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T.L.C. 
 

by Robert Moulthrop 
 
 
  SCENE I:  Wednesday, 5:30 am  
 
  SCENE II:  Wednesday, 5:00 pm  
 
  SCENE III:   Wednesday, 11:15 pm 
 
  SCENE IV:   Thursday, 11:30 am 
  
  SCENE V:  Thursday, 6:00 pm 
   
 
 

NOTES: 
 
EVELYN COLEMAN is a woman in her mid-forties. She calls herself career health care 
professional; you or I might call her a nurse. She can be sweet, but is more often tough. 
Her sense of humor has gotten her through as many scrapes as her tenacity. But she is 
first of all a mother, who has been through a lot and has seen her child, Charlie, survive. 
But her method of dealing with her problems is beginning to get in her way. 
 
Other characters are CHARLIE, SUE, JANEY, MRS. DANIELS, FRANCES, and TOM 
WILLIAMS. Voices are needed for CHARLIE, JANEY, and TOM WILLIAMS. 
 
The play is definitely realistic. Insofar as possible, the set should look like the apartment 
described, and the items in the set should work. While the stove and refrigerator need not 
be functional, there should be running water in the sink. There should be water in the fish 
tank, the TV and the radio should appear to work. Absolutely essential: a cordless 
telephone and a telephone answering machine. 
 
The play should be performed without an intermission. 
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T.L.C. 
by Robert Moulthrop 

 
 
SCENE I: Tuesday, 5:30 am 
 
 
 
An apartment living room: sofa, chairs, coffee table; a television set; a fish tank with a 
goldfish; a cordless telephone and an answering machine. A kitchen area behind a 
counter; a large framed picture on an end table.  
 
At the side, the doorway to the bedroom; at the back, the front door and a large window, 
covered with new thin-slat Levolier blinds. The blinds are partially open, so we can see a 
covered breezeway, open to a bit of sky, now gray with early morning light. We get a 
sense that we are on the second floor. If we could look down we would see an asphalt 
parking lot, and then a moderately busy street in a part of Southern California between 
Los Angeles and San Diego. 
 
The apartment is in the process of being re-furnished. The new chairs (Ikea rather than 
Sears) contrast with an older chest and end table. Two swatches of new fabric are pinned 
to the drapes; another two swatches are pinned to the back of the sofa. New cartons with 
an as-yet-unpacked "wall system" are stacked in a corner next to old supermarket 
cartons stuffed with books and odds and ends waiting to be thrown out. 
 
We hear the radio playing in the bedroom. 
 

RADIO 
 
". . . of another warm Wednesday, and I know it's only five thirty, but as of now it looks 
like that heat may break by this afternoon. Our own Paul Bradley tells me that storm out 
in the Pacific will give us clouds by noon and rain by tonight. So, if you're planning 
anything this afternoon, make sure you bring that umbrella. And, as our contribution to 
the rain dance, here's Burt Bacharach to get your morning off to a smooooth start."  
 
“Raindrops Keep Falling On My Head” is heard from the radio as EVELYN enters from 
the bedroom, in her bathrobe, combing her hair. She is mid-40's, professional, crisp. 
Even just out of the shower with a bathrobe, she seems in control.  
 
She walks to the stove, lifts the kettle to see that it has water in it (it does), puts it on a 
burner, turns it on.  
 
She watches the kettle then catches sight of the fabric swatches pinned to the drapes, and 
walks toward them.  
 
On the way past the large picture frame on the end table, her hand drifts, almost 
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automatically, across its top. 
 
She stands at the swatches, looking first at one, then the other. She backs away and 
squints. She moves to the drapes, unpins one swatch, holds it while she looks at the other. 
 
She shakes her head slowly, then re-pins the first swatch back on the drapes. The kettle 
whistles from the stove. She crosses back to the kitchen to fix the instant coffee -- one 
spoon of coffee; two --no, three -- sugars; milk. 
 
She takes a sip, still looking dubiously over at the fabric, and, as she sips, crosses to the 
fish tank, talking to the fish. 
 
 

EVELYN 
 
I don't know. What do you think, Barney? 
 
On the one hand, the blue is really nice and cool, right? And you'd like that, wouldn't 
you? On the other hand . . .  
 
She takes another sip of coffee. 
 
Here's to coffee. (Mock toast). Yayyy, Barney. Here’s to Barney, the inventor of coffee. 
Did you invent coffee, Barney? I’ll just bet you did, you sly little fishey-wishey, you . . . 
 
Pause. She takes one swatch from the sofa and holds it next to the swatches on the 
drapes. 
 
I don't know. Maybe the old is better. I seem to remember I really liked it. Charlie liked 
it, that's for sure.  
 
Pause. She stands with her hand on the back of the sofa, slowly sipping her coffee. 
 
Barney. I told you to keep that music down. 
 
She exits to the bedroom. The volume on the radio goes down. She comes back to the 
living room and crosses to the kitchen. She makes another cup of instant coffee, using the 
same proportions of coffee, three sugars, milk. 
 
Ah, bless you, Juan Valdez and all your little beanies.  
 
She goes to the refrigerator, opens it, and takes out a jar of juice. She walks away with 
the juice, starts to pour it into a glass, stops, turns, goes back, stands in front of the 
refrigerator for a long moment, then puts the jar of juice back in the refrigerator and 
closes the door, firmly. 
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Aspirin, I think, instead.  
 
The radio is now playing, Rain, It's So Cozy In The Rain. She exits into the bedroom; the 
radio is turned off. From the bedroom we hear her say . . . 
 
There. That's enough of that. Rain, rain, rain. Oh, well, I guess we need it. Don't we, 
Barney? . . . Barney L. Fish? . . . Are you there? 
 
She comes in and goes to the fish tank. She's partially dressed for work. 
 
You are really something. Talk, talk, talk. I just can't keep up with you, know what I 
mean? . . . Did I feed you last night? I don't think so. Here. Barney, are you mad at me? 
Don’t you have any new jokes? (Pause.) This quiet is too quiet. 
 
As she exits to bedroom . . . 
 
Come on, Mr. Radio – do your radio thing. 
 
Radio comes on. More "Easy Listening" music. 
 
Ah, there now . . . 
 
We hear her sing along with the radio – endearingly off key.  
 
The phone rings several times. EVELYN, now dressed in nurse's pants, blouse, and jacket 
– bright, large flowers – enters. 
 
Yes, yes. Coming, coming.  
 
She answers the phone. 
 
Hello. Oh, hi, Sue. Hang on, just a minute, sweetie. I'm just getting ready to get on the 
road . . . 
 
She goes to kitchen to look for her stethoscope, comes back to phone. She continues to 
look for it as she talks to Sue. 
 
. . . Whoops. I forgot about being able to take this with me. Wait a minute. Wait now. I've 
got to find . . .  
 
So, honey, what‘s going on? I don’t hear from you for weeks, and now . . . What? . . . I 
did? Are you sure? . . . I don't think so. . . . Oh, sweetie, I don't think so. Sure, I was here. 
I was waiting to hear from Charlie. That boy. Says he's going to call at seven and then, 
first thing you know, it's ten o'clock and I'm sound asleep and I get frantic . . . well, you 
would, too, if he were your son and he'd had . . .  
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. . . Oh, Susie, if I said that, I didn't mean it. You're just the most terrific person, the 
bestest friend a gal could ever have, right from that first day, remember? "Student nurses 
don't faint," you said and then you squeezed my hand so hard I was paralyzed for a week. 
. . . I love you, too. I wish you weren’t all the way down in San Diego these days . . . 
 
Work is fine. Well, work’s work, if you . . . Please, no O'Grady imitations. Bad enough I 
have to assist the little weasel every Thursday, I had him yesterday for a double by-pass. 
"Patient prepped, Coleman? Instrumentation ready?"  
 
As if I hadn't been working his dag-nabbed O.R. for the last two years. I mean, if he had a 
coronary and keeled over, I could finish up and close and nobody'd know the difference. 
 
Laughs. Listens. Sips.  
 
So, how's that Monday patient of yours? . . . Hmmm. Uh huh. You private duty nurses, I 
wish . . . (Laughs). . . .Triple bypasses are the worst. They rip out the tubes in the 
hospital, then go home and whine about walking around the block and how they're afraid 
to have sex. Ummmm. 
 
Isn't that wife always around, making a big show of how much she loves the old coot? 
She did? When, when was that? Tell, tell. . . . 
 
Oh, my God. The jewelry, too? So are you . . . You promise I'll be the first to know. . . . 
Don't change the subject, we're talking about your future here. 
 
No, Sue, I'm fine. And no, I’m definitely not thinking about Fred. Wherever he is, he 
can’t hurt me any more. ‘Member what I said? That’s why they put the “ex” in “ex-
husbands.” Yeah, well, he’s why I’m going to leave marriage to you, kiddo. For the 
moment. 
 
. . . Charlie? Charlie's fine. . . . No, it’s exactly one month – four weeks ago today – and 
everything's fine, knock wood. He's got his motorcycle and more of those classic cars of 
his. Takes those clunkers, works them over. 
 
He brought one by last Saturday. A Thunderbird. “And she had fun, fun, fun ‘til her 
Daddy took the T-Bird away . . .” (Laughs.) 
 
Anyway, Charlie drove me out to the beach and I felt like a teenager, the top down, my 
handsome Charlie driving there beside me, people looking. I was so embarrassed. And 
when he parked it, all these people came around. He's such a flirt, but underneath he's still 
the same sensitive little boy who needed calming down after that math teacher kept 
getting on his case back in junior high school. 
 
(To self) Where is that . . . 
 
(To Sue) No, Sweetie, he's fine. Everything's under control.  
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You have to come over. It's been way too long.  
 
In fact, yes, Sue, what a great idea, you come on over and help me pick out the new 
drapes. You could even stay over. I've still got the sofa bed. You can help with the drapes 
and you can help me pick out the new fabric for the sofabed. We'll have a ball, sweetie. 
 
Well, let me get through today. Let's shoot for tomorrow night, give me something to 
look forward to after a day of Herr Doctor O'Grady. What? . . . Of course I'm all right. . . . 
Sue, I swear, I didn't call you last night. Maybe I dialed you once by mistake, but if I did, 
I hung up right away. I was trying to reach Charlie. Oh, heck, look at the time, and I still 
can't find that darn stethoscope! I wish I had called you last night, then maybe I'd have 
told you where I put the stupid thing . . . 
 
Sue tells her to look under the sofa. She does.  
The stethoscope is there. 
 
How did you . . .? (Laughs) Sue, you're too much. You really are psychic. I got to go, 
sweetie. Talk to you later. Bye. 
 
She hangs up the phone, stands, thinking. Then she moves into "leave mode." She checks 
her purse for car keys, door keys. She takes out lipstick, checks herself in the mirror, 
decides to put on one more dab. She looks out the window, decides to take her raincoat. 
She crosses to the door.  
 
At the door she stops, looks at her watch, and  
decides to try to phone Charlie once more. She dials the call. As it rings says . . . 
 
You really are the best son in the whole world, you know. But when you disappear like 
this, weeks at a time, I get so fran . . . 
 
Charlie's answering machine clicks on. She mimics  
his message. Charlie's machine beeps. 
 
Hi, Charlie. Sweetie, I'm so worried, not hearing from you for so long. It's been three 
weeks, honey. Call me at the hospital, or, uh, leave a message here on my new machine, 
and let me know when I can call you back and talk to you. I miss you. Bye, honey. 
 
She hangs up, checks her purse one more time. 
 
See you later, Barney. 
 
Disappointedly, she leaves, closes the door, checks that it's locked, pauses outside the 
door, then walks past the window as . . . 
 
 LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK 
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SCENE II: Tuesday, 5:00 pm 
 
 
 
The apartment is quiet, dark. Pink-white light from the far-off street light shines through 
the slats of the half open venetian blinds. There is quiet.  
 
The telephone rings twice, then stops. 
 
A figure comes by the window, walking straight to the door. We hear a key move into the 
lock, turn, and EVELYN opens the door and enters. 
 
She takes off her raincoat. Her stethoscope is around her neck. She shakes a few 
raindrops off her coat, looks to see how wet it is, decides she can hang it, does. 
 
She takes off the stethoscope and drapes it prominently over a lampshade. 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
You, stay there. I don't want to have to look for you again tomorrow. Don't you move. 
 
Now . . . 
 
She heads for the message machine. Peers at it, looks for and can't find her glasses, peers 
again. She is frustrated: She can't see the machine clearly; she can't remember what to 
do. Finally she opens the machine and presses a button at random. 
 
By mistake she plays her message tape. The voice we hear is self-conscious and nervous. 
 
 
EVELYN'S VOICE (from machine) 
 
"Hi. This is Evelyn. I'm sorry I can't come to the phone right now. Please leave a message 
and I'll return your call as soon as possible. Wait for the beep." 
 
She realizes what she has done and speaks through the message. 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
What is it with these damn machines? First it's the blood pressure machine, then its the 
goddam EKG, now this.  
 
She squints down at the machine. 
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I know you've got a message in there, you little devil. That's a "one," right? How the hell 
am I supposed to know whether or not I've got a message from Charlie if I can't turn this 
thing on? 
 
She picks up the machine, shakes it, jabs at it. As she holds it, the machine hums and 
clicks, and with her we hear a message. She is delighted to hear Charlie's voice. But as 
soon as she hears Janey's voice, she is turned to stone. 
 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Hi, Mom. It's me, Charlie. So you finally broke down and got a machine. Good for you. 
 
 
JANEY'S VOICE (in background) 
 
(Giggle) Char-lie. Tell her. Go on. 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Hi, Mom. That was Janey. . . . 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
Janey. Janey.  
 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
She and I . . . well, I meant to tell you about her, . . . we met right after I moved in here . . 
. she's terrific. (Aside) Janey! Stop . . . 
 
 
 
Evelyn suddenly rips the wires out of the answering machine. The message stops. She 
stands for a moment, silent. 
 
She picks up the phone and dials Charlie's number, waits while the phone rings. We 
watch her reaction as his answering machine clicks on. 
 
EVELYN 
No, thank you, Charles. I will not please leave a message. 
 
She puts the phone down, stands with her eyes closed, then exits to the bedroom.  
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She enters wearing a robe and slippers and a determined smile. She crosses to the 
kitchen, opens the refrigerator, takes out the glass container of orange juice, pours a 
glass, drinks, stands with both hands on the counter, waits a moment, then pours another 
glass which, after taking a gulp, she begins to sip. She will continue to drink the orange 
juice mixture and refill her glass throughout the scene. 
 
She goes to the fish tank; gets the fish food; sprinkles some into the water. 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
Hey, Barney. Did you have a good day? I hope so, I hope somebody did. Oh, he's so 
busy. Keeping busy busy busy. Barney, let's invite Charlie over, 'kay? 
 
She begins an imaginary conversation, taking both sides. 
 
Charlie, sweetie, how are you? 
 
Fine, Mom. 
 
Why haven't you called? I've been so worried. 
 
Just got busy, I guess. You know how it is. 
 
No, how is it? How is it that you have time to meet someone named Janey that you never 
bring to meet me and you have time to bring her over to your new apartment I've never 
seen and unsnap her bra and pull down her panties and stick your fing . . . 
 
Pause. 
 
Hi, Mom. 
 
Hi, Honey, when can you come over? 
 
Gee, Mom. I dunno. 
 
How about tomorrow? Then you can help me put up these shelves. 
 
Mom, I'm kinda' busy. 
 
You kids. You're always "kinda' busy." "Kinda' busy" with your little Janey, helping her 
put up her shelves, helping her unzip your pants, helping her put her mo . . . 
 
Pause. 
 
So, Honey, you'll come over tonight? 
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Sure, Mom. Will you make dinner? 
 
Sure will, sweetie. Sure as shootin' can do, sure can do that. It’ll be great. Just the two of 
us. 
 
 
Pause. 
 
Want me to bring anything, Mom? 
 
Why don’t you get us some steaks, hon? I’ll broil them that special way.  
 
Okay, Mom. 
 
And those Tater Tots you like. 
 
You bet, Mom. No problem. 
 
She finds the answering machine, picks it up, tries to figure out how the wires should be 
connected, gives up. But before she throws it, she places it on the counter in a controlled 
way. 
 
Just . . . stay . . . there . . . you . . . 
 
She goes to the kitchen, opens some drawers, rummages, doesn't find what she's looking 
for. She becomes very angry, but then pulls herself together. 
 
She goes back, calmly sits on the sofa, picks up the phone, and dials Sue's number. 
 
Hi, Sue. Ummmm. Rotten. You were? Psychic, what'd I tell you. No, you first.  
 
She isn't pleased with what Sue is telling her. She takes a long, hard drink. She becomes 
very angry, but she's not going to let Sue know. 
 
Well, Sue, honey, that's wonderful. Phil, huh? When's the date? Yeah? I can't wait to 
meet him. Triple bypass means he's good for another twenty years at least. Just jokin'. I 
couldn't be happier. Anyway, what do you care about that jewelry. He's probably got 
plenty more stashed in a safe deposit somewhere.  
 
Honey, I can't wait to hear everything, but right now I'm the one needing a little help for a 
change. Listen, sweetie, you know this answering machine? Well, it came unplugged.  
 
No, all the wires. I don't know, maybe Gonzalez came in, you know, Gonzalez, that 
greasy super, I asked him to help me with the shelves, he never came, maybe he came in 
and tripped over it or something. Uh huh. Uh huh. No, Sue, the book isn't where it should 



T.L.C [SCRIPT SAMPLE] 
  

RMOULTHROP@ROBERTMOULTHROP.COM 

13 

13 

be either. Don't you have the same model?  
 
She rises, takes the phone with her as she goes to the kitchen, pours another glassful and 
begins to drink. 
 
No, I’m not about to get a cell phone. I’m just not a gadget kind of gal. Now about this 
machine here. Right. One wire to the phone, and the other one, and plug the thing . . . 
Well, I just know there must be a message there, and if there is, it must be my Charlie. So 
which wire? Mmmmm. Mmmmm. 
 
Puts the glass down. 
 
No, I do not think so, Susan. Come on. I've seen you put away a few drinks over your 
limit more than once. Remember at the Christmas party last year? Well, I use it to relax. 
I've always used it to relax. Honey, it was never a problem. It's certainly not a problem 
now. 
 
Well, Fred. If you'd been married to Fred . . . Love was not what Fred and I had. . . . Oh 
yeah, he was good in bed. For a while. The only good thing about Fred was that he gave 
me Charlie. Fred was always trying and then saying "I'm sorry, babe." He never figured 
out that all I needed was for him to be a man, just be there, when I needed him.  
 
Well, someone had to be strong. And Charlie and I had each other. Believe me, when you 
have the love of a son like Charlie, that's all any woman needs.  
 
Speaking of need, I know what I need before I start to rip these wires to shreds on this 
goddamn machine here.  
 
She walks over to the kitchen with the phone. She starts an old routine . . . 
 
Nurse Susan, we're doing a fridge-ectomy here . . .  
 
She opens the refrigerator and peers inside. 
 
Oh, Sue, Mr. Fridge is empty! Some crazy doctor has taken out all his insides!  
 
Opens freezer. Laughs. 
 
Oh, Sue. A Weightwatchers Salisbury steak. 
 
Laughs. Opens dinner and puts it in the toaster oven. Goes back to answering machine. 
Talks through. 
 
Those were the days, huh? So. Wire, wire, right. Plug. Ummm. Well, there's the light, so 
we're doing something right. Thanks, sweetie. 
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Of course I’m dating. I’ve told you all about them. But you know these surgeons. . . . No, 
that was the heart guy. He was such a loser. Came on like gangbusters, but then in bed, 
what a wet noodle. . . . Well, now it’s Whatsisface, you remember, the tall one, getting 
divorced. . . . Okay, okay. Next time he asks me, I'll say yes. Only this time I’ll make it 
something with dinner before we play doctor in the recovery room. (Laughs). OK, then, a 
double date. 
 
I know I can play it while I talk to you. But I don't want to. It makes me nervous. Let me 
just hang up here and play the thing and then I'll call you back. 'Kay? Bye, sweetie. 
 
She hangs up, then carefully presses the rewind button, The message begins to play 
again. She talks through it. 
 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Hi, Mom. It's me, Charlie. So you finally broke down and got a machine. Good for you. 
 
 
JANEY'S VOICE (in background) 
 
(Giggle) Char-lie. Tell her. Go on. 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Hi, Mom. That was Janey. She and I . . . well, I meant to tell you about her, . . . we met 
right after I moved in here . . . she's terrific. (Aside) Janey! Stop. Well, we wanted you to 
be the first to know. We are really engaged. Ring and all. 
 
EVELYN 
 
Oh, Charlie. Charlie. Why didn't you talk to me? Why didn't you let me help you, the way 
I've always . . . 
 
JANEY'S VOICE 
 
It's a beautiful ring, Mrs. Coleman. Your son has exquisite taste. 
 
EVELYN 
 
Exquisite. 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Come on, Janey. It's, uh, just a ring. Anyway, Mom, we're having a party. Janey's folks 
are throwing a party, and we want you to come. 
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JANEY'S VOICE 
 
Friday, Mrs. Coleman. This Friday night. At our house. Just a few friends. And you. And 
my folks. My mother and stepfather. It's Daniels. 3475 Escobar in Pasadena.  
 
 
EVELYN 
 
Pasadena. 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
Give her the number. Mom, Janey'll give you the number. You call Mrs. Daniels and tell 
her you'll come. You'll like them. Janey's working the flight to Brazil this week, so she'll 
be gone for three days . . . 
 
 
JANEY'S VOICE 
 
Two. 
 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
. . . two days beginning tomorrow. We're going out to Malibu tonight and then I'll be in 
and out. I got to go up to San Francisco to check out this an engine for this 57 'vette we 
got a buyer for. . . . Oh, yeah, the number. 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
Oh, Charlie, baby. You should have called me. We should have talked about this first. 
What are you doing to yourself? What are you doing to that girl? Oh, honey, this is 
wrong, all wrong. You know I'd be the first one there, the first one up the aisle. But, 
baby, this just isn't going to work. Trust me, honey, trust me. 
 
 
JANEY'S VOICE 
 
Here it is, Mrs. Coleman. It's Pasadena, like I said, Area Code 818. Then 475-2293. I 
can't wait for Friday. I'm really looking forward to meeting you, Mrs. Coleman. 
 
 
CHARLIE'S VOICE 
 
You two are going to hit it off great. Talk to you soon, Mom. Bye. 
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Long pause. 
 
 
EVELYN 
 
That Charlie. That . . . son . . . of mine. Heart of my heart. As soon as he's out on his own, 
the first thing that happens, the very first thing, is he screws up. Let's just calm down, 
girl. Let's get a grip. We'll see. We'll just see. 
 
Takes a long drink of orange juice, as . . . 
 
 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK 
 

[END OF SCRIPT SAMPLE] 
 


