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i . One T
v oot it taken care of. You two just reiax \0
Taylor, Don't worry, U've got 1t faken ¢ Qﬁ a '\n

ewar’s, one beer ...

S’\OLO/‘ E}ﬂ’ 4+ (Taylor moves fff:' Pause.) Q\'\‘_&_ﬁ

5% Peter. How 40 you know Tay?
Rita. 1don’t. I mean, except from the hall.
Peter. Oh, you’re a neighbor.
Rita. Icouldn’tsleep.
Peter. Oh, really? Why? ... How long have you liy

Rita. Ihaven’t slept since I was fourteen. A ye :

(Beat.)

were & urteen‘7

Peter. Did you say you hadn’t slept s s eg»you
i ggﬂ,
Rita. Pretty much. 7w

Peter. You look great! -
Rita. Thank you, 's W

2@'
Peter. Consxderm thﬂ‘

“&% =
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— Peter. No no, that was just a ... nonhumorous ... flail.
88

@ta. %ﬁt‘?
o 9 & (Peter shakes his head.) '\
) .’ Rita. [ like your shirt! ’ CON’(M@
%ﬁ@ (Taylor returns with drinks,) *
L

3 Taylor. Dewar’s, madaine?
Rita. Thank you.

Taylor. No beer, sorry.



Peter. Wine’s fine. Thanks ... Rita has insomnia. e
Taylor. Oh, yeah? Listen, U've got to pee, I'm sorty, excuse me, Forg

me...

(He is gone again.)

Peter. What do you do when you’re not NOT sleeping?

TN
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Rita. Oh, I usually, you know ... write in my journal or— .

living, you mean? I’m a bartender.
Peter. Oh. Where?

Rita. (overlapping) Yeah. At the Tin Market )

Rita. Yeah.

Peter. 1 guess it’s a good place for an
urdays?

Rita. I'm 8%

2
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’ _A;:eter. I §§§n articles and digitize them and transform old microfiche—

e%% thﬁ%ﬁ s teeny tiny little film?—to digital. You'd like it, it’s really
interesting, |

Rita. What are your aspirations in that case?

Peter. I should ,have_' some, shouldn’t I? No, I, L I, I, I, I, uh, can’t think of

the answer, I'm sorry.

Rita. That’s okay!




{
Peter. So, why can’t you sleep? You know what’s good? 1 forget wha!

it's called, it’s an herb.
Rita. I tried it.
Peter. It dida’t work?

Well ... if you ever need any help getting to sleeg (B ‘
(Beat.) It was nice talking to you.
Rita. You, too.
Peter. Get some sleep.
Rita. I'll try.

Peter, (addressmg the audzence) I stéa&%oufé‘@é fora wh:de, just hstemng

& ;__'

,

Veterfls this all right?

Rita. No, I'm SOITY, you can never come in here ... What’s new?

Peter. Since yesterday? Well, let’s see, so much has happened. You look
great.

Rita. What’ll you drink?

Peter. Do you have Molson?



(She nods.)
So, did you get some sleep?
Rita. Eventually.
(She sets down his Molson.)
Peter. Thank you.
Rita. You?
Peter. Sleep? Oh, I don’t have any trouble. But ... let’
White Hotel today.
Rita. Oh.
Peter. That was pretty much it.
Rita. Yeah.
Peter. You? |
Rita. Oh, I slept, mostly H
Peter. Did you read 1t‘7

k%
Peter. mﬁh this very highfalutin sexual dream thing, you know?
_ Rita. Yeah I ve heard everybody beats off when they read it.

Peter. You heard that?

Rita. Go on.

Peter. ... It’s very depressing, the book.
Rita. Uh-huh.



in apy with Freud
Peter. This lovely, very neurotic woman goes into therapy with F

himself—
Rita. Right.
Peter. And he sort of cures her so that she can go on to live for a fe ,

Happy stuff.
Rita. So why were you in Europe for ten years?
Peter. How did you know I was in Europe?
Rita. Word gets around. .
Peter. You asked Taylor about me? You wglre

get married.
Rita. Okay.
Peter. I just went, you,know.
Rita. He said there wasw' Stop
ter. He did? ... Oka #th% i
Rita. Okay. gﬁéj{% :

‘% TRBREST
Peter. Andd 83 gggﬁs it sounds.

5 %éh$ who are unfommately deceased now. I’m going to make
% fls as brief as possible.

Rita, Take your time.
Peter. And—
Rita. We can go up to my place if you want. When you’re done.

Peter. And~cverything-worked—out—geat~for-everybody-it—Was-
ng.

amaz-

Cnd..



