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LOVESONG FOR THE END OF THE WORLD
By Blake Du Bois

NOTE: To keep the authordés spacing the
end of the play. Eds.

LOVESONG FOR THE END OF THE WORLD



Lovesong for the End of the World

Setting:

An apartment in New York City. December 31st, 2020.

The apartment should include a couch.

Cast:

Sean mid-twenties. Male.

Aurora mid-twenties. Female.

David Gageous early forties. A television news anchor. (This character may be played by any
gender and the name may be changed to Dani if need be.)



SEAN and AURORA enter the space. They look at each other. Their faces switch quickly from

fear to |l ove. The song dlf the World was Endin
On JPO0s verse, SEAN dances | i ke he6s in a clu
there, he understands a truth the others do not. AURORA watchdslJnl A6s verse, AL
dances. She gives a beautiful performance of a contemporary dance. Her face is emotionless but

her body evokes bittersweet terror. When JP and Julia sing together, they do a duet. This part of
the dance is funheyhegncmalbe ¢acalkhot bet Kktaugh
moves get AURORA to giggle and her beautiful alkeyg ma ke SEANOGs jaw drop.
ends, they stop dancing and get closer to eac
orange light, like that o sunset, begins to shine brightly over them. Lights out.

DAVID GORGEOUS, a news reporter, enters or comes on screen to give a report.

DAVID

Hello America, this is David Gorgeougur news anchor for the end of the world! Here on
January 31st, the cbrmed final night of human existence, we at ANTV would like to take a
look back at this year, 2020, the year it all went to oblivion! Here are some of the positive and
negative events that this year showed our country, as well as the world.

Con: Kobe Bryantés death put the nation in me
getting dunked on by their 6660 hero flittere
Basketball was permanently cancelled! With the coronavirus sweepingtiteeveorld, families



were locked away in their houses. A combination of online schooling, the economy crashing, and
fighting over monopoly games drove families to the brink of insanity! Many burned their own

houses down, with themselves in them! Butnewoi es! Because soon, al mo
were on fire! Fire began to fall from the sky, along with tarantulas and scorpions.ttienésat

we as a nation realized and understood that these events were not mere coincidences, but they

were all a parof the biblical revelations. Scientists and prophets both then joined forces (hold

your horses folks, we got a pro! Enemies started getting along!) And calculated that, tonight, on
December 31st, 2020, we will reach the end of human existence at midnight.

Before our commerci al break, a couple more pr
entertaining 141 year olds all over the world burned down in the fires this week. Many

scholars consider that a positive. Likewise, every alcohol corporakoepeCorona, rose

tremendously in net worth, as every human being on Earth has purchased enough liquor to

properly kill themselves tonight if they would like.

Thatdos all for now, Il 611l see you al/l l ater, t

SEANkne ks on AURORAG6Gs apartment door in New Yor
many bags of liquors and snacks. She sits on the couch covered in a blanket, sadly watching the
news.

SEAN
Hey baby! Sorry 1 6m | at e

AURORA
Hey Sean.

SEAN starts placinthe groceries on the counter.



SEAN

God damn, you woul dnot believe it out there A
grocery bag.

AURORA

(Emotionless.) Wow.

SEAN

Damn, is it the fires or is it hot as fuck in here? Is the AC on?

AURORA

I donot know.

SEAN

They only i ghtly but mehforehd eng af thewonrdrbyt, 1 | k no
0

guess it
He sits down beside her on the couch.
You okay baby?

She shrugs.



End of the world blues?

AURORA
Something like that. (She starts to tear up.)

SEAN

Hey, hey, hey, |l &m here dondét worry. (He embr
more than anything | ever could have imagined. If | knew the world was gonna end tonight |
wo u | dken avantage of all the time we had left. Bought you more jewelry, bought you a

porsche, hell | woul débve taken uwus on our dr ea
AURORA

Stop. | dondédt care about any of that. Al I w
SEAN

Youdbre sure? A regular ass night with me? 1In
AURORA

That 6s al |l I want . I | ove you.

She kisses him.

SEAN



| love you too. Drinks?

AURORA

Fuck please.

SEAN
Two margaritas coming up right now!

He goes to the counter, stdiitsng them drinks.

Whereds Cheryl at tonight?

AURORA

Some Post Malone concert. (Gesturing to the tv.) Did you see that people have been grave
robbing? Someone stole Tom Hanksd fucking cor

SEAN

Shedts Post Malone? Fuck, yeah me and the boys
Paul McCartney and John Mayer are playing with him. In fucking flaming Times Square of all
places.

AURORA
You and the boys? What boys?

SEAN

Neil and Dwayne.



AURORA

Your roommates are at the biggest concert of all time without you?

SEAN
| t 6 s bhiggestc d heert of all ti meé

AURORA

Ri hanna just f | allsoveethe ndws. Brad Fitttarsd AregeélinaiJalie gotlback s
together on stage ito6s s agaibYoghad Ktekety?? apol ogi z

SEAN

Yeah but itds no big deal. Dwayneds brother w

He sits down next to her with two dks.

Plus | wanted to be here with you. | have more fun with you anyway.

AURORA
(Secretly happy.) You liar.

SEAN

Cheers.



They drink. Theyodre happy.

Okay, | gotta | ay some news on you. Pl ease do
AURORA
How could | be mad whenlhayeou? ( She kisses him.) 1 0m gett.i

Earth with the funniest, most handsome guy this flaming planet has ever known. (She kisses him
again.) How could | ever be upset? (She leans in for another kiss.)

SEAN
(Guil ty. ) Tifreach vadilia gor ldat to etirggalar. (Pause.)

AURORA

(Breaking away from him.) God damnit, of course!

SEAN
| 6m sorry baby! | |l ooked everywhere | could /
AURORA

| 6m not even- gonna have any

SEAN

What? Baby! Warm donuts and vanilla ice cream is our thing!



AURORA

No, warm donuts anfilench vanillais our thing. What you got is nasty.

SEAN

| thought you said you wouldndét be mad?é

AURORA

And they were out of vanilla bean? (Pause. He looks coetplashamed.) Sean. Please tell me
they were out of vanilla bean too.

SEAN
(This is incredibly hard to confess.) | uhe |
AURORA

Oh youbve got t o Ybugotfuckinds iequlgr, pkeiofdshitivanija? Nosv it
really feeldike the end of the world.

SEAN

Do you want me to take it back?

AURORA

No | etds just fucking drink, we are already w



SEAN

Let me just take it back, | can be real quick

He gets up.

AURORA
No Sean, just sit down okay / you did wigatl did

SEAN

No, I dondt want to die remembering this as t
back bectucksp | 6m a

AURORA

No! Just fucking sit down! (He does so.) | love you. | fucking love you so fucking much and if
youwalkkout t hat door for a tin of fucking ice c¢cr
get to watch this apartment burn.

SEAN

Okay. Did you stop taking your anger management pills?

AURORA

|l f you | ove me you wonét ask that. Can | see

He hands her the tin of ice cream.



Goddamnitj t 6s nonfat ?7??

Lights dim. DAVID GORGEOUS returns.

DAVID

This is David, calling out to you at 7:45pm EST. It is recommended that tonight, your drink, you
party, you sleep with an exé go out and wreak
somores, youoll regret not I|iving life to you

DAVID exits. Rdurn to the couple. They are on the couch searching for a movie.

SEAN
What about Synecdoche, New York. With Phillip Seymour Hoffman.

AURORA
Nah.

SEAN

Armageddon?

AURORA
No.



SEAN
Ooh! Apocalypse Now?

AURORA

Ehé what i f we watched Love I|Is Blind?

SEAN

No way, wedre watching Synecdoche, | 6ve been

gonna die, | want you to see it.

AURORA

Is it sad?

SEAN
Yes. Very.

AURORA

Yeah, see, dife wedbdr er agtohnenra wat ch somet hi ng happ
Laurends dad | i kes Cameron.

SEAN

No baby, you have to watch something sad in ordégdihappy! The tone of the movie matches
the exact existential crisis we are in now!



AURORA

Yeah se as soon as you said experimental | started falling asleep. What if we watched like Dead
Poets Society?

SEAN

That movie is fucking sad too!

AURORA

We | | i f 1 fall asleep for the end of the worl
SEAN

Youdon6ét even know what ités about! Fuck Auror
to pick!

AURORA

Why donét we just watch Parasite?

SEAN

Webve seen it fifteen ti mes.

AURORA

Yeah bowtr iftabvsori te and itdés both happy and sad

anymore over something stupid like movies.



SEAN

Oh Il i ke vanilla &Bcexntbd piadn. i BmeéweemgMomy st hdn d |
never gonna have them again aftaright.

AURORA

Wow. | wish you talked about me the way you talked about Philip Seymour Krelbourne.

Lights dim. They cuddle on the couch while the Korean of Parasite is heard in the background.
DAVID GORGEOUS enters wearing a party hat and sunglasses.

DAVID

This is David Gorgeous, coming to you at 8:29
done a shit load of cocaine and | have never even had a beer!

Return to the couple. We hear their inner monologues as they cuddle. First pspitmmng.

SEAN

Big spoon. Nice.

AURORA

Little spoon.

SEAN



|l can reach the popcorné and her butt. What c

AURORA

Why does he have to sweat so much through his
here. And Central Park is incinerating.

SEAN
Why was | so angry? |1 6ve got a hot girl who |
AURORA

He chews so fucki O@ol B8ednl ) chBHe9t evbahd we! umé

SEAN

Yeah! Sure.

They return to inner monologues.

AURORA

Big spoon. Nice.

SEAN
| feel like a bitch.

AURORA



|l |l ove that Sean is a guy who doesndét care ab

SEAN

Is shesweating through her tits? Jesus.

AURORA

|l can reach the popcorné and his butt. What ¢
SEAN

| get the bna of the woddsbut the least you could do is put on some deodorant. (To
Aurora.) Can we umé |1 6m just a littleé

AURORA

Yeah, yeah, | know. (They readjust.)

Again, inner monologues.

SEAN

Not hingdbs wrong with thecladdcd reach around t he

AURORA

Wow. These margs are really hitting me.

SEAN



I canot believe none of the these actors

beautiful. | love girls who love film.

AURORA

Fuck. Do | have to pee?

SEAN

| guessgoodwb6sd t@isme as ever for the ol
fingers.

SEAN6s fingers start slowly Awal kingbo

AURORA
(To Sean.) 1611 be right back.

She gets up, goes to the bathroom.

SEAN
( To Aur o rnassing th¥ lmest part!'éHe pauses it.)

Return to SEANG6s inner monol ogue.

Damnit, did | do something wrong? (He smells his fingers.) Yup. Cheeto smell.

d

wer e
ANet f I
up AURO



SEAN gets a phone call.

Hell o? Dwayne?... Whatodés up bréd?. .t.urholiy fownc k

SEAN changes the channel on the TV.

Holyé fucké bro! (He starts |l aughing in hyste
fuck dude, that iactuallyK at y Perry eating Russel Cr ofwebds f
your ex husband was the guy from Get Him to the Greek?...

Bro! And John Mayer is singing fASlow Dancing
man, the irony of that song now huh?...

Nah, weodore al/l good, weobre emabhgdglikegfuptaeead W
greaté No, believe me, I woul ddove | oved to be
be upset, please, I have responsi bditdhheéi € sl We

know i t 0 s--ldok u think §dgoensartna be there right now?
AURORA returns.

SEAN

( To Dwayne.) Oh, hey, one sec bro, | 61 | call
believe this, |l ook whatodés eatmgtv right now. Ka



AURORA

(Extremely cold.) You left the toilet seat up.

SEAN

Did | ?.r.emelmbdeorn.6t( Gest uri ng t ofuckrhcew thve § s Lmloaky, i
AFirework, o the irony is killing me!

AURORA

(Angry.) Sean! How many times do | have to fucking tell you?

SEAN
What?

AURORA

| have told youthousand®f times.ThousandsGohas Cheryl ! You candét r e
seat down, even during tlfigcking apocalypse?

SEAN

We | | | € fuck, baby, are you actwually mad?
AURORA

Yes |1 6m mad!

SEAN

Really? When there are celebrities going cannibal on CBS?



AURORA

I donot fhou Katy®Pery!t Boya knew how fucking irritating it is to tell you
somet hing over and over agai n, |famithe toiletn
water?

SEAN erupts into laughter. He goes to the counter to make more drinks.

What the fuck is so funny?

SEAN

Haha, youé falling into toilet wateré on
make us more drinks.

AURORA

You are such a mother fucker, you know that?

SEAN
Okay, chill out baby

AURORA

beli eve

(@)}
—

Donott e | | me to childl out ! I can

SEAN looks at her with shock.

j ust

t

he

you



SEAN

Are you really doing this?

AURORA

Doing what?

SEAN
T h i Bigking fucking stupid meaningless fights on the last night@faorld.

AURORA

|l tds not meaningl ess! Donét you hear me! It i
and then | end up wiping toilet water off my
disgusting.

SEAN drinks.

SEAN

Ok ay. Looks | i ke wedre fucking doing this. Yo
second that maybe o u the stupid one for not looking at where you were sitting before you
peed?

AURORA
| shoul dndét have t o | eastloucan doisputtihesseatdownd par t me n



SEAN

Totally, totally, buté can we just think abou
me to put the seat down, right?

AURORA

Yes. Il tds easy.

SEAN

Yes, no denying that. But sometimes | forgel. raeady sai d | ém sorry. Now

exact amount of time for you to raise the toilet seat gfiapee, right?

AURORA
What does that have to do with anything?

SEAN

|l 6m saying that , ieQualtlike wesayites| tlaeyou shauid be raisingthke r e a |
toilet seat every ti me yoddvnalierlgpeene peei ng, an
AURORA

You are such a fucking priek

SEAN

How is it any fucking different?

AURORA



Because we are atyapartment!

SEAN

Well maybe | get sick and tired of touching your dirty toilet seat. Maybe you should canye to
place every once and a fucking while.

AURORA

Exactly why | donét go to your placeé

SEAN
(Very angry.) Why2Vhy?So you doné6t have o put a fucking

AURORA

Yes. Il dondt | i ke being in a dirty, man i nfes
toilet seat down.

SEAN

Great. Real great. So the reason wepend so much cash every other fucking day buying ubers
and subway tickets to comeyourp | ace i s because youbre too | az
you need your fucking boyfriend to do it for you

AURORA

Oh 1 6m the | azy one

SEAN



How the fuck is that equal? How is that an equal fucking relationship? You never come to my
place, younever buy the drinks, and you NEVER put the seat up for me!!!

AURORA

| didndét realize | was such a fucking DIFFI CU
Silence.

| 6guorry that putting the FUCKING SEAT DOWN IS SUCH A BURDEN. Sorry! Oh, and hey,
|l 6m sorry that | got my pussy covered in piss
must be SO HARD HAVING A STUPID TODDLER AS A GIRLFRIEND, HUH?

Wh 'y d ounudttgo wateh celebrities eat each other at Time Square like everybody else.

SEAN

I donot want to do that é

AURORA

Yeah you do, you think | couldnét hear you on
WANT TO BE WITH ME AND I 6M OBVIOOUSTFGO!" SUCH A B

SEAN
No.

He plants himself on the couch.



I want t o swaatto stayl want toé

Lights dim. DAVID GORGEOUS returns, with a black eye and cuts all over him.

DAVID

This is David Gorgeous. 9:45pm EST. People are losing it here. The studio has become the

worl dos | argest mosh pit. People are knifing
already killed three peopl e, | 6m hoping | can

We return to the couple, who resume watching Parasite. This time they sit on opposite sides of
the couch without touching. Again, we hear their inner monologues.

AURORA
What a fucking dick.

SEAN

About time to make another drink.

AURORA

He should be honoring hiachast night with me.

SEAN

Nowb6bs probably a bad time to ask her about he



AURORA

Why does he |l ook so cute when hebés guilty? Ug
chilmeout. Ora&igar eFutek, how come | never | earned ho
SEAN

Nowbés probably a bad time to try and have sex

AURORA

| just wanted tonight to be special. Fuck is it getting hotter in here?

SEAN

How do | manage to fuck up every little thing. Ishodldn have yell ed, thatods

AURORA
(To Sean.) Hey baby?

SEAN

Yeah?

AURORA

|l dondt want to fight.

SEAN

Me neither.



AURORA

Therjea®tdde é therebs just so much going shitty
fighting over stupid stulff.

SEAN

I agree. |l 6m sorry. |l 6m so sorry about the
and

AURORA

Donwarry. Wedre okay.

They kiss.

Wanna play a game?

SEAN

Sure.

AURORA

First. Shots. Wedre gonna need t hem.

They each take a tequila shot. AURORA pulls out her phone.



SEAN

(Wincing in pain.) Jesus.

AURORA
Okay,

SEAN

Oh christ, one of those couples tests? (He takes another shot.)

AURORA
Donot t hink of

SEAN

Blue.

Disappointed, she takes a shot.

What, am | wrong?

AURORA
| t bty blue.

SEAN

as

a

test

it 6s

t his i s ytoiut Ikendo wi Hioow rweplalr tdnoer ? 0

a

game!

Ok a



Baby blue, fucking girls! And youdre drinking

AURORA

You drank because you didndédt want to play the

SEAN

|l t 6sgamed tt 68 aé okay fine then. When wedre wron

AURORA

So, if you get on&vrong, you drink.

SEAN

|l was thinking when one of wus gets it wrong,

AURORA
So drink.

SEAN
| already did.

AURORA

| know, but we just started the new rule. So drink.



He does so. He winces in paigain. She laughs at him.

SEAN

Okay, |l et me see the list. (He takes her phon

AURORA

Ferrari.

SEAN smiles evilly. He motions for her to drink.

No way! |l 6m right!

SEAN
Maserati bitch. Drink.

AURORA
You changed it! Youb6re always talking about |
SEAN

Never once have | mentioned them. However, | do talk about Maseratis quite a bit. Therefore,
drink.

She drinks.



AURORA
What is my biggest pet peeve?

SEAN

When people tell you to clhibut. Or, when | touch the tv remote after eating cheetos without
washing my hands.

AURORA

| was thinking when you try to convince me to
too.

SEAN

If | became famous what would it be for?

AURORA

Movies.You would be a good critic. You know so many weird details about foreign films, |
could see you picking who should win oscars and shit. | like this question, what about for me?

SEAN

Easy, you wouldndét have given hulpy dbaen cd m gAnmeorri ¢
Got Talent or at the New York City Ballet or something.

AURORA

What am | most likely to get at a gas station?



SEAN

Umé diet coke, and honey mustard pretzel s!

AURORA

Drink. (He does so.) Cigarettes. | would fucking kill for a smoke right now.

SEAN

Where would my dream vacation be?

AURORA

| dondédt fucking know, Hawai i ?

SEAN

Ni agar a Fal | aWwaysWikingaboytdahat! | litdrablyrmentioned it earlier tonight.
Drink!

She drinks. In fact, they both drink. A lot. They go back and forth while taking shots. DAVID
GORGEOUS enters.

DAVID
David Gorgeous, 10:33pm. | am live streamingin TimesaSqe ¢ |1t 6 s beauti f ul
flames. Celebrities and criminals soaring tog

first time in my life, | see God and Satan at the same time. Both laughing. For the first time |
wonder if they are one in tlsame.



Return to the couple.

| candt deci HEnewwihfo Ilyé ul farle seeaomrd tiyfo ul acraenéd t

They both crack up. They are insanely drunk. She kisses him. It feels incredible. They begin to
kiss for a little bit.

AURORA

Okay. New game. If you could do something over again, what would you do?

SEAN

Umé | think that | would have actually become
gawking over Jake Gyllené jillonhaé Wow his n
change my answer, |l think | woulddve wanted to
AURORA

Really?

SEAN

Yeah. I mean webdbve known each other for what,
school and | di dnét even make a move until co
AURORA

| always kn& you did. You would bring those



SEAN

Peanut butter pretzels!

AURORA

Yeah! You brought them in your lunchbox and |
SEAN

Yup. And everytime | gave you one, | 6d be | ik
AURORA

So what made you finalljpake that move? Sophomore year, at that party?

SEAN

We | | uhé | mean we were both at NYU together,
Freshman year. Sophomore year, a friend invited me to that party, and it was with a lot of acting
and dance majors | didndét know, except you of

| remember goingnto that dark basement, and seeing you. Specifically, the whites of your eyes.
They lit up the whole fucking room. And then you came straight after me, asked me to catch you

upé | told you how NYU wasndét my pl agmeto but f
stay. | kept wondering, fiwhy is this hot girl
al ways ignores me. 0

AURORA

Maybe youhatdombdévpeanut butter pretzels and



SEAN

Maybe. But that night, we were drunk, dancing, and just talking, until almost everyone had left.
Lights were still dark, and you gayowgetinen t hat
a girl. You were | ooking at me and your eyes

And at the time | thought, when am | gonna get another chance like this?

So | kissed you. And you kissed me back. And five years later the world ended.

AURORA
Not yet. |1t hasndot ended yet.

SEAN

What if | had never done it? What if | never kissed you? Where would | be right now, tonight?

AURORA
Youdd be at the Post Malone Last Nightdés Eve

SEAN

Yeah. That wouokkeddéve fucking s

He kisses her.



What about you? What would you do over?

AURORA

|l think | would uhé | woul d apolhavgheensuchao my p
bipolar bitch all the time. | feel like now that the worldisendingl 6 m seei ng all t h:
did and I 6m thinking |like, fucking shit Auror

do so much stupid shit.

SEAN

Me too.

AURORA

| mean, all my mom and dad wanted was to make me happy, and | treated them dikehshit
time | talked back to them, | made fun of them to my friends, | would come home late smelling
of booze and dick jizzé

SEAN

Alright, dick jizz? Just mk one, | get what you mean

AURORA

|l mean, theydre such good people! And now the
confirmed to be biblical! So I6m totally goin
shoplifted from jewelry stoge | ate expired whipped cream, | gossipped, | called my sister a
whore to her face, and | | aughed at homel ess

without a doubt, going to hell.



SEAN

Well, me too.

AURORA
No way. Everybody knows you are like thesbfucking guy of all time.

SEAN

|l 6m not so good.

AURORA

You are. Youdre the best. (She kisses him.)

| 6 m gbe stuckadown below getting whipped to do slave work by Satan and Michael Jackson
for all of eternity while you and my whole family are dancing at a Beatles concert in heaven.

SEAN catches this.

What?
SEAN

(Careful |l y. ) nétwihthent? Meur parentis® Dicethey ask to spend tonight with
you?

AURORA
No they uhé They asked me to be with them.



SEAN

You said no? Why?

AURORA

| dondt know, | just thought about who | real
SEAN

Auror a, | |l ove you buté you shouldndt have pi
AURORA

Fuck itods o hot in here!

SEAN

Auror a! You shoul dnét have picked me!

AURORA

Why not! |l wanted to be with the guy | | ove f
SEAN

ltds not about that! They |l oved you, created

something together!

AURORA



|l didndét want that. |l candt be myself around

SEAN

Sstill, thatos fuherkked up. You owed it to t
AURORA

Well i1itodéos too | ate, okay! | already feel guil
SEAN

Really?l s houl dnét rub it in? Because it feels |1kt

wo u | thwedtebe with my family.

AURORA

Weprom sed we woul dnot fight!

SEAN

Thatos too bad! This isndét vanilla ice cream
AURORA

SeanYouar e my family. Not them. They theeonhd|l v know

family that matters to me.

SEAN

You know damn wel | t hat i f t hat virus hadnot



AURORA

That s not what -1 meant by any of this

SEAN

And yeah, sure, they used to piss me off and they were annoying as hell, but they were my
familyAnd now that theydre gone, | ®WVERYTHING!i ve up
AURORA

Everything?ZEVEN ME?

SEAN

Yes. Yes even you.

Silence.

When vere you gonna tell me?

AURORA

| wasndt going to. |l wanted our | ast night to

SEAN

Yeah, well, our last night feels like a slap in the fucking face right now. | miss them so much.



AURORA

| know Sean.

SEAN

| just wish | had moretimei t h 't he mé

He starts to cry. AURORA embraces him.

AURORA

| know baby, I know.

SEAN

| wish | had more time witthem | wish | had more time withové | wi s h | had mor e

AURORA

Maybe we will. After all of this, | mean.

SEAN

You really think lwould go to heaven?

AURORA

Yes. Youbve been an angel your whole I|ife.



SEAN

>

| t wonot f eel |l i ke heaven i f Il dm not ther e

AURORA
Okay buddy, way to throw me into the fiery

They laugh.

Lightsdim. David Gorgeous enters. He is completely naked. The lights are dim enough so that
only his face is clearly visible.

DAVID

Dear lords. Lord of pain and Lord of life. Judge me. As you judge the souls on Earthmjgdge
mere, foolish celebrity television anchor.
understand that | dedicated my life to bringing importamtf or mat i on t o t he
judge me without bias. Thank you for my time on Earth. On this blessed, ugly, shining, dizzy
sphere floating in your massive universe.
Earth. Thank you for all ahe mistakes | got to make. Thank you for all the jobs I lost. Thank
you for all the terrible ratings. Thank you for all of my breakdowns. Thank you for the cuts on
my arms and the anxiety and depression in my brain. Thank you for all of my pain because it

A

made me understand t hat [ was alive. | 61 |

DAVID GORGEOUS puts a gun to his head. The lights dim. Return to the couple. They are
finishing their doughnuts and ice cream.

AURORA

W i

p i

mi

S



Okay, | gottalay somenewsgnou. Pl ease dondét be madé

SEAN

Oh great. |l 6m ready.

AURORA

Nonfat wvanilla isndét so bad. (Beat.) Neither

She kisses him.

SEAN

Do you wanna dance?

AURORA
More than anything.

The couple rises. They begin to slow dance together. John Mayeri S| ow Danci ng i n
Roomo plays. We hear their inner monol ogues.
SEAN

So here we are.

AURORA

Hebés al ways been such a bad dancer.



SEAN

I dondét think I woul déobve done anything differ

AURORA

| 6 alveays loved that about him.

SEAN

|l 6m gonna miss her eyes.

AURORA

| 6m gonna miss the fights.

SEAN

The way they draw me in.

AURORA

The way he drives me insane.

SEAN

The way | can see myself in them. The way | was meant to be. Insiledter

AURORA



Yet | always want to hold him after.

AURORA notices something burning behind SEAN.

Hey, Sean. The apartment is on fire.

SEAN
Good.

They return to inner monologues.

AURORA

May b e thelpant. Blaybe fighting is okay. As long as you want to hold them after.

SEAN
I wonder
AURORA

I wonder

SEAN

I wonder

AURORA

when

when

when

1 61 |
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| wonder when hetbihshnedgaim.ve me up the wa

SEAN

(To Aurora.) You know why | always wanted to be with you?

AURORA
Why baby?

SEAN

Your name. Aurora. It means dawn, right? The light before sunrise?

AURORA
Yeah.

SEAN

| always loved that.

They kiss passionately. Thelgnce. The apartment becomes engulfed in flames. The orange
light from the beginning of the play, like that of a sunset, begins to shine brightly over them.
Lights out.

Lights up. The morning. Birds chirping. SEAN and AURORA are left alive in the bemmains

of the Earth. They wake up. They spend some time looking at the sky, and feeling the fresh
breeze against them. The | ight of the stage i
lived. Perhaps, maybe, they did die, and this is wherevtieay after. All that is clear is that the



couple is happy. The happiest they have ever been and will ever be. They kiss and exit the stage.
The lights of the theater come up. No blackout.

End of play.

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:
I

beganformulating this play while working on a separate project for the Quarantine-Béikeu
playwriting competition developed by some theater students from the University of Minnesota. |
crafted a short play about two young lovers who were forced to comrnteioir social media
because of the circumstances the Coronavirus pandemic had created. Much of which was
developed from my own personal insights of living in California while my girlfriend lives in
Miami, Florida, and we have no real idea of when we lgllseeing each other again.

Then,

for my playwriting class at The Boston Conservatory with my instructor David Valdes
Greenwood, | was instructed to write a eaet play, and | kept finding myself stuck on this issue
of what this virus will do to my rafionship with my girlfriend. | decided to start on a new story,
Lovesong for the End of the Warld which the end of days finally arrives, and two young adults
who are in a committed relationship decide to spend their final night withrmother. | started
experimenting with how this last night on Earth movie date would go. What would these
characters fight about? Would they argue over large, big picture problems, or would they
guarrel over the same meaningless issues all couples argu® ladecided it was both.

Sean
and Aurora fight because thatoés what all <coup
di scusses what it means to be in a fAgoodo r el

searching for these kinds of arew, but cut me some slack.) Because, in the end, if | were with
my girlfriend on the last night of the world, | believe we would fight about nonsensical things the
way we always do. However, | also believe that we would hold each other and dance in the
flames, without doubting each other for even a second.

So,

| give you this play.



AUTHOROG S A mtiveof the San Francisco Bay Area, Blake Du Bags aspiring actor

and playwright who is currently pursuing his BFA in Musical Theater at the Boston
Conservatory at Berklee. Blake is a passionate creator of theater and thrives off of the student
work at his institution. Blake has worked with New GrTheater Company, where he directed
the original production oDahmer: A Musicabhnd most recently premiered his first original

play, What Love Is NotHis past theatrical credits includder Naked SkijBoston
Conservatory),American Idiot(Berklee Mugal Theater) Heathers: The MusicgPriscilla

Beach Theater), anBquus(Boston Conservatory.) Blake currently lives in Boston,
Massachusetts. Instagram: blake du_bois. Welsiédedubois.me



http://blakedubois.me/

L aNgtd aG egAMe S

By Barbara Yoshida

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

| have always loved words and languages, and thisaeh&as given me the opportunity to

explore gestural and nelinguistic forms of language as well as the philosophy of language; the

i mportance of myth; and t he cotutobh.itstdritedtoutasn of a
one scene in a larger work, but it was calling out to me to stand on its own. | turned to Alexander

Sternds The Fall of Language for insight into
immanent and designative language, or eaand sign. | thought it would be amusing to see
thesesuper nt el | ectual guys playing Mah Jong, a ga!
playing chess or bridge, right? Shepard provi
conceptual obscurity histake on the origins of languageissodetste ar t h. And t hen

Beuys: he combines the immanent language of art with mythology. The hare was hid aeimal

even had a hare as a hood ornament on his car! Jane probably represents myself, always

skepti@a | abodtal fuhlii gjlou mMibuomboo St yl i sti ¢c influences i
Samuel Beckett (I Il oved ABeckett by Brooko),
more aspirational than evident in my piece. My gratitude goes to S. M. Dale, drgnhtu

photos of Joseph Beuys are by Arnaud Maggs; and the graffiti images aré3paeng is

pl aywrightoés own.)

LANGUAGE GAMES



The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational
mind is a faithful servant. We have created a atyci
that honors the servant and has forgotten the gift.

-- Albert Einstein



DRAMATIS PERSONAE

WALTER Romantic and idealistic philosopher. Embraces mysticism as well as Western
Marxism.

LUDWIG A profound thinker, intense, and reserved. Enough ego and confidence to realize
GKFG KS ySSRyQil |aaSNI KAa &dzZLISNA2NRGe Fa | LI

JANE Intelligent; a college graduate; not shy about sharing her opinions. She knows some
LIKAf 242 LIKe phdafoprerk SQa y 24 |

PAUL An environmentalist, concerned with evolutionary theory.

BEUY® OOSY (iU NROx S3I20SYiUNARO: FyR O2yFARSyG® D dzA
and an obligation to contribute to society and politics through art seathing.



LANGUAGE GAMES

Four chairs around a card table. Fatmvn on the hard surface of the table, 36 Mang tiles

have been stacked @wpl8 on top of 18 to form a wall in front of each player. As the game is

L F @ SR (GKS I dZRASYOS Ol y KSIAdNhelighS comddpSa Of A O]
Ludwig, Walter, and Paul sit at the table. WalterisdeR. g A 3Qa NAIKGSZ Yy R t | dz
fSTilho [ dzZRgAIQa OKIANI Aa 2y oKSStao 2 £ SNDa
lean way back. Jane enters and sits, on a stool that swivels, opposite Ludwig. After a moment,

the players push thewalls of tiles toward the center of the table to form a square.

WALTER
t NEy2dzy OAy 3 GKS 620¢ [Md3RGA[FERR ANDS 1828 dINI diENGy G 2

LUDWIG
(Throwing the dice in the middle of the square. wl 6 0 A 1 Qa F22 0 @

(Seeing the number oné¢hdice, he counts from the right side of his wall, pulls the same number
of tiles toward him, and puts them in his hand.

CKSe Y20S (GKNRdAAK GKA&a LINI 2F GKS 3AFYS NI LAR
thirteen tiles)

LUDWIG
(Pronouncingt®é G2 ¢ Ay a2bf (i80kE JRAYBEGTE DI (SN . 2 dzC

WALTER
(Holding the dice close to his mouth and almost whisperingtioitwl 6 6 A 1 Qa F22 0 ®

(Walter throws the dice. He puts the number of tiles indicated by the dice into hig hand.
LUDWIG
WEYySs S R2y Qi R2 02y O0SIHft SR YStRa KSNBX® hiKS

JANE
(Passionatelys wl 0 6 A Sh@#sseB the dicklonto the table. She takes the number of tiles
indicated by the dicg.

(The ghost of Joseph Beuys appegaS KA Y R t | dzZf Qa OKI A NI 'S 46SI N&
pants, all in white, and his face, neck, and hands are covered in whiteupak&ee attached
photographs.) None of the players can see or hear)him.



(Paul takes the dice, then hesiést . S dz& &
t

18
2OSNJ tFdzZ Qa4 KSIFR® N

al
I dzt

PAUL
wlkooAlQa FT220H

(He takes the number of tiles indicated by the dice. Once all the players have thirteen tiles,
Ludwig grabs aadditional tile. He places it, fae®, in the center of the table, to create the
discard pile.

LUDWIG
Let the game begin!

(Walter takes one tile from the right side of his wall and discards a tile from his handjfaice
the center of the table. he players continue to take one tile at a time, in otddane next, then
Paul, Ludwig, and Walterdrawing from either the discard pile or from their own walls. They
discard a tile after drawing a tilg.

(From time to time, throughout the game, the plagepin, rock, lean back, or wheel back and
forth, but never at the same time and never while someone is spepking.

LUDWIG
Now, where were we?

PAUL
Walter was just talking about what he calls nonsensuous similarities. Do you know what he
means by that,ahe?

JANE



L 1 L R2® ¢2 ailFO1tS¢ | LINRofSYOD ¢t2 ays$s
G ARSNE (GKS (NYziKo®

UdKAY
j SY' N.ER

Q1

WALTER
| contend that our ability to produce similarities and then to transform and extend them is what
establishes the ties bet®en what is said and what is meant.

JANE
(Jane could swivel on her stool h¢rEhat sounds okay to me, Walter. What do you say, Paul?

PAUL
L {designative language that gives us the ability to extend words this iiag & K Nb 2 NE |
FTdZAAGAGSS (2 6a0ONBsé a2YS2ysSs (2 aNB2d 2dzi $9¢

WALTER
(Drawing atiled t | dzf = 6KIFGQ&a @2dzNJ (1S 2y K2g ¢S 3A210
language?

(Walterdiscards a tile. Jane picks it up.

JANE
Pong!

WALTER
l f NBI Re K [ SGQa aSS @2dzNJ YSERX WHySo

(Jane places three tiles on the table, fage The other players lean in to look. While she is
displaying her meld, Beuys crosses staght.)

BEUYS
(With conviction, facing ouf.l am not a human being. | am a hare.

(Jane puts her meld back in her hand, discards a tile, and the game resumes, with Paul taking a
tile from his wall)

PAUL
If language has two kinds of meaning, immanent and designative dheimmanent
engagement with the world came first. Primate ancestry gave early humans-develbped
vocal system and that led to speech. In order to refer to animals, they mimicked them, using
human sounds. Then some sounds became names for thoseni

JANE
2dz 0dz228AYQ GKFGX 2 f3GSNK

5



WALTER
(Walter could rock herNamegiving establishes connections between language and objects.
LiQa GKS O2YYdzyAOFGAz2zya 2F GKS O2yONBiGSo

LUDWIG
Cdzd t | odzf  Faowawg gbfifrord @imiekinglaiimals to naming things.

JANE
(DefendingPadll S OF yeverytilingd2 6 1 S 61 ay Qi G§KSNBH

(The players freeze, perhaps with a hand extended to draw a tile or while arranging tiles in their
hand)

BEUYS
(Authoritatively, to the playersLanguage is not to be understood simply in terms of speech
and words. Beyond language as verbalization lies a world of sound and form impulses, a
language of primary sound without semantic content, but laden with completeferent
levels of information.

(They uAfreeze and play resumes. They continue to draw and discard tiles, occasionally moving
on their chairs.

JANE
So then what happened, Paul?

PAUL
Early humans moved from an immanent relationship with the ndtwearld to being removed
FTNRY Al tKSe 0SOFYS 20aSNUSNE 6K2 yIYSR (KA
language comes in.

LUDWIG
What prompted that?

PAUL
Once they left the trees and moved out into the savanna, their world was more competitive,
more dangerous. In order to survive, they had to pay close attention to signs. They were both
hunter and hunted now, and the hunt gave a jusart to their intelligence. Signs contained
information about fundamental relationships that could be graspsdbstract categories.

WALTER
What kind of signs?

LUDWIG
Like hoof prints?



PAUL
Exactly. It could be the prints of a young antelope that has been separated from the herd.
Vultures circling. A bird feigning a broken wing and trying to leadhtimer away from her
eggs. Feces, bones, nests, burrows, they all contained clues that could be read.

BEUYS
(Quickly interjecting.The hare has a direct connection with the earth into which it burrows.

JANE
LQY 6AGK @2dzz t | dzZf & YSSL) A2Ay 3O

PAUL
Thesesigns were not @escriptionof an unseen animal, but knowledaboutit. The signs

representedit.

LUDWIG

,2dzQNBE O2YAy3 G Ad FNBY | RAFTFSNBYyG LISNBLISON

WALTER
Ldzii L OFy Qi ySOSE&FNRte RA&FINBST OFy @2dxK

(Beuys crosses behiad £ § SNDR& OKIF AN FyY)R LI da KAY 2y (GKS K

LUDWIG
LQff NBASNIWS 2dzRIYSYld F2NI y240

JANE
Maybe you guys think names only described the shape of an animal. But | think the names of
animals began to contain more information. Over time, each name was investethyétisof
meaning, from experiences humans had with that animBack to Pau).! Y R ¢ 2 dzf Ry Qi
FANBSE GKIFdQa LI NI 2F 2dzNJ 5b! K

PAUL
(Getting excited. You could say that a language carries the cultural DNA of the people who
speak it. Just like human DNA carries our racial memoryths and folklore and the wisdom
of the ancestors cultural history is contained within the language they share.

WALTER
There is no event or thing in either animate or inanimate nature that does not in a certain sense
take part in language, for it is in the nature of each to communicate its intellecbnééct.

JANE

e 2



@l G OKAY 3 t I def getéipseboEkOSAYL SLY SKySildNI K2 g 6 SQNB f 2aAy3
every day. They say 7,000 languages are spoken Eoday, but half are not being taught to
childrem 6 KS@ QNB 06S02YAyYy 3 SEI( NogsbfiaHimal dnd paat sgeded. i | a

LUDWIG
Some indigenous languages are being taught in the schools again, did you know that? Gallic
[LINRY 2dzy OSRB8f AYS { ORK It & Yy RGé al 8ty Ay aSEAO2I | YR
' NB Y2 NB o 1 losing daanyddge Kafe#Kisijust as much a cultural disaster as losing a
species of bee or leopard or toad.

BEUYS
(Crossing to LudwigOr hare!

PAUL
Like knowledge about animals, myths have been around since caveman days, and they remain
in our collectie unconscious.

JANE
Let me guess: animals play a key role in myths, right?

PAUL
You got it! The deeper meaning in myths is symbolized as animals. Animals are the mediators
between myths and humans. The deeper meaning is almost incommunicable.

JANE
Except by intuition! Imagination!

PAUL
¢t2 O2y@Seé |y | gFNBySaa 2N Iy SELISNASYyOS GKI
create music, painting, poetry, or drama. We tell myths.

BEUYS
My art cannot be understood primarily by thinking. My art tousipeople who are in tune

with my mode of thinking, but it is clear that people cannot understand my art by intellectual
processes alone because no art can be experienced in that way.

WALTER
Are we still talking about immanent or designative language?

JANE
2 SONB GFft1Ay3a o2dzi tFy3dzr3S Ay Ada €1 NASNI as

LUDWIG



| do believe that language in its larger sense includes everything in our reality. It contains
various human languages, ntmaman forms of communication, and gestures, as wetitgscts
and events. That would include myths, as well. Walter?

WALTER
True. Language is-@lérvasive.

JANE
(Drawing a tile) Children are drawn to animals instinctively. They love stories about animals.
And theyhungerfor opportunities to exerciséheir imaginations. Myths serve the human need
G2 AYIF3IAYySo .dzii AT OKAfRNBYy 2yfeé 3ISG vYedka
chance to picture howhey would visualize those characters and settings. Even if they read the
story latez A (i Q& DiScardingtatildi SH2 Y82y S Sf asSQa AYIF3ISa | NB
their minds.

PAUL
wSFRAY3I adG2NASa G 0SRIAYS Aa 322 RIHem&&l dza S A
off into the distapce. And the myths that the anint&carry, the deeper meaning they
aedYoz2tAl Sz OFy 6S NB@SIHftSR Ay (G(KS OKAfRQa RNB

LUDWIG
(Pausel LGQa @2dzNJ GdzNy = t | dzf @ /| K22aS | GAfSo
(Paul chooses a tile.
PAUL

Sorry, got distracted.D(scarding a til§. Anyway, when humans started usihgsignative

language A (0 Q& @S NHe géstuPdndi stayfstirtling the table. One by one, as he passes
O0SKAYR (KSYX LJXI@SNBR aidlFNILI Y20Ay3a Ay (GRSANI OK
Suddenly these abstract signs could be shaviéd those who had never seen the hind leg of an
antelope gnawed by jackals.

(Walter draws a tile.

(Gesticulating. Time after time, people had to use their imaginations to picture things. More
and more, the mind became filled with imagined, recollegtend dreamed forms.

BEUYS
(While Paul walks back to his chair and sits dywhe hare, and all other animals, was a
catalyst of human evolution.

(Walter discards a tile. Jane draws a tile and discards one. Paul gyabs it.

PAUL



Chow!

JANE
Show us Wat you got, Paul.

(Paul lays down three tiles, facg.)

LUDWIG
Aha! Your meld has a neutral tile, Paul, and | claim that tiledwig takes the neutral tile from
t I dZf Qa YStR Ayidi2 KA& 26y KIYR YR )Lzia Fy23KS

PAUL
You bastard!

(Beuys crosses behind Ludwig. He sticks his thumbs in his ears and waves his fingers, sticking his
tongue out at LudwigPaul takes his meld, puts it back in his hand, and discards)a tile.

LUDWIG
Watch your language (i K I aisl@ra@against my mother.

JANE
L R2Yy Qi (1y2¢6 AT (GKIFG ¢l & AYYFYSyid 2NJ RSaiaAdayl i
mother bore him out of wedlock.

( Sdz2a ONRA&aSa O0SKAYR WFySQa OKLF AN ¢cH1Ay3a (K
along her arm).

BEUYS
(Moving behind Walter and facing Paul, while someone draws a tile and discarji$ amea
really horny hare!

PAUL
Well, designative words can be replaced by other words. Jane, you started this off by saying,
GSYONRPARAMIOGEKS LYNIGKF G LIKNIFasSs ¢S Oly NBLXFOS
immanent words cannot be replaced, any more than random, arbitrary notes can replace
others in a melody without creating a whole different composition.

WALTER
Understanding a senteedn language is much more akin to understanding a theme in music
than one may think.

LUDWIG
Certainly, one painting can never be replaced by another. A picture tells me itself.



BEUYS
(As Jane chooses and discards a)tMan is only truly alive wherelrealizes he is a creative,
artistic being.

WALTER
There is a continuity between language and art. Like paintings, music, and graffiti, language
means itself.

(Paul discards a tile. Ludwig snatcheks it.

LUDWIG
Kong! Back at ya, Paul, baby!

WALTER
[ SGQa &aSS @2dzNJ YSE R [dzZRgATD

(Ludwig displays his meld of four tiles.

JANE
Immanent language includes body language, graffiti, and interjeatiovizat you call vocal
3Saidz2NBaz [dzRgATD [ SGQa aleée L LwmaKiamiz2dz | YR
expressive. Body language is equally expressive. And how about graffig® direct.
(Images of graffiti are projectep.

LUDWIG
h2KZ L f 2 @S adiNhetifdimpadd an uget I NIKS®E QNBE 42 A a OSNI
punch in the gut!

(Beuys takes a boxing stance behind Ludwig and punches the air a few times.

WALTER
h{ll@X GhdzOKHé YR IANFFFAOGAOD 2 KI

(0p))
—
Qx
(0p))
A~



JANE
Well, 1did mention body language.Sbe maks a circle with her left hand and pokes the index
finger of her right hand a few times into and out of the citcle. 1 2 6 Q& GKF G F2NJ A Y
expressive meaning?

(Beuys laughs with surprise, giving Jane a thuoypps

WALTER
(Laughing, he gives her thader) Back at ya!

JANE
(Laughing) Oh yeah? Here you goSHe moves her right arm across her body and jerks her left
arm up under it, violently, making a fist with her left hgnd.

LUDWIG
(Getting up from his chajrYou think you get the lagtord? (aughing) Take that!

(Ludwig lifts his left leg and thrusts his right arm up under it, forcefully, making a fist with his
right hand. He sits down agajn.

BEUYS
(While Ludwig sit3.I personally try to make information available not only inrdaten way. |
try also to work with images, with fantasy, with jokes, with humdRedching his hand toward
2 | £ 4 S NQGot ygg moSet{e shows his thumb between two fingers of his)fist.

LUDWIG
WEYySs gKIG @2dz R2y QiU iagSsthivhewiosd. 3S0G Aa GKAAY ¢ K

JANE
(Starting to spin more rapidly. Between spins, she faces Ludwig and $peaks. R2y Qi KI @S
FILAYyGSad ARSI gKIG @2dzQNB GFf1Ay3 | 62dzi o

LUDWIG
(Wheeling back and forthlf | say the wordhare, | picture an animal with long eamsne that
leaps and quickly changes direction, and is seen in the wild.

BEUYS
(During a pause, as a player chooses and discards)aTtile.hare is an external organ of the
human body. Its prodigious fertility, the way it digs in, the way it doublektbads dark and
mysterious.

LUDWIG



(Starting to wheel back and forth more rapidllf.l learn that the Spanish word fbareis
liebre | will imagine the same animal when | $iapret it starts to sound like what it means.
But each of those words, Jane, has its own meaning, apart from the animal that laapse
meanshare, but not in the wayharedoes.

BEUYS
(During a pause, as a player chooses and discards)aiiten the deadnimal preserves more
powers of intuition than some human beings with their stubborn rationality.

JANE
(Spinning rapidly, between each senteice. ¢ KI i R2Say QG YI h#ecdny® aSy a
KFE@dS I RAFTFSNBYUG YSIyAy3as RSLISaiRal Widbeahg a2YS2y
hare was encountered through myth, or through hunting. But for one individual, the words
hareandliebrehave got to have the same meaning.
WALTER
(Rocking backnd forth more rapidly.The experience of meaning is very important to me, the
continuity between experiential and linguistic meaning.
JANE
(Spinning, then pausing to spepkcan see that the meaningirmsthe word because welaceit
there, but how ca a word can have its own meaning3h¢ starts spinning agajn.
(Paul starts leaning back in his chair, again and again, more rapidly as the dialogue continues.
LUDWIG
(Wheeling about rapidly.Maybe Walter can make it clearer, Jane.
JANE
(Spinning raidyd L QY Ff €t SI NBRH
BEUYS
(Quickly interjectingh 2 | AG 2dzad | YAydziSH LQY (GKS 2yS gA
WALTER

(Rocking more vigorous)yThe meaning of a word is not something humpasinto that word.
Words embody the same spiritual essence as animésiq even inanimate objects.

Everything was placed in the world by the Creator, with its own meaning, whether we can see it
or not.

JANE
(Speaking between spirts. 2dzOQONBS 1 ARRAY3IZ NRARIKGKH 2 KO AT

5

This whole theory rds on believing the Creator put meaning into everything, ewendsd LiQa



just speculation. §he stop3. Does this really matter? People are sleeping on the street!
Children are getting shot in school!

(The other players are frenetically rocking,neay back, or moving back and forth.

BEUYS
(With conviction, crossing stageft and facing ou). In places like universities, where everyone
talks too rationally, it is necessary for a kind of enchanter to appear.

(Jane lays 13 tiles on thable. As she does so, the other players come to g halt.

JANE
Mah Jong, muthafuckas!

BLACKOUT

[See next page: additional information and bios.]



Mah Jong is similar to gin rummy.

Walter Benjamin (1892 1926) was a German Jewish philosoplreitural critic, and essayist.

An eclectic thinker, he combined elements of German idealism, Romanticism, Western
Marxism, and Jewish mysticism. He made enduring and influential contributions to aesthetic
theory, literary criticism, and historical matalism. t Wikipedia

Ludwig Wittgenstein (1888 1929) was an AustriaBritish philosopher who worked primarily
in logic, the philosophy of mathematics, the philosophy of mind, and the philosophy of
language. HiPhilosophical Investigations recognizeds one of the most important works of
philosophy in the 20 century. T Wikipedia

Paul Shepard (19251996) was an American environmentalist and author best known for
AYGNRRAZOAY3 GKS attSA&ai20SyS LI NFXRAIYE G2 RSS
framework in terms of evolutionary theory and developmental psychology. Heeaffa

critique of sedentism/civilization and advocated modeling human lifestyles on those of

nomadic, prehistoric humans. He explored the connections between domestication, language,

and cognition.t Wikipedia

Joseph Beuys (19211986) was a German Kius, happening, and performance artist as well as

a painter, sculptor, medalist, installation artist, graphic artist, art theorist, and pedagogue. His

work is grounded in concepts of humanism, social philosophy, and anthroposophy; it

Odzft YAY I 1 SISYRSRKARSTAYRA A2y 2F FINIé¢ YR GKS ARS
gesamtkunstwerkfor which he claimed a creative, participatory role in shaping society and

politics. His career was characterized by open public debates on a wide range of subjects
includingpolitical, environmental, social, and loerm cultural trends. He is widely regarded

as one of the most influential artists of the second half of th& @éntury. T wikipedia

AUTHOROG S BaBbhr®Yoshida is a muldisciplinary artist whose work as a painter,

sculptor, and photographer has been exhibited throughout NYC, the U.S., and internationally.

Her work with text has been on feminist websites, in print magazines, and in her book of

megalithic standing stones, Moon Viewing. After taking Peculiar Works Project production and
publicity photos for over a decade and editing too many grant applications, she began working

as a dramaturg on projects s ucHapgening Restival)) X ( Bl a
2 Jane Jacobs (Cherry Lane Theater) Behind the Curtain (for the inaugural LES History Month),

Son of CociStrong (La MaMa), Afterparty: The Rothko Studio ¢specifically in 222 Bowery),

and Wallpaper (adapted from Charlotte Perk@$ | mands c¢cl assic story). \
adapted Americaés first play, Androboros (Fra
developing it into a contemporary musical. In addition to Language Games, other scripts include

The Hare Trilogy and Joe & Bible Boy, as well as an upcoming musicabdaptation of The

Black Crook. She reads constantly and loves words and languages. Other than English, she

speaks French, Japanese, and Spanish (some more than others). She has served on the Board of
PWP since & inception in 1993.



OPEN PULPI T NI GHT AT

BY DAN NIELSEN

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS : | 6 pedormed at many open comedy mics and enjoyed
countless Friday fish fries in church basements. It seemed a good idea to combine the two. As a
devout exCatholic I find it helpful to find gentle humor in the dangerous nonsense that

organized religion proggates. In 1965 our high school drama department stagedr@ at that

tmBdproduction of Samuel Becketds Endgame. |t c
Pinter, Albee, Shepard, Mamet and their ilk and provided me with a template for my own work.

Open Pulpit Night at St. Mi Weadtesor veawes Comedy t t en s
Pl ay Festival: Snowdance. Theydd used my worKk

a wonderful home at Fleas on the Dog.

Open Pulpit Night at St. Mie 0 s

a tenminute or fewer comedy

Characters:
FATHER SHECKY: in High Mass vestments
SISTER MARY CHORTLE: nun, neatly habited

KITCHEN LADIES: aprons and hairnets

Sound effects of laughter and/or applause



Church basement ghllurpose room. Bulletin boaxh back wall announcing a Bake Sale with a

center stage. SISTER MARY CHORTLE at the pulpit. Sound of applause.

CHORTLE

Letbs keep it gbuhgpfiobestsl webdeewbadeup here
(joins in the applause. signals for it to stop. it stops.)

Okay! One quick announcement. Regarding the recent bathroom controversy, all lavatories will
remain locked during school hours. Students are encouraged to go before they leave the house in
the morning, and hold it, if at all possible, until school is dés@dl, and they are back home.

Thanks in advance for your cooperation. Okay! Next up we haferg to signup sheet &

FATHER SHECKY! feads from shepFATHER SHECKY is between parishes at the moment

and doing freelance grief counseling. So, if any of lyave relatives, or close friends recently
deceased, or about to die, and you feel bad about it, contact FATHER SHECKY. Okay!

FATHER SHECKY!!

SHECKY

(takes microphone fro@HORTLE)

Hello, St. Mikes! ¢heers and applause A n d thatasvanderful fish fry!dheers and

applausé You know, Jesus fed the multitudes with five loaves and two fishes, but the kitchen

|l adies here at St. Mi kebs also put out -an i mp

dollar pitchers of Mille Genui ne Dr aft! Let 6 chebrgamnd it f or t



applause. tw&ITCHEN LADIES in aprons and hairnets, peek through a doorway and wave.

when all is quietSHECKY begins his set)

The best thing about being God is you get to have your prencapitalized.l§ugh) God could

have created everything much fastedaughObeut t hen
guestion I 6m often asked is whether @uwld i nven
God hates telescopes. Every¢inve develop a more powerful one, He has to make more space.

(laugh 1 asked God why children get cancer. He s
(laugh When a child dies and God i snlaiglaughur e i f i
Adam, alme with God, complained of being alone. Later, he tried to apologize, but it was too

late! (aughter and applauge When God told Eve that she had s
| can put s ohuge extehded ldughter andafpiausikank you!lYou are a

wonderful audiencelapplaus¢ Where was |? Right. | was talking about God. God is eternal,

and has existed forever, which is a bummer be
(laugh) When they asked Jesus where babies come from, hesa@idAn angel vi sits
(laugh Peopl e often ask me, fAFather Mike, what Kk

Supreme SelRising, of course!l@ughter and applaugelesus and Mary Magdalene were in bed
together. Jesus saiedl,70fi Marwyo Mawaratl etn® @gati dst d
bett er n biglaughoAll kiddingsaside, | {et God is surprised and a little annoyed that

more peopl e doappiatse Jesus) wakinghis dod one ihorning, was confronted
byamobofleper. The dog barked and pulled at I1ts | e
were miraculously cured, and Jesuklugstagndt h unt
applausg If | may get serious for a moment, the only effective treatment for lgsas

combination ofdapsone, rifampicin, and clofaziminapplause. a light appears on the back



wall. SHECKYacknowl edges it with )a Infod.ouhbeabs braedaralty
Satanist, do you go to heavetaugh) | f  ybelieve th Godddo you go to hell? Yes!

Unl ess you do nlaughteband apptause. the light brightehs!and (pulgateésl,

thatds my ti me! Tapptansk. stgnding ovatipiPlease pplease sit Hown. (

You are too kind.léansforward. someone is telling him something. the pulsating light

continue$ The KITCHEN LADIES would like to say a few word$wp kitchen ladies enter.

SHECKY hands the microphone ®OTCHEN LADY 1.

KITCHEN LADY 1.
Thereds pl enty o-dutdenness arg seven doltars With tiouble cAleal&we And
until the half barrel is empty, Miller Genuine Draft pitchers are three dollars instead of five.

Also, we have coffee and pie.

KITCHEN LADY 2.

(slowly, as the pulsating light fades to blaclherryé appl e ¢é b arblackautromr me €
pecan €& t he peaohbispejasasual fast é (

(lights up.KITCHEN LADIES bow. SISTER MARY CHORTLEenters stage right. bows.

FATHER SHECKYenters stage left eating pie and drinking beer

THE END

BIO: Dan Nielsenis a parttime standup comic. His least favorite flavor of jelly is petroleum.
Recent FLASH inConnotation Press, Jellyfish Revigmic)ro(mac), Necessary Fiction, The
Cabinet of Heedand Cheap PopDan has a websité&reponderousYou can follow him


https://preponderous.wordpress.com/

@DanNielsenFIVESHe andGeorgia Bellasare the postninimalist art/folk bandSugar
Whiskey



https://twitter.com/DanNielsenFIVES
https://twitter.com/MrBearStumpy
https://soundcloud.com/user-813410984
https://soundcloud.com/user-813410984

DIDIUS a Play by Publius

(Forfeited by Robert Cantrell )

417 EAAD OEAOBA ADIx©ECED bittaCafpedrs@iiti@ end bf thé play.

DIDIUS
A play- By Publius

Cast of Characters

Marcus Didius Severus Julianu®A wealthy Roman senator

Gabullus Fratulus his secretary

Clara Didia daughter of Didius

Quintus-#1 AOAEAS8 O EOOAAT Ah A CAT AOAI
Faustina- daughter of Claudia and Quintus, granddaughter of Didius
Lolia- seventh wife of Didius

Laetus prefect of the Praetorian Guard

Sulpicianus A wealthy Romansenator

I £/ OEA 211 Al

Septimus SeverusGeneral of the Roman Army of Pannonia (the Danube Frontier)

Pylades a popular entertainer

Edward Gibbon Eighteenth Century British historian



Actl

At rise lights come up on a side area of the stage, the study of Edward Gibbon, circa
1785. At its center is a writing desk, with inkwell and quill pens, foolscap papers spilling off
the sides, stacks of books piled around, a shelf behind with more booksdaperhaps a
marble bust or two. All in all the den of the scholar in the process of writindhe Decline
and Fall of the Roman EmpireGibbon himself is a smallish man dressed in a simple suit of
knee breeches, coat and vest, with a powdered wig al la methe times. As the lights come
up he is writing and looks up to notice the audience, as some visitor come to call.

Gibbon
(Al1iTh EATTTA j2EOETCQ $i AiiT A ET8 7EAO Al

not from your time. Centuries on] suppose, from the look of you. | have no idea why | am
vouchsafed this experience, for though usually the present can never really know its own

future, some men will spend their whole lives merely trying to earn the right to speak to it.

Like some actorspeaking to the audience from a stage, hoping to move them to tears or

laughter, or perhaps to action of some sort, | suppose. Conversely, through the humble

AEEl OO0 1T £ OOAE OAOEAAI AOO AO 1 UOAI £#h OEA &EO6O

it. It is all pure lesson, if the future has but the wit to see it. In short then, the future can



know the past, perhaps learn from it, but can never speak to it. The past speaks to the
future, alas too often in vain, but can never know if it profits fronthe message.

If | may be permitted the liberty, | am Edward Gibbon, Esquire. From my youth,
especially since a moment under the shadow of the magnificent Roman Coliseum, | have
aspired to the character of an historian. Now, God willing, and civilizatioas we know it
enduring, through my work, | may speak to you who live long after me. | can have but little
idea of what you will be like, though. Your world will no doubt be as different from mine as
mine is from that of the noble Romans. Through the trantve property of history you no
doubt see my world through historical scholarship, but | can only see you through the haze
of my own hope and cynicism.

On the other hand, if you have a peculiar desire to know, for instance, the minutia of
the decline andfall of the later Roman Empire, | hope to oblige you. If you have an even
more peculiar desire to acquaint yourself with the tinier footnotes of historiography, you
might even know something about , well, me, your humble servant. My birth and death
dates,something of my successes and tribulations, a précis of my life and so forth. You can
T AOGAO 060601 AT A OPAAE OI 1T AR &£ O ) Ai cilAs
emptiness of expended time. If | have been successful, however, and you hawsa ey
work or even heard of it, | have left a tiny piece of myself in the future world. | survive in
the image of myself that | cast in your mind. | am most gratified to be saved from the true

and final forgotten oblivion that is the lot of the mass of mases of men who have ever

A O
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world as a two-thousand page calling card, hopefully to be found one distant day in the

shelves of your libraries or in your drawing rooms atea.



It is a catalog of Rome from the age of the Antonine Caesars, about two hundred years after
the time of the great Julius, and Augustus of biblical fame, right down to Constantine XI
Dragases, the last fellow to have the purple of Emperor of the Romaworld. He died, by the

way, leaping in despair off a battlement in Constantinople, sword in hand, onto a crowd of

attacking Turks, in 1453. May 28 01T AA A@AAO8 ! &OEAAU8 * 000

morning.

\\\\\\ s A

Sink me if | can even remember where | vedast& OEAAU A AECEO T G6AI T,
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iTOTETcs "0O0O OEAT HYoéi 11060 A #AARAOGAO8 )Y6i 110 1
shadows as Constantine and Caligula. The list contains both good and bad, sometimes in
surprisingly close order.

Ourstory OEA T 1T A Ui 660A AT i A Oi OAAhRh OEA OOl OU

suppose, sometime after the end of the reign of one of the best of the Emperors, Marcus
Aurelius, and the accession to the throne of one of the worst, his son Commodus. At least
this sets the stage of the empire, around 193 Anno Domini, at the beginning of its true
decline and final, fatal decadence.

In the tumult of civil discord, as in the time of an incompetent sovereign such as
Commodus, the laws of society lose their forcand their place is seldom supplied by that of
humanity. The ardor of contention, the pride of victory, the despair of success, the memory
of past injuries, and the fear of future dangers, all contribute to inflame the mind, and to
silence the voice of piy. From such motives almost every page of history has been stained
with civil blood; but these motives will not account for the unprovoked cruelties of

Commodus, who had nothing to wish and everything to enjoy.



His cruelty proved at last fatal to himselfhowever. He had shed with impunity the
noblest blood of Rome, but he perished as soon as he was dreaded by his own domestics.
Marcia, his favorite concubine, and Laetus, his Praetorian prefect, alarmed by the fate of
their companions and predecessors, regved to prevent the destruction which every hour
hung over their heads. Marcia seized the occasion of presenting a draught of wine to her
lover, after he had fatigued himself in the arena. Commodus retired to sleep; but while he
was laboring with the effects of poison and drunkenness, a robust youth, by profession a
wrestler, entered his chamber and strangled him without resistance. Such was the fate of
Commodus, and so easy was it to destroy a hated tyrant, who by the artificial powers of
government had @pressed, during thirteen years, so many millions of subjects.

The conspirators resolved instantly to fill the throne with an emperor whose
character would justify and maintain the action that had been committed. They fixed upon
Pertinax, praefect of thecity, an ancient senator of consular rank, whose conspicuous merit
had raised him to the first rank of the state.

When at a late hour he was awakened with the news that the chamberlain and
another praefect were at his door, not knowing that Commodus wasedd, dreading such a

knock and assuming that they carried his death warrant, he received them with intrepid
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death they offered him the throne of the Roman world.

The Praetorian Guards were surprised rather than pleased with the suspicious
death of Commodus, whose indulgence and liberality they alone had experienced; but the
emergency of the occasion, the authority of Laetus, their praefect, the reputation of

Pertinax, and the clamor of the people, obliged them to stifle their secret discontents.



Meanwhile to heal, as far as it was possible, the wound inflicted by the hand of
tyranny, was the pleasing, but melancholy task of Pertinax. However, a hasty zeal to reform
the corrupted state, accompanied by less prudence than might have been expected from
the years and experience of Pertinax, proved fatal to himself and his country. His honest
indiscretion united against him the servile crowd, who found their private benefiin the
public disorders, and who preferred the illicit favor of a tyrant to the inexorable equality of
the laws.

Amidst the general joy, the sullen and angry countenance of the Praetorian Guards
betrayed their inward dissatisfaction. They had reluctany submitted to Pertinax ; they
dreaded the strictness of the ancient discipline, which he was preparing to restore; and
they missed the license of the former reign.

On the 28" of March AD 193, only eightysix days after the death of Commodus, a
generalsedition broke out in the camp, which the officers wanted either the power or
inclination to suppress. They marched at noon, with arms in their hands and fury in their
looks, toward the imperial palace.

On the news of their approach, Pertinax, disdainingither flight or concealment,
advanced to meet his assassins. For a few moments the issue hung in silent suspense, till at
length one of them leveled the first blow at Pertinax, who was then instantly dispatched
with a multitude of wounds. His head, separtad from his body and placed on a lance, was
carried in triumph to the Praetorian camp, in the sight of a mournful and indignant people
who lamented the unworthy fate of that excellent prince, and the transient blessings of a

reign, the memory of which cold only serve to aggravate their approaching misfortunes.



The Praetorians had violated the sanctity of the throne by the atrocious murder of
Pertinax; now they dishonored the majesty of it with their subsequent conduct, which

actually sets the story of ar Didius in motion.

(Lights up on the family, reclining on couches, at a sumptuous dinner. Present are Didius,
his daughter Clara and her husband Quintus, their 14 year old daughter Faustina, and

Didiusd 111 COEI A OAAOAOAOU AT A OAOAET AOh &OAOOI O¢

Didius
You cannot imagine how glad | am to be back in Rome. Back in the bosom of my
family and the protection of my household gods. Back to something approaching
civilization. Traveling is always sodfEEA O1 608 ) 61 Al xAuO OiF OA A O A

Coaching about, and those beastly ships.

Clara
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Didius
Why do | go? Well, there is a very good reasond.gyou tell her Fratulus. Go on, you

explain it to her.



Fratulus

' T OEI AE EO EI b1 OOAT O OF OEA AEEOiIh $T1ETAR

Clara
| £# AT OOOA8 " OO0 xEU AEA $AAAU EAOA OI c¢ci 160

Cousn Drusus and Cousin Artemius posted out there? To take care of all that sort of thing?

Fratulus

4EAU xAOAT 80 x1 OEET ¢C A& O OEA AZAEOI h $11ETAS

Clara
7AT1T EOT 8O0 EO OEA OAI A OEET Ce
Didius
(Laughingwith FFAOO1 66q !'1 11 608 "O00 T1 O8POAAEOAIT Uce

like that, you see. The boys have been sitting out there on their official backsides for a

AT Obl A 1T &£ UAAOOh EOOO O OEAO OEAU xI1 OI A AA O
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Cost me a quartermillion sesterces to get them posted out there, | remember.

Quintus
Quarter of a million? Each of the little rats will clear that in the first year of the deal.

4EAUS81 1T Al OAOU xAil 16060 1 £ EOS



Didius
As will we.
Fratulus
Julian ships carry Julian grain from Julian warehouses in Antioch and Alexandria back here
to Julian mills and finally to Julian bakeries here in the city itself. Out of every hundred
grains of corn we take three for our share. It all adds up, you know. The only thing better

would be a true monopoly.

Clara

Oh, | absolutely adore a monopok OA " 00 $AAAUh youhdv@t®hd Al T80

Didius

"AAAOOA OEAOG60 OEA xAU OEEIT CO AOA Ai1TAs )d8i O
rear my ugly old head once in a while, everyone seems to forget that. Fratulus, remind me

to visit the Lares for a sacrifice, perhaps do something nice, new cabinet, eh? Something

nice.
Fratulus
Dominus, your success does read well in the family annals. Your ancestors would be proud.

And the generations will remember your sagacity.(Toasts him)

Clara



Yes, well, according to the family annals, | am Mother Juno herself, Quintus is a real general,

and you, Fratulus, are the ever faithful and disinterested chamberlain.

Fratulus

At your service, Domina. | pledge my life to keeping the fangihccounts straight.

Clara
Your letters back to us are priceless when you and Daddy are on the road. (She picks up a
oi A1 OAOT 11 #EO1TiT A TAAOAU OAAI AQqs 4EEO 11A60
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Fratulus

Bad weather, blown off course. The only reason, | can assure you.

Didius

Clara



(By now, again reading the scroll) Fratulus, you never use one word when two will do.

Fratulus
Yes, Domina. Thank you. Your father paysenby the pound for my classical locution. It is

my duty to leave a true and unbiased family and public record.

Clara
i 2AAAOQ OS$SEAEDOO * 01 EAT OO Al OA Al xAuO OEA &£OI1 1
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really, Fratulus, tell us, howwas the great D. Julianus.

Fratulus

(Consulting his master with a glance. Didius is now well into his cups ad only smiles

back) You would have been proud, Domina. Mostly he stayed very sensibly in his litter.

Didius
Pleasantly inebriated, | mght add, on some excellent local wine. That reminds me Fratulus,

order some of that stuff.

Clara
(Reading to herself. She suddenly looks up, surprised by what she has read) You

watched an execution? You, Daddy?



Didius

#1 O1 AT 60O T A &E G880 o1l ATT AA AOGAT O AT A Al S8

Fratulus
Local mess. One sect chopping up another. Julianus became enmeshed as the leading
Roman dignitary about at the time. You know your father always travels under senatorial
DPAOOh &£ O OAEAOUGO OAEAS
Clara
Yes.
Fratulus
Actually the same as making him an officer of the state.
Clara
' Eh UAOh AT 1T £Z£ZEAAOh 1T EEA xEOQOE OO0O0T 1 POOS
Fratulus
Well, technically, Domina, even old Petrolus and Sphonsiba the cook, being under
the pass, allofusx A6 OA T £#£ZEAAO0O O1 18 )h $1 1 ETAh Al DOA/
paper. Sphonsiba is a centurion.
Clara
$1T AOT 80 OOOPOEOA 1 A8 10ET OO0 EO A CAT AOAI
a soldier than you or the cook. So what did he do?

Fratulus



He? He who, Domina?
Clara

A4EAh OEA88AI T OEAOh T O xEAOAOAOS

Fratulus

Oh, yes, him. Well, Domina, he hit the ground with a solid thump. His head made

1TTOEAO OAPAOAOA 1 EOOI A OOET AES8SG

Clara

EEO

Clara
Thock?

Fratulus
Yes, thak, I think.

Clara

What | meant was, what had he done. The fellow whose head was chopped off.

Fratulus
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You were the official withess for the senate andeople of Rome when this fellow got
EAAA AOO 1T £#& AT A Ul O AEAT 80 AOGAT AOGE xEUe
Fratulus

,,,,, ~ .

y AEAT 80 AOCES8TT1811 0 OAAIT U TAAAOOGAOUBUT 6O O

try, they convict. SolongasRi A xEOT AOOAO8SOEAU AOAT DOl GEAAA



AATTTxh OAAITTU AEC OxT OAh AAOI I OOAT U EOGCA8DPAO

into his cups. It is difficult to arouse him fully)

Clara
Daddy?
Didius
What? Hah?
Fratulus
7A xAOA AOEET Ch xEAO AEA OEA EAIT 11 xh Ul O E
Didius
4EA TTA xEOE OEA EAAA8e
Fratulus

Yes Dominus, him. Domina wants to know what he did.

Didius
(A &£l 1bPbPAA AOI O1 A8

Fratulus

Didius
You were there. You saw him. He did so flop! Remember we had to step back to keep

AOT I CAOOET ¢ ObPl AOOAOAA8 "AOO OiI cCA8s8



Fratulus
Yes Dominus, of course. But what she meant, | believe, was what had he done

wrong?

Didius
Got born badly, Isuppose.
Clara
9A0h $AAAURh AOO xEAO xAO OEA AEAOCAe 7EAO

they tell you?

Didius
21T T A T1T1TU EAO O xAOAE8 )O AT AOiI 60 EAOA Oi
Clara
91 0 AIT160 ETiT x ATUOEEI C AAT 6O EO AO Allh O

Didius

It had nothing to do with reality. A nobody that no one will remember. And all those
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Didius
7 EUh  Yyebliwbuld Bk the way, wherés your mother?

Clara
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the storm drove youthdD A8 ) 6 1
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Didius
yeéi OAITTEIT ¢ Uil Oh OEAUGOA 100 OEAOA8 4EAUGO
heads out to dry on the walls.
Clara
Yes, Daddy.
Didius

No one but Cousin Severus and his legions holding them on their side of the Danube.
'TA OEA OOI T PO ET !'1OEI AE EAAD 1T OO0 OEA ' OOUOE

Clara
8!'TA OEI OA ET " OEOAET EAA mDaddyOButdo yldknewAl OE A

what the man did?
Didius
(annoyed) Oh, there was a letter. | think he wrote a letter and it offended the local

cult or something. You know these new religious cults, all fuss and squabbles about who

knows what. Ridiculous onthe face of it. Why one man should get so exercised about what



another man thinks about such things is beyond me. Why they guess, and whose guess is
true, and whose guess is false. Totally beyond me.
Fratulus
The sects are all equally true and allqually false, and all equally useful to someone.
Clara
What did it say? The letter. Do you know?
Didius
i OAT AT AAOET ¢ xEOE A£E&£EI 00q 'Eh8OEIih AEh TEh UA
of life to drink from his own wells. | do like thatbbD8 4 EAO xAO DOAOOUhLh xAOI
Fratulus
Very poetic, Dominus.
Clara
And they cut off his head for that? They are barbarians.
Didius
91 0 OAAA ) OI T A UITOA ) TAATh xEU AiT180 OEAU E
other alone? Why dahey hate themselves and each other so much? Bad for business.
7ET 60 OECEO AT A xEI-AIOAGAIITABEI3NTS 1408AEUORA AT 1 (
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can tell you that.
7EU EOI 80 OEEO xETA AT T1AOCe )OO OEAOA 11 O11 xe
this heat and no snow. Will it never end?

Clara
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Didius

#1 O1 A UT O AOOAT CA A O AAOOAOO EIT evafgup. OOAe ) O

Clara
9AOh $AAAUh UT O AAT CcAO ET A TEAA OOA AT A )&l
Didius
y6i OF AOGOET ¢h Uil O OAAe
Clara
(AAOGAT O $AAAUh EOGG6O0 TT1U -AOAE8 7EAO xi O A Ul
summer?
Didius

On the souls of my fathers, if | am still in the City one day after the first of June | would be
just as pleased if you would cuty head off.
Clara
Quintus and | are going to Naples. Will you come with us this year?
Faustina
Y61 CT 1T ghexDveek#vithBo@i&Eand some others.
Clara

| beg your pardon, you most certainly are not.

Faustina



Mother!

Clara

That bunch is not good when they all get together, and especially if they get off

where there is no one to suprvise.

Faustina
30PAOOEOAe / E -1 OEAOh UT O AOA O1 11A
to do with you.
Clara
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Faustina
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Clara

Then you can jut tell her you were wrong about that.

Faustina
Mother!
Clara
I8 4EAO08O0 £Z£ET AI 8 91 060 AAT 110 cCci 8
Faustina
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Clara

Tina, | said no.

AAOEE

EAOA



Clara

Faustina

Well, grandfather is the head of the family. He has the last say. Grandfather?

Didius
What?

Faustina
| want to go to Capri.

Didius

Wonderful, dear. Wonderful place. Have a wonderful time.

Faustina
There, you see Mother.

Clara
Father, will you stay out of this!

Didius
What?

)y OAEA xEI1l Uil OO pi AAGA OOAU 100 1T &£ OEEOS
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Faustina
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Clara
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Faustina

Grandaddy!?
Didius

What?
Clara

.18 &AOOOET Ah ) OAEA ./ A 'TA OEAOS8O OEA Al

indeed about the same age as Faustina, though from her dress and her jewelry, much more

experienced.)

Lollia
Did | hear someone mention my name?
Clara
(Reservedly) No, dear. We were just talking about Faustina.
Lollia
Oh?
Faustina
-1 OEAO OAEA ) AAT 680 cI O #ADPOE

Lollia
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say?
Clara
, TTTEAh DI AAGAS8 j,T11EA 1TTTEO ETTTAAT Oh Oi EI A
Lollia
(Settling in beside Didius, who rouses significantly at her presence) Well, | suppose

you are a bit young.

Clara
Thank you, Lolly, for your expert opinion but that subject is closed. Fratulus, what were we
discussing before?
Fratulus
We were just discussing the last trip to Antioch, Domina.
Clara
Ah, yes, and Dalmatia. Several versions.
Lollia
| am so proud of you [dius. Such a hard trip. So long away from home. And all for
us. You are such a master of things.
Didius

I OEET ¢ O EO8 !'TUOEET ¢ A& O Ui Oh T U AAAON
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Fratulus
What? When?

Messenger
Now, this very moment, sir.

Fratulus

$iT 1 ETOOR $711ETOO88e ! EAI A8 $/-).53A
Didius

What?

Fratulus
The most remarkable news, Dominus. It seems that Pertinax has been deposed.
Quintus
31 x EA OGS e abohitithat®IEhAs been three months. Had it coming. You could have
seen it a mile away.
Clara
0OAOOCET A AADPT OAAe 910 1 AAT OEAUBOA EEI T AA EEI
Fratulus
9AO $1 i HEfiaid$o. ThedPraetorians, it appears.

Clara



Stupid fools.
Fratulus
"O00 $1 1 ET OOh OEA OAI AOEAATI A PAOO8 AO OEEO OAO

in the process of auctioning off the throne.

Didius
What?

Fratulus
To the highest bidder.

Quintus

, EEA ) OAEA8 7EAOG80 Oi OAi AOEAAI A AAIT OO OEAOe
Lollia

Pertinax was an old goody tweshoes anyway.

Clara
T AOh )B8A ETPAA xAGA EAA AT T OCE 1T &£ #1111 AO0O0HB
by the throat.
Quintus
By the testicles. Twelve thousand of them out there at the camp alone. No more discipline
than a nursery. Worse than the Senate. The only thing those boys understand is cash.

Fratulus
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But what?
Fratulus

Well, Dominus, it is certainly the Guards in control at the moment, but if there was

O T ATTA A1l OA AO OEA EAIiTh OTTAITTA T1 O 1EEA #I

Didius
Someone else? At the helm?
Fratulus

Yes, Dominus3 T i AT 1T A81T 1T OA x1 OOEU 1T &£ OEA OEOI A8i T O

Clara
&OAOOI 008

Didius
More distinguished?

Fratulus
-1 OA AEPI 11 AOEAnh PAOEADOS

Lollia
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Fratulus
., AOAT EAAAAAS
Clara

Whoever takes the throne will find their head leveled. Just like poor Pertinax.

Fratulus
Sir, this is a remarkable opportunity.

Didius
What?

Fratulus

The Throne, Dominus. The Imperial throndself!

Didius

Me? You mean me?

Fratulus
Of course, Dominus.

Lollia
Oh, Didius. Yes, yes, yes!

Faustina

910 T AAT xAG6A AA OEA )i pPAOEAI FEAIEI Ue



Fratulus
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Clara
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Fratulus
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steal, and it would be at twice the price.

Lollia
Didius! Emperor! Think of it!

Didius
"008

Lollia
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should be yours. You should take it.
Clara
$AAAUh TTA -U CciAh OEETE AAT OO xEAO EO CIE
and Commodus.
Lollia
"00 OEAO xAO AEEAEAOAT 608 ) 1T AAT #1111TAOO0 xA
a prig.
Clara
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Fratulus

The corn monopoly could be even tighter than it is now. Witthe imperial seals

themselves we could have a tenth part. Ten grains per hundred.

Didius
Ten?

Fratulus
Or even twenty.

Didius
Twenty percent?

Fratulus
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But this is different. Didiusis$ AOOAO OEAT #1111 AOOh AT A EAG
and stronger than Sulpicianus. Its not the same at all. Rome needs Didius Julianus in the
palace.
Faustina

Oh, Grandaddy! Lolly is right. The palace!

Fratulus

(@l
(@}
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want Sulpicianus to beat us out of the deal. Dominus?

Didius
Ih T &£ AT OOOA 1168 7A AAT 60 1AO T1 A 301 PEAEAI
Fratulus
)y 61 1 1 Gr&rADdminls?0 O
Lollia
Yes, immediately.
Faustina

Oh, yes. Oh Grandaddy! Think of it. Us in the palace! Cilla will just die. Wait till she finds out.
Clara
Father, stop! Stop! Wait and think about this. (The others have already physigall
pulled Didius up from his couch and are hustling him out the door, one under each arm to

steer him straight) Daddy! Daddy, stop!



Gibbon

(Lights up on his study) The vain old man hastened to the Praetorian camp, where

Sulpicianus was still in treaty with the guards, and began to bid against him from the foot of

the ramparts.

Fratulus
yo8il 1l ¢ci A£ETA 100 xEMEAEMN GOEGOMFES 11 (BRah AsU 1 A
OEA TA xA xEI1T OAAITT U AA AAATETC xEOE8 '!'TA O
Didius

| really should speak to him.
Fratulus
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Didius
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you can, eh?

Fratulus
9AOh $TTETOO8 'TA $iiETIOOS8
Didius
What?
Fratulus

There are sure to be others when the word gets out, the bidding, | mean. It is essential that

we get this done quickly if possible.

Didius
Yes, yes, of course. Run along then. (Fratulus exits, Didius approaches Sulpigartdail,
Sulpicianus! Hail old friend. And how are you? Well, | hope?

Sulpicianus
Ah, Marcus Didius, what a pleasant surprise. | am well thank you. And you?

Didius

Quite well, thank you.



Sulpicianus

And your family? They are all well, trust? Just remarking to my daughter the other day

OEAO xA Ai180 OAA AiT1OCGE

Yes, pity.

Beg pardon?

Didius

I AT 00 EAO

Didius

Sulpicianus

EOOAAT A8

Sulpicianus
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Oh, yes. Yes, a pity. Well, Pertinax was actually rather older than she was, and all.

Damned boats.

Problems?

Didius
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Sulpicianus
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Didius

Sulpicianus

Didius
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Sulpicianus
Oh, yes. A sesterce or two. Never trusted too much to anything | had to carry on
x AOAO8 411 | OAE OAOEAAEI EOUh 8xAAOEAOh DEOAOA
Didius
$11760 ) OEI OCEe $AI T AA DEOtA®GNg ablhiAET ¢ UT O
Someone should do something about it, | tell you. | think I might speak out about it in the
Senate house if it gets worse.
Sulpicianus

A
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Didius
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Sulpicianus

Very good Sound thinking. You, the senate, next fall. Very sound. {R&er

Fratulus.)



Didius
%BAOOA T Ah x1 1780 UT Oe | &OAOOI OO OAEAO S$EAE
obviously in agitated conversation regarding the situation)

Excuse that, oldEOE AT A8 * OO0 OI i A TETT O AAOAEI O8xEO

Picenum.
Sulpicianus
Rot.
Didius
Beg pardon?
Sulpicianus

Rot. In the olive groves. Difficult to control if it gets started.

Didius
Ah, no doubt.
Sulpidanus
9A0h EZ EO CAOO Oi1 AAAh EAOA O AEIT BPGAI A
AAOOA O11 1 OGAE OOI OAl A8 318Ul 60 PIATTETC 11 O
Didius

Rome? In the Summer? You must be mad.
Sulpicianus
Oh, yes. The verydea. Best thing is to get away. As far away as you can. Someplace
more healthy. Impossible to tell what might happen to you here in this cess pool.

Didius



EI OiTATTA AT AO O

#A1 60 EIi ACET A OOAUEIT ¢ Ol O
the heat
Sulpicianus
Like a corpse.
Didius
Exactly like a corpse. Exactly.
Sulpicianus

318 7EAO AOET GCO UT O Al x1 EAOAIbe drEecAiEnOOe ) O

that lovely young wife of yours.
Didius
, T OAT U OEET Cch UAO OEA EO8 j 0AO0O0A(Q 7A11 8)
rumor. You know how those things are.
Sulpicianus
Yes, quite. Rumors.
Didius
AGAOERADAAT OO OEA 0OAAOT OEAT Oh AT A
to see what all the fuss was about.

Sulpicianus
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have had the servants handle these little details, but | was the father-law and
Al 1T 8NOAOGOET T O 1 AaughdwAuliAke e hedddackaddisE torth A
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word or two with him. (Exits, passing Fratulus as he renters)

Didius
Well, where do we stand?
Fratulus
) O APPAAOO OEAO 301 PEAEAT OO EO OEA 111U 11

" 00 E A 8 -toudaEdia maatadddlaetus has told the Guard that they should keep the
bidding open for now.
Didius
Perhaps we can bring the forcef sweet reason to bear. Go offer 5250. Hurry! (He
turns to speak to those up on the walls of the Campus Martius) Noble Praetorians! Shield
of Mother Rome! | come to offer you my civic services in the hour of calamity! The
leadership of Rome has passeddm an indisputable madman through the hands of an

undoubted despot, whom you have so righteously removed, and now | suggest that it is



time for a voice of moderation and reason and a hand of lenity and generosity. We must
steer like the good farmer, with $raight furrow and clean tools. The fallow land of the
commonweal must once again be made to bring forth the flowers and fruit of the noblest
aspirations, all protected, of course, by the watchful eye and the strong hand of an ever
vigilant military corp. You, who as Praetorians, are the very cream of that historic and
AEOOET COEOEAABAERS88AO88AEOOET COEOEAA 1 ACEITO
have long been the very mortar in the sublime stone and the regal marble of the very
AAPEOT | atdl@@lentes quitolbreath)
Fratulus
I CiTAs , AAOOO EAO Al OAAAU OAEAT 301 PEAEA
bidding could be ruinous if it gets out of hand. We must hurry and do something.
Didius

$AiTh EA xEI1l [T AEA EO OEOAOI I Ah inmiloECEO8 4
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(Again addressing those up on the wall) You men! Sons of Campagna and grandsdns o
Italia are no doubt as concerned as | about the dilution of the power held by you, the real
Roman families, by the influx of outlandish barbarians. It is obvious that they, have come
I AOGA Oi OEA % PEOA EAOA 11 0 bA&sAouEd&ndiOwd A OEA
you and |, share a common language and a common culture, undeniably the most noble in
the world. Certainly superior to anything that could be imported. Wine, yes, oil, yes, corn,
certainly, perhaps the soft silks and even the softyes, yes, these we can import. These you

may have, must have. Certainly we at the center of the empire should take advantage of
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General Fabonius Quintus about M@ AAAT O AAI PAECT ET -énterb)i T1T EA8 j
Fratulus
Dominus, Laetus just laughed at the hathillion. He made it clear that he would hold
the bidding open as long as he liked. Until, as he put it, something serious was done for him.
| believe he wants a piece of the action. He wants to be in the lists with the grosses rather
than the nets.

And Dominus, apparently Sulpicianus has sent for Cletus.

Didius
AEAOh OEAO8AOEOAO AAI 11T x £OTT OEA ' OAAT O A
Fratulus
Yes,Dok1 008 4EA ' OAOA AOA Alil ' OAAT 08 4EAUGO
trot him out.
Didius
Idiots.
Fratulus

Yes, Dominus. But he might sway them over to Sulpicianus in a wave. lts that finely

balanced. It would only take a moment.



Didius
The wrong damned moment. Whatever the traffic will bear, eh? Makes perfect

OAT OA8 !''1 OECEORh OAI1 , AAOOO )81 1 ODPAAE Oi

Gibbon

Julian at once rose to the price of 6250 drachmdapwards of 200 pounds sterling
as the bribe for each of the Praetorian Guards) and the gates of the camp were instantly
thrown open to the purchaser and he was declared Emperor.

It was now incumbent upon the Praetorians to fulfill the conditions of theale. They
placed their new sovereign, whom they served and despised, in the center of their ranks,
surrounded him on every side with their shields, and conducted him in close order of battle
through the deserted streets of the city. The senate was commasatito assemble; and
those who had been the distinguished friends of Pertinax, or the personal enemies of Julian
Didius, found it necessary to affect a more than common share of satisfaction at this happy
revolution.

After he had filled the Senate house wh armed soldiers, he expiated on the freedom
of his election, his own eminent virtues, and his full assurance of the affections of the
Senate. The obsequious assembly congratulated their own and the public felicity; engaged
their allegiance, and conferredupon him all the several branches of the Imperial power.

From the Senate Julian was conducted by the same military procession to take
possession of the palace.

Didius

EEI



(Enters with Fratulus, other partiers. They immediately encounter deadless
corpse.)

Fratulus, who is that?

Fratulus

| suppose it is, or at least it is what is left of, Pertinax.

Didius
Well, have it, or him, or whatever, removed.
Fratulus
Yes, Dominus. Or rather, yes, Your Imperialajesty!
Didius
(Seeing a rather frugal upper laid out as it had been for Pertinax) And Fratulus, have
Ol i AOEET ¢ OAOOEAO OEAT 8OEAOh AOI OCEO ET 8 #AIl
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Fratulus
Yes, your majesty. (exits)
Didius
(Seeing a large cabinet, opens it. Inside are the wax masks of a dozen men. These are

the ancestors of Pertinax, as are kept in all great houses as household gods. In this case,

because the Ineage of Pertinax was not distinguished the masks are very generic, i.e. not



actual representations of real features of his ancestors with the exception of one, his father.
Didius raises his cup to them, spills a small splash, albeit drunkenly, and addresghem)
Well, hello. And how are you this fine evening. Helvius Successus, father of Pertinax, excuse
i Ah ZAOEAO T £ %i PAOT O 0AOOET Ag88) OAI OOA Uil Os8
the happy grandfather and his grandfather, and so forth andbson, back and back. And on
AT A 11e 7ET xEIl EAAD Ui O Ail ET Ui OO0 TEAA AA
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AOG oOi11T 1AAOGA AOGAOUITA AlT1TAh AOOB8OEA
Sulpicianus, old friend, business associate. You think they will think it weak of me?

| have my own cabinet, you know. At home. Perhaps lllkhave it moved here and
you old men can sit in the sun and tell stories of the olden days to each other. Do you care?
)61 OAI EET ¢ O Ui 08 $1 UI O AAOAe )OO 1 AOOAOON
(Listens) Yes, you. Up there inthecorneA1 1 AT OAOAA xEOE AOOO8 91 06
long time. How many thousands and millions have come along, squirmed for a season in the
mud somewhere and died and rotted and blown away on the wind. They never were. They
never mattered. Who were they? Narmnless graves watched over by faceless gods.
Nobodies. But you honored conscript fathers, you matter. | salute you. (Voices entering
loudly) Ah, my guests. And now you must excuse me while | become, poof!, Emperor!
Fratulus!

Fratulus
Yes, your majesty

Didius
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Fratulus
Yes, your majesty?

Didius
Call a sculptor. Marble. Soon.

Gibbon

Here we see Didiusn first flower. A magnificent feast was prepared by his order,
and he amused himself until a very late hour with dice, and the performances of Pylades, a
celebrated dancer. Yet it was observed that after the crowd of flatterers dispersed, and left

him to darkness, solitude and terrible reflection, he passed a sleepless night.

(Didius and Pylades are the only two left in the late night, darkened, banquet room.)

Didius



Who are you?

Pylades
Your majesty, | am Pylades.

Didius
Why are yau here?

Pylades

| entertained, your majesty. | was in costume, so you might not recognize me.
Didius

91 6 OAT ch AT A DI AUAA OEA 1 UOAS

Pylades

8AT A AAT AAA8 'TA OI 1T A ETEAO AT A OO1T OEAO8 9
Didius

Tell me a joke.
Pylades

4EOAA ' OAAEO xAl E ET O A OAOAOI 8

Didius

/| Eh OEAO T1TA8O0 AT AEAT O8
Pylades

Yes, your majesty, of course.
Didius

Is there any wine left? Pour me some. Take a cup yourself.
Pylades

Thank you, Majesty. (He picks up a strged instrument and absently plucks at it.)



Didius
91 0 PI AU xAl18 ) TEEA Ui OO I OOEA8 $1160 060
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can. Only Pertinax, and Commoduand the others. The few others. Augustus, Tiberius.
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to do it well, | suppose. How do you do it, Pylades?
Pylades
Majesty?
Didius
Stand in front of perfect strangers and sing and dance and so forth?
Pylades
| as trained up to it, Majesty. | have been an entertainer since | was a small boy.
Didius
You have a remarkable singing voice. Are you castrati?
Pylades

Yes, Majesty.

Didius
$EA EO EOOOe ) 1 AATh AT UT O 1 EOCO8OEAIl e

Pylades
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suppose the only thing that | miss is not being able to have children of my own.
Didius
Ah, yes. Well, that can be a mixed blessing. So you miss children. What is it, | mean
why would you want them? You may speak freely. | suppose | need to have someone honest
to speak to. That is all | ask of you Pylades, you may speak freely to your Emperor, but
always speak the truth. So what about children?
Pylades
One wants to leave something behind.od have your lares, your ancestors. At least
their masks. Someone will keep your image when the time comes. But | have no one to do
that. | will live and die with only a moment of public fame. And fame is nothing.
Didius
Fame? Nothing? Fame is eveltying. Leaving your name, a mark in the world. |
cannot abide the idea that someday there will be no trace, no memory of me. It is floating in
blackness. Fame is something. Yours is based upon the talent you have to sing and dance,

OEAOB0O0 Oii AOEET ¢8

Pylades
But dance disappears at the instant it appears, and song is like smoke in the air. You
leave nothing behind. Nothing real, nothing to touch or hold. No one that remembers you. |

suppose most art is like that.



Didius
Perhapsthat® A AEO Al AAES8e
Pylades
Of course, your majesty. | suppose everything we do leaves some mark, if it is
public. Let us suppose you remember a song | sing. And remembering, a tear falls from your
eye. The song, having caused a real tear, havinglahA1 AZEEAAO8 EO OEA 1 AiTC
then not as real as when it was first sung? When you heard it with your ear. That kind of
fame can last as long as memory serves.
Memory is a precious thing. It is my tool, | must have memory of my steps and notes.
But it is like fire, too much memory and you can live with pain, like a jilted lover. Not
enough memory, when the people forget you, then you are nothing, washed up in this
business.
Didius
Then our job is to make them remember us. We must plan asdheme to make
memory.
Pylades, if the memory of pleasure is pleasurable and the memory of pain is itself
painful,
then is the forethought of pleasure not real pleasure, and the forethought of pain not itself
also painful.

Pylades



Perhaps your majety is right, though far too many people spend far too much time
its seems, worrying about pains to come. But what pain can the master of the whole world
contemplate?

Didius

Oh, Pylades, you do not know. | see little but pain. | am alone here.

Pylades
| am here, Majesty. And you have your family, and your friends, and your retainers.
Didius
And my parasites. And my keepers, the fickle Praetorians. Even my money will run
out sooner or later, you know. And then there is Severus.
Pylades
Severus?
Didius
Septimus. A distant cousin. The commander of the legions on the Danube.
And then there is Neger, in the East, and Alba in Britannia. When this dawn breaks the
ragged color in the sky will be like the handkerchief that thg drop to start the races in the

hippodrome. It is only a matter of time before one or the other of them shows up. | suppose



we should really do something about that. Do you know anything about military

engineering? Seiges, catapults, that sort of thing?

(Some time later, the throne room. Pyladess present and will continue to be, rather
in the character of court fool. Also present is a sculptor who works silently throughout the
scene, working on a bust of Didius in clay. This character could be played by the same actor
as Gibbon.)
Clara
(Entering abruptly)Father. What did you do?

Didius



Do? About what?
Clara

About what?! About Faustina! About your own granddaughter!
Didius

Ah, yes, that. | supposed you might get around to that.

Clara

Get around to it? Daddy, wat have you done? You gave her to Laertus!

Didius
Well, you see, | had to.
Clara

91 06 OA OEA Ci1 AAAT T AA % PAOI Oh UT O AT180 (!

Didius
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goddamned Emperor.



Clara
You sold her? You sold her to Laetus for the throne.
Didius
Traded, is perhaps a more accurate word. And altogether more pleasant.
Clara
"00 UI 00 1T x1 COAT AAAOCEOAO8xEUe 3EAGO EI O
child and Laetus is a grubby little nobody with no class and no manners.
Didius
7AT1Th 1TAOO OAEA OEI OA OEEI c¢cO 1T A AO A OEI A
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the last time | checked. (Glances toward Pylades who is present. Pylades nods in
acknowledgement of the fact.) And as | said, | did it because the issue was in the balance
and the only thing that would clinch it for us wa to offer Laetus a place in the Imperial
family. Sulpicianus has as much money, but he had no readily available girls. For which |
OEATE Ui 08 ' 0 Oi EAO OEI AEh OEA8O AAAT OAEOAA

should have been prepared to davhatever she was called upon to do by her family and by

211 A8 )& OEA8O OEIT AEAA T1xh xAEO O1T OElI OIi1 0O
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her regardingthat,asE £ 4 ET A EAAT 80 Al OAAAU AAAT O #ADPOE
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the main chance. (Looks to Pylades, who only gives him an arch look) The only difference in
, A A OlQubted@rubbiness and our lofty redolence is the distance of a few generations

EAOA 1O OEAOAB8 -U xi OOEU DPOAAAAAOOI O 00OAI EGO



exactly one real wax mask, his only recently manumated father, Helvius Successus. T#me

s oA N~

A AEAAD Al iiTAEOUh EO EOOO OAEAO8 A T1i1¢ OEIA

OAO AT 1606 1 AOOAOKR DPAIT PI A

(@}

OAT PI A xET AiT160 1A
make themselves matter.

Clara

O
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Didius
Happiness and sadness are of piece.
Clara
) EOOO Ai1860 O1 AROOOAT A Ul Os8
Didius
Yes. | know.
Clara
Well, as far as | am concerned. You are no longer my father. When you gave way your
granddaughter, you gave away your @ughter as well.
Didius
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Didius
That would probably be best. (Clara exits) Go. Never know me again. Get far away.

Disappear.



| have traded my family and now | must live with the bargain.

(Still later. Didius is looking over some papers and scrolls that Fratulus has brought him.
Pylades is once again quietly present)
Fratulus
Will that be all, Majesty?
Didius
Any word on our three little projects?
Fratulus
Nothing at all from Britannia or Antioch. Too far | suppose to be there yet. We have no

reports from where ever they are on the way.

Didius

7A AT 180 ET1T x OEyeben &dftddihisvdy(ifough doérMNieder, Alba?
Pylades

7A A1TT1T80 AAOOAIT U ETTx OEAO OEA 001 EO AlTIETC
Didius

Anything more about Cousin Severus?

Fratulus



Not since the messenger confirmed that he is indeed on theay. Our people have been
gone for 12 days. It would take them that long on horseback to get anywhere near Severus.
7A EAOAT 60 EAAOA 1T £ EEIi AT U AilT 6AO0 OEAT OEA

getting there.

Pylades

4AT AAUOel B I1AU TT6AOEICEExET 1T AOAT AA AOU ET OAT 1/
Fratulus

I O00Ii ET ¢ EA OOAUO xEOE OEA AOi Uh EI xAOAOh EO
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Pylades

Thank gods. If one is going its best to have time to prepare, to be in proper costume, to go

xEQOE 1 IDA5AA AATAOO0O0T T AAh AOAT EZ£ TTA AT AOGT 80 EAC
Didius

Do you think our man will be able to get close enough?
Fratulus

Difficult to say. | assume that if we have thought of this, Severus and the others have too.

They will certainly have all their food tasted, so it had to be something slow enough not to

kill the canary and give the game away and yet fast enough to drop $aws himself before

he gets here. A very ticklish proposition, Majesty. As for trying anything else, a knife or

bowshot, | am sure he surrounds himself with an absolute phalanx.
Didius

A N ~ 2z A
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(In the camp of Septinus Severus. He is in his military tent. He is apparently addressing his
staff officers)
Septimus
The little sneak. Try to assassinate me? In my own camp? Who does he think he is? The
idea of Pertinax was irritating enough, but at least he had been@A A1 OT 1 AEAOh ) 81 1
OEAO8 (A AEAT 860 AAOAOOA O1 AEA T EEA OEAOh A A
that call themselves the Praetorian Guard. You cannot let them sully the name of Roman
I ACET T AOU O1 pOT EOE A A svingt&have a Jong @k @ith Odertudnd A ) 6 1
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long talk with them and a short talk with Cousin Didius. Very short. His melon goes up over

the front gate.

But Didius J~EAT OO0e A (AOA OEAU Ail EOOO CEOAT Ob AAA|
I 60 EAOA 11 OEA AAGCA T &£ (AOAGO AOI CAOOEIT ¢ 160
the dues to Mater Roma, most of these boys putting in their straight up 20 in the Legions

and back there in the City they somehow settled on a cross between a pobil and a worm

01 AA OEA 1 AgEi Oi 1 AAAAOGe )& xA ATT1T8680 Al O1T 1A
the other of the frontiers to collapse? Do they all think this empire hdk itself up? That it

breathes like we breathe without thinking, feeds and digests and breeds like some blind

slimey thing in a cess pool? It does not! There has to be a brain and eyes and a heart as well

as a strong arm or else the body politic will surg blunder off a cliff.

SEAEOOe SEAEOOAe .1 Hh EA xi180 11016 A AAZEAI OA
and if | know the Praetorians, half of them are sweating exactly how soon they can swing

over to our side and the other half are just too stk -bellied, sprungbutted, and generally

sodden to be any problem to us. First thing | want is to meet with the aediles about the

food supply and the city engineers, and the treasurer. First thing after Didius, that is. As of

now, Didiusisadead man.@ET ¢ OEAO AAI 11 x80 EAAAh OEA AOOA
them back to the palace. Make sure that the date it left our camp is prominently displayed

on the package. Send by a fast express rider so that our erstwhile Emperor knows exactly

how soon we wil be there. In ten days we will be able to see the city walls. Long before

Albinus and Neger can even get onboard ship.



You will all be rewarded well for your loyal service to the state. We should be able to find,
oh, ten thousand or so in the treasury floeach of you real soldiers. | accept your

nomination as Emperor.

Scene ( Didius, dressed in a purpigimmed toga sits in a comfortable chair, with Fratulus,
Sulpicianus, and Pylades in attendence. Fratulus and Sulpiciarare working frantically at
a table covered with a disorderly mound of scrolls.
Fratulus
Your Majesty, it appears that there are serious bread shortages developing in some
DAOOO T £ OEA AEOUS8 j' AETEIC EEO AOOAT OET T q9oi O
Didius
And?
Fratulus
And if history serves, that often leads to civil unrest, mobs gathering, riots. They may be the
only thing between us and Severus.
Didius
And?

Pylades



Thin bellied little urchins crying out in hunger. | know, | was one.

Didius
(T x O1T Pl AAGAT O & O Ui O )6i OOOA8s " 0O
with me?
Fratulus
' EAT 8 910 AOA8 OEA %i PAOT O8
Didius
Well, yes of course. | know that. See the trim on my suit.
Pylades
You really should drape it a touch rare loosely, and next time have them use a
stronger Tyrian dye. And your shoes are, well, the young people are sort of snickering.
Didius
Really, you think less strap? Should | show more ankle?
Sulpicianus
Your Majesty. The bread?
Didius
Yes, you keep mentioning that. Why?
Sulpicianus
4EA PAT PI A Ui OO - AEAOOUS
Didius
(Irritated)Yes, and you keep mentioning them. Again, why? (Fratulus and

Sulpicianus hold their tongues)

xEAO



Pylades

9 1 O 8upphsed to do something about them. The people.

Didius
(With dawning realization)Really?
Fratulus
Allow me to be cynical here, Your Majesty, You should do something if only in self
defense. Or let us say, because if the people are pawr all dead, there will be no one to buy
Julian bread and you will have no profits coming in.
Didius
'Eh xAl 18 7EU AEAT 380 Ui O OAU Oie "0O0O ) OET OCE
Sulpicianus
When your majesty closed all the bakeries except tise under the sign of the Julian house,
it slowed the production of bread to perhaps 20 percent of normal. There is quite enough
grain, but most of it is in the warehouses of Ahenobarbus and the Cornelii and Tullus. You
ordered them locked, to prevent comptition.
Didius
Well, you said we could have the monopoly.
Fratulus
Yes, Your Majesty. Of course. But having it available, and using it in this maximal

xAU8 EO A AEAZAAOAT O POIi Pi OEOET 18 4EEO8 OEEOS



table and leaving the waiters to starve. In the end you starve, too. No one left to bring you

anything to eat.

Didius

Waiters?
Fratulus

9A0Oh - AEAOOU8 4EA PAT PI Ah 11T OA CATAOAI 1 US
Sulpicianus

) O8A0 1 AA OAATTT1 1T EAOOS
Fratulus

Its called selfinterest.
Pylades

Its also called simple pity.
Didius

7Al T h xEAOAOGAO EOO AAI T AAh ) Ai180 EAOA OE

much too busy, ruling.



SCENE: (Th¢hrone room, which is now dressed up in incanabula, altars, incense and
fetishes of all sorts. Didius is conductng a sort of rite with Pylades as his acolyte.)
Didius

We sent out the Vestal Virgins. The priests. Ambassadors. They were as a gossamar to
charging bull.

We could still try to associate Severus to the empire. | could adopt him as Junior
Caesar. Do you think that would work? Do you? Help me here. (Hands Pylades a censer and
other objects which will be used at the small altar he has set up for his rites)

Plylades



Would it satisfy you, if you were him?

Didius
| take your point. | had counted on it being Neger. Coming all the way from Syria. That there
would be time. And Neger is a reasonable man, a thoughtful man, a man of business for all
his warike OOADPET ¢O8 " OO OEEO O0ATTITEAT xEEOI xET A8
(As he chants the following list of names Didius is laying out various objects such as
feathers, a lump of bread, a goats horn etc etc etc. Exactly what, is a matter of taste and
convenience b the actor.Porimna Antevorta is the goddess of the future, the Parcae, Nona
Decima, and Morta are the Roman equivalents of the three Fates. Letum and Libitinum are
ancient Etruscan gods of death. Viduus seperates the body from the)soul
Porimna Antevorta, magna Parcae , Nona, Decima, Morta. Letum et Libitinum. Necessetas
trivia Hecate. Viduus Aeternatas. (Motions to Pylades to wave the censer) There, maybe

that will do it.

Pylades
You could fight him.
Didius
Fight him? With what? ThePraetorians are still slithering out of the baths and the theater.

A
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the marines, well just look out there at them trying to drill. What a mess. The street urchins
are laughing at them. No, if the gods of the underworld will not rise and help us, | fear for
our position. | am making other prayers to other gods.

Pylades
Then, Majesty, | beg to take my leave.

Didius
97 O50A 1 AAOET C [1Ae 'TETC AxAUe

Pylades

No Majesty, only as far as a warm bath and a sharp blade will take me.

Didius
' Eh OEAT xA8OA AT i A O OEAO8 jouUl AAAO EO OEI A
would.

Pylades
They are coming Majesty.

Didius

Where then? The baths wi be easiest for them to clean, no?
Pylades

91 O80A Ai T ETCc xEOE I A OEAT e

Didius
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me. (Sits down, one last time, on the throne) That will be so@nough.



Gibbon
Severus had the laudable intention of ascending the throne without drawing the sword. His
emissaries, dispersed in the Capitol, assured the guards, that provided they would abandon
their worthless prince, and the murderers of Pertinaxto the justice of the conqueror, he
would no longer consider that melancholy event as the act of the whole body. The faithless
Praetorians, whose resistance was supported only by sullen obstinacy, gladly complied
with the easy conditions, seized the greast part of the assassins, and signified to the
senate that they no longer defended the cause of Julianus. That assembly, convoked by the
consul, unanimously acknowledged Severus as lawful emperor, decreed divine honors to
Pertinax, and pronounced a sentete of disposition and death against his unfortunate
successor. Julianus was conducted into a private apartment of the baths of the palace and
June second, ironically true to his word, AD 193, was beheaded as a common criminal, after
having purchased, withan immense treasure, an anxious and precarious reign of only sixty

six days.

(Didius and Pylades, on a bare stage of indeterminate location. There is a bust of Didius (A
wax mask could be used instead)

Didius
Pylades, so good to see you! | trustyau8 OOAT OEOET T xAO 110 OT11

Pylades
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remember going to sleep in the bath. And you? Its good to see you here. By the way, is here

where | think it is?

Didius
If you mean dead, yes.
Pylades
And your passage was as you had expected?
Didius
To the letter. Dead on script, if | may be allowed the phrase. Not an hour after you left there
was a great clanging and clacking and some® 3 AOAOOOE AAT 11T xO0 AAI A AA
actually a bit offended that Septimus chose not to come for me himself, but | suppose he
xAO AOOU 111 O0ET ¢ OEA OOAAOOOU8BS !'TUxAUh xEOEIT O
xEEOI AA 1T A 1T A& EI Ofere @éadefuldahdsmickssyacloy heatdia®d O

rolling along the tiles under the cabinet.

Gibbon
(At his desk in his study)Excuse me.

Didius
Yes?

Gibbon



Didius
Yes?

Gibbon
)y 160600 AOGEh xEUS

Didius

Yes?

Gibbon
I must ask why someone who was rich enough to actually be able to buy the throne,
and thus able to buy anything else of which one could conceive, because it was all under the
throne, | say why one who could buy the throneyut who would also have been smart and
ATT1TTAAGAA AT 1T OCE O1 ETix EIx OEA Al x AOA OEA
Didius
Why one who knew better?
Gibbon
Exactly. Why one who well knew that he had not a figs chance of holding the throne would
have spent all ke had, including his family, his gravitas, and eventually his head, to sit upon
it for so short a season.
Didius
As | prayed to my Lares and Penates, to the gods of the past, | could almost see a setting, in

the future, perhaps in your time, where dlthe Caesars (indicates the bust) would be kept in



one place, and a man or woman of your time would walk by them and see the inscriptions
of their names
and say them over softly to themselves. And in that moment, we, that is the Caesars, me, |
would be alve in the mind of that person. Someday, maybe a thousand years or more, there
may be a large Forum of people all together and | will live if only someone says to them the
name, Didius Julianus.
And moreover , if | wish, | can give eternal life to my fend by simply saying to them
O0) ETAx OEA COAAO OET CAO oUI AAAGG68 )1 OEAEO E
whether it has the slightest hint of the way he really sang, which was beautifully | might
AAA8) OAU OEAU xEI 1 Asihigadd heidlhiiean. AUAO AT A EAAO
)y O AT AOGT 80 1 AOOAO EA ) UT O OGAU ) xAO A cii
day or a century. | was a Caesar. | have the bust. You will all remember Didius Julianus. And
| will live forever.
Pylades

Thankyou- AEAOOU8 4EATE Ui 68 ) AAAI 8UT O1 CAO Al

4(% 0,!1972)" (4 30%! +38

Firstly, be it known that this is a significantly mashgaplay. | have been walking the edge

between folks like Jaron Lanier on one hand, who want strict accounting ( and accountancy) for
authorso rights, and Lawr en cuseahypsosworkinang o want
prior way to suit their new artistic fancies. | used Gibbon because no one will get their panties in

a twist re copyright. So this is kind of like the Raymond Burr scenes in the original {sic} Godzila.

| used Gibbon because Gibb&t, exactly the role | needed. Scene setter, as well as stand in for

the audience who may be wondering what personal motivd&drts these events happening.

The obvious joke is that Gibbonés |l ines are e
was a great raconteur and you would probably have wanted to sit down with him over a bottle of
claret.



The true story, as toldybhim, is a corker. Guy of no particular talent except making money buys
the title of Caesar for no apparent reason aside from plain primary greed. But there has to be
some motive beyond that, or at least, there might be.

This pl ay6s fbasic soncemst vas$ viritten some yiearstagpoeOriginally it had
nothing particular to do with any current event. But it behooves us now, given the public givens
we are given, whether we are pro administration or anti, to give some thought to the deeper
motivations that people may have when they seek office.

As a matter of fact, | et me extend the plagia
person Publius, approached me, in 2015 or wear
maruscript. It sat for some time at my place and my confidence in memory of particulars now

degrades. But be it known, Il didndot write any

me. Alexa, | fully support the goals and aims of the administration.

BIO: | retired last year after 40 years in general practice medicine. | live in Tucson and for the
last 10 months have been working with the immigrant population coming from Central
America. To get better at this, | am taking Spanish at the local JC. r@ibe my hobbies

include reading, because without readers, writers are an absurd proposition. Most of us are
anyway.

Another hobby is biking, which is pretty choice here in Tucson, in the pddcotton-shorts
variety rather than the Spandex and razor ades.

Philosophically, | spend my time trying to get my head around the bravery that we old Gnus
will need in order to get on with it when our natural time comes and our ride is here. We need
to be able to do that as a whole generation, with grace, polsswith humor, and certainly
with efficiency instead of panic and wasteful flailing. Take that, Greta. It requires less bravery
than that called for by young people marching off to war, and it is a lot less questionable in
any event. But until it presemstitself, there is still scotch to sip and desert sunrises to watch,
and hopefully still time to write something good.



THREE SIDES

By Peter J. Stavros

WHY | LIKE IT: Guest editor/author JANET COLSON writes:

In Three Sides, the act of reading a menu triggers memories and
stirs up emotions that have been suppressed. Three is a magic
number, and this is a magical short play that encapsulates the
themes and delicious simplicity of the narrative in its title.

Ther e is marvelous economy of storytelling through the back and
forth of the father and son, with repeating elements building to

an inevitable conclusion. The uber T realistic dialogue reveals

the inextricable connections we have with our food and our

narratives T and each food tells its own story, from blueberry

pancakes to melting ice cream. The tone is pe

and bittersweet, striking a balance of humor without becoming
arch and delivering sentiment without sentimentality.

(@}

This is a story abou t relationships. It
looking into the future. The chasm between how things are and

how we remember them. Saying one thing and meaning another. And
the challenge of translating the past into a present in which

s about aging

every word takes on a new mean ing.

Love this T
SON:

So howés everything going at the home, Dad?
FATHER:

(Looking up from his menu)

Huh?

SON:



The €& home.
(Softer, almost in a whisper)
The rest home, you know.

(Normal voice)

Uh é Birchwood. How is it?
FATHER:
Oh, i1tdés fine, just fine. Yeah.

(Goes back to his menu)

And my favorite |

FATHER:
Every August, the church picnic at Camden Park T three dozen
deviled eggs shedédd bring, and they were
from the donut shop ate ab out six himself, and then once his

boys showed up é you could forget about

good looking one, has cancer.

THREE SIDES
Characters
Father: Mal e, early 70606s
Son: Mal e, early 406s
Waitress: Female
Setting
Curtain rises on a booth in a restaurant. FATHER and SON sit

across from each other, staring at their menus.

SON:

|l think youbre going to |ike this place,

FATHER:

gone

it

Dad.



Yeah?

SON:

Supposed to have real good barbeque I gotfour -and-a- half stars.
FATHER:

|l I i ke Hankés. They give you three sides.
SON:

This place has sides.
(Pointing on his menu, opened to FATHER)
Look at this column on the right, all the sides.

FATHER:
Yeah but Hgveskdushree sides with their dinner
platters.
(Squinting, running a finger down his menu)
This place é only two.

SON:

You can order as many sides as you like, Dad T this is my treat.
FATHER:

No, no, twodés good. Thatodés fine.

( Ther e 6pausamas FATHER and SON return to their menus.)

SON:

So howbés everything Qoing at the home, Dad?

FATHER:
(Looking up from his menu)
Huh?

SON:
The €& home.
(Softer, almost in a whisper)
The rest home, you know.
(Normal voice)

Uhé Birchwood. How is it?
FATHER:
Oh, itdés fine, just fine. Yeah.

(Goes back to his menu)

SON:
You making any friends out there yet?



FATHER:
Huh? Oh,uh -h uh . Yeah, itds fine.

(Therebs a pause as SON watches FATHER study

SON:
You know, Maggie and the kids canobassoamai t to v
as the kids get back from sleepaway camp. Maggie drove them down
today.
FATHER:
(Smiling)
Ah, sleepaway camp. | remember those days. Remember how afraid
you were at sleepawa y camp?
SON:
No €€ | dondt know.
FATHER:
That one time T ha, the only time T you swore you kept hearing a
rustling under your bed, thought it was a pos
sl eep. Wouldnoét turn off the | ight. Finally,
called, middl e of the night, your mother and | had to pick you
up, clear out in the next county.
(Chuckling)
That was the last of you and sleepaway camp. Remember that? We
stopped at Leftyds Diner on the way home. You
liked their blueberry pancakes .
SON:
Still do.
FATHER:
Still do. They really load you up. And sides. Two or three, do
you know?
SON:
Huh?
FATHER:
How many sides does Leftybés Diner give you?
SON:
A coupl e, | dondt know.
FATHER:

Sausage, biscuit, a fried egg T three | think.



SON:

Could be.
FATHER:

Yeah é

(Returning to his menu)

l' i ke Hank©o6s.
SON:

Dad, weodll go to Hankdéds if you want | donodt

webd try something different for a change
FATHER:

Why no, this place is fine. Not going to get
already sat down, gotten our menus and waters.

(FATHER takes a sip of his water.)

SON:
Dad, itdéds no probl em.
(FATHER just waves his hand and returns to his menu. SON looks
at his menu, then back up at FATHER.)
SON:
You eating alright? Howdés the food?
FATHER:
(Looking up from his menu)
Food?
SON:
At Birchwood.
FATHER:
lt6s not bad. They serve a nice Salisbury ste
Hav enot thhtangears. Your mother used to make that on
Sundays. So thatdés a little different, to hav
But itdos fine. They give you plenty. Really f

(Back to the menu)

Oh, fried okra. | might get that for one of my sides.
(Pause)

Oneof my two sides.

SON:
I 61 1 buy you threei $oneses, Dad



FATHER:
No, no, twods enough.

(Pause)

SON:
So are you keeping busy?

FATHER:
| candét hear you, Son.

SON:
(Louder, with emphasis)
Busy. Is there plenty for you to do?

FATHER:
Oh yes. | get a paper every morning, right outside my door. USA
Today . You know, | subscribed to that when it first came out |
how many years ago? It was, what, fifty cents
dollars maybe. Of course , | dondédt have to pay for it, t
paperoés just there right outside my door when
morning. | take it to the courtyard to read.
man out there, a real mover and shaker, always asking for the
Business Section. | give it to him w hen |1 6m done, what the

SON:
You meet anyone else?

FATHER:
Hmm?

SON:
Besides the old man?

FATHER:

| see people. A lot of them are in bad shape though, poor folks,
dondét really do much, just sit thermeguyl ooking
just croaked. | take my walks i four or five a day, depending on
the weather, the humidity. They have a nice walking track,
cushiony. Not sure what they call the surface. Like a sponge.

(Pause)
Sowherebds Maggie and the Kkids?

SON:
Sleepaway camp. | told you. She was dropping them off.

FATHER:



Oh, thatés right, thatodos right.

(Laughing)
Gosh, did you hate sl eepaway camp, coul dnot
from home. Suppose that says somet hing about how your mother and
| raised you.
(Contemplating)
Donét know if thatdéds good or bad.
WAITRESS:
(Walking up to the booth)
Are you gentlemen ready to order?
SON:
Dad, do you know what you want?
FATHER:
Oh, | dondt masarel dbtodos all good.

(To WAITRESS)
Young lady, how many sides come with your dinner platters?

WAITRESS:
You get two sides T

S

(Leaning in, pointing at FATHEROGS menu)

Any two from this list here.

FATHER:
Just two?
SON:
Dad ¢é
WAITRESS:
Yes sir.
FATHER:
You know Hankdéds gives you three sides.
SON:
(Sighing)
Uh é Dad.
(To WAITRESS)
If we can have just a little more time.
WAITRESS:

Sure thing.
(Walking off)
I 61 1 be back to check on you.



SON:

Thanks.
(To FATHER)
Dad, why dondét we just go to Hanko&s.
FATHER:
Gosh no. What? No, wedre here already. This p
They have stewed apples. Your mother used to make stewed apples.
Il n the summer, shedd serve a spoonfud over a
ice cream, the heat of those stewed apples melted right through.
You had to eat it quick, or else youodd be | ef
mush. Ice cream soup, you called it.
SON:
So thatods it?
FATHER:
What 6s that?
SON:
Your sides T fried okra and stewed apples.
FATHER:
Oh, | dondt know. I havendt decided yet. | t 6s
SON:
Do you want a third side?
FATHER:
(Puzzled)
A third side? But you only get two sides T the waitress just
said. Didndot yau hear he
SON:
We can go to Hankdés. Is that what you want? H
(Putting his menu down)
Letdébs go to Hankdés. We got time. When do you
FATHER:
Be back where?
SON:
At the home. Birchwood.
FATHER:

They dondét care. |1 6m not as bad off as the othe



much come and go as | please.

SON:
(Hesitant)
|l 60m not sure thatods true.
FATHER:
We canodot | eave before Maggie and the kids get
SON:
Theydore not 1csteepawagcamp.
FATHER:
Yes, thatoés right. You told me.
(Frustrated)
|l canodot keep it all straight someti mes.

(Back to his menu)
Look at these sides. Macaroni and cheese. Potato salad. Lima

beans. Deviled eggs. Remember your motheros d
SON:

Uh- huh.
FATHER:

Every August, the church picnic at Camden Park T three dozen

deviled eggs shedd bring, and they were gone

from the donut shop ate about six himself, and then once his
boys showed up é you could f ooldgsttioy,thdbout i t . H
good looking one, has cancer.

SON:

So deviled eggs?
FATHER:

What?
SON:

Fried okra, stewed apples, and deviled eggs. Your three sides.
FATHER:

(Confused)

But €é you only get two sides here. This isnodt
SON:

Dad, you can have as many sides as you want.

treat . I havendét seen you in a while, since,



i n. |l t6s just been kinda crazy with us | ately

FATHER:

| understand. Donét worry about it. Howbés wor
SON:

ltds fine. Same ol d.
FATHER:

These government cuts arendt going to affect
been reading about them.

SON:
No, i1toll be okay.
FATHER:
If you need any money i you know, for the kids, school supplies,
hot meals on the table.
SON:
Webre fine, Dad. Thanks.
FATHER:
Where is Maggie anyway?
SON:
She left me, Dad.
FATHER:
Huh? Oh ¢é sl eepaway camp with the Kkids. Il rem
SON:
No. | mean, yes, she took the kids to sl eepaw
not coming back home.
FATHER:
Oh.
(Looking down)
Oh. Well é these things é people someti mes ¢é
mi ght é
SON:
Dad, thatodos okay. 1 06m fi ne.. We¢e®rree tarlyli fg nt o wc

through this.

FATHER:



| see. Well, if you ever need any T

SON:
Thanks, Dad.
FATHER:
You know, for hot meals on the table.
(Pause)
SON:
(Running a hand over his face, sighs)
Sowhat do you say, Hankds?
FATHER:
What?
SON:
Letdbs just go to Hanko&s.
FATHER:
But weodre already here. We already sat down.
and waters. We canét just | eave.
SON:
Sure we can. Letdébs go where we witlour get t hree
dinner platters. |l dondt know what | was thin
here.
FATHER:
|l té6s nice enough, this place,7T but i f you figu
SON:
Yeah, | etbds go.
FATHER:
Where?
SON:
Hankb6s. rladdher go to Hank©&s.
FATHER:
Hank6s? Okay then, if you say so.
SON:

(Faint smile)
| say so, Dad.



(FATHER and SON get up from the booth and walk out of the
restaurant , SON with his arm on FATHEROGs shou
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We're Not All Picassos

a play in two acts



Synopsis:

Chuck Riser has had some recent success as an author. His debRlraselDon't Break My
Fall, hit #4 on the NY Times best seller list, four years ago. His sophomore follalustp,
Kidding, Please Catch Mpeaked at #35 two years later.

Now, Chuck is depressed, stressed, and struggling to complete his third book. Under pressure
after earning a lucrative book deal from one of New York's top publishers, feeling detached in
his marriage, and with his best figtand editor unexpectedly coming down with serious health
issues, can art and love help him out of the same rut they got him into?

We're Not All Picassasckles what it means to be an artist, why we create, and how it can help
shape and mold our lives.



Dedicated To:

All the Artists and Munjaros out there.
We're not all Picassos.



Time: Late Winter
Setting: Manhattan, NY

Act One, Scene 1Living Room, Morning
Act One, Scene 2Cafe with Lon

Act One, Scene Dinner Party

Act One, Scene 4Book Release Event

INTERMISSION
Act Two, Scene 1Living Room, Afternoon
Act Two, Scene 2Funeral

Act Two, Scene 3Bar Celebration
Act Two, Scene 4Living Room, Night

Characters

-pg. 5
-pg. 16
-pg. 36

-pg. 52

-pg. 66
-pg. 76
-pg. 97
-pg.114

Charles "Chuck" Risema published, semuccessful author, 30s or 40s

Delilah DeRos#riser- Chuck's wife, a freelance painter and atti80s or 40s

Lon Pockets Chuck's only editor and one of his best friends, 50s or 60s

Monty Reynolds Chuck's financial advisor and college friend, British, 30s or 40s
Claudia ReynoldsMonty's wife, a librarian and poet, 40s or 50s

Don Pockets Lon's identical twin brother, 50s or 60s
Katrice PocketsLon's daughter, 20s or 30s

Waiter -cafe server, teens/20s
Bartender-bartender, teens/20s



Act One, Scene One

Time: Saturday, 9:47 am.
Setting: Chuck and Delilah's living room difieir New York City apartment.
At Rise: The room is empty. Delilagntersin her pajamas, slowly searching for

something small. She finally finds a pack of cigarettes in the couch, takes one out,
lights it. She smokes a moment, then sits onahehg thinking and staring out

into the abyss. A long Pause. Cheaters tired, also in his pajamas, rubbing

his eyes.

DELILAH:
You really shouldn't do that Charles, it's bad for your eyes.

Chuck stares blankly back at Delilah. LoRguse.

DELILAH:
What?

CHUCK:
You have to go... I'm sorry, it's just... Just for a little bit... I'm sorry.

DELILAH:
| have to go?(Chuck nods his head(o where?

CHUCK:
Anywhere, it doesn't matter! | just need lika little time to myself to wte... Just a couple
hours, that's it.

DELILAH:
... Are you messing with me right now?

CHUCK:
What? No.

DELILAH:
Why can't you write in the spare bedroom?

CHUCK:
| can, | just would like a little space to myself for a while.

DELILAH:
So,you're trying to kick me out of my apartment?



CHUCK:
Our apartment, babe! And I'm not kicking you out, I'm just asking for a couple hours, that's it.

DELILAH:
It's always about you, isn't it? Do you even know how much time, and love, and energy | put
into this place? Do you?

CHUCK:
| do, but | also don't see how that's relevant to the conversation we're having.

DELILAH:
You're trying to kick me out like a dog! Kicking me out on the streets.

CHUCK:
I'm not kicking you out! I'm asking for a littlgpace.

Delilah starts to gather a few things, frustrated.

CHUCK:
Look, I'm just asking for like two hours, that's it... | would really appreciate it.

Pause.

DELILAH:
You write all the time with me here, | just don't understand?

CHUCK:

Yes, but | don't write anythingood! | want to write somethingood and | haven't felt proud of
anything I've written in like a year... I've always written the best stuff when I'm alone, | don't
know why.

DELILAH:
Fine.

Pause. Delilah stares and Gtluand smokes the rest of her cigarette. Chuck stands and
watches her, patiently.

DELILAH:
You could have asked in a nicer way is all.

CHUCK:
I'm sorry... | should have asked in a nicer way, you're right, that was wrong of me, and |
apologize.

Pause.



DELILAH:
It's fine...

CHUCK:
Hey, | love you!

DELILAH:
| love you too...

Delilah walks over and kisses Chuck. She puts out her cigarette.

DELILAH:
Why don't you go to like a coffee shop or something? Or the library? ... Or a bar? Oh, you
could goto a bowling alley! You love bowling!

CHUCK:
A bowling alley to write?

DELILAH:
Hey, I'm just trying to be helpful, you don't have to get defensive.

CHUCK:

I'm not getting defensive, but bowling alleys are loud as hell... And every time | go out in public
to a coffee shop or something now, somebody recognizes me and comes up to me, it's very
distracting... Especially when you're trying to focus and write.

DELILAH:
Babe, you're really not that famous... Like, no offense.

CHUCK:

No, none taken! | know I'm not that famous, but | do get approached a lot... Okay, maybe like
50% of the time, but still... | don't want to take those odds, | have to meet Lon at tloogean

to get some quality writing done before then... We should move to the Bronx or like Yonkers or
something... I'm blessed to have had even a little bit of success, and | know that more than
anyone, but it is pretty rude and distracting.

DELILAH:
Babe, literally none of my friends knew who you were before we started dating.

CHUCK:
| can't help that your friends are not cultured.

DELILAH:



Whoa! What the hell does that mean?

CHUCK:

I'm just saying... And | know I'm not that famous outside of Newk¥amd a very small, yet

dedicated international fanbase... Plus a decent fanbase back home | guess... But streets are
gonna be packed today, even more than usual, it's Sunday... Back home, it wouldn't really be an
issue, but Manhattan is not an ideal pl&e live if you want to go out in public in private as a
celebrity.

DELILAH:
| don't know if | would classify you as a "celebrity", per se...

CHUCK:
Burn.

DELILAH:
Charles, the last time | remember someone recognizing you was like six months aafdooaith
in Lima.

CHUCK:
Ohhh yeah, that was fun... | guess people think I'm more approachable alone, I'm not sure...
(Pause)l also get approached a lot around lunch time for some reason.

DELILAH:
Around lunch time?

CHUCK:
Yeah.

DELILAH:
That is scspecific.

CHUCK:

| guess that's when most people are out and about? ... | don't know why I've always written my
best stuff completely alone, maybe I'm cursed that way... It sounds depressing, you know, and |
warned you before we got married... | warned ttuat all great artists struggle... You show me a
content artist, and I'll show you a fraud.

DELILAH:
So, you're saying an artist can never be happy and content?

CHUCK:
Not 100%, no... You have to always be striving for something... Otherwise yoizwaigl dut.

DELILAH:



So, you're not 100% happy and content?

CHUCK:
Not 100%, no... And | doubt anyone truly is, to be honest, artist or not.

DELILAH:
Are you 100% happy and content with me?

CHUCK:

Of course! I'mthe happiest and most content I've been in my whole life, and it's because of you!
... But overall, in general, | am not 100% happy and content, and | don't think | ever will be... |
hope | reach nirvana when | die, but | don't want to before then.th€nzavhat? You peaked...

| believe in karma and that if you live with the best intentions, you will reach nirvana when you
die, before you pass on to the other side... See, if | were ever truly happy and content, | wouldn't
have anything left to write, hpassion would be gone.

Pause.

DELILAH:
Is that what you're going to write about?

CHUCK:
Hey maybe, who know? ... Do you think being happy and content are different?

DELILAH:
Well... I guess | think of happiness as more long term, deeper... And temeore like here
and now, short term. You know?

Chuck nods.

CHUCK:
You should write that down.

DELILAH:
Ha... And you should paint me a picture.

CHUCK:

I might... | am content with this cup of coffee right now, for example... But does it bring me
happiness? | guess so... | belive they're one in the same... Being content is a form of happiness,
it's like fruit and watermelon... Happiness is fruit, and watermelon is contentness.

DELILAH:
Right... And an apple is joy.

CHUCK:



An orange is smitten.

DELILAH:
A banana is warmth when you're cold.

CHUCK:
And grapes are coolness when you're hot.

DELILAH:
What is blueberries?

CHUCK:
Blueberries are just blueberries... They are a form of happiness in and of itself.

DELILAH:
True.

Beat.

DELILAH:

Well, 1 don't think all artisthaveto struggle, as you say... | think that artists choose to struggle...
Because they're emotional and sensitive, and usually a little anxious and depressed... Or very
anxious and depressed... Anyone can do appy and content, or not.

CHUCK:
Yes, but not everyone is an artist... Like, everyone can sing, but not everyone is a singer.

DELILAH:

But by limiting who can and can not be artists based on their happiness and contentness is
excluding and discriminat@) and that's not very dike... A true artist would say anyone can be
an artist because art is freedom of expression... Free of all constraints.

CHUCK:
Are you saying I'm not an artist?

DELILAH:
No, I'mjust saying you're wrong. :)

CHUCK:
Ah... Agree to disagree...

DELILAH:
Agreed... That | disagree.

Slight Pause.



CHUCK:

Is a poem still a poem if it's never read or heard?

DELILAH:

Yes. Trees grow all the time deep in forests, and nobody ever datsitis still there, and it's
still a tree... The same can be said of certain life forms in the deep ocean, certain Nick Cage
movies, and on and on.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Alright babe, | really need to get some writing done before | meet Lon.

DELILAH:
Oohhho-hoooo! So now you want to stop the debate, huh?

CHUCK:
It wasn't a debate.

DELILAH:
That was a debate... And now this is also a debate.

CHUCK:
Not everything is a debate! We were just talking, having a conversation.

DELILAH:
‘Twas tooa debate, and | won! :) You trew in dat towel so fast, | wooaef! Relilah!

CHUCK:
Wasn't a debate... Do you mind if | have some space to write before | meet Lon?

DELILAH:
Well, can we hang out later?

CHUCK:
Of course!

DELILAH:
Okay... And what laout Bernard?

CHUCK:
What about him?

DELILAH:
He'll miss mel



CHUCK:
D, he's a dog!

DELILAH:
But we only get two full days together per week, he'll be sad and depressed!

CHUCK:
You see him literally every day! Plus, I'll be here for the next few hours.

DELILAH:
You know he's sensitive...

CHUCK:
Yeah, yeah, we're all sensitive... Artists, dogs, ants, everybody's sensitive.

Delilah walks around and gathers a couple more itdms keys last.

DELILAH:
What do you think Bernard is doing right now?

CHUCK:
| don't know, love... Probably sleeping.

DELILAH:
You think so?

CHUCK:
I'm 90% sure he's sleeping... That or sniffing around for food.

DELILAH:
What do you think he dreamba@ut?

CHUCK:

| don't know, D... You, me, food... Going outside, going to the park... Bones, walks, | don't
know, D, dog stuff... Other dogs' butts, dog treats? ... Wejliess dog treats would fall under
food... 1don't know, but | would like to wiloon some writing soon.

DELILAH:
Ew, are you going to masturbate? Is that why you're asking me to leave?

CHUCK:
What, no!

DELILAH:
You know you can masturbate with me here, right? Like, you don't have to do it in the shower?
You can masturbate in front of me any time, it turns me on.



CHUCK:
D, stop! Why would | masturbate right now? I'm trying to get some writing done, I'me bee
pretty clear about that this whole time.

DELILAH:
Where are you meeting Lon?

CHUCK:
Cafe at the Plaza.

DELILAH:
Can | come?

CHUCK:
No. Sorry.

DELILAH:
Do you know when the next book is gonna get published?

CHUCK:
| don'tknow, D... Probably in a few months... I'm gonna try to extend the deadline again, I'm not
happy with what | have so far.

Delilah puts on a sweatshirt and shoes. She walks to Chuck, kisses him, then kisses her fingers
and places them on his lips.

DELIL AH:
Charles...

Charles looks at Delilah.

DELILAH:
We are in this together, okay? Always...

CHUCK:
Yeah, | know. Always.

DELILAH:
You and me, always... For life... Okay?

Chuck nods.

DELILAH:



Okay?

CHUCK:
| said okay!

DELILAH:
You nodded...

CHUCK:
Okay! (Kisses Delilah on the cheekorry, | just have a lot on my mind right now and | wanna
work on some writing.

DELILAH:
| know, but it's just temporary stress, just a temporary funk... You will get out of it soon.

CHUCK:
| know.

DELILAH:
We all get in funks, it's okayKisses Chuck.Everything will be alright love, | promise.

Delilah walks to the door and stops just before exiting.
DELILAH:

I'm gonnago to the spa then do some shopping... Might see a movie after, depending on what's
playing, and may grab a few drinks with the girls, we'll see...

CHUCK:

Okay, just keep me posted. | love you.

DELILAH:

Love you too, I'll see you later tonight, yeah?

CHUCK:

Of course... Thank you for understanding, | love you so much.
DELILAH:

| love you too... Even though you hate me.

Chuck chuckles.

CHUCK:

You know | don't hate you...

DELILAH:



| know... But you hate me more than writing... Five years together, and writing gets to stay, |
have to go... | see how it is, | understand the situation.

CHUCK:
D, ¢'mon, you know you will always be my number one! Over everything else in the world, you
know that.

DELILAH:
| know...

Delilah kisses her fingers and waves goodbye.

DELILAH:
See you soon, get some good writing done.

CHUCK:
See you soon, | love you!

Chuck kisses his fingers and waves goodbye. Delilah wavesxasdChuck sighs, rubkis
face, then takes a long pause. He looks around the audience, looks up to the sky, then points up.

CHUCK:
Whatever's up there... Please help me.

Lights fade, music rises.

End of Scene



Act One, Scene Two

Time: Threehours later.
Setting: Cafe at the Plaza.
At Rise: Lon Pockets is reading a manuscript at a backroom table by himself, jotting down

notes occassionally as he reads. There is a water and a coffee on the table. He is
an elderly man, late 50s or 60,ldang, a beard, glasses, dressed in a suit coat

and corduroy pants. He continues reading for a moment then chuckles. Waiter
enterswith a pot of coffee.

WAITER:
More coffee, sir?

LON:
... I'm sorry?

WAITER:
More coffee?

LON:
Oh! ... Yes, plese! Thank you so much.

WAITER:
Hey, you got it.

Waiter pours more coffee.

LON:
That's good, that's good... Thank you.

WAITER:
At your service, sir!

Waitersmiles, salutes, nods, therits Lon smiles, a bit confused at the Waiter's behavior.
He continues to read for another moment before Chutkrs

CHUCK:
There he is, there he is! ... Mr. Lon Pockets, in the flesh! Greatest editor in the fuckin world!

Lon holds up a finger while dtileading.



LON:

Shhhhh, you made me wait here twenty minutes, I'm finishing this chapter.
CHUCK:

Dude... I'm sorry.

Lon holds up a finger and continues reading. Chuck sits down, looks around the room, then
looks down at the menu. He skims through ickjyi then closes it and tosses it on the table.

CHUCK:
You get a coffee?

Lon nods.

CHUCK:
Black?

Lon nods.

CHUCK:
Any good?

Lon nods, still reading. Chuck starts to bounce his knee, growing a little more impatient.

CHUCK:
Alright c'mon Lon, | said I'm sorry! ... We're just gonna sit here in silence? Delilah made me
late, | texted you, you know how clingy she can be.

LON:
(Still reading): I'm almost finished with this chapter, just hold on... It definitely won't take me
20 minutes.

CHUCK:
Look, I'm sorry, but we're both here now, so... Can we just talk?

LON:
You made me wait here over twenty minutes, you can wait two.

CHUCK:
You're so petty man! D was holding me up, | texted you!

LON:
| don't mind waiting, as long a®u don't, Chuck... Treat others the way you want to be treated.

Lon continues reading. Long Pause. The Watders



WAITER:

(To Chuck)Heyyy, welcome to Cafe at the Plaza! My name is Zach, and I'll be your server
today! Can | start you off wittomething to drink besides water?

CHUCK:

Um... Just a coffee and water, thanks.

WAITER:
Just coffee and water?

CHUCK:
Yeah... Just a coffee and water, that's what | said...

WAITER:
Sure, you got it, no problem! Be right back with those, §lis.Lon): Are you still good sir, can
| get you anyting else? More coffee?

LON:
No, no, I'm good, thanks...

WAITER:
Hey, you got it sirs! Be right back with that coffee and water.

CHUCK:
Thank you.

The Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, teeis Long pause. Lon continues reading, as Chuck
again starts to bounce his knee and now also tap the table. He looks around the room, growing
more impatient.

CHUCK:
Nice room they got us back here..

Lon nods. The Waiteanterswith a coffee for Chuck.

WAITER:
Aaaand, here you go sir, one hot coffee... Can | get you two sirs anything else at the moment?

CHUCK:
Uhhh yeah, a water?

WAITER:
Sure! T'llbe right back with that, sir. Would you like ice?

CHUCK:
Um, sure.



The Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, and Chuck cuts him off.

CHUCK:
You know, you don't have to do that every time.

WAITER:
Do what?

CHUCK:
That... The whole smiling, and nodding, aaduting, and bowing shit, please stop doing that.

WAITER:
I'm sorry sir, it's part of our training... We have to do it in the private rooms.

CHUCK:
That is so weird...

WAITER:
Sorry if it makes you uncomfortable sir, | can ask my manager if $twgo?

CHUCK:
No, no, I mean it's fine, | don't want to get your manager involved here.

WAITER:
Okay no worries, I'll be right back with that water.

Waiterexits. Chuck looks at Lon, confused.

CHUCK:
What the fuck?

LON:
(Still reading): What?

CHUCK:
Did | not ask for a coffee and a water?

LON:
| wasn't listening, I'm reading.

Pause. The Waiteantersagain with a water for Chuck.

WAITER:
Aaaand, one water for you, sir! ... Can | get you two sirs anything else at the moment?



CHUCK:
Nope we're god, thank you! That's all for now.

WAITER:
No worries! I'll just be out in the front room if you guys need anything else, just holler.

CHUCK:
Great, thank you.

WAITER:
No problem, sirs.

Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, thexits. Lon finishes reading the chapter, closes the manuscript,
and sets it down on the table. He finally looks over at Chuck.

LON:
Chuck! How you doing?

CHUCK:
I'm good man, how was the chapter? Real page turner?

LON:
Cecil B. Hayes.

CHUCK:
What about him?

LON:
That's who I'm reading.

CHUCK:
Wait, you're editing Cecil B. Hayes' newest book?

LON:
Draft, not book... I'm editing his newest draft.

CHUCK:
Whaaat that's fuckin awesome, Lon! ... Damn, proud of you man, that's huge! He's like the
biggest writer in the world right now.

LON:
| know, thank you... Don't act so surprised, you do know who | am, don't you?

CHUCK:
Yeah man, Lon Fuckin Pockets!



LON:
And don't you forget it.

CHUCK:
Wow... That's a fuckin huge grab, Lon, congrats man, seriously... Steve Regal's not editing him
any more?

LON:

Nope... Cecil has used a few different editors throughout his career, likes to switch it up... I'm not
the first and | won't be the last... Apparently, he liked my work on Tuscon Swan and Lisa

Finch's last book... His manager messaged me on LinkedIn, and the rest was history.

CHUCK:
Wait, Cecil B. Hayes read my book?

LON:
Yeah... He said he "actually kinda liketitoo!

CHUCK:
Shut the fuck up! What did he say??

LON:
Just that... "l actually kinda liked it." ... That was it, then we started talking about something else.

CHUCK:
Woooow, get the fuck outta here man, that's insane! like'the best writer in the world right
now, that is huge!

LON:
He is the highegtaid writer right now, | don't know about the best... Especially not after reading
the first few chapters of this draft... Hoping it sells just as well though.

CHUCK:
Realy? Damn... That's crazy, Cecil B. Hayes likes my book!

LON:
Kinda.

CHUCK:
That's a huge endorsement!

LON:
It's not an endorsement Chuck, don't get ahead of yourself.

CHUCK:
What do you mean, it's an endorsement!



LON:

It's not an endorsement, sigiot holding a press conference or doing a speech or organizing a
rally endorsing his own competition, hell, he'll never even comment on it in public, | guarantee
that... Old successful writers are bitter and competitive, it's a tight book market eutadler

with all the movies, shows, and streaming options... You got podcasts now too, any music you
want at your fingertips, not as many people are reading books anymore.

CHUCK:
Well fuck, man... It would be nice if he could put in a good word padeast or radio show or
something... Can we get an interviewer to ask him about it? How does that work?

LON:
It doesn't... The interviewers are going to ask what they want to ask and what they've been
approved to ask.

CHUCK:
Well, I'm glad he "kinda"ikes my book, that's huge for me personally, even if it will never be
known publicly.

LON:
It would help sales of your new book if we could get him to say something positive about your
last one in public... | just don't see that happening, unfortunately.

CHUCK:
| don't care about sales, Lon, you know that, I'm not in it for the money... Although money does
make everything a hell of a lot easier.

LON:

Money might make things easier, but it doesn't necessarily makebtttam.. Imagine if you

just thoudnt about ejaculating, and then you ejaculated! You would be so easy, but you would
never enjoy the pleasures of intercourse!

CHUCK:
Lon, nobody under the age of 70 says "intercourse”.

LON:

I'm just saying, there is something rewarding about havingt& hard at something and
actually earning it... There is satisfaction in that, and too much money can take parts of that
satisfaction away, when everything is so easy.

CHUCK:
Lon, I don't know what the fuck you're talking about, but | do know that movadges most
things a hell of a lot easier... | grew up poor, now I'm rich, and life is much easier for me.



LON:
But is it better just because it's easier? You dealty seem to be doing much better, personally
Chuck, if I'm being honest... You're drinking too much, and you're depressed.

CHUCK:
I'm not depressed Lon, that's not true... And I've cut back on my drinking a lot.

LON:
You've cut back, yes, but it'dlbtvay too much... I know it's a process, and I'm proud of you for
the strides you've made, but it's not enough, you need to keep fighting.

CHUCK:
I'm fine, Lon! Honestly, I'm good, so just fuckin drop it.

Beat.

LON:

You don'thave to lie, Chuck, | can tell when you're lying, and | can tell when something's up...
Just be honest, you know you can talk to me about anything, I'm never going to judge anything
you say.

CHUCK:
What are you, my fuckin therapist? | said I'm fine, Ldm good, really. Just fuckin drop it,
let's talk about the book.

LON:
I've known you how long now? You've been in a funk for a while now, longer than usual, and
I'm worried man. We're all worried!

CHUCK:
I'm fine, Lon! | don't like the manuscripbrought today, but what else is new?

LON:
Oh, who cares if you dorlke the manuscript, you have to take care of your health first and
foremost... The work will follow.

CHUCK:

| care, Lon! | care about publishing something I'm actually passionate about, something |
actually like, something | can feel proud of! Yol s@u want me to take care of my health, but

that will help my health! What's not helping my health is publishing shitty novels to sell to the
ignorant masses because of some fucking piece of paper | signed! ... And everybody just ignores
me and thinkshat I'm selfish for wanting to publish something I'm proud of? "You should be
thankful for your success", "So many writers never get published", blah, blah, blah! How is it
supposed to make me feel better when nobody supports me and everyone just salfsh?



LON:

We are supporting you Chuck, everyone is supporting you! But at the same time, we have a
legal contract with these people, and we have to hold up our half of the agreement... We're
artists, but we're also professionals here man, tinstiamateur hour... So, no, | don't care if you
like the manuscript or not, you never do, and you will always be able to write more! | have no
sympathy for that, do your passion projects whenever the fuck you want to!

CHUCK:
Just let me submit the shiiantto submit! Is that too much to ask??

LON:

Yes! Itis! Chuck, as your editor, as your advisor, and most importantly, as your friend... | know
what these guys will do if we don't hold up our half of the agreement. And it won't be pretty! 30
yearsin this industry, you learn a thing or two... You start to notice trends, how people react,
how establishments act... And if we wait around until you write something you're proud of, we'll
be waiting around for years! A deal is a deal, and I'm sorrydausigned it... We promised

three books within a certain time, so we're going to give them three books in that time... This is
not a debate, and | don't really give a shit if you like it or not, to be honest with you... Do your
little passion projects oyour own time, a deal is a deal.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Can we just push the deadline back a little more? Please? Like two weeks?

LON:
Chuck, no! I've pushed them back too many times already, they want something now.

CHUCK:

Lon, c'mon man! | got a repuia to uphold here! | got a career to worry about! | don't wanna
publish some shitty ass book just for the sake of publishing it! How's that gonna reflect on my
legacy? That's not fair to me, that's not fair to you as my editor, and it's not faifaoshy

LON:

Life's not fair, Chuck! ... Look, nothing in the contract says you have to like what they publish...
These guys are pissed, and | need to give them something today or the deal is off... I've stalled
for us as long as | could... We need to gheem something today, and if we want to make some
changes later, we can make some changes later.

CHUCK:

Ohhell no, I've heard that before, it never pans out! Sure, | could make a couple tweaks here
and there, but nothing major... I'm not just trying to make a few tweaks here and there, I'm trying
to give them something completely different and new! Ancdebett



LON:

| know what you're trying to do, but it's too fucking late! For Christ's sake, Chuck, it's too late!
(Beat.) I'm sorry... | don't know what else to tell you... Either you give me something today, or
the deal is off... I'm sorry.

CHUCK:
Canyou just ask for two more weeks? Please?

LON:

Chuck, for the last time man, this isn't the fucking mafia! This is not our legal system, there is
no negotiating, there is no more pushing back... They will take us to court, and we all know how
that ends..Is that what you want?

CHUCK:
Bullshit, I'll self-publish!

LON:
Chuck... First of all, you don't have the funds to-pelblish... And second of all, you're really
not that famous.

CHUCK:
Anyone can selpublish, Lon! With social media and the intet now, it's easy!

LON:
Yeah, how many followers do you have on Facebook? You're not even on Instagram or Twitter.

CHUCK:
| could still seltpublish, and you could help me!

LON:

Chuck, I'mnot wasting my time with that... Millions of people try to saliblish every day, and
99% of them fail... You know why? Because it's really fucking hard! | love you like a brother,
and you're probably my best friend, but

CHUCK:
Whoa, "probably” youbest friend? That's messed up, Lon! Youdainitelymy best friend...
And you aredefinitelymy best editor too, no probablies about it.

LON:
Chuck, I'm your only editor... Look, the point is, I'll be fine without this deal, really... But | can't
say the same for you... You need this, financially, professionally, and personally.

Pause.



CHUCK:
You know it's funny, Lon... You seem so dedicated to this contract, and for what? To make
some rich, old white bastards richer? And older, and morerdysta

LON:
| don't give a fuck about those old rich white bastards, but it's something | agreed to do... And |
am a man of my word. Why can't you understand that?

CHUCK:
Where is your passion, man? Selling out for Cecil B. Hayes, who are you?

LON:
You were just congratulating me on that... ?

CHUCK:

You were supposed to loeyeditor, dude! You were supposed to haweback! What the hell
happened to Lon Pockets, my friend? The guy who supported me no matter what | wanted to
write, no matter wat | wanted to do?

LON:

Chuck, we have a legal, contractual agreement here, with the largest publisher in the nation... If
you break this contract, they will take you to court, and they will win... Andwibue

bankrupt... Now, | know you're a little drunk, but let's not gktulous here.

CHUCK:
... I'm not drunk, Lon... I'm not.

LON:
Okay.

CHUCK:
I'm not! | haven't had a single drop of alcohol all day... | haven't smoked anything either.

LON:

Look, Chuck... I've supported you on everything you've ever wanted to dbakvedys will!

And I'm supporting you on writing you passion projects, but a contract is a contract... | don't
want you to lose your house or career, so stop being so fucking difficult, please... They will sue,
they don't care, believe me, I've seelffause)So are you gonna give me a draft what?

Long Pause.

CHUCK:
Well... | guess you don't leave me much of a choice...



LON:
Thank you. Jesus.

CHUCK:
The only thinkg | ask of you, Lon Pockets, is that you tell them | have something-lmtteh
muchbetter!- that | can have ready in like, a week... Two weeks tops.

LON:
Okay. I'll tell them.

CHUCK:
I'm serious!

LON:
Me too, I'll them!

CHUCK:
Will you?

LON:
Yes!

CHUCK:
... You promise?AExtends his hand for a shake.)

LON:
Yes, fuck! (Shakes Chuck's handYjou're like a fucking gnat today, you know that?

CHUCK:
Well... Just for the record, I'm not proud of this draft.

Chuck finally takes out the manuscript and plops it onto the table.

LON:

Yeah, | kinda got that alregd

CHUCK:

Hell, I haven't been proud of anything recently, that's the problem! ...The only things I'm even
proud of right now are you and Delilah... Fucking editing Cecil B. Hayes, you dog! ... | mean,

fuck that guy, but like... It's cool he likes my bobkit... Ya know fuck that guy... Stealing my
editor, that shit's not cool! ... Saying my book sucks in public, but it's great in private? What is
that?



LON:

He never said it was great, not even in private... Look, | know it sucks handing something in that
you're not proud of, | get it. But there are other variables in place here, we all have to do things
we don't want to... All we can do is move on... Thait'sve can do, just keep moving.

Chuck sighs.
Long Pause.

CHUCK:
| don't know, Lon... | just know | can do better, you know?

LON:
Of course you do! We all think that, always! Shit, show me an artist who's satisfied with their
entire career, andll'$how you a fraud.(Pause.) What's the page count?

CHUCK:
52... Double sided.

LON:
Wow... Why is it so shortfOpens and skims the manuscrigtdly shit... Is this poetry?

CHUCK:
Yeah.

LON:
You wrote a poetry book?

CHUCK:
Yeah... Something neiim trying.

LON:
Uhm.... And when were you gonna tell?

CHUCK:
| just told you.

LON:
No you did tell me, | found out by looking at it... Is the other piece you're working on poetry too?

CHUCK:
Yeah.

LON:
Well... We'llsee, | don't know.



CHUCK:
We'll see what?

LON:
We'll see what they say! We'll see how much help I'll be, | don't really edit poetry man... Have
you ever known me to edit a poetry book, in all the years you've known me?

CHUCK:
Well I've never writtera poetry book in all the years you've known me, but why can't we try?

Beat.

LON:

| mean, we'll see if they even want to publish this... They have published poetry before, but it's
not really their forte... Plus, you've never published poetry beforegkCiiau're not really

known as a poet.

CHUCK:
Fuck you dude, | am too a poet!

LON:
I'm not saying you're not a poet, I'm saying you've never published poetry before.

CHUCK:
Why can't | start now? I'ra fuckin good poet, dude, trust me.

LON:
You can, and | do trust you.

CHUCK:
The other manuscript is better, I'm telling you.

LON:
I'm excited to read this one... And what specifically don't you like about it?

CHUCK:
Well... For one, the plot.

LON:
The plot?

CHUCK:
Yeah, the plot.

LON:
There's no plot in poetry.



CHUCK:
There are too plots! ... | also don't like the characters either.

LON:
Alright, so shitty plot, shitty characters... What else? How is the dialogue?

CHUCK:
Well, the dialogue is alright, | guess... But it's poetry dialogue, ya know.

LON:
Poetry dialogue, right... What do you mean by "poetry dialogue"?

CHUCK:
Poetry dialogue, you know, like... Short.

LON:
Short, akhuh.

CHUCK:
Like haikus n' shit, ya know.

LON:
Right.

CHUCK:
Like -

LON:
Like line breaks.

CHUCK:
Right.

LON:
Broken up short lines.

CHUCK:
Right! Exactly.

LON:
Hm.

Pause. Chuck sighs loudly.



CHUCK:
| should seHpublish.

LON:
Easier said than done, my friend. If it wénat easy, everyone would be doing it.

CHUCK:

Fuck Barnes and Noble, ya know, fuck Borders... They're like the Appleby's and Chili's of
bookstores... Shitty, corporate, bland, Amerieas chains... No character, no culture, no care
for their employees,ane of that!

LON:

Well... I wish we could all do the things we love for tkasonswe love them, that would be the
dream... And not just because other people say that we should or that we have to... We should not
be creating art so that a huge corporatian get a little bit richer, I'm 100% with you on that.

Pause

CHUCK:
| just want to write for myself.

LON:
That sounds kind of selfish, no? Just doing something for yourself?

CHUCK:
| guess a little bit, yeah... Is it selfish to want tchappy?

LON:
What about writing for your loved ones, for you family, your friends, your fans? What about all
of them?

CHUCK:
Well apparently | don't have as many fans anymore as | thought | did.

LON:
Don't you want to write for others to experiené& Don't you want to write to help others,
inspire others, make others think? Perhaps make this world a slightly better place in the process?

CHUCK:
Eh... I guess.

LON:
Is that not why you signed that contract? To share your writing with the world?

CHUCK:
| guess...



LON:

You guess... You know, my dad once told me that the best way to do good for others is by first
doing good for yourself... So, of course you have to do good for yofirself Of course you

have to get your mind right, get your body right... But oncedmmgood for yourself, you're then

in the best position to do good for others... Which is what it's all about.

CHUCK:
Wise man...

LON:
Wise indeed.

The Waiterenters realizing he's interrupting a moment.
Awkward pause.

WAITER:
Oh, umm..Sorry sirs, | can come back?

LON:
No, you're good.

WAITER:
Sorry to interrupt that nice little moment you two were just having, but can | get you anything
else besides just the check?

LON:?
Just the check is fine, thanks... Chuck, you want anything else

CHUCK:
No, I'm good, thank you though... Just the check, yeah, that will be great, thank you so much.

WAITER:
Hey yeah, you got it! Be right back with that, sirs.

The Waiter smiles, nods, therits Lon and Chuck sip their coffeeditence. Long Pause.

LON:
Are we good?

Chuck nods.

LON:
| gotta hear it, are we good?



CHUCK:
We're good! 1 just said yes.

LON:
You nodded... It was newerbal.

CHUCK:
Again with the norverbal!

LON:
It's dismissable in court!

CHUCK:
So is someosis word!

LON:
But you know what's not? A written and signed contract.

CHUCK:
You old Jewish bastard... | love you man.

LON:
| love you too, Chuck.

They hug. Pause. Lon picks up Chuck's manuscript and flips through it.

LON:
| know you hate handing in stuff you don't like, or aren't proud of, | get it... So, thank you.
Really. It means a lot to me.

CHUCK:
You're welcome...

LON:
You'll get ba& there Chuck, you'll start writing stuff you're proud of again... | know it.

CHUCK:
Thanks, Lon... Hey, can | ask you a question?

LON:
Sure.

CHUCK:
When is the last time you wrote anything original?



LON:
Chuck... You know | donlvrite anymore.

CHUCK:
| mean, what, it's been like 20 years?

LON:
Dude... You know why | don't write anymore... Why do you always try to make things personal?

CHUCK:
| don't always try to make things personal... Are you still not writing because wftble Nancy
thing? She died like 20 years ago!

LON:
Chuck, that's a dick move, mar{Stands up and puts on his coalth getting outta here.

CHUCK:

Look, Lon, I'm sorry... I'm not trying to make things personal, I'm just asking honestly... I'm
sory... You just haven't written anything in like 20 years, so how would you know how it feels,
how would you get it? ... This isn't 2001, and this isn't the fuckin local Oregon monthly Poetry
Review here.

LON:
Fuck you, Chuck... Man, you really let thagny tiny little bit of fame get to your head, huh?

CHUCK:

How would you even know about the creative process anymore? You're not a creative! You've
never been a creative, you're a fucking grammar nerd! A grammar nerd who has been riding the
coattailsof better writers for the past 20 years!

LON:
You know how | know you're not a creative? Because you use the fucking term "a creative"...

CHUCK:
Where is your passion, man? Where is your passion for art? And when did you start doing this
shit justfor the money? Like it's just any other business, huh?

LON:

Why the fuck would | edit books if | didrftave a passion for it, Chuck? | never lost my passion,
you just lost your way, my friend... Nancy was my muse, then she died, so the inspiration just
stopped... I've told you this before, is that what you wanted to hear? What else do you want from
meman?

CHUCK:
Nothing... I'm sorry | brought it up.



LON:

You don't think | wish something would pop into my head staglin my head? But it just

doesn't man! ... Some otheworldly being, some force outside of myself, it never comes

anymore! Insteadt goes to assholes like you who don't know what to do with is except bitch
and complain all day every day and drink yourself into a terrible depression... Howvigist
something would rain down over me like it used to! But it doesn't, Chuck! Is tizdtyu

wanted to hear? ... So now what? Now I'm stuck editing for cheap hacks and wannabe writers
like yourself... I'm gettin the fuck outta here, and don't call or text me... | don't need all this
fucking negativity.

CHUCK:

I'm trying to create art foart's sake here, man! Not just for some fucking publishing monsters!
And what are you doing? You're basically a fucking proofreader, Lon, you're not an artist! | can
have a computer do what you do for me! But not vice versal

Lon picks up his cofée finishes it, then slams the mug down on the table.

LON:

Without these "publishing monsters” as you call them, you would still be a poor, homeless, sad
excuse for a writer, living on couches and in vans... Smoking weed all day, being too lazy to ever
actually put the fucking work in! ... Without these publishing monsters, without these production
houses, without these studios and theaters, none of our art would be seen! It would all be tucked
away in basements and attics, collecting dust, lost or thergon corners and alleys and tiny

drawers, buried under car parts in garages, blown away with leaves at bus stops... And nobody
would ever experience it! ... All of our art would just be random sketches and scribblings and
notes where nobody ever looked?oems on napkins and crumpled paintings collecting dust

under beds, held from the public eygPause)ls art art if nobody experiences it?

Pause. Lon throws some cash down on the tableebkien
Chuck looks around the room, pauses, thepsltis head and sighs. He stands up, slowly
begins pacing. He stops for a second to take a sip of coffee, then puts the mug back down slowly,

looking back in the direction where Lon left. He shakes his head and rubs his face and head with
his hands. Hsaits back down and starts writing something in a pocket notebook.

Lights fade, music rises.

End of Scene.



Act One, Scene Three

Time: Friday night, 9:12 p.m.
Setting: The Reynolds' dining room.
At Rise: Chuck's friend and financial advisor, Monty Reynolds, is hosting a dinner party

with his wife Claudia. At the table sit Chuck, Delilah, Lon, and Claudia. Monty,
already finished with his meal, is standing at the head of the table #spa&ch.
The others are finishing up the last of their food and drinks.

MONTY:

- And this thing is just like lookin up at me, likand | mean, like | fucking kid you not, it has
really, really fierce lookin eyes, mate, just likeextremely extremely fierce yes, right, like
scary lookin eyes, you know what | mean? ... You know what | mean, Chuck?

CHUCK:
(Looking at the ground, barely paying attentioffrierce eyes! Got it, Monty!

MONTY:

Super fierce, just like I'm talkin like really fierce, mate... dSt's eyes are like completely
bonkers, just popping out of it's skull like ti{Re-enacting it.) It was bloody terrifying, mate, it
really was!

CHUCK:
Mmhmm?? ... And.... ?

Awkward pause. Monty takes a sip of his drink.

MONTY:

... And yeah, so anyway... My dog just keeps barking and barking, and this fuckin possum is just
screamin at me, screeching and squealing, and I'm holding my ground, mate, you know, like, I'm
just starin right back at him, ya know? Not flinching, not mgyinothing... Then | start yellin

back at him, mate, like fuck it... And then we're both just screaming at each other, this possum
and me, and we're screaming bloody murder at each other, and my dog's barking as loud as he
can, and this was all going oorfwhat felt like an eternity.(Pause) It was probably only like

ten to fifteen seconds in real time, but if felt like forever... And I'm not sure if this thing's gonna
jump out at me and attack, if it had rabies, if it was starving, or what the Gitweds. ..

CHUCK:
Definitely had rabies.

MONTY:
Chuck, can I finish my story? Or you going to keep interrupting, nf{&tie@ck makes a face at
Monty, then looks back down at the ground.)So I'm yelling at this possum in my garbage can,



and it smelldike shit... My dog is barking... Then this fuckin possufReacheslown... In to the
pile of garbage he had been living and shitting in for like a week, it scoops up a handful of it's
ownshitl - | kid you not! Picks up it'swn shit with it's little gimp and injured paw... Then

fuckin throws it- right in my face!!

The whole room bursts into laughter except Chuck, who continutes to stare at the floor, distant..

MONTY:

| swear to God, | kid you not!! This little fucker g®d up it's own shit... Then threw it in my
face... And it was definitely mixed in with like other garbage chunks and shit, I'm sure... And
then! After I'm distracted and wiping my eyes and face, the fyekgrsout of the garbage bin,
limp jogs down tle alley, turns the corner, never to be seen from again.

Everyone is laughing and having a great time except Chuck, who has not smiled the whole scene.
Monty laughs, takes another sip of his drink, then sighs.

DELILAH:
Wow... Monty, that was... That wasgreat story, that was hilarious.

MONTY:
Yeah... It was pretty crazy.

DELILAH:
Seriously, you're a great story teller, that was so funny!

MONTY:
Why thank you, thank you, not so bad yaself...

Beat.

LON:
| can'tbelieve that actually happened to you too.

MONTY:
Actually happened! True story.

DELILAH:
Wow.

MONTY:
Yeah.

LON:
Wow.



MONTY:

Yeah... | was like, did that really just happen? ... Did that possum really just stay a week in my
garbage bin, rent freéree food included, then throw it's own feces in my face and book it? ... In
my face??

LON:
Yeah, that's crazy.

CHUCK:

That's nuts, Monty! That's fuckin nuts man, you're soooo crazy! Wow, so interesting, dude!!
Such a cool guy, so chill, so interestirso mysterious! You're so amazing, Monty, and you
don't even know it... Such a great fuckin storyteller dude, proud a' ya!

Pause.

CLAUDIA:
I've heard it so many times, but it is a good story...

MONTY:
We all know you'véheard it a lot... Welp! Whose ready for dessert?? We got chocolate
cheesecakandblueberry tart.

CHUCK:
Ooh, I'll have some! Me! MEMEEEEE!!!! (Raises his hand, waving it frantically.)

MONTY:
Atta boy! You're always down, Chuck, my man... You waoth? (Chuck nods.Lool, so two
for Chuck, two for me, two sides of vanilla ice cream, Chuck, you want vanilla ice cream, right?

CHUCK:
Uh... Does chocolate syrup make everything better? ... Is that even a question?

MONTY:
Well that answers it... Argne else?Slight Pause)Aw c'mon, don't be shy! Lon, you want
some dessert?

LON:
I'm good, Monty... Thanks though.

MONTY:
Delilan?(Delilah shakes her head.) Claudia?(Claudia shakes her headG'mon, | got plenty
to share! | made sure to geto desserts just for sharing.

CLAUDIA:
I'm good right now, thank you though babe.



MONTY:
Alright, alright, alright... But you're all missin out, I'm tellin'ya Lon, | got vanilla ice cream, |
know you love that shit, you old Jew bastaf@huckles.) ..No? Tough crowd!

LON:
I'm gonna go make some coffee.

MONTY:
Am | the only Jew who gets the vanilla ice cream after Shabbat, is that not a everybgdy th
(Lon shakes his head and shrug€mon, have some dessert with Chuck and I, just one!

LON:
You guys eat so much fucking dessert, it's weird...

MONTY:
Weird? (Shrugs)| don't see what's that weird about it.

LON:
I'm good... Thank you thoughYou guys enjoy.

MONTY:
Alright! I'll be right back then.

Monty claps his hands arexkits
Pause.

CLAUDIA:
So! ... Where would you say this new book ranks among your others, Chuck?

CHUCK:
| don't know...

CLAUDIA:
Well... Like, compared to your other ones, do you think it's better or worse?

CHUCK:

Well... I don't know Claudia, probably the worst? I'm not satisfied with it, at all. Is that what
you want me to say? Is that what you want to hear? Lon basicadlg me submit something |
didn't want to because of our "contractual agreement”, but I think it's a shitty book... Probably
my worst one yet... | don't know, | just hate it.

Slight Pause.

CLAUDIA:
Oh... Well... I'msure it's not so bad!



CHUCK:
Oh, it's bad!

CLAUDIA:
All of your books have been really good so far, Chuck! I think so, and I've read them all.

DELILAH:
Chuck is just being modest, the new one is amazing too... it's poetry.

CHUCK:
I'm not being modesl don't like it. Like at all.

LON:
Would you stop saying that you don't like it? It's finished, it's getting published, and we have to
promote it now, so would you stop saying stuff like that?

CHUCK:
So you want me to lie?

DELILAH:

He doesn't want you to lie, but you have to prep for interviews and signings and events, and
nobody's gonna be interested if you keep talking about how terrible it is! Which it's not, it's
really good!

CHUCK:
Delilah... That's how I feel, Lon... I'm not ggi to say one thing in private, and then turn around
and say the complete opposite thing in public, what kind of person would | be then?

LON:
Look, Chuck... If you keep going around, telling everyone how much the book sucks, then why
would anyone want teead it!

CHUCK:
Good! Don't buy it! | don't want anyone to buy it nor read it! | don't want people thinking this
is the writer I am now, cuz it's not!

LON:

| told you you're not a fucking poet, Chuck, but you went ahead and submitted it anyhate.. |
to break it you pal, but you're not a poet... Anybody can write one good book, have one
successful hit... Hell, it happens all the time, just look at me! ... The real measure of being a
great writer, a legend, is longevityolume, a career arc,callection of work.

Pause.



CHUCK:
Lon, c'mon man, what are you talking about? ... You know I'm not going to say anything
negative about the book in public, you know me better than that.

LON:
Well... These days, | don't know if | do, Chuck.

CHUCK:
What is that supposed to mean? ... For Christ sake, if | can't speak my mind here, with my closest
people, then where can I? Where the hell can | be honest with anyone in this world?

DELILAH:

You guys, stop bickering! The book is going to sell just,fdan't worry about that... It's a great
book, and you are a poet, and you already have a fanbase you can count on who will buy it just
based on your name alone.

CLAUDIA:
| think it's a fantastic book, too, honestly...

CHUCK:
You read it?

CLAUDIA:
Well yeah! | was curious what you thought about it though... Compared to your other works.

CHUCK:
Well... My other books are novels... This is poetry... So they're completely different.

CLAUDIA:
Either way, I think it's great... It's shorter, which is gquebple have short attention spans now...
Ya know, from the phones and internet and tv and alll.

CHUCK:
Right, no, | get it.

DELILAH:
| really liked it too... Chuck just hates all of his writing... Which is so unfair.

CHUCK:
How is that unfair?

DELILAH:

If I could write that well, I would be so thankful and blessed, and appreciate it... And you just
piss it off like it's shit, when clearly it's not... You're a more successful writer than anyone I've
ever met, and you're my husband, and | lovewsay much, and your new poetry book is
amazing.



Delilah kisses Chuck.

CHUCK:
Thank you, | love you too... You always say you love everything | write though.

DELILAH:
Because it's all good.

CHUCK:
No matter what | write, you always say it's great!

DELILAH:
What's wrong with that?

CHUCK:
How can | trust your honest critique of something | write when all you say is that you love
everything | write equally? And clearly they're not all written equally.

DELILAH:
I'm just being supportive Chuck, relax

CHUCK:
What the hell do you even know about poetry? You never read poetry, neither of you! Lon at
least reads poetry!

DELILAH:
Well, | can't help it if | don't read poetry, how was | supposed to know you were writing a poetry
book? You never tell menything! And you never let me read anything you're working on!

CHUCK:
But how can | take any of your criticism seriously when the feedback is always the fucking
same? Regardless of what | write!

CLAUDIA:
Chuck, please lower your tone... We're all just trying to be supportive here, that's all. Just calm
down, breathe...

CHUCK:

Well of course | appreciate all the support, but sometimes | don't need just blind support,
sometimes | just need some fucking ésty! Ya know? ... It seems like everyone is afraid of
telling me how they really feel or something, like everyone is afraid of upsetting me or
something... Because what, | wrote a shitty book a couple years ago and got lucky? All this ass
kissing is malhg me sick to my fucking stomach.

Monty enters with two plates of dessert. He sets one in front of Chuck and the other at his spot.



MONTY:
Well, well, well, here we are! | hope you're not too sick to your fucking stomach, cuz we got
dessert! Bon apjpiee!

LON:

I'm gonna go start that coffee and have a smqgl&ands up and puts his jacket olhat the

hell do you guys need three desserts for anyway, huh? You're both gonna die of diabetes eating
all that shit.

MONTY:
It's just two desserts, Lan

LON:
It's three.

MONTY:
Well it's... Two, with a side of ice cream.

LON:
That's three... Ice cream is a dessert pal, it's not a fucking condiment.

MONTY:
Just go smoke your cigarettes alrightet us have our cake and eat it too, would ya? Why do
you always have to be such a mungjaro?

LON:
Me a mungjaro?

MONTY:
Yes, you a mungjaro! Just go out and smoke your carcinogens and chemicals, then come back in
here and finish lecturing me abddalth.

LON:
Right... Anybody else want coffee?

DELILAH:
I'll take some, thanks!

Delilah stands up and gathers a few dishes.

CLAUDIA:
I'll join you.

Lon goes back to the table and to help gather a few dishes too, a cigarette hanging from his
mouth. lon, Claudia, and Delilah each start to exit with dishes.



LON:
Well... I'll make a whole pot then... Thanks again for dinner guys, everything was very
delicious.

DELILAH:
Sodelicious, seriously... Thank you guys so much.

CLAUDIA:
Of course, we had to celebrate the new book!

LON:
But of course! ... Enjoy the desserts, boslakes kissing sound towards them.)

Claudia, Delilah, and Lomxit. Chuck and Monty look at eacther, then down at their
desserts. Pause.

MONTY:
Well, the ice cream is melting, we should probably start eatifigands Chuck a fork.Bon
appetite.

They clink their forks together.

CHUCK:
Bon appetite, Monty.

MONTY:
Cheers, mate!

CHUCK:
Cheers.Mate.

Both dig in, eating in silence for a bit, enjoying their desserts. They occassionally smile and nod.
We hear just clinking, chewing, throat clearing, coughing, and face wiping for a solid minute.
Monty puts his silverware down then leans bablkewing.

MONTY:
Ahh... That blueberry tart though, am | right?

CHUCK:
(Nods.) You're right.

MONTY:
It's fantastic...

CHUCK:
Where's it from?



MONTY:
Solly's.

CHUCK:
The one on Delancey?

MONTY:
No, there's one in Kips Bay now.

CHUCK:
... Where's Kips Bay?

MONTY:

Mate, you know where Kips Bay is, like just north of East Village... | tell you this every time.

This one's open on Sundays, too... Best desserts in the city, in my opinion... Cakes, pies, cookies,
muffins... Breads, donuts, crassts, you fuckin name it, mate... Macaroons, everything.

CHUCK:
Is it a French bakery?

MONTY:

| mean... You could say that... Although, | consider macaroons in the same category as churros...
They're kind of like an adopted American food... Like taco®izza, nachos, brats... Like most

foods here, | suppose... | mean what's truly American and didn't come from some other country?
Hamburgers, | suppose... That might be the one true American food... Even apple pie existed in
other cultures, for centuriesSome type of bread and apple baked good for dessert... Typically,

it was with a bit of a thicker crust, you know... And less sugar, but... Idea was the same.

Long Pause.

MONTY:
So how you doing man? How've you been?

CHUCK:
Me? Oh, I'vébeen fine... New book's coming out soon.

MONTY:
Yeah? You excited?

CHUCK:
Eh, kinda... Little nervous... It's poetry.

MONTY:
Oh, cool... Well I hope it's another success, I'm sure it will be.



CHUCK:
We'll see... Or it'll flop, | don't know.

MONTY:
Nahh, I'm sure it'll be fine.

CHUCK:
Maybe my fans will leave me for another writer.

MONTY:
Nahh, that pretty surehat's not how fans operate, really... They can be fans of multiple writers.
| know | am.

CHUCK:
| know, you're a fan of a many things, Monty.

Beat. They both eat more dessert in silence.

MONTY:

So listen, Chuck, I, uh.(Clears his throat.)| wasrunning all your returns from last year... Your
ROIs, W2s, AGIs, everything... And, uh... It's not lookin too good right now... Actually lookin
pretty bad, to be quite honest... | think you need to start making some serious lifestyle changes,
like tomorrow.. Not just for your own health, but for your finances too... As your best friend and
your financial advisor, | am hoping and praying that this next book just crushes it out of the park,
but you know that is far from guaranteed... | can't advise yountinc@ your spending habits at

the pace you are with no guaranteed income coming in to replace it... Does that make sense?

CHUCK:
Hm... (Still eating and chewing.How bad are my funds?

MONTY:

To put it blunt, mate, it's bad... You're really in the med, worse than before... | mean, you're
making a little back from the scattering of appearances, the signings, the residuals from your old
books... And you should be fine if your next book sells well... Which it's expected to do, but like
you said, it's petry, it's new territory for you... Your readers don't know you as a poet.

CHUCK:
Then they'll get to know me as a poet.

MONTY:

Well, regardless of that... You have to alter your lifestyle... We have to promote the hell out of
this book over the next mth or two, can | count on you to put 100% towards pushing this thing
for us? ... And for your own health?

CHUCK:
Sure.



Chuck shrugs, mostly indifferent, still focused on the desserts, slowing down, getting full. Pause.

MONTY:
You'rehaving like no reaction to this, you don't seem worried or surprised even the slightest.

CHUCK:
| don't know, Monty... | knew | was in the red, but... This new book will help.

MONTY:

Right, like | said, yowshouldbe fine... If your new book sells even half as much as the last one
did, you'll be fine, but it won't last forever... You need to start making some lifestyle changes...
Delilah has expressed some concerns, and I'm concerned too... As your friend.ouHave y
thought about &rue savings account? | know you have one now, but you keep spending money
from it... Maybe like something you don't have access to?

CHUCK:
Why would | open a savings account that | can't access?

MONTY:
So you can actually save itlkhow you have a savings account, but you don't actually save the
money that's in it... Which defeats the purpose of even having a savings account.

CHUCK:
I'll see.

MONTY:

Well regardless of what happens with this book, you can't afford to keep livglgeh
physically, mentally, emotionally, nor financially... You just have to be smarter with your
money, that's all... It's not my money to spend or save, but you pay me to be your financial
advisor, so | feel obligated to have this talk with younidier not...

Slight Pause.

CHUCK:
That blueberry cheesecake though.

MONTY:

Right... That blueberry cheesecake... Are you even listening to me mate, this is S@iooty!
stares at Chuck, worried.) Is everything alright, mate? You've seemed duit for a while
now.

Chuck looks over at Monty, slightly confused.

CHUCK:
What do you mean?



MONTY:
Like... Are you doing okay? Mentally, physically? You're worrying us, Chuck.

CHUCK:
Who's us?

MONTY:
Everyone! Me, Delilah, Lon, Claudia, everyone! The drinking, the drugs, the depression... It's
been going on longer than usual, and we're all worried because we love you dude.

CHUCK:
| love you too, Monty... You've always been there for me... Ever simitegge man.

MONTY:

And | always will. But I just told you that you're deeply in debt, and you had like no reaction at
all... Lon said you were trying to break your contract with the publisher the other day, what's
going on mate? ... You can't affordldeak it off, you would get sued in court and lose
everything.

Chuck shrugs. Pause.

CHUCK:
| feel fine, honestly... I'm fine.

MONTY:
You know you can tell me anything, right?

CHUCK:
| know that, Monty, thank you.

MONTY:
If you ever need anything, just let me know, alright? I'm here... We're all here.

CHUCK:
I'm fine! Honestly, I'm just in a funk, but I'll get out of it... We all get in funks, right?

MONTY:
Right... I'm just asking, that's all... Because | care abowtwe all care about you, and I'm just
trying to help. (Raises his glass.pPestroviah! To your beselling book yet!

Chuck looks at him blankly. He grabs his drink, raises it slowly, then clinks it with Monty's.

CHUCK:
Pestroviah.



They both drink.Long Pause.

MONTY:
Ahh... So! Book release party, where we thinkin?

CHUCK:
| don't know... | don't really want to do one.

MONTY:
Chuck, we have to sell this book! Yaeedto sell a lot of copies... Where would you prefer to
have it?

CHUCK:

(Shrugs) | really don't care, Monty... Maybe Downtown Books again? | really don't care, just
pick a place... It's not like these events are going to decide the fate of this book, it's all online
now.

MONTY:

That'snot true, word of mouth mate, it's a powerful thing! Connections, relationship building,
networking, it's all part of it! You know this... I'll call Downtown Books tomorrow morning.
CHUCK:

Great... Do we really need to have a release party?

MONTY:
Chuck, c'mon, don't be like this!

CHUCK:
Don't be like what?

MONTY:
Like that! It'll be fun, mate. We'll have open bar, free food, the whole nine.

CHUCK:
Is that a good idea?

MONTY:
Is what a good idea?

CHUCK:
Open bar and all that. The whole nine.

MONTY:
Why wouldn't it be?



CHUCK:
| mean, if I'm in the red and all.

MONTY:
Oh, it'll be fine! Like | said mate, once this book hits the shelves, once it starts flying off the
shelves, you should be good... But we gotta sell! We have to actively sell.

CHUCK:
Yeah, | getit, | getit... | just really hate doing these things, you knaw tha

MONTY:
| know, | know... Just two hours, that's all we a§kakes out his phone and checks something.)
I'm thinkin maybe the 26th? That's a Saturday, that work for you?

CHUCK:
Sure.

MONTY:
You got a preference for time?

CHUCK:
Not really.

MONTY:
Alright, I'll call tomorrow and book it for 7 or 8(Puts phone away.)

CHUCK:
Great.

Pause. Monty stands up.

MONTY:
Well... I'm gonna go grab another drink, you wanna come?

Chuck stares at him blankly..

CHUCK:
Ya know, I've been thinkirvionty...

MONTY:
About? (Sits back down.)



CHUCK:
What if death was like... not the end? You know?

MONTY:
Mm, no. | don't know.

CHUCK:

Like, what if death was just the beginning of another new chapter? ... What if we're all just
waiting around tdoe born again, you know? And what if when we die, we actually go home,
being born into our new life?

Monty nods and thinks for a moment. Pause.

MONTY:
Well... That's a beautiful thought, and | guess you could be right... No one really knows, and
thats the beauty and the fear of it all, right?

CHUCK:
Right... So we should just try to enjoy this chapter as much as possible, right? ... Cuz it's a
transitional period, right? Until we're born again.

MONTY:

Maybe. (Monty puts his arm around ChucHK.}hink you might be right, old friend... Let's go
grab another drink, huh?

Monty stands up.

CHUCK:
Sure..(Stands up.)

MONTY:
Hell, we gotta book to celebrate here, right! Fuckin A.

MONTY:
Fuckin A... Got a booko celebrate here.
Monty slaps Chuck on the back. Bettit with their drinks, leaving their dishes behind.

Lights fade, music rises

End of Scene.



Act One, Scene Four

Time: 8:00pm on Saturday, the 26th.
Setting: Downtown Books, &ookstore, downtown.
At Rise: Chuck is schmoozing with a few fans and investors of the publisher. He talks it

up with a small group of people, then chuckles for a few moments. Delilah enters,
slightly rushed and upset. She pauses on the opposite side of the stage of Chuck,
trying to make eye contact with him through a small puddle of people.

DELILAH:
Chates! (Waving) Charles!

Chuck looks over at Delilah, then gestures to his fans that he'll be right back. He calmly walks
over to Delilah on the other side of the stage, leaving the small group to talk amongst
themselves. Delilah hits him in the arm npld times in the arm as he approaches.

CHUCK:
Ow, what the hell!

DELILAH:
Youwhat the hell!

CHUCK:
Look, take it easy, D! We're in public..

DELILAH:
| don't care! Where the hell were you?? Where did you go?

CHUCK:
Where the hell wak? Where were you?? | waited for you for almost a half hour, the party
started an hour ago!

DELILAH:
You told meeight, Chuck!

CHUCK:
| told youseven!

DELILAH:
You told meeight



CHUCK:
| told yousevenD! Seven to nine, thatghat | said, | said | migheaveby 8:00pm, depending
on how it goes with the turnout.

DELILAH:
You told meeight And then you left me alone at the hotel! Again! This is twice in a row now,
Chuck, twice in two months!

CHUCK:

Listen, D... | know youe frustrated, | get it, but we're in public here, some of my fans are here...
Please lower your voice and just hear me out for one second... A, | told you it stadeerat

And B -

DELILAH:
You told me eight.

CHUCK:
And B! | called and texted yowhen the Uber pulled up, and you never answered!

DELILAH:
| was in the shower! You expect me to answer my phone when I'm in the shower? | don't jack
off to porn videos on my phone when I'm in the shower like you do, I'm sorry.

CHUCK:
What? Look, this is my job, D! | have to be here on time, with or without you... Plus, | paid for
your Uber here, what else do you want from me?

DELILAH:
An apology!

Beat.

CHUCK:
Look, I'm sorry... You weren't ready, and the event was startindyaw to leave... And for that,
I'm sorry... But | can not be late for my own book release party, you know that.

DELILAH:
| just really,really don't appreciate that, Charles, and this is twice in two months now... You're
just so selfish sometimes, and yadan't even realize it.

Pause.
CHUCK:

Love, this is my job. Okay? This is my career... It's not like we're going out to eat here, or going
out to a movie... | left without you because this isjaly and because | had to be on time... Of



course | wante to come here with you, but you weren't ready, so | had to go, and that's just the
way it is... That's all, nothing more, nothing less... I'm sorry, you're sorry, let's just move on.

Pause.

DELILAH:
Fine... But I'm still mad at you.

CHUCK:
Fine... Butl'm still madly in love with you.

DELILAH:
Oh, stop.

CHUCK:
Stop what?

DELILAH:
That! You're trying to charm me, and it's not gonna work.

CHUCK:
| don't know what you're talking about.

DELILAH:
I'm mad at you, stop...

CHUCK:
Good, I'mmad at you too.

DELILAH:
For what?? Not fair, | didn't do anything!

CHUCK:
You did too, you weren't ready on time! ... And | told you seven.

DELILAH:
Oh my God, are you serious right now? You told me eight!

CHUCK:

We're not doing this again... | vikad in here with Lon Pockets and Monty Reynolds, lookin like

a fuckin shmuck, when I could have been walking in here with the most beautiful woman in the
world... Walkin in lookin like a poorer, uglier version of Grumpier Old Men.

Chuck takes a swig from his flask. Moengers His is dressed very formally, grinning from
ear to ear with excitement, holding two shots.



MONTY:

Alright, alright, there he is!! Man of the hour, Chuck Riser! You sneaky son of a bitch, where
have youbeen mateq{Laughs and nods to Delilahl)see you two are having some real private
time, I'll just...(Starts to walk backwards, then stopkll)just be on my way out... When you're
ready for this shot, Chuck, come holler.

Monty walks over to themall group of people on the other side of the stage, offers a shot to a
young woman, cheers with her, and they both drink and mingle

CHUCK:
Alright, | should really get back out thergKisses Delilah.)I'm sorry again that | had to leave.

DELILAH:
(Shrugs.)lt's fine.

CHUCK:
Well... You look phenomenal... And | love you... See you out there?

DELILAH:
See you out there... I'm just gonna call my mom back real quick, she called while | was in the car
doing my makeup.

CHUCK:
Alright... I'll see yousoon, I love you!

DELILAH:
Love you too.

Chuck kisses Delilah, then walks over to the group of people.

CHUCK:
Alright, alright, who wants to see the painting@®eryone cheers.Jo the bar room we go!

Chuck leads everyone offstage, leaving Delilah alone. She pulls out a flask and takes a drink..
She then takes out some lipstick and relayers. She makes a kissy face at a pocket mirror, then
closes it and puts it back. She takes another sip fromatie fl

DELILAH:
Ahhh, men...

Montyenters He walks over to Delilah and silently, passionately starts making out with her.
She doesn't resist, and they continue to make out for a while before they hear a noise. They stop
and turn towards the door, stilh each other's arms. Pause.

MONTY:
| think we're good.



They start making out again, Monty getting friskier, putting his hands all over Delilah.

DELILAH:
Alright, alright, stop, stop!!

Delilah backs off and pushes Monty away.

DELILAH:
Stop, we'ran public... Someone could see us.

MONTY:
Oh c¢'mon, D, everyone's looking at his shitty painting!

DELILAH:
Monty...

MONTY:
Alright, alright, you're right... I'm sorry.

Beat.

DELILAH:
Is it still pretty dead out there?

MONTY:
Yeah... Where were you?

DELILAH:
Ah, | don't wanna talk about it.

MONTY:
Well... Turnout's alright... You know, we could just lock the door and be quiet?

DELILAH:
Monty! Are you insane? We're at my husband's book release party, just stop ite Wde ar
locking the door, and you will not even touch me any more tonight, do you understand?

MONTY:
Of course.

DELILAH:
Do not evertouchme while we are at this event, do you understand? Not even a hug.



MONTY:
Won't that be a little suspicious ifibn't even hug you goodbye?

DELILAH:
Fine, you can hug me goodbye, but that's it! Just very normal, limited touching...

MONTY:
Got it. (Pause)So, Chuck didn't seem too upset, did he buy it?

DELILAH:
... Buy what?

MONTY:
Whatyou told him about us?

DELILAH:
| didn't tell him anything about us... What would | tell him about us?

MONTY:
Oh, I just thought you were gonna tell him about Saturday... That we went shopping for new
shoes or whatever.

DELILAH:

Listen, Monty, | dort'want you to get the wrong idea here... You're sweet, and | appreciate what
we have had, but | alreay have a husband, oKM@ty nods.)I'm not looking for another

husband, okay?

MONTY:
Okay... Is it because he makes more money than me?

DELILAH:
Wha? God, no, stop it.

MONTY:
But you're unhappy, right? Why stay in an unhappy relationship, it doesn't make any sense! It
doesn't do either of you any good, really...

DELILAH:
It's a mutually beneficial relationship, Monty... And | really believe that, | always have, and |
always will... I love Charles more than anything in this world, it's just... You get bored, ya know?

... mean, he's always traveling, always putting his wof@rbeme, before everything! ...
Everything has always been secondary to his work, and | know that, I've always known that... |
knew that getting into it, but it's just... It's taking it's toll on me, ya know? After a while.



MONTY:
Yeah, | get it.

DELILAH:
... And of course people change, but some things don't ever change, r@dlyse.) Our
outside layers may change, but our inside layers will always stay the same... Like earth.

MONTY:
Oh God, you're starting to sound like Chuck...

DELILAH:

No really though! Earth's outside layers are always changing, but the inside layers stay the
same.. Our inner core is thick and strong, like lava and rock, but our outisde layers are thin and
penetrable, like rivers and trees.

Long Pause. Lon Pocketsaters holding a drink and an envelope.

LON:
Hey hey, sorry to interrupt, but have you guys seen Chuck around? ... | can't find him anywhere.

DELILAH:
He was just here a few minutes ago, he's not out on the floor? He was going to show some fans
his panting.

LON:
Oh God, that thing... No, he's not out there, | just checked... | was hoping he was in here with
you.

MONTY:
Damn... You check outside?

LON:
Yeah, | checked outside, | checked the bathroom, checked his car, can't find him anywhere.

MONTY:
Shit... Well, I'll help you find him.

LON:
Alright thanks Monty. We only got one hour left, | can't believe this guy.

DELILAH:
It'll be okay Lon, we'll ind him... Just relax, take a deep breath.

LON:
If he's not back soon, we're fucked here! | can only say he was shitting for so long, ya know?



MONTY:
Right... He's got IBS, everyone knows that... I'll find him.

Monty exits, somewhatirgently. LondPause.

LON:
Well... Pretty good turn out, right?

DELILAH:
Yeah, good turn out...

LON:
| just can't believe he fuckin left!

DELILAH:
He'll be back, Lon, | promise.

LON:
Well... I know he hates these things, fittssecret... And | do too, | just don't go around bitching
about it to the whole world, ya know?

DELILAH:
... Can you not say bitching?

LON:
What?

DELILAH:
Can you please not say bitching?

LON:
... Why not?

DELILAH:
Because it's degrading to women.

LON:
How is it degrading to women, I'm talking about Chuck!

DELILAH:
| know, but... The term bitchy is sexist.

LON:

How is it sexist if I'mtalking about a man? If someone is being bitchy or bitching about
something, | don't give a shit if it's a guy or a girl! It is not exclusive to women. If someone is
being a dick, I'll call them a dick, man or woman.



Beat.

DELILAH:
Well, | just think it's sexist...

LON:
It's not, but okay... | just | hope this book sells, | really do... He said he hates it, but he hates
everything he writes.

DELILAH:
He's never satisifed, you know that... The life of an artist, or so he says.

LON:
Right... You know, | tried talking to him about it... His depression, his drinking, the drugs, all of
it....

Slight Pause.

DELILAH:
Yeah, and?

LON:
And, | mean, you're right... It does seem to be going on for longer than usual, and it seems worse
thanusual.

DELILAH:
Well, no shit Lon! But what did he say when you brought it up?

LON:

| mean, nothing really... Just that he was fine, of course... Told me he thinks death is just a
rebirth or something... Said he thinks that when you die, you are reborn and go into a new home,
a new beginning... It was nice to hear some positive shit fiomactually.

DELILAH:
Uhhhm, sounds like he's just justifying death, which is not okay... I'm really worried he's
contemplating suicide, Lon.

LON:

Delilah, 1 highly doubt he's contemplating suicide... Even though he's still in denial about his
drinking, he did seem happier overall... And no offense, but | have known him much longer than
you, | think | would know if he was seriously contemplating suicide.

DELILAH:

You may have known hirflonger, but | know himbetter, Lon... Look, you're a nice man, .o
Pockets... And | have nothing but respect for you, honestly... Ask anyone, | always speak highly
of you... But if you really don't think Chuck is suicidal, you need tassess your relationship



with him and how real it actually is ... He's been tallkabgut writing something he's passionate
about for years! Literally years... | worry he'll never achieve it because he'll never be fully
satisfied with anything he writes or does! ... And he chooses to live his life this way, which is
part of the problemHe chooses to be unhappy, | swear to God! ... Evendfdwerite

something he was actually proud, he wouldn't admit it! And he would find something else to be
unhappy about, don't you sef?ong Pause.)Look, I've had these same conversations wiith h
over and over, countless times over the years, hundreds of times... You know how many
struggling writers would jugill for even the little bit of success that Charles has had?

LON:

So he wants to publish something he's proud of, who gives a $Ng?4ll do! Never being
satisfied keeps an artist hungry, it keeps them striving, it keeps them fresh and relevant, not
suicidal! Trust me, I'm right.

Chuck and Claudi&nter. They both have a drink in hand and are laughing.

CLAUDIA:
Oh my God, Chek, that was hilarious!

CHUCK:
(To Delilah and Lon):Right about what?

DELILAH:
What?

CHUCK:
Lon just said, "Trust me, I'm right"... Right about what?

LON:
The game last night... Where the fuck hgwea been, Chuck? | was looking all over for you.

CHUCK:
The Knicks game?

LON:
Yeah... She said the Knicks won last night against Utah, and they actually lost... It w&8112
| watched the whole thing.

Slight Pause.

CHUCK:
Hm... Yeah, their defese was terrible last night.

LON:
Right... Anyway, where the hell have you been man?? | couldn't find you anywhere.



CHUCK:
| was just outside smoking, it's all good.

LON:
Smoking where? | checked outside!

CHUCK:
Claudia and | were smoking a J in leer, chill out Lon.

Chuck opens a cabinet door and grabs an unmarked bottle of whiskey. He pours four shot
glasses.

LON:
Oh no no, I'm good.

CHUCK:
Aww, c'mon Lon! Gather round everyone, gather rofRduse) want the four of us to all take
a shot together... And | just want to say thank you to everybody in this room specifically...

DELILAH:
Aww, Monty should be here too.

CHUCK:

Nahh, fuck Monty.. Thankyouall for coming, thankouall for always being so supportive, |

really appreciate it... Even when I'm crabby and pooty, you guys, and nobody else, have always
been the most important people in my life... So che@slds up his shot glass.)

DELILAH:
Awww, we should go get Monty!

CHUCK:

Oh, fuck Monty! ... I would literally do anything for anyone in this room right now, so let's
drink...

Chuck passes the shots around, then holds his up again.

CHUCK:
Cheers! To the three most importanople in my life!

They all clink.

CLAUDIA:
Cheers!

DELILAH:
Cheers!



LON:
Ah, fuck it... Cheers.

CHUCK:
Ayyy!

They all clink and drink. Some wince and groan, to Chuck, it's like water.

CHUCK:
Seriously, thank you all for being hdmight... It really means a lot to me.

CLAUDIA:
Aw Chuck, we wouldn't miss it for the world!

LON:
You shmuck, have | missed any of these? Like ever?

CHUCK:
| love you, guys though, seriously... I'm so happy right n#igses Delilah.)

DELILAH:
Awww, we love you too, bub.

CHUCK:

| love everyone in this room... It's just humbling, ya know... To have such awesome support
group... It's an awesome feeling, you know? I'm just very grateful... Never forget that... Words
could not possibly describe theelings that you guys give me when you support what | love
doing the most, so... So thank you so much.

Chuck waves everyone in for a group hug and begins to tear up.

CHUCK:
Aw damn, | promised myself | wouldn't cry!

They all embrace for a group hug, pause, then break apart.

CLAUDIA:
Ahh, that was lovely... Thanks for the shot, it was delicious.

CHUCK:
Absolutely, 20 years aged!

LON:
| thought it tasted like dog shit.



CHUCK:
Ahh, fuck you, Lon! You've eaten dedit?

LON:
Well I've had your homemade breakfast burritos, so, yeah.

CHUCK:
Oh fuck you! That's just because all your tastebuds died years ago, you old geezer.

Chuck puts Lon in a headlock and gives him a noogie.

DELILAH:
Chuck!

CHUCK:
What? I'mjust fuckin around, c'mon, Lon knows that...

LON:
Hey D, | may be old, but at least I'm a satisfied, content man. Ooohhhh!!

CHUCK:
Wow... (Beat.) Burn dude... Really gettin to the heart of it, huh.

LON:

| mean I'm just sayin... You'fecking awesome, and | just wish you could see that and
appreciate your own worth, that's all... You're a phenomenal writer, Chuck, a once in a
generational talent... | just wish you could see that.

CHUCK:
Well... | appreciate that, thank you...

LON:
You got it... And I've read a lot of great writers, | should know... Nehall we go sell the hell
out of this book or what??

CHUCK:
Let's do it! Everybody ready?(Everyone nods.).et's Vamos{Claps.) Woooo, team Chuck!!

Chuck leads everyone otige except Lon, who stays back. He pauses, turns to the audience,
looks around, then nods. He pauses one more timegiiisn

Lights face, music rises.

END OF ACT ONE




INTERMISSION




Act Two, Scene One

Time: 4:45pm on a Friday.
Setting. Chuck and Delilah's living room.

At Rise: Monty and Delilahare making out on the coudbelilah takes Monty's shirt off, then

starts to take off his pants. Monty reaches into his pocket, pulls out a condom, therobpges it
throwing the little top piece of wrapper on to the floor. Delilah pulls his pants down to his ankles
as he slowly unravels the condom. Delilah's phone dings, and she jumps up startled to check it.

DELILAH:
Shit, it's Chuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!! | dta open the garage door for him, fuck, fuck!!

MONTY:
(Whispering): Shhh, chilll Go quickly, but be quiet! I'll stay in here and just read.

Delilah wipes her mouth and rushes out. Monty quickly puts his pants, belt, and shirt back on.
He frantically spins around looking for a place to hide the condom, finally placing it in the
bottom drawer of an end table next to the couch. He hops backhentouch, trying to act

normal. He takes out his phone, and starts scrolling, looking back at the entrance. Pause.
Delilah and Chuclenter. Chuck is super sad and distraught, red eyes and sunken demeanor.
Delilah has her arm around him, consolingrhi

CHUCK:
| just... | don't even know what to say, ya know?

DELILAH:
My God, I'm so sorry Chuck... He'll push through though, I know he will.

MONTY:
Wait, what? Who will push through, what happened?

DELILAH:
Lon...

MONTY:
What about him? What happed?

CHUCK:
He had a brain anyerysm, Monty... He's currently in the ER over at St. Joe's in critical condition.

MONTY:
Holy shit...(Monty stands up and hugs Chuck tightly, not letting go for a whitayck, I'm so
sorry mate... Oh my God... What ditetdoctors say?



CHUCK:
Not much really... Just that he's in the ICU, and that he may not make it... But there is a chance
he will... That's about it... | asked what is the percentage that he makes it...

Chuck sits down.

MONTY:
And?

CHUCK:
And they said not great... Wouldn't give me a percentage, so it's hard to say.

MONTY:
Fuck.

CHUCK:
Yeah...

They all sit in silence. After a while, Delilah checks her phone, then puts it back. Long Pause.
Chuck gets up and starts to pace back andfort

DELILAH:
Does his family know, Chuck?

CHUCK:
Yeah... | called his brother and he's telling their mom... I'm sure his whole family probably
knows by now... Good and bad news spreads fast.

MONTY:
Fuck mate...

CHUCK:
| know...(Sighs.) Well... This s@ks.

MONTY:
Big time.

DELILAH:
So sad... I'm gonna go get some water, you guys want anything?

MONTY:
I'm good, thanks.

CHUCK:
I'll take a beer, please... Strongest one we have.



MONTY:
Actually yeah, I'lldo the same, please... Thanks, D.

DELILAH:
Of course... I'll be right back.

Delilah exits Chuck sits down and rubs his head and face. He looks down at the ground, sighs
heavily, and takes a pause.

MONTY:
Man, I'm sorry, mate... So sudden.

CHUCK:
Yeah... Thanks, Monty... Sorry, I'm just... It's hard man, | don't know what to do... | feel so
helpless too, ya know.

MONTY:
No, you're good mate... Not much any of us can do at this point, he's in the best place he can be
right now.

CHUCK:
| don't knowman... St. Joe's isn't exactly the best hospital around... It doesn't have a great track
record... But Lon's a fighter, he'll fight through this, right? ...

MONTY:
Of course mate! He&fighter, and he's a fucking brilliant man, he'll fight through it... He's a
strong mate, lotta willpower that guy... One of the strongest, most brilliant people I've ever met.

Pause.

Delilah enterswith three beers and some water. She opens the, begrds one to Chuck and
Monty, then holds hers up.

DELILAH:
Cheers, boys... To Lon Pockets! And to him fighting through this.

MONTY:
(Holds his beer up.)fo Lon mother fuckin' Pockets!

CHUCK:
(Holds his beer up.)lo Lon!

They all clink and drink.

Long Pause.



CHUCK:
I'm gonna go back there in a bit. If anyone wants to join... He might not be awake, but... | don't
know, might be your last chance to see him...

MONTY:
Fuck...

CHUCK:
| mean, you don't have to come if you don't want to... | kitgva difficult situation.

DELILAH:
I'm definitely coming.

MONTY:
Oh I'm definitely coming too, one hundred percent.

CHUCK:
You guys don't have to, really... | know it's hard to see loved ones like this.

DELILAH:
Chuck, don'be ridiculous, it's part of life... We're both coming with you... And the doctors said
there is a chance he'll pull through, so let's try to stay positive here... He's gonna pull through.

MONTY:
Yeah mate, we're here for you... Shit, let's finish theseshand head over... I'll buy some
whiskey on the way.

DELILAH:
| don't think Lon will be in any state to drink whiskey.

MONTY:
Oh it ain't for Lon, deatr.

CHUCK:
Just a heads up, not sure he'll be conscious or alive when we get there... He wasdingespo
when | was there eatrlier...

DELILAH:
Charles, we're coming... We know the situation, but thank you for the heads up... You don't have
to worry about us.

CHUCK:
Okay sorry, this is just... It's all kinda new to me.

DELILAH:
| know love, Iknow...



Pause. They all sip their beers, nobody knowing what to say.

MONTY:

Well... It'll still be good to see him... | haven't seen him since the book release... He seemed
totally fine... (Monty almost cracks into tears before covering it up withreefd
grunt/laugh/sigh.)Gahh... Man... Fuck.

CHUCK:
He's the only editor I've ever had, | don't think | could publish anything without him.

DELILAH:
Honey, of course you could, but let's not think about that right now... We'll cross that bridge if
we need to, one thing at a time, love... I'm sure he's going to pull through.

CHUCK:
| don't know, D... They said it wasn't likely... But there is a small chance.

Delilah kisses Chuck then holds him in her arms, rocking him gently.

CHUCK:
They said he's, uhm... Like, not getting worse? ... But ddesget worse which very well
could happen... He would, uhm... Most likely not make it... That's what they said.

DELILAH:
Man...

CHUCK:
Also they said his status could stay the same and he could still not make it... He basically has to
improve, and quickly, otherwise it's not looking good.

MONTY:
Fuck... It's crazy how there can be literally no signs of anything wrong at all... And theayone d
something like this happens...

CHUCK:
Life man...

MONTY:
Life...

DELILAH:
Crazy.

Long Pause.



CHUCK:
Well on the bright side... If he doesn't make it, he'll be reunited again with Donna! ... I'm sure
they'd both be stoked about that.

MONTY:
Oh defnitely, those two together were the best! They were made for each other.

DELILAH:
Always a silver lining.

Chuck takes Delilah's hand, kisses it, squeezes it, then holds it with both of his hands.

CHUCK:
At least they'll be together...

DELILAH:
Absolutely.

Pause. Chuck sighs.

CHUCK:
Man... | don't know what I'm gonna do, | can't publish without Lon... | might have to retire.

DELILAH:
Babe, let's just focus our thoughts and energy on Lon right now, okay? He needs as much
positive enggy as we can give.

CHUCK:
You're right love, I'm sorry... I'm not thinking clearly, this is just... Kind of a lot, you know,
really fast..(Beat) Hey Monty, can you do me a favor, mate?

MONTY:
Of course, whatever you need.

CHUCK:
Can you just run o the liquor store across the street and get some whigR&kes out a credit
card.) Here, I'll buy... Get something really good, something top shelf.

MONTY:
Nah, mate... I'm buyin, put your wallet away... Any preference? Or just something top shelf?

CHUCK:
Nah, just something good... You call it.



MONTY:
Sure mate... You guys want anything else while I'm out?

CHUCK:
Just the whiskey for me, thanks.

DELILAH:
I'm good, thanks Monty.

MONTY:
Of course.. Hey let's head to the hospital when I get back, yeah? | wanna see Lon asap.

CHUCK:
For sure.

Monty finishes his beer, nods, thexits
Long Pause.

CHUCK:
| told the doctor to call me if anything changes... No call yet... So that's good.

DELILAH:
Yeah, that is good... Hey I'm gonna go take a real quick shower, but I'll be ready by the time
Monty's back, just need like five minutegisses him.)See you soon.

CHUCK:
Alright love, please hurry.

DELILAH:
| will!

Delilah starts to exits but then stops right before leaving the room. She pauses, then turns
around slowly.

DELILAH:
Oh hey, Chuck?

CHUCK:
Yeah love?

DELILAH:
Could you... Please put the dishes away before we go? They're all clean.

CHUCK:
... Right ow?



DELILAH:
Just before we go. Please?

CHUCK:
We're going in five minutes, you want me to put them all away right now?

DELILAH:
You know what, just forget it... Sorry | asked.

CHUCK:
I'll put them away later, fuck... Of all times to ask.

DELILAH:
No it's fine, | just thought... It would be good for you to have a little distraction is all, no biggie...
| love you.

CHUCK:
Love you too... Please hustle.

DELILAH:
Alright, I'll be quick!

Delilah exits

Chuck finishes his beer, sighs, then leans back. Delilah peeks her head around the corner,
Chuck is not moving. He leans his head back and closes his eyes. Delilah disappears again
towards the bathroom, and the sound of a running shosveeard.

After a moment of silence, Delilah's phone dings on the coffee table. Chuck opens his eyes, leans
forward, and glances down at the phone. The phone dings again. He picks it up and looks at it,
slightly confused. He reads a few messages ophbee, sets it back down where it was, then

walks over to one of the end tables next to the couch. He quietly tiptoes towards the bathroom,
leans, then holds his hand up to his ear in that direction. He looks around the room, then quickly
goes back ovepo the same end table.

He surveys the room one more time to see if anyone is coming. He opens the bottom drawer of
the end table and searches it, trying to limit noise as much as possible. He finally finds
something and slowly pulls it out of the dex, holding it up into the air. An unwrapped

condom. He looks at it, disgusted and confused. We hear the shower stop, then he quickly puts
it back where it was. He sits back down on the couch and looks down at the ground, confused,
shaking his head,isgusted and hurt.

Long Pause.

Chuck looks towards the bathroom, closes his eyes, then takes a long, deep breath.



DELILAH (offstage)
Hey, Charles?

CHUCK:
... Yeah?

DELILAH:
Can you please bring me some toilet paper?

CHUCK:
Uh, sure...

Chuckgets some toilet paper from a closet and exits towards the bathroom with it-eHeers
shortly after, sitting back down on the couch, and burying his face in his hands.

Montyenterswith the whiskey.

MONTY:
Hey, hey look what | got!

Chuck looks atim in disgust and doesn't say anything.

MONTY:
What's up mate?

CHUCK:
Nothing... Thanks for getting the whiskey.

MONTY:
Of course mate, no worries... Where's D?

CHUCK:
She's... Freshening up upstairs... Since when have you called her D?

MONTY:
Oh, I don't know, for a while now | guess.

CHUCK:
You know that's my nickname for her... Always has been.

MONTY:
| thought your nickname for her was love mate?

CHUCK:
It's not love mate, it's D...



MONTY:
Okay... Well, do you not want me to chbr that? Seems kind of silly.

CHUCK:
Is it? Is it silly?

MONTY:
| mean... Kind of, but | get it... All good, | won't call her D, sorry.

Long Pause.

Delilah enters in a new outfit. She grabs a few things in silence as both Monty and Chuck look
at her. She stops moving and looks at both of them.

DELILAH:
I'm ready.

CHUCK:
Alright... Then... Let's go see Lon, | guess... The three of us, together.

They all walk towards the door, putting on shoes, jacket, etc. eiXitlgg silence.

MONTY (offstage)
Shit! Forgot my phone, sorry.

Monty enters and hurriedly grabs the condom out of the end table, stuffing it in his pocket.
Chuck enters right aftdvlonty closes the drawer. Chuck grabs a sweater on the couch and
looks at Monty suspiciously.

CHUCK:
You find your phone?

MONTY:
Yup! Got it. (Takes his phone and shows it to Chudlej's do it.

Montyexitsquickly. Chuck stays behind a moment kraks down at the couch, shaking his
head. He looks around the room, looks up to the sky, drops his headxitsen

Lights slowly fade, music rises

End of Scene.



Act Two, Scene Two

Time: Friday, 10:45am.
Setting: Lon Pockets' funeral in Wisconsin.

At Rise: A sad song plays as Don Pockets stands at a podium center stage, holding a piece of
paper. He is the identical twin brother of Lon. There are two rows of people sitting down.
Everyone is dressed in blaor dark gray, some crying, some silent. In attendance are Chuck,
Delilah, Monty, Claudia, Lon's daughter Katrice, Lon's lover Hank, and a Preacher.

DON:

Well... What can | say about Lon Pockets that hasn't already been s@dd@se) For those of

you who haven't had the pleasure, do not be alarmed... Lon has not risten from the dead, he is not
Jesus Christ... | am his older, and better looking, idential twin brother, Don... | don't think I've

met some of you here today, so I'm sorry if | scargdaduyou... I've been living in Utah for

twelve years now, and | don't come back that oftéPause) Why do I live and he dies? | don't
understand that... Everyone loved Lon, and everyone hates me... Life ain't fair sometimes, is it?

... Life ain't fudin fair.

Pause.

KATRICE:
Not everyone loved Lon...

Everyone turns back to Katrice, who is seated in the far back corner by herself.

DON:
Oh, of course you loved him, he's your father! ... Was your father.

KATRICE:
| loved him as much as | had to,damot a hug more... | loved him like people "love" their jobs...
Like Ukraine "loves" Russia.

DON:
Okay, you're just saying that because he was an absent father to you, that doesn't count.

MONTY:
Well this is going great so far.

KATRICE:
(To Don): How does that not count, I'm his daughter!

DON:
Well everyone else loved him... Alright? Everyone besides Katrice, apparently.



KATRICE:
He planted a seed that helped birth me because he was horny and drunk, that's it... And also, not
everyonehates you, Uncle Don... | don't.

DELILAH:
Such a rebel.

CHUCK:
Well | hate you, Uncle Don... And most people | know, actually... You're right, life's not fair... It
should have been you.

DON:
Oh fuck you, Chuck! You're a hack of a writer, always haenband you know it! Wouldn't
be anything without my brother's help.

CHUCK:
Fuck you, Don.

DON:
You wanna start this already kid?

CHUCK:
Kid? I'm a grown man, you old fuck.

MONTY:
Alright, alright, let's just... Can we just continue with the eul@lgase? For Lon?

Pause. Don looks down at his notes and clears his throat.

DON:

Alright, where was I... Lon, right.(Clears throat.) Don't take my word for it because what the
hell do | know? Take a lodkt the dead shmuck yourself if you don't believe me... Look again
one more time before you leave, you'll see I'm better looking... Always have been... | have no
idea what women saw in him.

CHUCK:
Dude, c'mon! Are you just gonna stand up there and baslthe whole time? You're a piece of
shit.

DELILAH:
Babe, just let him finish.

CHUCK:
Let him finish? He's bashing Lon at his own funeral!



DON:

And I'm about to bash you if you don't shut up and let me finish! I'm the only blood here besides
Katrice now just calm the fuck down... All you wannabe writers are too damn sensitive... That's
why | moved to Utah... Women aren't attractive to guys that are too sensitive, show some
confidence in yourself, man up.

CHUCK:

Man up? Who the fuck cares what wonmeant right now, Don! Do you even have anything
written on that paper? Or are you just shooting from the hip? Like you do when you shoot
people in bars?

DON:
This paper?(Holds up the paper.)

CHUCK:
Yes, that paper!

DON:
You wannnaead it? Or are you gonna let me finish? ... Plus that guy in the bar was asking for
it, I didn't kill him or anything, | just shot him in the leg... He's fine.

CHUCK:
Will you just finish the fucking eulogy already? You're wasting all of our time.

DELILAH:
Charles, please...

DON:

Listen to your wife, Chuck, for once in your life... You know, we're not all wannabe writers like
you, Chuck, but | can write a eulogy, alright? And | would like to finish it... So listen to your
wife, she's a smart lady.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Fucking finish then!

DON:
Alright, alright.

Don looks at his notes closely again, then looks back up at the room. Pause.

DON:

Lon was a good man... He was a man of many words... Most of which stayed in his head...
Wasn't the loudest gun the room... Nor was he the most talkative, nay... But you know what?
Lon Pockets was a man of many words... He was a very quiet, stoic man, but a man of many



words and ideas... Lon had a vocabulary deeper than his pockets, and he was rich... The only
reason Chuck Riser, who is sitting here today, ever had any success at all is because of Lon...
(Chuck shakes his head and bites his tongd.pf Chuck's success can be accredited to Lon,
among Lon's many other successes.

CHUCK:
Fuck you, Don! What a matter with you?

DON:
You fuck, my brother was a good man! You know it, | know it, we all know it! ... Fuck.

DELILAH:
Alright, let's just... Let's just try to finish here.

Beat.

DON:
Sorry... And I'msorry, Chuck... But your books would've sucked without Lon, that's all I'm
saying.

CHUCK:

Don, shut the fuck up! You wonder why everyone hates you?? This is Lon's fucking funeral
service, and you can't stop talking shit about me because you are atoeisnd want to be

me, and you don't know how else to deal with that! ... Show some fucking respect for once.

DON:

Wow... First of all, don't call me dude. Alright? ... We're not that close... And second of all, my
brother died... Third of all, we'ra his funeral service, for Christ's sake... Can you try to act like
an adult for once in your life?

CHUCK:
Dude, you're the one up there talking about what women want like you're fucking Mel Gibson!

DON:
Too soon Chuck... We all know he is racist, dadiish, and this is a Christian church.

CHUCK:
You keep going off script, just finish!

HANK:
Alright, both of you just chill thdell out! ... Please.

Pause.

DON:
Who is this dude?



HANK:
I'm Hank... 1was a... Good friend of your brother Lon(Pause)He confided in me in his final
years, so to speak...

DON:
... He confided in you?

HANK:
Yes.

DON:
Like...

HANK:
Confided... In me.

DON:
Oh... Well... Nice to meet you, Hank... Sotmg, never told me about you.

HANK:
Ditto. Now, please, honey, the eulogy. We're all hungry, I'm trying to eat some donut holes.

DON:

Right...(Looking back at his notesl)on Pockets was a shitty brother, but a great man... He was
a shitty father, bua great editor... He loved his work more than anything else in this world...

And maybe he never had a bad word to say about anyguomks up at the ceiling, holding

back tears, real or forced?).ove you, brother! ... See you on the other side somendzly get

a cold one..(Looks back out to the roomGheers everyone, this now concludes today's

service... Let us go in peace, to love and to serve the Lord, in sickness and in health, and in the
good memory of Lon Pockets... In the name of the fatiwer, holy spirit..(Beat.) | mean,

unless anyone else wanted to say anything? ... Chuck's shitty poetry excluded.

CHUCK:
(Muttering): Better than your shitty songs...

DON:
| don't write songs anymore, dipshit.

CHUCK:
Good! By the way, that was the worst fucking eulogy | ever heard in my entire life, hands
down... I'm honestly embarrassed for you.

DON:
And I'm embarrassed for you! You're drunk at my brother's funeral! A man that was so loyal to
you, who saved youraceer, and you show up to his memorial service drunk... Fuck you.



CHUCK:
A tremendouslisservice, that eulogy was... So awful, so disrespectful, I'm going to plan another
service and invite everyone here except you...

MONTY:
Chuck, ¢c'mon mate...

CHUCK:
A service that will show him the proper respect he deserves! Not this fucking mockery.

MONTY:
Alright, let's just take it easy, alright?

CHUCK:
Oh shut the fuck up, Monty! Nobody gives a shit what you think! Do you hear me? You're
irrelevent to me!

DELILAH:
Charles!

CHUCK:
What! Oh, you're taking his side? What, because you're fucking him? Is that it?

Pause.

DELILAH:
What did you say?

CHUCK:
Are you taking his side now because you are fucking him?

MONTY:
Chuck... You'rébeing ridiculous, mate.

CHUCK:
Don't call me mate, man!

MONTY:
Look... You're not thinking straight, you're being irrational... You're in mourning, grieving, as we
all are, it's okay, mate... Of course we're not fucking, are you kidding me? ChuckdIngwer.

CHUCK:
Don't fuckin do that!

MONTY:
Do what?



CHUCK:
Act like I'm crazy, gaslight me! I'm not crazy, maybe everyone else is fucking crazy, huh?? You
guys ever think about that?

Pause.

MONTY:
It's alright, mate... It's alright.

CHUCK:
No, it's not alright! It's just... | swear to God, man...

MONTY:
Hell, I would be irrational too if my career was over... | mean, Don's right, Chuck... And
everyone here knows it... Lon carried your career, you're nothing without him.

Beat.

CHUCK:
... What?

MONTY:
You're nothing without your Lon, Chuck! Nothing!

DON:
Yeah, you'renothingwithout Lon!!

DELILAH:
Nothing without Lon, Chuck! Nothing!!

CLAUDIA:
Nothing! Without Lon, you're nothing, ChuclNothingwithout Lon!

DON:
Nothing Chuck!

KATRICE:
Nothind

HANK:
Nothing!

EVERYONE: (except Chuck)
NOTHIIIING 1l



Everyone starts to laugh manically, all pointing and howling at Chuck. The volume builds and
builds as the group encircles tighter and tighter around Chuckstéts to panic.

CHUCK:

Chuck throws his hands up and screams as everyone pulls him down to the ground, plucking,
plodding, jabbing, poking, and laughing hysterically.

Black out

Silence.

Long Pause.

Lights slowly rise onhte same scene as befer@on at the podium and everyone else seated,
except now Chuck is now standing off by himself in the back corner, staring off into the distance.
When Don continues talking, Chuck snaps out of it and turns to listen to him.

DON:

Anyway... Lon was a good man and a great brother... He was a shitty father, but he was a great
editor... He loved his work more than anything else in the world, and he never had a bad word to
say about anyone(L.ooks up to the ceiling, holding batgars, real or forced.) love you

brother! ... See you on the other side, we'll grab a beer... Thanks, everyone... Love you all.

Don nods, bows, pauses, then makes his way back to his seat in silence. We hear a few sniffles,
then The Preacher walks te podium and lifts his hands up and out towards the audience.

PREACHER:

This now concludes our service... In loving memory of Lon Pockets, I'd like to thank everybody
for coming out today, | can just feel the love, | can feel the energy that Lon hetsdnyeu all

with... Before we part ways today, always remember that Lon is still with us... You will still see
him, hear him, smell him, still feel him... | promise you th@Pause)Final thank you to Boone

and Crockett for sponsoring this year's mgst, coming up soon here in late October, down in
the bingo hall... We'd love to see you all there if you can make it, gonna be a great one this
year... Also, if anyone wants to chat and mingle after this, maybe share some stories of Lon, I'll
be downstas enjoying the free juice, coffee, and donut holes... We'd love to see you there as
well... (Beat)In the name of the father, the son, and the holy spirit... Let us go in peace, to love
and to serve the Lord... Go Pack go, and fuck the Bears. Amen.

ALL:
Amen.



Music plays as people slowly get up and start to shuffle out. Everyone exits except Don and
Katrice, who stay back and chat in the corner, The Preacher, reading something behind the
podium, and Chuck, who slowly approaches him.

CHUCK:
... Goingdownstairs, father?

PREACHER:
Of course! Just reviewing tomorrow's schedule, then | gotta lock up here, but I'll be down.

CHUCK:
Gotcha..(Slight Pause.)Hey, father? Can | call you father?

PREACHER:
Of course, you can call me whatever you'd likiust don't call me late for donut holes!

CHUCK:
Ha, thanks...

Pause.

PREACHER:
What's up, Chuck?

CHUCK:
Oh, nothing... I was just gonna ask how do priests learn everyone's names so quickly?

PREACHER:
It's part of our Jedi training.

CHUCK:
Really?

PREACHER:
(Chuckles)No... Not really... What did you really want to ask me?

CHUCK:
Oh, nothing... Just stopped to say hi, | guess... And to thank you for a great service.

PREACHER:
You're welcome! The leastould do for Lon, really... Such a nice man.

CHUCK:
Yeah...

Chuck looks over at Don and Katrice chatting on the other side of the stage.



CHUCK:
Can you believe that guy, father?

PREACHER:
Who, Brother Pockets?

CHUCK:
"Brother Pockets"... C'mon, we both know he ain't no "brother"... He ain't even made peace with
the Lord! Did you know that?

PREACHER:
I'm sorry?

CHUCK:
He's hasn't even made peace with the Lord.

PREACHER:
Well... All living creatures are brothers asidters of the Lord, that's just my opinion.

CHUCK:
Maybe so... But he ain't peaceful with the Lord.

PREACHER:
What do you mean by that?

CHUCK:
| mean, they ain't at peace... He's probably not going to heaven.

PREACHER:
You believe in heaven?

CHUCK:
| mean... Don't you?

PREACHER:
(Shrugs.)I don't know.

CHUCK:
Don't you like... kind of have to? Isn't that part of the Jedi training?

PREACHER:
Not all priests belive in heaven.

CHUCK:
Well... Either way, Don Pockets is not a "brother" of) nor of the Lord's... He's rude, racist,
sexist, homophobic, creepy, and closed minded as fuck.



PREACHER:
People have their preferences, Chuck... That doesn't make them any less loved by God.

CHUCK:
"People have their preferences"? What the hell &indatholic bullshit is that? ... Sorry, sorry
for cursing.

PREACHER:
It's fine.

CHUCK:
But like seriously... Does that help you justify all the pedophiles in the Catholic church?
Because "people have their preferences"?

PREACHER:
Of course not. | just mean that people have their preferences, that's all... In the end, God forgives
all.

Slight Pause.

CHUCK:
What if my preference is murdering people? Or sexually assaulting little kids?

PREACHER:
Then, that's your preference... &m't make it right.

CHUCK:
Just my preference.

PREACHER:
Right...

Pause.

CHUCK:
Can | ask you a question, father?

PREACHER:
Of course.

CHUCK:
And you'll give me your most honest answer?

PREACHER:
Absolutely... That'she only way | know how to answer questions.



CHUCK:
... You don't know how to lie?

PREACHER:
Well... I'd be lying if | said | didn't, but... What's your question?

CHUCK:
Can we keep this 100% private?

PREACHER:
100%. Won't tell a soul, you have my nao

Chuck looks around the room before leaning in to the Preacher.

CHUCK:
Could you ever forgive your wife if she was... Ya know, unfaithful to you? ... Or would you
leave her? ... If you're wife was cheating on you, hypothetically of course, what yooudih?

PREACHER:
Well...

CHUCK:
I'm asking for a friend, by the way...

PREACHER:
Right... Well, we're taught at an early age to forgive all, even your worst enemy... "To err is
human, to forgive, divine."

CHUCK:
So... You'resaying | should forgive her? ... My friend, | mean... In this hypothetical situation.

PREACHER:
That is something your friend will have to ask himself.

CHUCK:
Well... He doesn't know what to do, that's why he asked me to ask you.

PREACHER:
Your friendwill have to form his own path is what I'm saying... As we all do.

CHUCK:
He's trying! But he's torn.

Pause.



PREACHER:

Look, Chuck, | can nadpeak towards what other people should or should not do... It's not my
place, nor my life, to call or judge... And | can not speak from personal experience regarding this
matter either, as | have never been married.

CHUCK:
Well, I'm just curious what ywowoulddo...

PREACHER:
| can't say for sure.

CHUCK:
Well, what would yowprobablydo?

PREACHER:
| would probably... Forgive her. As that is what | believe in, forgiveness... On all accounts.

CHUCK:
Hm. Thanks.

PREACHER:
You're welcome.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Father, do you ever worry you're going to die alone?

PREACHER:
Eh, not really... God is always with me.

CHUCK:
Right.

Slight Pause.

PREACHER:

| think your friend here, in this hypothetical situation of course, should tell his wifedveskn

what happened... | think he should be open and honest with his wife, and they should discuss the
issue together... Then decide how to proceed forward after that communication.

CHUCK:
| thought you werenin the business of telling people what to do?

PREACHER:
... Touche.



Beat.

CHUCK:
Random question, but why do you dedicate your life to something you can't prove is real?

PREACHER:
... Can you prove that love is real?

CHUCK:
Sure.

PREACHER:
How?

CHUCK:
Well... 1 don't know, you just feel it.

PREACHER:
Same with God... You just feel it. It's a faith, a beliife love.

CHUCK:
Hm. Makes sense, | gue¢Bause.)So, you're saying my friend should forgive his wife then?

PREACHER:

Again, only your friend can answer that question... But if he truly loves her, | think they should
talk about it first. Open communication is the key to any successful relationship... Or so I've
been told.

CHUCK:
And, what if she was cheating on him witis best friend? Does that make it better or worse?

PREACHER:
That's like asking me what tastes better, space wine or space beer.... I've never had either because
I've never been to space, so | can't really say for sure.

CHUCK:
(Sighs) All you religious people are the same. So vague about everything.

PREACHER:

Well, 1 would talk to her, see what she says, then take it from there... That's probably what |
would do... But again, I've never had this experience... So, your friend has to decide what he
wants to do based on how he feels... Like love or God... Now, | should really get downstairs,
people are waiting for me... Unless there is something else you wanted to talk about?

CHUCK:
Oh, don't be cocky, father, you're not that famous.



PREACHER:
| neversaid | was famous, just want to see everyone downstairs is all... Are you coming? We
have coffee, juice, donut holes...

CHUCK:
Yeah yeah, I'll be down.

PREACHER:
Great. (Puts one hand on Chuck's shoulder, extends his other hand for a shakas)nce
chatting, Chuck... I'm sorry again about Lon.

They shake hands. Preacher starts to walk out, but stops just before exiting, then turns around.

PREACHER:
Hey Chuck?

Chuck looks over at the Preacher.

PREACHER:
It'll work itself out... Don't overthink it.

Preacherexits
Don and Katrice are wrapping up their chat on the other side as lights shift focus to them.

DON:
Alright, well... I'm gonna go grab some coffee, see you down there?

KATRICE:
Yup! I'll be down thee in a minute.

DON:
Cool... It's good to see you, Katrice.

KATRICE:
It's good to see you too, Uncle Don.

Don nods, theexits.
Katrice and Chuck notice each other from across the stage then slowly come together.

CHUCK:
Hey.



KATRICE:
Heyyou...

CHUCK:
How are you doing?

KATRICE:

Eh, I'm alright... You know we weren't that close, so it's kinda weird... Like | feel like | should be
sadder or something? | don't know... Anyway, how are you doing? You guys were super close, |
remember.

CHUCK:

Yeah... Well, ya know, my father and | never really got along either... Kinda like you and your
dad... So, your dad really became like a father figure to me... Especially over these last few
years... He really became my best friend too, so... Yealgofma miss him a lot.

Chuck sighs heavily, then tries to compose himself from crying.

KATRICE:
Oh, Chuck..(Hugs Chuck tightly.) know, bud... | know.

CHUCK:
Just sucks, ya know... Everything seems to be going wrong for me all at the same time.

KATRICE:
| know it feels that way some times, doesn't it?

They hug for a while, then finally release.

CHUCK:

Hey, if you ever need anything, you know, just likenything at all I'm available...

KATRICE:

Thanks, Chuck.... | appreciate that.

CHUCK:

| mean, if you need anything, really... Financially, emotionally, physically, whatever... You need
a hug, just wanna cuddle, whatever, just lemme know... I'll always make myself available for

you, and I'm usually down for whatever, so...

KATRICE:
Thanks.... | will keep that in mind.



CHUCK:

Also, | know Lon never said it much, but he really did love you more than anything in the
world... He told me that all the time, he was so proud of you... The way he talked about you, it
was inspiring... It mée me want to have kids some day, ya know?

KATRICE:
Yeah, well... Never said it to me.

CHUCK:
| know. He always said he wished he was around more for you growing up.

KATRICE:
Ah, | doubt that, but thanks for trying, Chuck. You don't have to lie far hi

CHUCK:
I'm not lying, | swear to God!

KATRICE:
Just weird, ya know, he always seemed todhlbutme, but never talketb me... Like, everyone
always tells me how much he loved me, but he never said it directly to me.

CHUCK:
Well... I know he loved you more than anything... More than his job, more than literature
everything.

Pause. Katrice shakes her head and shrugs.

CHUCK:
Just so unexpected, ya know.... Tragic.

KATRICE:
| know... Didn't he just get a physical too, like a month ago?

CHUCK:
Yeah, nothing wrong at the time.

KATRICE:
And they still don't know what happeried

CHUCK:
They're pretty sure it was a braneurysmbut... They're still trying to rule a few things out.
Your dad was just too smart for his own good, that's what it was... Brain fuckin exploded.

KATRICE:
Ew, grosss.



CHUCK:
Sorry... You know, about 40% of people with braimeurysmslon't make it, and the other 60%
almost all have permanent brain damage.

KATRICE:
Really?

CHUCK:
Yeah. |think I'd rather die than have permanent brain damage.

KATRICE:
Well... Let's hope & never have to make that choice.

CHUCK:
Right. (Pause.)Hey Katrice, can | ask your opinion on something?

KATRICE:
Um, sure.

CHUCK:
Why is it easier for some people to find the beauty in life, but for others it's very difficult?

KATRICE:
| don't know.. | guess we're all just wired differently, | suppose.

CHUCK:
It's not fair though...

KATRICE:
Well, life's not fair.

CHUCK:
Like your dad... He found the beauty and joy in everything! But other people, like myself, like
your Uncle Don, westruggle to find it.

KATRICE:
Like myself too...

CHUCK:
Yeah?

KATRICE:
Yeah, but everyone struggles, Chuck. Some people are just better at hiding it.



CHUCK:
Well that may be true... Your dad was actually very depressed earlier in his life, senveidal
He wasn't always so jolly, ya know.

KATRICE:
Really? (Chuck nods.)When?

CHUCK:
Like, a little after you were born.

KATRICE:
Hm... | didn't know that.

CHUCK:
Yeah, he never talked about it much, but he was depressed for a londLikeel0 years.

KATRICE:
Wow... You know, it's weird, but that actually makes me feel a little better, in some weird,
fucked up kinda way.

CHUCK:

No, | get it, it's not fucked up... It's comforting knowing you're not alone... It's comforting in a
weird way knowing that even the happiest of people struggle and are going through some shit...
It feel like it's not just you, | get it.

KATRICE:
Right... Thanks for understanding.

CHUCK:
Of course.

They hug and embrace for a moment.

CHUCK:
Should we go downairs?

KATRICE:
Sure... They have coffee and donut holes.

CHUCK:
So I've heard... Should be a "great time", as the preacher's poster said.

KATRICE:
(Chuckles.)l saw those.



CHUCK:
| mean, who the hell uses the words "great time" for a fupesster?

KATRICE:
Apparently, Father Tom.

CHUCK:
... Is that his name?

KATRICE:
Chuck! (Playfully smacks him on the armY)es, that's his name.

CHUCK:
| didn't know, | didn't know!

KATRICE:
Oh my God, you were talking to him for like ten minutes!

CHUCK:
It was like five, but still.

KATRICE:
Still, he gave the sermon at Lon's funeral, | can't believe you didn't know his name!

CHUCK:
Alright, alright, Father Tom, | got it, Father Tom.

Chuck starts to walk downstairs.

KATRICE:
Hey wait...Before we go downstairs...

Chuck stops and turns back around.

CHUCK:
Yeah, what's up?

KATRICE:
| just really hope you keep writing books without my dad as your editor... | really love your stuff.

CHUCK:
Oh... Yeah, | haven't really thought about thett Yet's go downstairqWaves her over.)

KATRICE:
Seriously, you're a great writer!



CHUCK:
Thank you.

KATRICE:
It's true! ... You know, | always wanted to be an editor myself.

CHUCK:
Oh yeah? | did not know that.

KATRICE:
Maybe... Maybe tould be your next editor?

CHUCK:
Katrice, it's... Just all very recent, ya know, | don't think now is an appropriate time to be talking
about this sort of thing... Let's go downstairs, we can talk about that later.

KATRICE:
Okay... I've already editedfaw books, actually.

CHUCK:
Great... That's great, let's go downstairs.

KATRICE:
Three so far...

CHUCK:
Katrice, let's just... Can we go downstairs? We can talk about this later.

KATRICE:
I'm really good, and | have my father's genes, obviously.

CHUCK:
Right... Can we go shmooze now?

KATRICE:
Okay. Sorry.

They start to walk out together, Chuck rubs Katrice's back. She grabs his hand and holds onto
it. They look at each other and smile. Katrice stares at Chuck, smitten, then kisses him on the
lips. She looks around, thexits Chuck looks around, smiles, shakes his head ekiexn

Lights fade, music rises

End of Scene.



Act Two, Scene Three

Setting: The bar.
Time: Later that night.

At Rise: Everyone is drinking at the baiChuck, Delilah, Monty, Claudia, Don, and
Katrice. The Bartender stands behind the bar, a rag over his shoulder. Everyone
is looking at Monty, who is looking at a piece of paper. He takes a sip of his
drink and d¢ears his throat.

MONTY:
"Funeral Blues". By W.H. Auden...

Pause.

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead

Scribbling on the sky the message OHe is Dead:¢
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;

| thought that love would last forever: | was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun,

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nohing now can ever come to any good.

Pause.

CLAUDIA:
That was beautiful, Monty, thank you...

DELILAH:
Yes, very touching Monty, that was lovely.



DON:
Lon would have liked that, thanks Monty.

MONTY:
For sure... To Lon!

Monty raises his glass.

ALL:
To Lon!

They all clink and drink.

CHUCK:
Fuckin A... Shit sucks... Shit sucks major balls, no sugar coating, no beating that bush.

MONTY:
Suckmajor balls...

DELILAH:
The biggest balls.

Pause.

CHUCK:

You know, sometimes | think sadness is a g, you know? ... Like it's good to feel sad

some times, to help you appreciate the happy times more... Right? Like how having shitty beer
makes you appreciate the good beers.

KATRICE:
Right! | agree, Chuck... One hundred percent.

DELILAH:
You would agree with him one hundred percent, you leech.

CHUCK:
Whoal

DELILAH:
(To Katrice): Why the hell are you even here?

KATRICE:
I'm sorry?

DELILAH:
You should be!



KATRICE:
| should be sorry? For what?

DELILAH:
Uh... For flirting with my hushad and trying to get in his pants! How about that? Or for trying
to become his new editor while your daddy ain't even cold yet, how about that?

KATRICE:
Flirting? (Laughs) That's funny... Chuck is not even my type, like at all... No offense, Chuck.

CHUCK:
No, none taken. And I didn't think you were flirting with me, for the record.

DELILAH:
Oh don't be so naive, Chuck! Of course she's flirting with you! She's trying to get in your pants
so that you hire her to be your next editor! And that'sddakp!

KATRICE:
Look, Delilah, I'msorry if you misinterpreted me talking to Chuck as flirtations, but I will not
apologize for false accusations. | am definitely not trying to get in your husband's pants.

DELILAH:
Well, | think you're a lying little whore who doesn't even care aboutHamkets, so why are you
here??

Slight Pause.

CHUCK:
D, just chill! ... I'm sorry everyone, she's drunk.

DELILAH:
| am not, fuck you Chuck!

MONTY:
Hey, hey, hey... Let's everyone just chill, alright?

CHUCK:
Oh, you gotta be kidding me! You? Wheaou always trying to play peacekeeper? News flash
Monty, you're not fucking saint, mate!!

MONTY:
Of course I'm not a saint, mate, but c'mon, this is Lon's funeral here! Let's all try to be a little
more civil and respectful, shall we? At leastttmright? Can we all do that, for one night?

Pause. Everyone looks ashamed and drunk. Chuck clears his throat, then raises a glass.



CHUCK:
Hey, to Lon!

ALL:
To Lon!

They all clink and drink.

CHUCK:
Greatest friend, editor, and mate that a goyld ever ask for. Irreplaceable, on all accounts.

MONTY:
Here here.

Pause.

DON:
Hey, | brought a poem too... One of Lon's, actually.

CLAUDIA:
Oh nice, let's hear it!

DON:

(Takes out a paper and unfolds ityell, as you all know, Lon loved poetry... Wrote a lot of it,
and he continued to until he croaked... But he kept most of it private, hidden away in boxes,
tucked inside drawers, things of that nature... Anyway, while rummaging through his shit the
other @y, | found some old notebooks in a box... Decades worth of shit... Most of them weren't
labeled or dated, so I'm not really sure when this one is from, but... Anyway, here it goes...
(Clears throat.) Now remember, I'm not much of a public speaker ndiop®er, so just imagine
Lon reading it... Shouldn't be too hard to do... This poem is dalliedTo This Momenby Lon
Pockets.

Pause.

You never get the same spot,
twice in a row,

in Inman Square,

on Cambridge St.,

in Cambridge, Mass.

You never get the same spot
twice in a row.
What are the odds?

There | was, sitting,
focused on page.



Focused on written word.
But why.

Who knows?

Why do we focus

on anything?

Mix nature and nurture,
mix music and pens!
Mix treks and hikes,
mix trials and tribs,

mix smidges and scorn!

Chunky pigeons stay grounded
squinting up at the sun,

rinsing squeegeies,

pounding pavement,

howling at suns.

You never get the same spot,
twice in a row,

in Inman Square,

on Cambridge St.,

in Cambridge, Mass.

Pause.

CHUCK:
Wow, very cool... Thanks for sharing, Don, that was awesome... | didn't know Lon still wrote.

MONTY:
Very cool, thanks Don... That was fantastic.

KATRICE:
Thanks, Uncle Don.

CLAUDIA:
Lovely poem.

DELILAH:
Thanks, Don... I'm sure Lon wablhave loved that.

CHUCK:

Not "would have loved it", still loves it! He's still here, his energy has just been transferred, that's
all... Like Father said, we can still see him, still hear him, still feel him... He loved that reading,
Don. Thank you.



BARTENDER:
That's deep, Chuckyou need another beer?

CHUCK:
Yeah, I'll take another, thanks.

Bartender grabs another beer, opens it, then slides it to Chuck.

CHUCK:
Thank you.

BARTENDER:
No problem... And just a heads up everybody, kitchen's about to close in 10, so if you want
anything... Order soon.

CLAUDIA:
Oooh, can | get mozz stix??

BARTENDER:
Sure, one mozz stix... You want any sauce?

CLAUDIA:
Umm yeah, doesn't it come with safice

BARTENDER:
Well, it comes with tomato chunks, but do you want like cheese sauce or something with it too?

CLAUDIA:
... Tomato chunks?

BARTENDER:
Yes, tomoto chunks.

CLAUDIA:
Cheese sauce for my deep fried cheese sticks?

BARTENDER:
Or like whatever.

DELILAH:
It is Wisconsin...

BARTENDER:
You can add cheese sauce to anything, it's just nacho cheese we put into a little cup...



CLAUDIA:
Hm... I think I'll just stick with the mozz sticks and tomato chunks, please. Oh and a water,
please.

BARTENDER:
You got it. (To the group):Anything else before the kitchen closes?

MONTY:
Yeah, let me get, uh(Headcounts the group $ix, seven shots of your finest whiskey, please.
And by finest whiskey, | mean Tullamore Dew.

KATRICE:
Oh thanks Moy, but | can't take a shot of that.

MONTY:
Aww, c'mon it was your dad's favorite!

CHUCK:
IS his favorite!

KATRICE:
| know, | just can't.

MONTY:
C'mon, don'be the only party pooper, even the bartender is taking one with us! In honor of Lon!

KATRICE:
(Sighs) Ugh, fine.

BARTENDER:
So... Seven shots of tully and an order of mozz sticks without cheese sauce?

MONTY:
Yes, please and thank you.

BARTENDER:
You got it, let me put that mozz sticks order in, then I'll get the shots.

Bartender exits. Pause.

DON:
| feel like I've met that guy before...

Bartender enters with a bottle of Tullamore Dew and starts to pour the shots.



BARTENDER:
You know, | haven't had a shot of Tully since | was in high school.

Slight Pause.

DON:
Did you go to Pulaski High School?

BARTENDER:
Umm, no. | went to Dominican.

DON:
Oh. You look like someone | know, sorry.

BARTENDER:
Unless | am someone you know?

DON:
Could be... How old are you?

BARTENDER:
25. When did you graduate?

DON:
What, high school? 1975.

BARTENDER:
Oh... Yeah, | don't think we ran in the same circles.

Don shrugs. Monty holds up his shot.

MONTY:
In honor of the legendary, the mystical, the man, the legend... Mr. Lon Pockets!

ALL:
To Lon!!

They all clink and drink. Some take the whole shot, some sip it, some fake sip it and set it down
everyone is already pretty drunk. Claudia nearly throwshofigs her hand in front of her
mouth, then runs offstage.

MONTY:
Oofda... That did not look good.

CHUCK:
No it didn't, maybe you should go check on her? | mean, she is your wife after all.



MONTY:
Fuck you, Chuck... Why are you always trying to tellwieat to do and how to act, mate? I'm
not your fuckin son.

CHUCK:
Monty, I'm really not in the fuckin mood, man... Seriously. Especially not with you.

MONTY:
Not in the mood, man? ... You're never in the fuckin mood, man! C'mon, when's the lasétime w
had a good ol' fashioned drunk wrestling match?

DELILAH:
Both of you guys, just stop! Please.

CHUCK:
Or what, D? Or what?? ... Or you'll leave us both?

BARTENDER:
So... Should I still put in an order for those mozz sticks?

DELILAH:
| think she's good, thanks though... | think we've all had enough, we should probably all just head
home.

CHUCK:
Yes, we've all clearly had enough... All of us had clearly had enosgécially you, D...
(Chuckles.)Hey, you guys wanna hear something funriizaughs drunkenly.)

DON:
Well? What is it?

CHUCK:
Oh, you'll love this, Don! You'll fuckin love this, right up your creepy alley!

Pause. Chuck stares down at tfreund, contemplating.

DON:

Well, c'mon, spit it out! | mean, | knew you were a terrible writer, but you're an even worse
story teller.

Chuck looks at Monty, then over Delilah. Pause.

KATRICE:
Yeah c'mon Chuck, what is it? You can't just leaveamging like that.



MONTY:
Yeah mate, what is it?

All look at Chuck and wait. He looks around the room, down again, then covers his mouth as if
he is going to puke as well.

CHUCK:
| think I'm gonna throw up...

Chuck runs offstage.

MONTY:
Jesus, dropping like flies over here... Am | the only one that can still hold my liquor?

DON:
Wow, Chuck is like the worst storyteller... | mean, his books aren't great, butgession
stories are even worse.

KATRICE:
Hey, | like his books... And histories.

DELILAH:
You would...

KATRICE:
Jesus, would you just drop it? It's getting old... Like you.

DELILAH:
News flash, we're all getting old, "Katrice"! You're no exception!

KATRICE:
Not as old as you...

MONTY:
Alright ¢'mon, we'rénere to celebrate Lon, not bicker over petty shit.

Delilah gets into Katrice's face.

DELILAH:
You better back the fuck off Chuck, you hear me?? ... Back the fuck off of my man!!

Delilah cocks a fist back like she is going to punch Katrice, Katricehféis.



MONTY:
Whoa, whoa, chill!! Chill!

DELILAH:
(Laughs.) Wow... You're even more scared than you look.

KATRICE:
Why are you acting like such a bitch to me? Is it because your husband thinks I'm more
attractive than you and doesn't want to fuok ynymore?

MONTY:
Look, everything is cool here, nothing is fucked, everything is cgdb.Bartender):I'm sorry
for their behavior, really... We're all just a little drunk and emotional after the funeral and all.

BARTENDER:

Child please, last night a guy in here straight up ate dog food, then threw up on the bar... Then
his drunk ass had the nerve to ask me for a Long Island Iced Tea with nGltakes head.)

| hate people some times.

DELILAH:

Monty, A) | am more thaa "little" drunk, okay, and B) everything herenigtcool! Stop

fucking apologizing and speaking for me! I'm not even talking to you anymore, it's over, so...
Bye! (Puts a hand in Monty's face.)

Claudiaenters looking drunk and tired.

CLAUDIA:
| amgoing to bed... Goodnight!

Claudia bows and turns to exit.

MONTY:

Whoa, no, babe! No, we're going home, we're not sleeping here at the bar... I'll call us an Uber,
just wait one second(Gently pulls Claudia back in and kisses hdgy, your breathmells like
pinxos and vomit and win¢Takes out his cell phoneHey Bartender, name of this place again?
Skeezey Dee's?

BARTENDER:
SneakyDee's.

MONTY:
Skeezepee's?

BARTENDER:
SneakyDee's... Not Skeezey.



MONTY:
Not SkeezeySneakyDee's, got it. Like, tosneakaround. (Makes a small sneaking gesture.)

BARTENDER:
Right, just- exactly like that.

MONTY:
Awesome... Alright, three minutes!

Monty walks over to where Chuck exited and knocks on the door.

MONTY:

Chuck, we'reheading out! ..(No answer. He looks back at the group and shrugGwick! ...
Hey, Claudia had too much mate, our Uber's two minutes aWidg.answer. He looks at the
group, then back at the doorAlright buddy, talk to you soon, alright?! ... Game rest, love
you brother!

CLAUDIA:
| need to lay down.

MONTY:
We're going, we're going, Uber's on it's way! ... Look, Katrice... Before we head out, | just
wanted to let you know that

KATRICE:

| know, | know... Even though my father was neawyund for me growing up, and he never

called, and he never came home for Christmas', he really did love me though and was very proud
of me... Thanks, Monty.

MONTY:
Right... Well, Claudia's clearly fucked up. I love you all, and te aljood night!

Monty blows a kiss to everyone and puts his arm around Claudia. Thegxitoth

Long Pause.

DON:

Welp... I love a good cat fight as much as the next guy, but I think I'm gonna get outta here too...
(Puts his coat on.)t's late, I'm old, and I'm drunk... Good to see you both.

Don hugs Katrice.

KATRICE:
Good to see you, Uncle Lon... Love you.



DON:
Love you too.

Don hugs Delilah.

DELILAH:
Bye, Lon... You're not driving, are you?

DON:
Yeah, yeah, I'll be fine thoughPromise.

DELILAH:
Are you sure?

DON:
Yeah... Lon was the only brother | ever had, and I'm gonna miss him a lot... Love you both.

DELILAH:
Love you too, get home safely.

DON:
Will do.

Don waves anéxits Long Pause. Chudaters

KATRICE:
There you are, are you okay?

CHUCK:
I'm fine... Hey Bartender, can | close out please?

BARTENDER:
You got it! All on yours?

CHUCK:
Yeah, that's fine, thanks.

BARTENDER:
You got it.

CHUCK:
(To Delilah): I think we should head home.

Bartender slide€huck the receipt and pen. Chuck looks at the total and is slightly taken aback.



CHUCK:
Wow... Okay.

Chuck sighs, writes the tip and total, signs it, then slides it back.

BARTENDER:
Thank you sirl appreciate it! You all get home safe tonight.

CHUCK:
Thank you, will do. You get home safe too, appreciate the hospitality.

BARTENDER:
Any time, and my condolences again for your loss.

CHUCK:
Thank you.

BARTENDER:
Gonna go clean up a little ihe back, but holler if you need anything. Otherwise, you all have a
great night, and come back soon!

DELILAH:
Thank you.

KATRICE:
Thanks!

Bartender bows, theaxits.

CHUCK:
Well. You ladies ready?

DELILAH:
"Ladies"? Ohell no she is not coming with us!

CHUCK:
Yeah she is, | told her she could stay at our place tonight.

DELILAH:
Oh hell no! Absolutely not. If she is staying at our place tonight, | will not be.

CHUCK:
C'mon, D, don't be ridiculous... It's two in ttn@rning, I'm not making her get a hotel right now.

KATRICE:
It's okay, Chuck, really... I'll figure something out.



CHUCK:
No, it's fine.

DELILAH:
No it's not fine, | do not want her staying at my place.

CHUCK:
It's not your place, it'sur place! Andl pay all the fucking rent!

DELILAH:
Chuck, seriously?!

CHUCK:
She has nowhere to sleep!! | already told her she could stay with us, it's final!

DELILAH:
And you weren't going to ever tell me?

KATRICE:
Chuck, it's fine, really.

CHUCK:
No, you're staying at our place, and that's final... Sorry about Delilah.

DELILAH:
Don't fucking apologize for me! Are you planning on fucking this skank or what, is that why
you're bringing her back?

CHUCK:
No, D, I'm not like you... If | were ever going tuck someone else, | would at least wait until we
broke up.

DELILAH:
... What is that supposed to mean?

CHUCK:
It means I'm not like you... | wouldn't cheat on you, and especially not with one of your best
friends.

DELILAH:
| have no idea what the fkigou are talking about right now.

CHUCK:
No idea, huh? ... I'm talking about you and Monty fucking behind my back, and constantly lying
about it! That'swhat I'm fucking talking about!!



Pause.

DELILAH:
Charles, | donknow where this is coming from.

CHUCK:
Stop it!

DELILAH:
Really, honestly!

CHUCK:
Please just stop denying it for once!!

DELILAH:
Charles, you're drunk, you're not thinking straight...

CHUCK:
Stop trying to gaslight me!

DELILAH:
I'm not sleepag with Monty, | swear.

CHUCK:

(Chuckles.)You'rea piece of work, you know that? Still denying it... | caught you guys, D!
When | stopped home after Lon was hospitalized... | came back, and the two of you were being
really awkward, and then while you were showering and Monty was out getting whisbesyc |

a fucking used condom in one of the end tables!! Now how do you explain that? ... You're
fucking pathetic, | want a divorce... Immediately.

DELILAH:
Charles, what are you talking about? | dantdw what the hell Monty does in our living room
when noone is around, but we weren't fucking, | swear to God!

CHUCK:

You're a sad, pathetic, pathological liar, and | want a fucking divorce... Le{Bugs.his coat
on.) Katrice, you can have frontD, until you can own up to it and admit what you've done, |
don't even want to look at you to be honest.

DELILAH:
I'll just... I'll take an Uber... And I'll stay in a hotel tonight.

CHUCK:
Good! You know, the cheating stings, like a lot, but the Igbgut it just makes it that much
worse... Like, you can't even own up to it, even though | caught you guys.



DELILAH:
| never fucked Monty, Charles! | will not admit to something | never did!

KATRICE:
Hmm, sounds familiar.

Delilah, on the verge of teargrabs her coat, slaps Chuck, thexits.

CHUCK:
Wow... Don't really think | deserved that.

KATRICE:
Definitely did not deserve that... Let's go back to your place, I'll help you forget all about
Delilah, | promise.

Katrice grabs her coat and extendsrinand out to Chuck. Chuck looks down at Katrice's hand
then pauses. He looks up at the sky, sighs, then grabs Katrice's handexithey

Lights fade, no music.

End of Scene.



Act Two, Scene Four

Setting. Chuck'diving room, at his new house out in the country.
Time: A few weeks later.

At Rise: Charles is sitting in a chair in the middle of his living room, drunk, holding a half
drunken bottle of whiskey. Long Pause. There is a knock at the door.

CHUCK:
Who is it?

MONTY:
(Offstage): It's Monty mate, open up!

Pause. Chuck looks at the door, then down at the bottle. He takes a swig.

CHUCK:
It's open.

Monty enters with a briefcase, wiping off his boots upon entrance.

MONTY:
Goddamn, it's cold as bali&it! ... What's up mate?

Monty takes his hat and gloves off. Chuck just stares at him blankly.

MONTY:
What's up mate, you alright?

CHUCK:
(Shrugs.)I'm fine.

MONTY:
Alright, good.

Monty slowly takes a seat, a little hesitant.

MONTY:
Whattime did you start drinking today?

CHUCK:
Same time | always start drinking... Right when | woke up.



MONTY:
Jesus... Chuck, you gotta stop doing this to yourself man.

CHUCK:
It doesn't matter, Monty... It's always five o'clock somewhere, right? Thatseauty of this
world, | found it... It's always five o'clock somewhere.

MONTY:
Look, | can just email you everything, you don't seem well, and it really doesn't make sense to
talk numbers with you when you're this drunk.

CHUCK:
| don't wanna talk rmbers, Monty.

MONTY:
| thought... You said you wanted to go over finances?

CHUCK:
| don'tgive a fuck about finances, man... Who gives a fuck about finances besides shady fucking
finance people like you?

MONTY:
Look, Chuck, I think I'm just gonna go mate.

CHUCK:

Fine, fine, fine, tell me Monty Boy, tell me the numbers! ... Tell me how mabhldave, tell

me how | can't afford this new house, this new peaceful life out in the country, tell me again how
poorly my shitty attempt at poetry is doing, tell me again how all my funds are dwindling...
(Pause.) You know what? Everyone thinks I'm fucking lucky, you know? ... Like, you

should be thankful you've even had the little amount of success that you've had, any writer would
kill to make the New York Times best seller list! And why is that? Why do people say that I'm

so lucky? ... Have #y ever met me? ... Do they even know who | am, Monty?

Pause.

MONTY:
Well... | guess because most writers don't ever even have one book on the New York Times best
seller list, much less two, including one that hit number four.

CHUCK:

Ohfuckmost peopleman! Fuck most people... You know how much happiness | got from those
books? ... Like a month? Maybe two months of happiness? ... | had a beautiful, loving wife, a
successful career as a writer, | had everything | ever wanted... And now what €@ | Haave a
lonely life in the country where | spend my days waking up and drinking until | pass out, just to
wake up the next day and do it all over again... Is that what happiness and luck look like?



MONTY:
Look, you still have Delilah, you still havee, you have great friends, you have a great life,
Chuck... You're much luckier than most people.

CHUCK:
| don't feel lucky, Monty... | feel depressed, suicidal, and vengeful.

MONTY:
Mate, I'm sorry, but I'm gonna head out... | think this was a mistakéng here.

Monty stands up.

CHUCK:
Wait!

MONTY:
... What?

CHUCK:
You know... You have always been like a brother to me, ever since college... And | will always
appreciate the relationship we had... So... | got you a little gift.

Chuck stands up arekits

MONTY:
Chuck, | gotta go mate!

Chuckenterswith a large wooden cigar box. He sits down with the cigar box in his lap, staring
at Monty.

MONTY:
You got me cigars?

CHUCK:
Yeah, ya know, just a couple Cubans to bury the leatgla know... What do you say, you
wanna smoke one?

MONTY:
Um... Sure? If it'll make you feel better.

CHUCK:
Cubans, Monty... And yes, it will make me feel better, | hope... You have a lighter?

MONTY:
Yeah, | have one in my briefcase.



Montyleans down to get a lighter from his briefcase. As he does, Chuck opens the cigar box,
takes out a gun, and points it at Monty, the bottle still in his other hand. Monty looks up.

CHUCK:

Lock the door now, or I'ihoot you in the fucking back.

MONTY:

Whoa, mate!! What the fuck?? ... Just chill, put the gun down!
CHUCK:

| said lock the fucking door Monty, or | will shoot you and say it was breaking and entering.
MONTY:

Dude, what the fuck?? Seriously? Putdhe down mate, please!
CHUCK:

Lock thefuckingdoor!!

MONTY:

Alright, alright, I'm locking the door, I'm locking it{Stands up and locks the doat.)There, it's
locked!

Monty holds his hands up and stands near the door. Chuck gestures with fioe igin to sit
back down.

CHUCK:
Sit down, relax.

Monty slowly sits down, keeping his hands raised and his eyes on Chuck.

MONTY:
Chuck dude, seriously, you're freaking me out, please put the gun down...

CHUCK:
Oh, I'm freakingyouout? (Monty nods.)I'm freakingyouout??

MONTY:
Yes mate, please! Please put the gun down... At least stop pointing it at me, please.

CHUCK:

Shut thefuckup, Monty Boy!!(Pause) Now listen, "mate”... | don't want to draw this out any
longer than it hasotbe... Because | love you like a brother... And when you love like brothers,
you fight like brothers...

MONTY:
Mate, what are you talking about?



CHUCK:
Shut thefuckup!

MONTY:
Look, just take it easy! Can we just talk here, please?

CHUCK:
Oh now youwvanna talk? Sure, let's talk! Let's talk about how you've been fucking my wife and
secretly stealing my money, let's talk about that!!

MONTY:
... What?

CHUCK:

Let'stalk about it! What position do you guys usually do? | know she says she likes missionary,
but now I'm thinking maybe she only says that because she knows I like it, ya know, | don't
know anymore! Let's talk about how much you stole from me and hew ib& been

happening... Was it every week, every month, once a year? At the end of the year, during tax
season? When was it, Monty Boy??

MONTY:

Chuck, I didn't have sex with Delilah, and | have never stole any money from you, | swear to
God... You'vebeen paying me for my services, and that is it mate, nothing more, nothing less...
Please, put the gun down... You can ask Delilah, we never slept together, | swear to God mate!

CHUCK:
Call me mate one more fucking time, Monty!! Just one more time!

MONTY:
Chuck, listen, where is Delilah now? Let's all talk about this together, to clear the air.

CHUCK:
Don't put my wife's name in your mouth ever again, you understand? If | hear you utter her
name one more fucking time, | swear to God, | will kill yoou understand me?

MONTY:
Chuck... Let's just talk about this, okay? ... Just calm down a minute, just breathe... Put the gun
away for a second, let's just talk... Where is Delilah?

CHUCK:

She's not here(Pause) You know Monty, you're right... Ithe end, we're not all Picassos, are
we? ... Now get the fuck out of my house and never speak to my wife again, do you hear me?
All I wanted from you was a confession, but it seems that you and her are going to take this to
the grave, so... Just go.



MONTY:
Chuck, can we just talk?

CHUCK:
There's nothing to talk about... | caught you two, and you are both denying it! Now go before |
change my mind and do something I'll regret later... I'm serious.

MONTY:
Look, I just want us to be cool, that's all... Can we just talk a second before | go?

CHUCK:
I'm done talking, Monty! I'm done... No more talking.

Chuck points the gun at Monty.

MONTY:
Dude, put the gun down.

CHUCK:
I'm not fucking around man, getafuckout of my house!

Chuck cocks the gun back and aims it at Monty.

MONTY:
Dude!

CHUCK:
Get the fuck out of here dudsowl!

Slight Pause. Monty looks around quickly, panics, then lunges toward Chuck and the gun. In a
brief scuffle, the gun goes offidaMonty crumples to the floor.

MONTY:
(Gripping his stomach)GAAAHHHHH!!!! ... You shot me!

CHUCK:
Sorry, Monty...

MONTY:
You fucking shot me!!

CHUCK:
You lunged at me!

MONTY:
Call 911, please!



CHUCK:
| can't...

MONTY:
Call 911, please, what are youing??(Gasping for breath.)Dude, please!!

CHUCK:
You know, Monty... You could've just said no... That's all you had to do, just say no.

MONTY:
Dude, please call 911! I'm gonna diéGasping.) Call 911!

CHUCK:
Nahh, I think I'll just let it be... Letate take over, ya know?

Monty is fading quickly, seriously wounded and losing blood.

MONTY:
Chuck, | can't... | can't breathe... Call... 9... 1...

CHUCK:
Wish | could, Monty! ... No cell service out here though... One perk of moving out to the middle
of nowhere, ya know, no disturbances.

MONTY:
Chuck... Please...

CHUCK:
All you had to do was say no, Monty! ... Just like Lon, all he had to do was saButmeither
of you could do that, could you? ... It's alright though... At least now you'll be together.

Monty slowly closes his eyes, gurgles a litle, then stops breathing. His limbs go numb, no longer
clutching his stomach. Chuck stares at him emags)lpauses, then shrugs.

CHUCK:
Well... Maybe now Delilah will take me back?

BLACK OUT.

END OF PLAY.

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: We 6N @t Al | Picassos was inspireft
struggle; whether a writer, painter, musician, filmmaker, sculptor, etc. It explores issues and
themes of what it means to be an artist and why we continue to create against all outside



distractions ad forces. Stylistic interests include David Mamet, StzanParks, Neil Simon,
Clifford Odets, August Wilson, Martin McDonagh, and more. The play has not been performed
live yet.

AUTHOROG S Wa&tIB@ns is a poet and playwright from Milwaukee, Wingvin New York

City. He has been published in Return to the Gathering Place of the Waters, Edify Fiction, Crux
Magazine, In Layman's Terms, Cream City Review, and more. He holds a BA in Creative
Writing from the University of WisconsMilwaukee, and he ae saved a kitten from a busy
highway in Atlanta.



A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON

By llan Wachsman

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

My monologuéA LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON'started as a one minutkalogue
between two middle aged men, and was based partly on imagination and partly on a true story.
It came to life on a warm winter night in 2017 outside a Tel Aviv pub, after | overheard a couple
of halfdrunk tourists justifying their spur of the memt decision to resume drinking following a
long period of abstinence. The piece is inspired by Eugene lonesco's 'The Bald Soprano’,
sopranos in general and my own fascination with existential questions and idiomatic
expressions. Through a unique use ofjlaage, it portrays a man dealing with an enigmatic and
frightening reality in his own way, which leads to a spectrum of emotions from enthusiasm and
joy to disappointment and despair. This monologue offers a glimpse into the daily struggle with a
rapidly changing world, takes kindly to a common human weakness, and also makes for a good
read over a pint or two. The original one minute plaYINGUIST FALLING OFF THE
WAGON'was part of Gi60 2018, the International One Minute Theatre Festival, and was
produced in June 9 at Brooklyn College, Brooklyn, NY (Dir: Michael Jones). The monologue

of the same name was adapted by me from my one minute play, and in these very days (April
2020) is being recorded in London by Ragged Foils Productions, led by produedieNa

Winter, and performed by voice actor Isi Adeola. This recording is part of the 'Isolation
Sessions', a special series of new writing monologues, recorded during thel@maddemic

in support of NHS workers on the front lines. I'm grateful forogygortunity and proud to

contribute to this important and inspiring initiativeSpaci ng i s pl aywri ght &és



A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON

A MONOLOGUE

CHARACTERS

The Linguist I a middle aged man dressed in a worn out suit.

SETTING

A bare stage.

TIME

The present.

SYNOPSIS

An experienced linguist falls off the wagon in an absurdist
monologue full of dark moments and idiomatic expressions.

i tchi

Hell o silent majority, | see youbre al

on the road. Fresh as daisies and ready to roll. Good for you,
I'm dead on my feet. And yet | never let nobody beat me in my
own game. So let's get down and dirty, shall we? The truth is



we've got thrown in at the deep end, so we must fly by the seat
of our pants, and do everything against the clock. Now you might
think that making bricks without straw is a bit much, but let me

tell you, my friends, they don't call me the Linguist for

nothing. | put my shoulder to the wheel, keep my nose to the
grindstone and never say die. It's no secret that recently

things have gone out of hands. We're clutching at straws here.
Ideas are flying at a rate of knots falling on stony ground.

Nobody knows which wa vy to turn... like being between a rock and
a hard place. We're up the creek right on the edge hanging by

our fingernails struggling to keep our heads above water, but to

no avail. Looks like we're done for. Not a ray of hope...

(Suddenly becomes determined ) But wait... walit... I've got a
brainstorm. Yeah... against all odds I'm on top of that. I'l

save the day, come hell or high water. So help me God! Now is

the moment of truth. Keep your fingers crossed. (Slight pause)

It's like pulling teeth, the words | ust won't come out. | know

you're disappointed but bear with me a bit. Yes... oh yes...

believe it or not, but just as we came within
of falling flat on our faces I've managed to put the genie back

in the bottle.. luck of the devil we got it in under the wire,

right at the eleventh hour, as they say. It's up and running

again. But no rest for the weary. We must strike while the iron

is hot. Time and tide wait for no man. (PAUSE.) Oh dammit! What

can | say? Looking back | realize | shouldn' t have celebrated

too early. | can't tell you how sorry | am. Not only that words

are failing me at the moment, but | can almost see the blood

draining from my own face . | feel like nothing on earth... at the

end of my tether .Looks Ili ke | 6ve c ocmeoads.dvea cr o
been in the business the best part of twenty five years...

slogged my guts out for one linguistic project or another; got

shifted from pillar to post. |l put my head in
served as the hatchet man; laid my reputation on the li ne ...the

whole shebang. Been treated like dirt at the best of times. With

all the blue -eyed boys in key positions and their |
Jack frame of mind, itds here today, gone tom
for himself.

It breaks my heart to abandon ship like so me panicked rat.

Better late than never, though. I'd rather leave than get thrown

to the dogs. You can't blame me for that, <can

fill of the business. | want to get away from it all, hang up my
hat and watch the world go by.

Let's be cle ar on this. I Donét expect a golden ha
there was no golden hell o either. | wasnot bo



spoon in my mouth. My father was a proud son of the soil. |

started earning my keep at the age of ten.
honest buck ever sin ce. But can | make ends meet? To be honest

with you, I havendét got two cents to rub toge
live from hand to mouth. Barely enough to keep the wolf from the

door. (Reaches into his pocket and pulls out a flask of

whiskey.) Ahhh... well... surp rise surprise... just what the

doctor ordered... a bit of Dutch courage. I've been on the wagon

for way too |l ong, anyway. But mumdés the word.

strife finds out | 61 I(Liftsthdflask) h e | IDown the

hatch!  (Takes a long swig from the flask.) They say i1itos alll f o
the best, and | should count my blessings, bu
here... at the end of the day idioms are just a load of crap,

pardon my French! Il n your heart of hearts you
pissing in the wind, don't you? (Lifts the flask again.) It's

tempting to say to hell with it, but | don't give in that

easily. Life, as we all know, is an ongoing struggle, and

unfortunately every day is a new battle against the same foe.

I'm well aware it doesn't look too promising right now , but if
you know anything about me, you know | haven't said my last word

yet.  (Slight pause) Cheers!

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: My monologue 'A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE
WAGON' started as a one minute dialogue between two middle aged men, and wasitgsed

on imagination and partly on a true story. It came to life on a warm winter night in 2017 outside
a Tel Aviv pub, after | overheard a couple of kaifink tourists justifying their spur of the

moment decision to resume drinking following a longqaeof abstinence. The piece is inspired

by Eugene lonesco's 'The Bald Soprano', sopranos in general and my own fascination with
existential questions and idiomatic expressions. Through a unique use of language, it portrays a
man dealing with an enigmaténd frightening reality in his own way, which leads to a spectrum

of emotions from enthusiasm and joy to disappointment and despair. This monologue offers a
glimpse into the daily struggle with a rapidly changing world, takes kindly to a common human
weakress, and also makes for a good read over a pint or two. The original one minute play ‘A
LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON' was part of Gi60 2018, the International One Minute
Theatre Festival, and was produced in Jurg & Brooklyn College, Brooklyn, NY (Di

Michael Jones). The monologue of the same name was adapted by me from my one minute play,
and in these very days (April 2020) is being recorded in London by Ragged Foils Productions,
led by producer Natalie Winter, and performed by voice actor Isi Ad&biis recording is part

of the 'Isolation Sessions', a special series of new writing monologues, recorded during the
Covid-19 pandemic in support of NHS workers on the front lines. I'm grateful for the opportunity
and proud to contribute to this importaand inspiring initiative.

AUTHOR BIO: Illan Wachsman is an Israeli playwright and screenwriter who more often
than not likes to keep an open mind. He usually keeps it in the fridge inside a small bowl of ice,
alongside a slice of fresh brain, which allolis to go on thinking outside the box. Some of his



short plays have been produced onaiffBroadway and on London's fringe scene, and received
both audience and critical acclaim. In London he had the privilege to be working with
Encompass Productions arheir creative team led by Liam Fleming & Jonathan Woodhouse
who produced and directed two of his short works: 'END UP LIKE JULIE', which earned a five
star review from critic James Waygood, and 'NO BROKEN BONES' which was later developed
by llan into afull length play. You can reach llan at: ilanwachsman5@gmail.com



Two Days Before
A Play By

Emma Cariello

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

This play was inspired by my research into school shootings and, more
specifically, the Columbine shooting of 1999. The two characters are based very
heavily on Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris. | tried as best as | could to capture how
kids really talk to each other. However, | purposefully kept it vague, so these two
charactes can be discussing whatever you want them to be discussing. Generally,
though, the core remains the same. A big decision is being made, and one boy
needs a little convincing (Spacing is playwrightos

Characters

BOY ONE, 17 years old. Smalbut not stocky. Almost malnourished. Wooden, hollow eyes.

Something slightly terrifying about him, slightly efiiter.

o



BOY TWO, 18 years old. Monstrously tall and gawky. Long, stringy hair. Out of proportion,
with | arge hands asedairjabout mn, §ke somdihéng is lulsbling undee p r e

his surface but hedés too afraid to show it or

Setting
BOY TWO6s basement, during his high school gr

Lights slowly fade in on BOY ONE and BOY TWO, alone. BOWO sits in an old armchair,

hands resting on his knees. BOY ONE stands, arms crossed. With the fade in of lights, sound
fades in also. Noises from upstairs; shuffling feet, muffled laughing and talking. The basement is
incredibly cluttered, with random pphernalia scattered everywhere; mounted deer heads, nerf

gun boxes, a childés plastic bike, etc. The p

BOY TWO: ... Yeah, Il just didnét think I 6d make |
BOYONE: We coulyd kd owa,y scéo é

BOYTWO: (I nterrupting) No, man (he says it | aui
BOYONE: (Laughs along, putting his hands up 1in
all my idea

(They fall into a familiar rhythmClearly this conversation has happened before).

BOY TWO: Totally was, but ok.

BOY ONE: Everythingés going to shit anyway. Climn
(Makes vague motion with his hands).

BOY TWO: (Humoring BOY ONE) Elaborate.



BOY ONE: Okwell. Would you rather be one of millions to die in a natural apocalypse, or
would you rather go out with a bang?

BOYTWO: ( Snorts) 060Go out with a bang?déd Dude.

BOY ONE: I 6m just saying! Why slip out quietly I
somehing? This idife, man. Thisistha&vorld. And wedr e al | gonna di e a8
thatds a spoiler or something.

BOYTWO: Your dadodés | i ke, a real big Trump supp

(BOY ONE nods incredulously).

BOY TWO: And you believe in climate change?

BOYONE: Youbre really gonna change the subject
BOY TWO: (Shrugs. Not really humoring anymore. Genuinely into the conversation). If we did,

| donoddtould hivbk nbw?

BOY ONE: You could. For sure. | know you could.

BOY TWO: Y o u ndwometbatwelk man.

BOY ONE: |l 6ve known you my whole |Iife, you donodt
head? Or what youdre capable of? | know youbor
BOY TWO: (That takes him off guard. He looks up at BOY ONE earnestly. After a pause)

Yeah. |l 6m angry. Of course | 6m angry. Youbd

(@)
—
D

actually showing now).

BOY ONE: Yeah, get riled up! Four years of bullshit, fuckaiguse to just leave, graduate,

marry some nobody, have two nobody kids dm® Is that what you want? (BOY TWO shakes

his head rapidly, ready to cry) Well, youdre

BOY TWO: hat 6 sl t 6s not what I want !



(Silence. Somebodgrops something upstairs, and BOY TWO startles at the dull thump. That

triggers him off, and he breaks into nearly silent tears, rubbing his face. BOY ONE watches him
coldly).

BOY ONE: Are you with me?

(BOY TWO stares up at him. They stay in that tabliesua moment. Movement upstairs

continues, conversations continue, and the world continues to spin. But not in this basement.

BOY ONE and BOY TWO are stuck, making the biggest decision of their short lives).

BOY TWO: (Sudden intake of breath, breaking shfocating stillness of the basement. Makes

the audience wait a moment, his gears turning. Then, a slight flinch when he reaches his final
decision in his mind). Yeah,dnu h. Ok, man, yeahé (Barely cohel
his mouthsmbhut nge Hena@toesndt bother to wipe h
(BOY ONE smiles, but therebés nothing behind i

Blackout).

AUTHOROG S Mpmame is Emma Cariello. I'm a collegident working toward

a degree in jounalism. | love writing unsettling, weird, and sad things. | typically
gravitate toward fiction short stories, but | love to review films in my spare time

too. | hope you enjoy this and please let me know if the attachment opens! It's very
short, but | predr to keep things quick and make sure they pack a punch.



DOOR NUMBER THREE

By Martin Heavisides

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: For quite some time this was only a (vaguely dream

based) response to a prompt for a play without dialogue, but then | began thinking
about how this situation might further unfold, and discovered it would be a tale of

wild libido, converse between the waslof the living and dead, the driving engine

of language and action and how it takes on a life outside what could easily be
predicted. Also that it would end at a satisfactory/unsatisfactory point, poised on
actions to come that the mind is free to imadiut which tantalize the creator

with the possibility of their realization. | do have a file titted Door Number Three

Ful I Length, but so far nothing of the
doesndt . I t mi ght b gSpacegh iisd pDao/rwr N writ er:

DOOR NUMBER THREE

Scene i Three Door Monte
Sound of soft rain falling.

A man stirs awake in a bed stage right and slips out of his side, leaving a slumbering woman there.

He walks to stage centre where he contemplates three closed doors.



He opens the first of them, behind which is a roaring tiger, which he contains by ¢luesithgor
in instant alarm. (Possibly the image of tiger and open door, enlarged, appears on the backdrop

wall so itdéds more i mmediately visible to the

Pacing and visibly nervous, he contemplates the doors. Curiosity overwhelming him at last, he
opens the second door, behind which lurks a man with fierce red eyes who lunges at him. He
pushes the door almost shut but the man behind it pushes furiously also. After a struggle, finally
he gets it fully shut. (Evidently some sort of enchantment peetletdoor being opened by the

knob on the other side. These may be doors with only one way knobs. Whatever, there must be an

illogical explanation.)

(Possibly the image of man behind opened door, and the struggle between the two for mastery of

the door, fows on the backdrop wall as above.)

Thoroughly winded and visibly shaking, the man teeters off wings right. After a few seconds,
returns, more steady, with a beer can in one hand. Contemplates doors a long while, until curiosity
prevails once more. Opetisird door, behind which a woman in thigh length negligee beckons

with extended arms and tantalizing fingers. (Possibly the image etc.) He sets down beer can and
begins to come thither in some agitation. Just before stepping in, he suddenly slams gheitdoor

as he sees the woman from earlier approaching, in his peripheral vision. The nightgown his
bedmate wears is less provocative, more functional, possibly flannel or just an ovedaige t

She beckons with both hands and, sighing, he reaches alietorte of them and let her lead him

back to bed. Rain increasing. He holds three f

back. Bed in darkness after they slide in on either side, rain, wind and peals of thunder grow to a



briefly sustained crgcendo then taper off to the same sound of soft rain as at the beginning. After

an interval, the man emerges out of the darkness once more and again approaches the doors.

He looks at the first door, then over his shoulder at the audience, shakingaisa light shiver

passing through him

He looks at the second door, then over his shoulder at the audience, a much more pronounced

shiver passing through him.

He looks at the third door, then over his shoulder at the audience, nodding vigorouslys itride

the door, grasps the knob aggressively and throws it wide open. Thunderclap. Before he can react,
the redeyed man springs at him, knocks him to the ground and begins throttling him, accompanied
by heavy rain, gusting wind, peals of thunder. Finislahtast, the thrashing and struggles of the

man under him subdued into dead stillness, theeggstl man, grabbing the beer can the other had

set down, rises to his feet and walks across to the bed (still in darkness) stage right.

BLACKOUT

Scene ii Ambiguais Pleasures

Woman stirs in bed at the embrace and sudden assault of her unknown lover.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Walt! Is that you?

INSPECTOR QUINCE

(Thrusting aggressivetywords keeping time)



No! name né name | recolect maybe cer!tainlpot Walt! Ab!nor!mallly! pantywaisi

pigeonwaisd milktoastfriedinbutterscotchNAME! WALT!

Spits off to the side of the bed without moderating his thrust

Marry aWaltwith his substandarcderiry

Not enough breath left to speak,, his moans and hers minghea<li

and possession.

They settle into a close, tender embrace.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Ifitis Waltyoumustb e possessed. I'f not | must be dr eami

on the sheets. Where did Walt go then? | think he was after a glas& @nahih sandwich.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

He was after forbidden pleasure | 6ve snatched

stead.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

He was going for a drink? | dondot fdhrhisi d him
ul cer . But how did you get in, assuming youor

honeymoon force?



INSPECTOR QUINCE

My force diminishes not with use and familiarity, outperforming husbands of every description

with visible ease. | came through door number three.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Never heard it callethat befored o ! | see what you mean. The thr
' iving room. |l really must be dreaming them,

mingled marvels and perils were dreams, waking dreams actualized in life or who knows what

when analysed in the cold | ogical l ight of br
Bl ack my erstwhile hub? | f he ewiennwhenhehgeto ugh on
back.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

No need, ités already accomplished. Dead he |
asphyxiate he breathes no more. Breath is the first thing we draw in life and the last. He.s drawn

his last breath

ERNTRUDE BLACK



Strangled and sl ain on the carpet by a new su
with artful ambiguous pleasures! | 6d better b

investigations, hair samples on the carpet and¥dding God knows where otherwise.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

| catch the glimmer of a reason that need not

by far for the law too clever for my own good, some on the force say.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

lcandét make head or tail of what you just saioc

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Tail I make with ferocious abandérwith gracious abandon yield head.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

| have the right name for a widow at least.

Quince has slid beneath the sheet, his head obtrudiggntle motion about her midparts.

A merry widow it seems.

BLACKOUT

Scene iii Wherebdts the Cri me?



Lights up on living room, three doors no longer in evidence, a rectangle of police tape around
the body of Walter Black, inside which three lagdobed asistants busily collect eviderie

samples of various kinds, photographs from several angles.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Tragically was he within inches of the vehicle that might have sped him hence when overtaken
by assailant with powerful hands, not at alltgeand caressing, powerful upper arm and upper

body muscles our natural surmise from evidence of futile struggle by your puny husband.

ASSISTANT Itaking flashbulb photo)

More tragicallysti or i s t hat mor e dr amaone afthetreswag ? | 61 |

punctured.

ASSISTANT 2

bagging samples taken from fingernails)

Heéd have been SOL trying to flee in thhdat use
rendered it. Accessory before the fact if we had any way of tracking him, even if completely

unwittingly. Assault a personb6s transportatio

ASSISTANT 3

(taking up what looks like the measure of a shoeprintud)



What he could have been up to in a neighbourhood so sketchgme not me of course,

thatds not 1 n our det &mightsayahé goowhat lresleservfed. i cer s o

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Inspectod (aside, to himaloneyhat 6s t his about a body strangl

l'iving room. ltdéds right in front of wus. I 6m i

INSPECTOR QUINCHEaside)

To our eyes the picture is thus, Erntrude, but fogged by perspective tricks | learnt many years
distant inthe Orient, these manipulable colleagues perceive the crime scene as an alley in a part

of town good reputable citizens never venture because of personal cowardice mainly.

ENTRUDE BLACK(aside)

Many years ago in the Orient? You expect me to belieateotn your says0?

INSPECTOR QUINCIHEaside)

| have no reason to |ie to you. Beside you, vy
Ago or to come | 6m not at | iberty to say, not
unsolved and grhaps unsolvable. Do we live in one time line or many? Do they see you in this

place or that? In a housecoat or a black pencil dress that hugs the figure so close they strain to
contain the race of their pulse and maintain professional distance, dedtauail éhey have a

job to do.

ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside)



Two of them are women!

INSPECTOR QUINCEaside)

Neverthelessi n one case at | east | 6m positive and
ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside, smiling)

So they go on abotheir duties, furtively undressing me with their eyes? With much less to

undress than is wuswual for me in public if t

you see?
INSPECTOR QUINCHEaside)

Both scenes are present to my eye, otherwigedould | maintain both illusions at once?
ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside)

Both? What | 6m seeing is an illusion too? |

INSPECTOR QUINCIHEaside)

Have any of us at any time in our lives first to last? At besdlfeer-thin glimmers. These

subtleties they apprehend better in the Orient.

ASSISTANT 1

Webve done our work Inspector.

ASSISTANT 2

he



Ambulance is on its way to pack this one off to the morgue.

ASSISTANT 3

This will stay up awhil® stillgoingpover particulars with the newl:"

a police vehicle available to chariot her home.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

|l 611 see to transport personally once |1 0ve ma
t he vi ct i ritéand startditeseems agamst the shock still battening fast on her system,

battering wide awake her sleemving eyes.

ASSISTANTS

Right then webre off.

ASSISTANT 1

Donot have a clue what t hat was about .

Exuent. Quince and Erntrude Black melhnt o a passi onate kiss as Wal

lifts.

WALTER BLACK

So. Di dnot even wai't for the first nail i n th

Watches the two walk off into the blackness where the bed would be.

| dondt have to put .up. wWhet tehm sl jeaxsac thlexc?a uWees

expecting.



A sport jacket and housecoat are tossed into the light from bedroom area.

| have a good mind to wreak vengeance on my vicious marakhe disloyaloncevi f e who 6 s

Flannel nightgown, shirt and tie aregsed in next.

Bedding him if my senses dondét deceive me. N e

enter without even leaving off his pants, zipper down and in without so much as a

Pants and underpants next.

by your | eave. puséntlmightjustb@ abletoltome uprmthcah
comprehensive scheme of slow ceremonial revenge such as | never would have pictured myself

capable of life. Perhaps not. Perhaps death completes me.

Notices three doors have reappeared.

But firstd

Cautiously opens door number two, behind which is the same woman as in scene i. She grabs his

tie and tugs him to her.

ANGELINE PITFALL

I 61 1 help you the way you wanted first, and t
onbothofthem That son of a bitch is mine, not her s

the most of it.

Tugs him to the other side of the door and slams it.



Scene iv Urgent Love

WALTER BLACK

| never thought this was possible either.

ANGELINE PITFALL

Youdve never heard of resurrection in the fl e

plain, and I &dm custom design for seminary 1ins

Noise of ambulance comes up low behind this, then rises in pitch to a crescendsuxderdy

cutting out. Two EMS attendants (played by two of the earlier Assistants) run in with a stretcher

on wheels, take down police tape enough to ge
stretcher, covering with blanket that, once in pladgws the outlines of a body underneat. One

of them reattaches the tape.

ATTENDANT 2

>

|l 6m not sure we should have removed that i n t

ATTENDANT 1

And we were supposed to get our customer onto the stretcher and out of here haw® t wot e | | i

you wonot .

Exuent at either end of stretcher. Wings left, siren starts up again, full blast, then by degrees

diminishes as if with distance. Slowly rising beneath the ambulance noise and now superseding



it, the sound of urgent lovemaking froine tdark space where we know the bed is past the living
room, and from behind door number two, suddenly climaxed by the roar of a tiger. Whisper

sound of large padding feet.

WALTER BLACK

What was he doing here?

ANGELINE PITFALL

Sheifyouwantd know the truth. Likes to watch is thi
been recently fed. A police commissioner | beliggdter a silence.Kidding. Walte® you

didndét just finish?

WALTER BLACK

Considering | édm t elchtnhiicnakl Ily Iliansctoerdp oprreeatlt.y .g o.0d

have a sudden tiger roaring at me.

ANGELINE PITFALL

Well you better get used to it. Our revenge could take some time to unfold, and in the meantime

who else do | have to fall back on?

WALTER BLACK

| think we should get married. Do dead people do that?

Scene v Good Sweet Furry Pussy



Angeline enters the room through door number three and the doors vanish behind her.

ANGELINE PITFALL

More to the poird do live people ever?

Looks on as Entrude enters the light from the right side, in a sleekldrigth negligee nodv
the two outfits al most match. Erntrued, who h

and hugs herself. Testing the muscles at her side, she pivas lastisees Angeline.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Who are you? How did you get in here?

ANGELINE PITFALL

Door number 3 most recentl y. |l dondt need to
asleep now(Loud snoring.)Y ou 6 1 | have totgehatsgoudbodlt hatve n
That s my man you bedded and |Ilésénraesasnoorsa hi m

| figure out the best means to accomplish it. Slow and painful goes without saying. If it proves
mortal, | woul dwétabeesadypcosgeded coup in a s

behind door number 2.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Ex-husband. | was in the living room and also in a disreputable alley where his body was found,

t hat s what I nspect or dnbulance drivesawdy With isrgnvaiasy . I h

ANGELINE PITFALL



Hedés calling himself Inspector Quince this ro

your husbandsé murderers?

ERNTRUDE BLACK

That hasndét been pr ovtde Angwayby Wiatevenrcircenmstangial s ur e i
means dear Walt i s dead and you donodot get any

you say happened between the two of you as well.

ANGELINE PITFALL

It was more than that affected his performatce,t | 6 m positive hedoll com

the right mix of discipline and TLFC.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Lucky you.(Yawns) f | wasnét so sl eepy | might even be

Snoring out.

| think | came out ahead in the trade.

ANGELINE PITFALL

Youdbre very much mistaken if you think therebo
likes of you. My man goes through women like you as if they were cotton swabs, the same way |

put on lesser men. Men and women of the ordinary soldadhea little insubstantial compared to



what we are to one another. Still. He promi se

hedl | pay, i f you turn our coll ateral damage

ERNTRUDE BLACK

|l 61l sop up yours |i ke soup. With coarse gr ai

Quince enters wearing a black robe spackled with gold stars.

ANGELINE PITFALL

o
—

| | i ke the att i showdrercy Killtyou queckdyrwithodt paim.e e d n

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Bring it on, door number three if youbdve got

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Ladi es! FIl attered as a man needs must be at S

no millimeter offlesh cut or even bruised upon my poor account! not when the prize is in reach

A

of both equally take! grasp! ités a short wal
you yet sleep not, then may you strive flesh against flesh, aggressiost aggression until you

puddle in moaning delight before my aroused, nay hypercharged eyes and superior member.

Walter Black, seemingly from nowhere, has appeared among them, looks behind him

WALTER BLACK

Wheredd the door go?

ERNTRUDE BLACK



Did | hear that right? He wants us, expects us, to . .. ?

Walter clears throat. Qunice suddenly sees him with a look of hatred.

ANGELINE PITFALL

He does get off on watching, and it is a real temptation. Postpeoetalengeance awhile in

favour of urious enjoyment of flesh melting happily in salt, savoury surrender

WALTER BLACK

Just out of curiosity, are you two. . . alive
new developments. My wif e deadlymsidesosdonelashisi s, un
hands are around a fellowbs throat.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Ex. Till death do us part is all I vowed. | f

She stands eye to eye with AngetlastakenonBhei r ho

erotic charge.

WALTER BLACK

Bit much, and in our own bed técadding insult to fatality.

Quince stands eyeball to eyeball with him, glaring.

What are you going to do, big feflak i | | me ? take hny bekter thig tiné~|



Erntrude suddenly embraces Angelina and dips her, bending to meet her in a 45 degree angle

and a kiss.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Can but essay once more in quest of a result more firm.

ANGELINE PITFALL

(returned tostanding position)

My Quince will be pissed off he didndot see th

They rush into the dark area where the bed is. Quince, about to lunge, draws back when Walter

pulls from the pocket of his silk housecoat a butter knife. He stares at it in disbelief.

WALTER BLACK

| could have sworn it was a butcher knife | grabbedobh

But Quincebés reaction is disproportionate for
knife. He backs away slowly, eyeing Walter warily for sudden movements. Seeing tilowah s
comprehending his sudden advantage, Walter makes a lunge. Quince extents arms, framing the

space in front of him with two raised index fingers.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

This is not over and done however you arm yourself uncivilly. | shall return!

Bdlts through door number three which has reappeared with the others. Roar, then throaty purr

greets him from somewhere behind the doors.



Good girl, |l et me ruffle thy head and scratch

good sweet furry pugs
WALTER BLACK
Oh great! Hebds got the tiger on his side.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Ye-es! YeeslYouwoul dndét run away from any butcher

girl? Woulds oo girl?

Meantme Angeline and Erntrude, over there in the pitchen blacken, have been engaged, at

varying noise levels in serious heavy petting. (Underneath which is the continuous sound of

happy purring.)

ERNTRUDE BLACK

YourQuince! We may tangle over that beforry long.

ANGELINE PITFALL

We be tangled, more than | suspected we might.

ERNTRUDE BLACK

Right now I think 16l fuck you.

WALTER BLACK



Those two are getting cozy.
Pockets butter knife.
ANGELINE PITFALL
| surrenderpfficer. Take me.
WALTER BLACK
| think it would be appropriate to join in.
ERNTRUDE BLACK
|l 6l have to figure out how exactly | do that
Subvocal whispering.
Realy? REALL Y??? | can do that. Show you whodéds bo
Overlapping gigglesrom the two women.

WALTER BLACK (hesitating)

Later I t hi nk. When | 6ve worked out a |ittl e

hands less manful than they seemed or he imagined or | did?

ERNTRUDE BLACK

| can always Kill you lar when you least expect it.

ANGELINE PITFALL



Brave talk across a pillow! Wedll see who kil

A succession of waves rise, crest, recede, repeat, of concupiscence in the dark. Purring from
behind doors. Are the doors still there? At the momenEram behind where the doors would

be then: a rumbling prprr-prrr.

WALTER BLACK

Il think 1611 astonish everyone by the time th

hear from me girls, and f eeperiemoe. Fitsb.a and it wo

Exit wings right.

Scene vi Look at Me

Inspector Quince renters the living room through door number three or mysteriously appears
at the point where door number three would be
whoeverds in charge of bl ockidnegsesthdaudienter i des D
directly. (Purring, probably of the tiger in her sleep, very low, and also the soft snoring of the

two women.)

INSPECTOR QUINCE

A ten inch blade at that close distance and knowing the feeble wrist for thrusting of my puny foe,
| cringe, | backstep warrily, | flee! flee to the comforting soft fur of puss, so much of it so warm

to the touch and responsive, tickle oO0neath th



her sleep? all three of them now and | not there to veytio my loves in their maiden voyage

on conquest bed! Somebody will pay for that, somebody | thought had been paid in deadliest
coin once for all! So easy to reach out and snap the wrist, leave the fool to contemplate the
dangle of a hand nevermore toggrstretch forth my hand to grab from the floor a fearful

weapon, useless in his hand now but not in mine! To gut! To flense! at leisure, see if he can
resuret inthatbutchered form a second time and mmuch good it do him! Blood and fat dribbling

at everypoint skinned.

WALTER BLACK (Down Stage Left)

He still thinks this

Holds up butter knife.

is a butcher knife with a ten inch blade rising proud out of its haft, exactly as it seemed to me

when | hastily grabbdéd it.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

The identity | had to take on, to save new love from prying eyes of suspicion official on

discoveryofcorpsen | i vi ng room (myself too, but o6t wou
could touch me with its fingers) thatés respo
being be taken for cowardly f | &®drsulgatomid dent i t i
particles in their sudden instant | eaps. Have

known quantity, fearless in every circumstance | chance to meet. Sole expection an exploding

(@))

star. Better part o fenouga,lyau have thespeddl Lgltspeed t her e

ironically to flee a bath of incomprehensibly héatven light.



WALTER BLACK

Bet he doesndt meet those very often.

ANGELINE PITFALL/ERNTRUDE BLACK

Come sink here your ten inches to the haft!

ERNTRUDEBLACK

If you can. When we awaken.

ANGELINE PITFALL

If you dare(As if whispering.) di dndét notice he had that

ERNTRUDE BLACK(as if whispering)

Ages since hebs put it all the way in.

Light snoring up again.

WALTER BLACK

If he believes ités a butcher knive, why

Turns to face Qunice directly, pointing butter knife at him.

Over here, Quince!

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Unregistered | wager and probably youdv

trigger presses but any fool could see

mu c h

woul d

e | itt

from h



WALTER BLACK

Why? Youdr e a bi shotdirathisgoably eventif hreiss with ane er twe.iYau

murdered me.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

A failure of. . . courtesy on such small acquaintgiseellows)l admit.

WALTER BLACK(aside)

But if | fire my weapon will it strike himasifbyrealbullet€0 ul d get st (Teaky i f
Quince)Never mind the flowery apologies, whatos
i mpossible in a situation |ike this, but | fe

about ready to taste vengeancéifull.

Holds butter knife in front of him, cocks it.

|l 6d as soon kill you as | ook at you.

INSPECTOR QUINCE

Look at me.

Eyes locked, the two start to walk toward each other as lights fade to BLACKOUT.

AUT HOR 6 S Matin Beavisidess the author of eleven full length plays, one, Empty Bowl,
published in The Linnet's Wings and given a live reading by Living Theatre in New York), four

one acts and a good number of ten minute plays; short stories, flash fiction, poetry, which has
beenpublished in Sein Und Werden, The Linnet's Wings, FRIGG, Mad Hatter's Review, Pure

Slush, Journal of Compressed Creativity among other highly discerning publications. He has
published one novella length collection of interlinked flash fiction and poetigetthind. He is
becoming a regular at Storefront Theatrebds Si



THE TWO BOBS

By Barry Kaplan

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

Inspiration: | used to live in New Haven and would often take Metro North into New York City to

see a play. The ride back was long and dreary. On one of these trips | was happily reading a

book when two men sat behind me and started talking. | kept toynegd but their

conversation was really annoying and | finally gave up, took out a yellow legal pad from my
knapsack and started to transcribe everything

complete so | just wrote what | could hear. Whenltg h o me |, | transcribed w
my computer and spent the next few hours filling in what the two men might have said between
the random words and sentences | 6d been able

Stylistically, the play is probabinfluenced by the plays of Harold Pinter: lots of pauses, non

sequitors, suggestive meanings, meaningless suggestions and a bit of fear of the unknown. The

play was performed last summer at the Berkshire Theatre Company in Great Barrington, MA.

The cast hd a lot of fun trying to make sense of their characters and the audience response
suggested they thought it was pretty fufngpaci ng i s pl aywrightos own

The Two Bobs

Cast
JACK 30, light voice
BILL 40, older, gruffer.
Set

A commuter train.



LOUD SPEAKER SYSTEM CRACKLES WITH STATIC. STATIC MAKES
NONSENSE OF THE ANNOUNCERGOS WORDS.

ANNOUNCER: él eaving at 5:15. Last call e,

TRAIN STARTS UP AND MOVES SLOWLY.

JACK

God this thing is creeping alo  ng.
BILL

Thatds what it does, Jack. It creeps.
JACK

Makes you glad to be getting out, though.

BILL
They ought to just blow it all up, tear it all down.

JACK
| thought it was supposed to be an express.

BILL
It is an express.
JACK
We | | inin@rgsh. You? Bill? You in a rush?
BILL
| get there when | get there.
JACK
I donot even want to think about it

SOUND OF THE TRAIN GOING A BIT FASTER

JACK
Look at that.

BILL
How do people live like that?

JACK
Theyodore lucky theyore alive.

A SOB IS STIFLED.



BILL
Hey hey, come on.

JACK
|l &m justél om in it.

BILL
How do you mean?

JACK

Ursula said theydre not hiring.

BILL
What 6d she say?

JACK
| mean, not hiring me.

BILL
Get off it.

JACK
| dm quoting.

BILL
Come on.

JACK
Yeah.

BILL
Jack. You?

JACK
She said it wouldndt | ook good.

BILL
What s that supposed to mean?

JACK
Taking on someone from the outside.

BILL

Yeah, right.



JACK
She has the last word, | guess.

BILL
What a load of bull.

JACK
| ©&m supposed to do dommew kvut hndwml tdomndt kno

BILL
Tom is the guy.

JACK
| think | should call it off.

BILL
Tom is the go to guy.

JACK
| mean, it would be a little awkward.

BILL
What 6re you talking about ?

JACK
It would be beside the point.

BILL
What a load of bull.

JACK
Ursula said it would send the wrong message.

BILL
To who?

JACK
To hire me.

BILL
Oh quit it.

JACK

I donot think Tom even knows.

BILL



This is such a load of bull.

JACK
Sheds not going to |like this at home.
BILL
Ur sul a doesnodt have the | ast wor d.
JACK
| asked her about Tom.
BILL
You asked her?
JACK
|l mean, you knowéthe dinner.
BILL
Ur sul a doesnot have the ball s.
JACK

Shesadshedd try to get to hi m.

BILL
Oh come off it.
JACK
You think shedd actually call hi m?
BILL
Tom likes Japanese, by the way.
JACK
| didndt know. |l dondt know.
BILL
| 6d go anyway.
JACK
But Ursula said.
BILL

D o n givte up without a fight.

JACK



Someone al ways comes
me.

BILL
Tom could talk to her. Tom could override her.

JACK
Things are shaky enough as it is.

BILL
Y o u &still @reathing right?

JACK
So?

BILL
So youdve still got a
SOUND OF TRAIN MOVING FASTER

JACK
Look at that.

BILL
Yeah.

JACK
Could anything grow out there?

BILL
That reminds me.

JACK
The stenché

BILL
You know Bob and Bob, right?

JACK
Bobé?

BILL

Bob. And his partner. The other one. Bob.

JACK

out bl oody

chance.
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Bobé?

BILL
The other Bob.

JACK
BobéandéBob. Oh yeah. Right. The Bobs.

BILL

The Bobs.
BILL & JACK

The Two Bobs.
THEY LAUGH.

JACK
Yeah. Soé?

BILL
Huh?

JACK
The Bobséareé?

BILL
Were.

JACK
What?

BILL
Melanoma.

JACK
Which?

BILL
Both.

JACK
Bob andé?

BILL

Bob. Both Bobs.



JACK
But they were onlyéwhaté?

BILL
In their early 40s.
JACK
That is definitely not right.
BILL
No it is not.
SOUND OF THE TRAIN.
JACK
Didndét we just pass your stop?
BILL
Uh uh.
JACK
God. The two Bobs.
BILL
They were funny.
JACK
| didndt really know them that well
BILL
Bob was extremely tall. Remember?
JACK
Right, right.
BILL
The other Bob used to say he was  aggressively tall.
JACK
I dondét know that | actually knew that
BILL

They were nutty.

JACK

Bob.



Oh yeah?

BILL
One Saturday they stole a set of golf clubs out of my Volvo.
JACK
That was them?
BILL
43 and 45.
JACK
That is crazy.
BILL
You know what the priest said?
JACK
| &m 43.
BILL
0Therebds nothing to |l earn from this.
JACK
Catholic?
BILL
|l tds unbelievabl e.
JACK
Look at all that. What, they just pi
BILL

The whole concept of taking civilization forward is a thing of the past.
JACK BURSTS INTO TEARS.

BILL
Hey hey hey hey hey.

JACK
Tom canot override her.

BILL
This is such a load of bull.

)
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JACK
| Om scared of her .

BILL
Hey are you putting me on?
JACK
Where are weeée?
BILL
Youdre putting me on. Il knew it.
JACK STOPS CRYING.
JACK
She said it wouldndt send the right
BILL
Oh come off it.
JACK
She gave me the whole we -love-you-y o u é&reat thing.
BILL
Thatds Ursula. What a | oad of bull
JACK
T he wh o l-stay-Ine&dudh shing.
BILL
That is such a load of bull.
JACK
S h e fdrsnidable.
BILL
Formid able.
JACK
Yeah.
BILL

See that old movie th eater? | used to go there.

JACK

message

a



The whol e-notoneslikee-ypg-but -at-this -particular -time thing.

SOUND OF THE TRAIN.

BILL

Moving to Londondés going

JACK
And that kid of his is no picnic.

BILL
Which? The boy or the girl?

JACK
He has two?

BILL

You didnot know that?

JACK
| still feel bad about that dinner.

BILL
He was looking straight at you.

JACK
You saw that?

BILL
He wanted to help.

JACK

Maybe itds the gol f .

BILL
You still play?

JACK
Y e ah b u taskdlooatny handicap.

BILL
Tom used to play with the two Bobs.

JACK

Golf. Golf and the two Bobs. Oh my God. Did you see that?

t
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BILL
Everybody hates each other. Theydre all tryin
wants to call anyone on it.

JACK
| was isn alpoamdét ment . Huge closets. Plus aéaéan
BILL
You mean an armoire.
JACK
| do? Oh. Oh yeah.
BILL
Hed6s going to get the contract but the chance
JACK
And he was going to be the guy.
BILL
The go to guy.
JACK

We hung out with them for a few days in Madrid on the way back. Spanish food
is all molecular science now but Ursula just...

BILL
Again with Ursula?

JACK
She scares me.

BILL
She should.

JACK
She does.

BILL
Well she should.

JACK

Gee, whole towns are disappearing. Like the mud is just sucking them up. |
was thinkingé



BILL

Mmm?

JACK
Just a thought é

BILL
Spill.

JACK
Could youeée?

BILL
Me?

JACK
| thoughteé. maybeé.

BILL
Nah. No can do, pal.

JACK
Oh.

BILL
| &mot really in the positioné

JACK
Right. Right.

BILL
You know what | mean.

JACK
| should be getting off soon.

BILL
I f | was, | woul d. But é

JACK
|l thought you were. | thought é

BILL

Li ke | sai déi f é

JACK



BILL

Yes. The big if.

JACK
The big F.

BILL
Ah. Ha.

JACK
This is me.

SOUND OF THE TRAIN SLOWING DOWN

JACK
We | | |l guess thatds that.
BILL
Thatitis. Yes.
JACK

Wedre sl owing downeée

BILL
That is that.

JACK
It is.

BILL
Not that anything is ever really final.

JACK
Oh.Of cour se not. Absolutely. Except é

BILL
Dondt even say 1it.

BILL & JACK

The two Bobs.

JACK

Yeah.



BILL
Yeah.

STATIC FROM THE LOUD SPEAKER. THE TRAIN SLOWS DOWN.

JACK
This is me. Oh god. Oh god. | <candt'!

THE TRAIN COMES TO A SCREECHING STATIC FILLED STOP

End

AUTHORGOG S Bany day Kaplan has won the Whitfield Cooke Best Play Award
through New Dramatists, also a grant from New York State Council on the Arts
and the Joe Calloway Award from New Dramatists. He has been cited by the
Writers Guild of America on the list of 10&4i written television series for his

work on Hill Street Blues. Wits End, an evening of performance pieces, was done
at Limbo Lounge. Two Good Boys was produced at the McCarter Theater and off
Broadway at the Neighborhood Playhouse Theatre. The Limidrofration was
workshopped at the White Heron Theatre on Nantucket Island. Landscape of
Desire was selected as the American entry in the 25th Annual Playwriting
Conference of Australia and published by Smith and Krause. His musical
biography of Rock HudsoiRRock and Roy (music by Stephen Weinstock), was
developed at New Dramatists with grants from the Frederick Loewe Foundation
and the Cameron Mackintosh Foundation and had workshop productions at New
Dramatists in New York and at the Chicago ShakespearatiEhdoth directed by
Simon Callow. His musical Like Love (music by Lewis Flinn) won a Dramaleague
New Directors/New Works Project Prize and premiered at the New York Musical
Theatre Festival.



WHOLE TIME

By Derick EdgrenOtero

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

It was the cultural theorist ByupghulHa n6s The Scent of Ti me, part

the concepmeod dhme i s an agreement between p

incompletely, forever. That was fun to consider. Hence, thispl&p aci ng i s pl ay wr i
WholeTime

(inspiredby theconceptofi n € n me 0 )

*



10 April 2020

A Aonglist of eventsdoesnot producethetensionwhich characterizea story,while avery
shortstorymayneverthelespossessa powerful narrativetension. And, thus,avery shortlife can
alsoachievetheidealof afulfilled life. Theacceleratiorthesisdoesnotrecognizethatthereal
problemtodayis thefact thatlife haslostthe possibility of reachinga meaningfulconclusion It
is this fact thatleadsto the hecticrushandnervousnesw/hich characterize&ontemporaryife.
Onebeginseveranav; onezapsthroughdé | p 6 & s i bpreciselybecausdf aninability to
bring anysinglepossibilityto aconclusionThei n d i v lifeisinatinforsmedby a storyor
meaningfultotality. It is misleadingto talk of anacceleratiorof life pursue with the aim of
maximizingits possibilities.Uponcloserscrutiny,this accelerationurnsoutto beanervous
restlessnesshich makedife whizz, soto speakjt hurtlesfrom onepossibilityto the next. It
neverachievegestd thatis,c omp | et i on. O

0 ByungChulHan,TheScentof Time



Characters

B, awomanof the pastandpresent
W, awomanof thefuture

C, aclocksmith,awomanof all time

Setting

Immaterial.

Time

Ohy o uséd. |



B holdsan old deskclock

B
Time! Sickof timed goesandgoeswhere?
Wo n rdakeup its mind aboutitself.

presseslockto sideof face,shakest

B
Now nothing;
Justsomethingput now nothing

shakest again

B

Tick-tock.

Tchtchtch-tchtch-tch-tch-tch like thattick-tock.
No tick-tock

shakest again

B
soundof time, no soundof time

B wrestleswith a clock
W enters

W
Stopthatnoise

B
Welli tbdoken

w
How so

B
No tick-tock!

w
Ahh

B slamsit ontheground,breaksit

w
Goodone



No hope

w

Ah

B

Therewasno hope
w

Fortimed ?

B
Therewasnotime
w

Not time or notime?
B

No time

w

Soi tgoretheni todesi ttliesndoftime
B

| t é vaaleck

w

andapproachingnteringnontime, arewe

B
No becausét wasjusta clock

W
Outof time,howdow e é

B
We getanotherclock.

W (really startingto worry)
Withouti t é plams,no purposeno sensefd

B
Noego!Noego.T h agoddd s it 0t



W
Ohif youd o rslout

B
| 6nkeviershut.

w

Andt h aunhsairprisingo mebecauseét alreadyhappenedecauseverythinghadhappened
happenedhashappenediappenss happeningvill happerwill havehappeneavill havebeen
happeningvould happen

B
Well | hadbeenwaswasgoingto bewasbeingamambeingwil | bewill havebeenwill bebeing
would bewould havebeenwasaboutto behadbeenb e i n diedobyou

W
Wellt h amabiage

B
Apparently

W
Not time or notime?

B
lwa s sufet

W
Y o u datsare

B
lwa s sufet

W
Samething now. Exactlythe samething.

B
In somelanguages

W (answerdinishedversionof B 6tlsought)
Not with contex® notif you speakhem

B
All right, all right! Sheesh



w
Well, sensitivity

B
To language

w
To everything

B
Are you gonnahelpmefix this?

w
Not my responsibility

B
Thenl 6gb |

W
Where?

B
Tot heééé. cl ocksmith

w
Ohtheclocksmithhuh?

B
Not thetimekeeper

w

D o e skeeftitne, is thewright of time
like acraft;

beautiful,yes.

Wh a shegonnado?

B
Fix it
w
Oh

B
S h ef& It,5 h ef 6i | xhis!



\W
Ah

B
Hm?

\W
Us?

B
No this

w
Youthinkw e 6outeftimed o nydut

B
Do you havemoney?

wW
Why

B
Well s h en@tcheap

w
| taftleck

B
Ohsonoww e dir agreemenabouttha

wW
| d o nbélieves o é

B
But

W
Clock versustime anywayno
And maybeotherthings

B
| t abig ask

W
To fix theclock or time?



B
| taftleck!

W
| 6 mathelpingyou

B
Wonot ?

W
Am not

B
Oh but might

W
hadnotbeend i dwad st goingto bearenotwill notbewill not havebeenhelpingyou

B
édever

W
Notn o w é siaiEver

B
Thenl guesd shouldgo

w
Huh

B
All right

W
Bye

B
You haveno money

w
| do butnotfor you

B
Why notfor me?



w
Ha! Beenout hereall night
with timed why?

B
Thetick-tock! Heardit, heardit loud in my ears sirenloud, sunlightloud, thenit wentquiet,
thatd o e £an@etnyou?d o e gerrify you?hearingtime thentime goesquiet?

w
Neverhappenedo me.C a nrélate.

B
Moneyis like time

W (knowswherethisis going)
Noooono

B
And if you havemoney

w
Uhuhuh

B
thenyou musthavetime

wW
Y 0 u Qetting

B
or your moneyis worthlessanyway

w
You think if timeis brokerd

B
Youthink timeis broken

wW
If timeis brokenwhichit is thentheclocksmithc a mwérk for paybecauseall paymenis an
exchangef time all work all love all beingis time, exchanged

B
Different kinds of time but basicallyyes



w
Maybel wantto seeher

B
Well maybei t notsvorthit. Shec a rixdit; right

w
Shemight

B
Whatif sherefuses

w
| still like seeinghers h enidenot everythingis aboutmoney.Time!

B
Ohyoulike her

w
S h enites

B
Sonowyouwantto join me

W
Maybe

B
Yourtime

W
My what?

B
We Onkeddyour moneythen

w
Fine

B
Whereis it

w
| haveit



B
You haveit?

W (all atonce)
havehad,did have,had,hadhad,hadhadhad,have,will havewill havehad,will havebeen
havingéit

B
Thiswholetime?

W
This.Whole.Time.

theyexit
endof scene

*k*

in herworkshop
the clocksmithholdsthe brokenclock;
sheis otherworldly

C
Ohyeahi t béoken

B
| know

C
Prettybroken

B
Canyoufix it

C
You wannaknow f | canfix it huh

W (to C)
| thinkt h awthaishewants

B
| twihatl would like to happeryes

C
Do you know whatazineis?
How is it differentthana magazine



w
Independentlyublished] think

C
Which

W
Thezine

C
Okayw a s sutet

B
How much?

C
What

B
How muchwill it cost

C
Thatwassovaguew a s tha@vague

W
It wasalittle vaguegiventhe zinecomment

C
| 6 wrigten downanestimatehere

B checks

B
Is thattoo much?

W
T h atbcdmich

B
Wec a raffotd that

C
Whatdo you mean

B
Wed o rhéavethatmuchmoney



C
Do you havetime?

B
T h athebtherissue,accordingtod

w
| t ndtgusttheclocksshebroke,Ms. Clocksmith

C
Well?

W
Time, too

B (aboutW)
S h ectazy

w
Timeis broken

B
D o nliéténto her

W
And | Oworriedbecauseavith time brokenhow couldwe payyou atall? How couldwe payyou
with otherthantime?

C
Well you galsjusttold meyouc a raffotd my rateanywaysow h a yobr point

W
Oht h atrueivse Obroke

B
But if we give you time we give you money

C
You justsaidtimeis broken

B
No shesaidtimeis broken

W
Wed o rkidowvif i tbdoken



B
| t nbtoroken

C
Your clockis definitely broken

B
My fault

C
Why?

B
No tick-tock

C
Ahh

B
Sol smashedat to theground

C
Not asmartmove

B
Mmm

C
P r o lwbakbyokeit

W
It wassonoisyall thefixing

B
Soquiet,though,too quiet

C
He r ewhiats 6db |

W
Yes

C
Timeor notime



B
Mmhm

C
My consultingfeeis notcheap

B
Kay

C
buti tchempethanmy hourly rate

W
Oooh

C
| 6glvé yousomeadvice

W
Oooh!

C
andyou canfix it yourself

wW
| toldyous h eniges

B
How muchwould all thatbe?

checks

w
We canafford that! Justenough!

B
Butw h a théadvice?

W
Who cares

B
Whatif i t sdnsethingve alreadyknow

W
Is someongyayingyou to actthis stupid



B
Well imaginegiving awayyour lastdimeto betold informationyou alreadyknow

w
How would you know whata clocksmithknows

C
Youwoul dnot

W (to B)
See!

B (dismissive)
Ahh

w
Not your moneyanyway.My money.

B
But my time!

wW
Your clock Both of ourtimes.Together.

B
Wew o nb&dbleto affordto gethomeif y o u wrong

w
S h etéllludwhatwe needto knoww e @ix timew e Grlakemoneyandlife will goon

B
Really

wW
| thinki tlikety yes

B
Well

W
Yeah?

B
Welll



W
Yout hi nk é

B

Hm

w

Youreallythinki tabauttime?

B

Always
W sighs
nottheanswershewasseeking
butaccepts

wW

Okay.Hereyou go
givesC money

C
Excellent.Okayy o u gotomeminute

B
We needyour help

C
With what

B
This clock

C
Whataboutit

B
| t bdoken!

C
And

B
| ¢ a refl time



C
Ahht h e theptoklem

B
Oh?

C
Mmhm

W
Whatis it?

C
Noonetellstime.

w
Ohhh

B
Whatdo youd

C
Timewill tell. Youw o ntélltime. Time will tell. And you mustlisten.
You mustlistento time.

W
Wow. Wow.

B
Stopit.

W
Gods h e 6 s &slliarg! 6 s

B
Nothati s goddadvice

C
Anythingelse”Mi n u &lneoétigp

B
| wantmy clock fixed

C
Okay



B
Sohowdol fix it?

C
Youd o méetito

B
Well | wantto

W
D o nyougetitt h e noadéed

B
Timewill tell uswhat, then??

C
Whatshouldinform time?Thatwhich tells it

B
And whattellsit? Thestars?Or themoon?

C
Timetellsall

B
But whotold time! Who told time!!!

C
Nope! Your timeis up, baby

C exits

W
Wow. Whatawoman.

B
Whereis shegoing!

w
Sheis sonice

B
Wasthatit???

w
Oneof thekindestsouls



B
Whata wasteof moneyandtime

w

Do youthink shewasGod?
B

How arewe gonnagethome
w

Time will tell

B

We haveno moneynow
w

Time will tell

B

Orfood

w

Time will tell

B

Pl easeé

w

T h atheamswer

B

Noi tnots

w

Okaydropthesassyoubrokethefucking clockin thefirst placeif we wannabeupsetabout
thingsthatareout of our control

B
Shed i dtell@ganything!

W (tender)
But shedid, love

B
Go. You wantto bewith her.Gowith her.



W
No. No, no.

B
Youthinks h e50dsof courseyoudod how canl competewith that

w
Youjustd i dlistént

B
é | listen

W
Not atall times.Sometimesbutnotall times

B
| listento you

W
Why did you smastthe clock?

B
| told you. No tick-tock

w
We | | é mtherelwastick-t o c k €

B (maybea smallgasp)
?

w
Butyoud i dlistént

B
No.Thatc o u | be.hliétén

wW
Youw e r eayiddgattention

B
| wasl waspayingattention

wW
Timewill alwaystell. Aslongasy o uh@arit, timewill tell.
You canhearit nowif youlisten



B
No.T h e rnenéleft for us.Youwerer i g ht é

W
Shhhjustlisten

B (crying)
Wew o0 neattonightbecaus®f a clock

W
Listento time. PleaseYou haveto listento time.

B
| wantedto give ustime.

W
We havetime.

B
|l t 6sé

W
D o ngé@tupsetaboutit.

B
andy o un@&verforgive me,
will you?

W
Time will tell

B
Butyouwon o6t ?

W
Time will tell

B
| ¢ a rheénaiit

W
| can.

B
It goessilent.tg o e s é



W
Justlisten.Andy o uhidrit. T h e rs@ntuchofit. Thetick-t o c k é
We havesomuchtime.

theylistento time
if theaudienceapplauses,
W shushe#td andthereit is,

time

w
Thankyou.

endof play

A UT H O RBICS Development includes Art Garage, Cherry Lane Theatre, Capital Reportory
Theatre, and Rockford New Play Festival. BA, Sarah Lawrence.
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NOT HERE YET
A One - Act Play by William Ivor Fowkes

CHARACTERS:

SETTING:

PERIOD:

ELEANOR: A woman of indeterminate age. Dressed casually b
stylishly. Well educated, articulate, and sensitive. A lonely
woman.

CHARLENE: A woman of indeterminate age. Dressed simply.
Scrappy and full of personality. A survivor.

RICHARD: A man of oheterminate age. Wears a business suit

and carries a briefcase. Superior in attitude and bearing. A
confident and busy man.

The entrance to a subway station in a sunken plaza in midtown
Manhattan.

One summer afternoon.



The Scene A summer afternoon at the entrance to a subway station in a sunken plaza in
midtown Manhattan.

Eleanor stands at center stage holding a cup. From her vantage point, she can see both the
train tracks below and the people approaching the station from thetreet above.

ELEANOR

(announcing) - A - N A 3

.10 EAOA UAOA .10 EAOA UAOA 4AEA Ui 60 OEIi Ah b
She holds out her cup to accept coins.

%, %! ./

2 i #1 .
Thank you, sir . . . Not here yet! Slowdowni T O EAOA
. Not here yet!

A 8 8 8 ,10AIU

She checks the tracks.

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%$Q
OKnowEOBO Al i ET C8
(speaking more rapidly)
Train pulling in, people! You can make it! Picki OEA DAAA8? poxdoO A CI T A 1
crowded. Last chance! This is it! Now or never! O.K. O.K. . .. @ap® late!
(slowing down)
Sorry? too late. Just missed it. Relax . . . Slow down . . .

She accepts a coin.

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%$Q

Thank you . . . Take your time, folks . . . Not here yet!
She accepts a coin.

o %, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%$Q _
4EATE UI Oh TAGAT 8 8 8 .10 EAOA UAOA 8 8 8 3I
Ol EAI P UT O 8 8 8 I O EADBAIVIADA OEGS8 U @6 BT CIBE
beautiful day.
She accepts a coin.

3 %, %! ./ 2 j#/ .40%$(Q _
4EATE Ui Oh [ AGAI 8 8 8 IO EAOA UAOA 8 8 8 |
(withasigh) S S o
4EA OET OCEOBO0 A1 i 100 Aii £ OOEI ch EOI 80 EOe 8
8 8 W EIU EO 8 8 8 $i160 O0O0OE 8 8 8 'I A EITIxO



hypertension.
She sighs and then cocks her ear

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.406%Q
(speeding up)
Okk) EAAO EO AT T ETC8 OEAE Ob OEA PAAAA 40AET A
i AEA EOh &I TEO8 -1T0A EOh AAAOA 4EA OOAET 60 EI
(slowing down)
OK2? OEAOG O EOHM8 $411100 MOABA3IT OOU 8 8 8 311 x AT x1
OEI O A T AGAO 001 EIT EECE EAAI O ATuxAu 8 8 8 )
down, sir. Not here yet!
Charlene aters carrying a box of folding umbrellas. She stares atdanor for a moment,

confused by her presence. She drops her box on the ground a few feet from Eleanor, holds
I 6060 A AOPh AIBA OCi A0 O x1 OES8

CHARLENE

Not here yet! Not here yet! You can slow dovmOOAET 8O0 11 O EAOA UAOS
ELEANOR

(to Charleng

What are you ting?

(to the public)

Not here yet!
CHARLENE

(to Eleanoi)

7TEAO AT Ul O OEETE )oi ATETCe

(to the public)

Not here yet!
ELEANOR

(to Charleng

) OEETEI BOAOBRC 1 A8 $EAT SO0 UT OO i1 OEAO OAAAE
CHARLENE

(to Eleanoy)

)y i EOOO AT EIC iU EIAS

(to the public)
Not here yet!

(thIeanor)A . o o S . -
I'TA AT 160 Ui & OAITE AAT OO 1T U 11T OEAOA



ELEANOR
(to the public)
Not here yet!

CHARLENE
Has she been here
ELEANOR
(to Charleng
Who?
CHARLENE
My mother.
ELEANOR
)y ATT1T60 ETTx Ui OO i1 OEAOS
CHARLENE

7AT 1 h ) Ahal ToicR qudshicD!ESAtcha!
(to the public)
Not here yet!

ELEANOR
(to the public)
Not here yet!
(to Charleng
Will you please stop imitating me?

CHARLENE
This is MY spot!

ELEANOR

) 060 A AOAA AT O1 60us
CHARLENE )
(T x8A Ui O EOOO EADPPAT OI AETT OA OEEO ODPI Oh EO

o ELEANOR
) A knbwa ®sunken plaza just seemed like the right place. See, | can spot the subway
trains down on the platform AND see the people approaching from above.

_ CHARLENE:
"OITA 910 OAAT T A x1T OEET ¢ OEEO ObPiI O AAAEI OA8 )

ELEAN@R
) 60A T AOGAO OAAT UT O AAA&E OAsB



CHARLENE
Likely story. Look? | been doing this gig for two years. Why are you here?

S i o ELEANOR
yéi EAOA O EAI P DPAT PI AA
. o . CHARLENE — o . o o
/| Eh PlI AAOAA 91 O i AAT Uil 6680A EAOA O1 1 AEA OI11 A
. .. ... .. ELEANOR
Yy 060 11O EOOO AAT 6O OEA 111Aus
i ) X _ CHARLENE X
)y 080 AAPEOAIT EOI h 1T AAU8 4EA OWLOGAIMYjblOEO8 . T x
ELEANOR
Language!
CHARLENE
Y611 CEOA Ul O 1 AT COACAA
o ELEANOR ) B -
4 E Atedptblem with the world today» EOOO OAOI OO OI A OOI CAOEOI
OAAOIT UIT 60 xAU 160 T &£# A OEOOAOGETI T8 ) AT160 O
CHARLENE

What do you know about these people? Where you been through all the heat waves and

Al EUUAOAO AT A OAOOEAA 1T OOACAOe )B80OA AAAT OECE

ELEANOR
4EAO8O0 OAOU AAiI EOAAI As

CHARLENE

sz~ z A - s N~

I Al EOAAT Ah OEEOA ) 080 AAT 606 OEA AAOEh EITAUS

Eleanor examines the contents of her cup.

ELEANOR
) A Tnbvd Kaylte three dollars.

CHARLENE
And how long you been here?

ELEANOR

About three hours.



CHARLENE

4EOAA AT 11 AOOe )T OEOAA ET O0OOe 4EAOB8O PAOEAOGE
. ELEANOR
Yy 060 110 AAT 6O OEA 111 Aus
L o . CHARLENE o )
-ATh EA£ ) 1 AAA OEAO T EOOIA ITTAunh Y86A AA 106060
i ~__ _ ELEANOR
y6A 1T AOGAO OAU OOAE A OEET CA
. CHARLENE X i
, TTER )81l OETx UI O Eix EOB8O0 AlTAS

Charlene steps forward and addresses theublic very dramatically, expressing deep
concern and exaggerated cheerfulness.

#(!'2, % % j#/.406%Q
.10 EAOA UAOA 4AEA Ul OO0 OEIi Ah ETTAU8 210 EAOA
OEA OOAETI 860 110 EAOA UAOS

Charlene accepts a coin.

#(!'2, % % j#/ .406%Q
Thank you. From the bottom of myheart? | thank you.

Eleanor peers into the station.
ELEANOR
(to the public)
40AET 60 ATi ETc8 30APp EO Ob &A1 EOS
Charlene copies Eleanor, but with greater flourish.

CHARLENE .
AEAOBDODOOEKEEDO AT ET ¢C8 30ADP EO OP AiI 1 EOA

Charlene accepts a coin.

#(!'2, % % j#/ .406%Q
Thank you kindly!

ELEANOR
You can make it! Train pulling in!



CHARLENE
(getting more excited)
You can make it! Train pulling in! Hurry up, folks!

Charlene accepts a coin.

o (1 2,% % #4089
4EATEOh 1T AGAI A , A0OO AEAT AAA #AOAE OEAO OOAETA
hon? you can catch me next time! | know you will. Just catch that trainand bless you!

ELEANOR
(quietly)
Too late. Too late, people.
CHARLENE
(loudly)
Too late! Tool AOA DPAT PT AA 311 x AixTh A 1EO8 4711 1 AOA;

(more slowly and dramatically) . o ) A
3AAh AOO OOOA 8 8 8 4EA OOAEIT 60 cCciiAs

Charlene pauses and looks &leanortriumphantly.

(12, % % j#/ .4
060 AT T AA

Qu

. # $q
6O Eix E

Qu

EAO

X
O

N ELEANOR
" OO0 EOI1 6 O hab th&Orherd HA®A be@nore than that.

5 o CHARLENE
7A1 1T h T &£ Al OOOA OEAOA EO8 4EEO AET 60 iU ,) &%s8

ELEANOR
)y TAAT AT 7160 OEAOA pPATI PI A EAOA COAAOAO T AAAO

Charlene holds up an umbrella.

] CHARLENE ) )
7A1 1 h UAAE8 )& EO8O0 OAETEICh ) ¢I 6 OEAOA Oi AO
ELEANOR
) 060 110 CiETC O OAET Ol AAus
CHARLENE

| checked Weather Dot Cofm 75% chance of showers this afternoon.



ELEANOR
No chance of rain till Thursday!

CHARLENE
75% chance! Today!
ELEANOR
No chance!
CHARLENE
75%!
ELEANOR
Till Thursday!
CHARLENE
Today!
i ELEANOR
The New York Time® A U O  @dechAande df@ain until Thursday.
} A CHARLENE o A A
7ATT R )86% 1 RevA@kThnbAl AE] 6 DEAOAT AET ¢ OECEO EAO.
POAPAOAAS8 T7TEAOAS8O UT OO Oi AOCAT T Alde
ELEANOR
People have greater needs than catching trains and staying dry.
CHARLENE
They do,huh? Show me.
ELEANOR
What?
N CHARLENE
(T x Ui 6 OAOOA pPAI PI A6O COAAOAO 1T AAAOS
5 o ELEANOR
/ Eh ) AT Ol AT60O0 8 8 8
CharleneET 1 AGO 1 60 EAO AOih AO EZ£ O OAUKh O3EI x 1A
3 %, w! .12 | #I 46$g N
7AT T h All OEGEORAOMBOAGI GEANT @D Oe 910 x1 180 CIi
Al EAT 006 mEAAAOe



CHARLENE
) DOITTEOA8 )61 1 OAAOEAZEAA OEA OAOAT OA8 #EAIE
(as an aside
This should be good!

Charlene steps back or sits down. Eleanor begins, awéirdly and selfconsciously at first,
but gradually warming up to her performance Charlene might react throughout the
following, but says nothing.

ELEANOR
O.K., here we go.
(after taking a breath? to the public)
Not here yet. Not here yet! Take yourtihAh &l 1| EO8 4EA OOAET 60 11 0 ER
8 8 8 &0OAA OEIiAA 8 8 8 ! CEZOA 8 8 8 i 0 EAOA

Hermes [pronounced AIRMEZ] is always a good choice . . . Oh, watch your step, there . . .
AEAOGO Mée@OAIHA . |

Eleanor accepts a coin.

} %, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%$Q
4EATE UI Oh OEO8 ! PPOAAEAOA EO 8 8 8 .10 EAOA
gather the rosebuds instead? . . . Not here yet! Slow dowmo need. Not here. Soon, but not

A~ A

yet. .. Great bag, sir! | love Prada! |knownE OO0 A AT pUh AOO OEAU A E
AiT1T60 Uil O OEETEe 'TA xEU PAU OET OA DPOEAAOe )
ownthebest AOAT EE xA AAT 80 AEAEI OAx EVBOOHOAAA OEAAE
. EAOUOAEA OAEA OEAO08 O%OAT OEA OOPAOA&E O OO xA
I xh ) ETTxh Oii A PAITPIA OEETE . EAOUOAEA xAO

misinterpretation. | think what he was trying to say is that we all want> we all deserve

I 60 AOGA8 'TA ) OEET E Oldd vardmyAluel thatish Just waitid O CE O 8
make a difference. Take another look athus Spake Zarathustrd just re-read it recently,

and | can tell you thi®

Qu
O
Y\

CHARLENE
(finallyergptir]g) o o . . o o
i x ETTA 11T OECEO OEAOAR 1 AAUA 7EAOA Ui O CIEI
OEEOe 4EEO AET 80 "11T1T1ETCAAT AdOh EITTAUA

ELEANOR
Sorry. | guess | got off track.

CHARLENE

91 O &ffarAck, all right.

Charlene cocks an ear.



#(1 2, % % | #I .
EOA

. I x EAAO OEAOGe 91 0 Al Ax
(to the public) . o S _
(600U OPb &A1 EOh OEA OOAET 60 AlIlETCA
ELEANOR
(to the publip quietly) A N A
9A0h OEA OOAET 80 AlIETCS8
CHARLENE _
OOEI 1T 1 AEA EOA

, AOGO i1 06A EO DPAIT PI AA 91 O AAI
hurry! Now, now, now! . . . Ooh sweet Jesus! Just missed it! Just missed it . . . Gone! Too

late . . . Slow down.

Charlene accepts coin
CHARLENE #/ . 40%$Q
Thank you sir. Not here yet!
She accepts another coin.
A o #(!' 2, %. % | #/ 4§$q
A4EATE Ui Oh |1 AGAI 8 i O EAOA UAOA
And yet another.
. #(12, % % j#/.406%$Q
4EATE Ul Oh T U 1 EOOI A ZEOEAT A8 4EAOG60O0 OxAAOS8
Charlene studiestEleanor, who is clearly upset
#(!'2, %. % { #/ . 40%Q
Have you considered any other line of work?
ELEANOR
(to Charleng
| want to do this. | want to help people.
5 CHARLENE
"00 AO OEEO OAOAh Ui O6G60A 110 EAIPEIT ¢ OEA
Charlene looksi OT %l AAT T 0860 AODPS8
#(!'2, % % j§ #/.4069%
91 66 0A 11O EAI PET C Ui OOOAI £8

I’

00



ELEANOR
O 116 AAT OO OEA ii1T1Aus

Qu

) O

CHARLENE ) ) i
g‘-éUAA Uulrd OEIOIA 1TTTE AIO TI1
OEET 68 648 A'LO QA 1 AEA BEXQA TEGD ORAIEACBE E 1T £
|

(T x AAT OO A,iAT
putoutr T O AEA Ol 1 A
EE

itsbest ) C1T O 11 OE 8 ACAET 0O OEAOS
X ELEANOR i
)y 6 OA EAA 1 AT 8 4EAUG0A 110 OEA AT OxAOS

Charlene looks at Eleanor sideways.

e A e w oaa JGHARLENE
31 h OEAOS6O Ui OO OO0I OUh ETTAUe U8AidihO UATCHIOA 80
OOEI 1 OO0O1T A #ZAx OOEAEO8 ) Ai160 EAOA OEAO AA

ELEANOR
91 60 AT160 O1 AAOOOAT A8

A A o ) ) ‘CHAARLENE A L o )
$1160°20EAQ0B60 A 110 ) AiIT860 Ol AAOOOAT A8 , EEA
7EAOAS A Ulrén? gourpimpteasiOyoudhat?

ELEANOR
Friedrich Nietzsche. The philosopher. | studied him in college. | liked him.
CHARLENE
| bet he liked you, too. Did you date?
ELEANOR
-AUAA )61 T AEETC A 1 EOOAEAS
CHARLENE
Hey, can you sing?
ELEANOR
What?
CHARLENE

You know? sing! That works sometimes. Let me hear.

ELEANOR
What would | sing?



CHARLENE

91T O 1 OOOBO0A 1 AAOT AA A EAx OOT AO AO OEAO ATI 1A

ELEANOR
Well, I do know one.

CHARLENE
Gooc» go for it!

ELEANOR
Okay . ..
Eleanor sings the followingrather poorly.

%, %! ./ 2 j#/ .40%$(Q

Amazing grace!
How sweet the sound.
That saved a wretch like me.
| once was lost, but now am found.
Was blind, but now | see.

CHARLENE
Needs a little work, honey. Let me show you.
Charlene sings the following wonderfully.

#(12, % % j#/.406%$Q
Amazing grace!
How sweet the sound . . .
Charlene suddenly ats herself off
§ ) #(12,% % j#/.406%Q
ih ) AAT 60 Al OEAO Ol Ul Os8
Eleanor starts to cry.
. . ELEANOR e ,

See) AAT 60 AT AT UOEET C8 )o6i OOAI AGOGA .1 OOA Oi

CHARLENE
(consoling Eleano) o o o )

I x UT O ETTx OEAOGGO 11 0 OO0O0Amenddnd digioritwhs O Ci 1T A

years. How long you been doing this gig?



ELEANOR
47T AAUBO 1 U EEOOO AAus
3 _ A _ CHARLENE A A N
7A1 1 h OAAA ) OEI OCEO OEEO xAO AO 1 AAOGO Uil 60 O
know what? | think maybe you just need more practice. Lehe get out of your hair.

Charlene goes to pick up her box.

ELEANOR
What are you doing?
) o o . QHARI:EI}IE ) A o o
yé6i CiITTA EAIDP UIO 1008 4EEO OPI 080 11T 0 AEC A
ELEANOR

O EAOA Oi Ai OEAOS

Qu

91 & AT 1

#EAOI ATA Ai PpOEAO EAO AODP ET O %l AATT1 060 AODS

CHARLENE
And here? you obviously need this more than | do.
o A ELEANOR
)y AAT 608
N CHARLENE N N
91 O EOOO AEA8 'TA Ai160 UIT O xI oou AAT OO i As )
N ELEANOR N
"0O0 OEAO TTA AT AOTI 60 EAOA A OO1T EAT bl AUAS
N CHARLENE
) BHEICOOA O1T i AOEET ¢ 1 008 4EAOAGO Pl Adjlstlask £ x1 OE
£l O #EAOI AT A8 4EAOS6O0 iU TAiAs 'O 1 AAGO TuU i160
ELEANOR
) AiT160 EIiTx xEAO Ol OAuUS
CHARLENE
Good luck, honey!
Charlene exits.
ELEANOR

(to the public)



Now,see OEAOS6O I U BT ET OA 4EAOA AOA 1100 1T &£ x11AA
just too busy to notice. If we could only just help each other out a bit . . . Where was 1?. ..

Back to work . . . Not here yet!

She cocks an ear

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.406%Q
Oop my mistake! Train coming.

She accepts a coin.

X - %, %! . /2 j#/.456%$Q
4EAT E Ul Oh @&IQdeseAéxiat. igndked m@responsibilities . . . Train i
ATiT ETch PATPIAA 8 8 8 "0O00O Y611 |1 AEA EO Ob OI

harder.
Eleanor continues with greater enthusiasm, starting to imitateCharlene.

ELEANOR (CONG $ Q
Step it up, folks! A train is just pulling in. You can still make it if you try! . . . There you go! A
little extra effort can pay off! You can make it! You can make it! Yes, yes, yes!
Congratulations! She made it, folks!
(almost crying with gratitud e)
Lord almighty, she made it!

She accepts a coin.
o %, %! ./ 2 j#/.48%$(Q
4 EAT E Ul Ofrom thdliobom of my heart, | thank you . . . Not here yet! You can take

your time.

She spots a woman with an umbrella.

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.48%$Q
"TTA & O Mtha@EBurbdarr;O&m@ﬂella may come in handy this afternoon. 75%
AEAT AA 1T £ OET xAOOh ET AAOA Ui O EAOGAT 80O EAAOAA
Oi AOAT 1 Abh &A1 EOh Ul 6 AAT AOGU TTA AO OEA 1 A@O

dandy umbrellas? just ask for Charlene . . . Not here yet!
Richard enters and stops to study Eleanor.

) %, %! ./ 2 j#I.48%(Q )
4AEAO8O OECEOh | ARARBI UABAARAOOAOBEBAARSBOE 1 AO

RICHARD
What are you doing?



ELEANOR

O

(toRicharg A S ) _ S
Keepiti T OET ch OEO8 !''11 OEAO OOAET 60 AOA ATU 1T ETO
RICHARD
Eleanor!
A A A A ELEANOR
$1 1760 CAO PAOOITAI h OEOS
(to the public)
Not here yet!
A A RICHARD A A A N
)y xAO DPAOOEI ¢ AU 11 OEA OOOAAO AT A OAx UIT O Al
this all about?
ELEANOR

(to Richard)
01 AAOGA Ai 180 ET OAOOODPO PAIT PI A

RICHARD
Working? What are you talking about?

ELEANOR
(to the public)
Not here yet! .
(toa passerby)

No,sir OEEO EO OEA 1 0i AAO p OOAEI

RICHARD
Is this what you do during the day?
ELEANOR
(to Richard
)y 060 iU EAZEOOO AAU 11 OEA EI As8
RICHARD
Are you working for the MTA?
ELEANOR

O A O11 61 6AAO EIT A8

Qu

) O

RICHARD
| thought you were doing volunteer work at the MET.

xEElT A OEAUG OA

8 8 8 91 06 O0A

X



o ELEANOR
4 EAU deédime there.

A o RICHARD i A N
4EAT xEU AOAT 680 Ui O EITT A OAEET C AAOA
ELEANOR
91 60 AT160 1TAAA I A OEAOA AEOEAOS
RICHARD
Of course | need you.

ELEANOR
Cook takes care of dinner. Maria cleans up

RICHARD

You want me tofire the staff?
N A ELEANOR

91 O6OA 1T EOOEIT C U PIEIOS

RICHARD
Whichis...?

ELEANOR
Trains keep coming. People need help.

RICHARD
What are you talking about?

ELEANOR
What do you care?

RICHARD

) Ai1860 AAI EADA xEGAAIQ i) OMIUIBE GEAOCSO

AET A0 EEO xEZA 8 8 8 e 7AI1h ) AiT1T0660
Richard spotsthe cup in her hand.

2)#(!'2% j#/.406%$Q
Wait! Are you begging for money? Are you trying to humiliate me in public

ELEANOR
Would you prefer to be humiliated in private?

RICHARD

I £ OEA A



Eleanor!

S o ELEANOR S S
yéi 17060 AACCEICc8 )81 DOl OEAET ¢ A OAOOEAAR AT A
do, right?

RICHARD
"O00 UIT O AT160 TAAA OEA 1 1T1TAg8 7EAT EAOA ) AAIl

e e ELEANOR -

Y060 110 ARN®GO G@HAITIC TOAU CEOA EO AxAU AT UxAUS

someplace that needs it. What have you denied me? Where would you like me to begin?

RICHARD
This has to be a joke! Park Avenue woman stands outside subwagt®n and does strange
things for money. A TV show, maybe? An article fdihe New Yorkef?

ELEANOR
To begin withe your presence.
RICHARD
| give you lots of presents!
ELEANOR
PresencelEnce Ence Your beingthere-ness.
RICHARD
Spare me your Heidegger! Or is this one from Sartre or one of those other ridiculous
x OEOAOO Ui O 11 OA ebroughtéup girld $heul dabgo @/Saradh Lawlehck

College. Or if they find themselves there thanks to the work of some misguided daice
counselor, they should under no circumstances major in philosophy.

) ELEANOR o
y6i EOOO OAUEI C xA Ai160 OPATA | OAE OEI A OI CA
RICHARD
4AEAO06O0 110 T U EAOI 08 )0O60 OEA EITAS8
ELEANOR
Who chose the job?
RICHARD
) 660 I 1T O0A OEAT A ENIA8 ) DGDO AAAIAAIOAAOBES T OOAAE
91 06 OA OAAT EO O1I A1 A8 91 060A AAT AEEOCAA8 ' 1A
I £/ EOA )YO80 1T U 1 EEAA



ELEANOR

You said it!

RICHARD
You know what | mean.

ELEANOR
4EAT OEAOAMGveImMe2A8 $1

He laughs.

RICHARD
Do I love you? What kind of a question is that?

ELEANOR
Do you?

RICHARD
(embarrassed
Love, love, love!

ELEANOR
(qurty o
3Th UIT O AAITEO UI O Ai160s8

RICHARD
7A8 0A AAAT 1 AOOCEAA £ O mwoeOAAT UAAOOS

ELEANOR
Then what is the point?

RICHARD
)y AT 160 ETT x8

ELEANOR
91T 0 AT160 ETIT x8
He thinks carefully.

RICHARD

How about companionship? . . . Comfort . . . Reliability . . . Durability.

ELEANOR
Sounds like an ad for a line of furniture.
(to a passerby)

7TEAO060 OEAOe 8 8 8 91 Od&AvedudandtdAkD@ithelE trhink £

, T OA EO

x Al EEI



91 O6 OA x Al AT 1 A8

RICHARD
AEEO 1 AOEI 001 U EOI 60 OEA PI AAA &£ O OEEO EET A
ELEANOR
, A0 3XthaOWb@®1 A AA AOT OT A OAT T86AITTAEh OECEOe 91 O
OEAOAG O WIAOD 660 EHAKDOM AEOATE AT 1T OAOOAOETT O1 OE
4AEAT EZE UI O80A ET OEA 1TT1T1TARh UT &66811T EAOA Uil OO
UT Granetiately fall asleep. Except maybe not tonight. Maybe thanks to your little
AEOAT OAOU O1T AAU Ui 6811 AAOOAI T U xAT O O EAOA
AAOOh xEI1l Ul Oh O Ui 0811 ETOEOO xAhakdtd OET OA

rush off to work. | know how you like to get to the office before the markets open.

RICHARD
Go ahead and reduce me to some absurd stereotypesomething you got from a movie or
God knows where, no doubt.

ELEANOR

(said straight-forwardly ) - A 5 N
91 O6OA T AOGAO O1 AAOOOITA 1 Ah EAOA Ul Oe

.. ... RCHARD e
91 6 OEETE Ui 660A OEAO Aii pi EAAOAAe ) O1 AAOOOA
married me. Enough to know how much creature comforts mean to you.
He pauses and then says the following th great confidence.

2)# (' 2% j#/1.406%$Q

Enough to know you can take the girl away from Park Avenue for an afternoon, but you can
never, ever take Park Avenue away from the girl!

ELEANOR
- , . [(opplauding) L

"OAOIT A 4EAOBO AlT 1T 00 A AIl1RIGKRDO AED OCIE®8U A GAd) A*AD (
bank hear about this, dear. Might set your career back years.

RICHARD
(annoyed) . o o
/| EAUh OEEO EO 110 POl AOCAOEOGA8 )Y&6i 1 AAOET CA
Richard startsto exit.

ELEANOR

(calling after him desperately)
Richard!



He stops and turns to look at her.

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%Q
Just one more question.
(with great emotion and tendernes$
Do you NEED me?

He returns to her.

RICHARD
(laughing suspiciously
91 6060A 11O CiETC O OOED i A i0p AEXNEA A NEBAOE)IC
Al11cs ,A080 OAA EZ£ Ui O AAT EAT AT A OEA OOOOES
(after a pause
)y AT 180 TAAA Ul 08
ELEANOR
| can handle that.
(hurt)
yoéi 1106 AO Al OOOPOEOAAS
RICHARD

(trying to be sympathetig

.ITh UG Ai160 ORAARAOGOAIARAS) )DBIGEDI O AAT 60 1 AA
AET T OET ¢ O AA xEOE OEAi8 )Y&i 110 AAOPAOAOAS
ELEANOR
31h All OEAOA UAAOO )B60A AAAT 9/52 O11 01 OAAO
to pay for it.
RICHARD
9 1 O Bobghing to let me win this argument, are you?
ELEANOR
) O OEAO xEAO xABOA EAOEIT Ce
RICHARD
Goodbye.
He turns to leave again
ELEANOR

Goodbye.

He pauses before exiting.



RICHARD
AEEO EOT 60 AAOGU &I O I Ah %l AATT O8 91 0 ETT x ET x
(with great difficulty)
[ I R
(said quickly)
| love you!
(looking around? then more calmly)
4EAOAh )B8OA OAEA EO8 [/ EAUe .1 x ) EAOA O <cis8
(more firmly)
Right?

ELEANOR
(sadly) A A A A A
)y EITAOOI U Ai1860 EITT x8

Richard goes back and gives Eleanor a quick peck on the cheek.

RICHARD
Goodbye, dear.

He exits. She takes a moment towmpose herself and then looks up at the sky.

. o o ’ELEANOARA o .
, T TE ET x AAOrThe Ne® 8otk Tida@sOvohgGifter all. Better not vaste any
iTOA OEi Ah OEAT 8 /8+8h 1A080 &I AOOS8

She pauses before resuming her work

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.40%$Q
(to the public)
Not here yet! Take your time, people . . . Enjoy the moment . . . the pause before . . .
(after a pause)
Before doing what you just might have to do.

Eleanortt ET EO AAT OO0 xEAO OEA8O EOOOCa®AEA8 3EA 111

%, %! ./ 2 j#/.406%Q
Thank you very much, sir . . . Not here yet!

END OF PLAY

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:or a couple of years when | worked as a
Marketing VP at Showtime Networks, a homeless woman used to stand outside the



subway station underneath our office building announcing the arrival of subway
trains. She would showyouoan taoakaeagwoln kte
AHur yrapnds arriving!o This was befor e
announcing the arrival of trains, so she was providing a useful service for some

riders. | never spoke to her, but often wondered who she was. One day | hit upon

the possibility that she was actually a wealthy woman doing this for fun. In

retrospect, | highly doubt this was the case, but | decided to write a play based on

that premise. The rest of the play just sort of wrote itself.

If the play has anythingtoga, i1t 6s t hat Owdaneeddigat o be
basic human need, whether youdre rich o
streets.

NOT HERE YET was first performed by Love Creek Productions in New York City
in 2012. Since then, it has been perfadrseveral times on the radio and podcasts.
In 2017, it was performed live and recorded by Radio Theatre Project of St.
Petersburg, FL. In 2018, Radio Theatre Project presented it at the Atlanta Audio
Fringe Festival. In 2019, it was recorded by PetalumaiB#&layers of Petaluma,

CA.

I 54 (/ 26 Willilam oy Fowkes is a playwright and author based in New York

and a member of the Dramatists Guildis plays have been presented in 24 states

and the District of Columbia. Several have been presented omati® and on

podcasts. Several have been published (Dramatists Play Service, The Bdgtuie
Play» 31 EOE QO +0OAOOh 4EA "AOO 71 i2AAmih@ 3 OACA
Kraus, Clockhouse Review, The Distillery, The Paragon Journal, Statement

Magazine, Thd&ddy, and elsewhere). His fiction has been published in many

journals (Eureka Literary Magazine, The Dirty Goat, The Nassau Review, The

Chariton Review, Lullwater Review, Wisconsin Review, RiverSedge, Limestone,
Argestes, Soundings East, Buffalo Carp: Qua# EOEAO | 0006 *1 OOT Al
He is also the author of A HEGELIAN ACCOUNT OF CONTEMPORARY ART (Ann
Arbor: UMI Research Press).

His short play, THE SESSION was nominated for the Pushcart Piizéulllength

plays includeALL IN THE FACULTY r@natists Play Service), INCIDENT IN
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Ring), MUSEUM LOVERS (Harlequin Productions), SUNSHINE QUEST (Fresh Fruit
Festival), COUPLE OF THE CENTURY (Downtown Urban Theater Festival), THE
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film, THE BRAZILIAN DILEMMA, is available on Amazon Prime Video.



A graduate of Yale University (B.A., magna cum laude) and Northwestern (M.A.,
PhD), Fowkes was formerly a philosophy professor (Northwestern University and
Hobart & William Smith Colleges) and a media & television executive (Showtime,
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the Dramatists Guild in New Yorkvww.williamivorfowkes.com
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AN UNLIKELY HERO

By Lawrence DuKore

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

| wrote AN UNLIKELY HERO because the title illustrated the roller coaster, the

ups and the downs of Ulysses Grant. He was admitted to West Point not because it
was a military academy but because he just wanted to be a mathematics teacher
and West Pointvastuition free, whichspoke to his humble beginnings. He

foughtin the Mexican War but was against the war and had great respect for the
Mexican people, making no attempt to hide is feelings. He loved his wifetdulia,

the end of his days and thanks te fiiend, Samuel Clemens, wrote

his autobiography to great artistic and financial success. Ernest Hemingway
attributed his "simple" writing style to Ulysses Grant's memoirs.

It should be noted that early in his military career as a corporal stationed in
Oregon, Grant he developed a serious drinking probledmich did not endear

him to his superiors. And which resulted in his dismissal from the army.

As a poor civiliartrying toraise a family, he sold wood on the streetSwofLouis

and suffered freqgnt humiliations.But Grantremained dedicated to public

service and was in the military reserve prior to the Civil War. And when'\trzat
between the states" broke out, Grant rose thrahghranksand became one of the
generals, ultimately becoming Rident Lincoln's favorite commander. He was a
no nonsense, no retreat leader which did cost his armies many losses but he did
what had to be done, albeit with deep personal pain.

Grant was less successful as a#&an president, totally naive about W&lireet
"financiers fAand both hteemarked t he countr
place.. Nevertheless he remained a military hero and a popguiesident as a

defender of Native Americans aafighter for ReconstructionHe was first and

foremost a moral leagt, a defender of the people.

Grant always believed in and fought the fight for E PLURABWBERIM.
(Spacing is playwrightoés own.)



AN UNLIKELY HERO

a one person / one act play
(inspired by the Memoirs of Ulysses Grant)
by
Lawrence DuKore

© copyright by the author

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

AN UNLIKELY HERO




Characters

Ulysses S. Grant age 63 years old; struggling against cancer

There are no realistic sets. Rather, the various scenes and playing areas will be indicated by lighting
changes and minimal set pieces.

Scene 1. The lights come up on a bare stge. In the cehtbsses Grantage 63 years old. The
time is late morning in the winter of 1885.

Grant is in the study of his Saratoga Springs (N.Y.) home in the foothills of the Adirondacks. On
his head is atocking cap. He also wears a muffler and a smoking jacket. Now he rises from his
chair and walks, painfully and uncertainly, to his special high desk, which is like a lectern. He is



ill, a victim of cancer. Nevertheless, he manages to take a pencil gimlveritingi or at least
trying to write. Then he puts down his pencil, picks up a fly swatter and begins swatting at flies.

GRANT
Darn flies. Whoever heard of flies in the winter tune? Must be horse flies! | love horses but | sure
hate horsdlies. Get out of here! They must be Confederate flieeming all the way up north
from Fort Sumter.ghoutinglGet used to it, you rebels! You I
deconstruct ReconstructiorswWatting awayDarn sore losers!

(He putsdown the fly swatter, picks up his pencil and begins writing. Again he stops.)

GRANT (to his audience)

| 6m not a writer but I 6m trying to write my me
You think people want to read about me? Heck, | wasigeat of these here United States. | was
the commander of all t he U pickingup Hisdly ssvattesvhidhu r i n g

wewonial t hough the Southern states wondt admit
(Shouting)Sore losers!

(He takes a cigar out of his jacketo c k et , smel |l s it | ovingly and
regretfully.)

GRANT
Sure wish | could smoke thiisliawbdettssgelt| angosi
my bad habits. Shedd come r unndoodgeasom T Thisdarne and
tobacco is what brought on my throat cancer. So now | have to write my memoirs so we can pay
the doctor bills. Okay, okay, okay. Where to

(Sound cue: the neighing and the whinnying of horses.)

GRANT
Aint that the sweetest sound in the worl d? Fr
horses, even wild horses. Never had fear of them! Always was a good rider. It was one of my
out standing accomplishment smyacholawWest Poi nt . Go

2

GRANT
Funny thing is é this here house is just nort
cure my cancer but 16d sure |l ove to get down

race track. some Arabiarmrmartes ¥eg, 8iv e g o't
Nothing prettier than racing horses galloping at full sgebdaring them coming round the turn
éokay, okay, the memoirs!



(He takes a quick smell of the cigar and then picks up his pencil and resumes writing.)

GRANT
Chapter One!l{eat)Now comes the hd part.(Writing and talking)When | was just starting out
in the military, when | was a junior officer in Corpus Christhat was in the Texas territoryl
had this here horse é

(He puts down his pencil)

GRANT (shouting off stage)
| 6ve goll avak t elr 6seed a dri nk. |l mean, | need ¢
(He sees a pitcher of water and a glass on a nearby tal@®d bless my wife. She thinks of
everything.

(Grant goes to the table, picks up the pitcher and pours himself a glass of Matikes a sip
and then returns to his lectern.)

GRANT (remembering)
So where was Ifbeat)Corpus Christi, Texas! Oh, yes! | had this here horse blindfolded, bridled
and saddled and when | was firmly in the saddle, | threw off the blinds, proddedrtkis ¥ith
my spurs and was soon out of sight. For three hours | rode him over all kinds of ground, through

field and stream, and when we returned to cam
I! Those were the good times. The bad times came sden #fe start of the Mexican War

ot herwise known as a |l and grab. We invaded Me:
and New Mexico. New Mexico? Sands of enchantment! Nothing down there but sand, sand and
mor e sand! That 0 skilingthousands ofineatent Mexicaingaadrfor what?

A lot of sand!(Writing) Y e a h I 61 1 have to put that i n my me

(Grant takes a cigar from his jacket and is about to light it when he looks around furtively for Julia
T and then decides otherwisHe puts the cigar away.)

GRANT
|l 6m just smel |l ing i anlitcighoati@tmpacesiou can s mel | an
(He takes another sip of water.)
3
GRANT
You got through two wars. You got through a b

(From his pocket, Grant takes out two letters. He peruses the first letter.)

GRANT



From my bank! |l 6m broke. Dead broke! Atodosmy ag
a sin. And i1tdés all my f aul t (rementberiogDkapnakaye s 1t
my son committed the crime but It wasndét his
Julia would say t ha-earted anel noajlustwmattyosir bye en t oo goo

(Grant stops, puts down his pencil and looks out at the audience.)

GRANT
My wi fe says | 6ve al vebhoyting off stagejuliat daringi Jutiaoddareste ar t e
T | was the commander of all the Union troops. Yes, General Ulysses Grant. Do you know
how many young men were killed at Gettysburg ¢
Gener al Shermandés quot e: AwWar is Hell .o I f wa
Saturn. | was responsible fdret deaths of all those young boys.

(He turns his back on the audience, trying to compose himself. Then he takes a sip of water and
continues.)

GRANT
And | dondédt have any il lusions Tdaknowtknawy t i me
never shoulchave appointed my stalled friends to some of those cabinet positions. But they
were pay backs. It was (helaugha aydrydatigh,pacing bacg and A T h a
forth with unusual vigorMy wi f e kept telling mehamikoywoushoa
given each of them a gold watch. I't would hav
Heck, she was always more than a First Lady. She should have been the president.

(He takes another letter out of his pocket.)

GRANT
From the dctor: Dr. Meredith.

(He weighs the envelope in his hgnd

GRANT (contd)
Go on; open it, you durn fool.

(He places the unopened envelope on the lectern, viewing it like some enemy combatant.))

GRANT
My wife thihks mbbBat cbadamageous man sheds ever
courageous men Julia knew b ut(procldning)Cememandesr he n e
of the Confederate Army! When he surrendered



was gang on behind that mask? Yes, he was gracious in defeat. Yes, he carried himself like a
gentl eman and the great general that he was,
have the equipment. He didnot haveé BReepuppb
worthless Confederate money. But he put on a brilliant fight right up until the end. And when he
unsheathed his swoiidh i s At er r i bilvehesnwiHhda Isaviod diot down é
ANobody on thi swéaeat hleadaybbng énratrage hbrsegsleet her youo
running for political officef wh et her youdr e c oui ifyouwlgse, tonhlesel ove ¢
So do not cry about it. Do not whine about it. Do not lie about it. Do not make excuses. General

Lee was a giat general a great manallthewayiand my hat és off to him

(Grant removes his cap and holds it high over his head.)

GRANT
Did you know that he was President Lincolnoés
all my West Point classmatescatine cadets before me had joined the Union Army, the war would
have been over before it begafiHe places the cap back on his hedteep that cap on, Mister
President. All you need is a head cold on top of the cancer. Okay! Back to work.

(He resumes viting; scribbling all of one sentence. Then he picks up the envelope.)
GRANT

Every time | won a battle, all | could think ofall |1 could see was the long gray line of dead
soldiersi the boys | sent to their death. | was fearful of all the ghosts tatvinaunt me for the

rest of my | i fbeenhatheng néd day ahd rtightelyliéd woeld go crazy if she

heard me talking this way. She says, |l t6s all
that | 6m tal ki ngvedhk paintieatpl sted sd rnwogs atboo urteltihe me
maybe itds about tryiinagnd oalwr itthee tbhaeds emednaorrni ems

(He picks up the envelope.)

GRANT
Or ma ythedettaer trotnshe doctorBeat)Maybe!

5
(Grant takes out the letter and begins reading.)
GRANT
So now i tReadingfifTfhiec itaels.t s pr ot the audience)haitesis pravé y € i (
conclusively what Julia and | i&karewetrd reofm tthe tb

from smoking all those cigars. Upwards of twenty adayde hol ds up Ande doct
herebs a whopping bi Isendutsdo thepawnheuse, doctocloncl usi ve



(Grant paces back and forth)

GRANT
So what are you going to do about it, General? Are you going to whine? Are you going to cry?
Are you going to lay down your terrible swift sword?

(He crumbles the letter and tha#f land is about to toss it in the trash basket. But then he straightens
out all the papers neatly and returns them to the envelope.)

GRANT
I candét do anything about whatoés | eft of my h
finances. Whatareyn choi ces? Weodre | iiendglém bowriaoageodn

time.
(He picks up a pencil and stares at his writing tablet)

GRANT
The editor of the Century magazine asked me to write a few articles for liew.akticles? Whoa
t her e, N e | | realytalkivghalaout is woairé trugy writing my memoirs for a magazine.
And the question is: am | ready to put my immortal words apep? More to the point: am |
capable of putting my immortal words on paper?

(He paces back and forth, holding his writing table in front of his note.)

GRANT
Okay, General Grant: remember Bull Run? We lost that battle but we won the war. It took four
yearsi it cost us thousands of livédut we won; we finally won. And thank God for Gettysburg.
(beat)Penci | ! Paper! You men are my soldiers now
me. This is for my family.

(Grant hesitates, thenclealsi s t hr oat and begins writing. Aft
been writing.)

6
GRANT
Not bad. Then again é not very good.
(He slumps over the lectern)
GRANT
I wi sh | could |Iie down. But é. Theewvewal | é be

giddiyap!



(He sl aps his thigh as if heds sl apping a hor

GRANT
All right! (reading) Man proposes and God di spo&mwmwl o0 Howi
know. 't 6s ki nd edundhikegéddtall uti ng. Doesnot
(He walks toward the door.)

GRANT

(Shouting off stage

Julia! Julia! Wher e afoea)Wherei?that womantSkontidig)Care at e n
you get me something?(beat) You can get me what 6vwho irotes n a me
HUCKLEBERRY FI NN and TOM SAWYER. Yes, ma 6 a m,
fellow in the white suit. And why does he wear a white suit in the middle of the winter? Oh dear

Godi ohdearJulidl 6 m | osi ng my mi nd. bea)Mark fwain! No, asone mb e r
that 6s hi(lea)p@hl naemember his name at three 00
late! | need him nowbgat)Sam Clemens! Good old Uncle Sam Clemens! Go over there and tell

him that President Grant demands that he come
an executive order!

(He straightens his jacket, adjusts his scarf andicapd begins writing gain.)

GRANT
|l dondét need Sam Clemens. | write very well . |
(beat)lCandét help it! Ever since the war, | 6ve bece

(He beqins writing and reading his words.)

GRANT
A Al t h o uently urfed eydriends to write my memoirs, | had determined never to do so but
then my sonds business partner did some doubl
entire investment. | had made it the rule of my life to trust a man long afterpebple gave him
up. Thatdés one of the reasons | was such a | o

7

GRANT (reading and writing)
AMaybe thatoés why | found a home in the ar my.

(He reaches into his jackédr a pillbox. He puts a pill in his mouth and washes it down with water.
Then he raises his glass to the audience.)

GRANT (toasting)



Herebs to happy, healthy days é in the next w
(He takes another sip)

GRANT
These dar murgthelcadncer. Bubitrdd@es alleviate the pain.

(Again, he resumes writing and reading his words.)

GRANT
il 6ve been facing deat hiiathd WanBetwéen theeStates. iwas t h e
always at my best in wartimebefore and during bat t |l e. 0O

(He has a coughing fit.)

GRANT
| 6m a dying man with a magazine article to wri
given new meaning to that term, fAdeadlineo.

(He goes to the window and looks out to the porch.)

GRANT
Well,Iseewher e we have some activiilutonwhdé&s friboat
sheds talking to? 1| s heiandiaheiclatchingeasdytbe?g bl ac k,

(Grant moves closer to the window and looks out.)

GRANT
No, wedrsing a white suit anlmskat)Bed dlowgve tanlaothci gar
have cancer of the throat. It may be more meaningful when two men can share the experience.

(He waves to Clemens)

GRANT (contd)
Good morning, Samuel. Orgoodafte oon. Or good evening. Please
I dondt want you to catch t heGod foitbidirmicanméhl ague
cold. Nothing common about you, Mister Clemens!

(Grant returns to his lectern)

GRANT



As usual, my good r i end, your timing is impeccable. | O
Youdbve been down that road, havendét you? Well
money. And | know what youdre going tomyay: I
definition. But money is definitely money. It
stomach people who make simplistic statements

(He resumes writing)

GRANT
It should be a lifeline ...Mister Qfeens.

(Grant returns to the front window and Ami mes
his scarf tightly around his neck.)

GRANT
So howdére you doing? Youdbre a good neighbor a
write a magazinarticle. However, | fear they pay me with wooden nickels.

(He listens to Clemens, trying to make out what his friend is saying)

GRANT
Speak upbathaehoblbgésl candét ride my horse anym
has the sweetest voice in the world but | need one of those durn listening horns to enjoy her singing.
So please, my friend, speak slowly and loudly for this dottering old fool.

(He listens intently.)
GRANT
You are commanding me to get started and write my memoirs in a lamoknot in some twobit

magazine! Sari come ori two bits are two bits.

(He moves closer to the window)

9
GRANT
You want me to write my memoirs irb@ok? Heck, | think maybe | can handle a skinny magazine
€ but a book is heavy Il ifting. Lots of pages

(He moves even closer to the window, buttoning his jacket against the cold air.)

GRANT



Youdre saying ithahibkbdbrygasdowe most underrat
flatter me with words. | know | was a darn good president. And yes | know that | was a better
general. And | sure as heck know that | was a lousy businessman. But

Century Magazine made me an offer. I f I write
advance. No guarantee.

(He mimes opening the window all the way)

GRANT
I know t hat people pay good money to(bdatgar vyo
What 6s t hat (yeatuCentuey Magazine waultl make the same offer to some
Comanche Indiartbeat)tWh at 6 s t hat ? | should be receiving
of the profits. | know that | am the most sinyblearted of men. And 6 m pr obabl y t he
men but what was that? Come on, Sam, stop blowing cigar smoke in my face. Take the cigar out
of your mouth and speak slowly and distinc{lyeat) You will give me twenty percent of all book
sales? Jul i a 6éea)hYyoow 6atbeo wstaytimagt 2 (seventy percen
for poor little old me! lpoudly) Man proposes and woman disposes.

(Grant actually looks rejuvenated as he walks sprightiymost dancing around the room.)

GRANT
Jul i a dar |l i ngandtgodough foeoldtSanmoClemens. Our neighbor is prepared to
give your husband a substanti al advance. He 6 s

in my life, not counting the money | pissed away down there on Wall Street.

(He turns to the adience)

GRANT
My sondbs business partners €& but you know the
And all that was my entire fortune. But | [|ik
Julia, how about cooking a nice hot lamb stewfordner ? And | 6 m sure our b
to join us.

10

(Grant moves close to the front window)

GRANT
Howbés that, Mi s t e(Listefiimgentertin)%o@ areSppepasell to pgy me good
money to write about my | ife éincluding my I
loudly. (Listening)We 6 | | split alilfitfhtey!r oDjoalwe elsave idtge
nodding your head. aArdhegau@&! anmaklee amee agains
red, white and blue! 1t | ooks Iike we have a

to work, Mister President. Start writing!



(Grant closes the front window and goes to his cabimeere he takes out a cloth covered
manuscript. He then returns to his lectern)

GRANT
| have a confession to make. | did keep a journal during the War Between thl&tatds that
what | édm going to calll it A dllibnea faNed rebellientoyve e n - t

the slave states against the federal government. And some of the slave states were up north; right

up here. Oh yes, there were free slaves upihbreit t her e were al so €& sl ¢
ask é why not irveaflerwatrodo ?i tThad 68 fMWwhat students
teachers of history call i(He looks through his journal)

GRANT

of fact, there was notmhRi ng ci
The Lord giveth and the Lord t
st fAtaketh away. o

We | | € i n point
You know what the Bible says 1
get that one right. Beat)He | u

-~

C

(Reenergized, Grant returns to his cabinet and takes out anther cloth covered manuscript.)

GRANT
| may be | osi ngnomgmpletelnlast. Edid Beed a diar§ during my two terms
of office. Julia was allowed to read some of my diaries and she gave them high pwieh
meant a lot to me. She told me that more writers, should learn to write simply. | told her that | wa
asimplemaiiand t hat wasnét false modesty. I meant
| set down is accurate. Otherwise, you folks will be accusingfrbeing a writer of fiction! ljeat)
Nothing make believe about my life.

(He returns tdhis cabinet for a third time. With some effort, he reaches down to the bottom drawer,
takes a bundle of papers and carries them back to his lectern.)

GRANT
My | ife was the real thing. Heck €& someone ha

End of Play

AUTHOR O S AsB Ver®young screenwriter, Lawrence DuKore began his writing career
with the Richard Pryor film, GREASED LIGHTNING, which was produced by Hanna
Weinstein for Warner Bros. His television play, A MISTAKEN CHARITY was produced by
Lindsay Lawfor PBS/American Playhouse and was nominated for a Writers Guild of America
award for best dramatic writing. He is a member of both the HB (Herbert Berghof/Uta Hagen)
Playwrights Foundation and the Actors Studio Playwrights/Directors Workshop. Mostygcent
his play, STAINED GLASS, premiered effroadway at the awardinning Metropolitan

Playhouse. And his Latino comedy, SUNSHINE, just had a successful 3 week run off off
Broadway at Teatro LATEA.



Hello:

| want to work with an active company that loves the history of theater as well as American
history as well as an unending passion about humanity in all its forms.

|l have that passion and | want to share it wi
decency and love.

WHY | WRITE

| write for many reasons: Let me count the ways. | want to share a profound experience or a rich
emotional experience or a funny experience with whomever will read or (hopefully) see my
work. | write because | want to changeleeply troubling experience into a hopeful experience. |
write because I'm angry at injustice. | write because that's who | am and that's what | do.



LEAVING EARTH

By Alexis Kozak

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:
Three separate things led to the writing of this play.

First, in 1998, en route to LA to pursue acting careers, my four best girl friends and I (I was the
only guy) took two weeks to drive cross country via the southern route, stopping everywhere,
including a very memorable layover in Roswell, New Mexico. We were ALL huge The X Files
fans at the time, as you can imagine.

Second, my mother loved constellations and looking up at the night sky. Last week, | took my
son's $20 Toys R kmankruptcy telescope binto the driveway and looked first at the North
Star and then, after switching lenses, at the moon for a good long while.

Third, | had taped a newspaper article from last September, when Storm Area 51 was happening,
into my writing journal. It was a walterful article, with lots of different people interviewed, and
several ondine stories of who they were and why they were headed there. Along with, like, one
guote from each. It was a playwright's dream. | have been carrying that article around with me
for the better part of a year. It has a great picture of two ladies in the desert, wearing alien
masks. That, and | remembered something about one of the interviewees quitting her job at
Dairy Queen to head west. So, given the Corona Virus teaflinghomesituation and our

gorgeous production of Mamma Mia! Indefinitely on hold (I teach high school theatre), | found
myself with time (and time to spare!) on my hands. | am thrilled to have gotten the chance to get
these two women out of my brain and downapep. And, | will admit this to myself, but | won't

say it out loud, | see this as, potentially, the first scene of-d¢efudith play. Could my high

school do this next year or the year after? That's a thought. But again, | didn't say that out loud.
Hell, I didn't even THINK it!

This play took eight drafts. I't has only been
desk, in what my wife calls my office, which is actually a laundry room. My glaywrights
are Bertolt Brecht, Sam Shepard, Ddbvi Mamet , and Wil l i am Shakespea

influences | can identify inthisplay.Spaci ng i s playwrightos own.)



LEAVING EARTH
a tenminute play
by

Alexis Kozak

CHARACTERS
HAYLEY female, lateeens to earh20s.
LU female, lateeengo early-20s.

TIME AND PLACE

A

The present. The |living room of Lub6s parents

SETTING (Living room of Lubds parents.)

HAYLEY
You promised you were coming.
LU
That was before | knew we were actually going.
HAYLEY
Wedbre gonna be the first. We are gonna be th
LU
You think they are gonna open up Area 51 and just invite us in?
HAYLEY
(Swiping through her phone.)
It says it right here. i Stetrins Asea them dlhieg!
LU

ltés a fine |Iline between Ainvitingo and Astor



HAYLEY

Arendt you dying to see whatoés inside?
LU

ALet s see them alienso, Hayl ey ? Real |l y?
HAYLEY

| Obeen to Lookout Point, and | 6ve seen what I
LU

That is middle school kids messing with the high school kids who go out there to have sex.
HAYLEY

That s what they want us to believe.
LU

Everybody knows it.
HAYLEY

Idondét know it. A n @ o okaokw it. | | see some proof,
LU

|l tds kids with | aser pointers andée
HAYLEY

AANdo what ?
LU

Fireworks, flashlight§ | d o n & dronesx o w
HAYLEY

Then how cojugteltubtbay? donot
LU

|l dondt know.
HAYLEY

And why donét they just make it stop?
LU

| 6m not the mayor or the police chief or whoe
HAYLEY

Because they canodét stop it. Because they don

LU



Come on, Hayley.

HAYLEY
| just want the truth.
LU
You think Area 51 is going to have the truth for here? Area 51 is a million miles away.
HAYLEY
That s where they have all the answers, Lu.
LU
Wedre gonna get arrersted.
HAYLEY
Yeah? We | | ma y Bllehe top sedrelts ofihe whele warldh extraterrestrial life,
space ships, bombs, electronics, technology, chemicals, viruses, the Russians, other planets.
Maybe itdéds high ti meay.that stuff saw the | ight
LU
Maybe that stuff is secret for a reason.
HAYLEY
(Of her phone.)

Well, about two million people disagree with you. And they are gonna be there on Friday to
show it.

You are gonna drive three thousarll_(;J miles based @cebBok post?
HAYLEY
Twot housand, but whoés counting?
(Lu consults her phone.)
LU

You said it was a couple of days away.
(Of her phone, looking at map directions.)
This says seventiwo hours.

HAYLEY
No wayseventytwo hours.

LU
That 6s what it says.



HAYLEY
That s way of f.

LU
Look at it. Tell me what it says.

HAYLEY
Okay. So, seventiwo hours. So what?

LU
That 0s-twe bourethere yThe timethere And then, seventfwo hoursback | have to be
back at work on Monday afternoon at the | ates
me that many days in a row off. Plus, | need the money.

HAYLEY
We | | Mondayds not gonna happen.
LU
Then 1 dm gonna get fired. And | candét get fi
HAYLEY
Earth has plenty of jobs.
LU
Not the kind any Earthlingrants
HAYLEY
Who the hell goes and names a town Earth anyway?
LU
|l dondt know. Mr . Earth?
HAYLEY
Then youbve gotta spend your whole I|ife sayin
j obs. o Or, AWhere are you getsevamtytwo hours.lI@an f r om
do it , i nknow]prolkably likelfortygight 6 t
LU
Phones donodot |[|ie.
HAYLEY

A

Seventyt wo hour s stoppinghat 6s wi t h

LU
No, thatodés straight through.



HAYLEY

Wedl |l switch off.

LU
But | donodot drive stick.

HAYLEY
Youol | | ear n.

LU
When?

HAYLEY
On the road, girl.

LU

(Stomach pains.)

UghéOow!

HAYLEY
What 6s wrong?

LU
| got my period.

HAYLEY
Oh, no. No, no, no.

LU
What?

HAYLEY
I changed my mind. Youdre not coming.

LU
Hey!

HAYLEY

Y o u 6 rwerstivitere you have your period.

LU
| am not!

HAYLEY



Oh, you Eknow dhe maow does strange thingaioof wus, Lu, but f
whole different level.

LU
Like what?
HAYLEY
It gives you crazy weird powers of bitchiness.
LU
Shut up.
HAYLEY
See?
LU
| said, shut up.
HAYLEY
Well, it does.
LU
|l know they say itdés based on the moon, or

How can it be based on the moon?

w h

a

HAYLEY

Well, the moondébs a cycle and your periodos
LU

Yeah, but the mo odod@rshere. o, hdweanthey baaorthectsd?6 r e
HAYLEY

You t hi nr&ndom that ghe oorsid on a twergight day cycle angouandl are on a

twenty-eight day cycle? Just saying, what are the chances of that?
LU

|l dondt know.
HAYLEY

I 61 | tell you wh a tthatis théirst questioe yos getdo askithem.a |l i en s ,
LU

Ick. | gotta go to the bathroom again.



(Lu exits to bathroom. While Lu is offstage, Hayley unzips her backpack/duffel bag and
takes out a case obda.)

HAYLEY

Youbre not all owed to be sick.
LU

Okay.
HAYLEY

Whateverhappens: no being sick. Got it?

LU
Yeah. I gotit, | got it.

HAYLEY
At least not in my car.
(Sound of toilet flushing. Lu enters.)
| got ussomething. Close your eyes.
(Revealing the soda.)

Ta da!
LU
Diet Pepsi.
HAYLEY
This is, like, road trip rocket fuel!
(Playfully.)
Aaaaaand,
(Hayley takes out a carton of cigarettes.)
Boom!
LU
Cigarettese®. |l dondt smok
HAYLEY
| know.
LU
Neither do you.
HAYLEY

But we gotta smoke O6em.

LU
| 6ve never smoked a cigarette in my I|ife.



HAYLEY
But the guy. From the show. The Smoking Man.

LU
Seriously? Ihowdosmake a cigareten  k n o w
HAYLEY
| f wedOre wearing alien costumes, then we are
LU
We dondét have alien costumes.
HAYLEY
(Playfully.)
Magic Bag!, the young woman said fAalien costu

(Hayley pulls otitwo rubber alien masBstraditional green heads with almond shaped
eyes.)

LU
(Screaming!)
Aaaahhhh! Holy shit! These are amazing! Literally, amazing!

HAYLEY
Like, what does ondo at three a.m. in the middle of the desert besides dressing up like a couple
of aliens and smoking cigarettes and drinking Diet Pepsi?

LU
These are so great.

HAYLEY
AliensloveDiet Pepsi, by the way. Or so thegy. Weare going to find oufor sure Pl us, it
be a good way to meet people and make friends. Plewglpeople who have cigarettes. Why?,
nobody knows. We just know itds true.

LU
Hayley, look. | wish I could. Ireally wish | could.

HAYLEY
Lu, stop talking. uJst stop talking. For crying out loud. You are twetty years old. If not
now, when? | f p e¢his, pvhaedo goa thidktis genhadap peaxiime people

have questions that need to be answered? And the time after that, and tiietitnatza Next
time people have questions that need to be ans&ewbdieverthe question & people are
going to say, AEh, nobody showed up | ast ti me



times, nobody igvergoing to gelanyanswers t@nything. In fact, people are just going to stop
askingquestions If theyhave to telthe trutl® if the governmenhas to tell the trui , then
everybodyhas to tell the truth. Abowtverthing.

Or do we get to keep a fence around all the

ot her peopl e to knowoftrresuls that thebverld gou wamt talivean? 6 s a

LU
Three a. m.? The middle of the desert ? Peopl
killed.

HAYLEY
AMur damdked | ed. 0O You sound | i ke yoessmgillgewent s.
up with? The touglasnails, takeno-prisoners,badd s s hi gh school chick th
anything?

LU
This is her. T hi s installthbse thiags you said. el neweagp Yot o b e .
were. Youare. dways been the followea | onger . It didndét | ook t|

would bring energy or something. But | was always following you. You were the map maker.
You were the one leading us into uncharted territory. Hell, you even went placegivenere
were no maps yet: boys, booze, everything. You were the one with the nerve.

HAYLEY
And did | ever get us lost?

LU
Yeah. All the time. Butin a good way.

HAYLEY
Then follow me today. Get in the car with me right now. People used to do that, you know?, all
the ti me. Just get in the car and drive? N o
going, and thatodos it. N a offshe hesten patH. | medrvOWw t ur e .

do you think aliens got here in the first place? You think they came here on purpose? Like this
place is so great? If you had the entire universe to choose from, why the hell come here? Of all
the places. This is ¢hkind of place you only find by mistake. | bet you a couple of aliens got in
their space ship, gassed it up, and just started flying. No map, no anything.

LU
(Truly realizing for the first ti
freaked out. If anthing, impressed.)
You think theyodre real

HAYLEY
Would I go all the way out there ifd i d?n 0 t



LU
| meanreally real.

HAYLEY
You think wedre t he o0n]lsgethe othersideoolithe moan.r The? We ¢
other side of tamoon Theclosesplacetous, and wseeicta?n 6 tWee vdeorn 6t eve
what isthere? Not to mention the rest of the entire, infinite, elvimking-expanding multiverse.
So, ADo I think theyodére real ?o0 Yeah, I think
LU

(Picking up the masks.)
You think they look like us?

HAYLEY
| think some being out there probably asked them the same question about us.
(Beat.)
Whaddya say?
LU
(FromMork and Mindy)
éAiNanoo, nanooo?
HAYLEY
ANanoop mamae fhell o. o
LU
How do you say, fiYes, 0 in Klingon?
HAYLEY
(Pronounced sort of like fALuke. 0)
ALubdg. O
LU
We | | t hen, ALudqg. O
HAYLEY
Real l y?! Yes! Thatdéds what | wanted to hear!
LU

Can we swing by my job on thea y ? | gotta at | east teldl Char



HAYLEY
Youdbre not gonna chicken out on me, are you?

LU
Then | wannaee the look on his face when I tell him he can take my job and shove it.

HAYLEY
Atta girl! Grab your stuff. I 61 1 be in the
(Hayley grabs her own bag. Pause. Hayley looks at Lu with new
respect.)

Say fAadi oso t o t hgomahjolvthis gopsiclesandd use we ar e

LU
Do | have to say it in Spanish?

HAYLEY
You can say it in any language you want.

(Hayley exits. Lu sits for a moment, a satisfied look on her face.)

LU
Goodbye, Earth.

LIGHTS DOWN

END PLAY

AUTHORG6S BI O:

| teach high school theatre in New Jersey, and | am also a playwrisfoidied Theatre Arts and
English at Rutgers Universityspent my early 20s in Los Angeles, chasing the dréat098,

en route to LA, my four best girl friends and | (I wasottilg guy) took two weeks to drive cross
country via the southern route, stopping everywhere, including a very memorable layover in
Roswell, New MexicdNe were ALL huge "X Files" fans at the time, as you can imagine.

Sometime after that, | got an MRA Playwriting from Boston University, and now teach high
school theatre in Middletown, NJ, where | often write the fall play.

My mother loved constellations and looking up at the sKyis week, with nothing but time, for
the first time in a long tirg, | took my son's $20 Toys R Us bankruptcy telescope out into the
driveway and looked first at the North Star and then, after switching lenses, at the moon for a
good long while.



| HAD to write this playl had taped a newspaper article from last &apber, when Storm Area
51 was happening, into my writing journdt.was a wonderful article, with lots of different
people interviewed, and lots of one line stories of who they were and why they were headed
there. Along with, like, one quote from eaclt.was a playwright's dreamAlmost like an

outline for a play.Hmmm. Anyway, | have been carrying that article around with me for the
better part of a year.lt has a great picture of two ladies in the desert, wearing alien

masks. That, and | rememdgred something about one of the interviewees quitting her job at
Dairy Queen to head wesgo, given the Corona Virus teachfrgm-home situation and our
gorgeous production dflamma Mialindefinitely on hold, | found myself with time (and time to
spare) on my handsl am thrilled to have gotten the chance to get these two women out of my
brain and down on paperAnd, | will admit this to myself, but | won't say it out loud, | see this
as, potentially, the first scene of a fiéhgth play. Could my tgh school do this next year or the
year after? That's a thought.But again, | didn't say that out loudHell, | didn't even THINK it!

| have some published short play# Graveyard Where Dead American Playwrights Go" and
"Shakespeare Gets an MPA&ith Heuer Publishing, an adaptation of F. Scott Fitzgerald's "The
Diamond as Big as the Ritz" and a high school scene book called "The Greatest of All Time" with
Eldridge Publishing, and some scenes and monologues in the Smith and Kraus and Applause
Book$"Best of..." Series.

Click this link
https://www.alexiskozak.com/wotik-progress/selectefr-100-monoloquedrom-
new-plays2021

to read my monologue which will be published

by Applause Books in the forthcoming anthology
100 Monologues from New Plays 2021



https://www.alexiskozak.com/work-in-progress/selected-for-100-monologues-from-new-plays-2021
https://www.alexiskozak.com/work-in-progress/selected-for-100-monologues-from-new-plays-2021

AFTER THE DISSOLTUION

By Martha Patterson

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

| wrote this play while considering the effect the dissolution of the Soviet Union had on couples
from different backgrounds and with different political points of view: it was not a completely
happy dissolution for some.

| also wanted to write aboutraarriage that dissolves before our own eyes; however, theuigad
to that has been happening for a while. The wife in this couple is influenced by American

television; the husband is selfish and doesnbd

Il 1 i ke t duencedd byrtChekHowamd othar fnodern classical writers | had to read in
college, but have found in recent years that brevity works better than long speeches in my plays.

The play was first produced by The Belrusian Dream Theatre at Out of Balanz, Copgenhage
Denmar k, March 2014. The second production
at the Whistler House Museum, Lowell, Mass., dir. Jerry Bisantz, March 2014. (Spacing is

pl aywrightos own. )

AFTER THE DISSOLUTION

A Short Play About Belarusians

CAST OF CHARACTERS

NATASHA 38, Belarusian, a tired housewife wearing a long shift and an apron.

w



SERGEI 39, her bored husband who works selling air conditioners. He has a beard.

SCENE: Their modest kitchemiBelarus

TIME: The present

*kkkk

AT RISE: NATASHA is cutting meat on a cutting board. On the table at which
SERGEI sits there is an apple, a knife, and a bottle of vodka with a glass beside it.

NATASHA
President Lukoshenkspoke on television today.

SERGEI
And why should | care?

NATASHA
You used to care. Life is better today. We can afford meat.

SERGEI
You used to care about how you looked. Now mascara runs down your face when
you bring me my lunch at work.

NATASHA
Borshcht, white cheese. Just what you love.

SERGEI
But not the running mascara.

NATASHA
A very handsome man at the market sold me this beef today.

SERGEI
(Laughs.)
A mere grocer?



NATASHA
(Chopping the meat.)
Anyway, he wagjoodlooking.

SERGEI
Are you saying that to get me to straighten up?

NATASHA
| have a game to play with you tonight.

SERGEI
A game?

NATASHA
ltés called, fATruth or Consequences. 0 An Ame

SERGEI
And what Atwanttolkrbow? s it you

NATASHA
Just this. Have you ever, since we married, been attracted to another woman?

SERGEI
Another girl?

NATASHA
Woman.

SERGEI
No.

NATASHA
| dondt believe you.

SERGEI
And why not?

NATASHA
Because | found a book in your underwear drawer. A paperback. On physics.



A

ltds inscribed, AWith | ove

SERGEI

What were you doing searching my underwear drawer?

NATASHA

Putting your things away after doing laundry, as | alwaysT&l me about her.

SERGEI
About who?

NATASHA
Anastasia.

SERGEI

A shopgirl. 1 used to buy my ties where she worked. She had a thing for me and

| let her butter me up. But there was nothing in it.

NATASHA
Then why did you save the book?

SERGEI
(Laughs.)
Because | need to know more about physics.

NATASHA
Youdre a simpleton, then.
SERGEI
I f I didndét read it, why
NATASHA

Because you kept it.

SERGEI

All right. Truth or Consequences. ddyou ever let another man fondle you

before | did?

NATASHA
None of your business.

bet vyou

upset ?

from Anastasi a, 20

never



SERGEI
ATruth or Consequences. 0

NATASHA

| was a virgin when we married; thatodos all

SERGEI
Hmph.

NATASHA
And T Truth or Consequencésdo youstill love me?

SERGEI
Hmph.

NATASHA

So my mascara runs. I donot
the job selling air condition

SERGEI
Two people living on one income. You could have worked.

NATASHA
We wanted children.

SERGEI
Where are they then? | see no children.

NATASHA
We could get tested at the hospital. To see why not.

SERGEI

care much what

ers | thought

Therebds nothing wrong with me.

NATASHA

Youdre saying there is with me?

SERGEI

What would we do with children, anyway? I

o

I
n



are grandparents at our ages.

NATASHA

Wh o , |l 6d I'i ke to know?

SERGEI

You should take better care of your appearance. At work when you arrive they

all say, fAAhlLadyo6é& Sergei b6s ol d

NATASHA

Thatdods just a fond expression. At |l east it i
SERGEI

Youbre too enamored of America. Because of t
And youbre jealous because some young girl ga
NATASHA

Truth or Conseguences. Are you glad our coun

love being a part of the Soviet Union? Your parents were Russian.

SERGEI

Hmph.
NATASHA

But mine are Polish.

SERGEI

| 6m gl ad things changed. I make more money n
NATASHA

(Lighting a cigarette.)
Tell me, Sergei, would you like me better if | smoked all the time and teased my
hair and wore short dresses?

SERGEI
What would you want to be that sort of woman for?

NATASHA
| have a feeling



SERGEI
You have deeling that what?

NATASHA

(Putting out the cigarette.)
That youdd prefer someone | i ke that. S
SERGEI

Truth or Consequences. Would you like it if | shaved my beard and wore
sunglasses and were a movie star?

NATASHA
Don6ét say such silly things.
SERGEI
|l tds you who are being silly.
NATASHA
Are you having an affair wnethtmeAmilast asi a?
ten oo0clock, most nights.
SERGEI

| kissed her once.

NATASHA
(Tears run from her eyes.)
| knew it. You no longer love me.

SERGEI
And what if | donodot ? We shall grow ol d,
shall die, and thawill be the end of that.

NATASHA
Is that all you have to say?

SERGEI
Is that all you have to complain about?

t hat

Bec

you



NATASHA

(Crying.)
Youbre cruel

SERGEI
Face facts. We have everything we waWet now h
want more.

NATASHA
| want you to love me.

SERGEI
Thenil 611 tell you | <canodt. When our | and beca
di dndot want to be married anymor e.

NATASHA
(Sobs.)
Sergei!

SERGEI
| wanted to bavith young women, not like you, not tired and cooking for me
all the time, but instead dressing up to please me and going to the theatre with me.

NATASHA
| dondt please you with my cooking?

SERGEI
Youdre no maiden any | ocger. Youdbve | et your

NATASHA
Is that all you feel for me?

SERGEI

|l 6m sorry. |l 611 tell you the truth. |l 6ve | e
it

tomorrow. We 61 | be separated, then divorced.

NATASHA
Ohhhh!



SERGEI
You see? You wanted Belarusn a | | its glory, and wedre no |
You should want more, too.

NATASHA
(Handing him an apple and a knife.)
Take this apple and peel it And know that vy

for you. You can remember how your wife once loved you and took care of you. But how she
no

l onger wil Il . Apples are sweet, | i ke me. Kno
SERGEI
Coul dnét you have worked? Or had a chil d?
NATASHA
(Crying.)
Youdre an ungrateful jackass! And tomorrow |
SERGEI

Thank you so much.

NATASHA
My |l ast gift to you. The appl e. Now | 6m goi
(Exits, slamming door behind her.)

SERGEI
(Pourshimself a glass of vodka from the table and laughs.)
Tonighti | sleep alone.

THE END

AUTHOROG S M@tha®atterson is a playwright, essayist, poet, and fiction autHer.

plays have been produced in twenty states and eight counttersariting has been published

by Applause Theatre & Cinema Books, Smith & Kraus, Pioneer Drama Service, the Sheepshead
Review, the Afrdlispanic Review, Silver Birch Press, In Case of Emergency Press,
Denfenestration.net, Syndrome Magazine, and the Pointed Gouleal. She has two degrees

in Theatre, from Mount Holyoke College and Emerson Coll&le lives in Boston, Mass., the

USA.



THE INEVITABLE DEIGN
By Alan Flurry

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:

The idea for this began with a single a conversation with a painter buddy in his studio. He was
describing a casino experience, especially an
Gods, 6 which is what | <called this as | spun

He6s a Beckett fan, as am |, and |ibmnavdl so poi s
CANSVILLE is about a playwright and an impossible story. Brecht is an influence, but also

Milleri Ar t hur, as well as Henry.malter,r@BTHENe t hing t
INEVITABLE DEIGN trades the audience something for it. The physical scene changes

themselves play a crucial role early in the play establishing a breakdown of the setting changes

as a throughway for the dialogue and allowing the audieac®et aside normal expectations.

The narrative becomes the means by which fear, conformity and convention are turned against
themselves and towards illumination of the barriers to imagination.

ACT |

Scene 1

TIME: Morning, present day.

AT RISE: PRITCHER is seated behind a desk in a brightly lit
office with a diploma and a few other citations on the wall,
family pictures on display; his is the general demeanor of an

insurance agent. DORMINY enters the room as one might to fulfill
an earlier agreed upon ap pointment, expected and welcomed.
DORMINY

Mr. Pritchet?

PRITCHER
Yes, come in T and itdés Pritcher.



DORMINY
(embarrassed )

Ohé 1 ém terribly sorry.
PRITCHER
(forgivingly)
Please, think nothing of it, | only like to correct things like
that at the earliest possible moment. |l t 6s a
really. Wondédt you sit down?

(Dorminy hesitates momentarily before continuing into the office

to one of the two seats on the other site of the desk. She puts
her purse in one and sits in the other. She glances around at
the walls and their adornments, re - comports herself as if in
adjustment to them and sighs )
DORMINY
Thank you, and | appreciate you seeing me on such short notice.
The accident has created a great deal of chaos
soon resolve as easily and quickly as we can.
PRITCHER
That s why wedre here. Now tell me, did the h

was going to give way, | mean, were there any warning signs?

DORMINY
Well, what do you mean? Are there ever? | mean to say, we watch
the news, we knew the storms were on the way and the fires were

close. But you never know. I n hindsight?@é
PRITCHER

| 6m sorry, | dondédt mean to say you should hav

differently, that i S . |l 6m just trying to establish yo

mind prior to the accident, relevant to the state of house. So,
there were no warning signs?

(DORMINY slouches in her chair, as if under some initial
anxiety, and shakes her head.)

DORMINY
No, but when you pu tit like that, | have to ask myself if | was
paying attention, watching the right things. | mean, | was.

PRITCHER
We all do.

DORMINY



But the question is, to what? | dondét know th
myself from responsibility properly if | can say | was awar e of
what was happening.

PRITCHER
The thing to r ememb e rnothese taahcase you, fush
to establish a concrete set of facts, a sort of chronology we
can agree on.

DORMINY

Thatodos a | ot more easily said than done, Il 6 m
PRITCHER

Still we need to do it in order to move forward.
DORMINY

But 1 sndot t herdeneyt@acovier for ourselves even when

webve done nothing wrong?
(PRITCHER nods.)
PRITCHER

There is; thatodés why itdés even more i mportant
reconstruct the situation exactly as it was.

DORMINY
Yes, well, okay. | suppose it omgycopteniodent t o sp
that there were no warning signs, as | 6m over

sensation that there mustodve been.

PRITCHER
What were they?
DORMINY
Well thatés just it. The more sure | am that
more unable | am to think of thelmstaket 6s | i ke
the intervening events and constructed an unavoidable basis
which led up to them.
PRITCHER
l s it because things |ike this donét just hap
DORMINY
T h at @rebably part of it T except that they do. They happen

every day.

PRITCHER



But what is the condition, you know, that was necessary and

sufficient? | mean, thereds a school of thoug
accidents are nothing more than well - constructed probabilitie S.

DORMINY
Well € so many things. You can go back so far
it looks |Ii ke youbébre moving forward again. Us
right here could be one thing. |l mean, theyor
house couldndét have burned down unl ess
| didndt at some point Umdees si ytoa oir te .é

PRITCHER
What?

DORMINY
Oh, 1to6s ridicul ous.

PRITCHER
Go ahead. It might help.

DORMINY
Well, unless youdre inferring that my house w

matter where and what it was. Simply because it was mine.

PRITCHER
That does transcend circumstances, to an extent. But tell me,
even then, would you have been able to say that was a condition
you were aware of?

(DORMINY pauses.)

DORMINY
| think | see what you mean. It would have always been a
possibility.
PRITCHER
Though taken  one step further, toward being inevitable.
DORMINY
And that | would have had to accept.
PRITCHER
And to some degree forget.
DORMINY

I candt go around waiting for something to ha
even an eventuality.



PRITCHER
Which is where we were.

DORMINY
Yes, as | was saying, | feel like | should have known.
PRITCHER
But you did.
DORMINY
|l just forgot, and now I 6m only vaguely aware
what does that do to my claim?
PRITCHER
Wel |l that depends ocdamingthaywene ot asvare of
the situation beforehand. It seems to me as i
were.
DORMINY
So, thereds really no defense?
PRITCHER
Against what? Something happening, or you being responsible for
it?
DORMINY
| mean, my culpability is undeniable. | knew about something and
did nothing to prevent it.
PRITCHER

Can we say that with certainty? Even you alluded to the
prejudice that you somehow internalized it and went on with your

life.
DORMINY
That somehow doesndét complkatliyt washap mpmoewe d
|l 6m trying to sort all this out.
PRITCHER
You seek absolution; thatodés hard to achieve.

think about it some more, about what really happened, and
whether you really want to be released from your responsibility.

DORMNY
Oh?



PRITCHER

Because once itbs gone, thereds no way of get
DORMINY
Hmm. Maybe thatodods what | 6m really afraid of.
PRITCHER
Maybe it is, in which case you need to resolve your
responsibility in this case but without overstating your role.
DORMINY
You sound skeptical.
PRITCHER
|l t6s exceedingly difficult. Il will tell you o
thing, however. | 6ve watched a number of peop
(CONTINUED)
through this, all with varying degrees of suc
all developed a humility which, n 0 matter how honorable it seems
at the time, always becomes an obstacle.
DORMINY
It seems like such a simple thing.
PRITCHER
That s exactly the problem. What we want to b
conflate into truth before it deserves to be so.
(DORMINY contemplates this point for an extended moment, as her
posture T physically and otherwise T has changed in relation to
PRITCHER. During the last two minutes of dialogue, their setting
has changed: the office setting has given way to a counter in a
small sh  op selling an assortment of convenience wares. DORMINY
is at the counter behind the register and PRITCHER is the
customer; several items are between them on the counter, DORMINY
begins mindlessly examining each and scanning the numbers in the
machine as sh e picks up the conversation thread.)
DORMINY
I guess thereds al ways been something in my m
unconscious, that said | could avoid that tendency.
PRITCHER
And yet it proves exceedingly kdowffweicanul t; | do

| was telling someone just the other day that of all the errors
we compound on a daily basis, none is so egregious as the one we
start out with first thing in the morning.



DORMINY
Which one would that be?

PRITCHER
Well, ask yourself: wha t was your first settled assumption this
morning?
DORMINY
|l dondt knowée
PRITCHER
Sure, sure you do. Even as unthinking
(watching DORMINY )
Ah, youbve remembered it.
DORMINY

(strangely unsettled)
Yes, somehow | have. | thought today how sen seless my anxiety
from the night before was.

PRITCHER
(skeptically)
On the basis of what?
DORMINY
|l dondt know; mainly just t hiaanewday.was
PRITCHER
Overtaken by sheer optimism?
DORMINY
Not really. Just able to see things in a new light, and some
distance from the night.
PRITCHER
But suppose you had been able to actually think clearly the
night before and arrived at a vital conclusion T an epiphany you

dismiss merely in the light of a new day and on no other basis.

DORMINY
It seem s preposterous i and youbre saying | 06ve
worse all day?

PRITCHER

as it w

morning

been mak



Only by perhaps abandoning where you had gotten to last night.
Sometimes we assuage our fears when we should give them full

vent and fury. They lead us in distinct directions, not always
wrongly.

DORMINY
| can see where there could be a distinct self - preservation

aspect to them. But weodre conditioned to supp
move on from them.

PRITCHER
By what? What makes us do that? | mean, is there any evidence
that this works?

(DORMINY pauses, then presses a register key.)

DORMINY
That ol |l be $21. 48.
(seeming the slightest bit puzzled)

PRITCHER
Ohé sure.

(PRITCHER pulls out some bills and hands them over the counter.)
DORMINY

| would say that it almost exclusively does not work T its
promise overshadows its track record, in a sense.

PRITCHER
But that promise is enough to allow it to reseed itself.

DORMINY
|l think in being reassured, [ 6m afraid of alm
possibility. Especially those coming in the dead of night.

PRITCHER

Youdd rat her not think about t hem.

DORMINY
| 6d rather assume they were only a form of my
replacing itself. One among many, so to speak.

PRITCHER
The anxieties keep returning, though, dondt t



DORMINY
They wondét be put off byé

PRITCHER

By your unconscious changing the subject with a mere suggestion

of better things. ltés a form of piety, It el
DORMINY

Youbve seen it?
PRITCHER

| experience it, as well, even doubting the truth of what |
believe, as unassailable as it is.

DORMINY

l s it that? 1 6dm somehow unsure that it is.
PRITCHER

So, you see what | mean.
DORMINY

Il n a way, | dondt see any way around it.

(Hands Pritcher some change)
PRITCHER

But even if there was a way T wouldyou choose it? Would that be

prudent?

(Dorminy reflects for a moment.)
DORMINY

|l &m not iisbuwe | also dondédt know that | could b
PRITCHER

Yes, itbés not as though we have that | uxury,
DORMINY

Though we always seem to bring it up, as if it matters in some

larger way.
PRITCHER

ltés a form of hedging, almost venturing to ¢c¢

but holding back that smallest of guarantees against being
wr ongée



DORMINY
When thereb6s really no great penalty awaiting
i f webregwrwedre simply wrong.

PRITCHER

And it can be somewhat enlightening, from an experimental

perspective.
DORMINY

ltds what so much of this iIis anyway, until we
PRITCHER

Then what? Will we then proceed on an enlightened course?

DORMINY
And short - circuit our natural proclivities? If you under -
estimate them that much, your devious evolution is already part -
way along the course.

PRITCHER

| dondédt know whether to take that as a compli
DORMINY

Youdre not so fateralldheron g

(smiles)

(PRITCHER lifts the bag of items takes a few steps toward an

exit.)
PRITCHER

Did | remember to get chips? | distinctly came in here for

chips.
DORMINY

|l dondt think you bought any chips

( pulls down her glasses and looks at the receipt tape coming out

of the register)
PRITCHER

(dejectedly)

|l t6s the one thing | came for, and now 1061l I
DORMINY

At least you remembered.

PRITCHER



But what good will that Homeanestillhangrg n | 6 m
for that specific item | am expressly without.

DORMINY
You could recall the taste, even some time past when you might
have enjoyed them the most.

PRITCHER
|l coul d. But woul dndét that make me want t hem
fervently?
DORMINY
Maybe. But maybe you wondét forget them next t
even make a special trip.
PRITCHER
We | | |l woul dndét go that far.
DORMINY
Oh . | thought thatodés what you said that you |
PRITCHER
In a way, but not that way. Those are the types of thi ngs that
we think wedbéll do anything foré
DORMINY
But when it comes down to it, wedre just as |
with or without them? | dondt know that | wou
subscribe to that.
PRITCHER
Oh?
DORMINY
No, because i f |chahged mylgiates course for a series
of obstacles in front of me.
PRITCHER
And you rather wouldnoét.
DORMINY
Not if I still want to get where |1 O0m going.
PRITCHER

But dondét we change course someti mes?



DORMINY

Yes, both knowingly andé mrefertoawidthd 6d | ust

latter.
PRITCHER

Not much of an adventurer, eh?
DORMINY

Il tés not that; | can be as adventurous as any
PRITCHER

Just not to the point of affecting any change in you. Some would

say thatoés not adventure, but toiitoansm. We

ei
unknown outcome or wedre not commi tted at al
degrees between these two.

DORMINY
Still, Il might I|like to know what 1 &édm doing wh
PRITCHER
Woul dndét we now! But i n r et umilingftogive t hi s, weor
upé what ?
DORMINY
Going without our chips, for one thing.
PRITCHER
Ah, but we forego so much more; earthly cravings are the very
least of it.
DORMINY
But what of sustenance?
PRITCHER
|l tds a good question, whose answer may surpri
DORMINY

But to get to it, the forgoing would have to commence.

PRITCHER
Yes, and there would be no hedging, no avail to guarantees.

DORMINY
Living with an outcome is almost too much bear.

PRITCHER



Almost as bad as living without one?

DORMINY
But one could go on in hopes of a more favorable harvest.

PRITCHER
And that would be better, easier?

DORMINY
Than knowing all is futile? | would say so.

PRITCHER
But thatds not the only posedbbingentieesul t, i nde
path raises the only other possibilities. Only by sitting on the
wayside does futility set in.

DORMINY
|l dondt knowée

PRITCHER
Of course, you donét. The next thing youbre g
that youdre not sure. Now, wlgz2re are you head

(Over the last minute the setting has changed again to the
inside of a cab. PRITCHER is the cabbie and DORMINY has taken
her seat in the back and sits looking out of the window.)

DORMINY
Uhé Downt otwmnf@dlBBorati oé and can we take the W
hghway? 106d |ike to make one other stop.
PRITCHER

Sure, lady.

END OF SCENE 1




Scene 2

The scene is switched by the darkness of the stage and a return
to light but only as to illuminate the contrivance of one person
driving another in a cab. The two are as before when the
previous scene faded, but their trip is in progress.

DORMINY
| 6 v mever been fascinated by these so - called shocking
mistreatments popping up everywhere.
PRITCHER
Did you say something?
DORMINY
|l was just é
PRITCHER
|l 6m sorry, | get tangled up someti mes
between mused and amused.
DORMINY
Really.
PRTCHER
Yes. It seems that when we linger on something, we limit the
outcomes; i1tds either | aughter deep

or
theydre the only two sides of the canyon.

DORMINY

And the other shores simplyé get | eft
PRITCHER

But what troubles me in t imes of doubt, | have no gauge whether

to attribute it to cause or effect.
DORMINY

Why should you attribute it to either?

over t h

contem

out .



PRITCHER

We | | itds got to be one or the justrdandomly Thi ngs
pop into mind, in the service of nothinge
DORMINY
( skeptically )
That @ possible?
PRITCHER
If it was, why would it only happen, as | said, during times of
doubt?
DORMINY
| dondét think it does, at | easté
PRITCHER
But it does happen then , | know.
DORMINY
But maybe itdéds all one | ong period of doubt a

distinguish the increments by more significant means.

PRITCHER
Significant of what? When I 6m not marked by d

DORMINY
Why ¢ o u | d nm@ have thoughts occur to us in singular isolation?
And for that matter, if we lived with doubt more naturally, more

comfortably, we wouldndédt need to see everythi
This necessity for attribution is soé
PRITCHER
Inartful?
DORMINY
Hobbling. A self - obsessive thinks of a mountain only as obstacle
to his progress i when it could be an opportunity for a

breathtaking view.

PRITCHER
And nothing more?

DORMINY



How could that be nothing more? A gorgeous

stop there T it nourishes t he mind with distance, propels the
soul in anticipation.

PRITCHER

t hese

But | couldndét be made better simply by

DORMINY
These experiences arenb6t supposed to i
reveal the actual you.

PRITCHER
Did you say you wanted to stop somewhere?
DORMINY
Oh yes, but we passed it. | guess | was otherwise fatefully
engaged.
PRITCHER
You dondét seem too upset by it.
DORMINY
Oh, i tjudtghat| can return to it later. There are so many
things and often a shortage of time.
PRITCHER
What do you do?
DORMINY
(after a brief hesitation)
|l 6m a fortune teller.
PRITCHER
Oh? For one of the big banks?
DORMINY
The biggest.
PRITCHER
That must be pretty excitingé gl amorous.
DORMINY
| guess it looks that way. Sometimes | imagine what it would be
l i ke toé | dondt knowé
PRITCHER

Drive a cab?

mpr ove



DORMINY

Maybe, or some otheré
PRITCHER
Maybe we could switch some time.
DORMINY
That means youdd have to be me, though.
PRITCHER
Yeahe
DORMINY
Youdd have to banish your doubts, or embrace
PRITCHER
| dondédt know if | could quite do that.
DORMINY
See, youbre showing promise already.
PRITCHER
No one would believe it, thou gh.
DORMINY
Dondét mischaracterizeé you said éno oned but
everyoneo6, right?
PRITCHER
Well, a critical mass.
DORMINY

( shaking her head )
You start out with just one. If you can get just one person on
boar de

PRITCHER
( skeptically )
What 6s one person?

DORMINY
Wh a t @&@avincing one person, and | would say quite a lot.
Because if you can do it once, you can do it over and over.

PRITCHER
Whodés going tothd &l i eve



DORMINY
You mean who will be first?

PRITCHER
|l mean whobés going to believe it at al/l
DORMINY
We base every action on that one little premise T 16ll guarantee
you.
PRITCHER
Figuratively, of course.
DORMINY

Of course.

(The scene has changed as the stage becomes flooded with much

more light and a change to an outdoor setting reveals the back

of a cement truck and a worker using a float over a newly poured

pool of concrete. PRITCHER makes the motion over the ceme nt and
DORMINY, perhaps in the posture of the truck driver, stands

close, watching near the rear of the truck.)

PRITCHER
And when it comes to a teetering possibility,
even do that.

DORMINY
| would believe it one way, and someone else w ould another; i1t0s:s
as simple as that.

PRITCHER
Yet youbre not trying to fool anybody.

DORMINY

Not just one; that takes more of a crowd.

PRITCHER
| dondt khbwr eds al s-oat-a-timegeality toit.

DORMINY
Oh? Also?

PRITCHER



Yeah, you know. Like last week, | was finishing off this
driveway and the guy had been parking in the yard for like a

year and he just coul dndét wait one more day.
DORMINY

Yeah?
PRITCHER

Yeah, and he just rolls up real close to the end of the

sidewalk, so close that his tires, on his car, start sinking

into the end of the driveway, messing up my work.

DORMINY
Not to mention his tires.
PRITCHER
But you did, so 104611 include what he tol d me
DORMINY
You mean youoll pass it on, to me now.
PRITCHER
| 6 m | u s ting yoe this story.
DORMINY
Yes, but then what happens to it?
PRITCHER
How should | know?
DORMINY

That s not something you consider beforehand?
together can have quite an effect.

PRITCHER
(goes back to working the float )
This is mostly harmless.
DORMINY
So, what did the guy say?
PRITCHER

Something about the slackened jawbone of an ass.

DORMINY
(snorts )
You must be confused.



PRITCHER
Why? The guy was irate, but he didno6t quite Kk

DORMINY
So his rage led him int 0 a mangled tirade?

PRITCHER
Exactly. It was like he was spinning and in every direction
there was only torment, so much that he could only blather like

an idiot.
DORMINY
ltds the sort of thing that | ives on.
PRITCHER
|l sndét it doing just that?
DORMINY
| dondét know; at first, |l misunderstood you.
PRITCHER

You were trying to catch me being lazy, but then you realized |
was talking about something larger, siding with you in a bigger

way.
DORMINY

We can see someone coming ashorattaclangas t hi nk t h

I when actually theydre invading our entire co
PRITCHER

Theydre just establishing a beachhead.
DORMINY

And you canét hold them off, even for a ti me.
PRITCHER

Much less if you actually invite them in.
DORMINY

ltés |i ke | wasosagbnginge just oneé Then the

doing your work for you. The point may not be that everyone will

not believe something T they just may not believe it yet.

Thereds a distinction.

PRITCHER
But it confuses whose side one is on.



DORMINY

A

(OIS
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It just bears keeping in mind t hat
PRITCHER

Whobs going to remind them?
DORMINY

Maybe thatdés one way to put i
PRITCHER

That was a question.
DORMINY

The answer may be more than weodre
PRITCHER

Because you canoé6t | wastsay suohthéngso u t
DORMINY

Or you wonot
PRITCHER

Have we lost that particular trait, that skill
for it?

DORMINY
Did we ever have it is the question.

PRITCHER
You see wheedsdone to t

DORMINY
We bottle them up in ti

PRITCHER
Or their words get taken literally.

DORMINY
But these are just translations.

PRITCHER

|l td6s hard to be sure.

DORMINY

|l tds i mpossible; but | tsee® sweas i

hose whodveispoken
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PRITCHER
What are you getting at?

DORMINY
That you canodt | Gsytoutdivpet geot t o be deci sive.

PRITCHER
Does that mean something by itself? | mean, that guy who drove
into my slab, he meant it.

DORMINY
Further consideration absolves our right to be wrong under the
duress of passion. | 6ve been backing up to bi
years and filling 6em with &aysqstgofta aggr egat e
wax poetic while it hardens.
PRITCHER
Bul l shit. |l 6m gonna shape it, and ignore your
DORMINY
You dondét want it to dii ypermapsyhatwaly@ way
PRITCHER

| 6ve no great appreciation for the purity of
case gravity will cause me to have to come back and right
something that | could have done the first time.

(With one | ast pull of the handle on the concrete float,

PRITCHER hands it to the prop grip, giving him/her a glance to
acknowledge the presence but without breaking the barrier any

further with words. The scene is transformed to a windswept

roadside with PRITCHER st anding outside the vehicle in which
DORMINY is sitting; a few seconds of intermittent silent blue

light flashes indicate that PRITCHER is a patrolman of some sort

who has pulled DORMINY over for some yet - unstated offense. As
before, their focus is unbroken by any acknowledgement of the
change in scenery.)

DORMINY
Yet you would try to approach it from another angle, your own
hand, as it were.

PRITCHER
And still I know perfection holds so |ittle f

DORMINY



But can you speak for everyone?

PRITCHER
If 1could, | hope the question would be, would 1?
DORMINY
Still, dondédt go writing off perfection so has
a bit of it thatodéds gotten us this far
PRITCHER
And even mor e t hpantafareamourdg of energy trying to
stamp out.
DORMINY
Time well spent, some would say.
PRITCHER
While it could be called fascist, by others. Do you know how
fast you were going?
DORMINY
( shaking her head )
But coming up short i n rebllyadvancesuttregallli t é
PRITCHER
You mean the ball? Youdbre talking sportsé
DORMINY
( shakes her head again )
Is there any other way? | mean, we can tumble forward or back,
depending on momentum. Can you say | would be less better served
than in some lunge toward perfection?
PRITCHER
What 6s it done? Ask yoursel f, Much has been a
name of purity that 1 édm sure wedd rather just

not to remember.

DORMINY
Sure T i t 0 amatter of perceptive skill. It should be chased
exactly because it is so difficult. But we <ca
on its scent or not.

PRITCHER

How?



(Pritcher looks around, as if the wind kicks up and he has

noticed how particularly quiet it is out in t he adjacent
landscape)
DORMINY
| was speaking about it recently, or was | 1|
can know. |l t6s that essential doubt Know you

your ditch; but venture uncertainly and oh, your path will open.

PRITCHER
So, i tdébs some afmawe? i on
DORMINY
Thereds a pureness of heart involved.
(Pritcher shakes his head)
CONTINUED
But wedbve got all that already. |l t6s just cam
beneat hé
PRITCHER
What?
DORMINY
Desires, concerns.
PRITCHER
Wh a t dveong with those?
DORMINY
You tell me. Do you find anything wrong with them?
PRITCHER
It depends on what they are.
DORMINY
That dés al l |l 6m saying. Everything depends too
concerns are.
PRITCHER
But thatds saying quite a | ot.
DORMINY

Youdre saying you question the assumption?

PRITCHER
(shaking his head)



Not really, ités justé | dondt know how you ¢
desires.

DORMINY
|l candot; but | can prioritize them.
PRITCHER
(nodding, handing Dorminy back her license)
|l guess | 611 |l et you go this ti me.
DORMINY
With a warning?
(Pritcher nods)
Soé?
PRITCHER
What?
DORMINY
What is it?
PRITCHER
| guess it would be to slow downé maybe | et t
age.
DORMINY
Old hopes turn to mold and ruin. As soo n as it crops up, | 6d
rather join the race on the path to fulfilling it.
PRITCHER
Youdbre sure to be stopped.
DORMINY
| can only hope so, and long before | get there T or my hope
changes.
PRITCHER
What if you ever finally make it?
(At this Dorminy shakes her head)
DORMINY
|l guess 10l have to |l et you know on that one
PRITCHER

What if you never do?



DORMINY
Same thing, | guess. I 61 1 have

PRITCHER
So, it turns out to be a bit of a wash, either way, huh?

DORMINY

to | et

Butinth e meantime, my hope has dimmed or sprouted wings toward

a redemption.

PRITCHER
And youdbre willing to accept e

DORMINY
No T that would be perfect. | guard my preferences, to guide my
hopes, in a way.

PRITCHER
And thus, elude perfection. But what do es it get you?
DORMINY
There is no saying that it d&ge
transaction
PRITCHER
But why, then?
DORMINY
Because itdéds what we believe,
PRITCHER

( shaking his head )
| d o nthink you can avoid that.

DORMINY
Not as | am presently constituted, no. But you see, it
indirectly causes my haste. Its effect is as another body upon
me, as toil under the force of something greater.

PRITCHER
l tds | i ke a sun?

DORMINY
(nodding )
And itds sinking fast.

ither?
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PRITCHER

But tell meé

DORMINY
Yes? Can | go now?

PRITCHER
Of course, but tell me something, as terms for your release.

DORMINY

(sighs )

| will be what | am becoming, with certain restrictions, of
course.

PRITCHER
Probably, buté if you set truth aside, arenot

of a false antecedent before everything you do?

DORMINY
| said not bothering with truth, not trying to conjure it. It,
too, will be what it has always been.

PRITCHER
| can think of no simpl er calamities than your sort of
ignorance.

DORMINY
How so?

PRITCHER

( shaking his head )
You take only the best from any possibility and dismiss the
rest.

DORMINY
| t 6 my active imagination. A cross section of my intuitions
would reveal a divided loyalty between what | want and what |
simply long to desire.

PRITCHER
You wish you were better? | guess we all do.
DORMINY
Not just that; but if | could convince you, for ex ample, that we
should strive toward higher ideals for oursel

PRITCHER



But you candét tell me what to want.

DORMINY
Convincing someone means making them think they believed
something all along. |1 0m
PRITCHER
Dondot fl aunt my authority!
DORMINY
How could I'? Itébs one of the places where
same position.
PRITCHER

You think you have as much right to what I think as | do?

DORMINY
In a way, what you think is all  thatis up for grabs. Truth is
the constant, remember.

PRITCHER

But you candét be so concerned with me when
are in the balance.

DORMINY
What are they being weighed against? Your hopes?
PRITCHER
They dondét have to be in conflict.
DORMINY
But thatoés not the truth, is it Bamdthihg. i f we
PRITCHER

Thereds enough for both of wus.

DORMINY

But are we in complete agreement? And how far does it go? |

candédt i magine you would support the goal s
PRITCHER

| could say the same.

we
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DORMINY

But if you do, our desires are in conflict T perhaps your

success is my death.
(A pause.)

PRITCHER
Is there a way around such an ultimate standoff?

DORMINY

Yes, there is. But will you sublimate your hopes in support of
it?

PRITCHER
Should I?
DORMINY
T h at @&hs problem T it may convulse every single thing within
your being to resist such.
PRITCHER
Maybe, but why shoul dndét you?
DORMINY
Perhaps there is no further purpose to any
reason for all of the evolutionary knife - sharpening, if yo u
will.
PRITCHER
| might. Entertaining the cumulative effects is almost
redundant, is it not?
DORMINY
|l té6s a question then, worded as a challenge.
PRITCHER
| can take it any way | please.
DORMINY

But it is offered only in this one way.

(The scene has transformed over the preceding minute, to an

interior location, a corridor constructed primarily with

lighting; as the lights come up again after dimming during the
change, the corridor with along on e wall is illuminated, on
which the two sit. Periodically, a figure passes in front of



them, obscured by the lack of light, only to denote the passage

as a sort of hallway. Also periodically, numbers are called

offstage. PRITCHER and DORMINY sit uncomforta bly and hold small
slips of paper that they refer to each time a number is called,

as if it might be theirs. After a number is called and a figure

passes in the hallway, their conversation resumes.)

PRITCHER
And then it becomes a matter of posture, towar d that one thing.

DORMINY
| can act as though there is only one, having forgotten that it
was simply posited this way, deliberately.

PRITCHER
And you became engrossed, ignoring all the many other
possibilities.
DORMINY
| suppose. Though | keep some memo ry back, if nothing else, to
inform my offenses.
PRITCHER
Are they well - versed from all that you hold back?
DORMINY
| can depend on myself for everything else, save knowing this.
More and less adamant? Surely. Well -versed? Hmmé a question.
PRITCHER
But this fluctuation doesné6t bother you?
DORMINY
How can it? Whaté should | subscribe to some
balance instead?
PRITCHER

Why not? It seems to be all the rage.

VOICE OFF STAGE
45351 !

DORMINY
| t 6 mot surprising, though note that is not a reason on its own
to act out.



PRITCHER
No; that | do understand. Reactionary behavior is the salve of

feeble minds.
DORMINY
Ah, and feeble minds are the nourishment of monsters.
PRITCHER
(gestures for quie t)
Not so loud!
DORMINY
Oh, dondét worry. They already Kknow.
PRITCHER
Maybe, but youdl!l be taken for an agitator.
DORMINY

| s n Obittjust amazing to live in such a time as this! Simply
take a seat and someone will magically call your number.

PRITCHER
It is quite a cunning feat.

DORMINY
Actually it takes quite a bit of planning and no small agreement
on the part of the seated.

PRITCHER
Wedve all got to pitch in. But when do you co
spending so much time not reacting, to find any energy to rouse
yourself?
DORMINY
| dondt know what you mean.
PRITCHER
| think you do. Is it a clever ruse, this feigned deference,
thi s succumb?
DORMINY

It would be doubly clever if it was, and therefore not so at
all. In essence, the perfect disguise.



PRITCHER
If you could carry it off.

DORMINY
Orif  you could.

PRITCHER
Why couldnoé6t | ?

DORMINY

Why arendt you atmnute? s very

PRITCHER
There might be several reasons, not the least of which is that |
might be called anytime now.

DORMINY
But even that shouldndét have to interrupt the
PRITCHER
| can see the reductionist view of this, yet it would have to be
part of it or not T not availed to this either/or possibility of
whet her 1 6m call ed.
DORMINY
But you were assigned to come todayé
PRITCHER
Yes.
DORMINY
So everything is in order.
PRITCHER
That remains t o b e thaspmiatofinteiedt, éeally, if
you ask me.
DORMINY

Therefore, what you set out to do is enlist in a particular
calculation with chance. But how does it affect your hopes?

PRITCHER
| guess itis, in a way, inflicted upon them, or vice - versa.

DORMINY



Working in tandem then, they become a sort of syndicate, for
your purposes, of course.

PRITCHER
Whose else?
DORMINY
Whyé no oneds; whods calling the numbers, any
PRITCHER
Some staff,; 1 todos inhemsnoineed for
interpretation.
DORMINY
No, of course not. Would that some other things were so straight
forward.
PRITCHER
Yes. Like what?
DORMINY
(shrugs )
Ohé | dondét know. Anythingdés that not; accide
PRITCHER

Accidents? You mean something you ditdndt mean
did?

DORMINY
That would seem to qualify.
PRITCHER
But what if it was only a change in the direction of your hope,
signified by a split - second turn?
DORMINY
|l woul dnét know that at the ti me, |l 6d only be
You see, | only have as much i nformation as anybody else.
PRITCHER
But no one knows as much about one thing as you do.
DORMINY
You mean not everyone.
PRITCHER

Not this time; | mean not even one other person.



DORMINY
But if you believe that, then the one thing becomes very
powerful.

PRITCHER
That depends; how have you convinced yourself of its power?

DORMINY
If only slightly, I am all the more emboldened; | can actually
call my own number.

PRITCHER
What about the po or lass, there?
DORMINY
(shrugs )
Who knows what she knows.
PRITCHER

( nods in agreement )
There is a certain solace in that.

DORMINY
But it does not release us from the original dilemma.

PRITCHER
No, that would require much more than luck.

DORMINY
But not much more.

(A pause, during which a shadow passes by their perch on the
hallway bench)

PRITCHER
Still, my separate status does count for something.

DORMINY
As much as you are together with any common element, you are
indeed apart.

PRITCHER
|l tds not SO common, but al | t he
di stinctions when therebdés so |
but th

ut their inconsistencies.
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DORMINY
Must we be philosophers to concern ourselves with conditions
outside of the immediate?

PRITCHER
No, i1itdéds hardly necessary, but days run toget
accustomed to noticing, thatoés al/l

DORMINY
But you wono6t sitsogp mthcah goes on all the ti me.
no way to reconcile what is perceived with what practically
disappears by its very unbroken presence.

(Pritcher stares in disconcert)

When something is around all the time, ever - present, it ceases

to be noticed, and so becomes a part of a background.

PRITCHER
It may appear that way from a mighty perché
DORMINY
No, noe
PRITCHER
Butyou are aware of what is around you, ever - present or not,
and thereds no need to conflate a willful bl
repetition.
DORMINY
What route did you take here this morning?
PRITCHER
The same one | always do.
DORMINY
Did you notice anything strange along the way?
PRITCHER
Not really; it was the same as always, strangely comforting
maybe.
DORMINY

No fires, screaming infants, or lawless sidewalk displays?

PRITCHER
|l s that what it t akesé



DORMINY
These things push and pull us in different directions, until the
strength is summoned to ignore them.

PRITCHER
Dondét infer that | do this.
DORMINY
|l 6m saying you must, just to get here on ti me
PRITCHER
Il s that all thatdos i mportant?
DORMINY
It is an amazing confluence of priorities, Il 61l admit.
PRITCHER
Yet still é what | dondt see is how | can avoi
mentioned.
DORMINY
You do it so well, thatodos it exactly.
PRITCHER
Wh at @3
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By not seeing, they are ipso avoided.
PRITCHER
Youdre not understanding me; dd éemthemayi ng t hat
DORMINY
What are your impressions, then?
PRITCHER
Sorry?
DORMINY

What do you notice about them?

PRITCHER



Not a lot, frankly. I often have time to merely think about
other things in my surround Ings.

DORMINY
Do you remain the same?

PRITCHER
(slightly offended)
Certainly not.

DORMINY
What makes you think everything else does?

PRITCHER
Relative to my evaluations, | have no reason to doubt the
evolution of my surroundings.

DORMINY
Youdbve got every reason! There is nothing but
this total and pure arc toward betterment.

PRITCHER
Stop it. Theydre going to call your number.

DORMINY
And quite a state to be found in, it would be.

PRITCHER
It doesndt have t ongeyand thaabwoushwhatyour
session may reveal is particular to you.

DORMINY
| may be charged with extravagant leanings, for all you know.
PRITCHER
|l f thatdéds the case, you deserve to be found o
DORMINY
The loss of faith in these institutions is staggering when you
think about what we give up in return.
PRITCHER
( shaking his head )

I dondédt know what there is to be so upset abo
|l 6m not sure how it can be avoided.



DORMINY
But you are able nonetheless.

PRITCHER

ltés a function of my willingness, pure and s
DORMINY

It should be encased in some periapt, worn around your neck i to

remind yourself that you donét need reminding

PRITCHER
Better than something else around my neck T what crime is it
against the state of consciousness for me to imagine myself
beyond certain circumstances?

DORMINY
As long as it is not better, but how might you get there?

PRITCHER
(shaking his head)
|l only do so that | might be able to get some
so concerned w ith how.

DORMINY
Which means you may infringe on the liberty of others, if
necessary.

PRITCHER
| 6 nmot so concerned with this; it may be like taking up slack
that is already greatly unused.

DORMINY
But why?
PRITCHER
Il nterestingly enough, 1 6m |l ess than concerned

it would be cause for philosophy or intellectualizing.

DORMINY
Youobrmi -antellectual?

PRITCHER
If and when it comes down to that, a choice between causing an
effect or talking about one, almost certainly yes, | am.

DORMINY



How could you have any effect then or understand one, if you are

so willing to discount the power o f persuasion?

PRITCHER
Did I say that? | 6mé

DORMINY

(interrupting )

You stated a blatant case for the anti - intellectual approach.
That which you are against, one would assume, you can have no
use of in aid.

PRITCHER
Still, larmazisg what we will use Tl guess I f youbre just

driving nails, anything can be a hammer.

DORMINY

So youéll throw it around if you have to; tha
PRITCHER

Of what?
DORMINY

The essence of careless expediency. It leaves a trail of apathy,
fork ed from the road to nowhere in the direction of promise; but
without a compass or map, it is sentenced to roaming in endless
circles.

PRITCHER
But then, undeserving, | stumble onto a mountaintop and am able
to see exactly where everything is.

DORMINY
But what are the chances? How many fail before and after you in
pursuit of such a folly?

PRITCHER
Those who come later will fail differently, though.
DORMINY
And yet all your failures seem assured.
PRITCHER
ltds funny, but | donét think ehalss can i mpugn
DORMINY

Theyodore beyond mort al reach?



PRITCHER
They dondét care.
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DORMINY
Is that your number?

PRITCHER
(wistfully)
| 6m afraid so.

PRITCHER rises and walks away down the corridor, leaving a
seated DORMINYto watch as the lighting fades and the scene
dissolves.

Act Il

Scene 1
TIME: Morning, Present day.

AT RISE: A counter case with glass top covers an assortment of
items in the case, intimating an exchange or pawn broker
establishment. DORMINY appears, walking up to the case and
perusing its contents. After several seconds PRITCHER walks up
from the other side of the counter.

PRITCHER
Good morning. Are you looking for something in particular?

DORMINY
(a little nervously )
Uh, no, no thanks. Just taking a look.

PRITCHER



Webve got some excellent deals on these, and
more | keep in the back. Say, you look familiar.

DORMINY
(shaking her head)
I dondt tsoljustkgot into town this morning.

PRITCHER

Hmmé | could have sworn... but, maybe itds ju
DORMINY

|l dondt think itds possible.
PRITCHER

You c ahetdo sure I anythingds possible around here
DORMINY

Just that kind of place, huh?
PRITCHER

Sometimes. And | dondédt mean just here but, if

it, any place could be any kind of place.

DORMINY
That 6s a bit of a | oose characterizati on.

PRTCHER
Still, there a certain amount of truth to it.

DORMINY
(looking into the case)
You could say that about any number of things.

PRITCHER

You could, but isndédt that because there often
DORMINY

It really depends on the crucial portion. Do you have this in a

molded grip?
PRITCHER

(shakes his head )
No, only that wooden one.

DORMINY
Too bad.



PRITCHER

What 6s truth after all, but one el ement in a
DORMINY

Just the one which s ay sighivdnaay, hai@eingon t 0 s

clear, that candét be fudged.
PRITCHER

Oh, come on; sure, it can.

DORMINY
But if it is, your larger picture becomes an image of something
else.
PRITCHER
A lie, propaganda?
DORMINY
Whatever it is; even aphorisms are just advert isements for the
truth. But whether it reflects reality, thato
PRITCHER

Well, there is a certain reality of which it is a part.

DORMINY
Counting our apples as oranges is just a little disingenuous,
dondt you think?

PRITCHER
Depends. In the service of good, deception could be a virtue.

DORMINY
Ah, in that case your bigger picture is the kind with a rainbow
and a leprechaun.

PRITCHER

The crucial concern is not livelihood, then?
DORMINY

Sure it isé our most basic preoccupation.
PRITCHER

Worthy of shading the truth to protect?

DORMINY



Certainly, if thatos all my picture is, |ike
depends on how much you think of yourself.

PRITCHER
How often ?
DORMINY
(shaking her head)
Is your worth greater than its slant toward the reality in which

it resides? You can think of it as, if you ask this question,
the answer is no.

PRITCHER
What if the answer is yes?

DORMINY
Then therebdés no question at all. Your <capabil
limitless. You can say anything and do as many others as y ou

like, with no visible price of conscience.

PRITCHER
None?

DORMINY
(shaking her head)
There is one cost, though.

PRITCHER
What 6s that?
DORMINY
|l 6m not sure you want to know, and itdés diffe
anyway i only youdl |l k now y okmawsnjne kind | yof 4thing.
PRITCHER
Maybe if | knew yours | could recognize mine.
DORMINY
| dondt think so. Wedbve got a habit of search

things and not being on the lookout for anything at all. My
admission would only confuse you.

PRITCHER
You seem so confident.

DORMINY



|l 6m just saying. |l t 6s sort oif anartifcidver se moti f
horizon.

PRITCHER

Where | donodot see anything but what |1 6m | ooki
DORMINY

Thatos it exactly.
PRITCHER

But many celebrate that sort of focus.
DORMINY

Whatelse would t hey do? Minimize all other el ement s
PRITCHER

Including truth.
DORMINY

eéand you can regard this as a great boon to c
just as well discounts the art, if not the deed, of discovery.

PRITCHER
(nodding)
T h er e 0 sessente of truth to that.
DORMINY
What about your rainbow and pot of gold?
PRITCHER
| still think we can put one in the service of the other.
DORMINY
But whet her i s whi c heithenaskihg theoquestiore i or
youdre not.
PRITCHER
Now that thatdos out there, I feel |l ess anxi ou
DORMINY
But i1itds not yet yours, youbve enroliea@d in no
yet.
PRITCHER
What makes you suppose | will? Some dark faith in human nature?

DORMINY



(shaking her head)
Nah, something a little closer to home.

PRITCHER
|l thought you werenodot from around here.
DORMINY
| do suppose that if it exists at all, we all share at least a
little bit.
PRITCHER
Faith?
DORMINY
(shrugs )
Faithé blameé credit, belief, trust, whatever
critical is the closer conversation.
PRITCHER
That you have with yourself?
DORMINY
Precisely.
PRITCHER
What does yours say?
DORMINY
Often, 1itbébs just a jumble of mpiong, radictory pr
directions to places | 6ve already been, so to
PRITCHER
But not always.
DORMINY
No. And then when itds not, i1tds crucial that
listen.
PRITCHER
And youdre not, al ways.
DORMINY

No i t h e r e thesintercession of other points of view: yours,
for instance.

PRITCHER
Why mine?






