Stick out your hands.
LAFLECHE. Here.

HARPAGON. Now the others.

LAFLECHE. The others?

11
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HARPAGON. Yes, the others.

LAFLECHE. (Quickly sticking his hands behind his back and putting them
out again.) Satisfied?

HARPAGON. (Pointing to Lafleche's baggy pants / coat / vest.) Do you have
something hidden in those pockets?

LAFLECHE. Look for yourself.

HARPAGON. (Feeling inside Lafleche's pants / coat / vest.) These baggy
clothes with their endless pockets are designed for thieves.

LAFLECHE. I'd love to see his face if I cleaned him out.

HARPAGON. Eh?

LAFLECHE. What?

HARPAGON. Did you say "clean me out"?

LAFLECHE. I said you better have a good feel to make sure I haven't
cleaned you out.

HARPAGON. That's what I'm doing. (Feels around in Lafleche’s pockets.)
LAFLECHE. To hell with tightwads and cheapskates.

HARPAGON. What did you say about tightwads and cheapskates?
LAFLECHE. I was telling tightwads and cheapskates to get lost.
HARPAGON. Who are you talking about?

LAFLECHE. Penny pinchers.

HARPAGON. And who are these penny pinchers?

LAFLECHE. Constipated old scrooges.

HARPAGON. Who exactly are you referring to?

LAFLECHE. Why are you getting so upset?

HARPAGON. I'll get upset whenever I like.

LAFLECHE. Maybe you think I’m talking about you?

HARPAGON. I'll think what I please; but I want to know who you think
you're talking to?

LAFLECHE. Me? I'm talking to ...my hand.

HARPAGON. And me? I'm talking with my fists!

LAFLECHE. You want me to stop bad-mouthing tightwads?
HARPAGON. I want you to stop blabbering and show some manners.
LAFLECHE. I named no names.

HARPAGON. I'll beat you if you say another word.

LAFLECHE. If the cap fits, wear it.

12
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HARPAGON. Will you hold your tongue!

LAFLECHE. If I have to.

HARPAGON. Aaah!

LAFLECHE. (Showing Harpagon a hidden pocket.) Look, here's another
pocket...

HARPAGON. Just give it to me without making me search you.
LAFLECHE. What?

HARPAGON. Whatever you stole.

LAFLECHE. I didn't steal a thing.

HARPAGON. Really?

LAFLECHE. Really.

HARPAGON. Then good-bye, and go to hell.

LAFLECHE. What a charming farewell.

Exit Lafleche.

SCENE 4

HARPAGON. What a terrible responsibility it is to protect such a large
amount of cash; and happy are those with their entire fortunes tucked away in
off shore accounts. It’s so difficult to find a secure hiding place in my meat
processing plant: safes are suspect, they're the first things thieves look for.
However I’m not sure I've done the right thing hiding a million in cash in the
dead pigs' freezer. (Clay and Lise appear, whispering to each other). Oh my
God! I’ve spoken out loud while debating my dilemma. What is it?

CLAY. Nothing, Father.

HARPAGON. Have you been here long?

LISE. We just arrived.

HARPAGON. Did you hear...

CLAY. What, Father?

HARPAGON. That...

LISE. What?

HARPAGON. What I just said.

CLAY. No.

13
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HARPAGON. You did! You did!

LISE. Really we didn't.

HARPAGON. I know you heard something. I was just remarking to myself
how hard it is to save money these days, what with taxes, employee benefits,
meddling unions; and I was saying happy the man with a million dollars in
cash lying around.

CLAY. We didn't want to interrupt you.

HARPAGON. I’'m glad to clarify this, so you don't think I'm the one with a
million dollars.

CLAY. We don't get involved in your business affairs.

HARPAGON. How I wish I did have a million in cash!

CLAY. I don't think...

HARPAGON. It would be a good thing for me if I did.

LISE. That’s something...

HARPAGON. I’d be rich.

LISE. But you are...

HARPAGON. And I wouldn’t be complaining about times being hard.
CLAY. Come on, Father! We both know you're worth a bundle.
HARPAGON. Anyone who spreads that rumour is a scoundrel.

LISE. Please don't get mad.

HARPAGON. What a tragedy, that my own children are my enemies!
CLAY. Does it make us your enemies to say you’re wealthy?
HARPAGON. Yes; with that irresponsible statement, and the way you throw
money around, someone will break into my home and slit my throat because
they think I'm loaded.

CLAY. What kind of money do I throw around?

HARPAGON. To afford clothes like that, you must be robbing me.

CLAY. How could I be rob you?

HARPAGON. How else can you afford these extravagant outfits?

CLAY. I gamble; and if I’'m lucky, I spend my winnings on second-hand
clothes.

HARPAGON. What lunacy! If you’re lucky when you gamble, you should
invest your winnings. I estimate that all that leather and blingedy-bling (con t)
is worth at least $1,000; and a thousand dollars put by in a third world) mutual
fund that reaps the rewards of child labour and free trade will earn you a tidy
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profit.

CLAY. You're absolutely right.

HARPAGON. We'll let that drop, I have something else to discuss. (They are
signaling to each other.) What are you doing?

LISE. We're deciding who’ll speak first, Daddy; as we both have something
to say.

HARPAGON. And I have something to say to you. I want to talk to you
about marriage.

LISE. Oh!, Daddy!

HARPAGON. Neither of you will have any reason to complain when you
hear what I’m planning. But first, tell me, have you ever noticed a young
woman called Mariane, the waitress who sometimes sings at the Five Bucks
Bar?

CLAY. Yes, Father.

HARPAGON. And you?

LISE. I've heard her mentioned.

HARPAGON. Clayton, what do you think of this girl?

CLAY. Very charming.

HARPAGON. Her looks?

CLAY. Full of vitality.

HARPAGON. Her manner?

CLAY. Extremely attractive.

HARPAGON. Don’t you think this girl has the makings of a desirable wife?
CLAY. Definitely.

HARPAGON. I'm afraid she doesn't possess the kind of wealth I believe
necessary.

CLAY. Oh! Father, money can’t be an issue when it comes to marriage.
HARPAGON. Of course it can, but there may be ways to make up for it.
CLAY. For sure.

HARPAGON. I am delighted you share my feelings; because her winning
ways have captured my heart, and I intend to marry her.

CLAY. What!

HARPAGON. What?

CLAY. You said you intend to...?

HARPAGON. To marry Mariane.

15
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CLAY. Who, you? You!

HARPAGON. Yes. Me, myself and I. What about it?

CLAY. I’m going to throw up. I've got to leave. (Clay staggers out.)
HARPAGON. Get a nice glass of water from the tap. Young men today have
no more stamina than a sheep. So, that's what I chose for myself. For your
brother, I negotiated a deal with a wealthy widow this morning; and as for
you, I promised you to Sammy Anselme.

LISE. To Sammy Anselme?

HARPAGON. Yes. He’s considerate and wise, not much more than 60, and
the natural food preservative he’s discovered is worth millions to me.

LISE. I have no desire to marry, Daddy.

HARPAGON. And I, my pet, have every desire that you should marry.
LISE. I beg your pardon.

HARPAGON. I beg your pardon.

LISE. I appreciate Mr. Anselme's kind offer; but if it's all the same to you, I
do not intend to marry him.

HARPAGON. And I deeply appreciate your appreciation but, if it’s all the
same to you, you’ll marry him tonight.

LISE. Tonight?

HARPAGON. Tonight.

LISE. It won't happen Father.

HARPAGON. It will, daughter.

LISE. No.

HARPAGON. Yes.

LISE. No, I tell you.

HARPAGON. Yes, I tell you.

LISE. I’'ll kill myself rather than marry a husband like that.

HARPAGON. You will not kill yourself, and you will marry him. You’re
part of a deal I’'m negotiating. We’re planning to merge my corporation and
his; and with his discovery and my common sense Harpagon Holdings will
wind up controlling 75% of the world food market. How dare you refuse me?
LISE. How dare you force me into an arranged marriage in this day and age.
Nobody does that.

HARPAGON. I do; and I’m sure everyone will applaud the deal.

LISE. And I’m sure no sane person will applaud it.
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HARPAGON. Here comes Valentine: will you let him mediate this dispute?
LISE. I will.
HARPAGON. Very good then.

SCENE 5
Enter Valentine

HARPAGON. Valentine. We've chosen you to decide who is right, my
daughter or myself.

VAL. It's you, Sir, it goes without saying.

HARPAGON. Do you know what we're talking about?

VAL. No; but you’re never mistaken.

HARPAGON. This evening I intend to marry my daughter to a man who is
kind and rich; and this hussy refuses. What do you think of that?

VAL. What do I think?

HARPAGON. Yes.

VAL. Er, well...

HARPAGON. What?

VAL. Well, I think that, fundamentally I agree with your position; you, of
course,cannot not be right. However, perhaps she's not altogether wrong,
and...

HARPAGON. What? Sammy Anselme is a brilliant match, he’s a biologist
with an interest in herbs who is very rich, and he wants to merge his company
with mine, so he can quit the business and start a family. Could she find a
better husband?

VAL. You have a point. But she might suggest this is happening very fast,
and...

HARPAGON. I must strike while the iron is hot. Patenting his food
preserving lichens is a chance I'll never have again; and as his company is
registered in the Cayman Islands, I won't pay a penny in taxes.

VAL. Not a penny in taxes?

HARPAGON. No.

VAL. Ah! There's no more to be said. (7o Lise). This is the ultimate
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argument.

HARPAGON. It’s a considerable saving for me.

VAL. Undoubtedly. It's true your daughter might plead that her future
happiness depends on this choice; and that...

HARPAGON. No taxes.

VAL. You're right: that’s the decisive factor. Although some people might
suggest that using your daughter as a pawn in a business deal could be
considered exploitative, and...

HARPAGON. No taxes.

VAL. Ah, there’s no answer to that: we both know it. It’s not as if there are
vast numbers of fathers who would never sacrifice their daughters to their
business interests, and would rather look for a marriage guaranteeing her a
lifetime of joy...

HARPAGON. No taxes.

VAL. That shuts me up, "no taxes". Who can resist that?

HARPAGON. (4side). Did I hear a door slam? Someone's hunting for my
money. Don't move, I'll be right back. (Exit.)

LISE. Are you mad, Valentine, to agree with him like that?

VAL. Confronting him with our feelings would ruin everything.

LISE. He plans to marry me off tonight.

VAL. We'll figure out something.

HARPAGON. (Harpagon comes back). It was nothing, thank God.

VAL. If we have to, we'll elope, and... (Sees Harpagon.) Yes, it's a daughter's
duty to obey her father...

HARPAGON. Excellent.

VAL. Excuse me, Sir. [ hope you don't think I'm impertinent talking to your
daughter like this.

HARPAGON. No. In fact, I give you absolute authority over her.

VAL. (To Lise). Just try to oppose me now. (Exit Lise). Sir, I must follow her,
and continue giving her advice.

HARPAGON. Yes, I would be eternally grateful. Indeed....

VAL. It’s essential to keep her on a tight rein...

HARPAGON. Very true. You should...

Val follows Lise, giving her instructions.
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VAL. Yes, money is more important than anything else in the world...
HARPAGON. Good boy. It’s lucky I hired such a capable assistant.

ACT 2
SCENE 1

Lafleche is in the bar when Clay finds him.

CLAY. Lafleche, where have you been? I told you to meet me...
LAFLECHE. Sure, dude, I was at the factory there like you said; but your
fanatic father kicked me out.

CLAY. How goes the deal? Things for me are worse than ever; and since |
last saw you, I found out my father is my rival.

LAFLECHE. Your father’s in love?

CLAY. Yes.

LAFLECHE. What could the Goddess of Love see in an old fart like that?
CLAY. It’s my kharma. What answer did you get on the deal?
LAFLECHE. Oh boy!, Clay, you’ve gotta put up with some weird stuff when
you wind up in the hands of loan sharks.

CLAY. The deal’s off then?

LAFLECHE. No way! Mr. Queasel, our contact says he’s really sold you.
CLAY. Then I’ll get the hundred grand I need to kickstart my first film?
LAFLECHE. Yes; but with a few small conditions.

CLAY. Did he say who’s gonna lend me the money?

LAFLECHE. Hey!, that's not how things work. Moneybags is more careful
than you at hiding his identity; but he’ll meet you today, in an empty
warehouse, to check out your worth; and I’m sure your father’s reputation
alone will make it okay.

CLAY. Great!

LAFLECHE. There are a few clauses in the contract he wants you to see
first: "Provided the lender accepts all guarantees, and the borrower is of age,
and of a family with wealth that is ample, stable, insured, and (cont)
completely free of debt, we will execute an accurate and authorized repayment
schedule before a notary of the most unimpeachable honesty, chosen by the
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lender.”

CLAY. No problem.

LAFLECHE. "The lender, so his conscience may be free of guilt, proposes to
charge interest at only twelve percent."

CLAY. Twelve percent! Outrageous!

LAFLECHE. “But as the aforesaid lender does not have the exact sum of
money at hand, and he himself is forced to borrow elsewhere, at the rate of
twenty one percent, it is agreed that the aforesaid primary borrower pays this
interest, without prejudice to the rest.”

CLAY. What a rip off! That's more than thirty percent!

LAFLECHE. Per week.

CLAY. Per Week?!

LAFLECHE. That's what I said. Clay, you better think it over.

CLAY. What's there to think about? I need the money; I have to agree.
LAFLECHE. That's what I told him!

CLAY. Is there anything else?

LAFLECHE. One small clause. "Of the hundred thousand dollars requested,
the lender has only seventy thousand in cash, so in place of the remaining
thirty thousand the borrower must accept the following items of furniture and
other goods.”

CLAY. Like what?

LAFLECHE. There’s a list: First, a circular bed, with horizontally striped
green and gold sheets, matching bedside tables, and a headboard padded with
rainbow-checked vinyl.

CLAY. What am I supposed to do with that?

LAFLECHE. Wait. "Plus one 20 x 15 foot version of Andy Warhol’s
‘Campbell’s Soup' reproduced in needlepoint. Plus, a bust of Elvis, 1 meter
tall, carved in wax. Suitable for an entrance hall.”

CLAY. What good is that, damn it...?

LAFLECHE. Calm down. "Plus, one solar-powered flashlight and nine sets
of cookie cutters in the shape of moose and grizzly bears.”

CLAY. I'm getting angry.

LAFLECHE. Just relax. "Plus, one dancing Coca-Cola can set, a stuffed cow
lawn ornament, and a travelling monopoly set with only the money missing!”
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CLAY. May the slug choke on his contract. I won’t get more than a couple of
thousand for that stuff; and yet I have to agree, as he’s got a gun to my head.
LAFLECHE. Clay, as I see it, you’re on the road to ruin, buying high and
selling low, counting your chickens before they're hatched.

CLAY. This is what my generation is reduced to by the greed of our parents;
and then they're amazed their children want them to die.

LAFLECHE. Or at least rip them off for every cent they’ve got.

CLAY. Let me see that contract.

SCENE 2
Enter Harpagon and MR. QUEASEL.

QUEASEL. Yes, sir, this kid’s in a tight spot; he'll agree to your conditions.
HARPAGON. Did you find out, Mr. Queasel, about his family’s financial
position?

QUEASEL. Not precisely, but his friend assures me you’ll be satisfied. I do
know his family’s rich, his mother’s dead, and he’ll guarantee, if you want,
that his father will die in the next eight months.

HARPAGON. That's certainly something. The demands of charity, Mr.
Queasel, mean we must help those in need.

QUEASEL. I couldn't agree more.

LAFLECHE. Hey! That's our contact talking to your father.

CLAY. I thought my identity was a secret?

QUEASEL. Hey! Who squealed we were meeting at the bar? I didn’t give
them your name, Mr. Harpagon, but, in my opinion, no harm done. They’ll
keep their mouths shut, so you can have your discussion right now.
HARPAGON. What?

QUEASEL. This is the kid who wants to borrow the hundred grand.
HARPAGON. (To Clay.) Are you the one who intends to ruin himself by
borrowing in this despicable manner?

CLAY. Are you the one who intends to make himself rich by charging such
vicious rates of interest?
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HARPAGON. Do you have the nerve to look me in the face!

CLAY. Do you have the nerve to look the world in the face?

HARPAGON. Aren't you embarrassed by falling into such disgraceful debt?,
and by the scandalous waste of your parents’ wealth?

CLAY. Aren't you ashamed to sacrifice your reputation to your insatiable
greed, and to make yourself richer by using more devious methods than the
sleaziest con man?

HARPAGON. Get out of my sight, you punk!

CLAY. Who is the real criminal, the person who borrows money because he’s
in need, or the person who robs the poor when he already has plenty?

HARPAGON. Out, I tell you, before you drive my blood pressure up any
further.

Exit Clay.

SCENE 3
Enter FANNY.

FANNY. Why Mr. HARPAGON...
HARPAGON. (Exiting) Wait a moment. I'll be right back. (4side.) I should
make a quick all to check on the freezer.

SCENE 4

LAFLECHE. What a laugh! He must have a huge warehouse filled with junk
somewhere.

FANNY. Hey!, is that you, Lafleche?

LAFLECHE. Eh!, Fanny, what are you doing here?

FANNY. What I do everywhere; making a little profit the best I can with the
few talents I have.

LAFLECHE. Are you working on old Harpagon?

FANNY. I'm handling a small affair for him, which should bring me in
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something.

LAFLECHE. From him! You'll be brilliant if you squeeze out one cent out of
that guy.

FANNY. There are certain services that make a man rise to the occasion.
LAFLECHE. I hate to contradict you, but you don't understand Mr.
Harpagon. Harpagon of Harpagon Holdings is of all humans the least human,
of all mortals, the most ruthless and the stingiest. He hates to give so much, he
won't even give you his hand to shake!

FANNY. Leave it to me! I know the art of milking men; I know the secret to
caressing their hearts, how to find their soft spots.

LAFLECHE. Useless. I bet you can't soften him up. He's like a pit bull that
never lets go. He loves money, more than his children, position or power: and
the sense that someone’s hitting him up drives him berserk. It's like you
stabbed him in the back, or tore out his guts and if... He's coming back, I'm
outta here. (Exit.)

SCENE 5
Enter Harpagon.

HARPAGON. Everything’s fine. What is it, Fanny?

FANNY. Oh!, my God!, you look great!, just bursting with vitality!
HARPAGON. Who, me?

FANNY. I have never seen your aura so alive.

HARPAGON. That good?

FANNY. And you’ve never seemed so young either.

HARPAGON. Come now, Fanny, I won't see 60 again.

FANNY. Hey!, what's 60?, the prime of life.

HARPAGON. How true. How goes our little affair?

FANNY. I have a knack for making wedding bells ring; and this one was a
piece of cake. I told Mariane and her mother all about you, and your plans to
marry Mariane after seeing her sing at the Five Bucks Bar.

HARPAGON. And she said...

FANNY. She was thrilled with your proposal.
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HARPAGON. The fact is, Fanny, I have to give a dinner in honour of
Sammy Anselme's marriage to Elizabeth and I would like to have Mariane
join us.

FANNY. Great idea. Mariane and I can meet your daughter after lunch, and
go together to the free concert Mariane has her heart set on, then come back
for the wedding and reception.

HARPAGON. Very well! You girls can take my car; [ will lend it to you.
FANNY. That would be perfect.

HARPAGON. But, Fanny, have you spoken to the mother about financial
support for her daughter? Did you explain she must make some kind of
sacrifice? Because no one weds a girl who brings nothing to the marriage.
FANNY. What's the problem? This young woman is worth $100,000 a year.
HARPAGON. $100,000 a year!

FANNY. Yes. She was raised in a thrifty household; she lives off baked beans
and Kraft dinner, so she doesn’t need gourmet home deliveries and delicacies
like caviar, white truffles, and fois gras that other women expect; that’s a
saving of ten thousand dollars right there. Moreover she only likes second-
hand clothes, and has no interest in expensive jewelry, fancy sport cars, or
exotic holidays which so many her age demand; that comes to over seventy
thousand a year. In addition, she loathes gambling, very rare these days; for I
have a neighbour who lost forty thousand dollars through an online betting
app. But we'll calculate just half of that. Twenty thousand dollars for
gambling, and seventy for clothes, jewels, and miscellaneous, that adds up to
ninety thousand; then ten for food, isn't that your $100,000 accounted for?
HARPAGON. That's not bad; but you’re joking if you think her ability not to
spend money is equivalent to cash. I have to feel her money on my skin, touch
her bonds, sniff her stocks, investigate her investments.

FANNY. They did mention some property abroad somewhere.
HARPAGON. That's worth looking into. Now, Fanny, there’s still one thing
troubling me. The girl is young, a man my age might not be what she wants,
and this could create some difficulties.

FANNY. How little you know her! She has an incredible aversion to young
men.

HARPAGON. Really?

FANNY. She gets aroused, she says, by men with sagging jowls and a
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grizzled ruggedness. The older the better, so [ warn you, don’t make yourself
out younger than you are. Only four months ago she broke an engagement
because she discovered her fiancé was just 56 and didn't wear glasses.
HARPAGON. She did?

FANNY. Yes.

HARPAGON. This is surprising news.

FANNY. She tweets non-stop about stars; and who do you think they are?
Zack Efron, Chris Hemsworth, Ryan Gosling? No Sir; she sends pictures of
Warren Buffet, Clint Eastwood, Donald Trump, King Charles, and the Pope.
HARPAGON. Wonderful! Why, if I was a young woman, I wouldn't like
young men either.

FANNY. You’d have to be crazy!

HARPAGON. That's what I say; with their leather jackets, and their baggy
pants, and their outrageously expensive electronic devices.

FANNY. How can they compare with a real man like you.

HARPAGON. Oh Fanny, you’ve done very well, and I thank you.

FANNY. I do have, Mr. Harpagon, one small favour to ask you, (He frowns)
I’m involved in a court case which I’'m about to lose because of a cash flow
problem, and your financial assistance could make the difference. You can’t
imagine Mariane’s excitement when she sets eyes on you. (He smiles again)
That business mogul look accented by the psychedelic tie will make such a
impression!

HARPAGON. I am delighted to hear this.

FANNY. Seriously, Mr. Harpagon (He frown.) I'll be ruined, if I lose this
case; and a little bit of support would solve my problems. I wish you could see
her eyes shine with rapture, as I list your good qualities; (He smiles again) and
I have her so revved up she’s aching for the wedding to take place.
HARPAGON. You've made me a happy man, Fanny; and I owe you a great
deal.

FANNY. He frowns. Please, Mr. Harpagon, just give me the little help I need
and I’ll be eternally grateful.

HARPAGON. I must go. I have another meeting.

FANNY. I wouldn’t be begging, if circumstances didn’t force me to.
HARPAGON. I'll order my car to take you to the concert.

FANNY. Out of the kindness of your heart, don't turn me down...
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HARPAGON. (Exiting.) Someone’s calling. Good-bye.
FANNY. May you be freeze dried and vacuum packed, you desiccated
skinflint. But I won’t give up; there's still the girl and her mother, and I know

they'll pay me well.

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