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LAUREL is a professor of literature, an attractive woman in her middle forties.  She is seated on the edge of an armchair and opening a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc.  A box of kleenex and five empty wine glasses rest on the table before her.  She sneezes.

My cold, like Pavarotti, refuses to retire.

(She uncorks the bottle, places it on the table with the corkscrew, takes a kleenex, and blows her nose.)

Petronius, in his masterpiece, The Satyricon, ticks off five stages of drunkenness.  

(Picks up the bottle, pours the wine, and fills one glass with each word.)  

Jocose.  Grandiose.  Bellicose.  Lachrymose.  Comatose.

(Places empty bottle on the floor, then picks up the first glass and drinks.) 

It is the sign of a pro to not only reach each stage, but to do so…out of order. 

(Sits back in chair with her drink and relaxes.)

Yes, I keep thinking back to the old days, when the world was young and my anecdotes were new.  I bore my students and I bore myself.  And today I bored my doctor. Not the one I’m dating, the other one. (Pause.)  I wait in that lobby twenty minutes.  A child is screaming and a big screen TV is blaring smarmy HMO commercials.  They finally call me.  A nurse leads me back to the cubicle.  “What are we here for?” she asks.  I refrain from answering that metaphysically and reply, “Blood pressure check.” As she’s putting on the cuff, I say:  “It’s always high the first time.  Please, don’t tell me what it is; that will only make it higher when the doctor takes it.” She takes my blood pressure.  “Oh my god!” she cries, “are you on medication?!” I try to sneeze on her but she gets away. 

(She finishes the first glass, puts it down and takes up the second.) 

Ten minutes later there’s that annoying knock at the door and the doctor enters.  He makes a feeble joke about my cold and neither of us laughs. As he browses through my records, I try to tell him what I’ve told him before: that I need something to help me sleep.  I have a problem staying down for more than three hours at a time.  He begins to take my blood pressure and asks me to stop talking.  He shakes his head, removes the cuff, and tries the other arm.  Three minutes later I leave with two prescriptions: one for a higher dose of blood pressure medication and a new prescription for trazodone, which I assume is to help me sleep. At the pharmacy I learn it’s an anti-depressant.  (She drinks.)

(Blackout.)
SCENE TWO

LAUREL is slumped in the chair, her feet up on the table.  She is holding the second glass, which is empty, and singing “There is a Tavern in the Town.”
There is a tavern in the town, 

In the town,

And there my true love sits him down,

Sits him down,

And drinks his wine as merry as can be,

And never, never thinks of me!

Yeah, well, screw him.  (Pause.) Used to be I could get a laugh out of my students, but yesterday my little joke about Edna St.Vincent Millay just lay there, deader than a poet. 

I think it’s a Stan Freberg joke.  When we go over the syllabus, I mention that I’m skipping over Edna St. Louis Missouri.  No one noticed.  Not even a moan.  (Pause.)  I have always loved my students--most of them--and occasionally I have felt some fondness returned.  But lately I feel I do more than just bore them; I engender their hate.  I can’t help it, it’s a core belief: I tell them that their allegiance to music as a way of defining themselves is shallow.  In order to perform at a university level, you need to define yourself by what you read, not what you listen to.  Music, listening alone, is too easy.  It’s too close to “What movies do you like?”  As Henry James has Gertrude say in The Europeans:  (Raising glass and acting the part.) “It’s pleasure that I long for, pleasures and amusements, not the great questions of life.” (She reaches for the third glass.)  I’m entering Grandiose.  It’s a good feeling after a bad day.  

(Blackout.)

SCENE THREE

LAUREL is pacing and agitated.  The fourth glass is in her hand.

This time I did sneeze on her, albeit over the phone.  She got me right in the middle of Bellicose.  “Hello, this is Doctor Meyer’s office.” Wouldn’t give her name; they never do: they know their patients want to kill them.  “Doctor asked me to call and tell you:  he can’t prescribe that medication unless you see a therapist.  Call the number on the back of your insurance card and set up an appointment as soon as possible.  You may not think you need therapy but…if you can’t sleep, there’s obviously something going on.”  (Pause.)  I know I’m drinking in the afternoon, but that always happens after a doctor’s appointment.  I don’t have any classes today, it’s a day off.  I know I’m not depressed because I asked my best friend, Edward, just the other day and he said: “Your standard is still: surly but willing to be amused.’’ That’s not depressed, that’s involved.  (Pause.)  This past week would have tried anyone.  That damn new dean with the haircut--what a pomposity, what ghastly enthusiasms.  An hour on the school’s financial woes, during which he actually calls students market shares!  Wonderful example of what James Joyce calls “true scholastic stink.” At one point he holds up a newspaper clip about a former student who is out in Hollywood writing gladiator movies.  Dean Haircut wants to use this as promotion and put it in the new college catalog.  (Pause.  Drinks.)  When things got bad before I always thought: I’ll find something at Loyola.  But yesterday I read that they’re eliminating Classical Studies  “as part of an effort to staunch red ink in the school’s operating budget.”  They’re Jesuits for Christ’s sake! And they’re closing down Classics?  Doesn’t anyone know anything?  (Finishes the fourth glass.) Just as well.  I’m not up to working with Catholics this late in my life, especially after having been one. 

(Blackout.)

SCENE FOUR

LAUREL is lying on the floor with the Bible and reading out loud from Ecclesiastes.  The last glass, half-full, rests on the floor next to her hand.  A yellow prescription bottle with a large white plastic cap has appeared on the table.  

…to every purpose under the heavens,

A time to be born, and a time to die;

A time to plant…and a time to kill…

   (Agitated, she begins to skip words.)

A time to build, weep, laugh, mourn, dance…

A time to cast away stones…

…gather, embrace, refrain…a lot of refraining!
…rend, sew, keep quiet…fat chance…speak…

Okay, here we go…

A time to love and a time to hate,

A time of war and a time of peace...

I knew it: not a goddamn word about A Time for Therapy. (She closes the book and accidentally knocks over the glass.) Ah, shit. (Takes a kleenex, dries the carpet, rolls over on her back.) This is the way I want my students to feel: capsized! (Rolls over on her stomach and attempts to return the Bible to the bookcase.)  I hope the Bible is wrong on any number of counts, but especially that business about being reunited with your body after death.  Who’d want to reunite with this body? (Attempts to rise, gives up.)  I didn’t always feel like this.  (Lifts empty glass and licks the last drop.) That poet I was married to all those years ago, we had some good fun. Spent a lot of our time on the floor. And now he’s back in town, a success…of sorts…and calling me and leaving messages. 

And then there’s the doctor, or is that over?  It think that’s over. Said dating me was like taking the GRE: the questions were too hard.  Not exactly Man as the Measure of All Things.  (Pause.) All men are craven.  (Finally rising with difficulty and settling in chair.)  And all women are nuts. The past few months, what’s happened to my mind? Sleeping with a pain manager, how’s that for irony, class?  And now I’m even thinking of taking up Edward on his offer to travel together.  But there’s nothing serious about that relationship.
Yeah well, I never learn.  My students remind me constantly: that you’re not supposed to take life seriously.  Get serious and everybody runs to the storm cellar.  My mother told me I took life too seriously.  “Just…be happy, baby.” she said.  “Just be happy.”  (Yawns.)  I’ll pounce back; I always bounce back.  (Closes eyes.)  There’s no money but maybe I’ll escape to France with Edward.  I’d love to see the cathedrals again.  Chartres, Notre Dame, St. Remi.  Some place to match my gothic mood.  (Eyes open, resolute, lifting empty glass in a toast.)  Ahhh yes, next season, on the sidewalks of Paris: a little dry, a tad bitter--Mademoiselle Sauvignon Blanc!  (Drinks the empty glass.)  But you can call me Savvy. (She puts down the glass, reaches for the trazodone and reads the label on the bottle.) Take with food or milk.  Swell.  (She holds the plastic bottle, shakes the pills inside, then returns them to the table and slumps back into the chair.  Pause; we hear a snore.)

(Lights fade. End of play.)
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