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THE PLAYERS
LAUREL……………………………..an attractive woman in her middle forties.

STANEK……………………………..Laurel’s ex-husband, a poet, middle forties.

KIP…………………………………....a doctor, early thirties, good looking.

VALERE……………………………...manager of Hotel Félicité, middle fifties.
PHILIPPE……………………………..bellboy, Valere’s son, early to middle twenties.

CHERIE……………………………….hotel guest, “French”, late twenties, a knockout.

TIME

The present.
SCENE

Hotel Félicité, a Paris hotel near the Champs-Élysées.

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE
An elegant suite in Hotel Félicité. Rococo styled chairs, love seat, tables, mirror and a bar. Door to the suite stage left, door to suite bedroom upstage right; a pair of French doors (with curtains) leading to a balcony upstage center; and a door to the adjoining suite downstage left. We hear voices in the hallway. Enter LAUREL and VALERE. LAUREL is dressed in an elegant coat and dress and carries a small shopping bag. VALERE, the hotel manager, carries a jar of pâté.
LAUREL

…absolutely out of my mind, or did this actually happen?

VALERE

I share your concern, Madame.

LAUREL

I may be suffering from a terrible illness. (Pause as she puts down her package.)  Tell me, do you think I’m delusional?

VALERE

(Placing pâté jar on the bar.)
No more than most Americans.  

LAUREL
(Removing her coat and scarf.)
Depressed?

VALERE

Your standard is surly but willing to be amused.” (He takes her coat and scarf.) Please, Madame, continue your story.
LAUREL

I began my day shopping on the Rue de Rivoli, then proceeded to the Louvre, where the line around the Mona Lisa was so long all you could see was the line.

VALERE

(Dismissive.)
A smirk under glass. 

LAUREL

So I hurried up the stairs and the strangest thing happened:  I thought I saw my ex-husband lurking behind the Venus de Milo.

VALERE

Indeed, Madame?

LAUREL

I fled the Louvre and found a café, where I ordered a glass of wine. I looked out the window and saw my ex-husband hiding behind the fountain of a sea serpent. 

VALERE

(Polite correction.)
A large fish.

LAUREL

Returning to the hotel, I ran to the bar and another glass of wine. When I moved through 

the lobby, there he was pretending to read Le Figaro.

VALERE

(Weary.)
The news of the world.   
LAUREL

That he could be on the same continent unnerves me. Last I heard he’d published his poems and was living in London. For years he wrote but I never answered.  His letters frightened me, Valere.  Words aching with despair and dire predictions for mankind.
I could never see him again. I’m here in Paris with a brilliant young doctor. Kip is what I want. For clarity, for exercise of mind…and body.

VALERE

And what of the soul, Madame? 
(LAUREL moves to bar and pours a glass of wine.)
LAUREL

Stanek was all soul. When I left him I vowed never to be that soulful again.  Ohh, his strange ailments, his tragic outlook…
VALERE

Some are born to take life seriously.

LAUREL

My students reminded me constantly--that you’re not supposed to take life seriously. Get serious and everybody runs to the storm cellar.  

VALERE

Including you, Madame?

LAUREL 

Oh Valere, you don’t understand. Those nights of drunken rage, the inattention to health; the contempt for happiness… (She drinks.) I mean, look at me--I’m a nervous wreck. The last thing I need is a mad poet.  Yes, the Doctor is perfect for me.
VALERE

There is the one problem…

LAUREL

Do you think it’s a problem?

VALERE

He is staying in a separate suite, Madame.

LAUREL

But it’s an adjoining suite. 

VALERE

If I may be permitted: He has…“an intimacy problem.”
LAUREL

I’d like to get closer to him emotionally, but he’s at his conference all day and works on his lectures at night.  As he says, distancing is essential in medicine.  He can’t be like Stanek--breaking down all the time. He needs to be composed. After all, Kippy spends his life sticking people with needles.

VALERE

Indeed, Madame?

LAUREL

And unlike Stanek, he doesn’t say a word about the state of the world.  These days I long for pleasures and amusements, not the great questions of life. I’ll lie down before dinner.  Now promise me you’ll get rid of Stanek if he appears, either as a sentient being or an apparition.
VALERE

I will do what I can, Madame.

(A sudden burst of noise in the hallway. We hear running and laughter.  Enter through suite door PHILIPPE in bellboy uniform, ruffled and shoeless with a portion of woman’s clothing in his hand, being chased by CHERIE, a half-naked woman in a teddy clutching a pair of shoes.)
PHILIPPE!!

(But PHILIPPE and CHERIE are gone through same the door.)
LAUREL

Ah, yes, Philippe.

VALERE

And one of his “clients.”

LAUREL

You and Philippe take such good care of me.  But Valere, may I speak candidly?

VALERE

S’il vous plait.

LAUREL

Philippe is a sweet boy and he amuses me, but last night was a bit much.

VALERE

Mais oui.

LAUREL

The ceiling was shaking and I heard the strangest noises. Tell me, has he always been so peculiar?  

VALERE

My son has been to countless doctors, but not one has found the cause of his affliction.

LAUREL

He’s deliriously cheerful, he’s irrepressibly buoyant, he’s…

VALERE

…what I believe you Americans call “slaphappy.” 

LAUREL

Yes.

VALERE

Philippe was raised by maids and, as a child, often dropped on his head. 

LAUREL

Oh dear. Well, that explains it: How else could a Frenchman be so happy?

VALERE

I take your point, but there is something more.  As time passes, I see he is too much like his mother.

LAUREL

You never mention your wife, Valere.  

VALERE

Will there be anything else, Madame?

LAUREL

One drop more. (VALERE obliges.)  To guard against apparitions.  

(LAUREL exits to bedroom and closes door.  VALERE moves to the bar, opens the jar of pâté and sniffs it as if investigating the aroma of a priceless wine.  Knock on room door.
VALERE caps the jar, places it back on the bar and moves to open the door.)

SCENE TWO
STANEK appears at the door.
STANEK

Bonjour, Monsieur. 

VALERE

Bonjour, Monsieur. 

STANEK

I take it you are the manager.

VALERE

I assume you are the poet.

STANEK

This is my ex-wife’s room and…

VALERE

She is lying down and cannot be disturbed.  

STANEK

Do you believe in love?

VALERE

I believe in respect, Monsieur.  And leaving would respect Madame’s wishes.

STANEK

She saw me following her?

VALERE

Half of Paris saw you following her.  (Begins to close door.

STANEK

One moment, I beg you. My story is as old as time and my heart is broken.  For years I put my services at the door of the voiceless and unheard. Must I stand at this door and be unheard? (Pushing his way through the door and into the room.)  It’s true what you said: I’m a poet.  I’m miserable by nature but never more so since Laurel left me. I poured my rage into my work. And out of the abyss slowly came creation. (Out of his pocket comes a small book of poetry.)  Hello boys and girls. Daddy’s here. (Kisses the book.)
VALERE

Monsieur?

STANEK

My children, my poems.  Surely you’ve read This Slippery World.  
VALERE
I have not had that pleasure.
STANEK
Critically acclaimed on both sides of the Atlantic.  

VALERE

Felicitations.  

STANEK

Still, the reviewers might have spelled my name right. Wasn’t much to ask. And my editor might have refrained from screwing my publicist; that might have avoided the plunge in sales during the book tour. But the unkindest cut of all: no response from the woman to whom I dedicated two hundred blood-soaked pages and five years of my life!  (Clutches his stomach.)
VALERE 

Are you ill, Monsieur?

STANEK

Surely you feel the anguish?  The anguish brought on by the simple fact of being alive in this world. (He burps.)
VALERE

Perhaps you would be more comfortable at the Hotel Byron. If you walk past…

STANEK

Let me stay.

VALERE

I cannot allow it.

STANEK

I won’t be a bother; I’ll stay in the curtains.

VALERE

The door, Monsieur. 

STANEK

But…

VALERE

 If you must stay, repair to the bar downstairs. 

STANEK

Why?

VALERE

Because you bring despair.

STANEK

It’s not despair I bring, but truth.

VALERE

There is a place for truth at the bar; go down, sit together.

STANEK

But I no longer drink alcohol.

VALERE
Then you must sample the pâté.  

STANEK
Pâté?
VALERE
Compliments of our guests, the Société Pâté.  (Politely moves him to the door.)


STANEK

You mean those men dressed in feathers in the lobby?

VALERE

Some members are more enthusiastic than others.
STANEK

You’ll hear from my lawyer.
(VALERE shows STANEK out, then walks back to bar, uncaps the jar, smells. His stiff

upper lip quivers with excitement as the aroma fills his lungs and a discreet smile begins to form.  Knock on door.  Turns to door as he puts down the jar.)
VALERE
Oui, entrez.
SCENE THREE
Enter PHILIPPE, buttoning his bellboy uniform and putting on his cap.
VALERE

Ah, Philippe, on duty at last.
PHILIPPE
You wanted to see me, mon pere?

VALERE

Last night, it was you in the room of the lady above?
PHILIPPE

The Maestro. Oui.

VALERE

I am unfamiliar with this guest…and so many others.
PHILIPPE

Perhaps if you were here more often.
VALERE

I have been gone recently on a matter of vital importance.

PHILIPPE

Who else is to give the guests a proper reception? I seem to be in charge of everything.

VALERE

As you know, Philippe, you are in charge of luggage, nothing more.  I have told you repeatedly that you are not to check in the guests. Why were you in this lady’s room?

PHILIPPE

For a consultation.  

VALERE

And what caused the disturbance that damaged a chandelier, two lampshades and a headboard?

PHILIPPE

The Maestro is an amazing client, Father. I learned so much.  About music and passion and…

VALERE

We have had this conversation before​, about you and the guests. This week it is Mademoiselle…who chases you through hallways and rooms…
PHILIPPE

Ma Cherie.

VALERE

Another guest I am unfamiliar with. 
PHILIPPE

I am quite familiar with her, Father: we are engaged.

VALERE
Indeed? And who is the furtive American who huddles with strangers in the bar?

PHILIPPE

Monsieur Bliss. A political activist whose only goal is my own: to make the world a happier place.
VALERE

This cannot continue, Philippe. It is unseemly.

PHILIPPE

Is happiness unseemly, Father?  Won’t you listen?  Or are you afraid I’ll remind you of 
Mother?

VALERE

Philippe!

PHILIPPE

Oui, mon pere. I apologize for the headboard, but I made a sad guest happy.

VALERE

This is Hotel Félicité. We are here to serve our guests, not make them happy.

PHILIPPE

Say it again, Father: Hotel Félicité!  How can you frown on happiness, especially here, where in its golden days—when Mother was with us—we were the talk of Paris. Not just a “family-run” hotel, but a place where love and amusements fought against despair and ennui.  And now you have only me to represent those golden days. The times—they are banal!

VALERE

I am not against the great traditions, or the contributions our family has made to comfort. But for me Hotel Felicite represents a model of service, not life’s impossible… 

PHILIPPE

And what of happiness, Father?

VALERE

You cannot make everyone happy, Philippe. You will learn to see life as a merry-go-round of frustration and disappointment. 

PHILIPPE

Such a way to live! 

VALERE

Excuse-moi, mon fils. I am called away tonight. 
PHILIPPE

Again?

VALERE

If a man with a violent and sour disposition returns and asks to stay in the curtains, dismiss him. 

PHILIPPE

Oui, mon pere. 
(Exit VALERE. PHILIPPE sniffs the air, his nose wrinkled in alarm. He moves toward the bar as his nose hunts the smell.  His eyes bulge in disbelief as he spots the jar of pâté.  He takes white surgical gloves from uniform pocket, picks up the jar as if handling toxic waste, opens the balcony doors and walks out onto the balcony. A figure dashes off the balcony and behind the curtains.  We hear the jar explode below.  Reenter PHILIPPE, removing his gloves. He turns as he hears a burp in the curtains.)
SCENE FOUR
PHILIPPE opens the curtains and STANEK appears.
PHILIPPE

Bonjour, Monsieur.

STANEK

Bonjour.

PHILIPPE

Do you have a violent temper? 

STANEK

I do.

PHILIPPE

Is that a sour disposition?

STANEK

It is. Is he gone, that impertinent manager?

PHILIPPE

C’st mon pere. Je m’appelle Philippe.  

STANEK

Enchante, je m’appelle Stanek.

PHILPPE

Enchante, Monsieur.  How can I make you happy?

STANEK

(Disbelief.)
What did you say?

PHILIPPE

How can I make you happy?

STANEK

Extraordinary. 

PHILIPPE

Monsieur?

STANEK

How can you make me happy?

PHILIPPE

Oui.

STANEK

You can’t!

PHILIPPE

Monsieur?

STANEK

I’m a poet.

PHILIPPE

An artiste!

STANEK

Yes.

PHILIPPE

Except for the Maestro, few visit us these days. Is there a shortage?

STANEK

Only in America.  

PHILIPPE

Perhaps they’re in the curtains.

STANEK

Don’t be ridiculous; that’s the government. (Clutches his stomach.)
PHILPPE

What’s wrong?  Are you ill?

(STANEK hiccups. Receives handkerchief from PHILIPPE.)
STANEK

For over a year, I've been spouting more acid than all my critics put together. 

PHILIPPE
But of course: you have a touchy stomach. All artists do. What is the cause of your distress?
STANEK

Life! 
PHILIPPE

Your life?
STANEK

All life!

PHILIPPE

Oh, Monsieur Stanek!  What a challenge you present!  All life!  

STANEK

All I need is one person who understands.  

PHILIPPE

You see him before you!
STANEK

That’s what art is: a plea for understanding. (Burps.)  Mostly an unheard plea.  (Pause.  Pleased with his thought.)  Art’s just another sounding on the map of misreading!

PHILPPE

Your suffering is so articulate!
STANEK
Shakespeare had a touchy stomach, drank everything under the sun.  Joyce didn’t give a damn about his health.  There was a man: drank so much it perforated his ulcer. 

PHILPPE

Now, about your happiness….

STANEK

All I can do is parcel out my patience and not go mad.  

PHILIPPE

But why were you in the curtains?

STANEK

This is my ex-wife’s room.  I love her and…
PHILIPPE

…you want her back. Does she love you?

STANEK

Of course she loves me.
PHILIPPE

Oh, such nobility. That’s what makes you an artist.  I understand Art’s passion. I get that through a special gift I possess: making people happy. 

STANEK

I have no wish to be happy. Only to live an intense life with the woman I love, whatever the cost.

PHILIPPE

You scorn happiness?

STANEK

Show me happiness and I’ll show you selfishness, stupidity or greed.

PHILIPPE

Such a way to live!

STANEK

It’s the only honest way to live.

PHILIPPE

I have many clients but you are the saddest of all. You scorn happiness, but you seek the greatest happiness on earth: to love and be loved. 
STANEK

Your enthusiasm is infectious, Philippe, but when you are older…

PHILIPPE

I will never be older. Happiness has no age and neither do I. 

STANEK

You’re quite mad, aren’t you?

PHILIPPE

Ssshhh!  They said that of Mother, and took her away. 

STANEK

I’m sorry if I upset you. 

PHILIPPE

I am no fool, Monsieur; I am a revolutionary. We need a new vision. Happiness must be clothed anew, not in rags, but in riches. Imagine life filled with passion and purpose. Not one thing but many.  Not either/or but both/and. Imagine life with love again! Yes, I will take you on.  So what are you waiting for? 

STANEK

Waiting…?

PHILIPPE

March into the bedroom.

STANEK

What?

PHILIPPE

Profess your love.

STANEK

I’ve already followed her. I sense she fears me. 

PHILIPPE

Nonsense.

STANEK
I don’t want to upset her.

PHILIPPE

You are too coy. 

STANEK

Even so…

PHILIPPE

Be the madman. Present yourself.

STANEK

This is fool’s advice. I’m a poet, not a…

PHILIPPE

A poet is the fool who lives in all of us.
STANEK

You’re convincing, but…

PHILIPPE

Be the fool, become the madman, it is love’s way.

STANEK

I need to be careful.

PHILIPPE

Better than being careful is to be pure in heart.

STANEK

That’s well put.

(PHILIPPE’S cell phone sounds. The loud ring is the La Marseillaise.  STANEK jumps.)

PHILIPPE

Allo?  Ah, Madame Maestro. How can I make you happy?  More Mahler?  Which symphony? Ah, shall we say seven-thirty?  Until then. (Closes phone. To STANEK.)  Imagine life with love again!

STANEK

But what should I say?

PHILIPPE

You are the poet.  Tell her how your heart aches.  Above all, do not burp.
(STANEK marches to the wrong door—the door to KIP’s suite. PHILIPPE tries to correct him—STANEK continues in. We hear KIP from offstage:)
KIP
Who the hell are you?!  (We hear a scuffle and see a beret fly out of the room.  Blackout.)
SCENE FIVE

Lights up and PHILIPPE is holding a wet cloth to KIP’S nose.

PHILIPPE

Hold this.

KIP

(Takes cloth to his nose.)
He punched my nose.

PHILIPPE

You punched his stomach.  

KIP

He was an intruder.

PHILIPPE

His stomach is a metaphor for his despair. 
KIP

(Removing cloth.)

I’m serious.

PHILIPPE

Doctors are too serious.

KIP

You’ve been talking to Laurel.

PHILIPPE

No, I recently escaped from a hospital.

KIP

You weren’t discharged?

PHILIPPE

Barely admitted.  

KIP

Problem?

PHILIPPE

Well, they said it was an aneurysm.

KIP

Aneurysm. Where?

PHILIPPE

(Pointing to his head, carelessly.)

Blood vessel someplace.

KIP

You left the hospital. Why?

PHILIPPE

Assumed they were wrong.

KIP

Based on?

PHILIPPE

Experience.  First I was told I had a brain tumor, which turned out to be a smear on the x-ray.  Next I was diagnosed with rapid heart beat…

KIP

…which turned out to be?

PHILIPPE

The excitement of youth.

LAUREL

(Entering from bedroom.)
Philippe, do you remember what I said when you last arrived?

PHILPPE

Oui, “Move aside, you’re standing between me and the bar.”

LAUREL

I said: go find your father.
PHILIPPE

I am in charge of your happiness, Madame. It is my duty to attend you in every way.
KIP

(To LAUREL.)
And why are you attending the madman in the other room. You might have told me 
your ex-husband was here.

LAUREL

I thought he was an apparition.
PHILIPPE

How is Monsieur Stanek, Madame?

LAUREL

Propped up on the bed like a river god. When he opens his eyes he asks for a lawyer. 

KIP

A lawyer! What for!

LAUREL

A lawsuit.

KIP

What did he say?

   LAUREL

He said you punched hole in his stomach.
KIP

I've never heard anything so ridiculous!
LAUREL

Well hear this: he loves to sue.  It’s not the winning he enjoys, it’s the losing: it only proves his case against humanity.

KIP

What an ass.
LAUREL

He doesn’t look well. Go in and see him.

KIP

Not if he’s planning legal action.  

LAUREL

Please, for me.

KIP

Any action on my part could bring in the insurance companies. 

LAUREL

There you go, worrying more about being sued than caring for your patients.

KIP

That man is not my patient.

LAUREL

You’re not on intimate enough terms?

PHILIPPE

(Consulting his notebook.  To KIP.)

I thought you were working on this, with your therapist.

KIP

Who told you I was seeing a therapist!

PHILIPPE

Your emotional health is our business at Hotel Felicite.

KIP

Answer me!

PHILIPPE

It’s in your profile at the desk.

KIP

What is this place!

LAUREL

Calm down.

KIP

I told you not to book here. 
LAUREL

But I always stay here.

KIP

We could be staying with my colleagues, rational human beings.

LAUREL

This hotel amuses me. And you might have told me about the therapist.  Please, Kippy, take a look at him, for me.

KIP

I need to be careful.  Besides, he creeps me out.

PHILIPPE

I admire him. He’s the only one of you who’s amounted to anything.

LAUREL

I wouldn’t say that.

KIP

Neither would I!

PHILIPPE

He makes Art.

LAUREL

How I don’t know, he hates so much.  

PHILIPPE

Children?

LAUREL

Most children.

KIP

Dogs?

LAUREL

All dogs.  

PHILIPPE

(To KIP.)
Go in.  He’s lying down, expecting the worst: the perfect entrance for a doctor.

 (The bedroom door opens.)

SCENE SIX
STANEK enters, staggering, holding his stomach.
STANEK

The entrance is mine.

PHILIPPE

You’re on your feet!

LAUREL

Sit down…

PHILIPPE

…before you fall down. (Enters bedroom .)
STANEK

(Squinting, motioning to light.)

Give me darkness.

(LAUREL motions to KIP. KIP turns off light. LAUREL sits STANEK on love seat.  PHILIPPE returns from bedroom with pillow and blanket.)

STANEK

What’s this talk of a doctor?  What would a doctor do? 

LAUREL

This is a remarkable recovery.

STANEK

My whole life is recovery.  I am the subject of as many medical reviews as literary.  

LAUREL

Autobiography brings out the best in you, dear: you’re never better than when shilling 
for yourself.  The doctor’s going to look at you and I want you to behave.  Can you do that?  (STANEK pouts; to KIP.)  Careful, he’s squeamish.
KIP

(Reluctantly; to STANEK.)
On a zero to ten scale, how would you rate your pain?  

STANEK

Idiotic question.

LAUREL

Answer him.

STANEK

Cataclysmic.

KIP

Nausea?  

STANEK

Of course.

KIP

Vomiting?  

STANEK

Come closer.

LAUREL

Stanek…

KIP

(Examining STANEK’S stomach.)
Hold still, please. This won’t hurt as much as when you get my bill.

(STANEK gives him a withering look. LAUREL pokes STANEK.)
LAUREL
Let him help.

KIP

No bleeding, no paralysis. Slight contusion in the upper abdomen. 

LAUREL

And the prognosis?

KIP

He will get better. 

STANEK

I’m going to die.  

PHILIPPE

But live forever in your poems.

KIP

Please, don’t move. I’d like to administer a small injection.
STANEK

A what?

KIP

It will help the swelling disappear.

STANEK

You’d like that, wouldn’t you?  

KIP

What?
STANEK

Remove the evidence. 

KIP

No, no.

STANEK

Philippe.

PHILIPPE

Monsieur?

STANEK

Get me a lawyer.

PHILIPPE

I’m a lawyer.

LAUREL

Oh, you are not!

PHILIPPE

Well, I know a lawyer.

LAUREL

Quiet, or I’m going to smack you.
KIP

You plan to sue.

STANEK

Precisely.

KIP

I knew it.

LAUREL

Really, Stanek, it’s better when you’re acting like Henry Higgins: genially overbearing. Let’s calm down and talk about this.  Philippe, drinks.

PHILIPPE

What would the patient like?

KIP

No alcohol.

STANEK

I no longer drink alcohol. 

LAUREL

I don’t believe you.

STANEK

It removes an intensity. Water, please.

PHILIPPE

But of course.  Doctor?

KIP

Nothing for me.

LAUREL

Give him a beer.

KIP

Alright, but half.  Measure it.

PHILIPPE

Would you like that in a glass or a test tube?  Madame?

LAUREL

New bottle.

(PHILIPPE repairs to the bar.  Uncomfortable silence as LAUREL and KIP arrange a place to sit.)

STANEK

(To KIP.)

 You know we were married.

LAUREL

Years ago.

KIP

She wasn’t in her right mind.

STANEK

She was never more sane.  She was part of something larger than herself.

LAUREL

Yes, psychosis. (PHILIPPE’S  cell phone rings. All jump.)  Good god!

PHILIPPE
Allo?  Ah, Monsieur Bliss. How can I…? Tonight?  Will the rocket be ready?  

KIP

Did he say rocket?

PHILIPPE

May virtue chart our course and guide us through this perilous night. Until then. 
(PHILIPPE quacks like a duck into the phone. Closes phone; all look curiously at him. Serving STANEK.) Voila. Voici de l’eau.
STANEK

The substance of life.

PHILIPPE

(Serving LAUREL.)
The Nectar of the Goddess. 

LAUREL

Merci.

PHILIPPE

(Serving KIP.)
Un demi.

(Pause.  Uncomfortable silence as all hold glasses.)
LAUREL

I like this: all my men together. 

PHILIPPE

(To STANEK.)

What else can I get you?  Ah, oui, a lawyer.

LAUREL

Sit down, Philippe. 

PHILIPPE

I have an obligation, as a host.

LAUREL

To entertain, not collaborate. 

STANEK

Yes, entertain. Take me out of myself, away from my pain.

KIP

I can induce a coma. (Gets up to leave.) 
LAUREL
(To KIP.)
Where are you going?
KIP

To get my bag.

LAUREL

Stay put! (To STANEK.) So tell me, dear.  What brings you to Paris?

STANEK

My work.  I’m creating a new volume of poems. 

LAUREL

Will it be just as cheery as the last?

STANEK

No, it will be more tragic than anything that has come before it.  

LAUREL

Dear god.  What's it about this time?
STANEK

Despair, hopelessness. I came to Paris to study French nihilism.

LAUREL

Doesn’t everyone?

STANEK

At the moment I’m finding inspiration at the Tomb of the Unknown Nihilist.

LAUREL

How amusing.
STANEK
You see all my work is really about one thing: humanity’s inability to be happy.   

PHILIPPE

Ohh!!

STANEK

A condition from which Laurel and I both suffer.
LAUREL

(Rises, agitated.)

Speak for yourself, Stanek.  I have that ability! 

KIP

(To LAUREL.)
Watch the stress.

STANEK

Watch the stress.  How do you watch the stress?
LAUREL

(Finishes drink.)
I admit I’ve lost my celebratory view of life, and I use drinking as a way to get it back…

but nothing in me points to anything that…hopeless!

STANEK

All I’m saying, dear, is that, like Yeats, we share “an abiding sense of tragedy which sustains us through temporary periods of joy.”     

LAUREL

Ohhh!  (Moves off.)

STANEK

What did I say?

PHILIPPE
  (To LAUREL.)
I must speak with you.

(PHILIPPE and LAUREL move downstage.)

SCENE SEVEN
PHILIPPE and LAUREL.
PHILIPPE

Stanek adores you.

LAUREL

He adores himself.

PHILIPPE

He’ll hear you.

LAUREL

Oh, he doesn’t care what you say about him, as long as you’re talking about him. Please, Philippe, do something to end this. Where’s Valere?  

PHILIPPE

Engaged.  I am in charge of your happiness.    

LAUREL

I wish you’d stop saying that.

PHLIPPE

Is it true what Monsieur Stanek said--that you can’t be happy?

LAUREL

No, child.  But there’s a paradox: happiness after 40.  You can experience it but you can also turn on it.

PHILIPPE

Because?
LAUREL

Because experience tells you this isn’t the end of it. There will be consequences.

PHILIPPE

Because?
LAUREL

Joy is gone more quickly than in youth.

PHILIPPE

Because?
LAUREL

Because, dear boy, you don’t trust it.

PHILIPPE

Such a way to live!
LAUREL

Dear Philippe, you’re young and nostalgic for the moment you are in. You’re sweet, and your sadness is sweet.  But when you’re older…

PHILIPPE

I will never be older!

LAUREL

When you’re older…you realize the sweetness was fantasy, and it’s real sadness now.

It’s “down the road,” “the morning after”. (Pause; horrified.) Oh god!  Listen to me!

Ten minutes and I’m talking like him!  
(PHILIPPE’S cell phone rings. Everyone jumps.)
PHILIPPE

Allo?  Ahh, ma Cherie. I am in consultation. You must understand. Non. If you hide, I cannot come. If you seek, I will not be there. Alright, two minutes.  

LAUREL

Where are you going?

PHILIPPE

To meet a client.

(LAUREL notices KIP following PHILIPPE out the door.)
LAUREL

Kip, stay.

KIP

What about that lawyer?!  (But PHILIPPE exits, leaving KIP frustrated; he enters his room.)
SCENE EIGHT
LAUREL and STANEK.
LAUREL

How do you feel?

STANEK

Rejected. I know it’s been years but you once enjoyed my company.

LAUREL

I would like to enter a long footnote on that point.

STANEK

Can’t  remember. Why did you leave?

LAUREL

It was getting harder to pick out alternative phrases to “Yes, Socrates, I entirely agree.”

STANEK

The woman who rivaled my wit.

LAUREL

Our verbal attacks were amusing.

STANEK

Wonderful years.  

LAUREL

All in the past.

STANEK

I was difficult to live with but I’ve changed. 

LAUREL

How?

STANEK

Mellowed, attained a certain station in life. I have a flat in London.  If you crick your neck, you can see St. Paul’s.

LAUREL

But I don’t want to crick my neck.

STANEK

I’m known in certain circles.

LAUREL

I understand that, and respect it--from a distance.

STANEK

Not a bad life. Problem is I have no one to share it with.

LAUREL

You have you.  Look, I do have some fond memories of our time together... 

STANEK

What I wanted to hear.

LAUREL

Promise you’ll leave Kip alone. You seem fine at the moment and the last thing he needs is a lawsuit. 
STANEK

Why, have there been others?

LAUREL

I meant he’s too brilliant to be distracted.  Oh, don’t sulk!
STANEK

But surely you feel it: the anguish of being alive in this world.

LAUREL

When I’m with you I feel a cosmic futility hangs over all human efforts.

STANEK

That’s the woman I love.

LAUREL

Our differences are too great. We can never be together again.

STANEK

I think you’re wrong.  (Attempts to hug her.)
LAUREL

(Untangling.)
Look, this isn’t a good time…for either of us…to reclaim our youth.

STANEK

Our age is the perfect time. If you’re worried my health problems have left me…

LAUREL

Well, there is the hole in your stomach.
STANEK

(Reminded anew; clutches stomach.)
Oh!

LAUREL

Oh, honesty.
STANEK

I know I have problems...

LAUREL

(Licking the inside of her empty glass.)

Glad you admit…

STANEK

I suppose, like your drinking, one or two are embarrassing, but…

LAUREL

(Stung;payback.)
I’ll have to remember: Rochester had a wonderful poem about impotence.

STANEK

That’s not what I…!

LAUREL

As you might imagine, he was against it.  (She begins to leave.)
STANEK

Do you blame me?

LAUREL

What for?

STANEK

Your drinking. You were always prone to it, and my binges didn’t help. For that I’m sorry.

LAUREL

Who told you I had a drinking problem?

STANEK

No one.  It’s the way you do it.  You hold the glass as if it were your happiness.

LAUREL

That was unnecessarily accurate.

   (We hear running in the hallway. LAUREL exits. STANEK follows her into bedroom.) 

SCENE NINE

Enter PHILIPPE, running, chased by CHERIE. She is dressed provocatively and swinging his shirt playfully 
PHILIPPE

S’il vous plait, Cherie!  Give me my shirt!

CHERIE
Why won’t you play with me?

PHILIPPE
You do not listen: I have other clients.

CHERIE
But I love you, Philippe!

PHILIPPE
And I love you, Cherie.  Your happiness is always on my mind. But I have responsibilities.

CHERIE
Responsibilities! You told me you would never grow older.
PHILIPPE
And so it will be.  I love to play our game but I must be dressed for my clients.  

CHERIE

Not all your consultations end with your clothes on.
PHILIPPE

But it is proper that they begin that way. Won’t you give me my shirt?

CHERIE
Whose room is this?
PHILIPPE

A client’s.

CHERIE

(Indicating the bar.)
Why is there no jar of pâté?
PHILIPPE

Pâté!  Why do you ask?

CHERIE

There is a jar in my room and in all the rooms I chase you into.

PHILIPPE

(Distain.)
They are compliments of Société  Pâté.  Now I must go.  S’il vous plait: the shirt.

CHERIE

You’re always going.

PHILIPPE

When we are married it will be such a happy life!  There will be time for games and…

CHERIE

Philippe, will you always be happy?

PHILIPPE

Oui, always.
CHERIE

(Sighs.)

There is a side of life that is tragic.

PHILIPPE
Ma Cherie, what can you mean?

CHERIE

If you knew more about me, why I am here at this hotel …But I say too much. Tell me about your clients.
PHILIPPE

This again. My clients deserve my discretion. S’il vous plait, Cherie. The Maestro is next, and then Monsieur Bliss needs me on the roof.
CHERIE
(Sudden interest.)
The roof?  What are you plotting with that old American?

PHILIPPE
I am not at liberty to say. 

CHERIE
Just one hint.
PHILIPPE
All I can say is that, after tonight, there will be new hope for the innocents.
CHERIE

What innocents?
PHILIPPE

Loving creatures that they wrench from our arms. Who hears their cries?  Who sees their tears?  Our outrage is stirred; we rise up tonight!

CHERIE

Tonight!  

PHILIPPE

Oui.  Now--my shirt?

CHERIE

Tell me more about tonight.
PHILIPPE

Non!

CHERIE

If you love me…
PHILIPPE

You know I love you.

CHERIE

Just one hint.

PHILIPPE

I refuse to speak.

CHERIE

Don’t speak: tell me in another way.

PHILIPPE

Very well. (Makes a loud whistling sound of a rocket taking off, pause, then exploding.)

CHERIE
No one is safe in Paris tonight!
(The door to KIP’S room opens.)
SCENE TEN
Enter KIP with black doctor’s bag.  CHERIE and KIP eye each other with sudden and unusual interest. It’s as if they had suddenly seen their other half. CHERIE exits, with PHILIPPE’S shirt.
.

KIP

Who was that woman just now?

PHILIPPE

Cherie.  Another client.  With a penchant for undressing her lovers.  If it's not your

clothes she's after, it's your secrets. 

KIP

I was just tackled by a woman with a baton!
PHILIPPE

The Maestro.
KIP

That explains the baton.
PHILIPPE

She’s also a gymnast. Like myself.
KIP

Of course she is.  (KIP peers into the bedroom.) Oh great, now they’re in the bedroom   Stop stalling: tell me about this lawyer. What’s his specialty?
PHILIPPE

Litigation.

KIP

What kind of litigation?

PHILIPPE

Extreme.

KIP

Extreme litigation?


PHILIPPE

EXtremelitigation.  Comes from the Catholic.

KIP
You get madder by the minute.

(KIP opens bag and prepares an injection with a long needle.)
PHILIPPE

What are you doing?

KIP
I’m worried about our poet’s condition.

PHILIPPE

You don’t look worried.

KIP

If I look worried the patient will feel it.

PHILLIPE

And what will he feel when you jab him with that?

KIP

Better. 

PHILIPPE

(Grabs bottle.)
What’s this?

KIP

Give me that!

PHILIPPE

Why can’t I…?
KIP

Be careful!

(PHILIPPE shakes bottle.)
KIP

Don’t shake it!

PHILIPPE

Pardon.  (He drops the bottle.)
KIP

What are you doing?!  (Picking it up from the floor.) You’ll ruin the effect!

(PHILIPPE grabs bottle and needle, tosses them into bag. KIP tries to grab bag and
PHILIPPE begins to move quickly and artfully around the suite as KIP chases him,

retrieves the bag, then losses it again after PHILIPPE chases him. When things begin to get out of hand, PHILIPPE stops and says:)
PHILIPPE

I know it sounds un-American, but violence is never the answer.

KIP

I’ll give you an answer!

PHILIPPE

Give me several. (With notebook.)  How long have you and Madame been lovers?

KIP

What?

PHILIPPE

When did you meet?

KIP

Three months ago. 

PHILIPPE

Where?

KIP

My pain clinic.  

PHILIPPE

And what was her complaint?

KIP

Lack of energy.
PHILIPPE

What did you prescribe?

KIP

More activity.

PHILIPPE

Could you be more precise?

KIP

I asked her back to my place. 

PHILIPPE

Ah, joie de vivre! How else do you make Laurel happy?
KIP

 I supervise her diet and exercise programs and I never mention the state of the world. 

PHILIPPE
And what makes you happy?

KIP
Medicine, science. The mystery of it all.

PHILIPPE

 Example?

 (KIP takes STANEK’S water glass and a spoon from the bar.)
KIP

Well, here. Why does this spoon look broken in a glass of water?  

PHILIPPE

Pourquoi?
KIP

The refraction of course.

PHILIPPE

(Writing in his notebook.)

You are fascinated by a spoon.

KIP

A spoon in water.  Are you looking?

PHILIPPE

(Closing his book.)
You are outmatched in love. You lack passion, romance and soul…
(Suddenly we hear the loud opening chords of Mahler’s Fifth Symphony; the chandelier begins to move.)

KIP

(Jumps.)

Jesus!

PHILIPPE
(Looking to ceiling as the music suddenly stops.)

I told her seven-thirty. But a timely illustration: the Maestro reminds us of passion. 

We will continue our consultation later. In the meantime: find your soul.
KIP

What about the lawyer? (PHILIPPE exits.)  Mad frog! 
(The bedroom door opens and KIP scurries to the curtains, needle in hand.)
SCENE ELEVEN
LAUREL
(Offstage)

And he never gets depressed.
Enter LAUREL and STANEK.  She is dressed for dinner and carries her shoes.
STANEK

But to make love to a doctor--how does one attempt it?  First there’s that smell. And he’s humorless.

LAUREL

Kippy has a sense of humor.

STANEK

“This won’t hurt as much as when you get my bill?” 

(LAUREL sits and puts on her shoes.)
LAUREL

Well, he takes care of me. We work out together. He keeps me young.  

STANEK

And what is his great passion? 

LAUREL

Me.

STANEK

Certainly my passion is incontestable. 

(LAUREL rises and fixes her hair in mirror.)
LAUREL

Well, it’s not going away.      

STANEK

What?

LAUREL

Zip me up.

STANEK

How does it feel to be the most beautiful women in Paris?

LAUREL

Oh, stop.

STANEK

Do you remember the beginning?

LAUREL

I thought you were the most stimulating man I’d ever met.  And the most annoying,

STANEK

When I first saw you, I thought my blood would shoot out of my arteries.

LAUREL

Charmant. Tell me about your women.  I’ll wager they all left.

STANEK

Well…   

LAUREL

And for the same reason: you’re peculiar. That and your snarling.

STANEK

One liked my snarling.  But yes, they all left.

LAUREL

Were you having an affair, at the end of our marriage?

STANEK

Don’t recall. Were you?

LAUREL

I won’t say.

STANEK

The man in the English department?

LAUREL

That wasn’t a man, dear; that was a graduate student.

(They move to loveseat. KIP sneaks out of the curtains and crawls behind loveseat.)
STANEK

I couldn’t teach in America today. The Academy is all about marketing.
LAUREL

What a snob you’ve become.  Still, I congratulate you: from your working class roots to a poet in London.

STANEK

Yes.

LAUREL

You always wanted to be a gentleman.  And now you are.

STANEK

And you’re my lady in Paris.

LAUREL

Aren’t we grand?
(KIP crawls from behind loveseat and is about to stick STANEK’S ankle with needle.)

STANEK
(Rising suddenly.)
Come back to London with me.  

(KIP sticks the love seat.)
LAUREL

Kip is taking me to Toulouse, to look up my family.

STANEK

Discover your roots.

LAUREL

Yes, then we plan to go further south…to visit…

STANEK

…the wine country?

LAUREL

(Stung; bait.)
I’d love to see London again…

STANEK
Yes?

LAUREL

(Switch.)
But you don’t, as I recall, travel well.

STANEK

Travel is work by other means; I always arrive drenched in annoyance. Come with me.

LAUREL

(Rising, looking in mirror.)
I might grow to be amused by you again, but…

(We hear laughing and running in the hallway.)   

STANEK

What is that?

LAUREL

Laughter, dear.  You hear it from time to time, especially among the youth. This needs a scarf.

STANEK

Laurel…

(LAUREL enters her bedroom and STANEK follows. KIP rises and moves toward the door of his suite; it opens and he collides with PHILIPPE, who is now minus his pants.)
SCENE TWELVE
PHILIPPE
Doctor! Give me your pants!

KIP
What!

PHILIPPE

Quickly, your pants!

KIP

Get away from me!

PHILIPPE

But I need your trousers!

KIP

What for?


PHILIPPE

An important ceremony.

KIP

Where are your pants?

(PHILIPPE moves KIP to balcony and points.) 
KIP

The flagpole?

PHILIPPE

Oui.

KIP

How did they…?

PHILIPPE

Cherie. I refused to tell her about the rocket.
KIP

The rocket!

PHILIPPE

S’il vous plait, your pants.

KIP

You can’t have my pants!

PHILIPPE

You do not wish to be happy?

KIP

What do my pants have to do with…?
PHILIPPE

Everything.  The greatest happiness comes from making others happy. 

KIP

By giving up my pants?  
PHILIPPE

Oui.  (PHILIPPE tugs at his belt.)
KIP

Get your hands away from there!

PHILIIPPE

Once again you refuse to be intimate.  

(Pause, hits a button.)
KIP

(Dejected.)
What ceremony?

PHILIPPE

I have no time to explain, but suffice it to say that without your pants I cannot contribute to an event that will rock the foundations of Europe.

KIP

What are you blubbering about?

PHILIPPE

Liberty!  Join, fight with us and make these tyrants tremble. 
KIP

Tyrants?

PHILIPPE

Exactement.

KIP

But…

PHILIPPE

Doctor: I must have your answer.
KIP

But…

PHILIPPE

All of France holds its breath: will you or will you not give me your pants?  

(Pause; KIP considers carefully.)
KIP

You can have my shirt.

(KIP removes his shirt, PHILIPPE grabs shirt and flees. LAUREL AND STANEK reenter.  KIP returns to curtains.)
SCENE THIRTEEN
STANEK

What can he give you besides better health?

LAUREL

Answers.  He asks questions and gets answers.  You ask questions and there are no answers.

STANEK

When we were young questions enlivened you. You didn’t care about answers.  We were so right for each other.

LAUREL

Only in your imagination.  Which is quite wonderful.  What are you imagining now?

STANEK

A protracted lawsuit.

LAUREL

I don’t believe you.

STANEK

I think I’ll sue for breach of passion.  Put a stop to people like him. 

LAUREL

Oh honestly.
(KIP dashes from the curtains to behind the love seat.)
STANEK

Did you see that?

LAUREL

See what?

STANEK

Behind us, just now.

LAUREL

You’re ridiculous, Stanek. You live in your imagination.

STANEK

Where better?

LAUREL

You see things that aren’t there. 

STANEK

They are there.

LAUREL

 What’s that speech from A Midsummer Night’s Dream?
STANEK

We used to recite it in bed.

LAUREL

I remember.

(KIP pops his head out as they cozy up and recite.)

STANEK

The lunatic, the lover and the poet…

LAUREL

(Pointedly.)

Are of imagination all compact:

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold…

STANEK
That is the madman…

LAUREL

The lover, all as frantic…
STANEK
Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt…

LAUREL

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling…

STANEK

Doth glance from heaven to earth, 

From earth to heaven…

LAUREL

And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown…

STANEK
…the poet’s pen

Turns them to shapes,

LAUREL AND STANEK

And gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a name.

(They kiss. As KIP is about to strike, we hear a gunshot from above; he drops the needle.)

LAUREL

What was that!

STANEK

I’m not sure.

LAUREL

It sounded like a gun shot.

STANEK

From above. 
LAUREL

This hotel seems to breed chaos.
STANEK

I find it stimulating.  
LAUREL

Yes, dear, I imagine you do.  But I’d just as soon not be shot. Close the balcony doors, would you?

(STANEK  rises and does so, nearly unveiling KIP in the curtains.)
STANEK

See how precious our time is?  When I saw you at the Louvre today, my youth came rushing back.  My one true love, my muse…

LAUREL

Oh Stanek, stop. 
STANEK

What’s wrong?

LAUREL

You’re behaving like a child. 
STANEK

I’ll never be mature, I’m an artist.
LAUREL

(Rising.)
I know this feeling.

STANEK

What?

LAUREL

From years ago.

STANEK

Tell me.

LAUREL

You want me to share that burden.

STANEK

Burden?

LAUREL

You want me to take care of you and feel that pain you feel, and …

STANEK

Say it.

LAUREL

And…take life seriously.

STANEK

I remember this part, too.  You refuse to stare into the abyss. You just want to be

…happy!  
LAUREL
And who could blame me, after spending ten years with you! 

STANEK

I could blame you!  Some of my students have a better appreciation for the tragic sense. 
LAUREL
No doubt the ones who come late to registration and are forced to enroll in "The Fallacies of Hope: A Survey of Despair."
STANEK

At least I have students.

LAUREL

How I don't know.  You mock them and call them names.

(CHERIE suddenly enters from balcony, frantic, gun in hand, and hurries behind the curtains.)
STANEK

If I call my students craven fucks, it is to light a fire under their complacent asses.  If I were to call you a craven fuck, it would be to light a fire under your conventional ass.

(Two figures begin to struggle in the curtains.)
LAUREL

Conventional!  Pray, Lord Stanek: what could be more conventional--or American--than a lawsuit?  This pose as an expatriate is laughably pretentious.  Go back to London with you?  I can see myself in a year: this scrubbed English look, this “I ought to be at Ascot” look!

STANEK

Mocking British culture is so American.

(The needle and the gun appear in the curtain’s openings as STANEK begins to pace 

near the curtains.)
LAUREL

So is hubris! 

STANEK

Hubris!

LAUREL

This was a mistake. We can’t go back.

STANEK

We can.

LAUREL

I’m sorry but I’m looking for a mature relationship.

(The needle is pointing to STANEK’S posterior.)
STANEK

I’ll never be mature; I’m an…OUCH!

(STANEK is stuck.)
LAUREL

What on earth…?

(A loud explosion from the roof; smoke pours in through the balcony doors.) 
(LAUREL moves to part the curtains.)

(KIP appears, bending over CHERIE. They are both disheveled and in a contorted position, which hides the gun and needle from view.)

 ( Blackout.)  

SCENE FOURTEEN
The following morning. 
 KIP enters from his suite, followed by VALERE, who searches the suite.
VALERE
I am prepared to make your stay at Hotel Felicite as pleasant as possible. A comfortable room, a delicious meal and courteous service. I am further prepared to secure you a lawyer. But unlike Philippe, I never dispense advice. 

KIP

Why not?

VALERE

I find the practice patronizing.

KIP

A Frenchmen who’s not patronizing? 

VALERE

I do, however, allow myself…to perceive.

KIP

Perceive?

VALERE

You may address me with a statement and I will respond with a perception. 

KIP

Before she ran off, I was about to offer Laurel a renewal of my commitment: another three months. 

VALERE

I perceive Madame would find more amusement in a new prescription than a refill.

KIP

You think this is amusing.  I administered an injection that altered a man’s entire personality.

VALERE

Your conduct may not meet acceptable standards.

KIP

She’s actually attracted to the ass now.

VALERE

Women are often captivated by the artist.
KIP

This guy is pompous and depressing. 

VALERE

 Despite their annoying personalities, artists speak to the soul.

KIP

That word again. The soul has been disproved by science. 
VALERE

Your mind is absorbed by your work and you do not allow it to intrude into regions where it has no function to perform.  

KIP

I can’t feel what other people feel.   

VALERE

You have no necessity for complex emotions. 

KIP

Where are you going?

VALERE

At the moment, my energies are directed at surveying damage from an explosion, uncovering a murder plot, and finding Philippe.

KIP

Don’t you think that’s a little dramatic?
VALERE

I make it a practice never to contradict a guest, but in reviewing the events of last night-- Monsieur Bliss being shot, a rocket misfiring from the roof, the subsequent fire and evacuation of the hotel​​​​--I consider my reaction to be, as you Americans would say:

“calm, cool…and collected.” Breakfast begins in the Lark Room. I recommend the... (Turns and sees the pâté missing.) pâté.  Bonjour, Doctor.  

KIP
Later.  (Pause.)  Perceiving frog!                                                         
(VALERE exits.)
SCENE FIFTEEN
 KIP sits on loveseat, picks up This Slippery World and reads.

KIP
Amid the toss and chatter
I stood in the dark,
Of all my fleeting hopes
Inside this slippery world.
Yeah, that rhymes.  (Tosses book; rises in agitation.) Ouuuu, I’m a poet. I have a soul. I captivate. (Pause.  Idea.) How hard can it be?
(Returns to couch, takes prescription pad and pen from pocket.  Prepares a clean space, as if for an operation.  Rises, walks to French doors, opens curtains, stares out at the city, all of Paris. Closes drapes.)

Nothing there.
 (Moves around room, looking for inspiration. Finally rests his eyes on bar top. Picks up water glass with spoon inside, puts it on table before him, sits.)
Alright. Fine.  

(Assumes mantle of concentration. Looks to his watch.)

Go!  

(Begins to write.)

Reflecting on…

(Pause.)

Yes!  

(Writes. Pause as he stares intently at glance.)
I’ve got it!

(Writes.  Stops and looks at his watch. Rises.)

Short, clear and it rhymes.

(Picks up pad.   Approaches mirror to recite. PHILLIPE suddenly appears from a location to be announced, stretches and yawns.)
SCENE SIXTEEN
PHILIPPE
Bonjour.
KIP

(Jumps.)
Jesus!

PHILIPPE

Did I startle you?

KIP

You should be in a straightjacket.

PHILIPPE

A doctor’s opinion.  

KIP

Your father’s searching for you.

PHILIPPE

Always. (Opening curtains.)  What a beautiful morning for happiness. See how the light dances on the rooftops?
KIP

How can you speak of happiness, after last night?

PHILIPPE

For the moment all is well: the Maestro is calm, Monsieur Bliss will live, our cause is just, the work goes on.
KIP

I was talking about my happiness!  Laurel’s gone, and so is he. I may have lost her.

PHILIPPE

We are both pain managers, Doctor. In my clinic we don’t lose them.  My clients will be stirring, Monsieur’s troops will be regrouping. (With his notebook.)  I have a short session available if you would like my counsel.

KIP

You’ll listen to my plan?

PHILIPPE

I am here to serve.

KIP

I need someone who understands me.  

PHILIPPE

You see him before you.

KIP

I’ve thought about what you said--about soul.

PHILIPPE

Ah, we are making progress. 

KIP

I’m prepared to meet Stanek on the same battlefield.  

PHILLIPE

What is your plan?

KIP

To present Laurel with a poem.  

PHILLIPE

You’re not serious.

KIP

I overheard them last night.  They were reciting a poem--god awful thing. Then they kissed.  He would have had her in bed if...

PHILIPPE

Leave this battleground.  Poetry is no place for you.

KIP

But I need to be intimate and artful. Don’t you understand?  I just wrote it. 

PHILIPPE

Comme vous voulez.   (What’s done is done.)
KIP

I never dreamed it could be so easy but for me it was.  

PHILIPPE

You surprise me.

KIP

I surprise myself.  Won’t you let me…

PHILIPPE

Very well.

KIP

First look here. (Points to the spoon in the water glass.)
PHILLIPE

Why?

KIP

You’ll see.  Should I begin?

PHILIPPE

Oui.

KIP

I’ll stand here.

PHILIPPE

No better place.

KIP

Ready?

PHILIPPE

My heart is pounding.

KIP

Reflecting on refraction

And my total attraction,
She’s everything I taught her

She’s my spoon in the water.
(He jiggles the spoon in the water as a finale. Pause.)

PHILIPPE

You wrote this.

KIP

Two minutes. 


PHILIPPE

It makes no sense.

KIP

It’s quite clear.

PHILLIPE

You compare your love to a spoon.

KIP

Were you listening?  Not a spoon, this fascinating phenomenon.  

PHILIPPE

Fascinating?

KIP

The refraction.

PHILIPPE

Ah, that again.

KIP

Well?

PHILIPPE

You are determined to be intimate?  

KIP

And artful.

PHILIPPE

What need is there for your poem when poetry is all around you? Walk Laurel down the Champs-Élysées, take a stroll through Jardin des Tuileries, attract a crowd at  Moulin Rouge, share tears of laughter at the Comédie Française, but do not read her that poem.  (PHILIPPE’S cell phone rings. He answers it.) Ah, Monsieur Bliss! What is your condition?  And your heart, stirred as always? What!  Stolen? Our enemies never sleep! Tonight?  But of course.  Flee, Monsieur!  I will pick up the banner! (Quacks and closes the phone. To KIP.)  I must be on my way.
KIP

(Indicating prescription pad.)
I know Laurel. This will amuse her. 

PHILIPPE

If you love her, you will spare her this amusement. (He exits.)
SCENE SEVENTEEN
Enter CHERIE. She is dressed more provocatively than ever.
KIP

What are you doing here?

CHERIE

I thought you loved me.

KIP

What gave you that idea?

CHERIE

You stole my panties.  

KIP

I stole…?

 (KIP retrieves panties from his pocket and hands them to CHERIE.)
CHERIE

And something else, too.

KIP
If you say your virginity, I won’t believe you.

CHERIE

I was referring to my heart.

KIP

You can’t steal a heart.  (CHERIE wheels laundry cart into the room.) What is that?

CHERIE

A laundry cart.  

KIP

What’s come over you?

CHERIE

What do you mean?

KIP

You’re shaking and turning red. 

CHERIE

Am I?

KIP

You’re displaying symptoms common among kleptomaniacs. 

CHERIE

Also among girls in love.

KIP

You’ve obviously stolen that cart.

CHERIE

I’ve stolen what’s inside.  Don’t you want to look?

KIP

No.

CHERIE

I need your help.
KIP

No. That would make me an accomplice. Return what you’ve stolen and never bother me again.
CHERIE
I saw what you did with your needle.
KIP
I heard no complaints; it was consensual.  
CHERIE
I meant…
KIP
Oh, I see.  
CHERIE

Doctor, please…

(The suite door opens.)
KIP

Hurry, go.
SCENE EIGHTEEN
LAUREL enters in a daze, slowly takes off her coat, then heads for the bar. She pours a glass of wine.
KIP

Sweetheart?

LAUREL

(Ignoring him.)
It began with a cruise on the Seine. The night was fair and Stanek was loosed upon the world.  A new Stanek, a happy Stanek. We jumped off the boat and danced til dawn at a nightclub called Amnesia. We ended our reunion in a cemetery amid thousands of 

ghoulish tombs.   

KIP

Say anything about suing me?

LAUREL

Away from the living, surrounded by the dead, he climbed the terraces in the morning air, singing.  

KIP

Singing?

LAUREL

At Edith Piaf’s grave he sang La Vie En Rose.  At Jim Morrison’s grave he sang Light My Fire.  He spoke of me as his muse, his inspiration. I fell under the spell of his dark charm. I…fell in love with him again.  
KIP

(Aside.)
The injection!    

LAUREL

All seemed possible, all seemed right…until…

KIP

Until…

LAUREL

He said: “I suppose I should go down…and set up…for the day.”  

Set up? I said.   

“Where I have my things,” he said. 

What things? I asked.

“Notebooks, clothes.”

You’re not…

“No no no…”

You’re not …?

“In a manner of speaking.”

You’re living here!

“My work resides here. I must make the poem what it needs to be.”

Where?

“Down.  Where the light hits the trees and bends like a beggar.”

You’re sleeping…

“Yes,” he said, “At the Tomb of the Unknown Nihilist. 
KIP

Any word on a lawsuit?

LAUREL

Doctor?  Is that you?
KIP

Kippy’s here.

LAUREL

A grown man named Kippy? I expected to find you in the curtains. 

KIP

We’re together, that’s what matters. 

LAUREL

You and I, together?

KIP

That woman means nothing to me.

LAUREL

You appeared rather intimate last night.

(Exit LAUREL to her room, slipping out of her clothes).
SCENE NINETEEN
 PHILIPPE is about to enter from balcony but stops when he sees CHERIE reenter

with cart. He hides in the curtains.
KIP

I told you to go away!

CHERIE

That’s not what you said last night.

KIP

Will you stop referring to last night?  

CHERIE

How can I? You changed my life. 

KIP

One grows accustomed to hearing that, but…

CHERIE

I meant our conversation. Afterwards.
KIP

On the balcony?

CHERIE

Under the moonlight.

KIP

You told me about your father.

CHERIE

And you told me about your mother.

KIP

It was really none of your business.
CHERIE

But you were so…forthcoming.
KIP

Intimate?

CHERIE

Oui.  Especially about your childhood.
KIP

Well, this is a breakthrough.  Did I tell you about the orphanage?
CHERIE

It broke my heart.
KIP

And Mr. Snuggles?

CHERIE

How did you survive?  It is time someone managed your pain, Doctor.
KIP

Gee, ya think?

CHERIE
Doctor, it’s always been my dream to marry a man with a tragic past.
(PHILIPPE opens curtains and mouths “ MARRY?”)
KIP

Really. Well, thank you; you could do a lot worse….MARRY?

CHERIE

Please consider that a proposal.  (She puts the panties back into his pocket.)
KIP

Get totally lost!

(KIP pushes CHERIE and cart out the suite door. PHILIPPE emerges from curtains to follow CHERIE when he hears VALERE and dives behind the chair.)
SCENE TWENTY

VALERE

(From off, to CHERIE as she exits.)
One moment, Mademoiselle …(But CHERIE runs out with cart.)
(VALERE enters with a new jar of pate and places it on the bar as PHILIPPE makes a dash for KIP’s room. VALERE turns and is about to address KIP when he spots a figure moving and follows PHILIPPE into KIP’S room. LAUREL emerges from bedroom.)
LAUREL

(To KIP.)
Do you love me?

KIP

Can you doubt it?

LAUREL

What do you love?

KIP

So many things…

LAUREL

Well?

KIP

Well…

LAUREL

Yes?

KIP

….your brain.

LAUREL

My brain?

KIP

Your brilliant mind. If you watched your sugars, you’d have better cognition.          

LAUREL

What else?

(CHERIE reenters with cart. KIP keeps LAUREL from turning by grabbing her fondly.)
KIP

Your heart.

LAUREL

My heart?

KIP

No cardiac anomalies.

LAUREL

Every woman longs to hear. (Turns as CHERIE enters KIP’S room with cart.)

What is going on?! 
KIP

Housekeeping, dear. 
LAUREL

Again?

KIP

I know what’s next.  “Kippy, tell me about my soul.”

LAUREL

Oh Kip, do you even believe in the soul?

(Enter PHILIPPE  from suite door and is about to follow CHERIE into KIP’S room once more when he spots STANEK on the balcony. He moves to the French doors and we see
them in a lively exchange.)

KIP
It may interest you to know I’ve spent the past thirty minutes being…soulful.

LAUREL

Thirty…?

KIP

Give or take.

(Pause, LAUREL spots poetry book.)
LAUREL

You’ve been reading his poems.

KIP

You’re surprised.

LAUREL

It’s a side of you I….

KIP

Of course. You discredit my views on Art.         

(STANEK is seen gesticulating wildly.)
LAUREL

Well…

KIP

Take the night we saw Hamlet.  

LAUREL

Hamlet?  

KIP

I told you the story lacked clarity.  All that whining, for what?  Just make up your mind.  And the ghost—that’s not believable. 

LAUREL

These thirty minutes…

KIP

Art should be clear and concise. 

LAUREL

Are you a judge of…?

KIP  

These poems lack clarity and rhythm. 

LAUREL

So?
KIP

I’m prepared to meet that ass on his own turf.

LAUREL

I don’t know what that means but it sounds male and stupid. (KIP peels poem off prescription pad and hands it to her.)  A prescrip…?

KIP

Further down.

LAUREL

The handwriting—I can never…(Hands it back to him.  He hands it back to her.  She looks again. Pause.)  It looks like… 
(KIP nods. Pause. Her flirting side seems modestly charmed, she attempts a smile, then drops the poem and darts to the bar. They struggle with the wine glass.) 

KIP
You won’t do this for me?

LAUREL

I’ll be much more receptive...    
KIP

Let go of that glass.

LAUREL

Let go of my wrist!  
(KIP does so; she grabs a bottle and runs to the bedroom. He follows her, in a huff.) 

SCENE TWENTY ONE
PHILIPPE and STANEK enter.
STANEK

Yes, I tell you, I’m a new man. 

PHILIPPE

I am happy for you.

STANEK

There’s a bounce in my step.

PHILIPPE

It’s very becoming.

STANEK

Everything you said yesterday seems the stuff of genius now. I accept the world’s misery as inevitable and look with a kinder eye on everything.
PHILIPPE

Formidable! I am experiencing something new as well.
STANEK

And what is that?
PHILIPPE

I am unlucky in love. 

STANEK

You?  I can’t believe it.

PHILIPPE

It’s true.

STANEK

Try to look on the bright side.

PHILIPPE

Alright, I will.

STANEK

It’s not like you’re the only one.

PHILIPPE

Absolutely.  Tell me, how is our plan proceeding with Madame Laurel? You did not 
burp?

STANEK

Not once.  All was going fine until Laurel objected to my sleeping in the cemetery.

PHILIPPE

You are sleeping in the cemetery?

STANEK

My work resides there.

PHILIPPE

Your happiness depends on it. 

STANEK

Exactly.  

PHILIPPE
The more I think about it my situation may benefit yours.

STANEK

Is that right?

PHILIPPE

The Doctor and one of my clients are bound by their psychological pasts. 

STANEK

The Doctor you say?
PHILIPPE

I of course will never grow older and can only try to understand, but many of my clients are searching for something or someone they lost in their youth.    

STANEK

Are you telling me that quack has found someone as screwed up as himself and may no longer want Laurel?  
PHILIPPE

Oui, events are moving quickly. Our time is precious. You would not object to increasing your happiness?

STANEK

But how could I be happier?

PHILIPPE

By helping others.

STANEK

All my life I’ve fought for the oppressed.  If you think that’s not enough, speak up.

PHILIPPE

Father is searching the hotel for my clients. We need to move them as quickly as possible.  

STANEK

Tell me what to do.

PHILIPPE

(Handing him the keys.)
Move the Maestro from the room above us. 

STANEK

And after that?

PHILIPPE

Find the rocket. 

STANEK

The rocket?

PHILIPPE

Oui.
STANEK

But the rocket misfired. 

PHILIPPE

Sabotage.  

STANEK

Then…?
PHILIPPE

There is another rocket.  

STANEK

Another rocket?

PHILIPPE

A fresh rocket.  It has just been stolen from the laundry room. 

STANEK

The laundry room?

PHILIPPE

But the launcher is safe.

STANEK

I see. Would it betray a confidence to tell me why there are rockets in this hotel?

PHILIPPE

Oui.

STANEK

Could you at least identify our enemies?

PHILIPPE

They are the Enemies of Happiness. Gluttons who stuff themselves at the expense of living creatures!

STANEK

But what do they stuff themselves with?

PHILIPPE

The delicacy of despair.

(PHILIPPE exits onto balcony).
STANEK

(Fascinated by the phrase.)
The delicacy of despair.    

(STANEK exits via main room door.)  
SCENE TWENTY TWO
Reenter KIP and LAUREL                       
LAUREL

Oh darling, I’m really not in the mood.

KIP

One little poem, that’s all I ask.

LAUREL

Maybe…one more drink and I’ll be ready.
(CHERIE quickly exits KIP’S room, looking behind her anxiously, and wheels cart into LAUREL’S bedroom. KIP grabs LAUREL and kisses her.  KIP’s  door opens. VALERE enters and coughs gently.  KIP and LAUREL disengage.)
VALERE
Pardon, Madame, Doctor.  I am looking for Philippe. The matter is of some urgency. 

KIP

He left after a call from a client. 

VALERE

Did you hear him utter the client’s name?

KIP

That guy…someone…shot last night.

VALERE

It is as I feared.  Philippe’s intrigues have disrupted service and caused major damage. And now they threaten a national monument.  

LAUREL

Valere, what can you mean?

VALERE

I have just been informed by the police that the hotel will be closed if the projectile is not discovered within the hour. 

KIP

Projectile?

VALERE

Another rocket, to be precise. The police have just informed me of Monsieur Bliss’s career of launching rockets near celebrated sites to attract attention to his political cause. 

LAUREL

What cause is that?


VALERE

Monsieur is in the forefront of protests over the plight of ducks.

KIP

And what is the plight of ducks?

VALERE

Currently, the crisis concerning their livers.

KIP

Duck livers!   

LAUREL

And goose livers. Pâté de foie gras.

VALERE

Correct, Madame.  

LAUREL

Didn’t I read the Monsieur was responsible for the recent assault on the farms where these birds are raised?

VALERE

Oui.  The outrage was his.

LAUREL

I understand these poor birds are force fed, a cruel practice outlawed by…

VALERE

I understand your concern, Madame.  On the other side of the controversy are those who claim that to ban the delicacy would bankrupt the kitchens of France. The creamy liver is a favorite in the best restaurants. It occupies a special place on the menu of The Lark Room. 
KIP

You mentioned a monument.

VALERE

Oui. The police may soon be aware of Philippe’s involvement in the conspiracy.

LAUREL

Conspiracy?

VALERE

(Displays a map.)
I have just recovered the flight plan from the roof.  With Monsieur Bliss in seclusion, I believe Philippe will try again. 

LAUREL

Try what?

VALERE

First, to fly the rocket through the Arc de Triomphe. 

LAUREL

That boy’s libido continues to fascinate.

KIP

Then what?

VALERE

The rocket’s trajectory follows a sinister path to a large site on the outskirts of Paris.

LAUREL

Which is?

VALERE

Grand Factorerie Pate. The conspiracy must fail. At this very moment members of the Société Pâté are gathering in The Lark Room to finalize the menu for tonight's celebration which launches the beginning of their European tour. Can you imagine the scandal if a rocket is launched from the roof of Hotel Felicite which destroys a liver factory? 
LAUREL

Oh Valere, what will you do now?

VALERE
I must find my son before it is too late. I owe it to France.

LAUREL

Poor boy, he means well.

VALERE

I fear that, like his mother, he will never learn the ways of the world. And now I must warn you to be vigilant in another matter. I have been called away the last few evenings after being informed that my wife escaped from the facility. She was last seen near the Bastille two nights ago. 

LAUREL
You think she’ll come here.

VALERE

It is where her heart beats.  Bonjour.  
LAUREL

Au revoir.
(VALERE exits.)
KIP

Duck livers!
(KIP huffs into his room followed by LAUREL. VALERE exits out the suite door. Enter STANEK from balcony; he listens at door of KIP’S suite, smiling. KIP’S door opens and STANEK hides in curtains.)
SCENE TWENTY THREE
Reenter LAUREL and KIP.
KIP

What’s wrong?

LAUREL

Me?

KIP

Yes.

LAUREL

Nothing.

KIP

Good.

LAUREL

It’s just that…

KIP

Yes?

LAUREL

Never mind.

KIP

No, go ahead.

LAUREL

There’s a woman in your bed.

KIP

Oh, that.

LAUREL

Yes, dear.

KIP

You want to know…

LAUREL

If it’s not too much trouble.
KIP

…why…

LAUREL

Would you mind?

KIP

Not at all.  She’s my patient.

LAUREL

Your patient.

KIP

Yes. 

LAUREL

Who is she?

KIP

She’s a conductor. 

LAUREL

That explains the baton.

KIP
She’s also a gymnast.

LAUREL

A gymnast!

KIP

That’s right. 

LAUREL

What is she doing in your bed?

KIP

I’m not really sure. She wasn’t there before.

LAUREL

Where are you going?

KIP

To ask her what she’s doing in my bed. She may need another… (He grabs his medical bag.) I mean she’s a menace with that boom box and in the hallways…doing cartwheels and knocking people over…

LAUREL

Is that how you solve all your problems? Go around sticking people with needles whenever they get in your way or don’t do what you want…(Pause) Wait!

KIP

Yes, dear?

LAUREL

Something’s been nagging me since…

KIP

Nagging? You?

LAUREL

Stanek! You gave him an injection!  (STANEK reacts inside the curtains.)
KIP

Well…

LAUREL

Tell me. 
KIP

If I did, it was to manage his pain. 

LAUREL

Avoid a lawsuit!  

KIP

Yes, but…

LAUREL

How could I be so stupid?

KIP

Don’t blame yourself.

LAUREL

I thought he changed for me!

KIP

We can’t say why or for whom he changed. The drug needs more testing.

LAUREL

He went from sad to glad!
KIP

And it will be noted in the study.

LAUREL

You could have killed him!

KIP

Show me the data. 


LAUREL

The data?

KIP

Deaths from trial drugs are laughably low.

LAUREL

What?

KIP

Statistically irrelevant.

LAUREL

When he finds out he’ll sue you!

KIP

He’s already doing that!

LAUREL

You should be barred from your profession! 

(LAUREL confiscates his bag and puts it on bar.)
KIP
Don’t be ridiculous. I was trying to help him. I had no idea it would make him HAPPY!  

(KIP enters his room followed by LAUREL. CHERIE emerges from LAUREL’S bedroom with cart. STANEK emerges from curtains in pursuit of black bag and collides with CHERIE who runs back into LAUREL’s room. STANEK looks inside cart and sees rocket. He locks CHERIE in the bedroom, grabs medical bag from bar and returns to curtains as KIP’S door opens.)
SCENE TWENTY FOUR
Reenter LAUREL and KIP.
LAUREL

Where did she go?

KIP

How should I know?  

LAUREL

Perhaps the orchestra arrived.

KIP

Or another gymnast.

LAUREL

What happened between you last night?

KIP

She chased me with a baton.

(Three taps on LAUREL’S bedroom door.  KIP looks away.)
LAUREL

There’s no use pretending you didn’t hear that.             

KIP

Hear what?

(Three more taps.)
LAUREL

Who do you have in there?

KIP

Where?

CHERIE

(Through door.)
Is that you, Doctor?

LAUREL

What’s that woman doing in my bedroom?

KIP

Perhaps I should ask you.

LAUREL

What!

KIP
It’s probably housekeeping.
LAUREL

The maid perhaps.
KIP

That would explain it.

CHERIE

(Through door.)
I’m not the maid!

LAUREL

She’s not the maid.

KIP

Whoever she is, she’s obviously wandered into the wrong suite.

LAUREL.

And locked herself in my bedroom. (Two more knocks.) Are you going to let her out?  

(KIP, sweating bullets, searches for something to wipe his brow and pulls out the red panties, wipes brow.) 

What are those?
KIP

Dear?

LAUREL

Those.
CHERIE

(Through door.)
Doctor, we have to talk. About last night.

KIP

(Throwing up his arms.)
Well, that’s it.

LAUREL

Where are you going?

KIP
To pack.  

LAUREL

Pack?

KIP

I’m leaving Paris.

LAUREL

But you brought me here.  You promised me Christmas in the south of France.

KIP

Not a promise, something we talked about, if…

LAUREL

If?

KIP

…things worked out.  In Paris.  
LAUREL

In our separate rooms?

CHERIE

(Through door.)
Doctor, please!

(STANEK crawls out of curtains with needle in his mouth and moves toward KIP.)
KIP

You know perfectly well I do not like younger women as much as…

LAUREL

Women my age?

KIP

Yes.  In fact before last night I was planning to propose a three month extension.

LAUREL

A what?

KIP

I thought we were moving in a positive direction. I was learning from the relationship and you were…

CHERIE

(Through door.)
Doctor!

KIP

Look, life is short. I know older people come with baggage….

LAUREL

What people?

KIP

…and take time to make up their minds...

LAUREL

Their brilliant minds?

KIP

Yes, these symptoms come with age, these are known and recognized complications …but relationships call for prudence…

LAUREL

Intimacy!

KIP

You’re intimate with the entire world.  I need moderation, restraint…

LAUREL

You emotional slacker!

KIP

Me, a slacker?

LAUREL

Your online name is Paindude!

KIP

I’m from California and I’m a pain specialist!  (STANEK sticks his ass.)  OUCH! 

(STANEK  hurries behind cart as PHILIPPE enters from balcony.)
PHILIPPE

Anyone see a young woman in red panties wheeling a laundry cart containing a rocket?
LAUREL

(Pointing to bedroom.)

There!
KIP

(Points to cart.)
And there!                                             

PHILIPPE

Merci.
(STANEK’s hand pops up behind cart, hands PHILIPPE keys, PHILIPPE opens LAUREL’S bedroom door and enters.) 

LAUREL

I don’t know what possessed me to come to Paris with someone as emotionally immature…

KIP

(Looking around and rubbing his butt.)
You came to Paris with me because I’m young, I’m rich and I’m rational.

LAUREL

Statistics!
(The bedroom door opens and STANEK crawls back behind couch.)
SCENE TWENTY FIVE
Enter PHILIPPE and CHERIE.  They dart to the laundry cart and begin to tug on it.
PHILIPPE

Let go, Cherie!  

CHERIE
You let go!

PHILIPPE

Think of what you’re doing!

CHERIE

I know what I’m doing!

PHILIPPE

You have stolen my heart and my pants. Why this?
CHERIE

Philippe, there is more to me than meets the eye.
LAUREL

(To KIP.)

You’ve seen that part, haven’t you?
PHILIPPE

Pardon, you leave me no choice.  (PHILIPPE pulls hard on the cart and CHERIE falls.)
CHERIE

Help!
LAUREL

Stay put.

KIP
I can’t, I’m a healer.
(KIP comes to CHERIE’S aid.  PHILIPPE motions to STANEK to help push the cart into KIP’S room.  STANEK does so and exits.)

CHERIE
We have to talk, Doctor.
KIP

(Helping her up.)
We’ve talked enough.  
(Mahler’s Fifth Symphony begins to play in KIP’S room and athletic sounds are heard from within.)
LAUREL

(To KIP.)
Your other “patient” is calling.
PHILIPPE

What a time for the Maestro!  Still, she sounds happy. 

(CHERIE looks to see the cart is missing. PHILIPPE opens KIP’S door and the laundry cart comes flying out, with STANEK on top, conducting music with the baton.)  

KIP

What the hell…
LAUREL

Stanek!
(STANEK jumps off cart. The musical barrage continues as CHERIE and PHILIIPE dart to the cart and begin tugging. LAUREL walks to the bar for a drink, STANEK follows her and entreats her. KIP joins CHERIE.  LAUREL motions to cart and pushes STANEK to help PHILIPPE. STANEK joins PHILIPPE tugging, as LAUREL imbibes and regards the scene with amusement. PHILIPPE spots something on the bar, and indicating his place, waves LAUREL to come over and take it. LAUREL puts down her glass, moves to the cart and joins tugging with STANEK. PHILIPPE darts to the bar as he removes his white gloves from his coat, puts them on hurriedly. He lifts the jar of pâté with distain, walks toward the balcony. The music suddenly stops. As he is about to walk onto the balcony, the cart bumps PHILIPPE and he falls offstage. The sound of the jar breaking attracts everyone’s attention; they stop and look toward balcony.)
LAUREL

Philippe!

STANEK

Philippe!
(CHERIE steps out on the balcony, looks down and screams. End of Act One. )
ACT TWO
SCENE ONE
 A short time later. PHILIPP is seated on loveseat, dazed. LAUREL sits beside him. The others hover around. STANEK is smiling and observing KIP for signs of the drug’s effect.
PHILIPPE

Where am I?

LAUREL
You’re in my room, dear.  You’ve had a nasty spill.
PHILIPPE

(To STANEK.)
Why are you smiling?

STANEK

I’m happy

LAUREL

(Aside to KIP.)
Tell him why he’s happy.
KIP

Quiet.

PHILIPPE

(To STANEK.)
You came to Paris to study nihilism. How can you smile? 
STANEK

I’m sorry?

PHILIPPE

Don’t you know that life is a merry-go-round of frustration and disappointment?
CHERIE

Oh, my poor Philippe!

LAUREL
(To KIP.)
Do something!

CHERIE
Don’t you want to chase me, Philippe?
PHILIPPE

Cover yourself.  This is a hotel, not a brothel.

CHERIE

Ohhh!  Did you hear…?
LAUREL

Clearly, dear.  Move. (Shoves CHERIE and KIP comes forward.)
CHERIE

(Falling into STANEK.)
Ohh..!

STANEK

(Catching CHERIE in his arms.)
Hello, there.
KIP

(Tottering.)
Stand back, I’m in charge.  
STANEK

Something wrong, old boy?

KIP

I’m fine.
LAUREL

What are you doing here, Stanek?

STANEK

Spreading cheer.  (To CHERIE.) Is that better, dear?
CHERIE

Oui, Monsieur.

LAUREL

You’re grasping that girl in a ridiculous manner.

KIP

(To PHILIPPE. Displaying three shaking fingers in front of him.)
How many fingers do you see?
PHILIPPE

What does it matter?
KIP

You may have a concussion.
PHILIPPE
It would make no difference. 
KIP

It could threaten your life.

PHILIPPE

It is a life with no purpose, no meaning, no truth, no value.
STANEK
No one can espouse nihilism like a Frenchman!

LAUREL
Shut up, Stanek.  (To KIP.) Listen. Valere said Philippe was dropped on his head as a child. And that may have been the cause of his affliction.

KIP
What affliction?
LAUREL

His chronic happiness.
KIP
That symptom doesn’t appear.
LAUREL

Brilliant.  What I’m trying to tell you is that something’s been knocked around in there.
KIP

What are you suggesting?

STANEK

We drop him on his head again.

LAUREL

No, you idiot.  
KIP

Then what?

LAUREL

Examine his head!

(Kip is feeling his own head and appears dizzy.)
KIP
What?

LAUREL

His head!

KIP

Alright, alright.
STANEK

Dizzy, Doctor?
KIP
Move. Where’s my bag?

CHERIE
Here it is. 
LAUREL
(To PHILIPPE.)  
Hold on, dear. (To STANEK.) Get that ridiculous look off your face.
STANEK

I can’t. 
LAUREL

That’s just the point.  There’s something you should know…
STANEK
The needle? 
LAUREL

You know?

STANEK

Last night I thought that pinch in my ass came from you.

LAUREL

No, dear. 
STANEK

If I weren’t so happy, I’d sue the bastard.

LAUREL

But you’re not happy.

STANEK
Only pharmaceutically, but I think we should take advantage of the situation.

LAUREL

How?

STANEK

Return with me to the cemetery.

LAUREL

What!

STANEK

It’s a lovely day and you haven’t seen Oscar Wilde or Proust...

CHERIE

(To KIP.)
I’ve been sent by my father to follow Monsieur Bliss and stop his campaign against the pleasures of life.
KIP

The fact remains: if you really wanted me you wouldn’t want a rocket.
CHERIE

I only want to destroy it.  Doctor, you’re shaking and turning red!
KIP
(Feet giving out.)
These are symptoms common among ….

CHERIE
(Moving KIP to chair.)
…men who have suffered like you. Tell me how I can manage your pain. (Whispers.)
 Believe I love you and your tragic past. Whatever happens next, whatever you hear about me…
(LAUREL interrupts KIP and CHERIE. KIP is struggling to apply a blood pressure cuff and CHERIE is helping him.)
LAUREL
What are you doing?
KIP

What does it look like?
CHERIE
LAUREL

In love?

CHERIE

In a tragic way. Isn’t it beautiful?

LAUREL

(Moving her toward STANEK.)
Stand over there.  (To KIP.)  What’s going on?
KIP

Leave me alone.

LAUREL

Kip, are those tears?

KIP

Of course they’re tears.
LAUREL

What would have caused…?  Is it her? (KIP shakes his head.)  Me?  (Ibid.)  Philippe?
KIP

You know what it is.
LAUREL

I don’t.
KIP

I’m very sensitive right now.
LAUREL

I can see that.
KIP

You think I’m cold and rational.  But I have feelings too.
LAUREL

Of course you do. And these feelings…
KIP

I wrote you a poem!
LAUREL

You mean the words on your prescription pad?
KIP

Yes.
LAUREL
But darling, I couldn’t read your handwriting. Read your poem later.  Right now you need to help Philippe.
KIP

Who?

LAUREL

Your patient.  What do we tell your patient?

KIP

(Taking his own pulse.)
Tell him how valuable early diagnosis is. You see it all started the day I was born…
(LAUREL moves to the bar and takes a bottle.)
I was only a child…and I was an only child…
(LAUREL crosses and enters her room, slamming door.)
SCENE TWO
STANEK is blocking CHERIE and the cart at the suite door. PHILIPPE continues to stare ahead, in a daze.  KIP weeps quietly.
CHERIE

Let me go.
STANEK
I’m sorry, if you’ve stolen this rocket, you’re one of them.

CHERIE

Monsieur?

STANEK

One of the Enemies of Happiness.
CHERIE

Non! I swear.

STANEK
Well, you certainly don’t look like an enemy of happiness. 
CHERIE

Merci.
STANEK

Tell me then: what side are you on?

CHERIE

The side of pleasure.  
STANEK

How can I help?

CHERIE
Let me go. I must destroy this rocket or lose my father’s love.

STANEK

I’m not a Freudian but go carefully here.
CHERIE

Monsieur?
PHILIPPE

(Standing suddenly in a panic.)
I feel myself growing older!
CHERIE

Oh, Philippe! 

STANEK

(Indicating PHILIPPE.)
He needs our help.  Hand me that box of crackers.
(CHERIE does so. STANEK taps PHILIPPE’S head with box of crackers.)
STANEK

How’s that?
CHERIE

Philippe, are you better?

PHILIPPE
Better than what?
CHERIE

Try again.

STANEK

(Tapping once more.)
Anything?

CHERIE

(Shaking her head.)
Let me.  (Takes cracker box and taps his head.)  Anything?
STANEK
Philippe?
PHILIPPE

Go away.
STANEK

  (Picking up poetry book.)
Of course.

CHERIE

Monsieur?

STANEK

The power of the press.  (Taps head with book.) Nothing. (Hands book to PHILIPPE.) You try.  
(PHILIPPE taps his head with book, hands it back to STANEK.)
CHERIE

It’s no use.
STANEK
His was the voice of a new age. 
CHERIE

A light has gone out of the world.

STANEK

What he possessed was good and beautiful. Still, the work must go on. 
CHERIE


(Heading toward the cart and door.)
Exactmente.

STANEK

Not so quick. If I’m to carry on Philippe’s work, I insist on being told what it is. 
CHERIE

Pardon?

STANEK

What is the delicacy of despair?
CHERIE

Despair is a delicacy?  
STANEK

You know; I want to know too.  Pretend you are a poet, what words would you conjure?
.
CHERIE

Refined…and extremely indulgent.

STANEK

Go on.
CHERIE

Delicious, sensuous…
                                                                STANEK

Titillating?
CHERIE

(Shoves him onto love seat.)
A burst of pure lust!
STANEK

What else?

CHERIE

It is smooth and buttery.

STANEK

Smooth and buttery?
CHERIE

(Crawling onto his lap, pressing against him, and tying him up with his scarf.)
Perhaps a little fatty…but in all the right places.
STANEK

I…I see.

CHERIE
The technique dates back five thousand years…

STANEK
More… surely.

CHERIE

The first taste will make you insanely happy.

STANEK

Yes.

CHERIE

The last bite…

STANEK

…ineffably sad!
.
CHERIE
Oui. There are several ways…to serve the delicacy. 
STANEK

Hot!
CHERIE

Contact with the heat needs to be brief, but at a high temperature.

STANEK

I would expect no less.

(Enter LAUREL.)
CHERIE

Spices?

STANEK

Please!
CHERIE

Pepper?

STANEK

Of course!

CHERIE

Paprika?

STANEK

Oh yes!

CHERIE

Salt?
STANEK

SAY IT!!
LAUREL

Pâté!
STANEK

Pâté?
LAUREL

Pâté de foie gras!
(CHERIE runs to door with cart.)

STANEK

(Gesticulates with poetry book in outstretched arms, hits PHILIPPE’S head hard.)
The delicacy of despair!  
PHILIPPE

(Rising, enlivened.)
PÂTÉ DE FOIE GRAS JAMAIS PLUS!
LAUREL

She’s got a gun!

CHERIE
(Brandishing gun.)
VIVA LE PATÉ DE FOIE GRAS!!!      
(CHERIE fires a shot into the ceiling, plaster falls, and she exits with cart.)
STANEK

STOP THAT WOMAN!
(STANEK exits chasing CHERIE. PHILIPPE and LAUREL exchange looks. Blackout.) 

SCENE THREE
An hour later. STANEK is on the floor, leaning against Laurel’s locked bedroom door. He takes up his book of poems, regards it with love. 

STANEK

Hello, boys and girls. Tell Daddy you love him. (Kisses book.)  I’ll always have you to keep me warm at night. (Tosses book aside. Pause. Addresses the locked door.) Laurel, can you hear me?  Tell me there’s somewhere we can meet, somewhere between laughter and despair. I see you there, lounging and resplendent: I know you, Madame: you are Melancholia. (No response; rises.) Oh what a torturous world!  If this is by design it’s a masterpiece!
SCENE FOUR
Enter VALERE from KIP’S room.
VALERE
Pardon, Monsieur. I am here to acquaint you with the current situation. The police…

STANEK

Speak only of love.

VALERE

To do so would remove a full list of events.

STANEK

Very well.

VALERE

Police are still searching for the young woman…dressed in red…wielding a revolver. 

A crowd is forming behind the hotel, armed with placards designed to infuriate members of the Societe Pate. It has also come to my attention that certain of Philippe’s clients have been aiding the fugitive radical, Monsieur Bliss.

STANEK

Oh, what makes you think that?

VALERE

I have just freed two members of the Société Pâté from a linen closet. They had been bound, gagged and stripped of their honorary uniforms.

STANEK

Good god, man, they were dressed as ducks.  Something like this was bound to happen.  You can’t have grown men going around dressed up as ducks without an upsurge in violence… 
VALERE

I take your point, however…

STANEK

Now please clear your mind and focus on my ex-wife.
VALERE

Very well. Madame’s door is locked, not only as a precaution against your entry, but as the result of a scuffle between the Doctor and Madame.

STANEK

Scuffle?

VALERE

After the Doctor…regained his composure, he and Madame…

STANEK

Yes, I saw them on their way to lunch. What happened then?  She came back in a fury and slammed the door in my face.
VALERE

A quarrel erupted between the lovebirds in The Lark Room, when the Doctor concluded their lunch with a poem. 

STANEK

A poem!  What poem?
VALERE

I believe it is, as yet, untitled, but in a striking metaphor the Doctor compared Madame to…a spoon.
STANEK

A spoon!
VALERE

Madame, under slept and intoxicated, took offense. The scene produced two broken plates, one over the Doctor’s head.  He has since informed me of his intention to sue Madame. 

STANEK

I’ll sue him for that!

VALERE

That may not be necessary. The Doctor has informed me of the events of last night and your mutual request for a lawyer. 

STANEK

Yes, I’ve been waiting.  Where is he?  (VALERE coughs gently.) You mean…?
VALERE

There has always been need for a lawyer at Hotel Felicite. I have researched the case and I can now acquaint you with the state of affairs.

STANEK

Please.

VALERE

While it may be legal in America —and in some states actually encouraged—to punch a poet, in France it is a serious offense. 

STANEK

And punching a doctor?

VALERE

There is an increasing number of cases in both countries. All but one remain in litigation.  

STANEK

And that one?

VALERE

Interestingly, the litigant was a poet who was punched by a doctor after refusing to pay his bill.

STANEK

And did the poet punch him back?

VALERE

The poet claimed the bill contained overcharges and administered a substantial response. 

STANEK

And?   

VALERE

The jury found for the poet.

STANEK

The Enlightenment began here. And what did the jury award the poet?

VALERE

A corrected bill. I have just presented these findings to the Doctor.  But it is for you to use this information to extract the Doctor from your lawsuit and extract Madame from his.

STANEK

Brilliant. Splendid. Your hotel is unusal…
VALERE

Merci, Monsieur.  Might I interest you in a room of your own?  

STANEK

I’m not welcomed here.

VALERE

Hotel Felicite is a place where a man with a sour disposition is always welcomed.  Perhaps you would be interested in our Christmas package. 

STANEK
What package?

VALERE

The word I employed was Christmas.
STANEK

Good god, man!  Do I look like someone who celebrates Christian mythology?
Christmas! I’d like to rip Santa’s face off! 

VALERE

Indeed, Monsieur?

STANEK

In America, more people believe in Santa Claus than in evolution.
VALERE

I believe it was your Mr. Eliot who wrote: “Humankind cannot bear very much reality.”

STANEK
Much?  Any!  ( Pause.)  I’ll see the Doctor now. Thank you for your efforts on humanity’s behalf.

VALERE

Monsieur.                                                
(STANEK exits into KIP’S room.)
SCENE FIVE
LAUREL opens her door cautiously and joins VALERE.
LAUREL

Is he gone?

VALERE

Quite gone, Madame.

LAUREL

All that passion, all that darkness.  When I was younger I was attracted to it, like moth to a flame. But now I’m simpler: I just want to be amused.

VALERE

I perceive opportunities lie ahead for you.
LAUREL

You’re so understanding and wise.

VALERE

Merci, Madame. May I acquaint you…

LAUREL
(Taking his arm.)
Oh Valere, let’s you and I run off together.

VALERE

Madame?

LAUREL 

Where would we go?  Capri?  The Riviera?  

VALERE
You flatter me, Madame.  But I am, as you Americans say, “spoken for”.
LAUREL

 Don’t tell me you’ve never thought of it, Valere.

VALERE

Madame is kind to…

LAUREL

Very well, we won’t go away. You’ll arrange a secret dinner in The Lark Room. When should I be ready? 

VALERE

Madame is amusing. Might we turn the conversation back to its initial subject?

LAUREL

And what was that?

VALERE

Your ex-husband.

LAUREL

Oh. What of him?

VALERE

He is presently negotiating with the Doctor to release the Doctor from his lawsuit in exchange for releasing you from the Doctor’s.

LAUREL

Doctor’s…?

VALERE

…lawsuit.

LAUREL

The Doctor is suing me?

VALERE

This was his intention.

LAUREL

What on earth for?

VALERE

Breaking a plate on his head.

LAUREL

He deserved a whole place setting on his head. And Stanek’s in there now?

VALERE

Oui.

LAUREL

Championing my cause?

VALERE

I perceive so.

LAUREL

What gallantry. Still, it’s too late.  

VALERE

Madame?

LAUREL

I have a confession. I love Stanek but I’m not sure I can be with him; it’s too exhausting. And I love Kip, but it’s not exhausting enough. After all these years, and all those men, where am I now?  Still searching for that man to complete me. I’d go mad if it weren’t so amusing. Oh, Valere, it’s all a joke, isn’t it?  We may as well spend the second half of our lives laughing. 

VALERE

There may be something in what you say.

LAUREL

Or there may not. Oh, I’m so confused, I don’t know where I am.

VALERE

If I may be permitted, Madame: you’re where we all are--inside the lunacy that is love.

LAUREL

Why Valere, there’s a poet in you.

VALERE

No, Madame. I perceive, like you, I am only a flirt. 

LAUREL

On your way then.

VALERE

I must now continue my search for Philippe and evict his clients.

LAUREL

Thank god for that. We won’t have to listen to Mahler.

VALERE
Excuse me, Madame.  Did you say Mahler?

LAUREL
Yes, the woman upstairs, all last night. (Nodding to KIP’S door.) And again today. 
VALERE
Next to Philippe, whom she would scarcely remember, her greatest loves were music and gymnastics.

LAUREL

You wife! 
VALERE

She found their purest expression in Mahler.

LAUREL
On dear, that’s too amusing.
VALERE

S’il vous plait: which symphony did she conduct?

LAUREL

The Fifth.

VALERE

It is her call to arms. Pardon, Madame, I must hurry.  
(VALERE exits. LAUREL listens at KIP’S door, then scurries to curtains as it opens.)
SCENE SIX
 Enter KIP and STANEK.  A bandage on KIP’S head. 
KIP

Call me Paindude, my residents do.  

STANEK

Paindude…?

KIP

I feel your pain, I really do. 

STANEK

Yes yes… 

KIP

You see pain comes from the Greek word to punish…

STANEK

I know where pain comes from: women!  So, the matter’s settled?  

KIP

There will be no law suits.  

STANEK

Now, old chap, about Laurel: do you really think you’re right for her?  

KIP

I can keep her young. 

STANEK

Nonsense.

KIP

I can amuse her.

STANEK

We are not on this planet to be amused.

KIP

What are we here for?

STANEK

You tell me.

KIP

A little voice in my head tells me it’s “To love, laugh and be happy.”

STANEK

I had a similar aberration before. 

KIP

I can make Laurel happy.  

STANEK

You can’t make people happy, but you can make them useful. Now, I have a decade’s experience with the woman and we made each other useful. Moreover, in all that time I never sued her.  You, on the other hand…

KIP
Her behavior required a strong response. She’s not perfect.
STANEK

What flaws could you find in her?

KIP

Drinks too much.  

STANEK

And a little devious perhaps.

KIP

Irrational.  But clever.

STANEK

Kind.

KIP

Intelligent.  But pretentious, like you.

STANEK

Refined, witty, tender, elegant, generous…

KIP

…great in bed.

STANEK

I’m sorry?

KIP

We have names for…things.
STANEK            

How juvenile.

KIP

Want to know mine?

STANEK

I do not.

KIP

You’ve changed just now.

STANEK

I’m sorry?

KIP

You’re cold, you’re harsh.

STANEK

Doctor?

KIP

Insensitive.

STANEK

Now look here!

KIP

Don’t shout!  I’m very vulnerable right now.
STANEK

And there's a reason for that. Now listen carefully. You’ve been injected with the same drug you injected into me last night.  

KIP

What!

STANEK

I hate the phrase, but “What goes around comes around.”

KIP

(Looking around frantically.)
Where?!

STANEK

No, no.  (Indicating the Doctor’s posterior.) Here. I stuck you here. 

KIP

But that drug’s still in testing!

(Suddenly we hear a crowd protesting in the streets below.)
STANEK

I just remembered: there is somewhere I must be. 
(STANEK exits. KIP runs into his suite.)
SCENE SEVEN
LAUREL emerges from the curtains.
LAUREL

Oh, Kippy, I thought you were sensitive for me. (Pause.) Men. I want no men in my life. (Moves to bar and pours a glass of wine.)  If only I’d been born less beautiful, intelligent, amusing. It’s all over now. I will spend what time is left in contemplation and repose. Read the classics, keep a diary, walk a dog. I’ll be one of those aging beauties you see on the more fashionable boulevards: proud, sad, alone. (Raises glass to  mirror.)  Ah yes, tomorrow, on the sidewalks of Paris, a little dry, a tad bitter: Madame Sauvignon Blanc.(Toasts, drinks.) But you can call me Savvy. (Pause; sigh.) Still, experience tells me this isn’t the end of it.  There will be another man. Passionate but not frightening.  Young but not cold. A real man. If only I could find a real man. 

(The suite door is suddenly kicked open…)
SCENE EIGHT
Enter from suite door a large duck, holding the rocket below its waist. 
LAUREL

Thank you, God.  Could we do without the feathers? (She moves to take the duck’s head off. PHILIPPE appears, ruffled.)
PHILIPPE

Bonjour.

LAUREL

Oh, Philippe, let’s you and I run off together.

PHILIPPE

If that would make you happy.

LAUREL

You know how to amuse me. What are you doing with that rocket?

PHILIPPE

Waiting to move it to the roof.  But the police are everywhere.

LAUREL

Why are you dressed as a duck?
PHILIPPE

The police have my description. They are looking for a young man in uniform. 
 (Motioning to cart outside the door.) Would you be so kind?
LAUREL

Certainly. (LAUREL retrieves cart from hallway, together they place the rocket in the cart.)  Philippe, you look overwhelmed. Come sit. You shouldn’t be delivering rockets in your condition. How do you feel?
PHILIPPE

Philosophical.
LAUREL

I’m sorry.
PHILIPPE

Yesterday you spoke of happiness.

LAUREL

I remember.
PHILIPPE

You said you can experience happiness but you can also turn against it, because experience tells you this isn’t the end of it.  There will be….what was the word?
LAUREL

Consequences.
PHILIPPE

That was the word.

LAUREL

What’s happened?
PHILIPPE
I fell in love.
LAUREL

And now?
PHILIPPE

Oh, Madame Laurel! My love steals rockets, prefers the tragic view of life and shot the leader of the free duck movement.
LAUREL

She’s not for you.
PHILIPPE

No, she is for another. She confessed everything but the reason for her actions.
When I asked, she fled…and left behind her rocket.
LAUREL

Poor Philippe.  You’re sad now, but perhaps you’re also more aware. 
PHILIPPE

Oui.  What a burden awareness is. Still, the work must go on. I am fortunate to find you.  I need your assistance.

LAUREL

But what can I do, dear?

PHILIPPE

Fight for justice.
LAUREL

Join your protest over the plight of ducks?
PHILIPPE

And geese. 

LAUREL

Your plan is to fire this rocket through the Arc de Triomphe?  

PHILIPPE

Oui.

LAUREL

Then, once it penetrates the Arc, it blows up a liver factory?
PHILIPPE

It will do what it can.
LAUREL

It does seem amusing. What help could I possibly be?

PHILIPPE

We need to get the rocket back to the roof, where… a comrade…is waiting with the launcher. 

LAUREL

You don’t expect me…

PHILIPPE

You will bring attention to a world crisis.  

LAUREL
Pâté de foie gras….

PHILIPPE

…jamais plus!

LAUREL

Jamais plus? “Nevermore.”
PHILIPPE
Say it with me, Madame Laurel!  

PHILIPPE and LAUREL

Pâté de foie gras…jamais plus!

LAUREL

It has a definite ring. Oh Philippe, I do sympathize with your birds but it’s been ages since I’ve been political. 

PHILIPPE

Where is your passion, your exuberance for life?  How can you dismiss the happiness of others?  
LAUREL

Please don’t put it like that, Philippe.

PHILIPPE

Then I put it this way: Can you disregard the wisdom of entire nations that have taken the pledge to save the fowl? Can you turn your back on the courageous people of Italy, Israel, Norway, Sweden, Finland, Denmark, Austria, Germany, Switzerland, Ireland, Argentina,

Poland, Luxembourg, the United Kingdom and the Czech Republic?  And if you can do all that, can you still dismiss the visionaries in your own country--the brave alderman of the Chicago City Counsel?
LAUREL

Oh, dear. Then you haven’t heard: the aldermen rescinded the ordinance.

PHILIPPE

Rescinded?

LAUREL

They repealed the ban.

PHILIPPE

Repealed?

LAUREL

You can eat foie gras in Chicago again.

PHILIPPE

Quelle horreur!  

LAUREL

Now Philippe…

PHILIPPE

Oh, I hate my new awareness!  
LAUREL

I know, I know…

PHILIPPE

To think that in Chicago, the birthplace of America’s free duck movement, such a thing could happen. 
LAUREL

Alright, I’ll help you, Philippe.   

PHILIPPE

Merci, Madame! You are an American with principles; no one will suspect you. Make your  way to the roof and wait for a man who will take you to the launcher. 

LAUREL

How will I know this man?

PHILIPPE

He will be dressed as a duck.

LAUREL

Of course.  What about the police?

PHILIPPE

They will soon be distracted. Comrades are camped out behind the hotel. When I give the signal, they will attack the kitchens.

LAUREL

Did you say kitchens?

PHILIPPE

Oui. Inside the refrigerators lurk the dead livers of our feathered friends. They will not reach the stomachs of Father’s gluttonous guests. Hurry, you must go.
SCENE NINE
Enter VALERE, who is too agitated to see the laundry cart next to the bar.
PHILIPPE
Bonjour, mon pere. As you see, I am in consultation. Perhaps later… 

VALERE
Tell me immediately, Philippe: what transpired between you and the woman you call Maestro? 

LAUREL

Oh dear.

PHILIPPE
Happily, Father. As you know, she is one of my clients and I have attempted to make her happy.

VALERE

Describe this attempt.

PHILIPPE
I was called to her room and asked to listen to Mahler.

VALERE
Which symphony?

PHILIPPE
Fourth.  His romantic.                  
VALERE
Not the Fifth?

PHILIPPE
Our encounter was interrupted by the demands of other clients. 

VALERE

Describe your initial encounter.
PHILLIPE
When I entered the room, the 2nd movement was coursing through her and she began to rub her back against the wall. By the scherzo she was pacing the room, eyes closed, letting the music wash over her. When Mahler gave us the trumpet call, her eyes flashed open and she … (Pause. To VALERE.) We were in consultation; can’t this wait until later?

VALERE

Proceed!

PHILIPPE

Her eyes flashed open and she sprung across the room, mounted the dresser, performed a handspring, tumbled onto the floor, rose again with the scherzo, then suddenly grabbed me and we leaped onto the bed. (Pause. To VALERE.)  I can’t imagine why this would be of interest…

VALERE

Continue!

PHILIPPE

She pulled me to her side, leaping higher and higher, slicing the air with her baton, bouncing with the rhythm, pulsing with the tempo, until suddenly the surge of drums surprised her, and when the cymbals clashed…(Pause; to LAUREL.) This is what I was saying: exuberance and passion and…

VALERE

When the cymbals clashed!

PHILIPPE

When the cymbals clashed, she became the music: one mind, one body with the white hot moment. Neither of us noticed when the headboard broke.
VALERE
Philippe…

PHILIPPE

When I left, I offered to place the headboard outside the room with the dinner plates and bottles.  “Don’t bother,” she said. And I let myself out.  God bless happiness.

LAUREL

Valere? 
VALERE
His story matches that of the woman he calls Maestro.  

LAUREL

You mean…?

VALERE

A frolic, no more.

LAUREL

Thank god.

PHILIPPE

Mon pere?

VALERE

Come, I will explain on the way.  You will stay at my side until the rocket is found.
PHILIPPE
What rocket, mon pere? (Whispering to LAUREL, nodding to the cart.) I’ll be back as soon as Father explains this trifle. In the meantime, we must make others happy.

(PHILIPPE and VALERE exit. LAUREL shrugs, chugs her glass of wine and begins to wheel the cart out of her room, but is interrupted by the entrance of…)

SCENE TEN
Enter CHERIE.  She holds a covered plate and is dressed more provocatively than ever.

CHERIE

Good afternoon.

LAUREL
Hello, dear. Aren’t you in custody yet?

CHERIE
I may be at any moment. I was hoping to find the Doctor. I’ve tried his door but he does not answer.

LAUREL
He may be lying down, with a bandage on his head.

CHERIE
What have you done to him?!

LAUREL

I've discouraged him from prescribing poetry.  What do you have there?
CHERIE

There’s been a raid on the kitchen. The refrigerators were attacked. (Knocks on KIP’S door.) 
LAUREL

And what attack are you planning now?
CHERIE

The Doctor needs his nourishment.
LAUREL

I see; you're here to keep his strength up.
CHERIE

Oui. I’d do anything for a man with a tragic past.

LAUREL

We are talking about the same man?

CHERIE

Oui. One has only to look at his face and see the sorrows of the world.

LAUREL

No, no, you’re confusing the Doctor with my ex-husband.

CHERIE

I assure you I am not. I am the Doctor’s lover. 

LAUREL

You can’t make me jealous. I’ve given him up for politics. 

CHERIE
And I’ve given up politics for him. And everything!  My father’s love and my family’s fortune!    

LAUREL

Oh, do go away.  This is getting more and more ridiculous.

CHERIE
I thought we could be friends and I could trust you.
LAUREL

I’m afraid our different politics make that impossible.  (Lifts the cover on the plate.)
CHERIE

Please understand, it is a sin to waste a delicacy, especially when two people love the way we do.

LAUREL

Pâté de foie gras…jamais plus!

(CHERIE enters KIP’S room. LAUREL exits with cart.)
SCENE ELEVEN
Enter PHILIPPE and VALERE. 

PHILIPPE
I knew she was my mother!  The way we played and laughed! There are no words for this joy!
VALERE

Philippe, if your mother is to stay, it cannot continue like this.

PHILIPPE

Like what, Father?

VALERE

You must give up your clients or you will encourage your mother to…

PHILIPPE

…return us to the Golden Days?  Oui, mon pere, I will. As Joy is my witness. Hotel Felicite will once more be the talk of Paris.  Where life is not a merry-go-round of frustration and disappointment but a glorious reprieve from the cares of the world.

VALERE

Philippe! I am not a young man.
PHILIPPE
But I am, mon pere, and until I fell today I thought I would remain young forever.  

VALERE

Philippe, this is a serious matter!  Where did you fall?

PHILIPPE

On the balcony.

VALERE

Non!  Where did you fall?
PHILIPPE

On my head.

VALERE

Sacré bleu!
PHILIPPE

Do not be alarmed, Father. The fall has restored my balance.

VALERE

Your balance?

PHILIPPE

Oui. I see the world more clearly. I feel myself passing from one phase to another—to a deeper, richer experience!  But Mother will never change, bless her heart.  It is you who must change.   

VALERE
You ask me to join the madhouse.

PHILIPPE

I ask you to join the world.

VALERE

Philippe…

PHILIPPE
Judge me by my work. Stay and observe. Who knows, you may finally give advice and make someone happy. (Cell phone rings.) Allo?  Oui.  (Begins to give duck signals, VALERE grabs phone, pushes PHILIPPE out the door.)

Blackout.
SCENE TWELVE
A short time later. Enter LAUREL and STANEK.  He sports a duck torso, legs and webbed feet.  He holds his duck head. 
STANEK

How was it for you?
LAUREL

Exhilarating. 

STANEK
Audacious.

LAUREL
Dangerous.

STANEK
Provocative.

LAUREL
You were brave.
STANEK

I had you to inspire me. 

LAUREL
Rebellion is amusing.

STANEK
Where better than in Paris?
LAUREL

There’s no where. 
LAUREL

What more can I do for the cause?

STANEK

Listen to the man who loves you more than any other.

LAUREL

Let’s keep the subject on politics.  And stop sticking me with your feathers!
STANEK

I didn’t want to leave the roof.  But the Maestro’s in charge now. 
LAUREL

About her—she’s Philippe’s…
STANEK

Yes, she’s expecting the signal from Philippe.  

LAUREL

I’d no idea you knew her.

STANEK

We’ve…run into each other…here and there.

LAUREL

You seemed close.

STANEK

Only politically.  We became friends after I moved her… (Points to KIP'S room.)
LAUREL

Moved her?  Into Kip's room? What made you do that?

STANEK

I don’t remember.

(Pause.)
LAUREL
Then Kip wasn’t involved with her after all.

STANEK
Oh I wouldn’t trust anything he told you. Not in his condition.
LAUREL

About his condition…
STANEK

Darling?

LAUREL

You injected him! 

STANEK

It was only fair.
LAUREL

Fair?

STANEK

He attempted to remove the evidence of a crime. 
LAUREL

To make the swelling disappear.

STANEK

Well it didn’t!  What it did do was to make me…HAPPY!!  This is pain management?! He’s nothing but a quack! 

LAUREL

Oh, he’s a quack!

(KIP’S door opens…)
SCENE THIRTEEN
KIP enters with a half-eaten plate of foie gras. 
KIP

FAT!  FAT!  She shoved fat down my throat!  

(CHERIE, runs out of KIP’s room, crying and nearly naked and grabs the panties from KIP’s hand and disappears out suite door.)        
LAUREL

Kip?

KIP

She cornered me in those panties, snuggled up, and fed me FAT!

LAUREL

You’ve had a piece of foie gras.

KIP

FAT! Three pieces of fat! She kept shoveling it in and it was so delicious and creamy and…. caloric and …I couldn’t stop…ingesting FAT! Duck fat!  Liver fat!

LAUREL
Calm down.
STANEK

No, let him go on.

KIP

I want this plate examined in a lab!  

STANEK

Not a kitchen?

LAUREL

Shut up, Stanek!

KIP

I let her seduce me with duck fat and now it’s in my body and I’m going to die young!  Where’s my bag?
(STANEK hands him the bag.)
STANEK

Right here, old boy.

KIP

She might as well have shot me for all the damage she’s done my organs.  (Suddenly horrified)  Why is he dressed like a duck?  I hate ducks! Tell him to take it off!  
STANEK

I’m proud of these feathers.  They symbolize rebellion. Tell him what we shared on the roof, Laurel.

KIP
(To LAUREL.)
And then there’s you!

LAUREL

Me?

KIP

You! If we’re to be together, you won’t be risking your health any further.

LAUREL

What makes you think I’d take you back now?

STANEK

Yes, what makes you think that, Doctor?

LAUREL

What are you doing?

(KIP is clearing the bar of wine bottles.)
KIP

Everyone’s going to be healthy, do you hear me!

LAUREL

Put down that bottle.

KIP
You have your conditions and I have mine.
(LAUREL takes the duck head and puts it on KIP’S head.)
LAUREL
(To STANEK.)
Rescue that bottle.  (He does so.) Merci.
KIP

(To STANEK. His voice strange under mask.)
Enabler! (Struggling but can’t get duck head off.)
STANEK

(To LAUREL.)
You’re like me more than you think. You don’t want a life reduced to illusions and comfort. You want freedom, danger, work, poetry and death!  (Burps.)
LAUREL

Ohh!

KIP

Laurel.  Decide.

STANEK

Yes, decide.
LAUREL

I’ve decided to leave Paris.  

KIP

What?

STANEK

For London?

KIP
The south of France.
LAUREL

You can help me pack.

STANEK

Which one?

KIP

Me.

STANEK

Laurel? 

(Both men follow LAUREL into her bedroom.).
SCENE FOURTEEN
Enter PHILIPPE and VALERE.  PHILIPPE is back in his uniform.
PHILIPPE

You have my terms. I will lead you to the rocket when you have brought happiness to one American.
VALERE

Your terms are ridiculous. Americans can never be happy, only deluded.

PHILIPPE

How can you believe that?

VALERE

The evidence is overwhelming.

PHILIPPE

Such a way to live!

VALERE

My son, in time you will see that all happiness is a delusion.

PHILIPPE
Forgive me, Father, but sometimes I wish I could drop you on your head; you say the most preposterous things. 
VALERE

I perceive, that like your mother, you will never…

PHILIPPE

I perceive. I perceive!  My head is bursting with your perceptions!  When will you stop perceiving and start living?!  Come. If you cannot be happy, you can still bring happiness to others. Behind here.
(PHILIPPE opens curtains and tries to usher VALERE behind them. VALERE stands aside, defiant.  PHILIPPE joins at his side.)

SCENE FIFTEEN
Enter LAUREL, KIP and STANEK from LAUREL’S bedroom.
STANEK

You’ll never stop, will you?

LAUREL

Not until you join the human race.

KIP

It’s me then, isn’t it?

LAUREL

Perhaps.

STANEK

So be it. I am an army of one; I march alone.

LAUREL

I’d watch it; an army marches on its stomach.

STANEK

I won’t be back.

LAUREL

Cheerio.

STANEK

Never.

LAUREL

So you said.

STANEK

I’ve been humiliated…

LAUREL

It’s late.

STANEK

…punched unconscious, teased by a coquette, coached by a madman…

LAUREL

Philippe admires you.  

STANEK

Not a bad chap, I can use him.  You’re all usable.

    LAUREL

I see: we become your material.  I thought we were your friends.

STANEK

You can get new friends; new material is hard to come by.

PHILIPPE

(To VALERE.)
Advise at any time.          

STANEK

I came to you as a lover, a poet…

LAUREL

A lunatic.

STANEK

I will write in the absence of joy.  Form new art, reform art, the Art of Reformation. 

(Pleased with his thought.)  Luther had a hellish stomach.                                                                               
LAUREL

That’s nice.

STANEK

I will not retreat.

LAUREL

I wouldn’t.

STANEK

I will not retract. 

LAUREL

Go then, take your place in acidic history. Goodbye, Stanek.

PHILIPPE
(Searchingly, to VALERE)
Mon pere?

KIP

Yes, goodbye.

(VALERE whispers into PHILIPPE’S ear as STANEK turns to leave. Pause.)
PHILIPPE

And Merry Christmas.

STANEK
(His entire duck body cringes.)
What did you...?  Merry…?

PHILIPPE

Oui,  Joyeux Nöel.  

STANEK

(Turning and exploding.)
I HATE CHRISTMAS!!

PHILIPPE

Oh, not Christmas!

LAUREL

I remember.
STANEK

I hate its color, I hate its texture…
LAUREL

You hate the tree and the gifts…

STANEK

…the holly and the snowflakes!  I hate the elf-like people who sing songs in falsetto voices outside my window! (Hiccups.) I hate the season that makes men cute and even more unaware of reality and the problems they face. I hate that human beings are stupid, vile and greedy. I hate that progress is an illusion and hope is a disease! Gloom! That’s the measure of a man. (Burps.) I want truth and its nobility: The knowledge that life has no purpose, no meaning, no value. The knowledge that a cosmic futility hangs over all human efforts, and existence is a running practical joke!     

(Pause. LAUREL laughs uncontrollably, in fact she is slaphappy.)
LAUREL

(Finally.)
Darling!  I knew you could be happy!

KIP

What! 
PHILIPPE
Monsieur Stanek, I see clearly now: your unhappiness is your happiness. Come here, Madame Laurel. Can you resist such a man, a man who lives to be unhappy?

LAUREL

It is amusing.  And suddenly it doesn’t seem so exhausting.  Only laughable. (LAUREL hugs STANEK, they kiss.)
KIP

You’re all dysfunctional!
STANEK

I love you.

LAUREL

I love you.

STANEK

Never leave me.

LAUREL

Always be there.

PHILIPPE

(To VALERE.)
You’ve done it, you’ve made someone happy.  I can’t wait to tell Mother!

KIP

MOTHER!!

LAUREL

Kippy?
KIP

I thought you loved me.

LAUREL

But, darling, I do.

KIP
You don’t. (KIP sobs.)
STANEK

(To KIP.)
Pull yourself together. 

LAUREL

Philippe, perhaps you could explain. 
PHILIPPE
Doctor, Madame Laurel has made her choice. She chooses passion over prudence and poetry over health.  She loves this man more than any other.  Isn't there someone you love more than any other?
KIP
There was.  But… 

PHILIPPE

But…?

KIP

She had too much going on.
PHILIPPE

But you connected with her in a special way, yes?
KIP

I did.

PH
ILIPPE

How did you feel when you were with her?
KIP

Elevated.
PHILIPPE

Elevated?
KIP

My heart rate doubled, my breathing accelerated…
PHILIPPE

But Doctor, you are describing love!  What went wrong?
KIP

She elevated  my cholesterol!  

LAUREL
(Suddenly taken aback; points to balcony.)
Good heavens!

SCENE SIXTEEN
CHERIE steps into the room. She is holding the gun to her head.
VALERE

(To CHERIE, offering his hand.)
S’il vous plait, Mademoiselle. The walls are freshly painted.

(Pause. CHERIE hands VALERE the gun.)
PHILIPPE

Merci beaucoup, mon pere. Cherie, explain this cry for help! (CHERIE motions for PHILIPPE to come to her. She will be whispering in PHILIPPE’S ear.) Excuse us. 
LAUREL

Cry for help, indeed.

KIP

Would it kill you to have a little sympathy?

STANEK

If you ask me she has too much sympathy.

(Pause.)
PHILIPPE

WHAT?!  Can this be true?   

CHERIE

(Losing her French accent to a thick New York accent.)
It’s all true.
LAUREL

What happened to her voice? What is this, Philippe?

PHILIPPE

The unmasking of a desperate woman.  Her name is not Cherie. Her real name is Ashley.

KIP

Ashley?

CHERIE
Ashley St.Clair Sinclair. 

LAUREL

The St. Clair Sinclairs of New York?

CHERIE

Yeah, my father, he’s the restaurateur, Norbert St. Clair Sinclair…
LAUREL

 …whose famous establishment, The Frypan, features
CHERIE
…pâté de foie gras.
STANEK

The delicacy of despair.

CHERIE
Yeah, ever since my arrival at Hotel Felicite, I've led the fight against Monsieur Bliss, sabotaging his efforts to call attention to the plight ducks and geese. I pretended to
be in love with Philippe in order to discover the old man's plans.
LAUREL

She’s appalling. 

PHILIPPE

Oui, her actions were despicable. But she has since seen the light. It has entered her heart through the prism of Love.  Cherie… 

ASHLEY

Ashley…

PHILIPPE

Ashley, ever since you met the Doctor in the curtains and spent an amorous evening…

LAUREL

I knew it!
KIP

Just a short one.

PHILIPPE

Ever since you shared your tragic pasts, you have experienced these feelings of love?

ASHLEY

Ever since.
PHILIPPE

You confessed the nightmare of your childhood. You told the Doctor of your coldhearted father, who forced you to follow Monsieur Bliss across Europe.  And you, Doctor, you told Cherie…

KIP

Ashley.

PHILIPPE

…Ashley, about your mother.  

KIP

Yes.

PHILIPPE

She abandoned you as a child.  
KIP

She said she couldn’t get close to me.

ASHLEY

But you were close to her.

KIP

(Near tears.)
I thought so.

PHILIPPE

(Moving KIP and CHERIE together before him.)
These tragedies can never be forgotten. But the greatest happiness on earth is two young hearts in love. Ashley, will you give up trying to please your father, if the Doctor gives up searching for his mother?

LAUREL

HIS…MOTHER!! (She lunges at KIP; STANEK holds her back.)
ASHLEY

I will.

PHILIPPE

Doctor?

KIP

She injected fat into my bloodstream!
ASHLEY

It was to please you…Kip.  
KIP

Well…it didn’t.
ASHLEY

I’d do anything for a man with a tragic past.

KIP

Really.

ASHLEY

Really.    
KIP

A rational decision takes time, deliberation… 

STANEK

Decide!

KIP

I’m not sure this moment calls for me to…

STANEK and LAUREL
Decide!

(ASHLEY takes off her panties and hands them to KIP.) 
KIP

(To ASHLEY.)
We should schedule a meeting to discuss your earlier proposal.

PHILIPPE

Heaven is empty and all the joys are here!

(STANEK hugs LAUREL.  ASHLEY hugs KIP.)
LAUREL
But, Philippe, what about you?  Will you be happy?

PHILIPPE

But of course.  My happiness lies in yours. I live for my work.
VALERE
Philippe.
PHILIPPE

Mon pere?  (VALERE taps his foot.) Ah, the rocket.
(PHILIPPE’S  phone rings inside VALERE’S coat pocket and VALERE answers.)
VALERE

Oui?  One moment.  (Hands cell phone to PHILIPPE.) It is your mother.
PHILIPPE

Ma mere! (Begins to quack the signal.)  
VALERE
Philippe! 
PHILIPPE
Father?

VALERE

When I was a young man, filled with passion and a deep love for your mother…

PHILIPPE

(Into cell phone.)

Stay there, Mother.
VALERE

…I too felt the call of emotions. I was even known to give…advice. But as the years passed and your mother grew more…detached, I became sullen and turned away from the world. Like a storm-driven bird, tossed in the wind and rain,  I sought refuge in despair. If there was one thing that kept my soul alive, besides the tortured love I bore my family and the service I gave to Hotel Felicite, it was in a stolen moment …with a creamy slice of pâté. 
PHILIPPE

Father! 
VALERE

(Holding uncapped jar.)
One has only to experience the taste of this heavenly liver on a fresh baguette. So refined, so exquisite, as it rolls along the tongue and fills the chambers of the heart. My joy is not a tumultuous wave lashing the rocks at daybreak, it is a ripple in a quiet pond at night. 
LAUREL

Oh, you precious man.

PHILIPPE

Father, I never dreamed you could be like this. But can’t you imagine what it feels like to be a duck…

STANEK

(Spreading his feathers.)
Here, here!

PHILIPPE

…when they force a tube down your gullet!
VALERE

It may be that Monsieur Bliss and your marauders are on the proper side of history. But why is your target all of pâté?  Are you an extremist?  Surely you are shortsighted. Can’t you see that as long as there is a France there will be pâté?  I support your efforts to free the ducks from unnecessary harm, but you must not scorn the happiness of millions whose love for pâté is a harmless joy. 
LAUREL
Your father’s right, Philippe.

ASHLEY
It’s my father who’s wrong.
KIP
You can’t ignore your own father’s happiness, Philippe. 
STANEK

To do that would undermine the very nature of your mission.
PHILIPPE
(Into phone.)
Mother?  Did you hear? (Pause. To ALL:) She has only one demand: that she can blow up something.
VALERE

Philippe…

PHILIPPE

It’s the only way, Father.  Quickly! Everyone think!

LAUREL

Oh, this is going to be amusing. 
PHILIPPE
(Into phone.)
We’ll be right with you, Mother
LAUREL
Blow up, blow up, let’s see…
STANEK

I’ve got it!
KIP

This should be stupid.

LAUREL
Where?

STANEK
The Tomb of the Unknown Nihilist.

KIP

Jesus.

LAUREL

But darling, you love that tomb.

STANEK

Yes, but now I have a place to sleep: next to you, for eternity.

LAUREL

Eternity?
STANEK

Besides, don’t you see?  Blowing up the tomb of a nihilist is exactly what a nihilist would expect to happen! 
PHILIPPE

Super! (Into phone.)  Allo? Mother, did you hear? (Pause; to others) She knows the location and despises the tomb!  (To VALERE.) Mon pere, where are you going?
VALERE

To dissuade your mother from this extravagant course.

PHILIPPE
But it is too late, Father. The time has come to restore Hotel Felicite to its golden days.  Won't you join Mother and I to usher in this glorious change?

VALERE

I am happy your mother has returned, Philippe, and that your balance has been restored. Now seems the perfect time to fulfill a dream of my own. I expect I will be called back in due course, but for now…
PHILIPPE

Called back? 
VALERE
There is just enough time to pack and join the Societe Pâté on its European tour.

PHILIPPE
 You're not serious!
VALERE

I think it best, mon fils.  Join your mother and introduce your change. For now, I will watch from afar. (Takes brochure from his coat pocket and opens it to check dates.) This time tomorrow I will be in Stockholm.
PHILIPPE
(Grabs brochure.)

Stockholm!  "…a city of gourmet delights….where, to the accompaniment of trumpets, the members partake in a magnificent feast celebrating the transcendent taste of …REINDEER LIVERS?!!"
(Suddenly a rocket blasts off the roof.  A red glare fills the stage. The two couples run to the balcony to observe.  A loud explosion is heard in the distance; the rocket has landed.)
PHILIPPE

Oh Mother, you’re back! 

(Blackout. End of play.)
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