TENDER IS THE GYM
By Glenn Alterman

Copyright © MMXXI by Glenn Alterman, All rights reserved.

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a royalty.
This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether through
bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all countries
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention and
the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems
and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. No amateur
or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license and
royalty arrangements in advance from Heuer Publishing LLC. Questions concerning other rights
should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change without notice.
Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your producing
circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock (professional)
performance rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is
given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice: Produced by special arrangement
with Heuer Publishing LLC.

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including photocopying
or scanning, without prior permission from Heuer Publishing LLC.

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC
P.O. BOX 248 » CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 « FAX (319) 368-8011



2 TENDER IS THE GYM

TENDER IS THE GYM
By Glenn Alterman

SYNOPSIS: Have you ever been asked to dance at a gym at 4 A.M.? This
very strange request makes Harold feel uneasy, but George is persistent. As
the play continues we discover who George, Harold and soon Gloria really are
and what their relationship is to one another.

"Like Edward Albee mixed with Tennessee Williams" — Josh Ki , literary
manager, Gower Street Players

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female, 2 males)

163500331 X c: ) W

. (58 lines)
Can be played by an actor in his
mid 50’s to mid 60’s, can be a bit
gruff. (27 lines)

Can be played by an actress in
her mid 50’s to early 60’s,
anxious, upset. (29 lines)

HAROLD (m)

GLORIA ()

TIME: 4
SETT : weight room in a gym.

This play was originally developed by the New Circle Theater Company.
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AT START: A small weight room in a gym, 4 A.M. HAROLD is staring
straight ahead into the “mirror,” while working out with dumbbells.
GEORGE is sitting on a nearby bench. He catches HAROLD'S eye in
the “mirror.”

GEORGE: (Politely.) Weights?

HAROLD: (Stopping his workout.) What?

GEORGE: I'm waiting for those weights.

HAROLD: Oh, you mean these dumbbells?

GEORGE: Right, wrong word. Sorry, my brain’s not....
playwright, you'd think I'd know which words... Long-fi couldn’t
sleep. Anyway, yeah, right. You through with tho

HAROLD: (Handing him the dumbbells.) Sure, her (o}

GEORGE: (Smiling.) Thanks. I'm sure glad as open.

HAROLD: Twenty-four hours.

GEORGE: (Looking around.) Y’know, | like it he ly in the morning.

HAROLD: Yeah, me too.

GEORGE: It's so peaceful, you
out with the dumbbells.) al

HAROLD: So you'’re a pl i

GEORGE: (Smiling.) Yes

gets hinking done, (Working
ith a good workout.

GEORGE:

HAROLD:
it's a fa

GEORGE:

ah?—So what are you writing?

ell actually, I'm wrestling with this crazy, dysfunctional

least one painful family play. But this one... this one’s torturous.

HAROLD: (Starts doing some stretches.) Must be tough.

GEORGE: You have no idea.

HAROLD: No, I think | do. We’re sorta similar, me and you.

GEORGE: Yeah, how?

HAROLD: Well for one thing we’re both here at this weird hour working
out.

GEORGE: (Smiling.) Yeah, right. Only other person here is old Jake,
downstairs.
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HAROLD: Jake, yeah, “the gatekeeper.” Good man. Can’t get in here
without him.

GEORGE: Right. (Putting the dumbbells down.) Can | ask you
something?

HAROLD: (Stopping, looking at him.) Sure, what?

GEORGE: Would you dance with me?

HAROLD: What?!

GEORGE: Would you please dance with me?

HAROLD: (Seeing that he’s not kidding.) No!

GEORGE: Why not?

HAROLD: Look, maybe you got the wrong idea, but I !

GEORGE: | just want to dance with you, that's all.

HAROLD: (Backing off a bit.) Hey buddy, if you're at’s okay. I'm
just not...

GEORGE: I'm not gay. I'm just a guy just like @

HAROLD: (Getting annoyed.) Hey, you don’t knéwsanything about me!

GEORGE: (Looking at him.) If you say

HAROLD: (A bit annoyed.) Just fifish yo rk out, okay? (HAROLD
starts stretching, GEORGE. s at him in the mirror.)

GEORGE: Sure, sorry.

GEORGE continues stai IAROLD in the “mirror” as HAROLD
starts doing sit up oment HAROLD notices GEORGE staring
at him. He stops, looks,at GEORGE.

>d.) Hey, would you stop staring at me in the mirror?
the matter? It’s just a mirror.
ell you'’re starting to make me feel uncomfortable.
(Suddenly lashing out) Uncomfortable, you're
uncomfortable?! Hey, you have no idea...! (Suddenly upset,
yelling.) ME, I'M uncomfortable! | can’t finish this damn play and it’s
torturing me! And I've got to finish it! Means more to me than any
other...! It's my family play, you understand?! Family! (Stopping
himself.) Jesus, | don’t... Sorry, | didn’t mean ... Have no idea why
I’'m even telling you any of this. (Gently.) But this play... | don’t know,
it feels like I've been working on it my whole...!
HAROLD: (Looking at him, sincerely.) It's okay. Just relax, son. Itll
come to you.
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GEORGE: (Looking at him.) Thanks. (Then, softly.) | just want to
dance with you, that’s all. | know it must seem crazy. But | need...
(Holding his arms out to him, gently.) Would you please dance with
me?

HAROLD: (Looks at him, confused. Softer.) | told you...

GEORGE: (Then, softer, smiling.) C’'mon, dance your troubles away.

HAROLD: What?

GEORGE: Something someone once told me. And he used to say “Be
brave, always be brave.”

HAROLD: What are you talking about?

GEORGE: Nothing, something my... (Holding his a t, softly
pleading.) Please, let’s just dance.
HAROLD: (HAROLD looks at him for a moment, t ts up, slowly

goes over to GEORGE, stands in front of hi
realize this is crazy.

GEORGE: (Smiling, gently.) It's just d
moment looking at each other. T
dance. After a few moments” HAR
GEORGE smiles at him. S Told ya.

ortably.) You

stand there for a
slowly they begin to
finally starts to relax.

The room is quiet. They cc
After a few moments,

ancing slowly, looking at each other.
GLORIA, quickly enters the weight

room. She sees s, Stares at them. GEORGE sees her,
quickly pulls away from HAROLD, embarrassed. HAROLD goes over
to a nearby, sits, and watches them.

GLOE ORGE, embarrassed.) I'm so sorry!

GEOR 0, s’okay.

GLOR ntering the room.) | just came here to work out. I'll be out

of herein...

GEORGE: Take your time.

GLORIA: Thanks. (Anxiously, indicating the dumbbells.) So are still
you using those weights?

GEORGE: They’re dumbbells.

GLORIA: Dumbbells, right. | knew what they were. I'm a little out of it.
| couldn’t sleep and...

GEORGE: Yeah, me too.
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GLORIA: Glad this place was open. That strange man downstairs let
me in.

GEORGE: That's Jake, (Smiling.) he’s the gatekeeper. Good man. |
couldn’t sleep either. I'm a playwright, and I've been having trouble
working on this family play. S’been driving me nuts. So | ended up
here at four in the morning. And Jake kindly let me in. Anyway, |
think | finally may have broken through. Something just “clicked.”

GLORIA: (Smiling.) Oh, that's great. And that's so funny, I'm an
actress.

GEORGE: Really?!

GLORIA: Yeah, and I'm in rehearsal for this really BIZ lay. My
character, the mother, she’s making me nuts! H tionship with
her family is so strange, so sad

GEORGE: | know what you mean.

GLORIA: I'm trying to like “get” her, y’kno @ ke | really know
her, but she seems so...

GEORGE: ...out of reach?

GLORIA: Yes! (Smiling.) | thou oum nderstand

GEORGE: | do. I'm really not ifferent than you.

GLORIA: Anyway, I've b sesSipg about her and her family. It's
been—torturous.

GEORGE: (Smiling.)

GLORIA: (Looki
you something?

GEORGE:

GLORIA: e you dancing alone just now?

don’t know, | just needed too.

s why we came here.
smiling.) Yes. (A beat, softer.) Can | ask

then | just started dancing, alone. Guess it must have looked...

GLORIA: ...very relaxing. You seemed so at peace, so content. |
almost didn’t want to interrupt you.

GEORGE: (Smiling.) I'm glad you did.

GLORIA: (A beat, smiling.) So can | have those dumbbells now?

GEORGE: (Handing her the dumbbells.) Yeah, sure.

GLORIA: (Starting to work out with the dumbbells.) Maybe I'll be able
let go of some of this craziness, finally figure her out.

GEORGE: (Looking at her.) | think | may have a better idea.
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GLORIA: (Stopping.) Yeah, what?

GEORGE: (Softly.) Would you care to dance with me?

GLORIA: (Looking at him, confused.) What?

GEORGE: (Holding out his arms, smiling at her.) Might help.

GLORIA: (Looking at him, a half smile, starting to work out again.) No,
thanks, I'm fine. | should just finish my work out and get going.

GEORGE: (Smiling.) Dance your troubles away. (Then, gently,
smiling, but more insistent.) Come on, come dance with me.

GLORIA: (Half smiling.) Are you hitting on me, young man?

GEORGE: (Smiling.) No, not at all.

GLORIA: (Smiling.) You sure?

GEORGE: I'm gay—and I'm not hitting on you, . 'mSsimply
asking you to dance, just dance, that’s all.
GLORIA: Why?

GEORGE: Well, if for no other reason, it's be
(Holding out his arms to GLORIA.) eo
him, then gently.) please.

GLORIA: (Taking a hesitant stepgowar: RGE.) You realize this
is crazy, dancing in a weig room at four in the morning?
GEORGE: (Smiling.) Som es a little crazy is good for what ails you.

GLORIA: (Smiling.) Well ertainly got a way with words.

GEORGE: (Smiling.) right that really means a lot to me,
(Tenderly.) espeei oming from you. (GLORIA looks a bit
confused.)

GLORIA: B@tyéu hardly even know me.
GEORGE: @ st looks at her, smiles.) Well we know each other

dancing alone.
She just looks at

uncomfortable.) There’s no music.

GEORGE: (Smiling.) No? (He puts his arms out to her, they slowly
start to dance. At first she seems very uncomfortable, but then
slowly starts to relax.)

GEORGE: Can you hear it? ...Listen, Mom. (They continue dancing.)
Can you hear the music now?

GLORIA: (After a moment, looking at him, smiling.) Yes.

GEORGE: | knew you would.

GLORIA: YES!
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GEORGE: ...That’'s why we’re here, Mom.
GLORIA: (Smiling.) It's so... beautiful.
GEORGE: (Smiling.) Yes... itis.

They continue to dance. GEORGE briefly looks over at HAROLD,
who'’s still sitting on the bench, watching them, smiling. Then GEORGE
looks back at GLORIA as they continue dancing, smiling. The lights
slowly fade.

THE END
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