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FADE IN

MARX is watching television.  There is a empty pizza box next to his leather-shod feet crossed on the coffee table, also a couple of empty beer bottles. The newspaper is next to him on the couch.  

The front door opens and VENUS arrives slightly inebriated, dressed in a full-length, brightly flowered hippy caftan, covered in beads with more flowers in her hair and a heart painted on her face. She stands at the door swaying for a moment holding up two fingers.  






VENUS

Peace man!  Hic.






MARX




60’s. Not a bad look… 

Lots of free love was there?

Venus wanders to the coffee table and opens the pizza box.  She holds up her hand as if a glass is in it.






VENUS




Empty…

Venus moves across the room singing off-key, taking off her beads while she slow-motion dances Woodstock style, dropping flowers all around the room. 






VENUS




It is the dawning of the 




Age of Aquarius…

Marx watches the performance with a smile on his face and stands up, dodging Venus who dances close, attempting to pull her caftan over her head without falling.

Marx hopefully looks underneath the caftan but decides to help Venus escape her robes, disappointed to find her wearing a tank top and jeans.

They both maneuver into the kitchen.  Marx grabs a glass and opens the fridge.  He holds Venus up with one hand and gives her the empty glass to hold while he pours the wine into it.  Venus sways and playfully moves the glass around but he follows her to the couch and doesn’t spill a drop.






MARX




Am I to presume that hippy is 




happy?






VENUS




Hippy is sleepy… take me to bed.

Marx looks down at her heavy eyes closing, takes the glass out of her hand and places it onto the coffee table.

Marx smiles down at Venus for a moment then makes a decision.






MARX




Come on then.  Some offers are

just too good to refuse.

Mark puts his arm around the drowsy Venus and lifts her up.  He carries her toward the sofa.  

MARX gently lays the sleepy VENUS onto the sofa.  He unbuttons the top button of her jeans, his hand lingers momentarily then he pulls his jacket over and tucks it around her shoulders.






MARX




Sleep tight, Princess.

FADE OUT
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