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Maeve’s Camellia

Cast of Characters

MAEVE Female. A PhD psychologist and therapist. Any ethnicity. 50s,
could be near retirement age, more or less.

ROB (ROBIN) Male. A welder. Any ethnicity. 50’s, could be near retirement
age, more or less.

TIME: About now.
SETTING: Maeve’s home.
SET: A kitchen to one side. Next to the kitchen, a dining area with table

and chairs. A living area with settee, chairs, coffee table, and
perhaps one or more lamps. In the room, a vase with artificial
flowers. Centered upstage is a bed with extra pillows, or the head
angled up slightly, if necessary, to provide a line of sight for the
audience when actors are recumbent. One or two bedside lamps.
Doors lead to a bathroom and exterior exit. A clothes tree with
coats is near the exterior door. The place is furnished as befitting
the home of an established professional woman.

SYNOPSIS: The first date between Maeve, a PhD psychologist, and Rob, a
blue-collar welder, turns into a weekend whirlwind of sensuality,
conflict, and surprises as this unlikely couple explores attraction,
compatibility, and love later in life. Their verbal swordplay slices
away layers to reveal the inner lives of these vibrant, mature
characters. At times amusing, other times painful, their banter
takes them to a place they could not have predicted and leads to a
stunning conclusion.

RUNNING TIME: ~95 Minutes.

“Being someone's first great love may be great but being their last is beyond perfect.”
~anonymous



Scene One

It’s Friday evening in Maeve’s home. In the dim
light, we sense movement and hear the sounds of
lovemaking, a male and female vocalizing with
increasing intensity until, suddenly, a roar from the
male. A loud gasp from the female. A pause.
More movement. Silence. Lights up to dim from a
bedside lamp. Maeve and Rob sit up in bed,
breathing deeply, eyes open wide. Maeve, giggling.
Rob, pleased with himself, thrilled. They share a
look. Maeve’s giggling grows into full on laughter.
At first, Rob is amused, but as her laughing

intensifies, he becomes troubled.

ROB
Come on. Give me a break.
MAEVE
I’'m sorry. It’s just... It’s funny. Cute. You’re cute.
ROB
Oh, good. I'm cute.
MAEVE
Well, yeah. I think you’re cute. Your enthusiasm. Very cute.
ROB
Okay. Well, I guess I let my enthusiasm get the best of me.
MAEVE
What are you?! A lion?
ROB
No. | guess I’'m just... Passionate.
MAEVE

Yes, you are! My God! A wild man, what you are. I’ve got Tarzan in my bed.

ROB
It was just involuntary. It’s been a while. I guess I had a lot of pent up, I don’t know...

MAEVE
Passion!



ROB
Well, yeah. And it’s not all on me, you know. You’re not exactly quiet, either.

MAEVE
| hope the neighbors have their windows closed. And I’m not laughing at you. With you. I’'m
laughing with you. Why aren’t you laughing?

Maeve gives a little poke to his ribs. Rob recoils,
forces a smile, pokes back.

ROB
Bed is not the place a guy wants to hear a woman howling with laughter.

Maeve snuggles in, hand on Rob’s chest.

MAEVE
Know what | think? | think you’re Tarzan. My God, I just wasn’t expecting...
ROB
Me, too. I wasn’t expecting...
MAEVE
What? You mean the sex?
ROB
This was more than sex, wasn’t it?
MAEVE
What do you think?
ROB

Halting. Serious. For Rob, the big question.
But maybe... You think we might...? That this might be more than...?

MAEVE
That’s always the question, isn’t it?

Maeve rolls over on top of Rob. They kiss and
grope for a few moments. Then, she rolls back.
They pause. The chemistry is palpable. Maeve,
giggling, turns back into him and snuggles.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Holy shit.



ROB
Yeah?
MAEVE
That’s a question?
ROB
Yeah. No! Imean... Wow. Yes! We’re so... Insynch. Sure doesn’t feel like a first date.
MAEVE
Because we got to know each other online. The messages. Sharing pics.
ROB
And the essay. Don’t forget the essay.
MAEVE
Ah, yes! The essay.
ROB
It’s just, I never... You know... Noton a first date. So, yeah. Unexpected.
MAEVE
Never?! | find that hard to/ believe.
ROB
/And the boots! Did not expect cowboy boots.
MAEVE
What? You don’t like them?
ROB
No. I do. Just unexpected. Cowboy boots and jeans. I like your boots. Love your jeans.
MAEVE
What’d you expect me to wear?
ROB

I don’t know. Something, uh... Maybe a business suit.

MAEVE
A business suit to Jethro’s Suds and Steaks?

Maeve sits upright, puzzled. Rob crosses his arms
while making a fist with one hand and squeezing a
bicep with the other — his tic, a characteristic
mannerism when he’s feeling defensive or insecure.



MAEVE (CONT.)
Oh, God. You thought I’d show up, an uptight, prissy —

ROB
No! No. Just knowing your profession, I thought —

MAEVE
Oh. 1 getit. You decide to wear creased slacks and wingtips so we’d look like a couple. Or
maybe you were just trying to impress me.

ROB
Trying too hard, | guess. Next time... Uh, can | assume there’ll be a next time?

MAEVE
No commitments, no regrets.

A pause. Now Rob is puzzled, but Maeve sighs,
lies back.

ROB
Oh, well, if there is a next time then, more upscale. Linen and candles on the table.

MAEVE
I’'m good with a bucket of peanuts on the table. But can | assume that if we go to a fancy
restaurant, you’ll be pulling on jeans and a pair of shit-kicking cowboy boots?

Now Maeve’s hit a nerve, and Rob sits up, tic

noticeable.
ROB
And there it is. Wondered when you’d get around to it.
MAEVE
Around to what?
ROB

The psychologist has pegged me as a blue-collar boor. Thoroughly lacking in social graces.
Unable to dress myself appropriately for the occasion.

MAEVE
Jesus. Is that how welders talk? Don’t be so sensitive.

ROB
How are we supposed to talk?
Beat.
| almost said indecorous but didn’t want to sound pretentious.



MAEVE

Jesus.
Silence.
ROB
Sex changes things.
MAEVE

Always? You think I’m being critical? About the wingtips and slacks? Really, Rob, | was just
having fun. There’s nothing wrong with the way you talk.

Maeve lightly lays a hand on Rob’s arm which
quiets his bicep-squeezing, but Rob remains sitting.

ROB
Okay. No worries, then. I'm not sensitive. And matter of fact, | like change.
MAEVE
In that case —
ROB
Here we go.
MAEVE
What?
ROB
Please tell me you’re not going to profile me.
MAEVE
Profile you?
ROB

A psych profile.
Now Rob’s hits a nerve. Maeve sits up, frustrated.

MAEVE
Goddamnit. See. This is why I don’t like to tell men I’'m a therapist.

ROB
I suppose you’re gauging my degree of introversion. My openness. Neuroticism.

MAEVE
And you’re not sensitive?



Maeve, mildly annoyed, gives a sigh. wraps herself
in a robe, walks to kitchen. Rob looks after her,
shakes his head, and pulls on his boxer shorts.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Stay in bed. I’m coming right back. Just getting us some water. You want anything else?

Maeve opens refrigerator and retrieves two bottles
of water. Rob sits back in bed. Maeve rejoins him,
leaving robe on. She opens a water bottle and
offers it to Rob.

ROB
We can share.

MAEVE
You sure?

Rob nods. Maeve allows a smile, takes a swallow.
Rob follows suit. The bottles are set aside.

MAEVE (CONT.)
What | was going to say before you stereotyped me —
ROB
Sorry, but you’ve got to understand, this kind of relationship —
MAEVE
Oh, now we’re in a relationship?
ROB

No. I mean, I’'m not used to... Just go on. You were saying...

MAEVE
Saying that | noticed you have hair on your chest —

ROB
A chuckle.
Oh, God. Don’t tell me that chest hair is correlated with a psychological disorder.

MAEVE
Jesus, Rob. Can we just agree to make this a safe zone?

ROB
Sure. But didn’t we already talk about protection?



MAEVE
Grins despite herself.
So, if we’re okay now, I’ll try to finish my thought...

Rob returns a coy grin.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Goddamnit. Stop looking so...

Rob cocks his head and ratchets up the coy smile.

MAEVE (CONT.)
So fucking adorable.

Maeve pulls Rob back to the pillow, places a hand
on his chest.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Okay. Here’s the thing. You have hair on your chest. Not a lot, but it looks good. Feels good,
too. But —and here’s my point — you don’t have much hair on your arms. And I’m not
criticizing. Really. I’'m not. It’s just.... I’'m curious.

ROB
Goes with the job.
MAEVE
Okay. I guess I don’t understand.
ROB
From sparks. You have to look real closely. See? A dense patchwork of small scars.
MAEVE
Hardly noticeable, but... Ouch.
ROB
You get used to it.
MAEVE
How’d you become a welder?
ROB

Aptitude. 1 have good eye-hand coordination.

MAEVE
Gifted hands. I can attest to that... But God, your tongue.



MAEVE (CONT.)
Beat.
You really like my boots?

ROB
And your jeans. Love the jeans. You have a perfect ass. Sorry. Is it okay to say that?

MAEVE
The ultimate compliment. Good to know you’re an ass man.

ROB
Oh. Is there an ass-man psych profile? Something different than a tit-man profile?

MAEVE
Neither asses nor tits a sexual deviant makes. That’s straight from the DSM.

ROB
DSM?

MAEVE
The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders. A direct quote.

Rob plays along with the teasing, gives a dramatic

sigh of relief.
MAEVE (CONT.)
Yeah. In the realm of sexual deviancy, ass appreciation is considered quite innocuous.
ROB
What about you? If there are ass-men, are there ass-women?
MAEVE
| tend to appreciate the full package.
ROB
Ooh. The package.
MAEVE
Chest and arms.
ROB
Uh huh. And how do | measure up?
MAEVE

On a ten-point scale. I’ll give you a nine.



ROB
Is that the psychologist’s way of making me feel secure? How can my nine-point chest stand
against your ten-point ass?

MAEVE
Competitive, are you?
ROB
More than most, | guess, but not sure I’m qualified to self-diagnose.
Beat.
What’s it like being a psychologist?
MAEVE

Well... You know how you’ve got this patchwork of little scars? We’re all —all of us —a
walking bundle of psychological scars. Most of us just accept them like you’ve accepted your
scars. They’re mostly small, and we don’t give them a second thought. It’s when they become
noticeable that I get involved.

ROB
Difference is, my scars are real and aren’t going away. But psych issues, the things | suspect you
deal with, are often imagined or transient.

MAEVE
Okay. That’s... That’s quite insightful.
ROB
But correct, isn’t it? I mean, it must be difficult to deal with things that are so... So intangible.
MAEVE
Doesn’t mean they’re not real.
ROB

But there’s more to it. You say you get involved when the scars are noticeable. To whom? Do
you mean noticeable to the patient or to others?

MAEVE
My God. Another great question! Nine for the package but ten for the insight.

ROB
High praise from a doctor.

Rob studies her, then kisses and fondles her for a
moment. With difficulty, he pulls back just a bit.

ROB (CONT.)
Damn.



MAEVE
God damn.
ROB
I’m sorry. You were saying...
MAEVE

Enthralled, a kittenish smile, a deep sigh.

| was saying, psychological threats — psychological problems — spill over. They impact others.

Problems are never imaginary. Ifit’s a problem, it’s real to whomever it’s afflicting.

ROB
You must be great at your job.

MAEVE
Screws up her face, an expression of doubt.
Well, 1 do take it seriously.

ROB
Probably never bored.

MAEVE
Are you kidding? 1I’d love boring. Yesterday, | was counseling inmates at County. In the
morning, | had feces flung at me and —

ROB
Holy shit.
MAEVE
Yeah, well... Same day. In the afternoon, | had two marriage proposals.
ROB
So many opportunities, and yet you still chose to go out with me.
MAEVE
Don’t get cocky. You never know. Those guys haven’t turned in their essays, yet.
ROB
Pretty open-minded, aren’t you?
MAEVE
My line of work, you’ve got to try.
ROB

Like I said. Never boring. From shit to wedlock in one day. Quite the variety.

10
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Pause while they study each other.

MAEVE
Lots of psych issues come down to the human inability to adapt. To adjust. Cope with change.
Maybe they just need to accept the change created by their scars. Or maybe they need to be
proactive. Change their environment. Their relationships. Whatever. But change sucks.

ROB
Okay... But that sounds like a crock. Humans are masters at coping with change. Change is the
only constant. If humans couldn’t deal with it, we’d have gone extinct long ago.

MAEVE
That’s true, I guess. But at some level, change becomes threatening for everyone.

ROB
But if nothing changed, life would be pure hell. We wouldn’t learn anything. What’s learning
without change? We’d die of boredom. And we’d never even laugh.

MAEVE
Are you a black and white kind of guy? Or can you acknowledge there are shades of gray?

ROB
Not everything is gray. There are some universal truths. Or do all psychologists embrace moral
relativism?

MAEVE
Wow. There’s no way. No way in hell you’re just a welder.

ROB
Just a welder? Huh.

Rob sits up, squeezes his bicep, struggles with a
decision.

ROB (CONT.)
Excuse me a minute.

Rob hops out of bed, saunters to bathroom. He’s
not petulant, just very disappointed, sad. He slowly
closes the door. Maeve watches him, feels the
weight of shame for her insensitive remark.

MAEVE
Shit.
Projecting.
That came out wrong. Rob? Please come back to bed.
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ROB
Off.
A minute.

After a moment, Rob enters, but he just stands,
avoids prolonged eye contact, and grips his bicep.

ROB (CONT.)
Um... Maybe this isn’t going to work out...
MAEVE
No. Rob. Ididn’t mean to be insulting or/ demeaning...
ROB
/T getit. I’'m just a welder. I’m not mad. I mean you’re entitled to —
MAEVE
| meant the way you talk.
ROB

You said there’s nothing wrong with the way | talk.

MAEVE
There’s not! It’s just surprising. I mean you talk like you’re highly educated and —

ROB
That’s what I figured.

Rob sighs and turns away. Maeve gets out of bed,
embraces Rob, which he awkwardly allows. He
continues to grab and squeeze his bicep. A
moment, then Maeve takes half-step back and lays a
hand on his arm to quiet his tic.

MAEVE
I need you to listen, Rob, because I’'m going to tell you a secret. A secret. But it’s true. Are you
listening?

Rob turns to her, nods his head.

MAEVE (CONT.)
A PhD doesn’t mean shit. It only proves a dogged determination to put up with a lot of bullshit
and jump through a lot of hoops. Some of the dumbest dumbshits | know have PhDs. Factis...
| know a welder who’s sharper, who’s got more on the ball than the whole lot of them... Will
you please forgive my insensitive remark and come back to bed?
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Rob finally makes steady eye contact and gives a
half-hearted grin as Maeve smiles warmly.

ROB
Uh... Yeah, okay. Maybe we can rewind it a bit...

Maeve and Rob get in bed and share the water
bottle.

ROB (CONT.)
You know, | had a chance to go to college. Eighteen. Joined the Army. | tested well. Really,
really well. And after basic training, | was Soldier of the Cycle. Got called into the company
commander’s office and was offered a slot at West Point.

MAEVE
Wow! That’s —

ROB
Unusual. Yeah. But it meant a commitment past the three years for which I’d enlisted, and |
didn’t think it through. At eighteen you think you know it all but don’t really know jack shit. |
fucked up

MAEVE
Maybe it was all for the best. You’re an autodidact. Nothing wrong with that.
ROB
And just a welder.
MAEVE

Stop! | have no problem with your profession. It was just... You started talking about universal
truth. And... Absolutes make me nervous.

ROB
Why? You’re telling me there are no absolutes?

MAEVE
No. I’m not saying that. But... Okay. You said you like change. Right? How about changing
your mind? Are you able to do that? Or I’'m wondering if you’re one of those guys who always
has to be right. Maybe you want to change me.
Waits for a response.
Well?

ROB
Maybe change would be good for you.
Off Maeve’s look of disapproval.
Sorry. Okay, finish your point. Can’t promise I’1l agree.
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MAEVE
Empathy. It’s about empathy, not agreement. Suspending judgment to learn the lens through
which others see the world. We all have a different lens. Truth is relative.

ROB
Really?! Truth is relative?!

MAEVE
That’s where it gets tricky. For me. In my work. Two people look at the same set of facts and
infer different meanings. Do you not see that?

ROB
Maybe. And through your lens, people can’t cope with change.

MAEVE
I need. We all need. To feel in control. Change sucks. People need certainty. To predict.
Have answers. Why do you think we’ve invented so many legends? Myths? So many goddamn
religions?

ROB
Well, through my lens, it’s boredom that sucks. It’s pure hell. Probably the reason I’m single.
Haven’t found someone who doesn’t bore the hell out of me.

MAEVE
Mmhmm. And what about me? The jury still out?
ROB
Still collecting evidence. Building a case.
MAEVE
Me, too. The evidence is stacking up. Mostly in your favor.
ROB
Mostly?
MAEVE

Smiles. Pause.
Sure I can’t get you something else? Something to eat?

Rob just smiles, wags his head.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Well, let me know. But I’m curious about welding? Doesn’t it get boring?

ROB
I’ve yet to deal with anyone throwing shit. But some jobs are challenging.
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MAEVE
Give me an example.
ROB
You’ve heard the phrase, welders do it in all positions?
MAEVE
Not that I recall.
ROB

Let me show you. Can you hand me the water bottles? Make sure the caps are tight.

Maeve hands him the water bottles. Rob holds
them out with the bottoms butted so the bottles are
in a horizontal position, caps pointing east and west.
They sit up, cross-legged, and face each other.

ROB (CONT.)
Now, you hold the bottles like this.
MAEVE
Like this?
ROB

Yeah. Now, there are basically four welding positions.

Rob uses his index finger as an electrode and traces
the top of the seam where the bottles meet. Maeve,
thoroughly charmed, gazes at Rob’s eyes more so
than his finger. She’s enchanted.

ROB (CONT.)
The flat position — welding like this — is the easiest.
MAEVE
And your finger is the welder?
ROB
I’'m the welder. My finger is the electrode.
MAEVE
And what am 1?
ROB

In this scenario, you’re the fixture holding the workpiece.
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MAEVE
I’d rather be the workpiece and you be the electrode.

ROB
You’ve got a one-track mind, don’t you? But clever. No shortage of welding euphemisms. You
know, of course, that welders have hotter rods.

MAEVE
This is so exciting. I’m learning so much.
ROB
Sarcasm? I’'m boring you?
MAEVE

Are you kidding? | love it.

Maeve lays bottles down, takes Rob’s hand in both
of hers, and extends and kisses Rob’s finger.

MAEVE (CONT.)
I love your electrode.

Maeve puts Rob’s finger in her mouth, slides it in
and out. Rob sucks in a deep breath then wraps
Maeve in an embrace. They kiss passionately.

ROB
Shall we abandon the welding lesson?

MAEVE
No, no. Please continue. You’re teaching me about positions.

Rob places the bottles in her hands, bottoms butted,
so caps are turned north and south. Then, traces
with finger along the seam.

ROB
Okay. This is the horizontal position. A little harder than the flat position.

MAEVE
Well, you and | have already mastered the flat and horizontal positions.

ROB
Takes lots of practice to master. Hundreds of hours.
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MAEVE
Hours? Hundreds of hours?! You’ve got a lot of confidence in your electrode.

Rob smiles, takes her hands, turns bottles to
previous position, caps east and west. He uses his
finger to trace the vertical seam, not too quickly, as
he moves from bottom to top.

ROB
This is the vertical position. More challenging.

MAEVE
So that’s with me on top. We did that, too.

ROB
You don’t give two shits about welding, do you?

MAEVE
No! Ido! Go ahead. We have one more position. Must be the underhand position.

Rob traces the seam on the bottom of the bottles
with his finger.

ROB
Not underhand. Overhead. The most difficult.

Rob sets the bottles aside. Pauses, studies her.

ROB (CONT.)
I’'m sorry. Isaid boredom is hell, and what do I do?

MAEVE
You don’t bore me! And | feel privileged to have my first welding lesson from a master.

Maeve pulls Rob back down to the pillow, snuggles
in, and strokes his chest.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Still, just knowing you as well as I do, I wonder if welding doesn’t sometimes get boring.

ROB
Guess it could if | wasn’t a thinker. But | drop the hood and watch the little bright light, and my
mind’s free to think.

MAEVE
Hood?
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ROB
The mask that covers my face, protects my eyes.

MAEVE
Oh, right. Hey! Some sculptor should reprise Rodin’s thinker. Instead of a naked guy, chin on
his fist, a hooded welder watching a little bright light. You could be the model.

ROB
Wouldn’t work. They’d want a model with a full package, a rating of ten. 1’d never measure up.

MAEVE
Thought you said you weren’t sensitive.

Rob shrugs. They share an intimate smile, an
intimate moment.

MAEVE (CONT.)
So, what do you think about when you’re watching the little bright light?
ROB
Lately, thinking a lot about you. Anticipating our first date.
MAEVE
Did it meet your expectations?
ROB
Expectations just lead to disappointment. I’ve learned it’s best to have no expectations.
MAEVE
But one can hope.
ROB
I’ve not been disappointed.
MAEVE

Neither have I. Who’d have guessed that Tarzan is a thinker.
Pause. Maeve continues stroking Rob’s chest.

MAEVE (CONT.)
What else do you think about?

ROB
About whatever I’ve been reading. On my nightstand right now, I’ve got a book about what
America’s founders learned from the Greeks and Romans.



MAEVE
My God, you continue to... You’re just SO damn unexpected.

ROB

See! You like the unexpected. It makes life interesting. Gives us a reason to smile.

MAEVE
Uh huh... What do you think about spending the night?

ROB
| would, but I’ve got a very early start tomorrow.

Maeve rolls her eyes and sighs.

ROB (CONT.)
No. Really. I’'m not bullshitting. Saturdays are work days for me.
MAEVE
But you do want to —
ROB

See you again? Yes! 1do. | wantto see you again and... |was even going to ask about

tomorrow night.

MAEVE
Two nights in a row? Sounds serious...

19

Silence. They share an intimate smile, a tender kiss.

MAEVE (CONT.)

You said sex changes things. What’s changed between us? Is there something you’d change

right now? Something about us?

ROB
Only one thing.
MAEVE
What’s that?
ROB

I’m lying on my dominant hand. Okay to change sides?

MAEVE
To free up your dominant hand? Gladly!



Maeve rolls over the top of him to switch sides,
gives a wide grin as Rob shakes out his dominant

arm.
MAEVE (CONT.)
Better?
ROB
Thanks. Now what?
MAEVE

How about the underhand? No, | mean the overhead. Can you show me the overhead?
They kiss as lights dim to...
BLACKOUT

END OF SCENE

20
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Scene Two

One day later, Saturday evening, their second date.
Remnants of a meal are evident, dishes scattered
over the tablecloth on the dining table. A burning
candle is gleaming on the table. Maeve sits angled
a bit toward downstage and is smiling but looking
away from Rob who is under the table on hands and
knees. They both wear jeans, Maeve in cowboy
boots and Rob in denim shirt and chukka boots.

Rob crawls to emerge from under the table with a
spoon. Perhaps he has it in his mouth like a dog
with a bone. With puppy dog eyes, he hands Maeve
the spoon as she giggles and takes the spoon to lay
on the table. Rob moves up and forward and begins
kissing Maeve through her clothes, starting at the
navel. He buries his head and kisses, and then he
moves up.

When Rob reaches her breasts, he continues kissing
while Maeve wraps her arms around his head, looks
up with closed eyes, and moans. Rob continues
kissing. He gets to his feet to kiss her neck. More
moaning from Maeve. Then, their mouths meet.
They kiss, but Rob is bent forward awkwardly, and
after a moment, he sways and breaks from kissing
to catch himself.

ROB
Whoa.
MAEVE
Want to sit on my lap?
ROB

How about you sit on mine?

Rob pulls a giggling Maeve up from her chair, spins
her around, and sits pulling her onto his lap.
Another kiss, and then they stare at each other for a
long moment.

MAEVE
Thank you for getting my spoon.
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ROB
Thank you for dinner.
MAEVE
Mmhmm.
ROB
Can I help you clear?
MAEVE

How about some coffee?

Maeve hops up, goes to kitchen for coffee. Rob
quickly clears the dishes then wraps Maeve from
behind, kisses her neck. They have a moment
before Rob makes a gesture holding Maeve’s chair
out for her. She hesitates, amused, raised eyebrows,
then sits. They sip coffee.

ROB
Good food. Linen and a candle on the table. Jeans and boots. So much better than going out.

MAEVE
Swiveling and extending a boot.
Shit-kicking cowboy boots.
A pause, turning to study Rob.
You’re such a gentleman.

ROB
| thought I was Tarzan.
MAEVE
An enigma.
ROB
Am |?
MAEVE

You like change, but you’re traditional. A gentleman who opens doors, pulls out chairs, says
please and thank you. You even carry a clean hankie in your back pocket.

ROB
You went through my pockets?

MAEVE
No. No, but I do notice things. Paying attention to, you know, confirm that you’re really —
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ROB
Well bred?

MAEVE
Well, that’s the question, isn’t it? \Were you raised by refined parents or by wolves? I don’t
know. On one hand, you’re polite but you’ve got a wildness about you. Civilized, but raised in
the jungle. King of the jungle with a Tarzan roar. What a man!

ROB
Maybe not king of the jungle but | am secure in my manhood.
MAEVE
Rob, your manhood was never in doubt.
ROB
Yeah, well, with a name like Robin...
MAEVE
What? Robin’s a great name for a man.
ROB
Should have been around when | was in grade school.
MAEVE
Why? Were you teased?
ROB

Nothing I couldn’t handle. There were two girls in my first-grade class named Robin. And my
teacher insisted on calling me Robin. So, there was Robin One, Two, and Three. | was Robin
One. And all the other kids... Well, you know how kids are.

MAEVE
So, the male became numero uno. That figures.
ROB
Well, I don’t think it did much to fuel my ego.
MAEVE
Why not embrace Robin? | mean, | like Rob, | do. But Robin! Batman’s sidekick. Robin Gibb.
ROB
Who?
MAEVE

The Bee Gees.
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ROB
Oh, yeah! Sang falsetto.

MAEVE
| think that was his brother.

Rob stands and unabashedly breaks into song
attempting falsetto. He sings with gusto which is
disconcerting because, well, he’s not a soprano.
Maeve is astonished.

ROB
O mio babbino caro,
Mi piace, e bello bello,
Vo'andare in Porta Rossa
A comperar I'anello!

Maeve stares, eyes open wide. Flustered. Surely,

he’s goofing. Isn’t he? No way in hell he’s serious.
But what if he is?

MAEVE
Uh. I’'m speechless.

ROB
What? No applause? That was Puccini, after all.

MAEVE
Allowing herself a slight smile, still unsure.
You know Puccini? Uh... Wow. Itwas... Uh...

ROB
Breaks into laughter. Returns to his seat.
Oh, my God! You thought | was serious!

MAEVE
Now laughing.
You were so sincere! 1 didn’t want to hurt your feelings. You suck as a singer, but you’re a hell
of an actor.

ROB
Okay, so more Robin Williams than Robin Gibb.

MAEVE
Yes! Robin Williams! An actor and a comedian. Also, very masculine. Lots of hair on his
arms.



ROB
The full package. But remember, he wasn’t a welder.
MAEVE
No. But he was in touch with his manhood.
ROB
Liked to touch it, did he?
MAEVE
He said, God gave you a penis and a brain, but only enough blood for one at a time.
ROB
That’s some self-awareness, | guess.
MAEVE

Self-awareness. The holy grail of my profession. Hey! You can be Robin Hood because, you
know, you wear the welding hood.

ROB
Uh huh. Think I’ll simply stick with Rob. And what kind of a name is Maeve?
MAEVE
| like my name.
ROB

Oh, I do, too. It’s unusual. What does it mean?

MAEVE
Maeve was Queen of Connaught in Ireland. Known for her skills as a warrior and...
Leaning closer, provocatively.
For her sexual prowess.

ROB
No shit?! So as her namesake, | can assume you have formidable warrior skills in addition to
your amazing repertoire of sexual skills?

MAEVE
Darling, we’ve only scratched the surface of my repertoire.
ROB
Oh, you saucy wench.
MAEVE

The name means intoxicating.
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ROB
Well, no wonder I lost my inhibition last night and roared like a lion.
Turning serious, reaching to touch her.
God. Youreally are... Intoxicating. Such a fitting name.

MAEVE
Mmm.
Smiling, a long pause.
I’m curious. How does security in your manhood influence your views of women?

ROB
| like them.
MAEVE
Seriously.
ROB

Seriously. I like them.
Pausing, studies Maeve.
Why?

MAEVE

Just wondering. You pull out my chair for me. Last night, insisted on opening doors for me.

The car door. At the restaurant. Just wondering if it’s... Are you’re really that...?

ROB
Gentlemanly?
MAEVE
Or maybe it’s out of character but you think it will impress me.
ROB
Does it make you uncomfortable? When | hold a door for you.
MAEVE
Not uncomfortable. Just —
ROB
But you’re secure enough to —
MAEVE
Yes. |am.
ROB

I mean, | could let you —
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MAEVE
No. | mean, yes. | can open my own doors, but I’'m secure enough to admit that —
ROB
You like it. That I open doors.
MAEVE

Yes. |think so. I mean, it doesn’t bother me that you do. But it’s not an obligation. Don’t
make it a rule. Idon’t expect it, okay? No, here’s the thing...

ROB
Yeah?
MAEVE
You’re... You’re comfortable.
ROB
Now?
MAEVE
I mean... You’re a strong, confident guy. And very traditional, I think.
ROB
Very? I’m not sure I’m very anything.
MAEVE

Very everything. Traditional, but you like change. Secure, but not just in your manhood.
You’re comfortable with me. [ mean, now that we’ve gotten past my faux pas.

ROB
What’s that?

MAEVE
Leading you to think that I don’t respect welders. But now, you know | do. Right? That I
respect your intelligence? And now, I don’t feel... Idon’t think you’re...

Maeve reaches across to take Rob’s hand.

MAEVE (CONT.)

You’re not threatened.
Her revelation.
I don’t threaten you.

ROB
Well, that was before | knew about your legacy. The Warrior Queen.
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MAEVE
Don’t make light of it! Really. You have no idea how rare that is.
ROB
Opening doors? Being a gentleman?
MAEVE

To meet a down-to-earth man who isn’t intimidated.

ROB
By your warrior skills or by your sexual prowess?

MAEVE
Damn it, Rob, I’'m serious. When men hear doctor in front of my name, their masculinity
usually swells to obnoxious in defense. That, or it becomes limp in retreat. But my PhD doesn’t
threaten you, does it?

ROB
Makes you interesting.

Rob moves to kitchen, returns, with coffee. Maeve
raises her cup and gives a warm smile as he pours.

ROB (CONT.)
Want to know what’s really rare? A woman who’s intelligent but not condescending. A woman
who doesn’t stereotype men. Blue collar men. Think we all misogynists. Slobs who love cage
fighting and NASCAR and only read the sports pages.

MAEVE
Jesus, Rob. That’s your lens? You sound bitter.

ROB
Returning coffee pot to kitchen.
Definitely jaded. So tired of the online dating thing. | mean, | was.

MAEVE
| know what you —

ROB
Returning to seat, becoming animated.
All these women write profiles proclaiming their love of the Brewers. The Packers. | had no
idea that virtually every woman in the world loves to fish. To camp. To kayak. They’re all into
sci-fi flicks. CGI-driven action movies. Fucking ridiculous.

MAEVE
They’re just casting about. Trying to choose the right bait.



ROB
But you, Maeve. You gave me —
MAEVE
God! A writing assignment. What was | thinking?
ROB
Loved it. A challenge.
MAEVE
Well, vocabulary is a good proxy for intelligence.
ROB
But is vocabulary enough? What if it was unaccompanied by the Tarzan roar?
MAEVE
You don’t really think I’m that shallow.
ROB
You’re deep. Multi-layered. A saucy wench with a PhD. Talk about an enigma.

Pause.
What was it about me that initially attracted you?

MAEVE
Initially? Your manly good looks.
ROB
So, you are superficial.
MAEVE

Superficially superficial. Wanted to get inside your head. Collect some evidence. Make sure
you’re real. Hence, the essay.

ROB
Five hundred words of evidence.
MAEVE
Exactly, too. 1did a word count. Just had to meet you to see, you know...
ROB
You were thinking, a ghost writer.
MAEVE

Could a writer’s mind really reside inside those rugged good looks?
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ROB
The challenge was limiting it. Keeping it to exactly 500 words.
MAEVE
Such a perfectionist. But have you really done all the things you described? Sky diving?
ROB
Several times. You doubt my veracity?
MAEVE
And driven an Indy race car? Really?
ROB

Las Vegas Motor Speedway, 180 miles per hour.

MAEVE
Uh huh. White water rafting? Well, that | believe. But climbing Mount Rainier?

Rob nods, shrugs. No big deal.

MAEVE (CONT.)
But your biggest risk was —
ROB
Before going out with you?
MAEVE

Oh, God. Daring to date a therapist. I’m so scary.

ROB
Before you, biggest risk was lying about my age. | was only 16. Lied to get a job in a meat
packing plant.

MAEVE
Having a good laugh.
God, you can’t make this stuff up. And what was so risky about cutting the anuses out of pig
carcasses?

ROB
Carpal tunnel. Could have ruined me as a welder.

MAEVE
You’ve got quite the resume.
Pausing, leaning in.
Okay. Now you have to tell me something else about yourself. Something really risky you did.
And here’s the thing — it has to be something that you’ve never told anyone else.
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ROB
Oh, jeez.
MAEVE
Come on. Show some vulnerability.
ROB

Okay. Let me think.
Hesitating. Struggling with the decision.
Promise. You won’t hold it against me?

MAEVE
What are we talking about?
ROB
I mean, | was only 16.
MAEVE

Going way back, aren’t you? No, Rob. It’s okay. You can tell me.

ROB
Okay. Spring of my sophomore year, | wanted to date this really hot girl, but her parents were
super religious and wouldn’t let her date.

MAEVE
So, you what? Snuck into her bedroom?
ROB
This is not something of which I’'m proud.
MAEVE
Oh, boy. What did you do?
ROB

They were planning to go — her parents were — to some big revival in another city. You know, a
long drive. Couple of hours away. Well, when I learned about that, I decided to go to their
church, to attend a Sunday service.

MAEVE
Lining up for conversion. You must have really wanted this girl.
ROB
At 16 I was...
MAEVE

Horny? And what’s changed?
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ROB
| went to their church. Put my acting skills to use. Expressed interest in the revival.
MAEVE
Okay. A little ballsy, I guess.
ROB

Yeah, but you’ll never guess what’s coming.

MAEVE
You went to the revival. But don’t see what was so risky unless they used snakes in the service.

ROB
Lots of weird shit but no snakes. On the return trip, I’m in the backseat with Beulah. And —

MAEVE
Having a good laugh.
Beulah?! Her name was Beulah?

ROB
And | had my coat over our laps.

Maeve gasps.

ROB (CONT.)
Yeah. Now you see what’s coming.
MAEVE
You didn’t!
ROB

I did. Carried on a conversation with her dad as he was driving while I’'m in the backseat... You
know... Inappropriately touching his daughter under the coat.

MAEVE
My God! So, you were talking while your fingers were walking.

ROB
In a manner of speaking. They were definitely exploring.

MAEVE
That poor, poor girl. First, to be stuck with a name like Beulah. And then to have her innocence
despoiled in the presence of her parents.

ROB
Oh, she was more complicit than she was innocent. But still... Yeah.
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MAEVE
But the parents didn’t suspect anything? I mean, wasn’t her dad keeping an eye on you in the
rear-view mirror?

ROB
That was the risky part. If he knew what | was doing, he would have pulled over and exacted the
Lord’s vengeance.

MAEVE
A momentous year for you. At 16 you were carving anuses from pig carcasses and backseat
fingering a girl in the presence of her puritanical parents. What else did 16-year-old Rob do?

ROB
Sixteen-year-olds don’t have the best judgment. Like | said, not my proudest moment. And no,
I’ve never told anyone about it. Until now, I’d forgotten. Don’t know why I thought of it.

Maeve rises, retrieves a coat from the clothes tree,
moves to the settee, and indicates a seat for Rob.

MAEVE
Let’s see. Your dominant hand...

Amused, Rob takes a seat. Maeve provocatively
unbuttons her jeans. She takes a seat and covers
their laps. Maeve places Rob’s hand between her
legs and leans her head on his shoulder. Rob
smiles. There’s movement under the coat. A long
pause while they enjoy the under-coat cavorting.

ROB
To get the full Beulah experience, you need to feel simultaneously terrified and thrilled.
MAEVE
You are a devil.
ROB

Glad I don’t have daughters.

Another long pause as Rob, amused, watches
Maeve who’s really enjoying herself.

ROB (CONT.)
Okay. Your turn. A big risk you’ve taken and —

MAEVE
Oh, we don’t need to —
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ROB
Of course, we do! Only fair. And it has to be something you’ve never told anyone else.

MAEVE
Tell you what. 1’1l think about it and maybe I’ll come up with something to tell you later.
You’re still planning to stay the night?

ROB
Maybe?! No. No, that’s not fair. The hell’s up with that?

MAEVE
Don’t get mad.

Rob removes his hand from under the coat.

ROB
Not mad. Disappointed. The therapist expects her patient to open up, be vulnerable. But you
hold back.

Maeve stands, buttons her jeans, rehangs the coat.

MAEVE
There you go bringing up the therapist again! I thought I didn’t threaten you.

ROB
It’s not that. But what do you want from me? Besides sex, | mean. You seem to enjoy my
company, but you’re not totally sold. I’ve been open with you, but you keep investigating.
Collecting evidence. Going through my pockets. I’m under a goddamn microscope. What are
you really looking for?

MAEVE
I didn’t go through your goddamn pockets. And you’re not under a microscope. What do think
I’'m looking for? Jesus. Are you looking for some kind of commitment? It’s our second date,
for God’s sake. Can’t we just keep it light? Fun?

Maeve studies Rob who sits, wounded and
confused.

MAEVE (CONT.)
Okay. Look. It’s just... I’'m still wondering if you’re real.

ROB
Real?! Christ.

Silence.
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MAEVE
You didn’t answer me about spending the night.

ROB
I don’t know. You really want me to?

Maeve lays a hand on Rob’s shoulder. Her voice
low and steady. Her expression pleading.

MAEVE
Yes. Yes, | do.

Rob studies her. An uncomfortable moment until...
BLACKOUT

END OF SCENE



