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Cast of Characters

PILAR: A woman in her mid-sixties, emigrated from France in the late forties.

ALLEN: Pilar's husband of 40 years.

Time: 1980, early fall, just before sunset.

Place: The backyard garden of a modest row house, somewhere in America.

At Rise:  PILAR, a striking woman in her 60's is sitting in a garden that is overgrown with weeds. From out of the house comes ALLEN, PILAR'S husband of forty years. He watches her for a few moments before carefully draping a sweater over her shoulders.

ALLEN:
Pilar, what are you doing out here?

PILAR:
Just sitting…

ALLEN:
Well, you shouldn't be out here without your sweater. You'll catch yourself a death of a cold.

PILAR :
I'm fine.

ALLEN:
(Looking around at the overgrown garden) God Almighty, what the hell happened in the garden? Was I away that long?

PILAR:
Mmmmn, I'm afraid the weeds won the battle this year, darling.

ALLEN:
What? I thought you said you wanted to spend more time out here while I was in Chicago.

PILAR:
I did.

ALLEN:
You didn't even stake the tomatoes, they're rotting on the ground....

PILAR:
Like bright red bulbs on a Christmas tree, aren't they?

ALLEN:
And the pole beans haven't been picked.
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PILAR:
May I have your attention please? I hereby declare the magnificent weeds the winners this year! It was a raging battle but they fought. And now the moment of triumph has arrived. It's time to give them the recognition they deserve. Ladies and gentleman, my weeds. Please give them a big hand!

She starts to clap loudly.

ALLEN:
That's not funny, Pilar. It's a major sin to let the garden go like this. It's a waste of food, and that means a waste of money.

PILAR:
No more rakes and shovels for me. I'm going to put down my weapons of mass destruction forever.

ALLEN:
Yakkadee Yak, stop already! I'll get that kid next door to clean it up.

Ignoring him, she kneels down to cradle a scraggly looking weed.

PILAR:
You know something, Allen, these greedy little weed children must have come from deprived childhoods. Poor darlings, just want their place in the sun. Well, from now on I'm going to sit and admire them. See how they respond to love instead of hate.

ALLEN:
You're starting to yank my chain, Pilar!

PILAR is engrossed in examining a weed and ignoring him.

PILAR:
Oh, look at this one, Allen. It has soft fuzzy leaves but sharp prickers on its stem.

ALLEN:
You're not even listening are you?
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