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ACT ONE SCENE ONE

The front porch of a cottage at White Point Beach Resort, a rustic retreat on the Atlantic Coast. Screen door to interior centre stage, flanked by windows on either side. On the porch are a wood box, set back against the wall, an Adirondack chair and a big armchair built out of small tree trunks. 

JANET, an attractive woman in her forties with questionable taste in both sportswear and jewelry, enters carrying a map of the grounds, a large purse and a pile of fashion magazines. She walks on to the deck, drops the magazines on a chair and looks around.

JANET:
Harry! Over here !

HARRY:
(Off) Coming! Ow !

JANET:
(looks around) Perfect.

She begins to sing Here At Last

Look at that ocean, feel that salt breeze

It’s perfect, perfect

Take a deep breath, smell those pine trees

It’s perfect, perfect

Look at those bunnies all over the lawn

That’s so weird. What in hell’s going on?

Janet be calm, nothing is wrong


Perfect.


And we’re here at last. 

How can time go so fast

It’s the same but all changed

Can’t reclaim the past

But I don’t give a damn

Just glad that I am 

Here at last

Here at last

HARRY, a man in his late forties, enters carrying suitcases, a surfboard, golf clubs, and tennis rackets - all tottering perilously. He’s got the cottage keys clenched in his teeth.
JANET:
Give me the key.

HARRY:
(mumbled) I got it OK

JANET:
Give me the key

HARRY:
I’ve got it. OK?

JANET:
Listen to me


Give me the key.


Or I’ll go crazy !


Perfect.

As Harry tries to step on to the porch he stumbles and goes sprawling. Everything tumbles on to the deck.

JANET:
Oops.

They start to pick things up. He tries to hand her the key.

HARRY:
Here, take the key

JANET:
You do it. OK?

HARRY:
Here, take the key

JANET:
You do it, OK?

HARRY:
You take the key

He puts the key in her hand and turns away to look out over the beach.


(aside) Why can’t she see


She drives me crazy


(taking in the view) Perfect.

As Janet opens the door and  loads most of the suitcases and gear into the cottage. 

HARRY:
Look at this place, like it’s always been

Perfect, perfect

Surf and sun - gourmet cuisine 

It’s perfect, perfect

Everything’s peaceful, away from the throng

Feels so good gotta sing this song

Hope she’ll sing along like nothing is wrong

It’s perfect.


‘Cause we’re here at last. 

And it’s gonna be a blast

It’s the same, nothing’s changed

Gonna reclaim our past

Just me and my Jan

So glad that I am

Here at last. Here at last

She picks up the surfboard and tries to take it inside. She has trouble getting it through the door. Harry notices Janet struggling with the board. He rushes to help, leaning it up against the side of the cabin.
HARRY:
I got it, Jan.

JANET:
That’s OK, Harry, enjoy the view. 

HARRY:
Hey, I didn’t come here to enjoy the view. I came here to watch you enjoy the view. How do you like the bunnies ?

JANET:
They’re ... sweet. But ...

HARRY:
But ?

JANET:
There were no rabbits here twenty years ago. None. Where did they come from ?

HARRY:
Let loose by the management.

JANET:
But why?

HARRY:
Totemistic I suppose. Lagomorphs of the genus Sylviagus. Synonymous with good luck, reproductive prowess, frolicsome sexual dalliance and of course, (like Bugs Bunny) “What’s up Doc ?” Works for kids, parents and newlyweds. Brilliant. Gives the place something special. 

JANET:
Just so long as it isn’t rabies.

HARRY:
Are you depressed honey?

JANET:
No, I’m not depressed.

HARRY:
‘Cause if you’re depressed, you know what the doctor said. You’re not really depressed. It’s biochemical.

JANET:
I am not depressed ! I’m... I’m... happy. Here at last !

HARRY:
Here at last ! Don’t be depressed. Biochemical.

Harry takes the last of the bags into the cabin. Janet forces herself to look out at the surf.

JANET:
Look at the sky so deep and blue 


It’s perfect, perfect

Avoid the problems that’s nothing new

It’s perfect, perfect

“Ignore it baby,” that’s his point of view

“It’s just biology - not a thing we can do”

If this weekend don’t work, 

Gonna tell him we’re through

Perfect

Harry re-enters.

BOTH:
‘Cause we’re here at last. 

Gee time travels fast

It’s the same, it’s all changed

Gonna reclaim our past

That’s the big plan

So I’m glad I am here at last

Here at last

Harry is about to take the last of the bags inside when a muffled cell phone rings. He starts looking through his pockets.
HARRY:
Damn, the cell phone.

JANET:
The cell phone ? It must be Ally. 

Harry pulls out the phone. 
HARRY:
Yeah. Talk to me. Larry ? 

JANET:
Larry ?

HARRY:
Yeah, Larry, how’s Jerry ? No. No way!

JANET:
Larry?

HARRY:
No, no, absolutely out of the question. They have all they need.  I’m not releasing the protocol standards until we have a sale.

JANET:
Harry !

HARRY:
Hold on. (to Janet) I know, I promised, a long weekend, alone, me/you. Business? No way. I said, don’t call unless it’s an emergency. 

JANET:
What ? Fires, floods, terrorist attacks ?

HARRY:
Sort of - Germans. 

JANET:
Germans?

HARRY:
Surprise! This is a celebration - my R.I.S.R.S.  Zimmerman Technologein FIB took a look at the prototype and made an offer on the company P.D.Q.

JANET:
They want to buy you out - A.S.A.P. ?

HARRY:
No, they want to buy me in. I mean...They want the company - me included. They’ve been sniffing around for months now but... well anyway, their Vice Pres in charge of Development phoned just before I left the office. Said he wanted to take a meeting first thing Monday. Oh God! (to Larry) Larry, Larry, sorry I was just ...Jan and... I’m just... I wonder...What do you think this sudden demand for more data is all about, Larry? (pause) No, I don’t have the slightest idea. They’re German, Larry. They elected Adolph Hitler for God’s sake, how can anybody have the slightest idea what they’re thinking?

JANET:
Harry, hang up the phone.

HARRY:
(to Janet) Janet, if I can pull it off. ..

JANET:
Harry !

Janet sits on the chair trying to catch her breath and fanning herself with a magazine. Harry looks concerned.

HARRY:

Larry, call Frankfurt. Talk to Glaap.  Find out. I’ve got to go. And I don’t think that a call from Deutschland counts as an emergency. Define emergency ? (whispers) I’m looking at one. Talk to you Monday.

He hangs up and crosses to Janet.

HARRY:
I’m sorry, honey, but you know Larry. Lives in “virtual reality”. I told him -

JANET:
What’s the problem with the deal ?

HARRY:
No problemo. None. (Harry takes wood out of the wood box and goes inside, still talking) We’re in that delicate period of consolidation leading to the closing. Everyone is jockeying for an optimum position. At times like this it’s best to keep a calm and measured demeanor and to not even think of the millions riding on the sale. (dropping the arm full of wood). Ouch.
HARRY:
(Harry emerges) Peanuts! What concerns me is the years I’ve devoted to developing this package, the huge investment in hardware and the ephemeral and ever-shifting nature of the digital world. This week I have the best retinal image scanning recognition system on the planet, but you and I both know the industry R&D cycle is 18 months and our shelf life on the product will be less than six and without a big infusion of capital, I can’t keep ahead of the game and somebody will... 

JANET:
Blow you out of the water? 

HARRY:
Not before this sale. Nope, not going to happen. These negotiations will come to resolution in the very near future, I’m sure and -

JANET:
You’ve got to close this deal soon. That’s what you’re saying, isn’t it.

HARRY:
Ah.... yeah. I’m “M-banked” to the eyebrows.

JANET:
You’re no good at closing, Harry. You never were.

HARRY:
Ah... That’s Larry’s job really. I’m just kind of, you know... the creative genius.

JANET:
They’ aren’t going to close without you at the table, Harry. What they’re investing in is you, not a bunch of binary code.

HARRY:
Yeah, but... 

JANET:
The German mind-set is unique, Harry. Not at all like what you’re used to. You’ve got to be aggressive.

HARRY:
Look Janet, we know that. It’s under control. 

JANET:
What kind of deal are they actually proposing ?  I mean, what’s on the table and - 

HARRY:
Nope. No, no, no. I promised a “no business weekend” - and I’m going to keep my word. Now, phone room service, get some ice for the champagne and... (phone rings again. He grabs it.) Larry, remember, when you’re negotiating you’ve got to come on like a real pushy assho- Hello, Mrs. Jamieson! Sorry, I thought... They did ? She wouldn’t? You caught them doing what ?

JANET:
Ally ?

HARRY:
(Harry motions – ‘just a sec’.) Where ?

JANET:
Harry?

HARRY:
(motions ‘just a sec’) With what ?

JANET:
Harry. What’s the matter?

HARRY:
But, surely it’s not that serious. No, no, I can appreciate your feelings. Of course. Um huh, yeah, uh huh. Yeah. Right. Well, OK, if that’s the way you feel I... of course she’ll be disciplined. Oh, severely, severely.

JANET:
What has she done this time !

HARRY:
He is? Oh, now there’s no need to go to all that trouble. We can...Well, if they’re already on their way. Yes, well once again my apologies, but you know what they’re like at that age. No, I don’t think the term “juvenile delinquent” is still in usage, Mrs. Jamieson. No, and maybe if you were a little more understanding and talked to your daughter about it man to man. No, well you know what I... Ouch. 

Hangs up cell.

JANET:
Well ?

HARRY:
They found Ally and Charlene over at our place - sitting around the pool doing cocktails for two. 

JANET:
Oh, God.

HARRY: 
Yup. And Ally’s been banished from the land of Jamieson. In fact, Mr. Jamieson is driving her down here tonight.

JANET:
I’m going to kill her.

HARRY:
Come on, we did worse. Remember the weekend we first met. Right down there on the beach. You and me and the lemon gin ? 

JANET:
Harry, she did this on purpose. 

]

HARRY:
To ruin our weekend?

They reprise Here At Last. 
HARRY & JANET: This is all wrong 


Well strike up the band


How did our lives get so out of hand


Did she have it planned


To make us crash land


Well, hey ain’t that grand


Perfect.

BOTH:
And we’re here again


Just like way back when

But it’s all rearranged 

It’s now, not then 

What can you say 

Our kid’s on the way 


Let it pass. Here at last. Here at last

Janet sticks out her hand. Harry slaps the cell phone into Janet’s hand to button the song. Music bridges. Janet goes inside to phone Mrs. Jamieson and apologize. Harry fishes a NY Times crossword puzzle book out of the bag and goes to work on one. Music bridge as we fade to black.

ACT ONE  SCENE TWO
Lights up on the porch. Ally is looking at her father who sits doing his crossword. Janet reads Vogue magazine .

ALLY:

(to Janet) We weren’t doing anything wrong. 
Janet ignores her daughter, leafing through the magazine. 
HARRY:
We went through all this last night, kitten. You broke into our liquor cabinet and hit the vodka. Not good.

ALLY:

It wasn’t like it was locked or anything and anyway, you let me have a drink sometimes, Daddy.

HARRY:
No, I let you have a sip of my drink sometimes. It’s not the same thing. 

ALLY:

A drink is a drink. Who you share it with doesn’t change the alcohol content.

HARRY:
Now, Ally.

ALLY:
 
You always said you wanted me to learn to drink responsibly.

HARRY:
I do, but...

ALLY:

Well, we were. There was no more than a splash of vodka in those drinks. They were totally Diet Coke and like, sniff of wild thing.

HARRY:
(ugg what a drink) Well, that’s good Princess, but that’s not the point. Charlene is underage. 

JANET:
And so is she.

ALLY:`
(at Mom) Charlene drinks like a fish. Remember, Dad ? At the prom? She got sick in the guys’ locker room and they had to call her mom and dad and everything.

HARRY:
All the more reason not to encourage her, angel. I mean, if she’s got a problem...

JANET:
You’re the one with the problem, Harry.

HARRY:
Huh ?

JANET:
She was caught drinking and you’re treating the whole thing like an out take from The Brady Bunch. 

HARRY:
Now Janet...

JANET:
“Princess”, “Angel”, “Kitten.”  Can “Button” be far away?

Harry starts to work on puzzle.

ALLY:

At least Daddy’s trying to reason with me, not acting like I don’t exist. 

JANET:
I’m not speaking to you, Ally.

ALLY:

Just did.

JANET:
Do you have any idea what they’re going to say about this back home!

ALLY:

They’ll be spitting up Kraft dinner over at Jackie’s. Charlene will be grounded for three years and I’ll be barred from Bill’s because his dad is fighting for custody of his second daughter from his third marriage. Who cares ! Right, Dad ? 

Harry, amused by her rant almost agrees, then seeing Janet glare goes back to his puzzle. Janet goes back to ignoring Ally who makes a face at her mother and crosses to Dad 

ALLY:
What’s the big clue ?

HARRY:
“Fishy Business.”

ALLY:

B-I-T-E.

HARRY:
What ?

ALLY:

22 Across - “Take the hook”. Bite 

HARRY:
Thanks. What about this one ? “Tom Collins, without the kick.” Eight letters, M in the third position.

JANET:
Lemonade, which is what your daughter should have been drinking.

HARRY:
She’s got you there, kitten.  “A Fishy Folk Opera”. 12 letters. Blank W-R-blank A-N-blank-blank- A-S-S.

JANET:
Your daughter needs to be disciplined, not spelled at.

HARRY:
But... but spelling is the metaphor. Look at this, Ally.  The clue is “A Fishy Folk Opera.” So, obviously the answer should be Porgy and Bess. A porgy is a fish, right ?

ALLY:

Right.

JANET:
You’ve got a W as the second letter. Pwrgy ? How do you even pronounce pwrgy?

HARRY:
Just my point.  I’ve got a W in the second position and pwrgy ain’t necessarily so. Let’s see... 30 Down – The clue is “Modern”. And I said “New”, but if I had said “Neo” N-E-O - O in the second position P-O-R-G-Y - porgy , that’s a fish and Bess. But wait ! I’ve got A-S-S. Another mistake ?  I think not because the answer is “Porgy and Bass”. 

JANET:
There is a point to this? 

HARRY:
Certainly... ah.… unless you recognize your mistakes, you’re never going to solve your problems, but you’ve got to know the difference between real mistakes and things you just think are mistakes because... ah - it would be a mistake not to. Right, sweetheart ?

ALLY:

You’re great, Dad. Listen, see those guys surfing out there? Can I try that?

HARRY:
Sure, I’d love to teach you to surf. 

ALLY:

You mean it ?

HARRY;
Why not ? The waves on this beach have perfect shape.

JANET:
You are not learning to surf today, young lady. In fact, you may have to stay in the cottage all weekend long.

ALLY:

Mom - they don’t even have a dish !

JANET:
Even better. We’ll pull the plug on the TV. I noticed somebody left a copy of Crime and Punishment in the lodge library. It’s about a teenager who has no conscience – like my daughter. 

ALLY:

I care about things, Mom! Important things.

JANET:
Yeah, I know, like saving the seas and old growth forests and ... and... what’s the cause de jour this week ? ?

HARRY:
Barn owls ?

JANET:
Barn owls. 

ALLY:

You think it’s wrong to care about barn owls ?

JANET:
I just wished you cared about your family as much.

ALLY:

I might care, Mom. If you cared about me.

JANET:
Ally, I care about you ! 

ALLY:

You care more about Jerky Jamieson and her horrible husband!

Ally walks haughtily into the cabin, letting the screen door slam behind her. 

JANET:
What can you get for killing a daughter? Fifteen, twenty years ? It would be worth it.

HARRY;
Geeze Janet, take it easy, will you? All she did was steal a little drink.

JANET:
It’s not what she did, it’s that she doesn’t even care about getting caught. It drives me crazy. I just get so...

Janet tries to regain her composure.

JANET:
Fine, fine. 

HARRY:
(starts to work on his puzzle.) Listen, honey, I’ve been thinking maybe this is a good thing. It’s about time you two called a truce, spent a little time together, you know? Try and get a few things worked out.

JANET:
We have a few things to get worked out too, Harry.

HARRY:
Yeah. I know, but it looks like the chocolate sauce is going to have to wait.

JANET:
Right, what else is new?

HARRY:
What’s that supposed to mean ?

JANET:
I mean, months can go by and you hardly even touch me.

HARRY:
Hey, I try on a regular basis.

JANET:
No you don’t. You snuggle up, give me a quick peck and expect me to fall into a sexual stupor.

HARRY:
(disgruntled mumble) And all I ever get is the stupor.

JANET:
Harry!

HARRY:
You yawn. You always yawn. Your yawn is not your most attractive feature.

JANET:
Well, twelve-thirty at night is no time to start a seduction.

HARRY:
Well, when is ?

JANET:
Breakfast. Flowers at breakfast and a really careful kiss and maybe, just maybe you say; “You want to go out tonight. I feel like dancing.” That’s the start of a seduction - the way you used to do it anyway.

HARRY:
Ouch.

Goes back to his puzzle. Around now we notice Ally peeking out the screen door.

JANET:
Aw, Harry I can feel my life slipping away - like the tide. I mean, back when we started the business I was busy day and night, cutting deals, squeezing loans out of the bank, kiting cheques...then along come the kids. 

JANET:
They were a handful, but I felt like I was doing something important. Now ? The boys are gone and Ally will be gone before we know it and... and everything just feels so...


We get up in the morning, we go through our routine. Coffee, bran flakes, small talk, fight with Ally, she goes. I look at the back side of your paper for fifteen minutes, you go. Then nothing. I put a language tape on and conjugate verbs until… I have taken every language class Saint Mary’s University has to offer and I still feel ...useless. Useless. That is scary... and depressing!

HARRY:
Come on Janet - there’s a million things you could try. Volunteer work or, I don’t know, water colours or...

JANET:
I am trying something new, Harry.

HARRY:
Good, what ?

JANET:
After class I go down to the cappuccino bars on Spring Garden Road and flirt with the waiters.

ALLY:
(Coming on.) Mom ! That’s gross!

JANET:
Ally how long have you been-

ALLY:

Since the bad poetry about your life and the tide. I can’t believe you come on to those coffee guys. 

JANET:
All I do is flirt. So far.

ALLY:
Most of those guys are gay. What if my friends saw you flirting with a gay guy.? They’d think you were brain dead.

JANET:
Sorry, but straight guys have no idea how to flirt. At least, not in Nova Scotia.

HARRY:
OK, let me get this straight. You go down to Spring Garden Road and flirt with gay waiters and that brings you some kind of satisfaction?

JANET:
They’re very handsome men and they pay attention ! Now, will you tell your daughter that she should know better than to eavesdrop on her parents’ personal conversations?

ALLY:

Well, excuse me, girlfriend. 

Ally snaps her fingers in Janet’s face in perfect Soul Train style and exits into the cottage.
JANET:
Harry!

HARRY:
OK. OK. We’ve got to talk, Button.

Harry goes into the cottage. Janet sits for a second, trying to regain her composure, then sings Hot Flashes. 
JANET:
I’m hardly what you’d call a perfect mother

I can’t talk to my girl without a fight

I’ve lost the knack that makes a perfect lover

Tho’ I’d like to practice each and every night

I get hot - hot flashes

Like a volcano bursting through the Iceland snow

I get hot - hot flashes

And the passion starts unfolding 

And there’s just no way of holding

All the anger that’s exploding

‘Fore you know it I am scolding

Every chipmunk and seagull in sight

It ain’t right!

I get hot flashes in the night

Janet dances her frustration.

JANET:
I’m hardly what you’d call a Continental

Sophistication ain’t my strongest suit

But when my hormones start to drive me mental

Fire bubbles up inside and I transmute

I get hot - hot flashes

Like a stormy sky before the lightening strikes

I get hot - hot flashes

And my passion starts to simmer

And the love light starts to glimmer

And I know I should be slimmer

And I curse that perfect dinner

As he rolls over and turns out the light

It ain’t right

I get hot flashes in the night

She walks into the cottage and closes the door. Lights fade. Music bridges.

ACT ONE  SCENE THREE
Harry and Ally come out of the cottage. He’s now dressed in a casual white sports jacket, looking very cool. He sits on the railing doing his puzzle. A beat. Ally comes on carrying her pack. 

ALLY:
I’m bored. (Harry doesn’t look up) Bored, bored, bored, bored! (She drops her pack with a thud. Harry looks up). Everybody around here looks at me like I’m a total loser.

HARRY:
Come on, it’s not so bad. Before supper we could go for a stroll along the beach, maybe feed the bunnies.

ALLY:

Feed the bunnies ! That’s the next best thing to animal cruelty. Wild animals shouldn’t be turned into a tourist attraction.

HARRY:
(Enjoying their game.) Gotcha. These are pet rabbits they let go on the property.

ALLY:

Poor little things, raised in captivity, what chance of survival do they have in the wilds?

HARRY:
Well, judging from the baby bunnies hopping all over the lawn, I’d say they made the transition to a rural lifestyle pretty well.

ALLY:

Dad, that is just so stupid. 

HARRY:
I’m kidding. OK, OK, the whole world’s stupid. That’s a condition of existence, but- 

ALLY:
I know, I know, lighten up, but I can’t.

HARRY:
Tell me what’s really bugging you, Button. Maybe we can work it out.

ALLY:

It’s just... It’s... I... And then...Oh, I don’t know.

Harry & Ally sing Puzzled

HARRY:
It’s all a crossword puzzle with only vague and cryptic clues 



So sharpen up your pencil and we can work it through

HARRY: 
ALLY:

How do you feel?
What’s a four letter word for confused?

A-S-E-A
Asea - that’s me

Plus riled and roiled 
You mean angry

Or maybe spoiled

I’m puzzled Humm
I’m puzzled Humm

I’m puzzled Humm 
I’m puzzled Humm

I can get the answers 
I can get the answers

Know the path my problems take 
Know the path my problems take

But I keep on making the same mistake
But I keep on making the same mistake

I’m puzzled 
I’m puzzled 
What’s clue number two? 
What’s an eight letter word for repressed


Startin’ with S

S-M-O-T-H-E-R 
That’s a good guess - I’m smothered, yes

I’m puzzled Humm
I’m puzzled Humm

I’m puzzled Humm 
I’m puzzled Humm

I can get the answers 
I can get the answers

Know the path my problems take 
Know the path my problems take

But I keep on making the same mistake
But I keep on making the same mistake

I’m puzzled 
I’m puzzled

Changes in your system 
M-E-N-O-P-A-U

Can come on like hurricanes 
S-E can drive you crazy

Both you and your mother 
P-U-B-E-R-T-Y

Are hormonally deranged 
Why that’s my problem, maybe

When you use most of your brains 
M-E-N-O-P-A-U-S-

Rattlin’ each others chains 
E can drive you crazy

Why don’t you just refrain 
P-U-B-E-R-T-Y

And stop causin’ so much pain 
Why that’s my problem, maybe

I’m puzzled 
I’m puzzled

What’s clue number three 
What’s an six letter word for trouble


Startin’ with M

I’m S-T-U-M-P-E-D ? 
Stumped? Try mother. I’d like another

I’m puzzled Humm
I’m puzzled Humm

I’m puzzled Humm 
I’m puzzled Humm

I can get the answers 
I can get the answers

Know the path my problems take 
Know the path my problems take

But I keep on making the same mistake
But I keep on making the same mistake

I’m puzzled 
I’m puzzled

Janet comes out dressed up for dinner in a slightly garish outfit topped by a lime green vinyl jacket .
JANET:
Ally, aren’t you going to change ?

ALLY:

What for ?

JANET:
We’re not eating at the Grill tonight, dear. We’re going to the dining room.

ALLY:

Oh my God, Mom, you’re not going to the dining room dressed like that.
JANET:
What’s wrong with it ?

ALLY:

You look like an unripened vinyl banana.

JANET:
This retro look is splashed all over the pages of Vogue.
ALLY:

Oh, yeah, you’re stylin’ now.

JANET:
Don’t you take that tone with me, young lady...

HARRY:
Now, didn’t we all promise that we’d just chill out and -

JANET:
It would be a lot easier to “chill out” if our daughter didn’t look like The Wreck of The Hesperus.

ALLY:

The wreck of the what ?’

HARRY:
Hesperus, literary illusion, Victorian folk poem: Schooner caught in winter gale. Skipper ties daughter to mast before he’s washed over the side. Daughter floats into port in major cryogenic state.

They both look at Harry like he’s out of his mind. Then go at it again.

ALLY:

So, you think I look like a corpse.

JANET:
I didn’t mean....

ALLY:

Just because I don’t need to dress up in whatever hideous fashion crime the designers are dumping on the world this year to feel a sense of self-worth.

JANET:
All I’m saying is if you’d just dress...

ALLY:

I dress for comfort.

JANET:
Comfort ! Every morning you catch your foot in the hole in your favorite jeans and topple on to the bed. 

ALLY:

You don’t get anything. 

HARRY:
Ah, gals...

JANET:
You a very pretty girl, Ally, if you’d just look after yourself. You could model.

ALLY:

Oh, I’d like that, bulimic, strung out on herbal tea and diet pills. 

JANET:
Why do you-

ALLY:
Gangling around the capitals of Europe- 

JANET:
I just meant that-

ALLY:
- on the arm of some coke-driven cross-dresser 

JANET:
Ally-

ALLEY:
- who just loves my new nose. 

HARRY:
OK.

ALLY:
That would make you proud wouldn’t it, Mom ?

HARRY:
(Whistles loud) Time-out. I thought we all agreed; truce. We try and get along for the weekend and once we’re back in the city, we see what’s what.

JANET:
That was the deal.

HARRY:
Alright, then, Ally, you go inside and change into something presentable. We will meet you in the lodge dining room. You get me, sugar plum?

ALLY:

But Daddy...

HARRY:
Don’t ‘but Daddy’ me, I crumble like the Berlin Wall when you ‘but Daddy’ me.

ALLY:

But...

HARRY:
Please, sugar, just this one time, for me.

ALLY:

OK, Daddy, for you.

HARRY:
OK, then that’s settled. (to Janet.) Janet, you win. 

ALLY:

You always side with her anyway. 

HARRY:
Ally I don’t always take... Nope. Wrong. You got me. Disengage. Ally, change.

Ally stomps into the cottage. 
HARRY:
Janet, I think a cooling off period and a couple of very tall Caesars are in order.

Janet, in a conciliatory move, calls after Ally.

JANET:
If you want to borrow that nice flowered shift I got at Le Boutique Boutique... it would look beautiful on you.

A beat as they exit then Ally comes out holding the flowered shift.

ALLY:
Le Boutique Boutique. Make me sick.

Ally takes a deep miserable breath and begins to sing Never Coming Back.
ALLY:

I get up and go to school and it bores me numb

I got to go to summer school ‘cause my Mom says I’m so dumb

I can feel my future on the end of my thumb

Got the motor running, yeah I’m running

 I’m getting out of here and you know that that’s a fact

I’m getting out of here with nothing but my pack

And I’m never coming back 

She dumps the contents of her pack on to a chair and starts sorting through her gear. As she sings she looks at a tattered toy bear, then repacks it She lays out an ugly plaid shirt and a ball cap and shoves everything else back in the knapsack.

The world’s a big blue ball and I’m trapped inside a box

Full of broken dolls with no key to fit the lock

And all they ever do is talk talk talk and talk

About nothing, yeah I’m running

I’m getting out of here and you know that that’s a fact

I’m getting out of here got nothing but my pack

And I’m never coming back

She pulls the shift on over her clothes and then adds the plaid shirt and ball cap.


(Bridge) She’ll be sorry ‘for the things she said

‘Bout all the dreams inside my head

But when I’m gone and what’s done is done

And they’re all askin, “Why’d she run”

I’ll say my mother finally won

Won’t live my life under the gun

I can hear that highway song and you know it’s calling me

Sayin’ just come along, nothin’s colder than this sea

And no one will ever let me be just me

So I’m running, yeah I’m running

She takes the pack, crosses to the wood box and hides it inside.

I’m getting out of here and you know that that’s a fact

I’m getting out of here got nothing but my pack

And I’m never coming back

No, I’m never coming back. 

I’m never coming back

Song ends. Ally slumps back into the cottage. 

ACT ONE  SCENE FOUR
Harry and Janet enter - she’s mad that he’s trying to joke his way out of the situation. 
HARRY:
No, no, no, don’t hold anything back, darling. Tell me what you really think. 

JANET:
I think you’re a wimp, that’s what I think.

HARRY:
A what ?

JANET:
Wimp. W.H.I.M.P.

HARRY:
Did anyone ever tell you that you’re beautiful when you spell ?

JANET:
Stop it. I mean - could she have behaved any worse ?

HARRY:
Hey, she wore your dress.

JANET:
Over a torn pair of leotards - accessorized with day glo flannel. And then she accused the chef of trying to murder you.

HARRY:
Well, he did ask. 

JANET:
He came over and said, “How was everything”?

HARRY:
And she said, “You fed my father a killer dose of cholesterol.”

JANET:
And she said it like he was Doctor Kevorkian.

HARRY:
(laughs) OK, OK, she’s a monster, but the chef thought it was funny enough to order a round of cognac - and you drank it, didn’t you ? 

JANET:
I needed sedation ! Especially after you told her she could go down to the beach for the bonfire.

HARRY:
Hey, that was for my benefit, not your daughter’s. 

JANET:
Your benefit?

HARRY:
I’d do anything to be alone with her mother. 

JANET:
She’s got you wrapped around her baby finger, Harry

HARRY:
OK, OK, I admit it. I love her. She reminds me of you.

JANET:
Will you stop! 

HARRY:
Will you relax ? She’s down on the beach with a baker’s dozen of German marsh-mallow fiends. What trouble can she get into?  I mean, the waddle factor in that crowd is major. 

JANET:
It’s going to rain.

HARRY:
It’s not going to rain and even if it does, I doubt she’ll drown.

JANET:
Why do you always treat my problems with Ally like they’re some kind of neurotic twitch.

HARRY:
Well, you do kinda let her get under your skin. Cocktails for two ?

He goes into the cottage. Janet rubs her forehead above her eyes - it’s been a long day.
JANET:
Aw Harry, I don’t think you quite understand the depth of the problem here. 

She sings Turned Into A Teenager.
JANET:
You’ve heard all of the stories about the cuckoo’s nest

Alien abductions, gypsies and the rest

Babies who by accident get switched around at birth

Well tonight I feel like I... can add my ten cents worth

Harry apears in the cottage window mixing the Martini’s


My baby’s disappeared

She’s turned into a teenager

She comes from outer space

All you’ve got to do is look at her


She dresses up in rags 

And wants earrings where they shouldn’t go

She hides my shopping bags

When I buy something at Chez Garbo

(Refrain) Nothing that I do is ever right

And no matter what I do

She won’t stay home at night

My baby’s disappeared

They left a monster in her place

Though she’s beautiful and bright

She’s got a sneer stuck on her face

And every time I speak she shudders 

And then she nearly dies

She thinks that I’m a freak 

I can see it in her angry eyes

(Refrain) Nothing that I do is ever right

And no matter what I do

She won’t stay home at night

HARRY:
(Bridge) Nothin’s really wrong


You two always got along


In fact the first eleven years


Played like a Disney song


She’d say “Mom, give me a kiss”


Those early days were full of bliss

JANET:
I know, but now just maybe


My sweet and smiling baby


Is in need of an Exorcist!


My baby’s disappeared. 

She turned into a teenager

She goes for guys with lime green hair

All they’ve got to do is look at her

They say it’s just a phase

Just a part of growing up, you know

But she’s got me in a daze

I’m ‘fraid my mind is gonna go


Nothing that we do is ever right

And no matter what we do 

She won’t stay home at night

Harry comes on with a tray, a shaker and two martini glasses He gives her a glass, puts down the tray, takes his own glass and ends the song with a toast.

BOTH:
Nothing that we do is ever right

And no matter what we do

All we do is fuss and fight

Guess our baby is a teenager all right

HARRY:
OK, OK, so sometimes she can seems like something is about to burst out of her chest and eat us all, but Janet... that’s not going to change over night and this is our weekend. She’s fine, we’re alone, the moon is shining bright and you sure do look purdy. 

He hands her a glass. They clink them and take a sip.

HARRY:
It was right down there, remember ?  Far end of the beach.

JANET:
What ?

HARRY:
The first time I saw you. Remember ? You had on a white fisherman knit sweater and yellow peddle-pushers and pink....

JANET:
Pink!

HARRY:
Pink topsiders. With the laces in upside down. And we went for a stroll on the golf course. Remember?

They kiss and hug.

JANET:
Mummm....(Pained grimace, small groan) Did you pack the aspirin ?

HARRY:
Ah, yeah, in my shaving kit. Headache?

JANET:
I’m sorry, baby... but...It’s just tension. I mean the last 24 hours have been…Oh... I’m sorry. Goodnight.

HARRY:
Janet ?

JANET:
Yes, Harry ?

HARRY:
It would have been a good weekend, you know.

JANET:
No, I don’t know that Harry and now I guess I’m never going to find out.

Janet goes inside. Harry paces for a moment then hauls out his cell phone and punches in a number.
HARRY:
Hey, Larry, Harry. About Jerry. We’ve got to close this sucker and soon. (pause). Ah, I didn’t want to worry you but the bank is getting ugly. And...and I’ve got to be at the table. What they’re investing in is us, not just a bunch of binary code. (pause) It’s ten fifty-five. Janet has a headache. I’m on the cell. Call me.

Harry stands there for a second and then picks his guitar up from it’s place besides the wood box. He sings Bunnies. 

HARRY:
Look at that fluffy bunny 

Hoppin’ all over the lawn

He’s hoppin’ on the beach

He’s hoppin in the woods

Hopping and gettin’ it on

He’s a bouncin’ beach bunny - uh huh

He’s bouncin’ beach bunny - uh huh

He ain’t got no troubles

‘Cause when push comes to shove

Them bouncin’ beach bunnies 

Are just looking for love

And gettin’ lucky


They don’t need no cash flow

Alfalfa’s all the rage

Everybody loves them

Their families are huge 

They don’t live in a cage 

HARRY:
They say a rabbit’s foot is lucky

And good luck I could use

But me and my feet

Don’t smell so sweet

So I’m sitting round singing the blues

Damn those bouncin’ beach bunnies

Not caught in a battle zone

They ain’t got no troubles 

Don’t work day and night 

And ma and baby bunny

Don’t scrap and fight

They’re so lucky

Yeah they’re lucky

Oh yeah lucky

Harry exits into the house. A rumble of thunder. Rain is on the way.

End of Act One. 

ACT TWO  SCENE ONE
Underscoring: Here At Last, (Give Me The Key section) Ally enters, looking bedraggled. She peeks in the cottage window, hoping Mom and Dad are asleep and hears;

HARRY:
(off) Gone ! What do you mean she’s gone ! 

JANET:
(off) I mean she didn’t come home last night.

Ally dives behind a chair as Harry bolts out of the cabin dressed in a garish t-shirt and baggy swimming shorts. He rushes to the front of the porch and scans the beach. He’s followed by Janet. In their agitation, neither of them notice Ally slide out from her hiding place behind the chair.

HARRY:
Did you check the beach ?

JANET:
Yes, I checked the beach.

HARRY:
Well, come on, let’s go, we’ve got to find her. I mean, anything could have happened. A roan wave, or a... a... My God I’m replaying the opening from Jaws. 

JANET:
Take it easy, Harry.
HARRY:
Take it easy ! The woods are full of maniacs for God’s sake, guys in hockey masks with butcher’s knives and...

ALLY:

Hi Mom. Hi Dad. 

HARRY:
My God, sweetheart, where have you been ?

ALLY:

Ah...White Point?

JANET:
Let’s try that another way. What did you do in White Point between the hours of 11 PM and 7:45 AM the following morning ?

ALLY:

Nothing.

JANET:
Nothing. You were out all night. What did you do ! 

ALLY:

Nothing ! Nothing, nothing. There’s nothing to do here. There are no kids here who aren’t total nerds so I went up to the golf course to look at the stars and I fell asleep.

HARRY:
You were up on the golf course?

ALLY:
Yeah.

HARRY:
Studying the stars?

ALLY:
That’s right.

JANET:
All night long - in the middle of a rainstorm? 

ALLY:

There’s a shelter on the sixth tee!

JANET:
That is lame, Ally. Lame!

ALLY:
OK, fine. I was over at the boathouse getting drunk with my new amigos.

HARRY:
Just tell us where you were, honey.

ALLY:

I was up on the golf course.

JANET:
And who were you up on the golf course with ?

ALLY:

Oh I get it. I was up on the golf course getting laid.

BOTH:
Ally!

JANET:
Ally, if you were up there with a boy -

ALLY:
I wasn’t up there with a boy. I was up there with a man.

BOTH:
With a man?

They sit down hard.

JANET:
You were up there with a man.

ALLY:
His name is Hans.

HARRY;
Hans.Oh God. Who is Hans !

ALLY:

He’s Dutch.

HARRY:
He’s from Holland ?

ALLY:

No, Germany.

JANET:
You mean he’s Deutsch.

ALLY:

Gee Mom, those language classes are really broadening your horizons. He’s Deutsch.

Ally sings Deutsch Boy and dances up a storm. Her parents sit horrified by her attempts at teen raunch. 
ALLY:
I’ve met a dreamy “Deutsch” boy - his name is Hans

I know you’re gonna love him - if you give him a half a chance

He’s in the fashion business. He says I’m going far

Because I’ve got the cheek bones that turn teenage girls to stars

He’s done photo shoots for Vogue.He’s king at Mademoiselle
He’s got a deal with Dior for a ten page spread in Elle
Last night while I was swimming he shot two dozen rolls

He says my body’s perfect and my buns are solid gold

He’s a dreamy Deutsch boy

He’s my dreamy Deutsch boy

He’s a Hamburg hunk

A Baden-Baden bad-boy

He’s my ode to joy

My very own my boy toy

He’s a dreamy, dreamy double-double Deutsch boy

He’s away, away, away too much

He’s a Deutsch boy. He’s a Deutsch boy


He’ll buy me a Mercedes and a forty foot yacht

‘Cause when I hit the beach at Cannes it’s going to be hot

And Princess Steph of Monaco as likely as not

Will have us for the weekend ‘cause she likes him a lot

And he says that by next Christmas if you can get away

The family all can visit at his grandpapa’s Chalet

He’s sure you’ll get along and be the best of friends

‘Cause he’s been watching you with his telephoto lens


He’s a dreamy Deutsch boy

He’s my dreamy Deutsch boy

He’s a Hamburg hunk

A Baden-Baden bad-boy

He’s my ode to joy

My very own my boy toy

He’s a dreamy, dreamy double-double Deutsch boy

He’s away, away,  away too much

He’s a Deutsch boy. He’s a Deutsch boy

He’s a Deutsch boy.

ALLY:
Satisfied?

JANET:
He’s a German... fashion... photo... man ?

ALLY:
He’s all that and a bag of chips.

Ally walks into the cottage.

JANET:
My God, Harry what are we going to do ?
HARRY:
Do ? Well, it’s very simple, Janet. We’re going to remain calm and think first about our daughter and her emotional well being. After all, we have raised two sons quite successfully and although Ally was a late addition, we have done relatively well thus far. We just have to keep things in perspective.



Every father must eventually face up to the fact that his daughter is becoming a woman and that he himself is a mature individual at the end of his own sexual prime and therefore perhaps inordinately protective of his daughter and perhaps, in a Freudian sense, even jealous of any man who might endanger his primacy in her affections. But the mature parent will understand his feelings and act in a mature and appropriate manner... So I’m going to...I’ll... I’ll ... I’ll kill him !

Deutsch Boy is reprised instrumentally. Janet begins to compulsively leaf through fashion magazines, looking for a spread by Hans. She turns the pages slowly, reading photo credits aloud. Each page has a photo that is more provocative than the one before until she finds something horrifying. Think sadomasochism.
JANET:
Heinrick, Helmet, Hans, Hans, Hans!

Ally re-enters dressed in Janet’s lime green jacket, a very short mini-skirt and carrying a bag of make up. She lays on bold eye shadow. She provocatively puts on pink lipstick. She curls her eyelashes. She struts. Janet desperately tries to pretend she doesn’t notice. Ally goes into a series of ever more provocative fashion poses, buttoning the sequence with a final flamboyant gesture.

ALLY:

What do you think, Mom ?

JANET:
Great. A bag of chips and all this.

ALLY:

You mean; all that and a bag of chips.

JANET:
Of course I do.

ALLY:

Well, how do I look ?

JANET:
Like a Barbie Doll.

ALLY:

Hans will love it.

JANET:
Ally,  I know this guy may seem like something special to you right now, even magical, but... you’re too young to really know, baby. 

ALLY:

You always say that. “You’re too young”. “You’re too young.” Like my life was a drippy faucet you were trying to turn off. You were practically my age when you started going out with Daddy.

JANET:
I was sixteen, you’re fourteen.

ALLY:

Well, people mature faster today- everyone knows that.

JANET:
Look, Ally, maybe you know a bit about how the world works but your emotions are still -

ALLY:

You just can’t stand the idea of me being in love, can you.

JANET:
That’s not true. I just don’t want to see you get hurt. I mean love... love is a very complicated thing. It takes your whole life to figure it out, and maybe you don’t ever figure it out.

ALLY:

What’s to figure out ?

JANET:
Everything.

ALLY:

Aw, Mom, I haven’t even liked anybody in two years. I just want to like somebody and for them to like me back.

JANET:
We’re not talking about ‘like’. We’re talking about love. 

ALLY:
Like, love, what’s the difference? Love can be a ball. 

They sing Love Is

JANET:
Don’t talk to me about love

Love can be a drag, not a ball

It’s a game that jerks play

A gigantic cliché

Your best bet is never to fall

JANET:
It’s like getting out of bed

Puttin’ down your head

And running straight at a brick wall

Like the man said;

Love makes a fool of us all.

ALLY:

But they say;

Love is all there is

It’s a flower when it grows

Love is all you need

It’s an ocean, a rose

Love can build a bridge

It’s a many splendored thing

Taller than a mountain

It’s a song we all can sing

JANET:
And they say

Love is a fever

Love is a battlefield

Love hurts, love sucks

And this love can’t be real

Love is strange, it’s an itch

Love is plain absurd

Just a pelvic twitch

Love is a four letter word.

(Bridge) Well I love Paris

Manhattan and the Bronx

I love New York

And if you love Jesus honk

I love America

I love a parade

I love a piano

But I like lemonade

JANET:

ALLY(counterpoint)
Love is like a box of chocolates
Love is all there is

Runny at it’s core
A flower when it grows

Sometimes it’s sticky-icky
Love is all you need

Sometimes a bore.
It’s an ocean, a rose

You can sing all of those ditties
Love 

Be “mad about the lad” 
Is a many splendored thing

But the odds are at your age
A song we all can sing

Love is gonna make you sad.

If you’re like me then love will turn out bad.

ALLY:

Mom ! What are you saying ? Are you saying getting married to Daddy was a mistake?

JANET:
No, it’s just that.

ALLY:

You said; “If you’re like me then love will turn out bad.” 

JANET:
I know, but -

ALLY:

Well if it turned out bad, it’s a mistake and if you think Daddy was a mistake, you must think I’m a mistake!

Unseen by Janet & Ally, Harry enters, returning  from the Lodge.

JANET:
Ally, you’re getting it all twisted around.

ALLY:
This is serious, Mom. You said love was bound to turn out bad.

JANET:
OK, fine, sure. Getting involved with your father was the biggest mistake I ever made!

ALLY:

This is just like what happened to Bill. You’re going to leave him, aren’t you? Oh perfect - joint custody. My life’s about to become a living hell.

JANET:
Don’t be silly, Ally, even if I did leave your father it would be a civilized -

ALLY:

Civilized. Oh my God, you are going to leave him, aren’t you !

JANET:
I...

ALLY:

That’s why you brought him down here - to dump him.

JANET:
Even if it was...

HARRY:
You came down here to dump me?

JANET:
Harry!  I - 

HARRY:
To dump me !

JANET;
No. I mean, maybe - I mean it doesn’t matter at the moment.

HARRY:
We’ve been married for twenty-one years and it doesn’t matter !

ALLY:

Can I live with you, Daddy ?

JANET:
Ally, one more word and I’ll - 

HARRY:
Just leave her alone !

JANET:
She’s my daughter too you know!

ALLY:
See, see, my life is already turning into a battlefield.

She rushes inside. Janet starts to go after her.

HARRY:
Keep it up, Jan. That kid’s going to end up as crazy as you are.

JANET:
As crazy as I...Don’t start, Harry.

HARRY:
Right! Why bother ? We’re finished.

JANET:
And what do you mean by that anyway? I am not crazy ! 

HARRY;
You’d never know it to listen to you. 

JANET:
I wish you would - for once.

HARRY:
Would what ?

JANET:
Listen to me !

HARRY;
I just did! You told our fourteen year old daughter, the one who is having the affair with the Freiburg fashion freak, that “Getting married to me was the biggest mistake you ever made.”

JANET:
That just slipped out.

HARRY:
Surprise ! Well, it’s a surprise for me anyway. 

JANET:
It shouldn’t be! I’ve been dropping hints every day for a year.

HARRY:
Sorry, guess I’m deaf.

JANET:
Well, if you can’t even see - 

HARRY:
And blind. And definitely dumb.

JANET:
Harry, listen to me !

HARRY:
I can’t !  I’m deaf - dumb and blind!

JANET:
You can’t joke your way out of this one, Harry. Don’t even try. 

HARRY:
I won’t. Are you leaving me or not ?

JANET:
No! Yes! I don’t know. It’s not important. Our daughter needs help. What about Hans?

HARRY:
Jimmy in the bar says there is a German guy called Hans who chacked in yesterday.  Give me the car keys.

JANET;
Why ?

Reprise Here At Last. As they sing Harry goes to Janet’s beach bag and starts looking for car keys. She tries to take the bag from him. They struggle over it. Finally she lets go. He sits and rummages through the bag, finally dumping the contents on to the deck. No key.

HARRY:
Just give me the key.

JANET:
Forget it OK

HARRY:
Give me the key

JANET:
No, you’re gonna stay. 

JANET:
Why can’t you see


You don’t listen to me


It drives me crazy

HARRY:
What do you want.

JANET:
Forget it OK?

HARRY:
What do you want

JANET;
You should know, OK ?

HARRY
Oh, give me the key


Give me the key


Or I’ll go crazy.

JANET:
Great, go ahead, pout

HARRY:
You don’t have to shout.

JANET 
You’re to blame, 

HARRY;
What’s your game

JANET
I just want to get out

BOTH:
Now I don’t give a damn


This life is a sham


Here at last. 


Here at last.

JANET:
(she takes the keys from her pocket, drops them in front of him) Take the keys and don’t come back until you grow up!

She exits into the cottage.

HARRY:
Perfect 

Harry storms off. The “Look at the ocean” section of Here At Last bridges into the next scene.
ACT TWO  SCENE TWO
Morning. Janet and Ally stand in their PJs looking out the windows of the cottage. They’re worried and exhausted.

ALLY:
It’s all my fault.

JANET:
It’s nobody’s fault..

ALLY:
I never knew Daddy could go psycho.

JANET:
Ally, your father hasn’t been in a fight in twenty-five years. I would hardly call him psycho. 

ALLY:
Mom, he assaulted five German businessmen in the middle of the Founder’s Lounge.

JANET:
He did not assault them! I mean, he may have taken a few swings, but mostly all he did was -

ALLY:
Try and punch out their lights.

JANET:
He was upset. 

ALLY:
The last I saw of him, he was running down the beach with a Mountie hat on his head singing “I Get Around”. He went psycho.

JANET:
Fine. He’s psycho and it’s all your fault. 

ALLY:
All my fault? 

JANET:
That’s what you said.

ALLY:
You’re the one who dumped him. 

JANET:
I didn’t dump him. I was just trying to scare him into consciousness. 

ALLY:
By telling him your marriage was a mistake ? That’s very mature of you, Mom. I’m impressed.

JANET:
Do you think our marriage was a mistake?

ALLY
:
Seek help, Mom.

JANET:
You are a monster.

ALLY:
What you see is what you get.

JANET:
What’s that mean ?

ALLY:
Daddy would understand. He cares.

JANET:
(frustrated) Ohhhhhhh! I haven’t slept for two days and I’m going to bed. Goodnight or good morning or whatever. 

Janet walks away from the window. Ally stands looking miserable for a moment and then walks away from the window too. A beat. 

Music in. Slowly the wood box creeks open and Harry, who is wearing a Mountie Stetson, appears. He sings Hungover. 
HARRY: 
 My head is aching, my eyes are crossed

My tongue is thick, I’ve got memory loss

My hands are shaking, my back is breaking

My nerves are hopping, my heart is stopping

Ohhhhhh Hung over

Harry crawls out of the box and falls to his kneels, leaning on the rail. He begins to pray.
HARRY:
Oh Lord above please listen, if you’ll just let me live

A big cheque to the missions I promise to give

And I swear that I’ll behave on my very next spree

I won’t get so blind that I can’t see

Or throw up in the bushes or pee on a tree

Oh, memory, please let me be

Oh gee

He slowly pulls himself to his feet.

HARRY:
What a hangover

I’ll never get over 

What that second quart of whiskey can do

I’m so blue

I’m hung over the edge, over the top

Over and out I’m gonna drop

Oh misery 

Hung over

As he sings he discovers the Mountie hat.
It’s not the pain that I mind or my brain that might just pop

It’s not the stagger in my walk I know all that will stop

What’s really got me wonderin’ and worried just a drop

Is where’d I get this hat and what I did to that cop

Did I lay him out flat ? I know I called him fat

Oh memory please come back 

He curls up miserably in the Adirondack chair.

Oh gee

What a hangover

I’ll never get over 

What that second quart of whiskey can do

I’m so blue

I’m hung over the edge, over the top

Over and out I’m gonna drop

Oh misery 

Hung over

Harry has just about fallen asleep when Ally comes out of the cottage dressed in a sexy little number and a black leather jacket from her mom’s suitcase. She lets the door slam.

ALLY: 
Mom ! I found him!

HARRY:
Ow, ow, ow.... (whispers) Softly. 

ALLY:
Ah... I’ll call for coffee.

HARRY:
Don’t. If they find out I’m here, they’ll run me in.

ALLY: 
Don’t worry, Daddy. It’s just a hangover.

She pats him on the head. He screams softly. Janet comes out. The screen door slams. Harry jumps, then looks at Janet. A long moment as Harry and Janet look at each other.
HARRY:
What did I do ?

JANET:
Terrorized the Founder’s Lounge, attacked the German contingent and stole the Mountie’s hat. More or less in that order.

HARRY:
The staff’s sergeant’s wedding. 

JANET:
Yeah. And the Germans? Seems they’re over here on business. Bonnie-in-the-restaurant said they’ve got some kind of big meeting tomorrow. In Halifax?

HARRY:
Big meeting tomorrow - in Halifax.  Oh God. I’m doomed.

Harry staggers into the cottage.

ALLY:
Doomed ?

JANET:
Some of those Germans are your Germans. 

ALLY:
The guys who want to buy the company !

JANET:
Yup. Hans Glaap is VP Development with Zimmerman Technologein.

ALLY:
Oh God, Mom you’ve got to do something.

JANET:
What?

ALLY:
I don’t know, I’m just the kid. You figure it out. 

JANET:
Ally, I don’t know. I mean, what can -

ALLY:
Mom ! Just do it! OK ?

JANET:
OK, I will !

Janet slams the wood box lid with a crash. A scream of pain from Harry. Janet  exits. 
ALLY:
Beauty. 

Ally runs after her Mom.

ACT TWO  SCENE THREE

Music segues into Bunnies as Harry comes out of the cottage, now dressed in respectable clothes. Something he could wear to court if suddenly arrested. He’s carrying a huge bottle of Diet Coke and stands drinking deeply for a moment. Then he sings Bunnies - Reprise. 

HARRY:
Look at those fluffy bunnies 


Hoppin’ all over the lawn


They ain’t gonna be 


In Frank magazine

With a headline reading “Con”

They say a rabbit’s foot is lucky

And I believe it’s true

But just my luck, lost every buck

I’m busted - hey what can I do?

I’m a busted beach bunny uh-huh 

I’m not a solvent beach bunny uh-uh

Business in rubble 

‘Cause when push comes to shove

This bunny goes psycho

‘When he’s wounded in love

Not so lucky

So unlucky

Harry settles into his chair and lays back, covering his face with the crossword.  Janet enters with  Helga Glaap.

JANET:
Harry?

HARRY:
You know, Janet, I’ve been thinking about how stupid a guy can get. You start out when you’re Ally’s age knowing the world is a mess and the entire adult population is totally deluded and slowly, but surely, you end up … living to work instead of  working to live.

JANET:
Harry.  

HARRY:
Like a hampster on a wheel.

JANET:
(pulls the crossword off his face). Harry! I’ve got somebody here you need to talk to.

HARRY:
Oh, yeah, hi… Ah… I’m sure we’ve met, but I can’t…

JANET:
Last night. In The Founder’s Lounge. 

HARRY:
In the Founder’s… I hope I didn’t, I mean, I certainly didn’t mean to – Hello again!

Harry offers his hand.. Helga shakes it formally.

HELGA:
Tag.

HARRY:
I’m it. (laughs weakly, looks at Janet) Tag?

JANET:
As in guten tag.  Ya, Helga? 

HELGA:
Ya, ya, guten tag.

HARRY:
The Germans. Look, Mrs… Miss…ah…

HELGA:
Glaap. Frau Glaap.

HARRY:
Glaap. Ah… Right. (very fast)  I’m so glad you’ve dropped by.  I just want to say how sorry I am for whatever I did to your husband last night and…and… Look,  this weekend hasn’t gone at all as I expected and maybe… You see my daughter, she  seems to have hooked up with this older man called Hans? And I was - well, your Hans is the only Hans registered in the hotel, right ?  And he was in the lounge and -

HELGA:
Entschuldigung, ich versten niche. (Sorry I don’t understand.)

JANET:
Er ist entschuldigung. (He’s sorry.) 

HELGA:
Gut.

HARRY:
Ah, what did she say?

JANET:
Good.

HELGA:
Ya, gut.

HARRY:
Good. 

HELGA:
Gut.

HARRY:
Good. And what did you say?

JANET:
I said you’re sorry. That’s enough. 

HARRY:
It is?

JANET:
It is. 

HARRY:
Good.

HELGA:
Ya all est gut.

HARRY:
(smiles and nods)  She doesn’t seem too upset, does she?

JANET:
I already explained the situation.  General consensous at the Lodge is that our Hans just plain doesn’t exist.  And she assures me her Hans  isn’t in the habit of dating children.  

HARRY:
Is he…  

JANET:
He’s in  a sulk, but Helga says that doesn’t matter.

HARRY:
Janet, he’s the VP Development. We not doing the deal with his wife. 

JANET:
Actually you are.

HARRY:
I am?

JANET:
Helga’s maiden name is Zimmerman. 

HARRY:
As in Zimmerman Technologein? She’s the boss?  Frau Glaap.  Helga!  Gut, gut, gut, gut! (pumps her hand madly)

JANET:
Harry!  Do you want to close this deal?

HARRY:
Can we?

JANET:
I think so.

HARRY:
Wunderbar, wunderbar. (kisses Helga’s hand)
JANET:
Harry! 

HARRY:
Danke schon.  Danke schon!

Helga backs away. Harry stumbles after. Janet gets between them and pushes him back into the deck chair.

JANET:
Harry,  you’re scaring the woman half to death. 

HARRY:
Sorry. How do you say ‘sorry’ in German.

JANET:
Entschuldigung.

HARRY:
Entschu – 

JANET:
Harry, stop! 

HARRY:
What!

JANET:
We’re negotiating.  In Germany negotiating means never having to say you’re sorry.  So will you just – Frown.

HARRY:
Frown.

JANET:
That’s right – let’s see it.  Now!

Harry frowns.

HELGA:
Fehlt ihnen etwas? (Is something wrong with you?) 

HARRY:
What did she say?

JANET:
It doesn’t matter. Just keep frowning.  Helga is offering two million and an additional five in stock options based on your continued association with the company.

HARRY:
Mill…million !  (He smiles, but quickly pulls it back in)  Well great, then where do I sign?

JANET:
Will you frown! 

Harry frowns. Janet turns to Helga.

JANET:
Er spricht nien. (He says no.) 

HELGA:
Nein!

JANET:
Nein!

HARRY:
Nein?

JANET:
Drei million. 

HELGA:
Was? (What) 

HARRY:
What?

JANET:
Er braucht drie million.  (He wants three  million) 

HARRY:
Drei? What’s drei?

JANET:
Three.

HARRY:
Three million!

JANET:
Er beharrt auf. (He insists) 

HELGA:
Genehmigt. (Agreed.) 

HARRY:
Genehmigt. That doesn’t sound like yes.  Oh, my God, Janet if you blew this deal. Oh my God, Janet – 

HELGA:
Actually. It means ‘I accept.’  It’s a fair price. 

HARRY:
Sure, it’s a fair price, but -  You…Ah…I…That wasn’t German was it?

HELGA:
No, but  I find it refreshing to do business in my native toungue for a change.  And your wife is very persusavive in both languages.  
Helga looks at Janet. They both laugh. Then hug.

HELGA:
You’ll join us for breakfast tomorrow?  You and Hans can start to work out the details.  

Helga exits.

JANET:
Bis spater! (See you later.) 

HELGA:
Wir sehen uns! (See you.) 

HARRY:
How did you – what did you - 

JANET:
I’m a closer, Harry. Always was.  

HARRY:
I love you! 

He jumps up, about to hug her. The hangover hits him like a hammer. Janet eases him back into his chair.

JANET:
Some hangover.

HARRY:
The mother of all hangovers. Stupid, but after what you said yesterday...

JANET:
Aw Harry, I didn’t even know what I was saying. It’s just…Life is so..

Janet sings Crazy Sometimes
JANET:
Mundane conversations.

Appointment book? Meticulous

Fitness classes, one, two, three

Luncheon date? Ridiculous

I try to do what I know is right 

I try to draw between the lines

But I wake up sweating in the night

I get crazy ... sometimes.

Crossword puzzle Sundays

Fifteen letters? A wicked pun

Monthly crashes, spring, and fall

Summer season? I’m on the run

I try to keep the look just right

I try to think my life is fine

But I end up shouting; “I need light”

I get crazy ... sometimes

Sometimes I want to run away

Sometimes I want to die

Sometimes I look in the mirror

And all I do is cry

Sometimes I lay in bed all day

And every night I lie

Crazy ... sometimes

Fire-fights at breakfast

Don’t tell me that. It breaks my heart

I know my dreams are silly things

Accept your fate. Too late to start

To try to build a brand new dream

To find a song I know will rhyme

I love you babe, don’t mean to scream

I get crazy sometimes

JANET:
None of this is like me, Harry. 

HARRY:
I know. Aw, Janet I don’t want to lose you and I know I am. I…I keep shutting down because... It just seems that every time I try to talk to you or just lighten things up a bit, make a joke... I mean, I never know when it’s going to blow up in my face.

JANET:
I know and I can’t help myself and then I feel like- You could always make me laugh. But now nothing seems funny anymore.

HARRY:
We can get through this, Jan. I know we can. If you still want to try.

JANET:
I do.

HARRY:
Then we are going to make it work. Just as soon as I get out of jail.

JANET:
Oh, that.

HARRY:
Yes, that.

JANET:
The Staff Sergeant’s staying at the lodge. I talked to him too. He agreed that since they were all off duty and it was a party hearty situation... 

HARRY:
I’m off the hook ?

JANET:
You’re off the hook but I had to buy twenty-five tickets to the Musical Ride. 

HARRY:
The Musical Ride ?

JANET:
The Hants County Exhibition, next week.  We’re taking everybody - To celebrate the merger.

HARRY:
You’re a genius.

JANET:
You think so?

HARRY:
I know so. 

JANET:
Good.  Because  the biz is going to need somebody who speaks the boss’ language, ya.?

HARRY:
Ya, ya, gut, gut. You’re hired. 

Ally enters.
ALLY:
Hey Dad! I met these really cool guys at The Grill. Simon, he’s way into Greenpeace and all that. You wouldn’t believe what they’ve been doing to the trees in Cape Breton. But Dylan, he says clear-cutting is good for the woods and Jason, he says it doesn’t matter ‘cause global warming is going to kill us all anyway so there’s no hope!

JANET:
Dylan, Simon, Jason ? What happened to Hans ?

ALLY;

Oh Hans... Hans had to fly to Toronto for the day... Some kind of a interview with Jeannie Becker. You know for that Fashion TV show.? They’re doing this special. “Bondage is back”. (no reaction)  “Loving in Leather” ? (no reaction)  Did I tell you Hans’ grandfather used to live in this castle called Spandau ? 

JANET:
Spandau ?

HARRY:
Really. Sounds very romantic.

ALLY:
Not really. It’s a kind of  a five star prison for War Criminals.

HARRY:
Good, dear, good.

ALLY:
Daddy, what is wrong with you !

HARRY:
I’m sorry, Button. I’m not really listening. See, pretty soon I’ll be in jail myself. 

ALLY:
In jail ? (to Janet) But, I thought…

JANET:
I’m afraid the Germans just wouldn’t listen to reason. The deal’s off  and your father’s broke so there will be no child support after the divorce.

ALLY:
Mom, you aren’t going to send him to jail for child support.

HARRY:
No, no, it’s not that. It’s the Mounties. The Mounties are charging me with assaulting a police officer. I could do five years. 

ALLY:
No way.

HARRY:
Yes way. I’m ruined.

JANET:
Thank God you’ll be bringing in good money and I’m sure Hans and I will get along just fine. Eventually.

ALLY:
But there is no Hans ! 

HARRY:
Sure there is.  Why just last night I punched him in the nose.  

ALLY:
You thought that guy in the bar was my Hans!  

Janet almost break up.

ALLY:
(close to breaking down)  It’s not funny! I’ve wrecked everything. I wrecked your marriage, messed up the German deal and ... and now you’re going to jail!

HARRY:
Ally. It’s OK.

ALLY:
It’s not OK. It’s awful.

HARRY:
We were putting you on! Everything is fine. 

ALLY:
Dad ! How could you lie to me about all that stuff.

HARRY:
How could you lie to us about Hans?

ALLY:
That was different.

HARRY:
No, it was the same, but worse. You had us scared to death. 

ALLY:
It wasn’t my fault. You wouldn’t believe me when I told you the truth so -

HARRY:
Hold it. The night before last you didn’t come home. That’s the truth. And you didn’t fall asleep up on the golf course and you have never met a man called Hans. So, what happened? 

ALLY:
I... I  ran away....

HARRY:
You ran away ?

ALLY:
I was going to hitch-hike into Halifax and then...

JANET:
Oh Ally - you were out there at night hitch-hiking ?

ALLY:
Well, I was gonna, but the first guy who pulled up... I started to get into the car and there was a meat cleaver in the back seat.

HARRY:
A meat cleaver?

ALLY:
It was freaky. I took off and hid in the woods and then it started to rain and I got lost and.... 

HARRY:
Hold it. Hold it. Roll back. You expect me to believe you got chased by a guy with a meat cleaver? There’s a guy out there on the roads with a meat cleaver? 

ALLY:
He’s a butcher.

JANET:
Oh my God, Ally.

ALLY:
No, I mean he’s a butcher. He works in he kitchen. I saw him this morning. He just wanted to give me a lift.


Look, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for what I did and what I said and... I just... you guys are so unhappy these days. I just couldn’t take it anymore . Mom, sometimes I feel like you just hate me and Dad, no matter what I do, you don’t seem to care. That’s not how it should be.

JANET:
Well then, how should it be Ally?

ALLY:
It should be like ... like when you’re dancing.

They sing Love Burning Bright
ALLY:
When I was just a kid

‘bout seven, maybe eight

I was sittin’ on the top stair

You were going on a date

Daddy in his tux 

And you dressed like a Queen

You were jiving in the hall

It was like a lucky dream

HARRY & JANET: We spun round and round

And held each other tight

Swept off our feet

By love burnin’ bright

Doo doo wah ooo . Doo doo wah ooo

HARRY:
It wasn’t long ago


And I recall the night


You came running down the stairs


And you hugged your mom so tight

ALLY:
I said; “I gotta dance”


She lifted me up high


And spun me round and round


‘Till I thought that I could fly

ALL:
And I’ll never forget 


The way our hearts took flight

Swept off our feet


By love burnin’ bright

Doo doo wah ooo . Doo doo wah ooo

ALLY:
I got a plan


You just hold hands


And we can make it right

HARRY:
We can make it work 


Let’s give it one more chance

And do the best we can

To remember that dance 

JANET:
Swinging to the right

And spinning to the left

Pickin’ up the steps is something 

We just can’t forget

ALL:
No, we can’t forget 


The way our hearts took flight

Swept off our feet


By love burnin’ bright

JANET:
You know the years fly by


And things change in a day


You want to just go home


But you can’t find the way

HARRY:
The road gets dark and lonely


And you’re lost inside a trance


Then you feel a hand reach out


And a voice sez; “Hey let’s dance”.

ALL:
You spin round and round

And hold each other tight

Swept off your feet

By love burnin’ bright

JANET:
Oh Ally, we love you more than anything in the world.

ALLY:
And I love you guys, too. Just as hard as I can - under the circumstances. You understand don’t you, Daddy ?

HARRY:
We both understand.

JANET:
That’s right. Now, will you get out of here ?

ALLY:
What ?

JANET:
The bonfire awaits with Jason, and Simon and Dylan... get going.

ALLY:
You mean, I can do the bonfire after everything I did? 

HARRY:
But consider yourself on parole. And I want you back by ten-thirty.

ALLY:
Dad ! (Beat. Is this another fight? Ally smiles.) Sometimes you guys ain’t half bad, you know ?

Ally exits. Leaving the two of them alone on the deck.
JANET:
So ?

HARRY:
Yeah, so....

JANET:
So ?

HARRY:
So, I don’t have the flowers, but....

A tender kiss.
JANET:
That was nice.

HARRY:
Yeah. Say listen. There’s an oldies dance at The Shore Club tonight. Want a date?

JANET:
Dancing ?

HARRY:
The woiks. If that’s what you want.

JANET:
I’d like that.

HARRY:
You want it, you got it.

She takes his hand.
JANET:
Look at this place. It’s-

TOGETHER:
Perfect.

They sing Still Together.
HARRY:
Listen to the night. So still

The wind has gone with the tide. So still

The sea is lying sleepy. 

The revelers have fled

And even the bunny rabbits

Are snuggled up in bed. 

HARRY & JANET: It’s so still and we’re still together

It’s so still and I find we’re holding hands

Guess we don’t know where we’re going

But when it comes to making plans

I plan to hold you till forever

‘Cross time’s shifting sands

We’re still together 

And together we will stand.

 (Bridge)

There’s been wind , there’s been rain, there’s been fire

Laughter and love and desire

You’re my life and my soul, and it’s true 

Every road leads back to you

And a love forever new

Listen to the night. So still

The moon is on the rise. So still

The tide is on the turn. 

All our fears have fled

And up above the northern lights 

Are dancing ‘round our heads. 

It’s so still and we’re still together

It’s so still and I find we’re holding hands

Guess we don’t know where we’re going

But when it comes to making plans

I plan to hold you ‘till forever

Cross time’s shifting sands

We’re still together and together we will stand

And together our love will stand 

And though we know that forever

Is an imaginary land

We’re still together and together we will stand

They kiss. Very romantic. Then Janet yawns.
JANET:
I could use a nap.

HARRY:
Yeah, you must be exhausted. 

JANET:
No, but I do feel kinda - hot.. You comin’?

HARRY:
Yeah.

The End
