h(ENTER TO MUSIC. POUR WINE. NOTICE AUDIENCE. TURN OFF MUSIC. TURN TO AUDIENCE)

It’s Duckhorn Sauvignon Blanc. My favorite. Have you tried it? Ohhhhh it’s great.

(POURS MORE WINE. TURNS TO AUDIENCE. SIPS WINE)

Mmmm. Really cold. Crisp.

Felt like I needed it today.

So…..

(CROSSES TO STAGE LEFT AND SITS.  ANOTHER SIP OF WINE)

I went to a memorial service this morning. For a man who was my neighbor when I was a kid. On the weekends he’d let me help him fly his model airplanes in his backyard. Great guy. His oldest friends told wild, “lampshade on your head” stories from his early days. His family talked about the great life he’d led. He did it his way. But then, his oldest son said his father was truly satisfied.
Really?  He was truly satisfied? Don’t we all have regrets?  I don’t know anyone that doesn’t have a few regrets. Don’t we all long for a do-over or two.
I know I do.
(CROSS STAGE RIGHT)

If I could, I’d want to revisit all the friends of a lifetime that I didn’t have time for and didn’t call back.  I want them in a sort of big group...like that Verizon network ad.  Behind me when I turn around in the grocery store parking lot.  And I can wander through them. Chatting and shaking hands. Making up. Asking them about their lives. Taking e-mail addresses.
(CROSS STAGE LEFT)
I want to hold Jelly. My first dog as an adult.  The “leave-behind” from my first, short-lived marriage. A marriage that I wasn’t ready for.  To a husband that would be a perfectly wonderful mate today.  But there were too many mates to be explored in those days.  And there was jelly. A fuzzy, odd dog that became the receptacle for all the feelings that couldn’t be expressed between us. Like a giant bowl that the mail goes in in the front hall...jelly stored our love and memories and sadness.  And held on to them when I took the train to New York and gave her a final pat goodbye.
(CROSS TO RIGHT OF CENTER STAGE)

I want to knock on the door of my parents’ gray and white ranch-style house on Kenwood Avenue in Delmar, NY and have them come to the door. Smiling. Carrying cake and tuna noodle casserole and cut out articles for me to see from the local paper. And having me “sit down please” with a white wine spritzer and a tray of Pepperidge farm crackers and that orange cheezy spread in the brown crock.  I want to look at them.  To see them.  Their eyes. I can’t remember their eyes.
(MOVE TO LEFT OF CENTER STAGE)
I want to walk thru all the houses I’ve ever lived in again. The duplex next to the lady that brought me crystallized ginger from New York City.  The 2nd floor apartment where my mother and I learned to live alone when my father traveled.  where the Redi-Whip exploded in his hands one birthday Saturday night.  where my sister explored adolescence. Where the telephone had a party line and an operator to make your call.  Wait, I know the number…..

1-6-7-4-J.
(MOVE TO CENTER STAGE)

Time.  I desperately miss the time I frittered away.  My parents told me to get up in the morning. Don’t sleep the day away, Mary.  But I did.  I knew that watching old reruns of “Seinfeld” and “Frasier” was really an escape and a bad use of time. But I did it anyway.   And the time I missed with my children.  They’re out of college now and I feel the loss intensely like a giant marble weight sitting on my chest.  At night. When the house is so  quiet.
(MOVE TOWARDS DESK. NOTE PAPERS)
But….there are no do overs.
No remakes.
Just observations. Lessons.  Stories….all fodder for life.

And no better fodder than my experience with Bozo. 
Bozo the clown.

(SIT AT DESK)
I was ten years old and five foot nine inches tall when we moved to Liberty, New York.   

Home of the Catskill’s Grossinger Hotel and Jenny Grossinger’s famous rye bread.

We’d moved from Fort Plain, in upstate New York, along the Mohawk River.  Home of the  Beechnut Baby Foods factory.
Both small towns.

I received my first opening into the social world of my new fifth grade in Liberty when I got invited to Nancy Cook’s Halloween party. Nancy Cook was a popular girl, so this was an invitation of some importance. My mother was thrilled.  So taken with my acceptance, she threw herself into the only contribution she felt she could make.  My costume.  This was unusual for my mother because she couldn’t sew. She could not sew.  Plus, she had a crush on a Ringling Brothers’ clown, Felix Adler.  Bozo the Clown. 
(ARISE, MOVE TOWARD STAGE)

 Now Bozo was not the cool, “non-clown” clown, as was Emmett Kelly, who’d be  dressed in baggy street clothes, closing the big top by trying to sweep away the spotlight. 
(ACT THIS OUT. MOVE TO CENTER)

 No.  She had to have a crush on Felix Adler. the consummate clown. straight out of central casting.  Electric orange hair, cakey white makeup, hooped polka dot suit, size fifteen red shoes…and...(APPLY RED NOSE)   A perfect look for my entree into the fifth-grade party scene in Liberty.   With the wig, shoes and padded outfit, I measured a perfect, rectangle.   3’8’’ by 5”11”. When I made my entrance into Nancy Cook’s Halloween party, I did so to a stunned silence. 

(FACE LEFT) All the other girls stood in the back corner of the living room. They had talked and were dressed as thirties’ flappers.  Velvet cloche hats, feathered boas, short skirts, midi lace tops and red lipstick. Twelve adorable petite flappers; one Bozo.  I was horrified.  

(FACE RIGHT) Nancy’s mother finally broke the silence.  “all right. Let’s all go downstairs to the playroom. We’ve got ping pong. Records. Frankie Avalon. Ok now…” 

(FACE FORWARD. THEN FOLLOW THE FLAPPERS VISUALLY TO THE RIGHT AND DOWN THE STAIRS). I stood upstairs in the middle of the living room as the flappers gossiped by…turning away from me…but looking back snickering…as they descended the stairs. My large persimmon red feet were stuck to the ground now and I remained a solitary five-foot-eleven inch figure of prepubescent terror.  
I had to do something. 
“Mrs. Cook, I have the flu. A serious flu.   The kind you’ve read about.  The one that kills people. Very contagious. Would you call my mother please? I’ll wait on the porch.”
(SADLY MOVE LEFT AND SIT)
I sat there in the cool, star-studded, October evening. Red feet overlapping the edge of the steps.  wig at my side.   Cakey makeup cracking in rivers of tears.

 And Frankie Avalon singing to me from the basement.  (SINGS)

“Ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh…

Venus…..oh venus….

Venus if you will,

Please send a little girl for me to thrill

A girl who likes my kisses in my arms

A girl with all the charms of you….

Ooh, ooh, ooh”

(JUMPS UP) That  venus of his was 4’10”.  If she was an inch! Like those little flappers. 

I still see them today. Hands on hips. in the corner staring at me. Disapproving.  Like a bad Greek chorus.  as I walk into a cocktail party… or an office… or a relationship.  They are there.  Following me.  And I am again  Bozo.

I guess Bozo has sort of set the tone in my life. 
(SITS ON STOOL. MID-STAGE)
He certainly takes me back to the kind of childhood I had…in the 50’s….so different from the kind of over-programmed childhood I served up to my children in the nineties.  
Kids don’t seem to get bored anymore.

Boredom is my main recollection of summer in Liberty.  We lived on the second floor of an aging gray Victorian.  My designated play area was the side entrance porch, three wide wooden steps, a flat stone walkway and an adjacent crabapple tree.   

Mary Borden and I met there most every day.   

We didn’t go to camp. Didn’t take tennis lessons. No age-appropriate playdates.  Just the oddball mix of neighborhood  passersby.  And Mary and me.  On the porch. 

We talked about being bored. Nothing to do. (GETS UP. MOVES FORWARD)  But while we were waiting for something to happen we’d draw out a ten-grid hopscotch court.  With rocks.  No sidewalk chalk in those days. (PLAYS HOPSCOTCH).  We staged a post-game Paris fashion show on the court with my mother’s fancy clothes. Rouge. Eye Shadow. Mary announced. (PRETENDS TO BE MODEL ON RUNWAY). “And next we have Mary Blumenstock at the end of our ramp in orange Villager rain boots, ladybug sweater and the antique canvas duster  her mother wore when her father courted her in his snappy blue roadster. Stunning.  Twirl for us Mary.”  (TWIRL)
With our nails we shaved off all the grey paint peels on the porch and glued them into a poster on how we would spend our summer vacation. (SITS BACK ON STOOL). Set up an obstacle course for ants with popsicle sticks for roads, peach pits for hills and cut down dixies with water for the reservoir.  I learned to write my name with my foot, sitting on those steps one summer. Just put a pen between your toes.  I can still do it.  M-A-R-Y. (WRITES NAME WITH FOOT)
When my kids were that age, we were in the midst of moving and I missed the signups for summer activities.  Horrified, I felt like a negligent mother. What would they do for three months?  Fortunately, I quickly found thirty-two remaining lessons, camps,  and activities to sign up for.   Class two whitewater, kayak survival, smallfry flyfishing, metal sculpture, mountain goat spotting, and straw bale house construction. This summer my children could learn to do anything.  Give me the phone.

But I kept thinking about those three wide wooden steps in Liberty.
How would my children with a garage full of equipment and a summer full of options fare with just those three steps?  No instructors guiding them through the rigors of another sport.  No counselors setting out the s’mores.  No classmates for playdates.  Just themselves, peeling away the paint.

(STANDS) So, I challenged them to spend one hour on our front steps being bored.  As an experiment. With no props.  They came in four times in the first ten minutes to renegociate the time frame. Finally, I did what any enormously frustrated parent would do. What any of us would do. I bribed them.  $2 each.  It worked. Following the bribe came a rock skidding contest, a jumping on one leg time trial,  an ear to the step sound study, one science experiment and “just talking.”  At least that’s what they told me. My daughter said she wasn’t wild about being bored.  My son said he thought it was pretty cool. He’d like to be bored again.
For me, growing up in a time when a pogo stick was high tech, those unprogrammed, self-reliant summers helped us to face down boredom by chipping the paint away on those old grey steps. We were the true originators and creators of our childhood.
(BACK TO STOOL) Many years went by, but one day I got a call that took me back to those wooden steps.  My mother had been taken ill and I needed to return to that world and care for her. 

That world that hadn’t really changed from the 50’s.   That town caught in a time warp. A town all the “kids” had left.  Oxygen and walkers were big business. An aging hallmark store was stocked with “so you’re turning 90” birthday cards. Archway-filled cookies owned a whole section of the grocery store. All gas stations were full service, no one served cappuccino, and not a  “New York Times” in sight.
. 

I had wondered where people that looked like my relatives had gone. And there they were. All along.   Stout, red-faced women with sensible shoes and cotton hose. Grey hair that encircled their foreheads in sturdy rolled waves. Men with dented big noses and high-waisted grey pants. Aunt Florence and Uncle Chris.   You probably remember them. The ones that used to come to thanksgiving dinner when you were a kid.
Today, here, where we live, in this society, people don’t look like our relatives. People don’t look old. They’re not allowed to.

(STAND CENTER STAGE)
My mother lived one life and dreamed another.
She blamed a certain amount of this on her mother.
Her mother, born in 1880, loved theater.  She took my mother to the Proctor Theater in Schenectady, NY, every Saturday. For vaudeville. Acrobats, comedians, dancers and…footlights.  A gilded theater of tassels and red velvet. They dressed up in wool coats and gloves and traded their lives for top hats and toe shoes.  For those few hours on Saturday.
But it all stopped when my mother lost her mother to the flu epidemic of 1918 and was thrust into a world of emotional orphaning, living with grandparents in a dreary coal town in northern Pennsylvania.  The footlights had been extinguished.  The stage receded into her memory.
She never recaptured the Saturday mornings of her childhood.  She only dreamed about them.
Then she picked up those dreams in her arms and laid them at the foot of my bed. 
But, at the same time, she felt she had to instill in me the demons of anyone living in the fifties.  Protestant guilt. Work ethic. Do unto others.  And Mary, don’t overstay your welcome.  Save, Mary.  Be prepared, Mary. 
But I wanted something else…those dreams…those footlights! 
Well, not literally, but I have always been haunted by the lack of theater of my own life. I’ve mostly been the good girl my mother felt I had to be.  But... I’m missing the crescendos!  The kicking Rockettes!  The jaunty dialog! The tricked out costumes!
I’ve changed jobs, changed husbands, changed cities.  But still no footlights.
My mother accepted this.  But I cannot.
I tell you this.  That I am here.  Inside.  Like the seemingly tidy package you open on your birthday and it explodes into an undisciplined jack-in-the box.  Or the Russian dolls each hiding inside another.  One yearning to be different.
There is a me inside of me that is struggling to get out and find out what it is and how it fits.  An unbridled me that wants to jump and dance and sing without censor.  That will walk the tight rope….  But wiggling the line to test its boundaries.
But you don’t see it.  The lines of my history seem to have me toggled to a tradition of appropriateness.  Do the right thing, Mary.  Stay in the track, Mary. 
Like my mother, I see the footlights but can’t quite reach them to turn them on.  Not yet.  Not yet.
(MOVES TO BACK OF STAGE. LEANS ON WALL)

Well,  when you’re trying to break out and find yourself, I guarantee you that nothing will test you quite as much as moving to….Idaho.  Sun Valley, Idaho.  One of america’s first ski resorts. 

I moved there in the mid-nineties with my avid skier, second husband….and when we drove out of that tiny airport for the first time I immediately knew I was in trouble.  Straight ahead of me was a leering blue and red outdoor board with a kicking bronco and teetering black-hatted cowboy.  Hold on to your saddle….The rodeo was in town! Wheeee-Ha!
And, if that weren’t enough, as we entered Sun Valley, we saw another poster.  Fifties starlet’s. Wasp-waisted…in garardine ski wear. Shushing down the mountain at breakneck speeds.  “Welcome to Sun Valley”. 
Ohhhhhh my.  I was in big trouble.

I wasn’t concerned about the stars and moguls.   What I found terrifying was it’s uber-athleticism. The “breakneck speed thing.”  
Sun Valley is a ski town where athletics are king and if you aren’t doing three sports a day, you could be asked to leave or taken to the county line at dusk and fed to the crows.  And these sports aren’t exactly ping pong.
When we first moved there, I was in the Sun Summit Bike shop getting basket’s put on my bike pedals because I was afraid of the clip-ins. Afraid I’d end up in some spectacular fall with the bike still attached to me.  The owner, Don, was not thrilled with my skittishness. He said, “do you know the town philosopy, mary?”  “if you’re not living on the edge, you’re taking up too much room.”  

Oh, man.  I was in so much trouble. I was already taking up too much room. I was an accomplished, urban, object at rest. 
In fact, I now have a memoir half finished about those days. I call it, “Miscast In My Own Life”.  

Well, the first thing I did was hire a trainer. Chris. An Adonis kind of guy. But with a needed sense of humor.  I actually wept when he made me run up my first hill. He said that had never happened to him before.  Found excuses not to do the things I really didn’t like. But eventually I quieted down and slid into his world of squatting and thrusting.
And he’d convinced me that, when I was ready, climbing the big ski mountain, Bald Mountain, was a part of local acceptance.  Sort of a mountain version of knowing how to spell in english class.
Early on a July morning, I was ready. Bald Mountain would be mine. In under two hours.

The mountain peaked at around ten thousand feet.   Sun Valley was  at six. 

I wore three  bottles of water, black pants that wouldn’t  frighten Chris from behind,  and a cross training sneaker the salesman told me was proficient at altitude.  Whatever that means.
(MOVE TO FRONT OF STAGE) We were at the top in one and three-quarter hours.  We high fived.  Did the hip bump.  And once i could catch my breath, yelled explitives in high celebration.  i was a tried and tested Sun Valley mountain gal.
One hour, forty-five minutes. Wow.
(LEANS ON EDGE OF DESK)
Before our trek down, we perched atop a picnic table. Cocky, legs swinging, we regaled and  revisited every step.  Then i noticed something in my peripheral vision.  Way to the left.  

Focusing now, Chris and i realized it was a woman...grey hair…well my senior, walking towards us from the other side of the mountain.

Whoa.  Had she landed there from a freak hang gliding incident?  Been dropped from Pluto?

Chris questioned her.

She didn’t take the “meandering” trail.  She’d climbed the mountain face.  Faster that way you know.  in ....”let me check my stopwatch”....”45 minutes”. 
45 minutes????
i was like the Lucy balloon in the Macy’s parade having been hit by an enemy nailgun.  deflated, spewing out disappointment over chris,  the picnic table and my sensible altitude trailrunners.

45 minutes up the face?  Are you kidding me? 45 minutes?
and then, she did something I will never forget.

she perkily popped up on the other side of the picnic table. took out some trailmix.  sipped a thumbnail of water. brushed her salt and pepper hair to the side.  Leaned down…
and took off her leg. 

she took off her leg.

Her leg.

This one-legged person was the true Sun Valley mountain gal.
I would never measure up.
(QUICKLY MOVES TO LEFT OF STAGE AND SITS)
ok….physical challenges. They loom large.  But I don’t think there is anything more physically difficult…or more challenging to a woman…than putting on a bathing suit. 

I will never forget one hot summer day at a pool in sun valley. When I realized how absurd the whole bathing suit thing had become.
It was hot.  I didn’t consider bringing a bathing suit.  I chose a lounge in the shade, organized my magazines, notebook, bottled water.  Sat down to watch.

All around the pool were women just like myself.  In shorts, or cover-ups with well-organized lounges.  They were watching, too.

The pinnacle of a woman’s swimsuit body is probably around fifteen.  After that, it’s downhill.  This particular fact is what kept the twelve lounge-bound women bound to their lounges.  Sweating.

Any one of us would have far preferred to arise and meander to the pool, chatting gaily with our friends along the way and immerse ourselves in that cool, welcoming water.  To butterfly the afternoon away.  Perhaps culminating in a few cheeky cannonballs off the board. 

But, we couldn’t.  We were chained to our lounges by a society that poo-poos dimples below the chin.

None of the aforementioned women were heavy.  All groomed by the whirr of the treadmill.  All would have been babes in Buffalo.  But in their minds they were not free to imbibe in the beckoning waters on that sultry afternoon.  “Sports Illustrated” had dictated who would use the pool and who would stay bound to their lounges.

It’s not fair. 

When I was quite young, my mother’s favorite summertime relaxation was the side stroke. In her rubber cap with stick-on pink peonies.  She could do this for hours and to my adoring eyes she swam with the grace of a water ballerina.  When she visited me one year, I tried to get her to come in a friend’s pool with me.  She was aghast. “Put on a bathing suit at my age?  Be serious!”  She was 89.  How many long, hot east coast summers had she missed sitting on that lounge watching others do the side stroke?
(STANDS. MOVES TO CENTER STAGE)
I say, we brave, enlightened women blow the whistle on the whole thing.  Make a pact.  We won’t look; we won’t criticize; we won’t care.  Men will sign it, too.  After all, there’s only one summer per year and those years seem to be getting shorter and shorter.  

Let’s drown the bathing suit cover-up business. We don’t need them. Ban sarongs.  Terry cloth robes. Applaud women in flamboyant bikinis.  Stick dollar bills in their halters.

Let’s take  all the women of summer off their lounges and onto the diving boards.

OK!  Ready?

You go first.
(MOVES TO FRONT OF DESK.)

The stress of putting on a bathing suit…

I saw a chart once.  I think in the Times… that put on a scale those things that give us the most stress in life .   I think a total of 300 made you ready for the looney bin. Nervous breakdown time.
I don’t think that putting on a bathing suit was on there…although it should have been. Probably would have been a 300 all by itself.  But things like…loss of a parent …175…loss of a spouse….200…loss of a job…125….moving…75… all had high scores.  And of course, going through a divorce. 150.   Or, in my case, a full 400.
(SITS AT DESK)
My second husband and I were older. We had houses and children, attended fund raisers, did adventure travel, and had lives. But he and I were inherently, soulfully different. Which eventually, inevitably, oozed to the surface. 
I wrote weekly humor columns for the local paper at the time.  About my life. Observations on living in a ski resort. It gave me voice.  I loved it.  But, he didn’t like it. He felt they made me appear too vulnerable.  Too silly.  

So I stopped. In my mind to save this marriage.  And, in practice, to demonstrate that with the writing deadlines out of the way, I could be a serious, efficient manager of our “household team”.   I’d be able to focus on my to-do list.  I’d check off boxes, practically before they were conceived.  Light bulbs noted for changing would be dealt with and dated.. The dog brushed and her dentals flossed.  I’d put our social calendar  on a spreadsheet.  
It didn’t work.
(MOVES TO CENTER STAGE)
So I did what any sensible, committed woman would do.  I signed up for a triathelon.  A mini triathelon. Biking 14 miles. Running 4 ½. Swimming half. We all know a hard, toned body would win the day. Plus the respect I would earn from the excessive challenge would be of Olympian proportions.

So I went into training. Chris helped. I signed up for the master’s swim class. Which meant short red flippers with socks, tight cap that made my head the size of a cork, and a speedo. Not attractive. Particularly during the race when people gather around the pool and look down. And, did you know. you look bigger under water. Needless to say, I hyperventilated in the swim so badly that I had to hang on and regroup after each lap. The biking went well until the end when i had to do a kind of hairpin turn in the street. Everyone was speeding by. I couldn’t do it, too tight, so had to get off my bike and turn it manually so I wouldn’t dismember anyone.  So embarrassing. And in the run I clocked the third fastest time in my age group.  The oldest age group. With only three of us. Sounds like a bad joke, huh? Then the ultimate humiliation. They printed it in the paper along with my age.

The triathlon didn’t work either.   
So, I redid the house.  Framed eighteen pictures from earlier utterly blissful family days and placed them strategically about. Me enormously pregnant with twins. The family careening off of a precarious white water drop, hands in the air, mouths open in terror.  And, my favorite, one at marine world, treading water, surrounded by smiling, posing dolphins.   
And I ramped up the cooking.  Bought new spotted French china and made three course dinners with jeweled napkin rings. I started reading books that were admirable and left them around.   I took Ritalin. I bought new clothes, a new body, new sheets, and stopped letting the kids eat in my car.  I was a top-drawer, creative, lean/mean spousal machine.

Not writing didn’t work. The triathalon didn’t work. Re-doing the house didn’t work.

None of it worked.
So he left.

(SITS ON STOOL)

Afterwards he admitted that he did like this multi-tasking me. Preferred her.  
He felt marriages were like corporations.  They don’t last forever.  To remain viable they have to spin off creative satellites that carry on independently.   It made so much sense.  Corporate us. We were simply spinning off.
I stayed in the Sun Valley house where the marriage failed.   A big, brawny, Paul Bunyan house made of logs from Montana.  A house now weighted with the heaviness of divorce.

I tried redecorating by moving everything around. But basically it just became a more confused version of itself. I bought a new mattress, but still couldn’t sleep.
(POPS UP MOVING TO CENTER STAGE)
So, finally, I hired a shaman. From Salt Lake City, Utah.

Which concerned me. We all know shamans live in Katmandu.  I was worried about a Mor-mon sha-man.

And I imagined robes. Maybe with appliqued ancient symbols along the edges. And a weathered shaman face with rivulets of spirituality.  Gandolf   or….Gandi.
When I opened the door, my shaman looked like the ivory soap girl in a green fleece Patagonia jacket.
No robes. No ancient symbols. No rivulets. No Gandi.
(SITS BACK ON STOOL)

We spent the day with a table full of blue and purple and green herbs and potions ridding the air of spotted china and ghosts. She said the house was heavy. Very, very heavy.

She mixed herbs and liquids, lit candles, and we would pray. And she’d stir. And then we’d be silent. She told me the house would slowly unweight. From the bottom up. With all the logs, it took awhile. But after an hour, I thought I started to feel lighter. (RISES) By the end of the afternoon I was calm. Years of sadness moved slowly upward through the house and then spewed from the top like a volcano of angst. And finally, the residue disappeared and it was quiet.

Before she left, she lit a small fire in the yard. She told me to put in the fire what I most needed to rid myself of. 

I slowly wrote on my best stationery, in my best script, “the girl who lost herself”. And threw it in. 

It was finally over.

 I could finally go back to those humor columns again. 
(SITS AT DESK)
I was probably in my mid to late fifties when I finished that divorce.  It took five years.  In the meantime, I’d been hanging around my house in my sweat pants eating buttered noodles.  playing with my kids.  It was pretty ok.  Then my sister broke the happy cycle by suggesting I might want to think about dating.
Oh, please! First of all I wasn’t so wild about men at this point.  I lived in the middle of nowhere, so there weren’t any anyway.  I was quite happy just hanging out with my girlfriends.  And I hadn’t considered my body in quite some time. Let alone my dating body. 
(STANDS IN FRONT OF DESK)
At this point in life, I felt …and feel…like some giant, aging paper doll. Remember those? Where my job was to hook on more paper every year, with those little tabs,  to cover up all the bare, exposed, aging parts.
(MOVES CENTER STAGE)
What I really need is a berka.  Seriously.  A berka would solve all of this. I could be making a cross-cultural statement and, at the same time, everything would be covered up. There’s a reason middle eastern women aren’t free. They don’t want to be. They like it in there.  I don’t blame them.  And, if you’re worried about it being hot in there in the summertime, don’t be. They have little berka fans you just hook on to your underpants.
Think of all the things the berka could save us from!  No hot shrugs to hide our arms on hot summer evenings, no ten foot scarves to wrap around our droopy necks, no self tanner to turn you and your husband orange.  And no spanx to hold it all in.
Not that Spanx aren’t fun.  Like wrapping yourself in duct tape. My girlfriend said you can now get spanx that start at the neckline and go to the ankle. A few months ago I was going to a dinner party and wanted to get into this new, fitted dress. I thought that if a large spanx was good, a medium would be better. I should have known when it took me twenty minutes to get into it.  Omigod. (MOVES AROUND WITH WINE) I was ok standing during the cocktails, but when I sat down to eat (SITS) and was folded at the waist,  I couldn’t breathe or talk. I had to leave the table with the Victorian vapors, go into the bathroom for another twenty minutes and get out of it! (PRETENDS TO WIGGLE OOUT OF THE SPANX, SITTING ON STOOL)  I missed the soup.  Really bad idea. What is wrong with me?
(STANDS)
The amazing thing is that I actually do all these things.  Forever downaging. The big cover up. The giant, aging paper doll.

When did I lose my innate wisdom?
(LOOKS LEFT. POINTS TO GRANDMOTHER ON PORCH)
My grandmother spent summer afternoons on her front stoop. In her 
Sleeveless, cotton house dress. No cover up. No makeup. No self tanner. No neck scarf.  She was just there as she was. My grandmother. Happy in her own skin. Drinking home brewed ice tea. Waving and calling to her neighbors. I wonder what she’d have to say about all this?
What would she have to say about my problem with dating? 
Because my sister didn’t stop harping about it.  She went on about this friend of hers that reconnected with her fifth grade boyfriend. At 60. (SITS AT DESK) Well that sounds scary, but I did mention a guy that I worked with on my first job after college.  Really funny. We were best friends. Always laughing. Playing tricks on people.  I even went to his first wedding in his barn. With Lancers wine.  But I hadn’t seen him in thirty years. 

Thirty years? Undeterred, my sister set off to find him on the internet.  and she did!!!

“There” she said, putting an e-mail address in front of me. “Contact him”.  But I couldn’t do that!

Until a year later when some friends gave me a birthday party with a taroh card reader.  Lady Lila. Her head was wrapped in a gold turban sort of thing. With a few bangs sticking out.  and an aqua robe with humming birds on it. She saw him….someone from my past…from a long time ago…I worked with him….dark hair…someone that made me happy…she saw him in her cards.  The “6 of cups” and the 4 of wands”.  He was waiting for me. Really? I was dumbfounded. And obviously destined.  So the next day I sat down at my computer and sent him a tentative little e-mail. “hi. Found you on the internet. I have twins. I’m a writer. I live in Idaho. Then I signed my maiden name so he’d know who I was. Mary Blumenstock.…send! ”

A few years later, Gordon and i got married. Go figure.
(STANDS IN FRONT OF DESK)

When my kids started college, we talked about moving. Trying something new. I thought about New York City.  He thought about New England.
(MOVES STAGE LEFT)

When we talked  about moving to the Berkshires, I wasn’t sure. 

As you know, I grew up nearby.  And after a few years stint in NY, i spent several decades on the other side of the country.   I went west.  A lot of us did.  We felt we had to. We couldn't stay where we were raised. We had to go to the place everyone was talking about.   California.  After all, that’s where the Beach Boys were.

 On the other side of the country, I felt grown up.  I bought a convertible.  Ate salads with seeds.  Kept eucalyptus in the bathroom. Toured wineries and wore white all year. I pinched myself.  I was clearly one of the lucky transplants.  

But now, so many decades later, I’ve come back home. And frankly, I’m puzzled. If your life comes full circle, have you not been anywhere?

Visiting friends in the Berkshires, we fell in love with an old farmhouse just up the hill from this theater. The kind of house that grandparents used to live in. With a basement and a history and a bushel of apples on the back porch.  What is it about east coast architecture that feels so permanent and safe?

(MOVES STAGE RIGHT)

What is it about the Berkshires’ maples and elms and lilacs and endless fields of green grass and haunting grey mist?  Turkeys roaming free. Landscapes scaled to my size.  
I realized I’d missed an East Coast sense of humor honed by existing in close quarters. Liberalism focused through a soft blue lens.  Towns with colleges. Silver grey diners open all night.  Maple sugar soldier candies.  And…. Norman Rockwell.  

The soul of the east seems to wrap itself around you and tuck in close.

But, how could I, after all this time on this long road of life, reverse direction?  Leave the sought after, wide-open spaces of the West?  Tell my friends I’m moving… East?
(MOVES CENTER STAGE)
I don’t know.  But I have.   I hear the sirens and hope I don’t crash on the rocks.  I’m comforted by the fact that you’ve been here.  Maybe you knew home was here all the time. You didn't need the search.   Or, like me, this realization has come a little later in life.

So I’ll try it.  The Berkshires life. 

I’ll swish myself in Raid in August.  De-tick myself after a hike up the cobbles. I’ll tent myself in the “Times”.  Take my blanket to Tanglewood.  I’ll wear orange in October and memorize all the key battles of the Revolutionary War.  In alphabetical order.

And, since there are no do-overs in life, I’ll re-invent myself!
I’ll be more efficient.  Create a plan to live faster. I’ll get up earlier in the morning and stay up later at night.  I could add an extra month every year!  And if I go glutin-free,  I’ll add decades!
I’ll be more spontaneous. Every Sunday I’ll blindfold myself in front of the times travel section. Run my finger thru…and whatever it lands on, we’ll go.  Borneo? Estonia? The Bay of Fundy?

I’ll be zanier. (ACTS IT OUT) At dinnertime, I’ll dress up like Carmen Miranda…whip up paella, stillettos clicking, flamenco full tilt. With that fruit basket thing on my head.  Ole!
I’ll dance jiggle-hipped (DANCES) when no one else is! (SWISHES ARMS) Jump in towering piles of leaves in the fall! Make snow angels (REPLICATES) every day of the winter. 
I have years to live in the moment. Become a buddist. Make it right. Swim naked.  Be on task. Dye my hair purple. Be totally present.

This bozo of old.  
This new found New Englander!
However…. if you see me this fall, in all white, driving a convertible and listening to the Beach Boys… be patient.  

Sometimes it just takes a while to find your way home.
(LOOKS TO THE BACK OF THE THEATER)

Ok Bob…I’m ready for those footlights.

(FOOTLIGHTS COME ON)

END

