THE GIN GAME

NSIA sieps lentatively toward WELIER. )

FONSINgI came here to Bentley because they'rg
to haWy

WELLER, don’t mind my
asking?

FONSIA. Oh, my... ‘@rond. I've got chronic

diabetes.

FONSIA. Have you ever lived at the Presbyterian Home?
WELLER. No.

FONSIA. (wistfully) That's the place I really wanted to go to.
WELLEE. Why didn’t you?

FONSIA. Well, they have a rather unusual financial set-up.
WELLER. What’s that?

FONSIA. You have to give them all your money.

WELLER. That’s the place. That’s the goddamn place.
That’s the place where you have to give them all your
money.

(WELLER gets up and paces the small area around the
card table. He has a slight limp, bui uses the cane he
constantly has in his hand more as a prop than an
actual aid to walking. )

The Presbyterian Home... Christ, what a racket. Think
of all the poor bastards out there right now, thinking
they're working for themselves, when really they're
working for the Presbyterian Home.
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THE GIN GAME

FONSIA. They don'’t have to go there,

WELLER. Oh. Hell no. They don't have to go there. They
don’t have to go anywhere if they don’t want to...
(WELLER sits back down at the table.)

That’s a damn lie. You do have to go somewhere. Hyou

live long enough, sooner or later you end up in one of
these places.

(WELLER furns back {o his game of solitaire. )
FONSIA. I guess you're right.
(FONSIA sits on the glider.)

Course, if you were rich enough...

WELLER. Don'’t be deluded by money, either. I've seen some
very wealthy people in old age homes. Loneliness—it’s
as simple as that,

FONSLA. That’s why I wanted to go to the Presbyterian
Home. I have friends over there I've known all my life.

WELLER, Then why didn’t vou give them all your money?

FONSIA. I couldn’t bring myself to do that.

WELLER. Who the hell could? It's unreasonable to expecta
person to turn over everything they have. I don’t care
how nice the place is. You're entitled to some personal
property. Even the welfare department lets you keep
twenty-five-hundred dollars.

FONSIA. You might be right. I'm sure they have their side
of it, too. It’s just a matter of opinion, I guess.

WELLER. It’s not a matter of opinion. A fact is a fact.
(WELLER looks at FONSIA, much nicer now.)

Do you play cards?

FONSIA. Oh, it’s been years since I've played cards.
[ used to love to play... I could sit up playing rammy
or pinochle tll two o’clock in the morning. If my
mother’d ever known I was doing that, she’d a killed
me. We were raised “old school” Presbyterian, you
know. And we considered card playing a sin.
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WELLER. The only sin in card playing is drawing to an
inside straight. And even that’s not a sin if you fill it.

{He laughs to himself.)
FONSIA. That's poker you're talking about, isn’t it?
WELLER. What? Oh, the inside straight. Yes, that’s poker.

(Stymied again at solitaire, WELLER gathers up the
cards.)

FONSIA. I never did see much sense to that. For one thing,
1 could never keep straight what beats what.

(WELLER shuffles the cards.)

WELLER. Did you ever play gin?

FONSIA. Is gin and rummy the same? Seems to me they
called it gin rummy.

WELLER. It’s the same principle. T keep score on what’s
known as the Hollywood basis. Here, sit down over
here and I'll show you.

(WELLER gets up and slides his chair fo the other side of
the table for FONSIA. She moves to it.)

(WELLER now moves to get another chair for himself,
and any scrap of paper he can find in the bookcase for
a score pad. )

Just let me get another chair...and something to keep
score on...and we'll be all set.

(FONSIA wails standing by her chaiv. WELLER returns to

the table with the other chair and a score pad.)

There. (extending his hand) By the way, I'm Weller
Martin.

FONSIA, I'm Fonsia Dorsey.
WELLER. Pleased to meet you, Fonsia.
(FONSIA siis down, as does WELLER.

Now, the first thing we do... I think you're going to
enjoy this...is deal the cards...ten for me and eleven
for you. (He deals.) One, one. Two, two. Three, three.







	Blank Page



