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(Slowly, the wheelchair turns and we see that TINK is in some 
sort of distress.) 

TINK: (Struggles desperately to speak.) Ja . . . ja . . . ja. . . . 

LILLIAN: Oh, hello, Tink. Did you have a nice nappy-wappy? 

TINK: Ja . . . ja . . . ja. . . . 

LILLIAN: Japanese? Are you trying to say Japanese? 

DIVA: Why on earth would she be trying to say Japanese? 

LILLIAN: Well, how do I know, Diva? Everywhere you look you 
see something Japanese. Maybe she wants her hibachi – I don't 
know. 

TINK: Ja . . . ja . . . ja . . . oow . . . ja . . . oow. . . . 

DIVA: Zsa Zsa! No, Raul! Oh, Raul. Do you remember Raul, 
Lillian? 

LILLIAN: Who? 

DIVA: Raul. Tink's gardener. The one with the giant 
bushwhacker. 

LILLIAN: Ooh . . . ah . . . oh, yes. He was something, wasn't he? 
Whatever happened to him . . . and his bushwhacker? 

DIVA: They cremated him and it with him. 

LILLIAN: He died? 

DIVA: Requisite for cremation, Lillian. Of course he died! 

LILLIAN: That's too bad. How sad. I think I'm going to cry. 



DIVA: Lillian, what is wrong with you? Did you leave home 
without your head today? 

LILLIAN: No. I don't think so. 

TINK: Ja . . . ja . . . ja. . . . 

DIVA: Now, don't get yourself excited, Tink. Raul's no longer 
with us. In fact, he hasn't been with us since Reagan left office. 
(To LILLIAN.) Now, that was a man after my own heart. 

LILLIAN: Reagan? 

DIVA: Sure. Why not? He could put his shoes under my bed any 
day. Besides, what did Nancy have that I don't? 

LILLIAN: A red dress? 

DIVA: I've got a red dress. 

LILLIAN: Size two? 

DIVA: I hate you! 

LILLIAN: (Ignoring the last.) Besides, I never understood a word 
he said. In fact, I don't really think old Ronnie actually ever said 
anything . . . just a string of words designed to put you to sleep. 
Heaven knows he put himself to sleep often enough. Poor 
thing, couldn't remember himself from one minute to the next. 
Bless his departed soul. 

DIVA: You never liked any of my men, did you? 

LILLIAN: Well, let me see. How many of your men did I have? 

DIVA: Don't get smart! 

LILLIAN: Diva, I hardly think Ronald Reagan qualifies as one of 
your men. More like an imaginary playmate, I should think.  



(DIVA "humphs.") 

TINK: Sa . . . sa . . . sa. . . . 

LILLIAN: Salt! She wants salt! 

DIVA: I don't think so, Lillian. Has she had her insulin today? 

LILLIAN: Of course. While I was waiting to pick her up, Margie 
was giving her the injection. 

DIVA: Who's Margie? 

LILLIAN: The new nurse the agency sent over. She's a bit of a 
bull, but I guess if she's with the agency she knows what she's 
doing. She says she's really a lady wrestler. 

DIVA: What are you talking about? Who's really a lady wrestler? 

LILLIAN: Nurse Margie the bull. She said she was between gigs – 
or, something like that. Her husband's also a lady wrestler. He's 
between gigs, too. So, he stays home and cooks. 

DIVA: How very perverse. 

TINK: Ja . . . ja . . . ja . . . oow . . . sa. Ja . . . oow . . . sa. 

LILLIAN: Joust! She wants to see a joust. Now, if you wanted to 
see a joust, Diva, where would you go? 

DIVA: (Exasperated.) For God's sake, Lillian! 

TINK: (Obviously in a panic.) Jaoowsa! Jaoowsa! 

DIVA: JUICE! She needs juice. Quick! Get her some punch! 
(LILLIAN goes for the punch.) Quick, quick, quick! Before she 
goes into shock! Hurry! Her eyes are beginning to roll back! 
(Takes glass of punch from LILLIAN.) Here you go, Tink. Drink 
up. (TINK drinks.) That a girl. Drink it all down. 



TINK: Mo . . . mo . . . mo. . . . 

DIVA: (Hands empty glass to LILLIAN.) Here, Lillian. Get her 
some more. 

LILLIAN: I don't know that this punch is very good for her, Diva. 

DIVA: Of course it is. Its got fruit in it, doesn't it? 

LILLIAN: Sort of. 

DIVA: Sort of? 

LILLIAN: Yeah, sort of. Imitation powdered fruit. That's "sort 
of," isn't it? 

 


