
Act I : I

Note: Any Time someone mentions Mamet’s name Louise makes the sign of the cross as  
if she is warding off a curse.

Setting : The inside of a pawn shop.  Center back is a counter which runs about 6 feet in  
length, it is your standard jewelry case/display counter, but in this particular case there  
are awards. There is one Oscar and two Tony awards, on the top shelf of the counter,  
displayed  prominently,  A  few  more  Emmy  awards  a  little  battered,  on  the  shelf  
underneath,  and an on the bottom of the counter, heaped one on top of another all mixed  
together are an unknown number of People’s Choice awards and Golden Globes.  To the  
left of this counter, in the corner of this narrow shop is a small dresser which holds a  
cash register, it is positioned so the drawers are facing the audience and a tag can be  
seen hanging from one of the drawers. Directly behind it on the wall is a large sign  
which reads: 

The OFF-BROADWAY PAWN
does not accept responsibility

for the quality of the merchandise
sold herein, you buy as is

no guarantee, no warrantee

 Lining the wings of the stage are two large shelves which contain  various theatrical  
goods, a couple of Franell’s,  some Gobo’s , off to the right is a large rack on which  
hangs a couple of 8 foot theatre blacks, hidden under one of the Blacks, in costume is a  
shadow creature, an actor in a black body stocking wearing one of the following masks.  
On the wall behind the counter there are random masks from different productions, ie.  
Balinese masks, Noh masks, Brazilian carnival masks, and so on…. A woman sits  
reading a newspaper behind the counter, with a phone on the wall behind her.  Behind  
the counter is a door leading to a back room. 

Every now and then the actor hidden turns his/her head to follow the action, this 
should go unnoticed by Penfield as he has he back to it most of the time. 

Lights Up

The Phone rings three times 

Louise: 
Broadway pawn, huh, (pause) oh yeah we got a one left better hurry though ( pause) no 
we can’t hold items without cash, sorry. (pause)  I don’t give a rats ass who the fuck you 
are, you ain’t Pinter I know that! (pause) Maybe if you stuck with the stage you wouldn’t 
be having this kind of problem! (pause) Ain’t my fault you wrote Heist, loo…look pal, 
it’s don… done…Yes, yes… over and gone… that’s.. that’s right! (slams the phone 
down) Little prick. 
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Enter Penfield wearing a slightly dirty suit. 

 Penfield:
 Hi. 

Louise: (sarcastically cheerful)
 HI! (Quickly goes back to reading her paper.) 

BEAT. 

The young Penfield positions himself to speak, but just ends up staring at the back  
of the paper the woman is reading, he does this for a minute when something  
catches his attention. He then leans his head and starts reading the paper, getting  
closer and closer, finally he sees his name and grabs the paper. This causes the  
woman to jump back and grab a handgun and point it at Penfield, who is now 
casually reading the paper. 

Louise:
Hey, what the fuck do you think you are doing!?

 Penfield: 
They mentioned me in this morning’s paper. 

Louise: 
That’s yesterday’s paper. 

Penfield: 
Whatever. 

Louise. (clicks hammer) 
No. 

Penfield: ( leans down corner of paper looks at the Louise, steps back, leans in  
and looks closely a the gun. relaxes)

 That’s a nice replica. 

Louise: 
This isn’t a replica

Penfield: 
Hmm, okay, let’s pretend. Stanislavski, cute. 

Louise: 
No, Artaud. (fires a shot) Now give me back my paper! 
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Penfield (drops to the ground, reaches up and lays paper on counter) 
Will you put that down now?

Louise: (she does so)
You needed something?

Penfield: 
Yeh, I heard you guys sell, (whispers, loudly) plots. 

Louise: 
Maybe, you with the guild?

Penfield: 
I don’t understand. 

Louise: 
Then me explaining it won’t help. 

Penfield: 
So you don’t have any? 

Louise:
I didn’t say that.

Penfield: 
Well what have you got?

Louise: 
What do you need a plot for huh?

Penfield: (whispers)
I’m Marcus Penfield. I got a deal coming up and I been dry, see?

Louise: 
Dry huh, how dry we talking, Mamet dry or Mike Nelson dry?

Penfield: 
Who the fuck is Mike Nelson?

Louise: 
Exactly. 

Penfield
What?

3



Louise
You’re not the quickest horse on the track are you? When people go dry they go dry for a 
reason.

Penfield
Sometimes the well runs dry, simple as that, can’t have water without rain. 

Louise
So were you slinging around your reserves or did you just piss off the gods?

Penfield
Both. 

Louise: (laughs) 
Alright pal, what are you looking for?

Penfield
If I knew I wouldn’t be here. 

Louise
Well what are they expecting, you said you had a deal, what did you tell em?

Penfield
A love story, something about impossible love overcoming all odds. 

Louise
Shit! And they bought it, who you got a deal with some of those New School fucks?

Penfield
Look are you in the business or not?

Louise
I’m in a lot of businesses pal, but not dinner theatre. 

Penfield 
Who the fuck is talking about dinner theatre?

Louise
That’s what it sounds like from here. I am starting to wonder if you ever had it in the first 
place.

Penfield
I was hot, Sid was talking about me in his column didn’t you see it? 
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Louise
I told you that was yesterdays paper, might as well have been ten years ago. 

Penfield
But he was talking about the deal, it’s comin around again, I’m gonna be hot, the hottest 
thing around. 

Louise
Then why are you talking like a bad Miller play?

Penfield
I don’t have to take this from you. 

Louise:
Yeh, then get the fuck out of here. 

Penfield
I need a script. 

Louise:
So who the fuck cares!

Penfield
Look I got some Tony’s out in my car. 

Louise 
They yours?

Penfield
(say’s nothing, turns his back, walks over to where the actor is hidden and begins 
inspecting all the masks, over his next few lines he should turn to the mask on the rack 
last. He should be doing this unless specified that he is looking to Louise) 

Louise
What’s  a matter, you not hearing too good? I asked if they- What production are they 
from?

Penfield: 
Uh…The Bottle of Gin?

Louise: 
The what? 

Penfield: 
They’re not mine alright and if they were do you really think I would be in here buying 
black market plots!! 
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Louise: 
Take it easy pal, I don’t care where they came from as long as they’re legit. 

Penfield: 
They’re real alright. 

Louise: 
Alright, so what are they, you know we only take best play, right?

Penfield: (looks to Louise, then back to one of the masks)
Yes.  

Louise: 
Ok, so who did you get em from?

Penfield
I’m so ashamed of myself, I can’t say… 

Louise
This ain’t a place to hold onto your dignity pal, what years, tell me what years.

Penfield
1968-

Louise
68 hmm, who the fuck was up in 68.  Paul Sils… Miller and…. Pinter.. right?

Penfield
No. Sils was up in 71, and Pinter was up in72,  Miller was nominated in 68 but he didn’t 
make the cut.

Louise
So who the fuck was it, Simon?

Penfield
Hell no. Simon didn’t win shit till it 85 with Biloxi, then dry again till Yonkers. .. Poor 
bastard, (sighs, then slowly) It was Stoppard in 68.  (he should now move to the last 
mask)

Louise
Yeh, yeh, Travesties. 

Penfield 
Travesties? You know shit, Travesties was in 76, I’m talking 68 here, It was R and G, 
man- Rosencrantz and fucking Guildenstern! 
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Louise: 
Yeh, who fucking cares, the 60’s, shit, there’s a time limit on taste ya know. 

Penfield: (To Louise)
You’re not interested in the Stoppard? 

Louise
Does this look like a fucking antique store to you? What the fuck do I want a Tony from 
19fucking 68 for huh? 

Penfield
But it’s Stoppard?

Louise
So?, he ain’t won shit lately. It’s cold Penfield. Ain’t got no soul to it anymore. What do 
you think we use em for, decorations. These things got a power to em… If they sit too 
long they’re useless. 

Penfield (looking back at the mask)
I got something hot, I got something real hot..  I got fucking Reza.. How’s that for hot?

Louise
Art? Fuck Art! Where the fuck you think that shit came from?

Penfield (to Louise, slowly walks over to her) 
What are you talking about?

The actor in the mask should blow smoke from his mouth, or at least smoke 
should appear to come out of the mouth of the mask 

Louise
No one’s mentioned that name around here since Clinton was in office, I would rather 
take Stoppard, at least he’s got fire. 

Penfield: 
I thought you would take em both. 

Louise-
Well If they.. (sighs) Look, you’re obviously desperate. (laughs) I mean if you had to 
steal a Tony from fucking Reza… (laughs) you must be fucking desperate. Just wait here 
alright, pretend you’re working for me and don’t let anybody come in here and fuck 
around. 

Penfield: (confused)  
You want me to watch the place?
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Louise
Er, I don’t, but what the fuck could happen eh?

Louise Exits. 

Penfield hops over counter and sits down reading the paper. He reads casually  
for a few minutes, occasionally looking over his paper to the masked actor. After  
a few moments …

ENTER a Dolores, she is walking in backwards looking down at the  
suitcase, huffing and puffing

Dolores  
Hey Lou give me a hand with this will ya?

Penfield: 
Excuse me?

Dolores 
Eh? (looks up and behind her) who are you? 

Penfield: 
I work here, who the fuck are you?

Dolores: 
Where the hell is Lou, what did you do to her?

Penfield: 
Nothin, she’s in the back. 

Dolores: 
What’s she doing? 

Penfield: 
She had to get something, now tell me, who the fuck wants to know? 

Dolores (strolls over to the counter) 
Tough guy, I like that. (slaps him across the face) But not from you. (Screams) 
LOOOUUUUUU!

Louise (comes running out) 
Dolores? What it is… That better not be another bag of golden globes?

Dolores: (eyes Penfield suspiciously) 
Who is he? 
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Louise: 
That’s Penfield, he’s got a deal comin up. He’s looking for some, uh writing materials. 

Dolores:  (to Penfield) 
Well then this is just the case for you. 

Louise:
What’s in it? 

 (Dolores opens the suitcase to reveal about 400 manuscripts, printed and bound)

Dolores: 
Scripts, mostly. 

Louise 
Scripts?

(Penfield falls on his knees and begins babbling incoherently)

Dolores: 
Yeh, scripts, it turns out that the Dramatist Guild was having a party last night at 
Elaine’s, you know my ….(looks quickly at Penfield then back to Louise) a kids…. the 
valet there right?

Penfield: 
And?

Dolores
Well he noticed that all these people were coming in with these little things on their keys, 
(throws Lou a USB key).

Louise:
What the hell is this, some kind of disk or something? 

Dolores
It’s a USB key, the more paranoid writers carry them around with them in case of a fire 
or something. 

Louise
So.. 

Dolores
So? What do you mean so? 
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Louise: 
Holy Fuck Dolores, what did you steal? 

Dolores: 
All of next season, and at least five new seasons of OFF Broadway, at least. 

Louise: 
We just need somebody to push it. 

Penfield
Sweet Mother of Christ!! (Begins digging through the suitcase, looking at one script then 
flinging it off to the side to get another)

The two women approach the man, who remains on his knees,

Louise
I think we already have one. 

Dolores
You think we can trust him?

Louise
What are you kidding, this kid would do anything for just one of these scripts. I think he 
can handle the leash. 

Dolores
That’s what you said about Mam-

Louise
Enough! He’s desperate, it’ll work. 

Dolores
It better, next payments due in a couple of days. 

The Actor in the Mask laughs abruptly
Dolores and Louise looks directly at it, Penfield does not notice it.

Louise (Quickly, covering it up, to Penfield) 
So you think you can move these for us. 

Penfield
Are you kidding? I’d sell my soul for this fucking suitcase

The Women and the Masked actor laugh
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Louise walks to the front door locks it, Dolores walks over to the suitcase. Then  
after the door is locked Louise follows, they should now be standing around 
Penfield looking down at him. 

Penfield stops, looks up at the two women. We hear a thunder clap and 

Dolores
Come on man, drop it in the case and carry it to the back room. But leave one in here. 

Penfield
What, why?

Louise
Thieves superstition, just leave one on the floor and get your ass in the back, we got a lot 
to talk about. 

Penfield does so, shrugs his shoulders, closes the case, lifts it and exits to the  
back, Dolores follows him, and then Louise. 

Something under the Theatre Blacks begins to move. It slides out from 
under the blacks and begins to creep over to the manuscript on the floor
circling it as lights dim. With about 25% left on the lights, the masked  
creature pounces, The lights cut out.  
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