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Esther Gin

Val De Meer

Ponzi

Schmucky

a boy

SETTING AND TIME


A city street.  A Starbucks.  Evening.


[ESTHER is fussing with her boots.]




ESTHER

Nothing to be done.



VAL

Are you kidding me?  I'm so busy, I had to enlarge my palm.



ESTHER

That should come in handy.



VAL

All week I tried to get by without expanding the hard drive - saying Val - be reasonable - 16 megabytes should suffice for anyone - but there you are.  How about a kiss hello? 



ESTHER

Fine.  


[They don't kiss.]



VAL



May I inquire as to where my princess spent the night last night? 



ESTHER

Playing mahj.



VAL

And they didn't beat you?



ESTHER

Beat me.  Certainly they beat me.  With Paradise Hotel, who has time to study the card?



VAL

The same lot as usual?



ESTHER

The same? I don't know.  All those Hadassah women start to look the same to me after a while.  



VAL

When I think of it - this whole season - but for me - where would you be.  You'd see nothing more than Queer Eye for the Straight Guy, Curb Your Enthusiasm and re-runs of Seinfeld, no doubt about it. 


[ESTHER continues struggling with her too tights boots]



ESTHER

Stop blathering and help me get my feet into these.



VAL

Why do you even bother with them? 



ESTHER

They're the only ones that go with my theatre dress - not to mention they make my legs look longer.



VAL



Suppose we repented? 



ESTHER

For what?  Our being bored?  



VAL

Did you ever watch Sex and the City?



ESTHER

I'm sure I've seen it sometimes.



VAL

Do you remember the one with the four women?



ESTHER

I remember the one in the Hamptons - where they get crabs.  Very pretty.  Long Island Sound was pale blue.  That's where we'll go I used to say.  That's where we'll go for our honeymoon.  We'll swim.  We'll shop.  We'll be happy.



VAL

You should have been a travel agent.



ESTHER

I was.  Isn't that obvious?



VAL

Where was I.  How's your foot?



ESTHER

Swell.



VAL

Ah yes. Sex in the City.   Should I tell it to you?



ESTHER

No.



VAL

It'll pass the time.  The writer.  And two of her friends.  One is supposed to have been married - and the other saved.



ESTHER

Saved from what?



VAL

Hell.  Now why was that?



ESTHER

If I knew that, do you think I'd be here with you?  Let's go.



VAL

We can't.  We're waiting for "Godot."



ESTHER

But we're not even at the theatre.



VAL

This is where the ticket broker said to meet him.



ESTHER

You're sure it was here?  



VAL

He said by the Starbucks.



ESTHER

But there are eight Starbucks on this block.  



VAL

And not a single tree.  



ESTHER

Did I tell you about my dream last night? 



VAL

Don't tell me - your dreams just depress me.



ESTHER

You know what they say - if you don't have dreams, you got nightmares.



VAL

Boogie?



ESTHER

What do we do now? 



VAL

Wait. 



ESTHER

Yes.  



VAL

But while waiting.  



ESTHER



We could take some Viagra.  



VAL

Hmm. It'd give us an erection.  With all that follows.  



ESTHER

Let's do it immediately!  



VAL

But it may not be safe.  



ESTHER

Is it safe?  



VAL

I don't know. 



ESTHER

I said - is it safe?  



VAL

Let's wait and see what he says.  



ESTHER

Who?  



VAL

The broker.



ESTHER

What exactly did we ask him for?  



VAL

Just some help - in general - in seeing "Godot" - it's apparently sold out forever. 



ESTHER

And what did he say?  



VAL

That he'd see.  Consult his weejie board.



ESTHER

His guru.



VAL

His therapist.



ESTHER

His life coach.



VAL

His certified financial planner.



ESTHER

His proctologist.



VAL

His spin doctors.



ESTHER

And his spinning doctor.



VAL

Of course.



ESTHER

I'm starving - do you have any of those orange Altoids?


[VAL digs through his pockets.]



VAL

Just a tic tac I'm afraid.



ESTHER

So are we tied to your man, the broker?  



VAL

In what sense?  



ESTHER

Ah yes - I see your point.  But can anyone else help us?  



VAL

I wouldn't think so.  



ESTHER

Good.  



VAL

What is?  



ESTHER

Nothing.


[From offstage PONZI says "Go!"  SCHMUCKY then 
enters followed by PONZI.   SCHMUCKY is weighed 
down by all of PONZI's shopping bags from Barneys, 
Bloomingdales, Tiffanys and Nordstroms.  SCHMUCKY, 
after passing in front of VAL and ESTHER, continues 
offstage, at which point PONZI shouts "Come back!"  
SCHMUCKY, with difficulty under the weight of his many 
bags, returns.  VAL starts walking towards SCHMUCKY 
until ESTHER grabs him to hold him back.]



PONZI

Be careful.  He's wicked.  With strangers.



ESTHER

Is that him?



VAL

Who?  The ticket broker?



ESTHER

Yes.



PONZI

I present myself:  Ponzi.  



ESTHER

You're not the broker?



PONZI

I said I'm Ponzi.  Doesn't that name mean anything to you?



VAL

I once knew a woman named Gonzi.  She had the incredible clapper.  To help with the lights.



ESTHER

Fonzi?  



PONZI

I said Ponzi. Of the Amway Ponzis.  Now what is it you two are doing in front of my building?



VAL

Waiting - for a broker. 



PONZI

I don't recall having a broker as a tenant.  But no matter.  I'm happy to have met you.  Sincerely happy.  Yes, the day gets long when one shops for six hours straight, what with all of the pre-holiday sales.



VAL

Which holiday?



PONZI

I don't know. 


[To SCHMUCKY]

Coat!


[SCHMUCKY brings her a coat.]

That is why I propose to dally with you a moment, before I venture any further.  Perrier!


[SCHMUCKY brings her a perrier.]

Lo-carb bar!


[SCHMUCKY brings her the lo-carb bar.]

Unwrap!


[SCHMUCKY unwraps the bar.  She begins to eat it.]



ESTHER.    

Excuse me - 



PONZI

What is it you want?  Just speak from your heart.



VAL

From your gut.



PONZI

From your intestines.



VAL

From your rectum.



ESTHER

I was just wondering if you were going to finish that lo-carb bar.  That is if he doesn't want it. 



VAL

It's an outrage!  The way you treat him.



PONZI

He has no choice - Daddy had him sign a pre-nup before we married - so he'll get nothing if he leaves.



ESTHER

What's wrong with him?  



PONZI

Nothing that his prozac and worry beads can't fix.  He's actually quite content I would think.  



ESTHER



Does he do anything other than carry your department store bags?



PONZI

Actually, he used to be an adult dancer - in the seventies - that's how we met.



VAL

Can he dance for us?



PONZI

Dance!  Do the hustle!


[SCHMUCKY does a move from "Saturday Night Fever."]



PONZI

Then he went to Wall Street in the 80s.



VAL

Naturally.



ESTHER

Can he give us some investment advice?



PONZI

He needs a cell.  He can't give investment advice without one.  


[VAL hands SCHMUCKY VAL's cell phone.]



PONZI

Talk!  Stock tips!



SCHMUCKY

Given the existence as uttered forth in the public works of Smith and Greenspan of a perfectly efficient market outside time without extension which from the heights of divine capital divine capitol divine cabal costs us dearly with some exceptions for reasons unknown but time will tell for rallies and bulls who for reasons unknown become bears plunged in torment plunged in fire whose fire flames rebound rallies and who can doubt it will rally with stimulus so green and strong so strong with a strong which even though intermittent is better than nothing but not so fast and considering what it more that as a result of the labors left unfinished crowned by the NASD of NYC of the NYSE of NYC it is established beyond all doubt all other doubts that as a result of the labors unfinished of capital in the markets of market and fiscal but not so fast for reasons unknown of the public works of Smith and Greenspan it is established beyond all doubt that in the view of the labors of Kelloggs and Coke and P&G and PNC and C&P unfinished for reasons unknown to Smith and Greenspan and Smith and Wesson that man in short in brief in spite of the strides in capitalizing and liquidating and concurrently simultaneously what is more for reasons unknown in spite of the strides of capital culture in shorting hedging wrapping collaring leaping brokering dumping of all kinds in a word I resume trading phantom trading over twelve and eighteen months in a word for reasons unknown in Jersey Kersey Wall Street Main Street namely concurrently simultaneously what is more for reasons unknown but time will tell fades away I resume Wall Street Main Street in a word the per share loss per head since the death of Bishop Welch being to the tune of one dollar four pennies per head approximately by and large more or less to the nearest earnings estimates - 


[PONZI, ESTHER and VAL tackle SCHMUCKY to the 
ground, with VAL ripping away his cell phone.] 



PONZI

You know what they say - you can dress him up, but then that probably means you'll have to do the undressing later.  We really should be going.  Good luck with your broker friend.



VAL

We don't even really know him.



PONZI

In any case.  Adieu.



ESTHER

Bye.  Thanks for the leftovers.


[PONZI and SCHMUCKY exit, with PONZI commanding 
him to "Move out!"  and "Be careful with that Tiffany's 
bag!"]



ESTHER

Let's go.



VAL

We can't.  We're waiting for "Godot."  The broker could be here any time now.


[The BOY enters.]



BOY

Mister Allen?



VAL

I've seen you before haven't I?



BOY

I don't know sir.  



VAL

You weren't the same boy as last night?  



BOY

No sir.  



ESTHER

He sure does go through alot of boys.



BOY

The broker told me to tell you he won't be coming this evening.  And that there aren't any tickets available for tonight's performance anyway.  But if you come back tomorrow, there certainly will be. 



VAL

Just tell him we were here - again.  


[BOY exits.]



ESTHER

So what do we do now?



VAL

Let's go.



ESTHER

But the stage direction says, after you say "Let's go," we don't move.



VAL

Don't worry - it must have been a typo.


[ESTHER and VAL exit.]
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