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REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

A Play in One Act
For One Man and Three Women

CHARACTERS

MARGIE in her late 20s, divorced
KATHY in her early 30s, getting divorced
DOROTHY the mother of Margie and Kathy,

in her mid-50s, divorced
JIM Kathy's husband, in his early 30s

TIME: The present. Late evening.

PLACE: A garage
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Reduced for Quick Sale premiered at the BoarsHead:
Michigan Public Theatre in Lansing, MI on February 18,
1988. The production was directed by Judith Gentry. Set
design by Kyle Euckert. Lighting design by James E.
Peters. Properties design by Louise Phetteplace. Sound
design by Scott Shonk. Costume design by Charlotte Dear­
dorff. Stage management by Suann Pollock. The cast was
as follows:

Margie
Kathy
Dorothy
Jim

Judi Ammar
Monica Deeter
Carmen Decker

Frederick Hill
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REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

SETTING: A "garage sale." The upstage wall should func­
tion as the back of the garage. There is an outside en­
trance there or in one of the side walls. A second en­
trance exits from the garage into the kitchen. There
should be tables of books and bottles and other odd
items ... a box of paperbacks and record albums, a rack
or two of clothes, a chest of drawers, a hassock, picture
frames, outdoor lawn chairs, and any and all other items
that can be made useful in this setting. A sign lettered
"Reduced For Quick Sale" is attached to a stake and
leans against a wall. Two alum inum lawn chairs are set
apart from the sale goods.

AT THE CURTAIN: MARGIE is discovered pulling out
drawers and looking under stacks of sheets, etc.

MARGIE (calling off). I can't find them. Did you say they
were green? Why would anyone want green salt shak­
ers. They should be white or blue or crystal clear.

DOROTHY (from offstage in the kitchen). Green! I know
they were green. They're out there somewhere. Keep
looking.

MARGIE. I'm looking, Mother. I'm looking.

(KA THY enters with her annsfull of blankets.)

7
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Page 8 REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

KATHY. Margie? What do you think? Nice, huh? I got
them out of the cleaners this morning. Even fixed the
burned spot. (Puts blankets on top ofsomething.)

MARGIE. Not there. They'll look so ... clumpy.
KATHY. What difference does it make? Here or there.

It's a garage sale not a boutique.
MARGIE. Environment is everything! Can't just plop

stuff down anywhere. Makes you look too eager. First
sign of weakness ... they'll tear your throat out.

KATHY. Who cares? Might be a blessing.
MARGIE. Trust me. Arrangement is everything.
KATHY. Fine! Arrange it! I just don't want to see this

stuff any longer. (Pause.) How can a marriage be cram­
med into one small garage. I thought we had more
than this.

(DOROTHY sticks her head out the kitchen door.)

DOROTHY. Did you find them, Margie? Green. Six
inches high. Very nice. Tacky but nice. Keep looking.
Kathy, don't put the blankets there. They don't look
good. Margie, take charge out here. Help your sister.
She looks a little fragile. (Exits into the kitchen.)

MARGIE (to KA THY who sits down in one of the alumi­
num chairs to smoke a cigarette). Told ya! Environment
is everything.

KATHY. Yeah! You told me. (Pause.) Margie, am I frag-
ile?

MARGIE. You?
KATHY. Who else is out here?
MARGIE. Depressed ... exhausted ... suicidal, sure. Frag­

ile? No.
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REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE Page 9

KATHY. Those I can live with. But I hate fragile women.
(Mimicking.) 'I've lost my focus. Binkie ate the gold­
fish ... what will I do! I can't cope on Tuesdays!'
(Pause.) Damn that man!

MAR G IE (m oving to the blankets and finding a better
place for them). There! That's better, don't you think?
Of course you do. How much for these? Not too
much ... not too little.

KATHY. Surprise me. "Take charge!"
MARGIE. I'm sorry, Kathy. I'm just trying to help. I've

done a lot of these divorce sales. I did mine. Kind of a
warmup. Then Mother's. And now yours. Should start
my own business.

KATHY. I appreciate the help. I do. I'm just a little tired,
that's all.

MARGIE (holding up a blanket). $4.50 ... but we'll take
$3.00. What do you say? This stuff'll sell like hot cakes.

KATHY. It's a deal.

(DOROTHY enters from the house with a pressure
cooker, a set of clear glasses, and the green salt shakers.)

DOROTHY. Found them! In Jim's closet I might add. In
the den.

KATHY. I know where Jim's closet is, Mother.
DOROTHY. Why did you put them in the closet?
KATHY. I didn't like them.
DOROTHY. That makes no difference. Give them to

somebody. Somebody gave them to me and I gave
them to you. That's how it's done. How much for the
blankets? $6.50 ... but we'll take $5.00. Not a penny
less. I washed the pressure cooker. You never used it,
did you? I can tell. No scorching on the bottom. Did
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Page 10 REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

you ever feed him, Kathy? How about these glasses?
Where do you want them? Over there would be nice.

KATHY. Whatever you say, Mother. Let's just get on
with it. And, yes, I fed him! For three years ... two
months ... and twenty-six days!

DOROTHY. Are you all right, Kathy? You look a little
pale. Want to lie down?

KATHY. Mother, I'm fine! See? I'm all here. Eyes ...
ears ... nose ... and throat! I'm not in the grave yet!

DOROTHY. You might be if you hadn't gotten out when
you did.

KATHY. Jim left me, Mother ... I didn't leave him.
DOROTHY. His guilt drove him out the door.
KATHY. You sound like a talking Bible. He didn't know

what else to say, that's all.
DOROTHY. What could he say? That he hadn't been

with that woman!
MARGIE (brightly). I thought we might ask $4.50 for the

blankets, Mother. Not too high ... not too low.
DOROTHY. That's too low. $6.50! The subject's closed.

Iced tea, anyone?
KATHY. I hate iced tea.
MARGIE. Got any Coke?
DOROTHY. Coke ruins the skin. You're too young to

have bad skin.
KATHY. Well, I'm not too young. I'll take a Coke.
DOROTHY (exiting to the kitchen). Margie, she's getting

depressed. Cheer her up. I'll get the iced tea.
MARGIE. Mother's right, Kathy. Cheer up. In thirty days

it'll be final and you'll feel free as a bird. Sell it all and
jump into the old wagon.

KATHY. The salt shakers were in Jim's closet because
that's where I put them. That's where we put every-
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REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE Page 11

thing we didn't want. Salt shakers ... the humidifier we
brought from Arizona ... the turkey platter Aunt
Louisa gave us for our second anniversary with the
American flag on it. 'Perfect for Thanksgiving Day,'
she said.

MARGIE. Ever use it?
KATHY. On the Fourth of July. Seemed more American

that way. Hot dogs.
MARGIE. Aunt Louisa is a strange lady.
KATHY. We're all strange ladies. (Pause.) OK ... what's

next? Records ". albums ... books ... sheets? God, I
hate this. (Rises and moves about the garage.) $2.00 for
the albums except for Janis and the Beatles. $3.00 for
Janis. $1.00 for the Beatles.

MARGIE. Poor Beatles.
KATHY. They were Jim's favorites. And twenty-five

cents for the paperbacks. Except for Henry Miller. Ten
cents for horny Henry.

MARGIE. Jim's favorite, right?

(DOROTHY enters from the kitchen with a tray of iced
tea, setting it down on the table.)

DOROTHY. That man was a vile, disrespectful sex fiend!
KATHY. We weren't talking about Jim, Mother. We

were talking about Henry Miller.
DOROTHY. What's the difference?
KATHY. Dear God!
DOROTHY. Here's the iced tea. Sweetener for you,

Margie.
MARGIE. Thank you, Mother.
KATHY (sarcastically). Just like you like it.
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Page 12 REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

DOROTHY. Kathy, you're sagging. I can tell. Get a grip.
Lift something. Get the blood circulating. Do some
deep knee bends.

KATHY. I don't need a coach, Mother. I need my Coke.
Where's my Coke?

DOROTHY. Let's see, fifty cents for the paperbacks
and ...

KATHY. You must have missed it. Stuffed way back in
the fridge. Don't bother, I'll get it. (Exits.)

DOROTHY. She looks terrible. She's got to get all this in
perspective. Did you get the maps?

MARGIE. Yesterday. Everything's underlined. Motels ...
scenic vistas ... the usual.

DOROTHY. What did she say?
MARGIE. 'Nice maps.'
DOROTHY. That's just like Kathy. No wonder Jim left

her. If she had been doing her job he wouldn't have
looked someplace else. No man wants a wife hanging
around his neck when he doesn't want her hanging
there.

MARGIE. Mother, that's not fair.
DOROTHY. I never said it was fair. I just said it was

true. Your sister's never grown up. Janis Joplin rec­
ords! Honeymoon memories! Well, it's not like that.

(KA THY enters carrying three toasters and a can of
Coke.)

KATHY. These should really 'sell like hot cakes.' Every­
one needs a toaster. Did you know the average Ameri­
can family has three toasters... two cheese cutters ...
and four can openers? I read it somewhere. We only
have three can openers. One under the national aver-
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age. Typical. The one Uncle William and Aunt Jan
gave us for our second anniversary... they never were
very imaginative ... the ugly yellow one I bought in col­
lege ...

MARGIE. And the one I gave you.
KATHY. Bingo! But it never worked right so we used the

ugly yellow one all the time and put yours out when­
ever you came over. Never knew it, did you? Just like
marriage. Now you see it .. , now you don't. (Displays
the toasters.) How's this? Toaster heaven.

DOROTHY. Over there, Kathy, and not all together.
Bunch them all together and it looks ...

KATHY. Too eager. Can't look too eager.
DOROTHY (adjusting items). That trip will do you won-

ders. How do you like the maps?
KATHY. Nice maps.
DOROTHY. Kathy!
KATHY. New points and plugs ... whatever the hell

they are ... new tires air conditioning ready to go ...
all set. The maps accent the perfect ensemble.

DOROTHY. You're bitter.
KATHY. I can't be bitter? I'm surrounded by marital fall­

out and I can't be bitter?
MARGIE. After Fred left me I cut his jockey shorts up

into little strips. When he came back for his clothes I
gave him the scraps and a bottle of glue. You should
have seen his face.

DOROTHY. That was infantile and childish.
MARGIE (to DOROTHY). When Daddy changed his

mind about you, you cut up all his fishing rods!
KATHY. Sounds mature to me. I love the way you set

standards for the "spurned woman," Mother. You're
an inspiration to us all.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Page 14 REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE

DOROTHY. Let's leave your father out of this!
MAR G IE. Ah, what else is in the closet? Anything?

Time's skipping by.
KATHY. My art supplies, Jim's sweat pants, baseball

cleats and glove. And our honeymoon albums from
Europe.

DOROTHY. And Kathy. Don't forget Kathy. She was
curled up in the back of the closet crying her heart out.
(To KA THY.) You looked so defeated. I know that
look.

MARGIE. Truce! Mother, arrange something over there,
will you? Anything. Make it nice and pretty. (To
KA THY.) I thought Jim took the albums with him.

KATHY. Over my dead body. I took all the pictures,
didn't I? London Bridge at dawn. Could barely see it.
Got up at 4:00 a.m. and took the tube. Then five
blocks to the Thames. Four cups of hot tea and "snap!"
London Bridge! I got up to snap it... I keep it!

MARGIE. How about the clippings?
KATHY. Yeah, he took the clippings. The "Daytona De-

mons!" Jim couldn't live without his clippings.
DOROTHY. Silly game!
MARGIE. He looked so cute in his uniform.
KATHY. Undefeated. 427 average. What a summer.
DOROTHY. How could you sit there night after night

and watch a bunch of grown men running around the
field catching a little white ball?

KATHY. It was fun yelling at the umpire. I never knew
what to say so I'd yell 'Up yours, Ump!'

DOROTHY. How clever.
KATHY. Everybody yelled at the games, Mother. Joanne

had 'Open your eyes, stupid!' Gabby had 'What's the
matter with you!'

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



REDUCED FOR QUICK SALE Page 15

MARGIE. Not very original.
KATHY. She was pregnant. I liked Sharon's the best.

'Dumb shit!' Quick and to the point.
DOROTHY. Stupid game for grown men to play. Fish­

ing's even worse. Mosquitoes ... beer cans ... dirty
jokes ... and sunstroke! Some fun.

MARGIE. Wasn't Sharon having a thing with the
catcher?

KATH Y. Sure was.
MARGIE. What was his name?
KATHY. I don't know. They all had nicknames. His was

Ding Dong.
DOROTHY. I wonder why?
KATHY. Think about it, Mother.
DOROTHY. I'd rather not.
KATHY. They used to do it in the first base dugout after

the games.
MARGIE. No!
KATHY. Yes!
DOROTHY. Kathy, I don't think I like this conversation.
KATHY. It's natural, Mother. That's how we all got here.
DOROTHY. Not in a dugout, we didn't.
KATHY. She used to watch him squatting down behind

the plate with his legs spread real wide. Couldn't take
her eyes off his ...

DOROTHY. Kathy!
KATHY. She talked about his legs all the time. How

strong they were. How he would pick her up and set
her down ...

DOROTHY. More tea, Margie?
KATHY.... and walk up and down the dugout.
MARGIE. Fred never had legs like that. He could barely

hold himself up with his elbows.
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DOROTHY. Bedroom talk is best left in the bedroom.
KATHY. Jim and I did it once. In the dugout.
MARGIE. You didn't!
KATHY. We did!
DOROTHY. Dear God!
KATHY. After the championship game. Jim had hit two

doubles and a single and he was flying high. 'I'm the
greatest, honey,' he said. 'Let's celebrate.' And he gave
me a big hug. Well, I wasn't up for it right thell.

DOROTHY. Right then?
KATHY. But after we all finished our beer and pepper­

oni pizza ... I was a little looped ... I whispered in Jim's
ear. 'Let's do it in the dugout.' Didn't even finish his
beer. As we drove to the field, I started unbuttoning
my blouse.

DOROTHY. Kathy!
KA THY. It just seemed the liberated thing to do,

Mother. Got Jim all excited. He drove right on the
field... hooked around the fence and screeched to a
stop right on the pitcher's mound!

DOROTHY. Did he turn his lights off?
MARGIE. Who cares!
KATHY. Sharon yells out 'Glad you could make it' as we

stumbled to the third base dugout. And then we ... you
know ... did it.

MARGIE. How was it?
DOROTHY. Margie!
MARGIE. I'm sorry.
KATHY. Jim yelled 'I'm the greatest' a couple of times ...

and that was it.
DOROTHY. I can't believe you did that. You weren't

brought up that way!
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