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LOVE IN THE INSECURITY ZONE 
 

ACT ONE 
 

(Hank and Gayle wait on a commuter train platform.  He reads a 

newspaper, loudly popping out the creases as he turns a page.  She 

flinches and looks around nervously each time he snaps the paper.  

Finally, she can't take it anymore.  Note:  A slash (/) within a line of  

dialogue indicates where that line of dialogue is overlapped by the 

next speaker.) 
 

GAYLE:  Hey!  You wanna get shot?!  Hey!  I'm talking /to you! 
 

HANK:  Excuse /me? 
 

GAYLE:  Cause you keep snapping the paper like that, I guarantee 

you, somebody on this platform's gonna pull out a piece and blow /

you away! 
 

HANK:  For reading /the paper? 
 

GAYLE:  And it might be me!  You know what that sounds like?!  

When you do that?   
 

(Hank shrugs) 
 

GAYLE:  Like a nine-millimeter Glock.  Pocka!  Pocka!  Pocka!   
 

HANK:  Really? 
 

GAYLE:  You gotta fold the paper into nice, tight, little quiet sec-

tions.  You!?  You're all over the place with it.  It's sloppy.  It's sloppy 

commuting.  Give me that! 
 

(She snatches the newspaper.  During the following, she folds the pa-

per into thin sections.) 
 

HANK:  Golly!  I never thought about that. 
 

GAYLE:  Excuse me, but did you just use the word "golly" with a 

straight face? 
 

HANK:  I guess I did.  Gosh. 
 

GAYLE:  Where the hell are you from anyway? 
 

HANK:  Well, I'm sorta hangin' my hat in Washington lately. 
 

GAYLE:  You mean the state?  Or the cesspool? 
 

HANK:  I gotta job workin' for the federal government. 
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GAYLE:  Hey! Shh!  Not so loud! 
 

(She looks around to make sure no one heard what Hank said.  Hank 

is oblivious, keeps on speaking in a normal voice.) 
 

HANK:  Not sure exactly how I ended up in D.C.  I'm from Okla-

homa originally.  Got a law practice out there and a ranch.  Things 

were just getting so bad, y'know, I figured I had to get involved.  Next 

thing I know /I'm in Washington, working for the . . .  
 

(She hands him back the now neatly folded paper) 
 

GAYLE:  Yeah, yeah, okay, okay!  Here.  I just saved your life.  Now 

go away.  Somebody shoots your ass, I don't wanna get blood and 

stuff all over my new suit. 
 

(Pause) 
 

HANK:  Excuse my boldness, but . . . are you spoken for? 
 

GAYLE:  "Spoken for?" 
 

HANK:  Are you married or . . . involved with anyone? 
 

GAYLE:  What do you think? 
 

HANK:  Well I ... I really couldn't say. 
 

GAYLE:  "I really couldn't say."  Why don't you talk like a man? 
 

HANK:  What's your name? 
 

GAYLE:  Who wants to know? 
 

HANK:  Hank.  
 

GAYLE:  Oh, you gotta be kidding. 
 

HANK:  Nope.  I'm Hank. 
 

GAYLE:  "I'm Hank!"  That's so retro, Hank. 
 

HANK:  So what's your name? 
 

GAYLE:  Maybe it's Gayle.  Hank. 
 

HANK:  You seem to be a pretty unhappy woman, Maybe-It's-Gayle. 
 

GAYLE:  Of course I'm unhappy!  Everybody's unhappy!  
 

HANK:  /Not everybody 
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GAYLE:  Because life totally sucks!  Oh, who's happy?! 
   

(During the following, Hank pulls out a notebook and begins to write 

in it as Gayle speaks.) 
 

GAYLE (CONT.):  I gotta risk my neck every day to get to some stu-

pid job I hate, just so I can afford to keep my bar code and live in a 

Security Zone.  Work bites.  Home is boring.  And the trip between 

the two is a nightmare, filled with idiots like you snapping the paper 

around. What the hell are /you doing?  
 

HANK:  So you're sayin' you don't know a single person you would 

describe as "happy?" 
 

GAYLE:  You're gonna report me?!  After I just saved /your life!?  
 

HANK:  Very unhappy people, Gayle, tend to attract very happy peo-

ple.   
 

GAYLE:  And you're looking for very happy people? 
 

HANK:  Women, Gayle.  I'm looking for very happy women. 
   

GAYLE:  Uh-huh. 
 

HANK:  And I could use a little help. 
 

GAYLE:  You could use a lot of help. 
 

HANK:  Here in the big city, y'know.  If you were to be my guide, 

"show me the ropes," so to speak, I would /be very  . . . 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, no!  No way!  Not gonna happen, Hank!  Not if you 

paid me in Yuan!   
 

(Slight pause) 
 

HANK:  You wouldn't, by any chance, be free for dinner tonight? 
 

GAYLE:  What time? 
 

HANK:  How about I pick you up at six-thirty? 
 

GAYLE:  How about I pick you up at six.  And don't bother getting 

dressed.  I'll pick out your clothes when I get there.  Now, lemme see 

your gun. 
 

(Hank pulls out a large automatic pistol.  She examines it, impressed.) 
 

GAYLE:  Ooooh!  Not bad.  I suppose you wanna see mine. 
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(She rummages around in her purse.  He lays a hand on hers, stop-

ping her.) 
 

HANK:  I'd rather save that for our wedding night. 
 

GAYLE:  You're old fashioned.  I like that. 
 

(Music.  Hank puts away gun, exits to strike newspaper and bring on 

a table.  Gayle brings on chairs.  They sit down at the table.  They are 

now on a date.  Music out.) 
 

HANK:  So.  Where do you work? 
 

GAYLE:  Bor-ing!  I work the same place everybody works.  Neon-lit 

Nowheres-ville.  Cut the chit-chat and tell me something real about 

yourself.   
 

HANK:  Such as . . .? 
 

GAYLE:  How often do you masturbate? 
 

HANK:  Well!  There's a … an unusual question.  Now and again I 

guess.  How often do you, uh …? 
 

GAYLE:  Couple times a day.  More at night.  You ever have sex 

with a man? 
 

HANK:  Have you? 
 

(Gayle laughs uproariously.) 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, that's great!  "Have you?" 
 

HANK:  Have you ever been married?   
 

(Gayle stops laughing, suddenly angry.) 
 

GAYLE:  Don't you think you're getting a little too personal there, 

Buddy! 
 

HANK:  Well, I, uh, I  should hope /not, I . . . . 
 

GAYLE:  You're outta your depth here, Hankie-boy.   
 

HANK:  You think so? 
 

GAYLE:  But I'm gonna break a major rule here and actually give you 

some advice on how to handle me. 
 

HANK:  I am all ears.   
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GAYLE:  First, don't say stupid things like "I am all ears," when what 

you really mean is "I'm not afraid of you," which is a big fat lie.  
 

HANK:  I find you very refreshing, Gayle. 
 

GAYLE:  Coca Cola's refreshing.  I'm a total bitch. 
 

HANK:  I don't think . . . 
 

GAYLE:  Saying I'm refreshing implies I am the way I am just to 

please you.  You think my bitchiness must be some new female tactic 

for pleasing men.  (Coquettish)  "Oh, I know!  I'll get guys to like me 

by being a total bitch.  Some men are sure to find that . . . refreshing!  

(Normal voice, enraged) Well I don't give a flying rat's ass if you find 

me refreshing.  I am not refreshing.  I am a raging bitch on wheels.  

And whether you like that, or hate that, or find it refreshing, or boring, 

doesn't matter to me one goddamn bit!  You got that?! 
 

(Pause) 
 

HANK: Well.  That really is refreshing. 
 

GAYLE:  But enough about me.  Have you ever been married? 
 

HANK:  Well I guess I am married! 
 

GAYLE:  You liar!  I was in your apartment.  I smelled your clothes.  

There is no smell of woman in your life.   
 

HANK:  My wife's back in Washington. 
 

GAYLE:  Doing what, helping out the President? 
 

HANK:  She's the First Lady's Secret Service double. 
 

GAYLE:  Oh gimme a break! 
 

HANK:  It's true. 
 

GAYLE:  C'mon!  Really?! 
 

HANK:  Scout's honor. 
 

(Slight pause) 
 

GAYLE:  Does that mean she has to wear those awful clothes? 
 

HANK:  Worse than that.  She actually has to sleep with the President 

whenever he wants. 
 

GAYLE:  No way! 
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HANK:  And the President prefers Marjorie - that's my wife - he actu-

ally prefers Marjorie to the real First Lady.  It's put a terrible strain on 

our marriage. 
 

GAYLE:  I'll bet! 
 

HANK:  But that's not the worst thing. 
 

GAYLE:  It gets worse? 
 

HANK:  The First Lady prefers Marjorie, too. 
 

GAYLE:  I knew it!!   
 

HANK:  They fight over her every night.  It's just horrible.   
 

GAYLE:  Why don't you quit?! 
 

HANK:  We feel ... that is, Marjorie and I both feel -- that it's our pa-

triotic duty to ease the President's burden of leadership in any way we 

can. 
 

GAYLE:  So I guess that means you have to fuck him, too, huh? 
 

(Gayle laughs.) 
 

HANK:  Well -- not very often. 
 

(Gayle stops laughing suddenly.) 
 

GAYLE:  Not very . . .? 
 

HANK:  Usually he fucks me.  After all, Gayle, he is the President. 
 

(Pause.  Gayle is speechless.  Hank laughs suddenly.) 
 

HANK:  Hah!  Had you goin' there, didn't I?!    
 

(He laughs.) 
 

GAYLE:  You're just fulla surprises there, ain't ya, Cowboy?  You 

make all that up yourself? 
 

HANK:  Most of it. 
 

GAYLE:  You really married? 
 

HANK:  Nah. 
 

GAYLE:  Got a girlfriend back there in Oklahoma, Hank?  Fiancée? 
 

HANK:  Not at the moment.   
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GAYLE:  Okay.  Let's go. 
 

HANK:  Where? 
 

GAYLE:  Back to your place. 
 

HANK: Why? 
 

GAYLE:  Why?!  To have raw, animal sex, stupid!  You want an en-

graved invitation? 
 

HANK:  I'd like to see where you live. 
 

GAYLE:  Uh-uh.  No way. 
 

HANK:  Why not? 
 

GAYLE:  I don't want to rush into anything. 
 

(Romantic music.  Hank and Gayle move to another part of the stage 

and kiss.  It's obvious that they've just finished making love.) 
 

GAYLE:  Oh my God, you're . . . you're wonderful.  You're perfect! 
 

HANK:  Thank you. 
 

(Music out suddenly.  She pushes him roughly away.) 
 

GAYLE:  You're too goddamned perfect and wonderful!  That means 

that whatever's wrong with you has got to be big and horrible.  So 

what is it?  Why aren't you with some perfect little woman? 
 

HANK:  Just haven't found the right girl yet, /I guess. 
 

GAYLE:  Quick!  No time to think!  Why did you break up with your 

last girlfriend?! 
 

HANK:  We decided it wasn't going anywhere. 
 

GAYLE:  Who decided this? 
 

HANK:  Both of us.  We're still friends. 
 

GAYLE:  Ah-hah!  So you plan on going back to her!   
 

HANK:  I don't think so.  She just got married.  (Pause)  Did you 

have a good time with me tonight? 
 

GAYLE:  You wanna see me again or not? 
 

HANK:  Answer my question first. 
 

GAYLE:  What? 
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HANK:  Did I make you happy, Gayle? 
 

GAYLE:  I guess it was more fun than a yeast infection. 
 

HANK:  Gayle . . .? 
 

GAYLE:  It was peachy-keen!  Okay!?  Jeez!  Whataya want me to do, 

break into song?!  (Pause)  So you want to see me again or not? 
 

HANK:  Definitely. 
 

GAYLE:  Why?  What do you see in me?  And don't give me that 

"refreshing" bullshit. 
 

HANK:  What do I see in you?!  Oh, dear Lord, Gayle -- I see so much!  

I see strength of character and ... a real fine sense of humor and ... and a 

sweetness -- yes!  I do.  I see the sweet little girl that you keep hidden 

inside that prickly exterior.  You're like Sleeping Beauty, Gayle.  You 

are a beautiful, sweet princess.  But the world outside is so harsh.  So 

you've put all of your beautiful self to sleep and surrounded yourself 

with razor sharp thorns.  And you're waiting for a Prince Charming 

brave enough to cut through that thicket and awaken the beautiful 

sleeping princess hidden within.   
 

GAYLE:  And . . . and are you my Prince Charming, Hank? 
 

HANK:  I do hope so, Gayle. 
 

(Gayle pulls out her gun and points it at him.) 
 

GAYLE:  Me, too.  Because if you turn out not to be Prince Charming - 

I'll kill you.  And then I'll feed your guts to pigs. 
 

(Pause) 
 

HANK:  That seems fair. 
 

(Music.  Hank exits.  Pearl enters, sits at a table and begins drawing on 

a piece of paper.  Gayle goes to her.  Music out.) 
 

PEARL:  Gayle has a boyfriend!  Gayle has a boyfriend! 
 

GAYLE:  What are you doing? 
 

PEARL:  Playing Hangman with myself.  Wanna play? 
 

GAYLE:  How can you play Hangman with yourself?  Who chooses 

the word? 
 

PEARL:  I do.  But then I make myself forget it. 
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GAYLE:  That's impossible! 
 

PEARL:  I can make myself forget anything.  It's the secret to happi-

ness. 
 

GAYLE:  Forget your name. 
 

PEARL:  Okay. 
 

(Pearl closes her eyes tightly, then opens them.) 
 

GAYLE:  What's your name? 
 

PEARL:  I forget. 
 

GAYLE:  Go to your room. 
 

PEARL:  Tell me my name first. 
 

GAYLE:  No. 
 

PEARL:  I want to meet your new boyfriend.   
 

GAYLE:  No.   
 

PEARL:  I had a boyfriend once.  Or maybe I just dreamed that.  Do 

you ever do that, confuse your dreams with real life?  I do that all the 

time. 
 

GAYLE:  Well let me set you straight then, Honey Pie.  
 

PEARL:  My name is Honey Pie?!   
 

GAYLE:  This is real life.  In this real life you don't have a job, you're 

about to lose your barcode, and I can't carry you for much longer. 
 

PEARL:  You're so good to me! 
 

GAYLE:  Do you wanna get tossed into the Insecurity Zone?  Do you 

wanna get gang raped every day by roving bands of thugs!?   
 

PEARL:  I don't know.  Do I? 
 

GAYLE:  No!  What you want is to get outta here before Hank shows 

up. 
 

(Gayle tries to hustle her out) 
 

PEARL:  But when will I get to meet your new boyfriend!? 
 

GAYLE:  How about "never?"  You're sweet and nice.  He's sweet 

and nice.  You two get together, it'll be a love-fest. 
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PEARL:  I wouldn't steal your boyfriend, Gayle. 
 

GAYLE:  His name is Hank!  Will you stop with the "boyfriend" al-

ready.  That's so ... puerile! 
 

PEARL:  Oh!  What a wonderful word!  Pure isle.  Let me just write 

that down.  As you know, I partake particular pleasure from pro-

nouncements where the primary letter is "P."  
 

GAYLE:  It means "childish," stupid.   
 

PEARL:  My name is "stupid?" 
 

GAYLE:  Please!  I want it to work with this guy, Pearl.   
 

PEARL:  That's my name!  Pearl!  Thank goodness!   
 

GAYLE:  I mean, I know he's a government guy and all, but he's 

really nice, and ... 
 

PEARL:  I don’t think I liked "Stupid" /very much. 
 

GAYLE:  Just give me half a chance here with this guy, Baby.  Okay?   
 

(Slight pause) 
 

PEARL:  Tell me this one thing and I'll go -- Does having this new 

boyfriend -- Hank -- does having Hank make you happy, Gayle? 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, Pearl!  If you wanna know the truth, it fucking scares 

me to death. 
 

PEARL:  "Death!"  That's it!  That's the hidden word in my game of 

Hangman.  "Death." 
 

GAYLE:  So you won.  Lovely. 
 

PEARL:  No.  I lost.  See?  The man is all hung and dead already. 
 

GAYLE:  But if the man was all hung and dead, why did you keep 

playing? 
 

PEARL:  Well.  There's always hope.  Isn't there? 
 

(Doorbell rings.  It might just be Hank saying "Ding-Dong!" loudly, 

from off or just on stage.) 
 

GAYLE:  You say "hello" and you say "good bye." 
 

PEARL:  Can I say "pleased as punch to meet you?" 
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GAYLE:  No. 
 

(Hank enters) 
 

HANK:  Who's your friend? 
 

GAYLE:  My sister.  Pearl.  She's just leaving. 
 

PEARL:  Hello and good bye. 
 

HANK:  Don't leave. 
 

PEARL:  Okay. 
 

GAYLE:  Oh?!  So you want to screw her?!  Well go right ahead! 
 

HANK:  Gayle …? 
 

GAYLE:  Here!  (She pushes Hank and Pearl together)  Take her!  

And good riddance to both of you! 
 

(Gayle stalks off.  Hank and Pearl remain in a loose embrace.  

Pause.) 
 

PEARL:  Pleased as punch to meet you. 
 

HANK:  Likewise. 
 

PEARL:  Are you going to screw me?  Gayle says it's okay. 
 

HANK:  I don't think she really meant it. 
 

(Gayle enters with a gun.) 
 

GAYLE:  I warned you! 
 

HANK:  Darling? 
 

GAYLE:  Don't "darling" me, you two-timing prick!  Prince Charm-

ing!  I'll give you Prince-fucking-Charming!  (She tries to pull the 

trigger, but the gun won't fire.)  Damn!  What's wrong with this stupid 

gun?! 
 

HANK:  It's actually a smart gun, Gayle.  New guns are all pro-

grammed not to fire at people who work for the government.  Sorry, 

Hon. 
 

GAYLE:  Grrrr!  You just wait! 
 

(Gayle exits) 
 

PEARL: So you're a government guy, from Washington! 
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HANK:  Our nation's capital. 
 

PEARL:  I went there once on a high school trip. 
 

HANK:  I'll bet you saw all the monuments. 
 

PEARL:  No.  The Honor Society kids got to see the monuments.  We 

were the dumb kids.  The Dis-Honor Society.  They showed us all the 

horrible slums and said "this is where you're all going to end up be-

cause you're all so stupid."  I have a friend who lives in Washington.    
 

HANK:  A boyfriend? 
 

PEARL:  He was Gayle's boyfriend first.  But then he kinda fell in 

love with me.  Which was real bad, because he was supposed to marry 

Gayle.  You remind me of him.  Except you wear pants. 
 

HANK:  Excuse me? 
 

PEARL:  He always wore the cutest little skirts. 
 

HANK:  Why did he . . .? 
 

PEARL:  He said he was in total revolt against every form of tyranny, 

including the tyranny of trousers.  But I think he just liked to wear 

cute little skirts. 
 

(Gayle enters with another gun.  Hank and Pearl break apart.) 
 

GAYLE:  Say "hello" to Daddy's Smith & Wesson, Prince Charming! 
 

HANK:  Gayle!  Now that's an illegal gun! 
 

GAYLE:  All my life this has happened.  Every boyfriend I ever had 

would meet Pearl and it would be "good bye, Charlie!" 
 

PEARL:  Which one was Charlie?  The dentist? 
 

GAYLE:  I swore I'd kill the next guy who dumped me for Pearl and 

you're it! 
 

(Pearl shields Hank.) 
 

PEARL:  No, Gayle, /don't!   
 

GAYLE:  Outta the way, /Pearl! 
 

HANK:  Gayle!  Now stop it!  You're acting just like your mother! 
 

(Gayle’s mouth and eyes open wide.  She makes a little strangled 

noise and goes into a limp trance.  HANK takes the gun away from 

her.) 
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PEARL:  You knew our mother? 
 

HANK:  Never had the pleasure.  But I've discovered over the years 

that telling a woman - any woman - that she's acting just like her 

mother?  Shorts out her synaptic activity for about twenty seconds.  

Sorta like electro-shock therapy.  When she comes to ... (Checks his 

watch)  Just about now ... 
 

(Gayle suddenly comes to.) 
 

GAYLE:  Hank?  When did you get here? 
 

HANK:  She'll be fine.  (To Gayle)  Let's get some dinner.  I'd like 

Pearl to join us.  You don't mind, do you, Gayle? 
 

GAYLE:  Of course not!  That would be . . . delightful! 
 

HANK:  And cooperative. 
 

PEARL:  Wow. 
 

HANK:  It doesn't last. 
 

(Gayle frowns suddenly.  Music.  Gayle, Pearl and Hank at dinner.  

Music out.  We hear the hubbub of people eating and engaging in 

conversation in the background, a sound effect that fades down and 

plays under the scene.) 
 

HANK:  Do you know how rare that is, Pearl?  Genuine happiness 

like yours? 
 

PEARL:  I try to be unhappy, but, golly gee!  It's so hard. 
 

HANK:  You actually try to be unhappy?!  /Gosh! 
 

GAYLE:  Don't listen to her, Hank.  She'll just drive /you crazy. 
 

PEARL:  It's not hip to be happy.  Haven't you ever heard that song?  

(Sings)  "She's Too Hip to be Happy!"   
 

HANK:  Let me make a note of that.  I collect happy quotes.  Listen to 

this one:  "That is the best government which can make the people 

happy."  Thomas Jefferson. 
 

GAYLE:  "Happiness is a warm gun."  John Lennon.   
 

HANK:  Oh, I like that!  (He writes it down.)  Pearl, your country 

needs you.  The U.S. of A. needs your happiness. 
 

GAYLE:  You don't have to roll out the flag, Hank.  Just snap your 

fingers and she'll fuck you. 
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(He snaps his fingers.) 
 

HANK:  Happiness, Gayle!  Happiness is the number one issue in this 

country today.  Tell me, why isn't anyone happy?   
 

GAYLE:  Because human life is meaningless and painful and filled 

with unfulfilled desire and bitter disappointment and we all just end 

up dead anyway.   
 

HANK:  And yet Pearl is happy in spite of that.   
 

GAYLE:  Because Pearl is stupid.  
 

HANK:  She is not! 
 

GAYLE:  Pearl, darling, forget the number seven. 
 

PEARL:  Okay. 
 

GAYLE:  What's four plus three? 
 

PEARL:  Gosh, I don't know.  Eight? 
 

GAYLE:  I rest my case. 
 

PEARL:  Six? 
 

HANK:  Pearl, what are the four basic forces of the universe? 
 

PEARL:  Oh!  I know! Uh, what is electromagnetism?  What is grav-

ity?  And what are the strong and weak nuclear forces? 
 

GAYLE:  She watches Jeopardy a lot. 
 

PEARL:  I do. 
 

HANK:  Pearl possesses pure happiness.  You should be /very proud 

to have a sister who ...  
 

GAYLE:  I give up!  You want her?  Take her! 
 

PEARL:  Take me where? 
 

HANK:  To Washington, D.C., Pearl. 
 

PEARL:  Will I get to see the monuments this time?! 
 

HANK:  Oh, I think that can be arranged. 
 

GAYLE:  Why take her to D.C.?  Can't you just fuck her here? 
 

PEARL:  Gayle!  Of course he can! 



19 

 

HANK:  My interest in Pearl is purely professional. 
 

GAYLE:  That's a lot of "P" words in one short sentence.  It's wasted 

on me.  Save it for your new girlfriend, the pulchritudinous Pearl. 
 

PEARL:  I have to powder my proboscis.  Gayle, do you want to 

come with me? 
 

GAYLE:  Why?  You need help pissing? 
 

(Pearl exits) 
 

HANK:  Come with us, Gayle.  To Washington.   
 

GAYLE:  Thanks, but I'm not into threesomes.  Well, Hank, it's been 

nice.   
 

HANK:  You don't really believe that I want Pearl? 
 

GAYLE:  No.  You're just taking her to Washington to show her the 

Washington Monument - or something like it. 
 

HANK:  It's business, Gayle, strictly /business. 
 

GAYLE:  Look, I don't blame you.  She's cute.  She's fun.  She's stu-

pid.  She's everything men want.  Now, if you'll excuse me . . . 
 

(She tries to leave, Hank blocks her) 
 

HANK:  Do I have to tell the whole world that I love you?  Only you?  

Will that do it? 
 

GAYLE:  Please don't. 
 

(Hank addresses the unseen diners in the restaurant.) 
 

HANK:  Excuse me!  Fellow Americans! 
 

(Sound effect of chairs being shoved back and about fifty handguns 

being jacked and cocked.) 
 

GAYLE: Hank!  No.  You'll /be killed! 
 

HANK:  Everyone, please!  Put away your guns!  I just want all of 

you good people here tonight /to know that . . .   
 

GAYLE:  Ignore him!  Please!  He's . . . he's crazy.  He's from . .  

well, he just doesn't know /how to behave! 
 

HANK:  Now just 'cause I'm from Oklahoma and work for the federal 

government, that don't /mean I ... 
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(Boos and hisses from the crowd.) 
 

GAYLE:  Ix-nay on the overment-gay uff-stay! 
 

VOICE FROM CROWD:  Kill him!  Kill the government /guy. 
 

HANK:  I am indeed a government guy, ladies and /gentlemen.   
 

GAYLE:  Hank! 
 

ANOTHER VOICE:  Kill him! 
 

(Several voices echo this sentiment.) 
 

HANK:  But tonight, I'm a government guy . . . who's in love. 
 

(A gasp and a collective sigh from the crowd.) 
 

CROWD:  Awwwwwww! 
 

HANK:  Isn't it amazing how even in these terrible, unhappy times, 

people can still be moved by the healing power of love?  
 

CROWD:  Ohhhhhhhhh! 
 

HANK:  Someone once said that the only real happiness in this life 

comes from loving someone and being loved.  Well, I love this 

woman, and I want to make her my wife.  Please, help me convince 

her to say "yes."  Please help me become the happiest man in the en-

tire world!  Clap your hands, ladies and gents.  Let's hear it!  Come 

on!  Please.  A little help here, people.  I need you.  I need your sup-

port. Show her the power of love!  Yes!  That's it! 
 

(Hank claps his hands.  Sound effect of the crowd beginning to ap-

plaud, whistle, stamp their feet.) 
 

GAYLE:  No!  You don't understand.  He's crazy.  He . . . wait a sec-

ond.  Did you say "wife?" 
 

WOMAN'S VOICE FROM CROWD:  He sure did, Honey! 
 

(Laughter from the crowd.) 
 

HANK:  I sure did, Gayle.  Here. 
 

(Hank pulls out a ring box, opens it to reveal a large diamond ring.  

He displays the ring first to the crowd, who make loud "ooohs" and 

"ahhhhhhs."  Hank puts the ring on Gayle's finger.) 
 

HANK:  Gayle, I've never met a woman who makes me feel the spe-

cial way that you make me feel. 
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GAYLE:  Could you be more specific? 
 

HANK:  I want you to marry me, and share my life with me forever.  

Say you will. 
 

(The crowd erupts in applause and cheers) 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, Hank, I don't know, I . . .  (To crowd)  SHUT UP!  

(Instant silence.)   Hank, I . . . I don't know what to say.  We've only 

just met.  I don't even know your religion. 
 

HANK:  I'm a New Democrat.  Gayle, I am the chief policy advisor to 

the President of the United States on Happiness.  But until I met you, I 

didn't have any idea what true happiness really is. 
 

GAYLE:  Then how did you get the job? 
 

HANK:  I delivered Oklahoma.  
 

(Pearl enters) 
 

PEARL:  Why is everyone staring? 
 

HANK:  I'm asking Gayle to marry me, Pearl.  Tell her to say "yes." 
 

PEARL:  Oh, that's so romantic!  Gayle, are you going to marry 

Hank?!! 
 

GAYLE:  I . . . I just don't know. 
 

PEARL:  I'll marry you, Hank, if Gayle won't. 
 

GAYLE:  No!  I mean "yes!"  I'll marry you, Hank.  I will!  Oh, God!  

What am I doing? 
 

(Hank takes Gayle in his arms and kisses her.  Sound effect of ap-

plause and cheers from the rest of the restaurant.) 
 

PEARL:  I'm going to cry I'm so happy! 
 

HANK: Tomorrow the three of us take off for Washington, D.C.  

We'll get married there.  /Then . .  
 

GAYLE:  Whoa!  What is this "three of us" nonsense? 
 

(Laughter and amused ad-libs from the crowd, like "Uh-oh!" and 

"He's in for it now!") 
 

HANK:  I have to take Pearl to Washington, darling.  But once I've 

delivered her and made my report, we can get married and go off to 

my ranch in Oklahoma for our honeymoon. 
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GAYLE:  Alone? 
 

HANK:  Just the two of us, darling. 
 

PEARL:  I am going to cry. 
 

HANK:  Crying time is over, Pearl.  Happy days are here again!  To 

Washington! 
 

(Applause.  Music.  "Happy Days Are Here Again."  Sound of ap-

plause fades into sound of jet plane landing.  During this all three 

exit, striking table and chairs.  Pearl and Hank re-enter almost imme-

diately carrying overnight bags.  Music out.) 
 

AIRPORT ANNOUNCER (V.O.):  Welcome to Dick Cheney Interna-

tional Airport in Washington, D.C.  Just a reminder -- no luggage is 

permitted inside the terminals.  When approaching security check-

points, please remember to walk slowly with both hands behind your 

head.  Thank you. 
 

PEARL:  How come we get to have luggage, Hank? 
 

HANK:  We're traveling on government business, Pearl.  That makes 

things a little easier.   
 

(Gayle enters, very angry) 
 

GAYLE:  Those security jerks took my Dad's gun! 
 

HANK:  That's an illegal gun, Gayle.  
 

GAYLE:  It was my father's!  And I ... I wanted to have it with me 

when we got married. 
 

HANK:  Why? 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, you know the old saying:  "Something old, something 

new, something borrowed" -- and something to blow your sonofabitch 

boyfriend's head off with if he turns out to be a lying sack of shit. 
 

HANK:  Gayle .... 
 

GAYLE:  And I am not going to ride through the D.C. Insecurity 

Zone without a gun!  You got that?!  No way!  I do not leave this air-

port /without a piece! 
 

HANK:  Okay, okay!   Here.  Take mine. 
 

(He pulls out the large automatic and gives it to Gayle.  Gayle and 

Pearl both gasp in disbelief.) 
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GAYLE:  But . . . but this is your . . .  I can't . . . 
 

HANK:  You're my fiancée, Gayle.  I think we can share side arms 

without causing talk. 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, Hank, no, I . . . I can't take your gun.  I mean ... What 

will you do? 
 

HANK:  I've got my trusty little .25 Baretta strapped to my ankle.  

See?  Here.  Let me program it to recognize your hand.   
 

(While she holds the grip of the gun, he punches some buttons on the 

side of the barrel.) 
 

HANK (CONT.):  You know, Gayle, there comes a time in every 

girl's life when she has to give up her father's gun and take on the gun 

of her husband.  There.  Now it can only be fired by you or me.   
 

PEARL:  That is so romantic! 
 

GAYLE:  Oh, Hank!    
 

(Gayle throws her arms around Hank and kisses him.) 
 

PEARL:  You two are so sweet together.  I'm jealous. 
 

GAYLE:  Just make sure you stay that way.   
 

HANK:  There should be an armored limo waiting to take us into the 

D.C. Security Zone. 
 

GAYLE:  A limo!  Wow! 
 

HANK:  A government limo always draws fire, I'm afraid.  But don't 

worry, nothing gets through it.   
 

PEARL:  Can we see the monuments now?  Please, please?! 
 

HANK:  A quick stop at the White House, just to check in.  Then we 

can go see all the monuments you want, Pearl.. 
 

PEARL:  Promise? 
 

HANK:  Pinky promise.  And then, Gayle, you and I will take care of 

getting that marriage license. 
 

PEARL:  The White House, a wedding and the monuments, all in one 

day!  Gayle, I'm so happy, I could just explode!  Come on, let's go! 
 

(Pearl runs off, ecstatic) 
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HANK:  Look at her!  She's right off the charts. 
 

GAYLE:  I must be crazy, going along with this. 
 

HANK:  Maybe being crazy ain't so bad.  I'm crazy 'bout you. 
 

GAYLE:  And Pearl's as crazy as a sprayed roach.  She's sure happy 

all the time.  (Slight pause)  I'm responsible for Pearl, Hank.  If she's 

harmed in any way .... 
 

HANK:  The government is through with hurting people, Gayle. 
 

GAYLE:  Uh-huh. 
 

HANK:  This President wants to restore the country to the way things 

used to be.  But he can't just wave a magic wand and make everything 

all right.  Oh, I was impatient when I first got here, too.  Wanted to 

change everything right away.  But I've come to accept that we can't 

do it overnight.  People have to learn to trust to trust the government 

again.  Trust each other.  A democracy is built on trust.  Just . . . just 

like love is, Gayle. 
 

(Slight pause as he looks into her eyes.  Pearl enters) 
 

PEARL:  Come on, you guys!  The limo is here.  The White House is 

waiting.  Come on, come on, come on! 
 

(Pearl exits) 
 

HANK:  Look at her!  She's so happy!  Come on, Baby.  Let's go get 

hitched! 
 

(He exits, shouting after Pearl.)   
 

HANK (CONT.):  Now Pearl, Honey, you wait for us!   
 

(Gayle starts to puts away Hank's gun.  She stops and looks at the gun 

lovingly.  Romantic music fades in.  She hefts the gun in her hand, 

feeling its weight, and sights down the barrel.  She works the action, 

jacking a shell smartly into the chamber.  Satisfied, she puts the gun 

in her bag as she exits.  Explosions and smoke.  Music winds down 

suddenly and out.  The sound of gunfire and explosions.  Gayle enters, 

disheveled and coughing, the large automatic in her hand.) 
 

GAYLE:  Hank!  Pearl! 
 

(Sounds of automatic weapons firing and voices shouting in the dis-

tance.  Gayle tries to look in all directions at once for approaching 

targets.  Hank staggers on stage, the Beretta in his hand.) 
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HANK:  Gayle! 
 

GAYLE:  Where's Pearl? 
 

HANK:  Are you all right?!   
 

GAYLE:  You said nothing could get through the limo's armor! 
 

HANK:  They never had rockets before! 
 

(Sound of machine gun fire) 
 

HANK:  Quick!  Put your back against mine. 
 

(They go back-to-back, guns ready.  Sound of intermittent small arms 

fire and people shouting in the distance.) 
 

GAYLE:  What happened to Pearl? 
 

HANK:  She got away.  She's probably hiding somewhere. 
 

GAYLE:  Pearl! 
 

HANK:  We're only seven blocks from the Security Zone.  If we can 

find Pearl ... 
 

GAYLE:  It might as well be seven miles, Hank!  Pearl!  Where are 

you?! 
 

HANK:  Shh!  We'll be rescued if we can hold out for .... 
 

GAYLE:  How long? 
 

HANK:  Fifteen minutes.  /Maybe ... 
 

GAYLE:  We'll be dead in fifteen minutes! 
 

HANK:  No!  I don't accept that!  It can't end this way!  Not now!  

Not when I've finally found the prefect woman! 
 

GAYLE  Oh, Hank!  That's so /roman-... 
 

HANK:  Not when I've finally found a woman as perfectly happy as 

Pearl! 
 

GAYLE:  What is this "happiness" thing with Pearl, Hank?  Tell me 

the truth for once.   
 

HANK:  I'm an idealist, Gayle.  I don't have time for the truth! 
 

GAYLE:  I think you owe me the truth before . . . before we . . . 
 


