WITH A GRAIN OF SALT

A Play in One Act

By Roia Liljeroos

CAST OF CHARACTERS
Margo:
A woman in her late 20s.

Dave:
A man in his late 20s.

ACT 1

SETTING: Set in the 50s. MARGO’s kitchen. A small table with two chairs sits at the center of the stage. Behind the table, there is a sink, stove, and refrigerator. There is a plate of food on the counter next to the refrigerator, and a phone on the other side of the refrigerator.

AT RISE: MARGO is standing back by the refrigerator, on the phone. She waits for the other person to answer, and finally speaks.

MARGO

… Hey, It’s me… No, he’s not here yet, but he’s on his way… Yes, I’m telling him tonight… Do you think I haven’t tried to tell him before?... Well it’s not my fault he’s too stupid to figure it out… Oh I wouldn’t worry about that, I’ve got something planned that I think will cushion the fall a little … No, no, no. Not that. I made him dinner… 
(sound of a door slamming)

MARGO (continuing)

(frantic) 

Here he comes, gotta go… Yeah, yeah I love you too. Bye.

(she hangs up the phone and runs over to the plate sitting on the counter, pretending to be finishing making dinner. DAVE enters from the left with a bag in his hand) 

MARGO (continuing)

(she looks up at him)
Oh, your h–

(She stops as DAVE walks across the stage without looking at her and exits stage right. MARGO stares after him, confused. A few moments later, he reenters without the bag and walks towards the table. He sits down. She walks over and goes to place the plate on the table.) 

Hi, hon–

(he abruptly gets up and walks towards stage left, kicks his shoes off, walks back over to the tables, and sits down)

How was–

(he begins to get up again, but MARGO stops him) 

Ok. That’s enough. Why don’t you sit down? 
(she pushes him down into the seat)

How was your day?

DAVE

(he shrugs his shoulders)

Eh.

MARGO

That’s good. 

MARGO (continuing)

I made your favorite.

DAVE

(sarcastically)

Yay.

MARGO

How was work?

DAVE

(sarcastically)

Great.

MARGO

Did anything interesting happen?

DAVE

Just another day at the kitty litter plant.

MARGO

Good. Here you go.
(she sets the plate down in front of him. She sits down across from him and watches him closely as he takes his first bite)

MARGO (continuing)

How is it?

DAVE

Bland…

MARGO

(with hesitance)

We need to talk. There’s something that I think we’ve been avoiding for quite some time… It can’t be put off for any longer.

DAVE

The potatoes would be better if they had a hint of something extra. Don’t you think?

MARGO

(confused)

What?

DAVE

The potatoes…

(she stares at him with confusion then shakes her head and continues)
MARGO

… I am trying to talk to you about our current problem. 

(he takes another bite and makes a dissatisfied expression)

MARGO (continuing)

Let’s face it, Dave, things aren’t what they used to be. I don’t know what happened.

(he puts down the fork, looks at the food, and shakes his head)
DAVE

It’s just not right.

MARGO

Exactly! Things have changed. We’ve grown apart.

DAVE

(at the food)

What can I do to make it better?

MARGO

Honestly, I don’t think there is much of anything that you can do at this point. I used to think we were going to live happily ever after… but the fairy tale has ended. 

(she bows her head and begins to cry)

DAVE

Salt!

MARGO

(she quickly pulls her head up and looks at him)

What?!

DAVE

Salt!

MARGO

(frustrated)

I heard you the first time. What do you mean, “salt”?

DAVE

That would make it better.

(he reaches for the salt, but MARGO quickly pulls the salt out of his reach)

MARGO

(desperate)

I can’t take it anymore. I’ve been putting up with it for far too long. It’s like I’m not even here.

(he looks at her)
DAVE

Can I please have the salt?

MARGO

No. Not until we talk about this.

DAVE

About what?

MARGO

Haven’t you heard anything I’ve been saying? This marriage is falling apart. You don’t spend time with me, you don’t talk to me, you don’t buy me nice things. I could go on and on.

DAVE

Why ruin a good thing?

MARGO

What is wrong with you?

DAVE

Well I want the salt for starters.

(he puts his hand out in request that she give the salt to him)

MARGO

Forget the stupid salt!

DAVE

Maybe there’s something wrong with you.

MARGO

(laughing)
Me? There is nothing wrong with me.

(she folds her arms across her chest)

DAVE

Obviously your comprehension skills aren’t too great. You seem to be having a hard time understanding that I want the salt. It’s not rocket science, Margo.

MARGO

This is pointless. I don’t know why I’m even talking to you. 

(he reaches across the table to try to get the salt away from her again)

MARGO (continuing)
It’s like I’m talking to a wall.

DAVE

How so?

MARGO

You completely ignore me! You never hear a word I say. I made you this nice dinner, I’m trying to tell you something important, and all you can say is that you want the salt. You don’t care about anybody, but yourself.
DAVE

I’m just returning the favor.
MARGO

How do you consider that returning the favor?

DAVE

You ignore me too. I’m telling you that I want the salt and you won’t give it to me.

MARGO

It doesn’t need salt! There’s nothing wrong with it.
DAVE

Is there anything else?

MARGO

Yes, you lie all of the time.

DAVE

You’re right. I told you that your dinner is bland… it’s awful. All of your dinners are awful. I mean seriously, take a cooking class or something.
MARGO

There’s nothing wrong with my cooking!

DAVE

The first step to recovery is admitting that you have a problem.
MARGO

Okay, since we’re on the subject of honesty, I’m leaving you for somebody else...

(he doesn’t respond)

MARGO (continuing)

… Say something!
DAVE

…Finally. 

MARGO

What?

DAVE

It’s out there. You had to go through this whole charade to spit it out? 

MARGO

Wait. You knew? You knew this entire time and you didn’t say anything?

DAVE

And lose the opportunity to watch you squirm? (laughing) I don’t think so. I sure have had a good time putting you through the ringer.

MARGO

You’ve been driving me insane on purpose?

DAVE

Yep. I’ve been waiting for this moment for months. Although I must say I wasn’t anticipating all the hypocrisy (pronounces it hippacrisy) that you just spit out on my plate.

MARGO

(correcting him)

Hypocrisy? 

DAVE

That’s what I said. Pretending like there’s something wrong with me and I’m the one to blame. Come on now, Margo. Let’s not play dumb even though you clearly think I am. A simple “I’m having an affair” would’ve been fine. You could have saved yourself the trouble.

MARGO

Unbelievable. I’ve been trying to be nice about this whole thing (she tries to hit him with the salt, but he ducks) and you can’t appreciate that. 
(she tries to hit him again, but he catches her arm and tries to grab the salt)

DAVE

There you go again. You’ve been having an affair and I’m the bad guy? 

(he pulls the salt towards himself while she still holds on) 

Don’t get mad because I’m better at this game than you are.

(she pulls the salt back towards herself, puts her hand on his face, and pushes him away)

MARGO

(rubbing her head as if attempting to get rid of a headache)

I’m so happy there’s somebody to save me from this insanity. 
DAVE

God help that poor unfortunate soul. 

(he takes another bite)

MARGO

That poor unfortunate soul actually likes me… and he likes my cooking. 
DAVE

Well do me a favor and give him this. 

(he takes the napkin, spits the food into it, and he reaches out to offer it to her)
From me to him.

MARGO

You’re disgusting. 

DAVE

Hey, I’m just being considerate here. Isn’t that one of the many things that you want from me, dear?

(she doesn’t answer)

You honestly think that I haven’t noticed that you’ve been sneaking around behind my back for the past year?

MARGO

How was I supposed to know with this grand act you’ve been putting on?

DAVE

My how the tables have turned. Who’s being ignorant now? I mean I am really disappointed by your ill attempts to hide it. Is it that difficult to treat me like a human being?

MARGO

Does Ricky Ricardo have an accent?

DAVE

So when can I expect the grand departure?

MARGO

I was talking to him on the phone before you got here. I’m going to be moving in with him… tonight.

DAVE

(he clasps his hands together and looks up as if praying)

Thank you sweet Baby Jesus.

MARGO

Go to hell!
DAVE

Is there gonna be some freakin’ salt there?

MARGO

If you’re so sick of me, why didn’t you end it when you first knew? I’ve tried to te–

(he cuts her off)

DAVE

Yes, yes, yes, I know you’ve tried to tell me. Many, many times, but have you succeeded at all? Let’s see, there was the time you bought me that suit. Oh, and there was the time you took me to McDonald’s. That was a particular favorite…You just couldn’t bring yourself to tell me, could you? All those times you thought I wasn’t paying attention to you, I was hearing you loud and clear, waiting for you to spare just the slightest bit of dignity… But I guess the joke is on me for letting you walk all over me with all of your ridiculous tactics, right?

MARGO

(unsympathetic)

Well, I’m sorry.

DAVE

It’s a little late for that, don’t you think? Here’s the big question: Why did you have such a tough time getting it out?

MARGO

I didn’t want to hurt you.

DAVE

I have a really hard time believing that it had anything to do with you not wanting to hurt me, since you apparently are completely repulsed by me. (as if he’s talking to a child) So, I know it must be very difficult for you, but what is the real reason?

MARGO

Well…

(she looks at him in a manner to suggest what she’s getting at)
DAVE

Oh, no, no, no, no, no… No. 

MARGO

Yes.

DAVE

Nope. Absolutely not. 

MARGO

And why not?

DAVE

For reasons undisclosed. You can have anything you want. You can have my right kidney for all I care, but not the Caddy.

MARGO

If you let me have the Cadillac, you will never have to deal with me again.

DAVE

I’ll take one for the team. 

MARGO

That car is just as much mine as it is yours. 

DAVE

I beg to differ.

MARGO

Why wouldn’t it be? Our parents went in on it together.

DAVE

Yes, but there is one thing you’re forgetting… I am a man.

MARGO

According to who?

DAVE

What would you do with it?

MARGO

Oh, I don’t know, I was thinking I’d take it on a date and buy it a drink. What do you think I would do with it?

DAVE

Well whatever the reason, it is my personal opinion that I need it more than you do.

MARGO
I just want the Cadillac, that’s all I want. I don’t want your money, I don’t want the house, I just want the car.

DAVE

I guess I’ll just have to deal with you for the rest of my life, cause that car is not going anywhere.

MARGO

…Well, I can see that this is going nowhere. You can have the car if it means that much to you. 

DAVE

Really? That’s it? You’re just gonna let it go?

MARGO

Yes. I just want to be done with this. You can have the car… but I am taking the salt.

(she walks off the stage with the salt in her hand. He watches her walk off)

DAVE

…Fine! Take the salt. It’s replaceable, just like you!

(sound of the door slamming)

... I can’t believe she actually left… I never thought she would leave, but I guess I was wrong. (sigh)

(he gets up and walks upstage to a cupboard. He opens the cupboard, takes out two shakers, and stares at each of them for a few seconds. He puts one back in the cupboard, and starts walking back towards the table)

…Horseradish powder it is.

(he sits down, sprinkles it on the food, and goes to take a bite. Sound of car starting, car dies. He grins and continues eating)

LIGHTS OUT

CURTAIN FALLS
