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BEST SERVED COLD…AND THEN A LITTLE HOT

E.D. Harrelson

Characters:  

Johnny Weitzenpenz – late 20s, early 30s,kind of schmoozy type 

Claire Boots -  late 20s, early 30s, drop-dead gorgeous

Sammy the Waitress – older woman, rode hard, put away wet type.

A seedy café, the kind that had probably been the hippest juke joint in town, now…not so much.  Johnny sits at a table for two.  He is dressed nicely.  He has a bouquet of flowers with him. Sammy tends bars routinely.  She’s extremely deadpan.





JOHNNY
(Nursing a beer) We are never doing this again.

SAMMY

Mmhmm

JOHNNY

That’s what I say every time, isn’t Sammy?

SAMMY

I reckin’

JOHNNY

Should never have signed up for that stupid school reunion mailing list.

SAMMY

‘Spect we all have our regrets.

JOHNNY

My damn in-box is clogged with these frickin “news” letters now.  You know the kind I’m talking, right Sammy?

SAMMY

Don’t reckin I do.

JOHNNY

The homemade kind.  “Blair’s Beats” or “The Harris Happenings”  Shit.  Full of pictures of their damn brats and pontifications on Republican economic trends.

SAMMY

Mmhmm

JOHNNY

Sometimes the girls are still hot though.  Got to give you that.  ‘Course they’re married to lawyers and accountants, you know.

SAMMY

My third husband was an accountant.  Killed himself two days before the tax deadline back in ’72.

JOHNNY

Damn shame, Sammy.

SAMMY

Mmmhmm.

JOHNNY

What’s the time?

SAMMY

Fixin’ on 7:30.

JOHNNY

Damn.  She’ll be here soon.

SAMMY

You courtin’ tonight?

JOHNNY

Nah, just this girl I knew from school.  Found me on that damn list.  Wanted to “get together”

SAMMY

Mmhmm.

JOHNNY

She was pretty nice.  The sweet type.  Whale of a girl, though.  I mean, we’re talking spherical. (beat)  Think she had a bit of crush on me.  (he gloats).  Yep, couldn’t so no, could I?

SAMMY

Guessing not.

JOHNNY

Wish it had been Pamela Smith, though.  The number of stains she inspired on my bed sheets…

Claire enters.  She stands in the doorway.  She a walkin’ streak of sex.

CLAIRE

Hello, Johnny Weitzenpenz.

JOHNNY

(Spits out his beer, coughing)  Holy hell.

SAMMY

Mmhmm.

JOHNNY

Claire?

CLAIRE

(winks) Hi.

JOHNNY

Oh my God.  You look—

CLAIRE

I know

JOHNNY

I mean—

CLAIRE

Thanks

JOHNNY

Wow.

SAMMY

You want another beer or should I get you a thesaurus?

JOHNNY

Jeez.  Claire Boots.  I never would have recognized you.

CLAIRE

(putting on the flirt) Hello Johnny.  Nice to see you again.

JOHNNY

Nice to see you too, Um…please, have a seat.  

Claire enters.  It’s now apparent that she carries a huge purse.  Really abnormally big More like a duffle bag.

JOHNNY

Nice… purse.

CLAIRE

Thanks.

SAMMY

Couldn’t leave the kitchen sink at home, dear?

CLAIRE

(Laughing throatily) Oh, I’m always on the run.  I like to be prepared for anything.

SAMMY

Y’look prepared for World War III

JOHNNY

Here, let me help you with that.

CLAIRE

(She clutches the bag possessively) No, it’s ok.  I’ve got it.

Johnny and Claire join the table.  Johnny pulls out a chair for her.  He’s utterly smitten.

JOHNNY

Wow.  Claire.  Words just fail me.

CLAIRE

(Laughing) Appears so.

JOHNNY

I got to be honest; I didn’t expect that you’d look—well…

CLAIRE

Thin?  Buxom?  Beautiful.

JOHNNY

(Laughs) Well, um…yeah..just (still gawking) Would you like something to drink?

CLAIRE

A wine spritzer would be nice.

JOHNNY

Sammy?  Could you whip up a wine spritzer for my friend here?

SAMMY

One lambrusco and Sprite, coming right up.

(Sammy exits)

JOHNNY

So Claire.  How’s it been?

CLAIRE

Good.  Been working hard.  Doing a lot of changing over the years.

JOHNNY

I’ll say.  Gotta say, you’re e-mail was totally out of the blue.

CLAIRE

Well, I’ve been trying to catch up with people.  See what the old gang is doing.

JOHNNY

Really?  And you wanted to see me?

CLAIRE

Oh, yes.  And  a few people here and there.  Jason Myers.  Chris Atwater.

JOHNNY

Oh yeah.  I remember them.

CLAIRE

Yeah.  It’s been nice.  Especially seeing the boys again.   You know, up until year ago, I weighed nearly 300 pounds.  

JOHNNY

No kidding?  That’s amazing.

CLAIRE

Yeah, If you thought I was fat I high school, you should have seen me last year.  My life was about ho-hos and anti-depressants.  Seriously, I was doing more Xanax than a Hollywood housewife.

JOHNNY

Well, you look great now.

CLAIRE

Thanks.  

Sammy enters with drinks.

JOHNNY

Sammy, this is Claire.

SAMMY

Mmhmm

JOHNNY

Do know that she lost like—what was it

CLAIRE

170 pounds

JOHNNY

170 pounds in just one year?

SAMMY

Mmmm.  My second husband lost 100 pounds back in ’62.

CLAIRE

Wow.

SAMMY

Had a tapeworm.

(beat)
JOHNNY

So..

CLAIRE

(flirty) So

JOHNNY

It’s really, really great seeing you.  

CLAIRE

Well, I have to admit I was seeking you out for a reason.

JOHNNY

Oh yeah (leaning in) What reason is that?

CLAIRE

Well, I’ve thought about you over the years.

JOHNNY

Oh Yeah?

CLAIRE

And, well, after getting my life back on track my therapist suggested I get in contact with people from my past.

JOHNNY

Good of your therapist.

CLAIRE

I don’t know if you remember, but I got teased a lot back in school.

JOHNNY

(Awkward) Yeah, I kind of remember that.

CLAIRE

Well, she thought that I was holding back a lot of resentment and anger about what those kids said and did, and how that was the root of my binge eating and depression, and it was just hard to let go of that, you know?

JOHNNY

(puts a comforting hand on her shoulder)  I imagine it would be.

CLAIRE

And then one day she said to me, “Claire, sometimes the best revenge is living well”.  And something just clicked, and I realized she had a point.  So I totally changed my life, started Weight Watchers, joined a gym, got outside, tried enjoying life for once.  And before I knew it, I went from fat to fit.

JOHNNY

Wow.  And you look spectacular.

CLAIRE

Yeah.  But, I still had some issues to work out.

JOHNNY

From the kids who teased you.

CLAIRE

I just felt the need to, you know, prove what I had achieved with my life.  That I would not always be that fat girl from high school.

JOHNNY

Makes sense.  Not much revenge in “living well” if no one sees it.  (leering) And I’m glad I got to see it.

CLAIRE

Ahhh.  That’s just what Jason Myers said.

JOHNNY

Oh, really.  Jason Myers?

CLAIRE

Well, I always had a bit of a crush on him.

JOHNNY

(a little disappointed) Oh.

CLAIRE

But he never had the time of day for me back at school.  That’s why I wanted to see him.  Just, you know…resolve some issues.

JOHNNY

Right.  So how is Jason doing?

CLAIRE

I found him living in Baltimore.  Married.  Two kids.  Managing a paper company.

JOHNNY

Great.  That just so…great to hear.

CLAIRE

Yeah.  It is, isn’t it?  You should have seen the look on his face when I walked through the door.  The truth is he couldn’t stop staring at my tits all night.  This guy, who never had the time of day for me back in school, when I was just fat “Éclair” Boots.  The same guy who used to make pigs sounds when I passed him the hall and who threw Twinkies at me in the cafeteria.  The same guy who wrote dirty limericks about me and a pot-belly pig and had the whole pep squad cheer it at the Homecoming Dance.  But that night, I had him eating out of my hand.  

JOHNNY

Well, guess you finally realized the joy of living well?

CLAIRE

(her mood suddenly changing) Are you kidding? What I realized is what a load of horse shit that “living well” crap is.  What the fuck is that?  Living well.  Doesn’t show up in a lot of Shakespeare plays, now, does it? 

JOHNNY

Uh, no, I guess not.

CLAIRE

(to Sammy behind the bar) Am I right, Sammy?

SAMMY

Heard that Titus fellow baked people in a pie.

CLAIRE

(clearly going from sweet to manic)  That’s right.  Restitution.  Fuck this happy feely crap.  I was cheated out of the best years of my life by the likes of Jason Myers and Chris Atwater.  And showing up years later with a hot body and smile on my face is suppose to make it all go away?  What a load of crap.

JOHNNY

(Wary) Claire, what did you do?

CLAIRE

Oh, I thought about taking him back to my hotel.  Tie him to the bed, steal his clothes, and laugh all the way to the airport.  Or maybe even fucking him 15 ways from Sunday and sending the pictures to his wife.  

JOHNNY

Jesus, Claire!

CLAIRE


Oh, fucking relax, I didn’t do it.

JOHNNY

Thank god.  

CLAIRE

But I felt it was only fair that I get something back.  Tit for tat.  Jason Myers broke my heart, (she reaches into purse) and I broke his. (She plops a heart on the table)

JOHNNY

Holy fuck!

CLAIRE

(laughing) God, it felt so good, ripping flesh and tearing sinew.

JOHNNY

That’s a heart.  That’s a fuckin’ human heart.  And---what did you do to it?  

CLAIRE

Shellacked it.  So I could keep it forever.

SAMMY

Mmmm…my Fourth husband used to shellac stuff to.  Mostly frogs.  Sold them at flea market.

JOHNNY

What the fuck is wrong with you?

CLAIRE

What’s wrong with me?  What’s wrong with me, Johnny?!  What the hell was wrong with Jason Myers, huh?  He stole my panties from my gym bag and flew them up the flap pole for revelry.  

JOHNNY

But you killed him!

CLAIRE

Yeah.  And God, it was better than sex, licking his blood off my hands.

JOHNNY

(to Sammy) Call the police.

SAMMY

Mmhmm.

CLAIRE

I thought nothing could be better than ripping Jason’s guts out.  But then I remembered Chris Atwater.  

JOHNNY

I’m getting the hell out of here.

Though Johnny gets up to leave, Claire grabs him by the wrist.

JOHNNY

Ow!

CLAIRE

Chris Atwater had the most gorgeous legs.  Long, muscular.  I used to sneak out of Algebra to watch him on the track team.  (Sighs).  He smiled at me once, and I thought he was different from all the other kids.  And then came that day in Ag Class.

JOHNNY

(Remembering) Oh holy shit.  I forgot about that.

CLAIRE

Well I didn’t it.  I was molested.  By a goat!  Chris Atwater locked me in dock with a horny goat.  

JOHNNY

Claire, I know that was an awful thing.  It shouldn’t have happened, but—

Claire reaches down into her bag again.  She pulls out a severed leg.

CLAIRE

Chris had the most beautiful calves.  And now they’re mine.  All mine. 

JOHNNY

(to Sammy) Why aren’t you calling the cops?

SAMMY

I ain’t messing with crazy.

JOHNNY

Listen, Claire, sweetheart.  I think we need to get you some help.  Why don’t we just put…”Chris” down and we’ll talk.  Maybe take a trip to the hospital—

Claire slams the leg down on the table, standing up, her mood changing again. 

CLAIRE

And that brings me to you, Johnny Weitzenpenz.

JOHNNY

What?

CLAIRE

You are the most special of all.

SAMMY

Boy, what did you do?

JOHNNY

Claire, I never did any of those things to you, you know that.  Jason and Chris, they were big dumb jocks, I’ll admit.  And what they did it was, you know, wrong.  Really wrong.  Hugely wrong.  But I had nothing to do with it.

CLAIRE

(She pulls a gun).  Oh, really, you think you had nothing to do with it?

JOHNNY

Oh crap.

SAMMY

Mmmhmm

CLAIRE

Are you still sure, Johnny?

JOHNNY

Claire, you can’t shoot me.

SAMMY

I reckin she can.

CLAIRE

I’m not going to shoot you.  I’m gonna splattered your brains across the wall.

JOHNNY

Sammy, do something.

SAMMY

I’ll go get the mop. (She exits)

JOHNNY

Claire, I promise you, I had nothing to do with anything Jason and Chris did.  I didn’t contribute anything to that.  Not a peep, a whistle or a limerick.

CLAIRE

Second grade.

JOHNNY

What?

CLAIRE

Second grade, Johnny.  My first day of school.  The singular most important day in a new student’s life.  You get one chance.  One chance, Johnny, to make the right impression.  Do you remember my first day of second grade?

JOHNNY

Who the hell remembers second grade?

CLAIRE

I remember.

JOHNNY

What!?

CLAIRE

You called me Ms. Poots, Johnny.  Claire Poots.  

JOHNNY

And Chris and Jason called me Johnny Wets-his-pants in First Grade.  So what?


CLAIRE

(Pointing the gun at his head)  You thought you were so clever, didn’t you?  Ms. Poots led to Ms. Pooty, which led to Ms. Pooty Pootwell from Pootsville.  Do you remember now?

JOHNNY

I don’t know.  (threatening him) Maybe.

CLAIRE

Which led to a never-ending litany of fart noises whenever I entered the room.  And then Jason and Chris put a stink bomb under my chair.  Remember that?

JOHNNY

No.

Claire cocks the gun against his head.

CLAIRE

I couldn’t make any friends after that.  Through no fault of my own, I became the girl whose gaseous powers could clear the entire East Wing of the school.  All thanks to you.

JOHNNY

Claire, please.

CLAIRE

I was so upset that I starting eating and couldn’t stop.  And then the fat jokes started.  And the likes of Chris and Jason and all their cronies made me their extra curricular activity every day.  Because you call me Ms. Poots.  

JOHNNY

Come on, Claire, be reasonable. Ok, scratch that.  Claire, don’t do anything crazy.

CLAIRE

Oh, I’m not crazy.  I’m thinking more clearly than I have in years.  The only decision I have left is whether I put that clever little brain of yours on the mantel or rip that silver tongue out of your mouth.  Maybe I’ll do both.

JOHNNY

(Shaking with fear) Claire, if there is anything I could do, I swear I would—

CLAIRE

(Totally snapped.  Like melodrama, Sally Fields crazy) Where’s my prom, Johnny?  Where’s my homecoming dance?  They wouldn’t let be a flag girl, Johnny.  I want to be a fucking flag girl!  All I wanted was to fucking march my spangled boots to the tune of Louis Louis in a sequins jacket.  Oh, a necking in the back of the car at Lookout Point.  And being the school treasurer.  Yeah.  I’m going to be the school Treasurer.  Go, Wildcats.  Go wildcats (the gun waivers as she totally breaks) 

JOHNNY

Sammy?

Sammy enters with a mop, wearing a hard hat for protection

SAMMY

Mmmhmm?

JOHNNY

(Winking at Sammy) Where’s the prom, Sammy? 

SAMMY

Prom ain’t till Spring.

JOHNNY

(Through his teeth) No, you know, the “prom”.  You know the one I’m talking about.

SAMMY

Mmmm.

JOHNNY

You know how I was talking about taking  Claire Boots to the prom.

CLAIRE

(Hopeful) Prom?

JOHNNY

Oh yeah.  And wait until they get a load of you, Claire.  Just *whistles*  

CLAIRE

(Losing herself to the delusion) You think they’ll be jealous?

JOHNNY

Oh.  Yes.  Definitely.   Pea-green.  Swear to God.

CLAIRE

They will won’t they?  Yeah.  Gawking at me, slack-jawed, wide-eyed.  Such big pretty eyes.  And we’ll cut them out, everyone—

JOHNNY

No, no, no .  No eye cutting.  We want them to stare, after all, don’t we?

CLAIRE

(She lowers the gun) Yeah.

JOHNNY

And Sammy here is going to call us a “limo”, isn’t that right, Sammy.

SAMMY

Mmmhmm.  With big flashes lights, I reckin’.

CLAIRE

And we’ll go together?  You and me?

JOHNNY

You and me, Ms. Boots.  Isn’t that right, Sammy?

SAMMY

I reckin’ so.

CLAIRE

(Throws herself at him, total sex kitten).  Oh Johnny!

JOHNNY

That’s right, we’ll take a nice trip to a pretty padded prom where you can--(he can’t finish his sentence b/c Claire’s hands and lips start doing the most indecent things to him.  They finally break for breath).  Shit howdy.

CLAIRE

(pouts) Sorry.  I just couldn’t resist.  Where are we going?

JOHNNY

(Dazed, b/c men think with their dicks)  Under the bleachers?

CLAIRE

Sounds like a plan (She starts to pack her bag.)

JOHNNY

Sammy, you’re going to call that limo in like…oh, ten minutes, right?

SAMMY

Ten minutes?

Claire squeezes his but.

JOHNNY

Oh, make it fifteen.

They exit.

SAMMY

Mmmhmm.  Sounds a bit doo-lally to me.

