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This play is for two treasured friends,
each one an actress and playwright.

It was written to be performed, if she
likes it, by Dolores Sutton. It is

offered to Dolores with love and thanks
for her kindness and good will.
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old to me long ago by Elena Miramova.
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VARICOSE
VANITIES

a one-act play by Don Bianchi

Not very late on a Tuesday night, in
the costume shop.of a small theatre.

Rose, the wardrobe mistress, is

a retired actress. She is a still an
attractive woman of seventy, give or
take a year or two.

At opening, Rose is picking up this
and that, putting things in order.
She's about to hang up a tunic when
she notices a smalf stain. First,

she tries rubbing it clean by hand.

ROSE
(Rubbing the tunic.) Out, damned spot.

(She stops once she decides
the stain won't brush off.)

But not until washday, it seems.

(She tosses the tunic onto a pile of
sotled clothes as Arthur, an actor
of about Rose's age, appears in the
open doorway. Arthur wears street
clothes and carries his raincoat.)

ARTHUR
Ah, Rose, I'm glad you're still here. I have a small problem.

ROSE
I noticed. The buckle on your left boot.

ARTHUR
Of course, after tonight, even Hamlet's problems seem small.

ROSE
They always did to me. Typical male self-absorption.

ARTHUR
Such rudeness? Have you ever seen anything like it?

ROSE

That's the risk we run by playing on Tuesday. The house is always small, so we're always

vulnerable.
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N . . ~ ARTHUR
Small houses don't bother me.

ROSE
We'd be better off staying dark on Tuesday.

ARTHUR
Small theatre, small house -- it's all of a piece. Aesthetically pleasing, really, if one
knows how to prepare. And once I was in a production where one night nobody came,
Even that had a certain charm. We went out drinking 'til dawn, like children set free from
school. But tonight was the first time in my career that the stage manager called the
company together at intermission, to announce that the entire audience had departed.

ROSE
It was a first for my costumes, too. Half of them never even got out of the dressing

room.

ARTHUR
And I didn't feel things were going that badly. But first there were eight, and then there

WEIe noie.

ROSE
I heard they were all together. A birthday party of eight. Something about wanting to get
home before the ice cream cake melted.

ARTHUR

The ice cream cake?
7 ROSE

That's what I heard.

ARTHUR
Rose, is that the truth?

ROSE
It is, if you want it to be.

ARTHUR

(After a half beat; smiling.) I most certainly do. And in any event, I'm glad I caught
you. | was afraid you might have gone home.

ROSE
I can't go-home this early. Jack's girlfriend eight still be there.- - - -

ARTHUR
QGirlfriend?
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ROSE
They count on my being out past eleven. If I show up too soon, it might embarrass
her. From all reports, she's a delicate flower.

ARTHUR
That's disgraceful. Oh, my dear Rose, I had no idea.

(He wraps her in an embrace.) What can I do to help?

ROSE

(Laughs.) You can turn me loose. It's only a joke.
ARTHUR

A joke?
ROSE

I'm going home in a minute. I was just picking up, a bit.

ARTHUR
Really? No domestic problems? You're not just doing the old "chin up?"

ROSE
Our only domestic problem is that we can't afford one. So we wash our own dishes and

make our own beds.

ARTHUR

Beds? Plural?

ROSE

Honestly, Arthur, I was just joking.
ARTHUR

You're too damned good at it. You had me fooled, completely.
ROSE

Why is it actors have no sense of humor?
ARTHUR

You think not?
ROSE

I've never met one who has. , _ .
ARTHUR

Well, then, the faugh's on you. Strangers invite me to dinner parties, just so the host will
have someone to cue him when conversations turn comic.
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