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Rosa Rugosa

Characters  


Rosa da Rocha
Flower shop owner.  Mid twenties.  A woman who exudes a quiet, natural beauty.

Krissi 
Strikingly tall Texan with beauty pageant poise and a bit of a twang.  Mid twenties.

Sarah
Early thirties.  Rosa’s easy-going flower shop assistant.

Setting



Place
Rosa Rugosa’s – the only flower shop in Provincetown, a small Portuguese fishing village on the tip of Cape Cod.



Time
Early June. 
Synopsis
What could be so difficult about pulling off a last-minute wedding in a quaint Portuguese fishing village on the tip of Cape Cod?  Especially if you’re a Texan beauty pageant winner with an MBA in time management.

(Lights up.

Rosa Rugosa’s – a flower shop in Provincetown, Massachusetts.  Rosa is standing behind the counter.  A removable car seat big enough for an 11-month-old child sits on the counter facing away from the audience.  Rosa is tending to the baby in the car seat.  Krissi – a strikingly attractive woman with pageant poise – enters.)

Rosa

Good morning.

Krissi

(Brassy Texan accent:) ‘Mornin.  

(The baby starts to cry.)

(Quieter:) Sorry…  I didn’t mean to…

Rosa

He’s just fussy.  That’s all.  Come on, Junior.  Hush, my little man.

(Rosa quiets the baby down.)

Krissi

Rosa?

Rosa

Yes?

Krissi

I was told to come here and ask for Rosa Rugosa.

Rosa

That’s a flower.  

Krissi

Oh?

Rosa

I’m Rosa da Rocha.  It’s kind of a play on words. I named the shop after a…  

(Krissi looks at Rosa blankly.)

It’s not important. 

Krissi

Oh… I get it.  That’s what I love about small towns like this one.  Cute little main street that parades down the length of town but ultimately leads nowhere with tiny shops that you wouldn’t find anywhere else on earth.  Shop Therapy… Spank the Monkey… Mad Hatter… Cock & Bull Leather… The Bearded Lady – stopped into that one.  Don’t think I’ll recover anytime soon.  And on the street… body piercings, big muscle boys holding hands, little women in baseball caps who look like fourteen-year-old skater boys.  All thrown together with a bunch of swarthy fishermen on a mid-day bender.  Like a picture postcard from some parallel universe.

Rosa

For most of us, it’s just home.

Krissi

I’d go nuts.

Rosa

Can I help you with something?

Krissi

Well, you see, it’s kind of a long story.  A happy one, mind you, but kind of complicated.  I’ve been staying with the Avilars…

Rosa

…Rick and June?

Krissi

Big old creaky house up the hill, center of town…

Rosa

…Yes…

Krissi

… And they told me to trot on downtown, find a shop with a big flower sign, and speak with Rosa Rugosa…

Rosa

…da Rocha…

Krissi

They said if anyone could pull off what I’m looking for it would be Rosa!

Rosa

How are the Avilars?

Krissi

Just fine.  Actually, I think they’re tickled pink, particularly about...

Rosa

…And Johnny… is he home from school yet?

Krissi

You know Johnny?

Rosa

Oh yeah.

Krissi

Really?

Rosa

Since kindergarten.

Krissi

Really?!  

(Rosa laughs knowingly to herself.)

I sense a story here.

Rosa

Everyone in this town has a Johnny Avilar story.

Krissi

Seems to be a town full of stories.  Tell me one about Johnny.

Rosa

It’s not that he was bad, it’s just…

(Rosa pauses, unsure whether she should go on.)

Krissi

Come on.

Rosa

(Giving in:) My sweet sixteen party… We’ve just finished the cake and I’m about to open presents.  Johnny drives up in his shiny new pickup to show off for the girls.  His buddies have a few fireworks.  We’re in the backyard watching the boys throw firecrackers at each other… No one is missing Johnny.  After the last bottle rocket goes off, we hear him leaning heavy on the pickup horn.  By the time we run to the driveway, he’s tearing down the street.  Every single one of my unwrapped presents in the bed of his truck.  

Krissi

Did you ever get them back?

Rosa

After they went on a three-hour ride through the National Seashore.

Krissi

How’d you take it?

Rosa

I cried my eyes out.  Until my mother told me why he did it.

Krissi

Which was…?

Rosa

She said he probably wanted to tell me something… just couldn’t think of any other way.

Krissi

So he pulled a prank like that?  How peculiar.

Rosa

It gave him an excuse to make it up to me.  Which he did.  Many times over.  My mother was a very wise woman.

Krissi

Oh.

Rosa

I shouldn’t have told you that.  The Avilars are old friends.  Are you renting from them all summer?

Krissi

Oh… no… I’m…

Rosa

Just a few weeks then.  Well, I’m sure mine isn’t the only story you’ll hear about Johnny during your vacation.

Krissi

I guess I’ll have one now too.  

Rosa

Oh?

Krissi

It’s the long story I was…  When did you last see him?

Rosa

Two years ago.  Before he went to…

Krissi

…Tulane?

Rosa

Yes.

Krissi

That’s where we met.  Both finished up this Spring.  He took a position at Chase and I’m going to Solomon Brothers.  But before we hit the big city, he says I have to meet his folks.  So we come all the way out here.  Which doesn’t even seem like much of a cape until you hit the dunes just out of town.  Ever notice that?  And at dinner last night, right in front of his parents, he drops down on one knee and…

(Krissi waves a huge diamond ring in front of Rosa’s face.  Rosa flinches.)

Rosa

You’re going to poke my eye out with that thing.

Krissi

I say “yes” and he gets this wild idea that we can get the whole thing over with…  That’s how he says it… Let’s get the whole damn thing over with before we head 

Krissi (cont.)

back.  Which is the day after tomorrow!  Isn’t that Johnny though?  And well… you know Johnny.  When he wants something, how can you say no?  What’s a girl to do?  Luckily my daddy’s dead and my mother is an absolute bitch, so we didn’t have to send any quick invites down to Texas.  But a last minute wedding is a lot to bite off, even for an MBA with a time-management concentration.  But Mrs. Avelar said, just trot right downtown to Rosa.  She’ll take care of it all.  So here’s what I figure:  seven boutonnières, twelve corsages, six alter pieces on stands, twelve table arrangements, a flower girl basket, a ring bearer pillow and, of course, my bridal bouquet.  

Rosa

Johnny’s getting married?

Krissi

Tomorrow morning on the beach in front of St. Mary’s on the Harbor.

Rosa

To you?

Krissi

Miss Krissi … with one K and two is … Calvin formerly of Dallas, Texas.  Soon to be Mrs. Jonathon Avilar of New York, New York.  

(Rosa – who has been trying to jot a few notes down on an order slip – stops and looks up at Krissi blankly.)

Did you get all that?

Rosa

We don’t have much time.

Krissi

Do you have special alter piece stands that won’t sink into the sand?  I’m supposed to ask about that.

Rosa

I’m sure we can think of something.

Krissi

And my bouquet… I received a presentation bouquet when I was crowned Miss Texas 2001 and they used oceana roses…

Rosa

…Miss Texas…?

Krissi

2001.

Rosa

What was your talent?

Krissi

That’s the other contest.

Rosa

Oh.

Krissi

Oceanas… any chance I could get those in the bouquet… for sentimental reasons?

(Rosa leads Krissi over to a wedding consultation area.)

Rosa

Why don’t we come over here and sit down.  I have a book of designs that we can…

Krissi

(Rosa hands Krissi an album filled with photos of her designs.)

Your work?  

(Krissi thumbs through the album.)

Very nice.  My.   Look at that one.  And you learned to do all that here in this little town?

Rosa

My mother was an excellent teacher.

Krissi

I want something very unique.  So unique it’s never been seen before.  Because that’s what our love is.  Unique.

Rosa

Of course.

Krissi

That’s what Johnny said about me right away.  That I was different from all the other girls.  That I understood him.  His dreams… his ambitions.  I wouldn’t be weighing him down… holding him back.

Rosa

He said that?

Krissi

Our love is unique that way.  Can you design something that could reflect that?

Rosa

Why don’t you thumb through the pages.  If you see something you like, just point it out.  

Krissi

You know, Johnny never mentioned anything about growing up out here.  I didn’t think much of it, until we got here.  Do you suppose it’s because he feels ashamed?

Rosa

Of what?

Krissi

Well, you know.  High-powered MBA program… real top-notch people.  I imagine it would be a little tough to admit you grew up in a tiny little Portuguese fishing village frequented by people with deviant lifestyles way out in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.  And his parents!

Rosa

They’re good people who worked very hard to put him though college.

Krissi

Just think about all he had to overcome.

Rosa

Just think.

Krissi

And to get a job as an arbitrager at Chase Manhattan right out of school!  How proud of him y’all must be!

Rosa

Proud.

Krissi

Nothing’s really catching my eye.  Do you have calla lilies?  

Rosa

Not in season.

Krissi

Stargazer lilies?

Rosa

Special order from Boston.  Wouldn’t be here in time.

Krissi

Orchids?

Rosa

Nope.

Krissi

Cosmos?

Rosa

Fraid not.

Krissi

Daisies?

Rosa

Not enough.

Krissi

Tulips?

Rosa

Threw out the last bucket this morning.

Krissi

What do you have?

Rosa

Hmmmm… How about some nice carnations died a pretty pink?

Krissi

Carnations.

Rosa

And some baby’s breath.  Maybe I could clip some variegated ivy off Town Hall late tonight when no one’s looking.

Krissi

You’ve got to be kidding.

Rosa

I’m really trying to work with you here, Krissi.

Krissi

What about that cooler right over there.  Must be a dozen different kinds of roses in those buckets.

Rosa

Oh… those.  I’m afraid they’re all spoken for.  Portuguese Festival this weekend.

Krissi

Maybe I should go someplace that isn’t in such high demand.

Rosa

Nearest shop is in Hyannis.  About 60 miles back up Cape.

Krissi

You’re kidding.

Rosa

Have you thought of balloons?  I’ve got about two dozen.  Nice, shiny Mylar.  They say Happy Birthday, but…

Krissi

…If I give you a little extra money, maybe you could free up a few of those roses…

Rosa

We don’t do things like that around here.

Krissi

Pink carnations…?

Rosa

We may have some green ones too.

(Krissi sighs and looks back down at the Album.)

Krissi

Wait a minute.  Will ya look at that…

Rosa

What?

Krissi

It’s got to be… I’d recognize those baby blue eyes anywhere.

Rosa

I forgot that was in here.

Krissi

Brown tux with a frilly bib!  Does Johnny know you have this picture?

Rosa

Yes.

Krissi

He’d die!  What’s it doing in here?

Rosa

The boutonnière.  The first one I ever made.  For prom his junior year.

(Krissi snorts a laugh.)

Krissi

Oh, dear.  Who is this poor girl with the sausage ringlets in the awful gunny sack dress?

Rosa

That would be me.

Krissi

Oh.

Rosa

We saw each other for about six years.  Until he decided to head down south for fame and fortune.

Krissi

Six years?  Isn’t that funny?  Johnny is so quiet about his past.  Didn’t think he had one.  Wish someone would have told me.  Why would that woman have sent me here to ask for you of all people?

Rosa

Good question.

Krissi

Beautiful boutonniere.  What kind of flower is that?

Rosa

A rose that grows wild on the beaches here.

Krissi

And this?

Rosa

Sea heather. From the moors other side of town.

Krissi

They’re gorgeous together.  What’s the rose called? 

Rosa

That would be our old friend Rosa Rugosa.

Krissi

Ah hah!  They are so pretty.  Why wouldn’t I have seen them before?

Rosa

Don’t keep very long, so you can’t ship them anywhere. They like a lot of sand and feed off the salt spray.  You can transplant them, but they don’t do well anywhere but here along the coast.  And the thorns!  A thousand tiny spines on each stem.  Gotta handle them with kid gloves.

Krissi

When do they bloom?

Rosa

Late Spring, early Summer.

Krissi

I got an idea!  Why don’t you close shop, head out to the dunes, and pick us a bunch of Rosa Degroses right now!  We can throw a whole bunch together, shove em in some vases…

Rosa

Won’t work.

Krissi

Why not?

Rosa

Bad spring.  Late frost wiped out all the wild rose flower buds.  Been known to happen only two other times since the Pilgrims landed here in 1620.

Krissi

Oh.

Rosa

Pink carnations.

Krissi

I guess so.

Rosa

Let me write up a ticket for you.

Krissi

Six years huh?  What was he like… I mean… in high school and all?  What was it like to be the high school sweetheart of Johnny Avilar?

Rosa

High school sweetheart?  (Scoffs:) It was never like that with Johnny.  We were together because we understood each other.  In a way that I don’t think I’ll ever understand anyone else.  Maybe it’s just growing up out here together.  You come to P’town in the summer and you think it’s all colorful banners and bathing suites and t-shirt shacks and mountain bikes and fancy restaurants.  But come out here in February and…  Something about this place.  It gets under your skin.  Maybe it makes you a little nuts.  I don’t know.  Johnny.  When we were together, it was bright banners and flags every day of the year.  We were meant for each other.

Krissi

Can’t imagine in a town this size there were too many other options.

Rosa

Do you know what the plastic pipes bolted to the front of most pickups in town are used for?

Krissi

(Confused:) No…

Rosa

…or why they call a certain weed that grows on the dunes compass grass?

Krissi

Can’t say that I do…

Rosa

Or why Johnny’s Great Great Grandmother’s house is called a Provincetown Floater?

Krissi

No.

Rosa

Than you don’t know Johnny.  He is a Provincetown boy through and through.  Always will be.  And you don’t have the faintest idea what that means.  

Krissi

Seems to me after he got his degree at BU he couldn’t hightail it out of New England fast enough.  And he left alone.  No heavy baggage tying him down.

(Rosa hands Krissi her completed order form.)

Rosa

There are things in this town that will haunt him for the rest of his life.  Here’s your estimate.

(The baby starts to fuss.  Rosa goes to comfort him.)

Krissi

At any rate, looks like you’ve… I mean… I look at this picture of you here and I look at you standing in front of me now and I think… I mean, your wedding ring.  You’ve obviously found someone who…

Rosa

It’s my mother’s.  She died the year Johnny went down south.  I had to take over the shop to help pay her doctor bills.  I wear it because it makes me feel close to her.

Krissi

So… you’re not married….

Rosa

Never.

Krissi

I can only imagine how tough it must be to raise a child out of wedlock in a town like this…

Rosa

What?  

Krissi

Your child…  

Rosa

(Preoccupied with the crying child:) Hush, little man…

Krissi

Talk about things that will haunt you for the rest of your life…  

Rosa

…Come on, Junior…

(A troubling thought passes through Krissi’s mind.)

Krissi

When did you say you last saw Johnny?

Rosa

Year and a half ago…. Early September.  Why?

Krissi

And how old is your baby?

(Krissi crosses to the baby and looks into the car seat.)

Rosa

…Oh, big boy… stop your fussing…

Krissi

…He can’t be more than a year old.  

(Krissi looks closer at the baby.)

…Oh, Jesus Lord!  Those eyes!  

Rosa

What about them?

Krissi

Don’t tell me.  Can’t be.  Johnny would have told me.  What did you just call your baby?

Rosa

Junior on account of his close resemblance to his father.

Krissi

Oh…  You…  Oh…  Why wouldn’t he have…?  That’s why he never mentioned anything about his past.  Christ Almighty! 

(Rosa catches on to Krissi’s suspicions.  She laughs.)

The bastard!  

Rosa

I beg your pardon?

Krissi

Not that bastard… The other bastard!  And he thought he could get away with it, didn’t he?  Let’s get it the whole damn thing over with!  Jesus Christ!  And no warning alarms went off in my head?  What am I, insane?  It must be this town.  No wonder his mother had me come down here.  She was trying to warn me… see if I could figure it out.  Well, you New Englanders think you know it all, but you have to wake up pretty early to bushwack a Texan!  

(Rosa is getting a big kick out of this.  She continues to laugh, which upsets Krissi more.  Sarah enters the door to the shop.)

Krissi (cont.)

Listen, sweetheart… You can stand behind that counter until you grow a beard, down to your pierced nipples, but I’m getting the hell out of this godforsaken hellhole!  You can have him and his bastard son too!

(Krissi pushes past Sarah and exits, slamming the door.)

Sarah

What the hell was that about?

Rosa

Sarah, honey… all I can say is I’m glad your son has baby blue eyes.  

Sarah

The only thing he got from me.  The rest is a spitting image of Roger.  

(Sarah crosses to the baby and picks him up.)

My little man!  My little Roger Junior!  Did he behave for you?

Rosa

Like an angel. 

Sarah

Rosa, I heard something this morning that may upset you a little.  Whole town is abuzz.

Rosa

Heard it all myself… right from the horse’s mouth.

Sarah

(Pointing out the door:) That was…?  That takes a lot of gall.

Rosa

Can you take over for the rest of the afternoon?

Sarah

Sure…

Rosa

In about five minutes that hysterical woman is going to come charging back through that door with Johnny in tow and I’d rather not be around. 

Sarah

What have you done?

Rosa

Just a little prank.  One Johnny will appreciate.  Don’t worry.  Nothing you can’t handle.  If they decide to go through with the order, fetch the carnations we tossed in the dumpster this morning before Dandy Dinger gets here.  Looks like I’ll be busy tonight putting together a little last-minute wedding… don’t have any other plans.

(Sarah has crossed over to the album.  She looks at Johnny and Rosa’s prom picture.)

Sarah

Johnny.  He was pretty, wasn’t he?

Rosa

Yes.

Sarah

But you… Rosa, I look at this picture… and I look at you now.  And goddammit if you just haven’t gotten better. 

Rosa

Think so?

Sarah

I know so.  I’m sorry about Johnny.  

Rosa

So am I.

Sarah

But you know men from this town.  They may wander all over God’s green earth looking for whales or fish or fame and fortune, but most end up back here.  Tail between their legs or sticking straight up and wagging like a puppy.  It’s something in the air here that you just can’t get anywhere else.  Look at my Roger.

(Both women laugh warmly.)

They sometimes just need a little reminder of who they are.

(Rosa walks to the door, but stops and thinks for a moment.)

Rosa

Sarah, leave the carnations in the dumpster.

Sarah

What if they decide to go through with it?

Rosa

Notice any beech roses blooming on your way in today?

Sarah

All over.  Like a riot.

Rosa

(Smiling:) I think I’ll grab my gloves and a knife and go for a little walk on the beech.

(Lights out.

End of play.)
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