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7 Louise, Miss Wllhs—(JACKIE pauses ) What would
you get out of it?

JACKIE. Pardon?

Louise. You said you could tell me a way to . . . ar-
range things. I assume you’d want something in return.

Jackie. You mean besides satisfaction?

Louise. Besides satisfaction.

JAackIE. Same as you, I guess. Money.

Louise. How much money?

Jackie. We could work something out. You'd have so
much you wouldn’t even know 1t was missing.

Loulse. Just for the sake of argument—you under-
stand this 1s all hypothetical —

JACKIE. Sure.

Louise. —how could I possibly pay you? I couldn’t
very well write a check. And if 1 withdrew a large
amount of cash—

JAackiE. Don’t even worry about 1t. I mean, I can tell
you at least five ways to launder money. Most people
don't know how easy it is.

Louise. But you do?

JAackIE. Uh-huh. I used to work in a bank. (A4 long
pause.)

Louise. Well . . . it’s been an interesting visit. Thank
you again for coming.

JAckIE. Listen, I'm glad I did. It was reaily nice meet-
ing you. ( She starts out again.) Oh—1 forgot — (She hur-
ries back to the desk and scrawls something on a piece
of paper.) My phone number. In case you want to con-
tact me or anything. (The telephone rings. LOUISE
crosses to answer il.)

Louise. Hello? . . . Arthur? (She looks at JACKIE
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with a speak-of-the-devil glance. JACKIE grins.)

Jackik. (a loud whisper) 1 really like your new color.
‘By. (She exits.)

Louise. (fo phone) No, just sitting here . . . reading.
This isn’t a very good connection. Where are you, the
hotel? . . . I'm fine. (touches her eye) Still swollen but
it’s going down . . . Yes, I got the flowers. And the per-
fume. Yes, roses, . . Am I in a forgiving frame of mind?
I really don’t think that’s something we should talk
about long distance . . . (pause) Is someone there with
you? I thought I heard another voice . . . I see. A bat late
in the day for maid service, isn’t it? . . . No, I'm not be-
ing sarcastic . . . Arthur, I don’t mean to cut you off,
but I’'m exhausted. Why don’t you call me in the morn-
ing? (pause) You love me? . . . No, its just a peculiar
thing to say under the circumstances. Of course I believe
you. Why wouldn’t I1? . . . Talk to you tomorrow. ( She
hangs up.) Bastard. (She moves around the room for a
Jew moments, obviously angry, then she notices the
empty can of Tab. Almost without thinking, she picks it
up and crosses to a wastepaper basket. She is about to
drop it in, but she suddenly pauses. She looks at the can
and her expression grows thoughtful. The barest hint of
a smile touches her lips.)

ging.

JACKIE's Vorce. Hi, This is Jackie Willis—(pause) Is
this thing on? The green light's supposed to be— What
the hell, let’s give it a shot . . . Hi, this is Jackie Willis.
Don’t hang up—1I hate this machine just as much as you
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do, but it’s cheaper than calling me back., I'm not at
home right now — well, actually I am at home right now,
but I won’t be when you hear this—so if you leave your
name and number I'll touch base as soon as I can. Just
wait till you hear the beep and let loose. And have a nice
day. ( There 1s a beep.)

Louise’s Voice. Miss Willis —this is Louise Jamison.
When you get a moment, please call me. I think it might
be a good 1dea for us to have anqther talk . ’\F
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