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Characters:

CASSANDRA / ANDRA – mid 30s, classy, sexy and slightly over-weighted

AGGIE – late 20s, handsome and bored

CASSIE – mid 20s, sweet and hysterical
The scene is divided in two: the kitchen and the office. 

/ - marks the point of interruption in overlapping lines
The kitchen. Aggie drinks his coffee. Cassandra prepares a peanut butter sandwich.

CASSANDRA

Jelly?

AGGIE

You fucking ask me this fucking question every fucking morning and I say no fucking jelly please, yes, I say please, but I’m not gonna say it anymore, I’m gonna take this knife and scribble on your fucking forehead: no fucking jelly, please!

CASSANDRA

OK, no jelly… don’t get angry… what perfume does she use?... plum? blackberry? currant? vanilla? chili?!... I bet she’s a cheap girl, isn’t she, a cheap girl, what kinda girl would smell of jelly, what kinda / girl…

AGGIE

What girl are you talking about? Which girl?

CASSANDRA

There is a girl, see, you just admitted there is a girl, I got you here, I made you say it, see, you found a cheap bitch / smelling of jelly…

AGGIE

Hurry with that sandwich, I’m late for work.

CASSANDRA

Is she working with you, is she, that jelly-stinking strumpet, is she, is she there in the cubicle next to you, everyday, reeking of jelly, what kinda jelly, maple, cranberry, strawberry, huh, is she, that cheap bitch, wearing miniskirts and high heels, and a tight red bra so her boobs scream into your face, come, it’s me, your jelly…

AGGIE

Stop this, Cassandra! It’s not good for your nerves. You think too much, you imagine scenarios, and you believe them, you’re fucking torturing yourself…

CASSANDRA

You know it’s true, it’s true, and if it’s not true, it will be true, sooner or later they will hire a young bitch smelling of jelly and you will stare at her buttocks all those 8 hours, then come here and have the guts to tell me ‘no jelly, please’, it’s true, you know it is, or it’s gonna be, maybe today, they hired her today, now, when we are talking, they’re hiring the jelly-girl, you’ll take your seat, in your chair, turn on your computer, turn your head on your right, or on your left and there she is, the jelly-bitch!

AGGIE

This is called self-fulfilling prophecy! You imagine stuff, talk about it, and it’s gonna fucking happen. Keep shooting words, ideas, boobs, legs, jelly into my mind and it’s gonna happen, if you can’t shut up, it’s gonna fuckin’ happen! 
(pause)

CASSANDRA

Here is your sandwich. Have a nice day, my love, a nice day!

Corporate office. Two cubicles. Cassie and Aggie seem absorbed in their work at the computers.

AGGIE

(smelling the air towards her)

Strawberry?  No... Black currant?.... Nah… I know! Raspberry! Raspberry jelly.
CASSIE

I had my peanut butter sandwich with no jelly…
AGGIE

Me too.

CASSIE

I’ve noticed it.

AGGIE

My peanut butter sandwich?

CASSIE

You have one everyday. Wrapped in those cheesy pink napkins. With read hearts. Everyday. I know what that means.

AGGIE

What does that mean?

CASSIE

May I be direct?

AGGIE

Please, be direct.

CASSIE

No, I can’t be that direct.
AGGIE

C’mon…

CASSIE

Well…
AGGIE

I beg you to be fucking direct!

CASSIE

OK. I thought, you know, there’s probably this old lady, his mom, or maybe not his mom, his aunt, or maybe not his aunt, his grandmother, no, not his grandmother, anyway the type who really puts the blinders on, you know what I mean, you know, I mean he, YOU are staggering in at four o’clock, or maybe five, anyway, she’s making you a strong cuppa coffee and a peanut butter sandwich and she pushes you out the door so you’re always at work on time, but you look bored and sleepy, you look like shit, and you hadn’t even noticed me till the day before yesterday, so I was wondering: what do he and this old lady talk about while they’re sitting at the kitchen table in the morning, nothing, I bet nothing, there’s something to say for that, I say, it’s a type of love, that’s what I say, a helluva type of love…

AGGIE

She’s not my mother. 

CASSIE

I say that kinda luv can’t work, that cuppa joe, that sandwich, I say…

AGGIE

Your hair smells sweet. You’re sweet, Cassie…

CASSIE

I give him six weeks to leave her.

AGGIE

She’s right. You smell of jelly…

Six weeks later. The kitchen. Cassandra prepares the peanut butter sandwich, Aggie drinks his coffee. Silence.

AGGIE

What? (Cassandra doesn’t look at him) Say something! (beat) I’m moving out, that’s not the end of the world, you’re gonna be fine, you’ll find a man, a nice man, maybe an executive director, someone who can take care of you, you deserve to be taken care of, you’re a stylish woman, a smart woman, you deserve more than me, Cassandra. (beat) Come on, say something!... I’ll come to see you. On Sundays. I will. I promise…

CASSANDRA

Don’t.

AGGIE

Don’t what? Don’t promise, don’t come? Don’t what? (beat) Talk to me! (beat) You’ve been up all night. You look like shit. I told you, stop fucking torturing yourself, stop thinking, you think way too much…

CASSANDRA

I made you 30 peanut butter sandwiches. You’ll have them for a month. Keep them in the fridge, in the freezer, they’re gonna be good, they / will…

AGGIE

You shouldn’t…

CASSANDRA

Jelly? 

AGGIE

Here we go / again…
CASSANDRA

Is she smelling of jelly, is she?

Office. The two cubicles.

CASSIE

Was she smelling of jelly, was she?

AGGIE

Who?

CASSIE

Your ex. Cassandra.

AGGIE

No. No jelly. 
CASSIE

Why do you keep eating her sandwiches? They must taste awful.

AGGIE

They’re OK.

CASSIE

It’s bad luck to eat sandwiches made by a dead person.

AGGIE

They’re OK.

CASSIE
She was nuts, wasn’t she, she was, nobody sane enough would kill herself the way she did, writing on her forehead ‘no jelly’ and eating poisoned jelly, Jesus, how could you live with such a nut, and now look at you, you look like shit, and you eat her peanut butter sandwiches, that’s mad, you’re mad, everybody is fucking mad…

AGGIE

Shhhhhhhhhhhh!

CASSIE

Don’t shhhhhhhh me, you’re gonna end up like her, you’re like her, you were a very good fit, now I can tell, that crazy old bitch has gotten into your blood, / that….

AGGIE

She was not / old!

CASSIE

Sure…
Six weeks later. The kitchen. 
Cassie drinks her coffee. Aggie prepares peanut butter sandwiches.

AGGIE

Jelly? (she shakes her head)  He smells of jelly, doesn’t he… apricot pepper … pomegranate…no… cinnamon!
CASSIE

What? Who are you talking about?

AGGIE

The new guy…

CASSIE

What new guy?

AGGIE

The one in the third cubicle on your left… The “ethnic” guy.
CASSIE

He’s been there forever.

AGGIE

No, he just got hired.

CASSIE

They all look the same, don’t they? His face seems familiar.

AGGIE

You like his face, you like his fucking face, his cinnamon-face, I saw you staring at him, smiling, putting lipstick on your lips, I / saw you...

CASSIE

Where else can I put lipstick on? Of course I put it on my lips…

AGGIE

You know what, I’m gonna break that fucking cinnamon mug, smash it, squash it, make marmalade out of your stupid cinnamon fucker!

CASSIE

Gimme a break! I don’t know what are you talking / about.

AGGIE

I saw you!

CASSIE

What are you doing? There’s a mountain of peanut on my sandwich, do you want to poison me?

Office. Three cubicles. 
Cassie and Andra are working in two of them. The third one is empty.
Andra speaks with French accent and is dressed very sexy.
CASSIE

You’re new, aren’t you?

ANDRA

Mois? Non! I used to work in room 603.
CASSIE

(looking at Andra’s jacket)

What’s this, Armani?

ANDRA

Mais non, c’est Givenchy. Armani c’est du passé ça!
CASSIE

I wish I could work in room 603…
ANDRA

This one is much better. It has windows! Everybody in room 603 wants to work here. I was the lucky one to get promoted.

CASSIE

Good for you… (beat) What perfume do you use, Organza?

ANDRA

Hugo Boss!

CASSIE

Oh, yes, Hugo Boss… (beat) Do you like peanut butter sandwiches?

ANDRA

Who doesn’t.

CASSIE

What about jelly?

ANDRA

What about jelly?

CASSIE

Your position on jelly. Do you like jelly?

ANDRA

Jelly? (French pronunciation) Ah, marmalade! Oui, I actually do. I love sweets! Can you keep a secret?

CASSIE

Depends.

ANDRA

Look! (she pulls up her blouse and shows the tattoos) Bonbons tattooed on my belly!
(French pronunciation of ‘bonbons’)
CASSIE

Ugh. Not afraid of growing fat and unlovable?

ANDRA

Mais non! Men like thick thighs. They’re crazy about my belly.

CASSIE

No kidding?!

Aggie comes back to his cubicle.

AGGIE (to Cassie)

I got promoted.

CASSIE/ANDRA

Congratulations!

AGGIE

They move me to Room 603!

ANDRA

Oh, non!

AGGIE

What?

ANDRA

Nothing. Congratulations!

CASSIE

But this room is better, you just said this. It has windows!

ANDRA

Oui, but Room 603 has fancy large cubicles.

AGGIE

Yes, isn’t that fucking something!

CASSIE

I hope you refused it.

AGGIE

Refuse it?

CASSIE (growing hysterical)
Sure. Your cubicle must be next to mine. You can’t work anywhere else, can you, Aggie, can you, / can you?

AGGIE

Of course I can.

ANDRA

Why couldn’t he?
AGGIE

(looking at Andra, who looks back flirtatiously )

Exactly.
CASSIE

If you accept this, everything between us it’s over, you hear that, it’s over!

AGGIE

It doesn’t have to be over.

CASSIE

It’s over, it’s true, and if it’s not true, it’s gonna be true, sooner or later they will hire a fancy bitch wearing Givenchy, smelling of Hugo Boss or… mango jelly, and you will stare at her buttocks eight fucking hours, yeah, sure, maybe today, they hired her today, now, when we’re talking, they’re hiring the jelly-woman, you’ll take your seat, in your chair, turn on your computer, turn your head on your right, or on your left and there she is, the jelly-Boss-bitch!

AGGIE

Don’t start with this!

6 weeks later. A kitchen. Aggie drinks his coffee. Andra prepares a peanut butter sandwich.

ANDRA

Did you tell her?

AGGIE

She’s acting crazy. Keeps shouting “no, I don’t wanna hear this, I’m not gonna fucking hear this!”… I’m afraid she’s gonna do something mad, / fucking mad…
ANDRA

She’s stronger than you think.

AGGIE

She might kill herself, I don’t know, I can’t fucking leave her, she’s growing fucking mad… She said she’d do something horrible…

ANDRA

You’re weak with women. They fool you. They turn you on and off. You’re like marmelade in their hands. Jelly!
AGGIE

I hate the fucking jelly!
ANDRA

Here is your sandwich, my love. It’s time to go now.

Office. Two cubicles.

AGGIE

You fucked the executive director to get promoted?! I can’t believe this, I can’t believe…

CASSIE

The goal excuses the means. I’m back. Next to you, my love.

AGGIE

You moved here to spy on me.

CASSIE

I moved here to be with you.

AGGIE

I don’t want you here.

CASSIE

You don’t know what you want.

AGGIE

I don’t love you anymore.

CASSIE

I’m not listening to this.

AGGIE

For fuck’s sake, Cassie, it’s over!

CASSIE

It’s that French bitch, isn’t it, that fat jelly-eater, that stupid cow with funny balloons popping out of that small 32 B bra she’s been wearing since she was 10 or something, that hypocritical bitch, fucking cheesy, fucking chic, a grown woman with bonbons tattooed on her belly, and you like that, those bonbons drown in an ocean of flesh, that cellulite haven, you like that, don’t you, don’t you, Aggie, you like that queen of sagging buts, of watermelon-boobs, that jelly-cunt, that marmelade-whore, you’ll die crazy and diabetic, don’t you see that, don’t you, / don’t you?

AGGIE

I do. I do love her. I love her. I fucking love her.

Six weeks later. A kitchen. Aggie and Andra make peanut butter sandwiches for each other. 
ANDRA
Strawberry Jelly?

AGGIE

Lemon Jelly?
ANDRA

Hazelnut Coffee Jelly?

AGGIE

Pear Jelly?

ANDRA

Wild blackberry Jelly?!

AGGIE

Black Currant Jelly?

ANDRA

Cinnamon Poppy Jelly. 

AGGIE

Marionberry Jelly.

ANDRA

Mango Cayenne Jelly.

AGGIE

Mulled Wine Jelly!

ANDRA

Wood Violet Jelly.

AGGIE

Vanilla Chai Tea Jelly.

ANDRA

Crabapple Basil Jelly.

AGGIE

Dandelion Jelly.

ANDRA

Apricot Pepper Jelly.

AGGIE

Grape Jelly?

ANDRA

Cinnamon Pear Jelly.

AGGIE

Wild Mayhaw Jelly!

ANDRA

Mirabelle Plum Jelly! 
AGGIE

Cinnamon Apple Jelly.


ANDRA

Muscadine Jelly.

AGGIE

OK…

ANDRA

Kudzu Jelly!

AGGIE

Kudzu Jelly?!

ANDRA

Pina Colada Rum Jelly!

AGGIE

OK… wait a minute!

ANDRA

Strawberry Sangria Jelly!

AGGIE

… OK.

ANDRA

Jalapeno Pepper Jelly!

AGGIE

OK!

Aggie kisses her. “Happy-end” tableaux. 
END/AND…
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