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LOVESONG FOR THE END OF THE WORLD 

By Blake Du Bois 

 

 

NOTE: To keep the authorôs spacing the note óThe Playwright Speaksô is at the 

end of the play. Eds. 
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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 Gorgeous- 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 love. The song ñIf the World was Endingò by JP Saxe and featuring Julia Michaels plays. 

On JPôs verse, SEAN dances like heôs in a club, but when he looks around at the other people 

there, he understands a truth the others do not. AURORA watches. On JULIAôs verse, AURORA 

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 fun. They canôt touch, but they can make each other laugh. SEANôs bad dance 

moves get AURORA to giggle and her beautiful allongés make SEANôs jaw drop. As the song 

ends, they stop dancing and get closer to each other. They look into each otherôs eyes as an 

orange light, like that of a 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 Gorgeous, your news anchor for the end of the world! Here on 

January 31st, the confirmed 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 Bryantôs death put the nation in melancholic sorrow. Every basketball fanôs dream of 

getting dunked on by their 6ô6ò hero flittered into ashes. However, no worries, because 

Basketball was permanently cancelled! With the coronavirus sweeping the entire world, 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! But no worries! Because soon, almost everyoneôs houses 

were on fire! Fire began to fall from the sky, along with tarantulas and scorpions. It was then that 

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

were all a part of 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 commercial break, a couple more pros: the famous ñTik Tok Houseò which had been 

entertaining 14-21 year olds all over the world burned down in the fires this week. Many 

scholars consider that a positive. Likewise, every alcohol corporation, except Corona, rose 

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

properly kill themselves tonight if they would like.  

 

 

Thatôs all for now, Iôll see you all later, this is David Gorgeous, time, 7pm EST. 

 

 

SEAN knocks on AURORAôs apartment door in New York City. She opens the door. He carries 

many bags of liquors and snacks. She sits on the couch covered in a blanket, sadly watching the 

news. 

 

 

SEAN 

Hey baby! Sorry Iôm late! 

 

 

AURORA  

Hey Sean. 

 

 

SEAN starts placing the groceries on the counter. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

God damn, you wouldnôt believe it out there Aurora. A fucking tarantula fell right into my 

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 donôt know. 

 

 

SEAN 

They only had lightly buttered popcorn, I know thatôs kind of meh for the end of the world but, I 

guess itôll have to do. 

 

 

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, Iôm here donôt worry. (He embraces her.) I know. This fucking sucks. This sucks 

more than anything I ever could have imagined. If I knew the world was gonna end tonight I 

wouldôve taken advantage of all the time we had left. Bought you more jewelry, bought you a 

porsche, hell I wouldôve taken us on our dream trip to Niagara Falls if I knew- 

 

 

AURORA  

Stop. I donôt care about any of that. All I want is to be right here. With you. 

 

 

SEAN 

Youôre sure? A regular ass night with me? In your apartment. 

 

 

AURORA  

Thatôs all I want. I love you. 

 

 

She kisses him. 

 

 

SEAN 



 

  
 

 

I love you too. Drinks? 

 

 

AURORA  

Fuck please. 

 

 

SEAN 

Two margaritas coming up right now! 

He goes to the counter, starts fixing them drinks. 

 

 

Whereôs Cheryl at tonight? 

 

 

AURORA  

Some Post Malone concert. (Gesturing to the tv.) Did you see that people have been grave 

robbing? Someone stole Tom Hanksô fucking corpse from a gravesite. 

 

 

SEAN 

Sheôs at Post Malone? Fuck, yeah me and the boys got free tickets. Wouldôve been killer. I heard 

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 

Itôs not the biggest concert of all timeé 

 

 

AURORA  

Rihanna just flashed her tits at it. Itôs all over the news. Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie got back 

together on stage itôs so big. Kanye apologized to Tayloré again. You had a ticket??? 

 

 

SEAN 

Yeah but itôs no big deal. Dwayneôs brother wanted to go anyway.  

 

 

He sits down next to her with two drinks. 

 

 

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

 

 

AURORA  

(Secretly happy.) You liar. 

 

 

SEAN 

Cheers. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

They drink. Theyôre happy. 

 

 

Okay, I gotta lay some news on you. Please donôt be mad... 

 

 

AURORA  

How could I be mad when I have you? (She kisses him.) Iôm getting to spend my last day on 

Earth with the funniest, most handsome guy this flaming planet has ever known. (She kisses him 

again.) How could I ever be upset? (She leans in for another kiss.) 

 

 

SEAN 

(Guilty.) They didnôt have french vanilla so I had to get regular. (Pause.) 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

Iôm sorry baby! I looked everywhere I could / they didnôt have anyé 

 

 

AURORA  

Iôm not even gonna have any- 

 

 

SEAN 

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



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

No, warm donuts and french vanilla is our thing. What you got is nasty. 

 

 

SEAN 

I thought you said you wouldnôt be madé 

 

 

AURORA  

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

they were out of vanilla bean too. 

 

 

SEAN 

(This is incredibly hard to confess.) I uhé I forgot to look. 

 

 

AURORA  

Oh youôve got to be fucking kidding me! You got fucking, regular, pile of shit vanilla? Now it 

really feels like the end of the world. 

 

 

SEAN 

Do you want me to take it back? 

 

 

AURORA  

No letôs just fucking drink, we are already wasting time. 

 

 



 

  
 

 

SEAN 

Let me just take it back, I can be real quick- 

 

 

He gets up. 

 

 

AURORA  

No Sean, just sit down okay / you did what you did- 

 

 

SEAN 

No, I donôt want to die remembering this as the last thing I did for you so Iôm just gonna take it 

back because Iôm a fuck up! 

 

 

AURORA  

No! Just fucking sit down! (He does so.) I love you. I fucking love you so fucking much and if 

you walk out that door for a tin of fucking ice cream, I swear to god Iôll strangle you before you 

get to watch this apartment burn. 

 

 

SEAN 

Okay. Did you stop taking your anger management pills? 

 

 

AURORA  

If you love me you wonôt ask that. Can I see the tin? 

 

 

He hands her the tin of ice cream. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

Goddamnit, itôs nonfat??? 

 

 

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 havoc, because tomorrow when weôre all 

sômores, youôll regret not living life to your fullest!  

 

 

DAVID exits. Return 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 if we watched Love Is Blind? 

 

 

SEAN 

No way, weôre watching Synecdoche, Iôve been meaning to show it to you forever, and if weôre 

gonna die, I want you to see it. 

 

 

AURORA  

Is it sad? 

 

 

SEAN 

Yes. Very. 

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah, see, if weôre gonna die Iôd rather watch something happy. Plus I need to find out if 

Laurenôs dad likes Cameron. 

 

 

SEAN 

No baby, you have to watch something sad in order to feel happy! The tone of the movie matches 

the exact existential crisis we are in now! 



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah see as soon as you said experimental I started falling asleep. What if we watched like Dead 

Poets Society? 

 

 

SEAN 

That movie is fucking sad too! 

 

 

AURORA  

Well if I fall asleep for the end of the world Iôm gonna be pissed! Your movie sounds boring! 

 

 

SEAN 

You donôt even know what itôs about! Fuck Aurora, you always do this. You told me I would get 

to pick! 

 

 

AURORA  

Why donôt we just watch Parasite? 

 

 

SEAN 

Weôve seen it fifteen times. 

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah but itôs our favorite and itôs both happy and sad. I just donôt want to fight with you 

anymore over something stupid like movies. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Oh like vanilla ice cream isnôt? Movies arenôt stupid. Theyôre myé they were my life. And Iôm 

never gonna have them again after tonight. 

 

 

AURORA  

Wow. I 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 8:29pm EST. Itôs a party here at the studio, as Iôve just 

done a shit load of cocaine and I have never even had a beer! 

 

 

Return to the couple. We hear their inner monologues as they cuddle. First position: spooning. 

 

 

SEAN 

Big spoon. Nice. 

 

 

AURORA  

Little spoon. 

 

 

SEAN 



 

  
 

 

I can reach the popcorné and her butt. What could be better than this? 

 

 

AURORA  

Why does he have to sweat so much through his pits. Ugh, itôs hotter than Central Park right 

here. And Central Park is incinerating. 

 

 

SEAN 

Why was I so angry? Iôve got a hot girl who loves me like crazy. 

 

 

AURORA  

He chews so fucking loud I canôt stand it! (To Sean.) Hey, could we umé (She readjusts.) 

 

 

SEAN 

Yeah! Sure. 

 

 

They return to inner monologues. 

 

 

AURORA  

Big spoon. Nice. 

 

 

SEAN 

I feel like a bitch. 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

I love that Sean is a guy who doesnôt care about gender norms. 

 

 

SEAN 

Is she sweating through her tits? Jesus. 

 

 

AURORA  

I can reach the popcorné and his butt. What could be better than this. 

 

 

SEAN 

I get that itôs the end of the world but the least you could do is put on some deodorant. (To 

Aurora.) Can we umé Iôm just a littleé 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

Again, inner monologues. 

 

 

SEAN 

Nothingôs wrong with the old reach around the shoulder. A classic. 

 

 

AURORA  

Wow. These margs are really hitting me. 

 

 

SEAN 



 

  
 

 

I canôt believe none of the these actors were nominated. (Looking at Aurora.) Damn she looks 

beautiful. I love girls who love film. 

 

 

AURORA  

Fuck. Do I have to pee? 

 

 

 

 

SEAN 

I guess nowôs as good a time as ever for the old ñNetflix and Chill.ò Iôll do the old walkinô 

fingers. 

 

 

SEANôs fingers start slowly ñwalkingò up AURORAôs leg. 

 

 

AURORA  

(To Sean.) Iôll be right back. 

 

 

She gets up, goes to the bathroom. 

 

 

SEAN 

(To Aurora.) Youôre missing the best part! (He pauses it.) 

 

 

Return to SEANôs inner monologue. 

 

 

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



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN gets a phone call. 

 

 

Hello? Dwayne?... Whatôs up bro?... Holy fuck, youôre kidding!... Yeah Iôll turn it on right now! 

 

 

SEAN changes the channel on the TV. 

 

 

Holyé fucké bro! (He starts laughing in hysteria.) Dude I canôt even believe it! Right there!... 

fuck dude, that is actually Katy Perry eating Russel Croweôs fleshé well how would you feel if 

your ex husband was the guy from Get Him to the Greek?... 

 

 

Bro! And John Mayer is singing ñSlow Dancing in a Burning Roomò like itôs nothing! Fuck 

man, the irony of that song now huh?... 

 

 

Nah, weôre all good, weôre snuggling up and watching Parasiteé Yeah like fifteen times, but itôs 

greaté No, believe me, I wouldôve loved to be there but, you know, I gottaé Look man, donôt 

be upset, please, I have responsibilities. Weôve been together five years, I canôt just ditch heré I 

know itôs the biggest -- look, you think I donôt wanna be there right now? 

 

 

AURORA returns. 

 

 

SEAN 

(To Dwayne.) Oh, hey, one sec bro, Iôll call you right back. (To Aurora.) Babe, you wonôt 

believe this, look whatôs on tv right now. Katy Perry is literally eating- 

 

 



 

  
 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

Did I?... I donôt remember. (Gesturing to the tv.) Look, John Mayer isé fuck now heôs playing 

ñFirework,ò the irony is killing me! 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

What? 

 

 

AURORA  

I have told you thousands of times. Thousands! So has Cheryl! You canôt remember to put the 

seat down, even during the fucking apocalypse? 

 

 

SEAN 

Well Ié fuck, baby, are you actually mad? 

 

 

AURORA  

Yes Iôm mad! 

 

 

SEAN 

Really? When there are celebrities going cannibal on CBS? 



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

I donôt fucking care about Katy Perry!!! Do you know how fucking irritating it is to tell you 

something over and over again, and then just when I think youôve learned, I fall into the toilet 

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 the last night of the world. Itôs kinda funny. Iôm gonna 

make us more drinks. 

 

 

AURORA  

You are such a mother fucker, you know that? 

 

 

SEAN 

Okay, chill out baby- 

 

 

AURORA  

Do not tell me to chill out! I canôt believe you can be so fucking stupid. Even on our last nighté 

 

 

SEAN looks at her with shock. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Are you really doing this? 

 

 

AURORA  

Doing what? 

 

 

SEAN 

Thisé Picking fucking stupid meaningless fights on the last night of the world. 

 

 

AURORA  

Itôs not meaningless! Donôt you hear me! It is so frustrating telling you something over and over, 

and then I end up wiping toilet water off my pussy because of your stupid mistakes. Itôs 

disgusting. 

 

 

SEAN drinks. 

 

 

SEAN 

Okay. Looks like weôre fucking doing this. You know, does it even flitter into your mind for a 

second that maybe youôre the stupid one for not looking at where you were sitting before you 

peed? 

 

 

AURORA  

I shouldnôt have to look! This is my apartment, the least you can do is put the seat down! 

 

 



 

  
 

 

SEAN 

Totally, totally, buté can we just think about this logically? So, it takes probably a second for 

me to put the seat down, right? 

 

 

AURORA  

Yes. Itôs easy. 

 

 

SEAN 

Yes, no denying that. But sometimes I forget. I already said Iôm sorry. Now, it would take the 

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

 

 

AURORA  

What does that have to do with anything? 

 

 

SEAN 

Iôm saying that, if this relationship is really equal, like we say it is, then you should be raising the 

toilet seat every time youôre done peeing, and then I can put it down after I pee. 

 

 

AURORA  

You are such a fucking prick- 

 

 

SEAN 

How is it any fucking different? 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

Because we are at my apartment! 

 

 

SEAN 

Well maybe I get sick and tired of touching your dirty toilet seat. Maybe you should come to my 

place every once and a fucking while. 

 

 

AURORA  

Exactly why I donôt go to your placeé 

 

 

SEAN 

(Very angry.) Why? Why? So you donôt have to put a fucking seat down? 

 

 

AURORA  

Yes. I donôt like being in a dirty, man infested apartment and then having to put a disgusting 

toilet seat down. 

 

 

SEAN 

Great. Real great. So the reason why I spend so much cash every other fucking day buying ubers 

and subway tickets to come to your place is because youôre too lazy to put down a toilet seat so 

you need your fucking boyfriend to do it for you- 

 

 

AURORA  

Oh Iôm the lazy one- 

 

 

SEAN 



 

  
 

 

How the fuck is that equal? How is that an equal fucking relationship? You never come to my 

place, you never buy the drinks, and you NEVER put the seat up for me!!! 

 

 

AURORA  

I didnôt realize I was such a fucking DIFFICULT GIRLFRIEND! 

 

 

Silence. 

 

 

Iôm sorry that putting the FUCKING SEAT DOWN IS SUCH A BURDEN. Sorry! Oh, and hey, 

Iôm sorry that I got my pussy covered in piss filled toilet water! Sorry Iôm so fucking stupid! It 

must be SO HARD HAVING A STUPID TODDLER AS A GIRLFRIEND, HUH?  

 

 

Why donôt you just go watch celebrities eat each other at Time Square like everybody else. 

 

 

SEAN 

I donôt want to do thaté 

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah you do, you think I couldnôt hear you on the fucking phone. YOU OBVIOUSLY DONôT 

WANT TO BE WITH ME AND IôM OBVIOUSLY SUCH A BURDEN SO JUST GO!!! 

 

 

SEAN 

No. 

He plants himself on the couch. 

 

 



 

  
 

 

I want to stay. I want toé want to stay. 

 

 

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 

worldôs largest mosh pit. People are knifing each other and beating each other senselessé Iôve 

already killed three people, Iôm hoping I can get to ten by midnight! 

 

 

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 his last night with me. Iôm a fucking catch. 

 

 

SEAN 

Nowôs probably a bad time to ask her about her meds againé 

 

 



 

  
 

 

AURORA  

Why does he look so cute when heôs guilty? Ugh. I need another drink. Or sex. Maybe sex will 

chill me out. Or a cigaretteé Fuck, how come I never learned how to chill outé 

 

 

SEAN 

Nowôs probably a bad time to try and have sex. 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

How do I manage to fuck up every little thing. I shouldnôt have yelled, thatôs not like me. 

 

 

AURORA  

(To Sean.) Hey baby? 

 

 

SEAN 

Yeah? 

 

 

AURORA  

I donôt want to fight. 

 

 

SEAN 

Me neither. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

Thereôs justé thereôs just so much going shitty in the universe right now. Letôs not waste it 

fighting over stupid stuff. 

 

 

SEAN 

I agree. Iôm sorry. Iôm so sorry about the toilet seat. And yelling, and ice cream, and being a dick 

and- 

 

 

AURORA  

Donôt worry. Weôre okay.  

 

 

They kiss. 

 

 

Wanna play a game? 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Sure. 

 

 

AURORA  

First. Shots. Weôre gonna need them. 

 

 

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



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

(Wincing in pain.) Jesus. 

 

 

AURORA  

Okay, this is titled ñHow well do you know your partner?ò 

 

 

SEAN 

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

 

 

AURORA  

Donôt think of it as a test, itôs a game! Okay. Whatôs my favorite color? 

 

 

SEAN 

Blue. 

Disappointed, she takes a shot. 

 

 

What, am I wrong? 

 

 

AURORA  

Itôs baby blue. 

 

 

SEAN 



 

  
 

 

Baby blue, fucking girls! And youôre drinking just to mock me? 

 

 

AURORA  

You drank because you didnôt want to play the game! 

 

 

SEAN 

Itôs not a game itôs aé okay fine then. When weôre wrong, we drink. 

 

 

AURORA  

So, if you get one wrong, you drink. 

 

 

SEAN 

I was thinking when one of us gets it wrong, we both drink, but yeah. Letôs play it your way. 

 

 

AURORA  

So drink. 

 

 

SEAN 

I already did. 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 



 

  
 

 

He does so. He winces in pain again. She laughs at him. 

 

 

SEAN 

Okay, let me see the list. (He takes her phone.) Whatôs my dream car? 

 

 

AURORA  

Ferrari. 

 

 

SEAN smiles evilly. He motions for her to drink. 

 

 

No way! Iôm right! 

 

 

SEAN 

Maserati bitch. Drink. 

 

 

AURORA  

You changed it! Youôre always talking about liking Ferraris! 

 

 

SEAN 

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

drink. 

 

 

She drinks. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

What is my biggest pet peeve? 

 

 

SEAN 

When people tell you to chill out. Or, when I touch the tv remote after eating cheetos without 

washing my hands. 

 

 

AURORA  

I was thinking when you try to convince me to do anal, but Iôll give you one. Those annoy me 

too. 

 

 

SEAN 

If I became famous what would it be for? 

 

 

AURORA  

Movies. You would be a good critic. You know so many weird details about foreign films, I 

could see you picking who should win oscars and shit. I like this question, what about for me? 

 

 

SEAN 

Easy, you wouldnôt have given up dancing for that temp job. Youôd probably be on Americaôs 

Got Talent or at the New York City Ballet or something. 

 

 

AURORA  

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



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Umé diet coke, and honey mustard pretzels! 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

Where would my dream vacation be? 

 

 

AURORA  

I donôt fucking know, Hawaii? 

 

 

  SEAN 

Niagara Falls! With you! Iôm always talking about that! I literally mentioned 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. I am live streaming in Times Squareé Itôs beautiful. Tornadoes of 

flames. Celebrities and criminals soaring togethers in the sky as one. Burning, as oneé For the 

first time in my life, I see God and Satan at the same time. Both laughing. For the first time I 

wonder if they are one in the same. 



 

  
 

 

Return to the couple. 

 

 

SEAN 

I canôt decide if Ié If I donôt know who you areé or if I canôt see who you areé 

 

 

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 I think that I would have actually become an actor. Instead of watching movies and 

gawking over Jake Gyllené jillonhaé Wow his name is hard to say right now. Or uhé No, I 

change my answer, I think I wouldôve wanted to have kissed you sooner. 

 

 

AURORA  

Really? 

 

 

SEAN 

Yeah. I mean weôve known each other for what, like 15 years? Iôve liked you since middle 

school and I didnôt even make a move until college. 

 

 

AURORA  

I always knew you did. You would bring those- 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Peanut butter pretzels! 

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah! You brought them in your lunchbox and Iôd always beg you for some. 

 

 

SEAN 

Yup. And everytime I gave you one, Iôd be likeé Yeah. She wants meé  

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

Well uhé I mean we were both at NYU together, but I remember never seeing you around 

Freshman year. Sophomore year, a friend invited me to that party, and it was with a lot of acting 

and dance majors I didnôt know, except you of courseé 

 

 

I remember going into 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 I told you how NYU wasnôt my place, but for whatever reason, you were convincing me to 

stay. I kept wondering, ñwhy is this hot girl from my hometown convincing me to stay when she 

always ignores me.ò 

 

 

AURORA  

Maybe you shouldôve had more peanut butter pretzels and things wouldôve been different. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

Maybe. But that night, we were drunk, dancing, and just talking, until almost everyone had left. 

Lights were still dark, and you gave me that look likeé one of those ñgreen lightsò you get from 

a girl. You were looking at me and your eyes say ñjust fucking do it Sean.ò 

 

 

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

 

 

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

 

 

AURORA  

Not yet. It hasnôt ended yet. 

 

 

SEAN 

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

 

 

AURORA  

Youôd be at the Post Malone Last Nightôs Eve party having the time of your life. 

 

 

SEAN 

Yeah. That wouldôve fucking sucked. 

 

 

He kisses her. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

What about you? What would you do over? 

 

 

AURORA  

I think I would uhé I would apologize to my parents. Or like, I just wouldnôt have been such a 

bipolar bitch all the time. I feel like -- now that the world is ending -- Iôm seeing all the stuff I 

did and Iôm thinking like, fucking shit Aurora, youôre a way better person than that, why did you 

do so much stupid shit. 

 

 

SEAN 

Me too. 

 

 

AURORA  

I mean, all my mom and dad wanted was to make me happy, and I treated them like shit all the 

time. I talked back to them, I made fun of them to my friends, I would come home late smelling 

of booze and dick jizzé 

 

 

SEAN 

Alright, dick jizz? Just pick one, I get what you mean- 

 

 

AURORA  

I mean, theyôre such good people! And now the world is ending, and like, all this shit is 

confirmed to be biblical! So Iôm totally going to hell! I litter, I fucked before I was married, I 

shoplifted from jewelry stores, I ate expired whipped cream, I gossipped, I called my sister a 

whore to her face, and I laughed at homeless people when they asked me for moneyé Iôm 

without a doubt, going to hell. 

 

 



 

  
 

 

SEAN 

Well, me too. 

 

 

AURORA  

No way. Everybody knows you are like the best fucking guy of all time.  

 

 

SEAN 

Iôm not so good. 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

Iôm gonna be stuck down 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 

(Carefully.) How come youôre not with them? Your parents? Did they ask to spend tonight with 

you? 

 

 

AURORA  

No they uhé They asked me to be with them. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

You said no? Why? 

 

 

AURORA  

I donôt know, I just thought about who I really wanted to be with, andé I wanted to be with you. 

 

 

SEAN 

Aurora, I love you buté you shouldnôt have picked me. 

 

 

AURORA  

Fuck itôs so hot in here! 

 

 

SEAN 

Aurora!  You shouldnôt have picked me! 

 

 

AURORA  

Why not! I wanted to be with the guy I love for my last night on Earth! Isnôt that special to you? 

 

 

SEAN 

Itôs not about that! They loved you, created you, dealt with your shité we couldôve all done 

something together! 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

I didnôt want that. I canôt be myself around them. Not like how I am around you. 

 

 

SEAN 

Still, thatôs fucked up. You owed it to them. 

 

 

AURORA  

Well itôs too late, okay! I already feel guilty as fuck, you donôt need to rub it in! 

 

 

SEAN 

Really? I shouldnôt rub it in? Because it feels like thatôs what youôre doing to me. You know I 

wouldôve loved to be with my family. 

 

 

AURORA  

We promised we wouldnôt fight! 

 

 

SEAN 

Thatôs too bad! This isnôt vanilla ice cream or toilet seats! This is family! 

 

 

AURORA  

Sean. You are my family. Not them. They hardly know me compared to you. Youôre the only 

family that matters to me. 

 

 

SEAN 

You know damn well that if that virus hadnôt taken my parents, I would be with them right now- 



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

Thatôs not what I 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 

family. And now that theyôre gone, I would give up everything to be with them. EVERYTHING! 

 

 

AURORA  

Everything? EVEN ME? 

 

 

SEAN 

Yes. Yes even you. 

 

 

Silence. 

 

 

When were you gonna tell me? 

 

 

AURORA  

I wasnôt going to. I wanted our last night to be special. 

 

 

SEAN 

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



 

  
 

 

 

 

AURORA  

I know Sean. 

 

 

SEAN 

I just wish I had more time with themé 

 

 

He starts to cry. AURORA embraces him. 

 

 

AURORA  

I know baby, I know. 

 

 

SEAN 

I wish I had more time with them, I wish I had more time with youé I wish I had more time. 

 

 

AURORA  

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

 

 

SEAN 

You really think I would go to heaven? 

 

 

AURORA  

Yes. Youôve been an angel your whole life. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

It wonôt feel like heaven if Iôm not there with you. 

 

 

AURORA  

Okay buddy, way to throw me into the fiery pits of hell, donôt count me out just yet! 

 

 

They laugh. 

 

 

Lights dim. 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 Earth, judge me, a 

mere, foolish celebrity television anchor. I donôt know where I belong in the afterlife, but please 

understand that I dedicated my life to bringing important information to the people of Americaé 

judge me without bias. Thank you for my time on Earth. On this blessed, ugly, shining, dizzy 

sphere floating in your massive universe. Iôm sorry for being narcissistic, just like the planet 

Earth. Thank you for all of the mistakes I 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 

made me understand that I was alive. Iôll miss it tremendously. Signing off. 11:50pm. 

 

 

DAVID GORGEOUS puts a gun to his head. The lights dim. Return to the couple. They are 

finishing their doughnuts and ice cream. 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

Okay, I gotta lay some news on you. Please donôt be madé 

 

 

SEAN 

Oh great. Iôm ready. 

 

 

AURORA  

Nonfat vanilla isnôt so bad. (Beat.) Neither are you. 

 

 

She kisses him. 

 

 

SEAN 

Do you wanna dance? 

 

 

AURORA  

More than anything. 

 

 

The couple rises. They begin to slow dance together. John Mayerôs ñSlow Dancing in a Burning 

Roomò plays. We hear their inner monologues. 

 

 

SEAN 

So here we are. 

 

 

AURORA  

Heôs always been such a bad dancer. 



 

  
 

 

 

 

SEAN 

I donôt think I wouldôve done anything differently. 

 

 

AURORA  

Iôve always loved that about him. 

 

 

SEAN 

Iôm gonna miss her eyes. 

 

 

AURORA  

Iôm gonna miss the fights. 

 

 

SEAN 

The way they draw me in. 

 

 

AURORA  

The way he drives me insane. 

 

 

SEAN 

The way I can see myself in them. The way I was meant to be. Inside her head. 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

Yet I 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  

Maybe thatôs the point. Maybe fighting is okay. As long as you want to hold them after. 

 

 

SEAN 

I wonder when Iôll see her again. 

AURORA  

I wonder when heôll kiss me again. 

 

 

SEAN 

I wonder when sheôll make fun of me again. 

 

 

AURORA  



 

  
 

 

I wonder when heôll drive me up the wall insane again. 

 

 

SEAN 

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

 

 

AURORA  

Why baby? 

 

 

SEAN 

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

 

 

AURORA  

Yeah. 

 

 

SEAN 

I always loved that. 

 

 

They kiss passionately. They dance. 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 burnt remains 

of the Earth. They wake up. They spend some time looking at the sky, and feeling the fresh 

breeze against them. The light of the stage is a bright blue. Maybe the world didnôt end, and they 

lived. Perhaps, maybe, they did die, and this is where they went 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 

began formulating this play while working on a separate project for the Quarantine Bake-Off, a 

playwriting competition developed by some theater students from the University of Minnesota. I 

crafted a short play about two young lovers who were forced to communicate over 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 will be seeing each other again. 

 
 

Then,  

for my playwriting class at The Boston Conservatory with my instructor David Valdes-

Greenwood, I was instructed to write a one-act play, and I kept finding myself stuck on this issue 

of what this virus will do to my relationship with my girlfriend. I decided to start on a new story, 

Lovesong for the End of the World, in which the end of days finally arrives, and two young adults 

who are in a committed relationship decide to spend their final night with one another. I 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 

quarrel over the same meaningless issues all couples argue over? I decided it was both. 

 

 

 

Sean 

  

and Aurora fight because thatôs what all couples were meant to do. Much of this play, to me, 

discusses what it means to be in a ñgoodò relationship. (And yes, Iôm 21 and very young to be 

searching for these kinds of answers, but cut me some slack.) Because, in the end, if I were with 

my girlfriend on the last night of the world, I believe we would fight about nonsensical things the 

way we always do. However, I also believe that we would hold each other and dance in the 

flames, without doubting each other for even a second. 

 

So, 

 

 I give you this play. 

  



 

  
 

 

AUTHORôS BIO: A native of the San Francisco Bay Area, Blake Du Bois is an 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 Ground Theater Company, where he directed 

the original production of Dahmer: A Musical and most recently premiered his first original 

play, What Love Is Not. His past theatrical credits include Her Naked Skin (Boston 

Conservatory),  American Idiot (Berklee Musical Theater), Heathers: The Musical (Priscilla 

Beach Theater), and Equus (Boston Conservatory.) Blake currently lives in Boston, 

Massachusetts. Instagram: blake_du_bois. Website: blakedubois.me 
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L  aNg UτaG  e gAM e  S 

 

By Barbara Yoshida 
 

 

 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:  

I have always loved words and languages, and this one-act has given me the opportunity to 

explore gestural and non-linguistic forms of language as well as the philosophy of language; the 

importance of myth; and the contribution of animals to humankindôs evolution. It started out as 

one scene in a larger work, but it was calling out to me to stand on its own. I turned to Alexander 

Sternôs The Fall of Language for insight into Wittgensteinôs and Benjaminôs thoughts on 

immanent and designative language, or name and sign. I thought it would be amusing to see 

these super-intellectual guys playing Mah Jong, a game like gin rummy. Youôd think theyôd be 

playing chess or bridge, right? Shepard provides a good counterpoint to the philosophersô 

conceptual obscurityðhis take on the origins of language is so down-to-earth. And then thereôs 

Beuys: he combines the immanent language of art with mythology. The hare was his animalðhe 

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

skeptical about ñhigh-falutinô mumbo-jumbo.ò Stylistic influences include Tom Stoppard, 

Samuel Beckett (I loved ñBeckett by Brookò), and The Wooster Group, although they might be 

more aspirational than evident in my piece. My gratitude goes to S. M. Dale, dramaturg; the 

photos of Joseph Beuys are by Arnaud Maggs; and the graffiti images are mine. (Spacing is 

playwrightôs own.) 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LANGUAGE GAMES 
 



 

  
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational 
mind is a faithful servant.  We have created a society 
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 
ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘƴΩǘ ŀǎǎŜǊǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊƛǘȅ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΦ 
 

JANE Intelligent; a college graduate; not shy about sharing her opinions.  She knows some 
ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ philosopher. 
 
PAUL An environmentalist, concerned with evolutionary theory. 

 
BEUYS 9ŎŎŜƴǘǊƛŎΣ ŜƎƻŎŜƴǘǊƛŎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘΦ  DǳƛŘŜŘ ōȅ ŀǊǘƛǎǘƛŎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎΣ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ άŎŀƭƭƛƴƎΣέ 
and an obligation to contribute to society and politics through art and teaching. 

 



 

 

LANGUAGE GAMES 

 
Four chairs around a card table.  Face-down on the hard surface of the table, 36 Mah Jong tiles 
have been stacked upτ18 on top of 18τto form a wall in front of each player.  As the game is 
ǇƭŀȅŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƭŜǎ ŎƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ  As the lights come up, 
Ludwig, Walter, and Paul sit at the table.  Walter is to LǳŘǿƛƎΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ tŀǳƭ ƛǎ ǘƻ [ǳŘǿƛƎΩǎ 
ƭŜŦǘΦ  [ǳŘǿƛƎΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǿƘŜŜƭǎΦ  ²ŀƭǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ƛǎ ŀ ǊƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ  tŀǳƭΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 
lean way back.  Jane enters and sits, on a stool that swivels, opposite Ludwig.  After a moment, 
the players push their walls of tiles toward the center of the table to form a square. 
 

WALTER 
(tǊƻƴƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ά²έ ƛƴ ά[ǳŘǿƛƎέ ŀǎ ŀ ά±έΦύ [ǳŘǿƛƎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜ 9ŀǎǘ ²ƛƴŘΦ 
 

LUDWIG 
(Throwing the dice in the middle of the square.ύ wŀōōƛǘΩǎ ŦƻƻǘΦ 
 
(Seeing the number on the dice, he counts from the right side of his wall, pulls the same number 
of tiles toward him, and puts them in his hand.) 
 
(¢ƘŜȅ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ [ǳŘǿƛƎΩǎ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŜŀŎƘ Ƙŀǎ 
thirteen tiles.) 
 

LUDWIG 
(Pronouncing thŜ ά²έ ƛƴ ά²ŀƭǘŜǊέ ŀǎ ŀ ά±έΦύ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ƴŜȄǘΣ ²ŀƭǘŜǊΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ {ƻǳǘƘ ²ƛƴŘΦ 
 

WALTER 
(Holding the dice close to his mouth and almost whispering to it.ύ wŀōōƛǘΩǎ ŦƻƻǘΦ 
 
(Walter throws the dice.  He puts the number of tiles indicated by the dice into his hand.) 
 

LUDWIG 
WŀƴŜΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŎƻƴŎŜŀƭŜŘ ƳŜƭŘǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ  hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ǿŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ƎŀƳŜΦ 
 

JANE 
(Passionately.ύ wŀōōƛǘΩǎ ŦƻƻǘΗ  όShe tosses the dice onto the table.  She takes the number of tiles 
indicated by the dice.) 
 
(The ghost of Joseph Beuys appears ōŜƘƛƴŘ tŀǳƭΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ  IŜ ǿŜŀǊǎ ŀ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜ ǾŜǎǘΣ ƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ 
pants, all in white, and his face, neck, and hands are covered in white make-up.  (See attached 
photographs.)  None of the players can see or hear him.) 
 



 

 

 
 

 
 
(Paul takes the dice, then hesitates.  .Ŝǳȅǎ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǊŀōōƛǘΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴƎƭŜǎ ƛǘ 
ƻǾŜǊ tŀǳƭΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  tŀǳƭ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŎŜΦ) 
 

PAUL 
wŀōōƛǘΩǎ ŦƻƻǘΗ 
 
(He takes the number of tiles indicated by the dice.  Once all the players have thirteen tiles, 
Ludwig grabs an additional tile.  He places it, face-up, 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 hand, face-up, in 
the center of the table.  The players continue to take one tile at a time, in orderτJane next, then 
Paul, Ludwig, and Walterτdrawing from either the discard pile or from their own walls.  They 
discard a tile after drawing a tile.) 
 
(From time to time, throughout the game, the players spin, rock, lean back, or wheel back and 
forth, but never at the same time and never while someone is speaking.) 
 

LUDWIG 
Now, where were we? 
 

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

JANE 



 

 

L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŘƻΦ  ¢ƻ άǘŀŎƪƭŜέ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ  ¢ƻ άƴŜŜŘƭŜέ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ  ¢ƻ άǿƻǊǊȅέ ŀ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŀŘΦ  ¢ƻ 
άŜƳōǊƻƛŘŜǊέ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ 
 

WALTER 
I contend that our ability to produce similarities and then to transform and extend them is what 
establishes the ties between what is said and what is meant. 
 

JANE 
(Jane could swivel on her stool here.) That sounds okay to me, Walter.  What do you say, Paul? 
 

PAUL 
LǘΩǎ designative language that gives us the ability to extend words this wayτǘƻ άƘŀǊōƻǊέ ŀ 
ŦǳƎƛǘƛǾŜΣ ǘƻ άǎŎǊŜǿέ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ǘƻ άǊƻƻǘ ƻǳǘ ŜǾƛƭΦέ 
 

WALTER 
(Drawing a tile.ύ tŀǳƭΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƳƳŀƴŜƴǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛǾŜ 
language? 
 
(Walter discards a tile.  Jane picks it up.) 
 

JANE 
Pong! 
 

WALTER 
!ƭǊŜŀŘȅΚ  [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƭŘΣ WŀƴŜΦ 
 
(Jane places three tiles on the table, face-up.  The other players lean in to look.  While she is 
displaying her meld, Beuys crosses stage-right.) 
 

BEUYS 
(With conviction, facing out.) I am not a human being.  I 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, then our immanent 
engagement with the world came first.  Primate ancestry gave early humans a well-developed 
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 those animals. 
 

JANE 
¸ƻǳ ōǳȅƛƴΩ ǘƘŀǘΣ ²ŀƭǘŜǊΚ 
 



 

 

WALTER 
(Walter could rock here.) Name-giving establishes connections between language and objects.  
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜΦ 
 

LUDWIG 
.ǳǘ tŀǳƭ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ how we got from mimicking animals to naming things. 
 

JANE 
(Defending Paul.) IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ everythingΗ  IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ 
 
(The players freeze, perhaps with a hand extended to draw a tile or while arranging tiles in their 
hand.) 
 

BEUYS 
(Authoritatively, to the players.) Language 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 completely different 
levels of information. 
 
(They un-freeze 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 natural world to being removed 
ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƴŀƳŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊōƛǘǊŀǊƛƭȅΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛǾŜ 
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 jump-start to their intelligence.  Signs contained 
information about fundamental relationships that could be grasped as abstract 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 lead the hunter 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 
LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ tŀǳƭΦ  YŜŜǇ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ 
 

PAUL 
These signs were not a description of an unseen animal, but knowledge about it.  The signs 
represented it. 
 

LUDWIG 
¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊǎ ŘƻΦ 
 

WALTER 
.ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳΚ 
 
(Beuys crosses behind ²ŀƭǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ Ǉŀǘǎ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΦ) 
 

LUDWIG 
LΩƭƭ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿΦ 
 

JANE 
Maybe you guys think names only described the shape of an animal.  But I think the names of 
animals began to contain more information.  Over time, each name was invested with layers of 
meaning, from experiences humans had with that animal.  (Back to Paul.)  !ƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
ŀƎǊŜŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 5b!Κ 
 

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 memoryτmyths and folklore and the wisdom 
of the ancestorsτcultural 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 intellectual content. 
 

JANE 



 

 

(aŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ tŀǳƭΩǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ) I get upset ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛƴŘƛƎŜƴƻǳǎ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎ 
every day.  They say 7,000 languages are spoken today, but half are not being taught to 
childrenτǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŜȄǘƛƴŎǘΗ  LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǘǊŀƎƛŎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ loss of animal and plant species. 
 

LUDWIG 
Some indigenous languages are being taught in the schools again, did you know that?  Gallic 
[ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ άǇƘŀƭƭƛŎέϐ ƛƴ {ŎƻǘƭŀƴŘΣ aŀȅŀƴ ƛƴ aŜȄƛŎƻΣ ŀƴŘ .ŀǎǉǳŜ ƛƴ {ǇŀƛƴΦ  LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘτlosing a language forever is just as much a cultural disaster as losing a 
species of bee or leopard or toad. 
 

BEUYS 
(Crossing to Ludwig.) Or hare! 
 

PAUL 
Like knowledge about animals, myths have been around since caveman days, and they remain 
in our collective 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 
¢ƻ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ ŀƴ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǿŜ 
create music, painting, poetry, or drama.  We tell myths. 
 

BEUYS 
My art cannot be understood primarily by thinking.  My art touches people 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 
²ŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ  wƛƎƘǘΣ [ǳŘǿƛƎΚ 
 

LUDWIG 



 

 

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

WALTER 
True.  Language is all-pervasive. 
 

JANE 
(Drawing a tile.) Children are drawn to animals instinctively.  They love stories about animals.  
And they hunger for opportunities to exercise their imaginations.  Myths serve the human need 
ǘƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦ  .ǳǘ ƛŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻƴƭȅ ƎŜǘ ƳȅǘƘǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳƻǾƛŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ά{ǘŀǊ ²ŀǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀ 
chance to picture how they would visualize those characters and settings.  Even if they read the 
story laterΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΗ  όDiscarding a tile.ύ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƛƳǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ 
their minds. 
 

PAUL 
wŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀǘ ōŜŘǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƎƻŜǎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ  όHe gazes 
off into the distance.)  And the myths that the animals carry, the deeper meaning they 
ǎȅƳōƻƭƛȊŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ 
 

LUDWIG 
(Pause.ύ LǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴΣ tŀǳƭΦ  /ƘƻƻǎŜ ŀ ǘƛƭŜΦ 
 
(Paul chooses a tile.) 
 

PAUL 
Sorry, got distracted.  (Discarding a tile.)  Anyway, when humans started using designative 
languageτƛǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΗ  όHe gets up and starts circling the table.  One by one, as he passes 
ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǇƭŀȅŜǊǎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŀƛǊǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻǇ ŀǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ)  
Suddenly these abstract signs could be shared with 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, recollected, and dreamed forms. 
 

BEUYS 
(While Paul walks back to his chair and sits down.) The hare, and all other animals, was a 
catalyst of human evolution. 
 
(Walter discards a tile.  Jane draws a tile and discards one.  Paul grabs it.) 
 

PAUL 



 

 

Chow! 
 

JANE 
Show us what you got, Paul. 
 
(Paul lays down three tiles, face-up.) 
 

LUDWIG 
Aha!  Your meld has a neutral tile, Paul, and I claim that tile.  (Ludwig takes the neutral tile from 
tŀǳƭΩǎ ƳŜƭŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƛƭŜ ƛƴǘƻ tŀǳƭΩǎ ƳŜƭŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƛǘΦ) 
 

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

LUDWIG 
Watch your languageτǘƘŀǘΩǎ a slur against my mother. 
 

JANE 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳƳŀƴŜƴǘ ƻǊ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ tŀǳƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ [ǳŘǿƛƎΩǎ 
mother bore him out of wedlock. 
 
(.Ŝǳȅǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ WŀƴŜΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ  ¢ŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀōōƛǘΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŘǊŀƎǎ it 
along her arm.) 
 

BEUYS 
(Moving behind Walter and facing Paul, while someone draws a tile and discards one.) I am a 
really horny hare! 
 

PAUL 
Well, designative words can be replaced by other words.  Jane, you started this off by saying, 
άŜƳōǊƻƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ  Lƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƘǊŀǎŜΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ άŜƳōǊƻƛŘŜǊέ ǿƛǘƘ άŜƳōŜƭƭƛǎƘΦέ  .ǳǘ 
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 sentence in 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 tile.) Man is only truly alive when he realizes 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 snatches it.) 
 

LUDWIG 
Kong!  Back at ya, Paul, baby! 
 

WALTER 
[ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƭŘΣ [ǳŘǿƛƎΦ 
 
(Ludwig displays his meld of four tiles.) 
 

JANE 
Immanent language includes body language, graffiti, and interjectionsτwhat you call vocal 
ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜǎΣ [ǳŘǿƛƎΦ  [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ L ǇƛƴŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ άhǳŎƘΗέ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƛmmanent and 
expressive.  Body language is equally expressive.  And how about graffiti?  It is so direct.  
(Images of graffiti are projected.) 
 

 
 

 

 
LUDWIG 

hƻƘΣ L ƭƻǾŜ ƎǊŀŦŦƛǘƛΗ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ an immediate impactτan urgencyτǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ ǾƛǎŎŜǊŀƭΗ  [ƛƪŜ ŀ 
punch in the gut! 
 
(Beuys takes a boxing stance behind Ludwig and punches the air a few times.) 
 

WALTER 
hƪŀȅΣ άhǳŎƘΗέ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀŦŦƛǘƛΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜΚ 



 

 

 
JANE 

Well, I did mention body language.  (She makes a circle with her left hand and pokes the index 
finger of her right hand a few times into and out of the circle.ύ  IƻǿΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƛƳƳŀƴŜƴǘΣ 
expressive meaning? 
 
(Beuys laughs with surprise, giving Jane a thumbs-up.) 
 

WALTER 
(Laughing, he gives her the finger.) Back at ya! 
 

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

LUDWIG 
(Getting up from his chair.) You think you get the last word?  (Laughing.) 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 again.) 
 

BEUYS 
(While Ludwig sits.) I personally try to make information available not only in a written way.  I 
try also to work with images, with fantasy, with jokes, with humor.  (Reaching his hand toward 
²ŀƭǘŜǊΩǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ)  Got your nose!  (He shows his thumb between two fingers of his fist.) 
 

LUDWIG 
WŀƴŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΥ  ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴing is in the word. 
 

JANE 
(Starting to spin more rapidly.  Between spins, she faces Ludwig and speaks.ύ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 
ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 
 

LUDWIG 
(Wheeling back and forth.) If I say the word hare, I picture an animal with long ears, one that 
leaps and quickly changes direction, and is seen in the wild. 
 

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

LUDWIG 



 

 

(Starting to wheel back and forth more rapidly.) If I learn that the Spanish word for hare is 
liebre, I will imagine the same animal when I say liebreτit starts to sound like what it means.  
But each of those words, Jane, has its own meaning, apart from the animal that leaps.  Liebre 
means hare, but not in the way hare does. 
 

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

JANE 
(Spinning rapidly, between each sentence.ύ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΗ  ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ hare can 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΣ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ animal.  Maybe the 
hare was encountered through myth, or through hunting.  But for one individual, the words 
hare and liebre have got to have the same meaning. 
 

WALTER 
(Rocking back and forth more rapidly.) The experience of meaning is very important to me, the 
continuity between experiential and linguistic meaning. 
 

JANE 
(Spinning, then pausing to speak.) I can see that the meaning is in the word because we place it 
there, but how can a word can have its own meaning?  (She starts spinning again.) 
 
(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 rapidly.ύ LΩƳ ŀƭƭ ŜŀǊǎΗ 
 

BEUYS 
(Quickly interjecting.ύ ²ŀƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΗ  LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǎΗ 
 

WALTER 
(Rocking more vigorously.) The meaning of a word is not something humans put into that word.  
Words embody the same spiritual essence as animals, plants, 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 spins.ύ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚΗ  ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ DƻŘΚ  
This whole theory rests on believing the Creator put meaning into everything, even wordsΦ  LǘΩǎ 



 

 

just speculation.  (She stops.)  Does this really matter?  People are sleeping on the street!  
Children are getting shot in school! 
 
(The other players are frenetically rocking, leaning back, or moving back and forth.) 
 

BEUYS 
(With conviction, crossing stage-left and facing out.) In places like universities, where everyone 
talks too rationally, it is necessary for a kind of enchanter to appear. 
 
(Jane lays 13 tiles on the table.  As she does so, the other players come to a halt.) 
 

JANE 
Mah Jong, muthafuckas! 
 

BLACKOUT 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[See next page: additional information and bios.] 
  



 

 

Mah Jong is similar to gin rummy. 
 
Walter Benjamin (1892 ς 1926) was a German Jewish philosopher, cultural 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 materialism.  τWikipedia 
 
Ludwig Wittgenstein (1889 ς 1929) was an Austrian-British philosopher who worked primarily 
in logic, the philosophy of mathematics, the philosophy of mind, and the philosophy of 
language.  His Philosophical Investigations is recognized as one of the most important works of 
philosophy in the 20th century.  τWikipedia 
 
Paul Shepard (1925 ς 1996) was an American environmentalist and author best known for 
ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άtƭŜƛǎǘƻŎŜƴŜ ǇŀǊŀŘƛƎƳέ ǘƻ ŘŜŜǇ ŜŎƻƭƻƎȅΦ  Iƛǎ ǿƻǊƪǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀǘƛǾŜ 
framework in terms of evolutionary theory and developmental psychology.  He offered a 
critique of sedentism/civilization and advocated modeling human lifestyles on those of 
nomadic, prehistoric humans.  He explored the connections between domestication, language, 
and cognition.  τWikipedia 
 
Joseph Beuys (1921 ς 1986) was a German Fluxus, 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 
ŎǳƭƳƛƴŀǘŜǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ άŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǊǘέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎǳƭǇǘǳǊŜ ŀǎ ŀ 
gesamtkunstwerk, for 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 
including political, environmental, social, and long-term cultural trends.  He is widely regarded 
as one of the most influential artists of the second half of the 20th century.  τWikipedia 
 

AUTHORôS BIO: Barbara Yoshida is a multi-disciplinary 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 such Planet X (Black Mountain Collegeôs [Re]Happening Festival), 

2 Jane Jacobs (Cherry Lane Theater) Behind the Curtain (for the inaugural LES History Month), 

Son of Cock-Strong (La MaMa), Afterparty: The Rothko Studio (site-specifically in 222 Bowery), 

and Wallpaper (adapted from Charlotte Perkins Gilmanôs classic story). Most recently, she co-

adapted Americaôs first play, Androboros (Fraunces Tavern Museum), and is currently 

developing it into a contemporary musical. In addition to Language Games, other scripts include 

The Hare Trilogy and Joe & Bubble Boy, as well as an upcoming musical co-adaptation 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 its inception in 1993. 



 

 

OPEN PULPIT NIGHT AT ST. MIKEôS 

BY DAN NIELSEN 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS : Iôve performed 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 ex-Catholic I find it helpful to find gentle humor in the dangerous nonsense that 

organized religion propagates. In 1965 our high school drama department staged aðrare at that 

timeðproduction of Samuel Becketôs Endgame. It changed my life. Theater of the Absurd led to 

Pinter, Albee, Shepard, Mamet and their ilk and provided me with a template for my own work. 

Open Pulpit Night at St. Mikeôs was written specifically for the Ten-Minute or Fewer Comedy 

Play Festival: Snowdance. Theyôd used my work before, but not this time. Happy ending, it found 

a wonderful home at Fleas on the Dog. 

 

 

Open Pulpit Night at St. Mikeôs 

a ten-minute 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 all-purpose room. Bulletin board on back wall announcing a Bake Sale with a 

plethora of !!!!!!!!! Religious posters with trite quotations fashioned by 3rd-graders. A pulpit 

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

 

CHORTLE 

Letôs keep it going for all the wonderful priests weôve had up here so far. 

(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 dismissed, and they are back home. 

Thanks in advance for your cooperation. Okay! Next up we have (refers to signup sheet) é 

FATHER SHECKY! (reads from sheet) FATHER SHECKY is between parishes at the moment 

and doing freelance grief counseling. So, if any of you have 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 from CHORTLE) 

Hello, St. Mikes! (cheers and applause) And wasnôt that a wonderful fish fry! (cheers and 

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

ladies here at St. Mikeôs also put out an impressive spread, with hushpuppies, coleslaw, and five-

dollar pitchers of Miller Genuine Draft! Letôs hear it for the kitchen ladies! (cheers and 



 

 

applause. two KITCHEN LADIES in aprons and hairnets, peek through a doorway and wave. 

when all is quiet, SHECKY begins his set)  

The best thing about being God is you get to have your pronouns capitalized. (laugh) God could 

have created everything much faster, but then a week wouldnôt have enough days. (laugh) One 

question Iôm often asked is whether God invented torture before or after he created Hell. (laugh) 

God hates telescopes. Every time we develop a more powerful one, He has to make more space. 

(laugh) I asked God why children get cancer. He said itôs either genetic or environmental. 

(laugh) When a child dies and God isnôt sure if it was good or bad, He asks Santa. (big laugh) 

Adam, alone with God, complained of being alone. Later, he tried to apologize, but it was too 

late! (laughter and applause) When God told Eve that she had sinned, Eve said, ñDoes that mean 

I can put some clothes on?ò (huge extended laughter and applause) Thank you! You are a 

wonderful audience! (applause) Where was I? Right. I was talking about God. God is eternal, 

and has existed forever, which is a bummer because we donôt get a day off for his birthday. 

(laugh) When they asked Jesus where babies come from, he said, ñAn angel visits your mom.ò 

(laugh) People often ask me, ñFather Mike, what kind of frozen pizza would Jesus eat?ò 

Supreme Self-Rising, of course! (laughter and applause) Jesus and Mary Magdalene were in bed 

together. Jesus said, ñDo you want to get stoned?ò Mary Magdalene said, ñYouôre right. Weôd 

better not do this.ò (big laugh) All kidding aside, I bet God is surprised and a little annoyed that 

more people donôt smoke weed. (applause) Jesus, walking his dog one morning, was confronted 

by a mob of lepers. The dog barked and pulled at its leash. Jesus said, ñHeel!ò and the lepers 

were miraculously cured, and Jesus sayeth unto them, ñI was talking to my dog.ò (laughter and 

applause) If I may get serious for a moment, the only effective treatment for leprosy is a 

combination  of dapsone, rifampicin, and clofazimine. (applause. a light appears on the back 



 

 

wall. SHECKY acknowledges it with a nod. heôs nearly out of time) If youôre bad at being a 

Satanist, do you go to heaven? (laugh) If you donôt believe in God, do you go to hell? Yes! 

Unless you donôt believe in hell! (laughter and applause. the light brightens and pulsates) Well, 

thatôs my time! Thank you all so much! (applause. standing ovation) Please, please sit down. 

You are too kind. (leans forward. someone is telling him something. the pulsating light 

continues) The KITCHEN LADIES would like to say a few words. (two kitchen ladies enter. 

SHECKY hands the microphone to KITCHEN LADY 1. 

 

KITCHEN LADY 1. 

Thereôs plenty of everything left. Take-out dinners are seven dollars with double coleslaw. 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 black) Cherry é apple é banana cr¯me é (black) but no 

pecan é the pecan went fast é (a whisper) as usual. 

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

FATHER SHECKY enters stage left eating pie and drinking beer.   

 

THE END 

BIO:  Dan Nielsen is a part-time standup comic. His least favorite flavor of jelly is petroleum. 

Recent FLASH in: Connotation Press, Jellyfish Review, (mic)ro(mac), Necessary Fiction, The 

Cabinet of Heed, and Cheap Pop. Dan has a website: Preponderous. You can follow him 

https://preponderous.wordpress.com/


 

 

@DanNielsenFIVES. He and Georgia Bellas are the post-minimalist art/folk band Sugar 

Whiskey. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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


 

 

DIDIUSɂA Play by Publius 
 
(Forfeited by Robert  Cantrell ) 
 
 
4Ï ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÙ×ÒÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÓÐÁÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ !ÕÔÈÏÒȭÓ .ÏÔÅ intro appears at the end of the play. 
      
 
 
DIDIUS 
        A play- By Publius 
                  
 
 
     Cast of Characters 
 
 
Marcus Didius Severus Julianus- A wealthy Roman senator 
 
Gabullus Fratulus- his secretary 
 
Clara Didia- daughter of Didius 
 
Quintus- #ÌÁÕÄÉÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ Á ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÍÁÎ ÁÒÍÙ 
 
Faustina- daughter of Claudia and Quintus, granddaughter of Didius 
 
Lolia- seventh wife of Didius 
 
Laetus- prefect of the Praetorian Guard 
 
Sulpicianus- A wealthy Roman senator 
 
Septimus Severus- General of the Roman Army of Pannonia (the Danube Frontier) 
 
Pylades- a popular entertainer 
 
Edward Gibbon- Eighteenth Century British historian 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      Act 1 
 
 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 books and perhaps a 
marble bust or two. All in all the den of the scholar in the process of writing  The Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire. Gibbon himself is a smallish man dressed in a simple suit of 
knee breeches, coat and vest, with a powdered wig al la mode the times. As the lights come 
up he is writing and looks up to notice the audience, as some visitor come to call. 
 
 
 
      Gibbon 
 
 (ÅÌÌÏȟ ÈÅÌÌÏȦ ɉ2ÉÓÉÎÇɊ $Ï ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÎ ÈÏÎÏÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÇÅÔ ÖÉÓÉÔÏÒÓȢ #ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ 

not from your time. Centuries on, I suppose, from the look of you.  I have no idea why I 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 actor speaking to the audience from a stage, hoping to move them to tears or 

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

ÅÆÆÏÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÓÕÃÈ ÓÃÒÉÂÂÌÅÒÓ ÁÓ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÐÁÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÅÃÔ 

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 from the message. 

  If I may be permitted the liberty, I am Edward Gibbon, Esquire. From my youth, 

especially since a moment under the shadow of the magnificent Roman Coliseum, I have 

aspired to the character of an historian. Now, God willing, and civilization as we know it 

enduring, through my work, I may speak to you who live long after me. I 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 transitive property of history you no 

doubt see my world through historical scholarship, but I 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 and fall of the later Roman Empire, I 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 

ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÆÏÒ ) ÁÍ ÇÏÎÅȣ ÁÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÄÕÓÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÆÁÌÌ Á×ÁÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

emptiness of expended time. If I have been successful, however, and you have read my 

work or even heard of it, I have left a tiny piece of myself in the future world. I survive in 

the image of myself that I cast in your mind. I am most gratified to be saved from the true 

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

ÌÉÖÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÌÁÂÏÒÅÄ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓÓÅÍÂÌÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÏÌÕÍÉÎÏÕÓ ×ÏÒË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÍÁÎ 

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 at tea.  



 

 

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 Roman world. 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 28th ÔÏ ÂÅ ÅØÁÃÔȢ ! &ÒÉÄÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ ÐÁÓÔ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÏȭÃÌÏÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

morning.  

 Sink me if I can even remember where I was last &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÁÔ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÏȭÃÌÏÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á #ÁÅÓÁÒȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÇÕÓÔ ÌÉÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÅÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÎÄ 

shadows as Constantine and Caligula. The list contains both good and bad, sometimes in 

surprisingly close order. 

 Our story, ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ $ÉÄÉÕÓ *ÕÌÉÁÎÕÓȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÓȟ ) 

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 force, and 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 pity. 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 himself, however. 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, resolved 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 oppressed, 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 the city, 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 was dead, dreading such a 

knock and assuming that they carried his death warrant, he received them with intrepid 

ÒÅÓÉÇÎÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÓÉÒÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÅØÅÃÕÔÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȢ )ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ 

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 benefit in 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 reluctantly 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 28th of March AD 193, only eighty-six days after the death of Commodus, a 

general sedition 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, disdaining either 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, separated 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 could 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 our 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 

Didiusȭ ÌÏÎÇÔÉÍÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÔÁÉÎÅÒȟ &ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓɊ 

 

      Didius 

 You cannot imagine how glad I 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 so difÆÉÃÕÌÔȢ )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÏÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÎÔÈ ÁÆÔÅÒ×ÁÒÄȢ 

Coaching about, and those beastly ships. 

 

      Clara  

 7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÔÒÉÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ×ÈÙ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÔÒÉÐÓȢ 

 

      Didius 

 Why do I go? Well, there is a very good reason I go. You tell her Fratulus. Go on, you 

explain it to her. 



 

 

      Fratulus 

 !ÎÔÉÏÃÈ ÉÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÍȟ $ÏÍÉÎÁȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ /ÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÒÎȢ 

 

      Clara 

 /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ $ÁÄÄÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ 

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

 

      Fratulus 

 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÍȟ $ÏÍÉÎÁȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÎÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÖÅÒÎÍÅÎÔȢ 

 

      Clara 

 7ÅÌÌ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȩ 

      Didius 

 (Laughing with FrÁÔÕÌÕÓɊ !ÌÍÏÓÔȢ  "ÕÔ ÎÏÔȣÐÒÅÃÉÓÅÌÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 

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

ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌÓ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÅÎ 

it came ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÉÎ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔÓȢ Ȱ"Å ÇÏÏÄ 2ÏÍÁÎÓȱȟ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÔÉÍÅ ÃÏÍÅÓȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÎÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 

Cost me a quarter-million sesterces to get them posted out there, I remember. 

 

      Quintus 

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

4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 



 

 

      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, I absolutely adore a monopoliÅÓȦ "ÕÔ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÙ you have to go. 

 

Didius 

"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÒÅ ÄÏÎÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÅÒÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 

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, I am Mother Juno herself, Quintus is a real general, 

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

 

     Fratulus 

At your service, Domina. I pledge my life to keeping the family accounts straight. 

 

     Clara 

Your letters back to us are priceless when you and Daddy are on the road. (She picks up a 

ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÃÒÏÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÎÅÁÒÂÙ ÔÁÂÌÅɊȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÒÏÍȣ×ÈÅÒÅȩ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȢ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȩ 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȢ 7ÈÁÔÅver for? 

 

     Fratulus 

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

 

     Didius 

 0ÌÁÃÅ ÉÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎÓȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÁÕÇÈ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ safe enough 

ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ 2ÏÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 

 

 

 

 

 

     Clara 



 

 

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

 

     Fratulus 

Yes, Domina. Thank you. Your father pays me by the pound for my classical locution. It is 

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

 

     Clara 

ɉ2ÅÁÄÓɊ Ȱ$ÉÄÉÕÓ *ÕÌÉÁÎÕÓ ÂÏÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÆÕÒÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁÓÏÎȭÓ ÉÎÃÌÅÍÅÎÃÙȟ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ 

ÍÁÎÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÔÒÏÏÐÓȢȱ (ÉÓ ÔÒÏÏÐÓȩ Ȱ3ÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÅÎÇÁÇÅÍÅÎÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÃÙÔÈÉÁÎ 

ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎÓ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÌÄÅÒÎÅÓÓȢȱ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȩ 7ÉÌÄÅÒÎÅÓÓȩ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÏÎÅ 

ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅÓÔ ÆÁÓÈÉÏÎ ÇÏÓÓÉÐ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÄÁÙÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÂÕÔ ȟ ×ÉÌÄÅÒÎÅÓÓȣȩ 3Ï 

really, Fratulus, tell us, how was 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, I might 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 

 #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 0ÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÅÖÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȣ 

 

      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 

ÐÁÓÓȟ ÆÏÒ ÓÁÆÅÔÙȭÓ ÓÁËÅȢ 

      Clara 

 Yes. 

      Fratulus 

 Actually the same as making him an officer of the state. 

      Clara 

 !Èȟ ÙÅÓȟ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȟ ÌÉËÅ ×ÉÔÈ ȰÔÒÏÏÐÓȱȢ 

      Fratulus 

 Well, technically, Domina, even old Petrolus and Sphonsiba the cook, being under 

the pass, all of us, ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓ ÔÏÏȢ )ȟ $ÏÍÉÎÁȟ ÁÍ ÐÒÁÅÆÅÃÔ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÈÏÒÔȟ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ 

paper. Sphonsiba is a centurion. 

      Clara 

 $ÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÍÅȢ 1ÕÉÎÔÕÓ ÉÓ Á ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ 

a soldier than you or the cook. So what did he do? 

      Fratulus 



 

 

 He? He who, Domina? 

      Clara 

 4ÈÅȟ ÔÈÅȣȢÃÏÎÖÉÃÔȟ ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢ 

       

 

      Fratulus 

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

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ȰÔÈÏÃËȢȱ 

      Clara 

 Thock? 

      Fratulus 

 Yes, thock, I think. 

      Clara 

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

      Fratulus 

 /Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȢ /Èȟ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙȟ $ÏÍÉÎÁȢ !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÇÕÅÓÔ ÉÄÅÁȢ 

      

Clara 

 You were the official witness for the senate and people of Rome when this fellow got 

ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÓË ×ÈÙȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÃÈÉÖÉÓÔȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ 

      Fratulus 

 ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓËȣÎÏȣÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȣÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȢ ! ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ 

try, they convict. So long as RÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÎÅÓÓÅÓȣÔÈÅÙ ÅÖÅÎ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎÅÒȟ ÂÉÇ ÈÁÉÒÙ 



 

 

ÆÅÌÌÏ×ȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÉÇ Ó×ÏÒÄȟ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÈÕÇÅȣÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ *ÕÌÉÁÎÕÓ ÁÓËÅÄȢ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȩ ɉ$ÉÄÉÕÓ ÉÓ ÆÁÒ 

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

      Clara 

 Daddy? 

 

      

 

      Didius 

 What? Hah? 

      Fratulus 

 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÁÓËÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÅÌÌÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÃÕÔÅÄ ÏÎÅȣ 

      Didius 

 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄȣȩ 

      Fratulus 

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

 

      Didius 

 (Å ÆÌÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȣ 

      Fratulus 

 .Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȣ    

Didius 

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

ÆÒÏÍ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÐÌÁÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ "ÅÓÔ ÔÏÇÁȣȢ 



 

 

      Fratulus 

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

wrong? 

 

      Didius 

 Got born badly, I suppose. 

      Clara 

 9ÅÓȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÇÅȩ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌ ÃÁÓÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÉÍȩ $ÉÄÎȭÔ 

they tell you? 

 

 

Didius 

 2ÏÍÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ×ÁÔÃÈȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔȩ 

       Clara 

 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÎȩ 

       Didius 

 It had nothing to do with reality. A nobody that no one will remember. And all those 

ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎÓ ÊÁÂÂÅÒÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȣ 

       Clara 

 )Î $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȩ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× Á ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÂÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ 

       Didius 

 7ÈÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ×Áger I would. By the way, where is your mother? 

       Clara 



 

 

 .ÏÔ ÎÏ×ȟ $ÁÄÄÙȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ËÎÏ× Á ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÁÓ Á ÔÒÁÖÅÌÅÒȣ$ÁÄÄÙȟ 

ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ 3ÃÙÔÈÉÁȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÆÔ ÒÏÁÄ ÁÓ ÆÁÒ ÁÓ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁ ÕÎÔÉÌ 

the storm drove you theÒÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÏÕÔÅÒ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁȢ 3ÃÙÔÈÉÁÎ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÁÎÓ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȦ 

       Didius 

 )ȭÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÕÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÉÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÏÕÒ 

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. 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÏÏÐÓ ÉÎ !ÎÔÉÏÃÈ ËÅÅÐ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ !ÓÓÙÒÉÁÎÓȣ 

        

 

 

Clara 

 ȣ!ÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎ "ÒÉÔÁÉÎ ËÅÅÐ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ #ÅÌÔÉÃ ÔÒÁÓÈȢ 9ÅÓȟ ) ËÎÏ× Daddy. But do you know 

what the man did? 

       Didius 

 (annoyed) Oh, there was a letter. I 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 on the 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 all equally false, and all equally useful to someone. 

      Clara 

What did it say? The letter. Do you know? 

 Didius 

ɉÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÆÆÏÒÔɊ !ÈȟȣÕÈÍȟ ÁÈȟ ÏÈȟ ÙÅÓȦ )Ô ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÖÅÒ 

of life to drink from his own wells. I do like that biÔȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 

      Fratulus 

Very poetic, Dominus. 

      Clara 

And they cut off his head for that? They are barbarians. 

      Didius 

9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȦ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȦ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ×ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÉÎ ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÅÁÃÈ 

other alone? Why do they hate themselves and each other so much? Bad for business. 

7ÈÏȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÏȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 3Ï ÍÕÃÈ ÓÅÌÆ-ÆÌÁÇÅÌÌÁÔÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÑÕÉÒÍÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 

ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ×ÁÒÄȢ )Æ ) ×ÅÒÅ Á ÇÏÄȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÕÌÅ $ÁÌÍÁÔÉÁ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ ) 

can tell you that. 

7ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÉÎÅ ÃÏÏÌÅÒȩ )Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÎÏ ÓÎÏ×ȩ 'ÏÄÓȦ 3ÃÙÔÈÉÁÎ ÂÁÎÄÉÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× 

this heat and no snow. Will it never end? 

      Clara 

.Ï×ȟ $ÁÄÄÙȣ 



 

 

      Didius 

#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÒÁÎÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÄÅÓÓÅÒÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÂȩ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÌÉËÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÔÈe way up. 

      Clara 

9ÅÓȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÔÕÂ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÌÄÅÒȢ 

      Didius 

)ȭÍ ÒÏÁÓÔÉÎÇȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȩ 

      Clara 

(ÅÁÖÅÎÓ $ÁÄÄÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ -ÁÒÃÈȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÉÎ 2ÏÍÅ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 

summer? 

Didius 

On the souls of my fathers, if I am still in the City one day after the first of June I would be 

just as pleased if you would cut my head off.  

      Clara 

Quintus and I are going to Naples. Will you come with us this year? 

      Faustina 

)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÇ ÔÏ #ÁÐÒÉ next week with Cilla and some others. 

      Clara 

I 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 supervise. 

       Faustina 

 3ÕÐÅÒÖÉÓÅȩ /È -ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ÏÌÄ ÆÁÓÈÉÏÎÅÄȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 

to do with you. 

       Clara 

 )ÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ 

       Faustina 

 )ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏÌÄ #ÉÌÌÁ )ȭÄ ÇÏȢ 

       Clara 

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

        

Faustina 

 Mother! 

       Clara 

 .ÏȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÎÏÔ ÇÏȢ 

       Faustina 

 'ÒÁÎÄÁÄÄÙȣȢ ɉÁÐÐÅÁÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ $ÉÄÉÕÓɊ 

       Clara 

 Tina, I said no. 



 

 

       

 

       Faustina 

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

       Didius 

 What? 

       Faustina 

 I 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? 

    

Clara 

 ) ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÒÁÎÄÙ 

ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÏÆ #ÉÌÌÁ 6ÁÌÅÒÉÁȭÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÆÁÓÔ ÃÒÏ×ÄȢ 

       Faustina 

 4ÏÏ ÙÏÕÎÇȩ )ȭÍ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȦ 

       Clara 



 

 

 ,ÏÌÌÉÁ ÈÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȢ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÎÏ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌȢ 

       

 

 

       Faustina 

 Grandaddy!? 

       Didius 

 What? 

       Clara 

 .ÏȢ &ÁÕÓÔÉÎÁȟ ) ÓÁÉÄ ./Ȧ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ ɉ&ÁÕÓÔÉÎÁ ÓÕÌËÓȢ %ÎÔÅÒ ,ÏÌÌÉÁ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ 

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

experienced.) 

 

       Lollia 

 Did I hear someone mention my name? 

       Clara 

 (Reservedly) No, dear. We were just talking about Faustina. 

       Lollia 

 Oh? 

       Faustina 

 -ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÔÏ #ÁÐÒÉ ×ÉÔÈ #ÉÌÌÁȢ 

       Lollia 



 

 

7ÈÁÔ Á ÓÈÁÍÅȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÙÏÕÒ 'ÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒ 

say? 

      Clara 

,ÏÌÌÉÁȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȣ ɉ,ÏÌÌÉÁ ÌÏÏËÓ ÉÎÎÏÃÅÎÔȟ ÓÍÉÌÅÓɊ 

      Lollia 

 (Settling in beside Didius, who rouses significantly at her presence) Well, I 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 

 I am so proud of you Didius. Such a hard trip. So long away from home. And all for 

us. You are such a master of things. 

       Didius 

 .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ !ÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÙ ÄÅÁÒȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȣ 



 

 

   

ɉ! ÍÅÓÓÅÎÇÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ &ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓȭ ÅÁÒɊ 

      Fratulus 

What? When? 

      Messenger 

Now, this very moment, sir. 

      Fratulus 

$ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȣȢȩ !ÈÅÍȟȣ $/-).53Ȧ 

      Didius 

What? 

       

 

 

      Fratulus 

The most remarkable news, Dominus. It seems that Pertinax has been deposed. 

      Quintus 

3Ï ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÅÍÁÒËÁble about that? It has been three months. Had it coming. You could have 

seen it a mile away. 

      Clara 

0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØ ÄÅÐÏÓÅÄȩ 9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍȩ 

      Fratulus 

9ÅÓ $ÏÍÉÎÁȟ )ȭÍ afraid so. The Praetorians, it appears. 

      Clara 



 

 

Stupid fools. 

    Fratulus 

"ÕÔ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÍÁÒËÁÂÌÅ ÐÁÒÔȣ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÁÅÔÏÒÉÁÎ ÃÁÍÐȣÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ 

in the process of auctioning off the throne. 

      Didius 

What? 

      Fratulus 

To the highest bidder. 

      Quintus 

,ÉËÅ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÒÅÍÁÒËÁÂÌÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȩ  

      Lollia 

Pertinax was an old goody two-shoes anyway. 

       

 

 

 

Clara 

'ÏÄÓȟ )ȭÄ ÈÏÐÅÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ #ÏÍÍÏÄÕÓȭ ÓÔÙÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ 4ÈÅ 0ÒÁÅÔÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÕÓ ÁÌÌ 

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 



 

 

9ÅÓȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ 'ÕÁÒÄȣÂÕÔ 

      Didius 

But what? 

      Fratulus 

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

ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÍȟ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ #ÏÍÍÏÄÕÓȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÂÕÔȣ 

       

Didius 

 Someone else? At the helm? 

       Fratulus 

 Yes, Dominus. 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅȣÍÏÒÅ ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÔÌÅȣÍÏÒÅȣÄÉÓÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÄȟ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓȢ 

       Clara 

 &ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓȣ 

       Didius 

 More distinguished? 

       Fratulus 

 -ÏÒÅ ÄÉÐÌÏÍÁÔÉÃȟ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓȣ 

        

 

Lollia 

 9ÅÓȦ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÍÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÒÏÎÇȣ 

       Clara 

 .Ï×ȟ &ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓȣ 



 

 

       Fratulus 

 ,ÅÖÅÌ ÈÅÁÄÅÄȣ 

       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 throne itself! 

 

Didius 

 Me? You mean me? 

       Fratulus 

 Of course, Dominus. 

       Lollia 

 Oh, Didius. Yes, yes, yes! 

       Faustina 

 9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ )ÍÐÅÒÉÁÌ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȩ ,ÏÌÌÉÁȦ 7ÅȭÄ ÌÏÏË ÓÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÐÕÒÐÌÅȦ 

        

 

 

 



 

 

       Fratulus 

 4ÈÅ ÍÅÓÓÅÎÇÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÉÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓȣ 

       Clara 

 "ÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØȭ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÌÁ×Ȣ 9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÉÍ ÁÌÉÖÅȩ 

       Fratulus 

 /ÎÌÙ ÆÉÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÄÒÁÃÈÍÁÓ ÐÅÒ ÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 'ÕÁÒÄȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙȣÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȟ 

allÏ×ÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓȣÔÉÍÅÓ Ô×ÅÌÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÏÒ ÔÁËÅȣÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȣȢ$ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á 

steal, and it would be at twice the price. 

       Lollia 

 Didius! Emperor! Think of it! 

       Didius 

 "ÕÔȣ 

       Lollia 

 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓ ÉÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÈÏÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÏ ÖÅÒÙ ÏÌÄȟ $ÉÄÕÍÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ )Ô 

should be yours. You should take it. 

Clara 

 $ÁÄÄÙȟ ÎÏȦ -Ù ÇÏÄȟ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȦ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØȟ 

and Commodus. 

       Lollia 

 "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ ) ÍÅÁÎ #ÏÍÍÏÄÕÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÙÒÁÎÔȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅȩ !ÎÄ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØ ×ÁÓ 

a prig. 

       Clara 

 "ÕÔ ×ÈÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ×ȩ 



 

 

        

 

 

 

       Fratulus 

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

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

       Didius 

 Ten? 

       Fratulus 

 Or even twenty. 

       Didius 

 Twenty percent? 

       Fratulus 

 9ÅÓȟ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÉÎËȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓȟ ×ÅÌÌȣ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÏÕnt that high. 

       Clara 

 .Ïȟ $ÁÄÄÙȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȦ 

       Lollia 

 /Èȟ #ÌÁÒÁȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ×ÅÔ ÂÌÁÎËÅÔȢ *ÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØȢ 

       Clara 

 )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØȢ )ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÌÉÖÅȢ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢ 

        

Lollia 



 

 

 But this is different. Didius is sÍÁÒÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ #ÏÍÍÏÄÕÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ 

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 

 $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ) ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÂÉÄȟ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÕÒÒÙȢ 7Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

want Sulpicianus to beat us out of the deal. Dominus? 

       Didius 

.Ïȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÏÌÄ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓ ÂÅÁÔ ÕÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÅÁÌȢ 

      Fratulus 

)ȭÌÌ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ litter. Dominus?     

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 physically 

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 

)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓȟ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅȭÓ 

ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓȢ 

      Didius 

I really should speak to him. 

      Fratulus 



 

 

$ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ÉÆ ) ÍÁÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÎÁÔÅ ÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌȢ $Ï ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢ 

      Didius 

) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÄÓ Á×ÁÙȢ )Æ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏ Á×Ë×ÁÒÄ ÉÆ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÔ 

ÌÅÁÓÔ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȢ ,ÏÏËȟ ÈÅȭÓ ×ÁÖÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ 

you can, eh? 

      Fratulus 

9ÅÓȟ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȢ !ÎÄ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȣ 

      Didius 

What? 

      Fratulus 

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

we get this done quickly if possible. 

      

 

 

 

      Didius 

Yes, yes, of course. Run along then. (Fratulus exits, Didius approaches Sulpicianus)  Hail, 

Sulpicianus! Hail old friend. And how are you? Well, I hope? 

      Sulpicianus 

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

      Didius 

Quite well, thank you. 



 

 

      Sulpicianus 

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

ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÎÄ #ÌÁÒÁ ÁÒÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 

      Didius 

Yes, pity. 

      Sulpicianus 

Beg pardon? 

     

Didius 

 !ÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȣ 

       Sulpicianus 

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

       Didius 

 7ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȣ) ÍÅÁÎ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÄÏ× ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȣÅÈȩ 

       Sulpicianus 

 .Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢ .ÏȢ ɉ0ÁÕÓÅɊ 3Ï ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȩ 

        

 

       Didius 

 Damned boats. 

       Sulpicianus 

 Problems? 

       Didius 



 

 

 $ÁÍÎÅÄ ÂÏÁÔÓ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÁÆÌÏÁÔȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅȢ ,ÏÓÔ Ô×Ï ÏÆȭȭÅÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÏÒÎ ÆÌÅÅÔȢ $ÕÅÃÅÄ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÍÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÉÎ 

tradÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ 

       Sulpicianus 

 Oh, yes. A sesterce or two. Never trusted too much to anything I had to carry on 

×ÁÔÅÒȢ 4ÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÖÁÒÉÁÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ ȣ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÐÉÒÁÔÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩ 

       Didius 

 $ÏÎȭÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈȩ $ÁÍÎÅÄ ÐÉÒÁÔÅÓ ÒÏÂÂÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÂÌÉÎÄȟ ÎÁÖÙ ÃÁÎȭt do a thing about it. 

Someone should do something about it, I tell you. I think I might speak out about it in the 

Senate house if it gets worse. 

      Sulpicianus 

 'ÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȦ $ÁÍÎÅÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅȣ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÎÁÔÅȣ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ 

ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ Á  ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅȣÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÎÁÔÅȢ  

       Didius 

 0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÎÅØÔ ÆÁÌÌȢ 

       Sulpicianus 

 Very good. Sound thinking. You, the senate, next fall. Very sound. (Re-enter 

Fratulus.)  

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

      Didius 

  %ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ ɉ&ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓ ÔÁËÅÓ $ÉÄÉÕÓ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ 

obviously in agitated conversation regarding the situation) 

 Excuse that, old ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ *ÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÉÎÏÒ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓȣ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÖÅÓȣ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÇÒÏÖÅÓ ÉÎ 

Picenum. 

       Sulpicianus 

 Rot. 

       Didius 

 Beg pardon? 

       Sulpicianus 

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

       Didius 

 Ah, no doubt. 

       Sulpicianus 

 9ÅÓȟ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÇÅÔÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÈÏÐȭÅÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 9ÅÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÁËÅ ÁÎ ÁØÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ 

ÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢ 3ÏȣÙÏÕÒ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ 2ÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ 

       Didius 

 Rome? In the Summer? You must be mad. 

       Sulpicianus 

 Oh, yes. The very idea. 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 



 

 

 #ÁÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 4ÉÂÅÒȢ !×ÆÕÌ ÓÔÉÎË ÉÎ 

the heat. 

        

 

 

 

       Sulpicianus 

 Like a corpse. 

       Didius 

 Exactly like a corpse. Exactly. 

       Sulpicianus 

   3ÏȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȟ $ÉÄÉÕÓȩ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ be home with 

that lovely young wife of yours. 

       Didius 

 ,ÏÖÅÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÙÅÓ ÓÈÅ ÉÓȢ ɉ0ÁÕÓÅɊ  7ÅÌÌȣ) ÃÁÍÅ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ Áȣ ×ÅÌÌȟ Á 

rumor. You know how those things are. 

       Sulpicianus 

 Yes, quite. Rumors. 

       Didius 

 !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ )ȭÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÒÕÍÏÒȣÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÁÅÔÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÏÎÅȢ *ÕÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÄÏ×Î 

to see what all the fuss was about. 

       Sulpicianus 



 

 

 .Ï ÆÕÓÓȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 4ÈÅ 'ÕÁÒÄ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔȣ×ÅÌÌȟ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÏÒ 

ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȢ "Å ÈÁÐpy to tell you all about it in the Senate 

ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅËȟ ÎÏ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÏÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ )ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ 

have had the servants handle these little details, but I was the father-in-law and 

ÁÌÌȣÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÃÈȟ Äaughter would like the head back and so forth, 

ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȣÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÅØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȩ ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÉÓ ÆÒÅÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á 

word or two with him. (Exits, passing Fratulus as he re-enters) 

 

 

       

 

       Didius 

 Well, where do we stand? 

       Fratulus 

 )Ô ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÂÉÄ ÙÅÔȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÏÄÄȟ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȣ 

"ÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÂÉÄ ÆÉÖÅ-thousand a man and Laetus has told the Guard that they should keep the 

bidding open for now.  

       Didius 

 Perhaps we can bring the force of 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! I come to offer you my civic services in the hour of calamity! The 

leadership of Rome has passed from an indisputable madman through the hands of an 

undoubted despot, whom you have so righteously removed, and now I 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 straight 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 

ÄÉÓÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÄȣÁÈȟȣȢÅÒȢȢÄÉÓÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÄ ÌÅÇÉÏÎÓ ×ÈÏÓÅ ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ 

have long been the very mortar in the sublime stone and the regal marble of the very 

ÃÁÐÉÔÏÌ ÉÔÓÅÌÆȣɉ&Òatulus re-enters, out of breath) 

       Fratulus 

 .Ï ÇÏÏÄȢ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÈÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÁËÅÎ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓȭ ÎÅØÔ ÂÉÄ ÏÆ υυππȢ $ÏÍÉÎÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ 

bidding could be ruinous if it gets out of hand. We must hurry and do something. 

       Didius 

 $ÁÍÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÉÒÅÓÏÍÅȟ !ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÅÌÌ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ υχυπȣÁÎÄ ÁÎ ÅØÔÒÁ ÈÁÌÆ-million 

ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÐÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ "Å ÑÕÉÃË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÈÅÒÅȢ 

(Again addressing those up on the wall) You men! Sons of Campagna and grandsons of 

Italia are no doubt as concerned as I 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 

ÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÉÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÐÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÌÏÏÄ as you, er, and I. We, 

you and I, 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 soft eyes, yes, these we can import. These you 

may have, must have. Certainly we at the center of the empire should take advantage of 



 

 

ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ×Å ÆÏÕÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÖÅÔÅÒÁÎÓ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ-in-law, 

General Fabonius Quintus about my ÒÅÃÅÎÔ ÃÁÍÐÁÉÇÎ ÉÎ 0ÁÎÎÏÎÉÁȣ ɉ&ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓ ÒÅ-enters) 

       Fratulus 

 Dominus, Laetus just laughed at the half-million. 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. 

I 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 

 4ÈÁÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȣÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÆÅÌÌÏ× ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 'ÒÅÅÎÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÃÅÓȩ 

       Fratulus 

 Yes, DomÉÎÕÓȢ 4ÈÅ 'ÕÁÒÄ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ 'ÒÅÅÎÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÍÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÕÌÐÉÃÉÁÎÕÓ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ 

trot him out. 

       Didius 

 Idiots. 

       Fratulus 

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

balanced. It would only take a moment.  

        

 

 

 

 



 

 

       Didius 

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

ÓÅÎÓÅȢ !ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÅÌÌ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ )ȭÌÌ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅÌÙȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÏÆÆÅÒȢ 

 

       Gibbon 

 Julian at once rose to the price of 6250 drachmas (upwards 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 the sale. 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 commanded to 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 with 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 conferred upon 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 



 

 

 (Enters with Fratulus, other partiers. They immediately encounter a headless 

corpse.) 

 Fratulus, who is that? 

       

 

 

      Fratulus 

 I 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 Imperial majesty! 

      Didius 

 (Seeing a rather frugal upper laid out as it had been for Pertinax)  And Fratulus, have 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÁÓÔÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎȣÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÎȢ #ÁÎ ×Å ÆÉÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎÍÅÎÔȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÐÁÒÔÙ 

ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢ 3ÅÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ 0ÙÌÁÄÅÓȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ rage. 

      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 lineage 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 addresses them) 

Well, hello. And how are you this fine evening.  Helvius Successus, father of Pertinax, excuse 

ÍÅȟ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÁØȣȢ) ÓÁÌÕÔÅ ÙÏÕȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÊÏÉÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȢ !ÎÄ 

the happy grandfather and his grandfather, and so forth and so on, back and back. And on 

ÁÎÄ ÏÎȩ 7ÈÏ ×ÉÌÌ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÉÃÅ ÃÁÓÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ÕÈÍȩ 7ÈÏȟ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÍÅȣÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ 

ÄÒÕÎËÅÎȣÂÕÔ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ )ÍÐÅÒÉÁÌȟ ÍÅȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ Á ÌÉÂÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÎÏ×ȩ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ËÉÌÌ 

ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÏÎÓȢ ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ȰÔÈÅÙȱ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÅÁÌȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ 

ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔȣÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȢ -ÁÙ ÌÅÁÖÅ 

Sulpicianus, old friend, business associate. You think they will think it weak of me?  

 I have my own cabinet, you know. At home. Perhaps I will have 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? 

)ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÃÁÒÅȩ )Ô ÍÁÔÔÅÒÓȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ 

(Listens) Yes, you. Up there in the corner, ÁÌÌ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÕÓÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ 

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? Nameless graves watched over by faceless gods. 

Nobodies. But you honored conscript fathers, you matter. I salute you. (Voices entering 

loudly) Ah, my guests. And now you must excuse me while I become, poof!, Emperor! 

Fratulus! 

      Fratulus 

 Yes, your majesty. 

      Didius 



 

 

 (ÁÖÅ ÏÕÒ ,ÁÒÅÓ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ &ÒÁÔÕÌÕÓȣ 

      Fratulus 

 Yes, your majesty? 

      Didius 

 Call a sculptor. Marble. Soon. 

 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      Gibbon 

 Here we see Didius in 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, I am Pylades.  

      Didius 

 Why are you here? 

      Pylades 

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

      Didius 

 9ÏÕ ÓÁÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÙÒÅȣ 

      Pylades 

 ȣÁÎÄ ÄÁÎÃÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÊÏËÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȢ 9ÅÓȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÁÊÅÓÔÙȢ 

      Didius 

 Tell me a joke. 

      Pylades 

 4ÈÒÅÅ 'ÒÅÅËÓ ×ÁÌË ÉÎÔÏ Á ÔÁÖÅÒÎȣ 

      Didius 

 /Èȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÁÎÃÉÅÎÔȢ  

      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 stringed instrument and absently plucks at it.) 



 

 

     

Didius 

 9ÏÕ ÐÌÁÙ ×ÅÌÌȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÕÓÉÃȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȩ )Ô ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÎÅÁÒ 

ÄÁ×ÎȢ -Ù ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙȢ !Ó %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȢ #ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȣ ÎÏȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ .Ï ÏÎÅ 

can. Only Pertinax, and Commodus and the others. The few others. Augustus, Tiberius. 

.ÅÒÏȣÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ×ÏÒËȢ .ÅÒÖÁȟ 4ÒÁÊÁÎȣ !ÕÒÅÌÉÕÓȟ ÂÌÅÓÓ ÈÉÍȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ 

to do it well, I suppose. How do you do it, Pylades? 

      Pylades 

 Majesty? 

      Didius 

 Stand in front of perfect strangers and sing and dance and so forth? 

      Pylades 

 I as trained up to it, Majesty. I have been an entertainer since I was a small boy. 

      Didius 

 You have a remarkable singing voice. Are you castrati? 

      Pylades 

 Yes, Majesty. 

      

 

 

      Didius 

 $ÉÄ ÉÔ ÈÕÒÔȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÓÓȣÔÈÅÍȩ 

      Pylades 



 

 

  (ÏÎÅÓÔÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌ ÅÖÅÎÔȟ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÌÏÓÔȣÔÈÅÍȢ ) 

suppose the only thing that I 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, I mean 

why would you want them? You may speak freely. I suppose I need to have someone honest 

to speak to. That is all I 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. You have your lares, your ancestors. At least 

their masks. Someone will keep your image when the time comes. But I have no one to do 

that. I will live and die with only a moment of public fame. And fame is nothing. 

      Didius 

 Fame? Nothing? Fame is everything. Leaving your name, a mark in the world. I 

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, 

ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ 

 

      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. I 

suppose most art is like that. 

      

 



 

 

 

      Didius 

 Perhaps that iÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÂÌÅÁËȣȩ   

      Pylades 

 Of course, your majesty.  I suppose everything we do leaves some mark, if it is 

public. Let us suppose you remember a song I sing. And remembering, a tear falls from your 

eye. The song, having caused a real tear, having a rÅÁÌ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȣ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÎÇ 

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, I 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 and scheme 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 majesty 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. I see little but pain. I am alone here.  

    

 

 

 

 

      Pylades 

 I 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 they drop to start the races in the 

hippodrome. It is only a matter of time before one or the other of them shows up. I 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. Pylades is 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. I supposed you might get around to that. 

       

Clara 

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

 

      Didius 

 Well, you see, I had to. 

      Clara 

 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÄÄÁÍÎÅÄ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ (!6% ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȦ 

       

 

 

 

 

       

 

      Didius 

 "ÕÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÄÄÁÍÎÅÄ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÄÉÄ ÉÔȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔ Ôo become the 

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 

 "ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÇÒÁÎÄÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȣ×ÈÙȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÓÈÏÃËȢ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á 

child and Laetus is a grubby little nobody with no class and no manners.  

      Didius 

 7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔÓ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÏÎÅ ÁÔ Á ÔÉÍÅȣ 

 9ÅÓȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÄÁughter, and I am the paterfamilias 

the last time I checked. (Glances toward Pylades who is present. Pylades nods in 

acknowledgement of the fact.) And as I said, I did it because the issue was in the balance 

and the only thing that would clinch it for us was to offer Laetus a place in the Imperial 

family. Sulpicianus has as much money, but he had no readily available girls. For which I 

ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ !Ó ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÃËȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÄÅ ÏÆ Á ÐÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ ÓÕÃÈ 

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

2ÏÍÅȢ )Æ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÃËÅÄ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÉÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ 

ÔÏ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ !Ó ÔÏ 4ÉÎÁȭÓ ÔÅÎÄÅÒ ÁÇÅȟ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÓÏÌ 

her regarding that, as ÉÆ 4ÉÎÁ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ #ÁÐÒÉȟ ÁÎÙ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȢ  

 !Ó ÔÏ ,ÁÅÔÕÓȭ ÌÉÎÅÁÇÅȟ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÍÁËÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÇÒÁÓÐÉÎÇ 

the main chance. (Looks to Pylades, who only gives him an arch look) The only difference in 

,ÁÅÔÕÓȭ Õndoubted grubbiness and our lofty redolence is the distance of a few generations 

ÈÅÒÅ ÏÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ -Ù ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÐÒÅÄÅÃÅÓÓÏÒ 0ÕÂÌÉÕÓ (ÅÌÖÉÕÓ 0ÅÒÔÉÎÅØȭ ÁÎÃÅÓÔÒÁÌ ÃÁÂÉÎÅÔ ÈÅÌÄ 



 

 

exactly one real wax mask, his only recently manumated father, Helvius Successus.   Time is 

Á ÃÈÅÁÐ ÃÏÍÍÏÄÉÔÙȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÁËÅÓȣ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÏ ÁÃÑÕÉÒÅ ÉÔȢ )Ô ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÎÅȢ 

0ÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ 

make themselves matter. 

     Clara 

"ÕÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÐÐÉÎÅÓÓ ÍÅÁÎ ÁÎÙÔhing to you? 

     Didius 

Happiness and sadness are of piece. 

     Clara 

) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȢ 

     Didius 

Yes. I know. 

     Clara 

Well, as far as I am concerned. You are no longer my father. When you gave way your 

granddaughter, you gave away your daughter as well. 

     Didius 

/Èȟ ) ÄÏÕÂÔ ,ÁÅÔÕÓ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÔÈȣ 

     Clara 

'ÏÄÓȦ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÖÅȢ )ȭÍ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇȦ 

 

     Didius 

That would probably be best. (Clara exits) Go. Never know me again. Get far away. 

Disappear. 



 

 

I have traded my family and now I 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 I suppose to be there yet. We have no 

reports from where ever they are on the way.  

     Didius 

7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌy even started this way, though do we? Neger, Alba? 

     Pylades 

7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÉÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ 

     Didius 

Anything more about Cousin Severus? 

     Fratulus 



 

 

Not since the messenger confirmed that he is indeed on the way. Our people have been 

gone for  12 days. It would take them that long on horseback to get anywhere near Severus. 

7Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÙ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ "ÒÅÎÎÅÒ 0ÁÓÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ρπ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔȟ ÊÕÓÔ 

getting there. 

      

Pylades 

4ÅÎ ÄÁÙÓȩ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÎÁÉÌÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅ ÄÒÙ ÉÎ ÔÅÎ ÄÁÙÓȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏË Á ÍÅÓÓȣ 

     Fratulus 

!ÓÓÕÍÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÙÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍÙȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÅÅËÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÍÁÓÓ ÈÅȭÓ 

ÂÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÒÁÖÅÌ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÁÓ ÆÁÓÔ ÁÓ Á ÓÏÌÉÔÁÒÙȣÁÇÅÎÔȣÏÎ ÈÏÒÓÅÂÁÃËȢ 

     Pylades 

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

×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÃÏÄ-ÐÉÅÃÅ ÂÕÔÔÏÎÅÄȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÄÓ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ 

     Didius 

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

     Fratulus 

Difficult to say. I 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 Severus himself before 

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

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

     Didius 

(Å ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÕÓȩ (Ï× ÓÁÄȢ 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(In the camp of Septimus 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 ÒÅÁÌ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒȟ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ 

ÔÈÁÔȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ Á ÂÒÁÖÅ ÍÁÎ ÓÅÔ ÕÐÏÎ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÃË ÏÆ ÓÎÉÖÅÌÉÎÇ ÃÕÒÓ 

that call themselves the Praetorian Guard.  You cannot let them sully the name of Roman 

ÌÅÇÉÏÎÁÒÙ ÕÎÐÕÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÍÅ )ȭÍ Çoing to have a long talk with Laertus and 

ÈÉÓ ÂÕÄÄÉÅÓȣ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÅÎÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÔÕÃË ÁÓ ÁÎ ÏÒÎÁÍÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙȣ Á 



 

 

long talk with them and a short talk with Cousin Didius. Very short. His melon goes up over 

the front gate. 

But Didius JulÉÁÎÕÓȩȦ (ÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÕÐ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅȩ 3ÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÁÒÉÎÇȩ  7ÅȭÒÅ 

ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ (ÅÒÁȭÓ ÂÕÍ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÏÁÔÓ ÓÌÉÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȟ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË 

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 puff-ball and a worm 

ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁØÉÍÕÍ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȩ )Æ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÒ 

the other of the frontiers to collapse? Do they all think this empire holds 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 surely blunder off a cliff.  

$ÉÄÉÕÓȩ $ÉÄÉÕÓȦȩ .Ïȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÍÏÕÎÔ Á ÄÅÆÅÎÓÅȢ (Å ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ×ȟ 

and if I 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 slack -bellied, sprung-butted, and generally 

sodden to be any problem to us.  First thing I 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, Didius is a dead man. BÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÅÌÌÏ×ȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÁÓÓÁÓÓÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÄ 

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 will 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 for each of you real soldiers. I accept your 

nomination as Emperor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene ( Didius, dressed in a purple-trimmed toga sits in a comfortable chair, with Fratulus, 

Sulpicianus, and Pylades in attendence. Fratulus and Sulpicianus are 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 

ÐÁÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙȢ ɉ'ÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎɊ9ÏÕÒ -ÁÊÅÓÔÙȣ 

     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. I know, I was one.   

 

     Didius 

 (Ï× ÕÎÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÕÃÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ 

with me? 

     Fratulus 

 !ÈÅÍȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅȣ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȢ 

     Didius 

 Well, yes of course. I know that. See the trim on my suit. 

     Pylades 

 You really should drape it a touch more 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 I show more ankle? 

     Sulpicianus 

 Your Majesty. The bread? 

     Didius 

 Yes, you keep mentioning that. Why? 

     Sulpicianus 

 4ÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÙÏÕÒ -ÁÊÅÓÔÙȣ 

     Didius 

 (Irritated)Yes, and you keep mentioning them. Again, why? (Fratulus and 

Sulpicianus hold their tongues) 



 

 

     Pylades 

 9ÏÕȭÒÅ supposed 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 poor, or all dead, there will be no one to buy 

Julian bread and you will have no profits coming in. 

     Didius 

!Èȟ ×ÅÌÌȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÏȩ "ÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌÌÙ ×ÅÌÌȢ 

     Sulpicianus 

When your majesty closed all the bakeries except those 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 competition. 

     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 

×ÁÙȣ ÉÓ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÐÒÏÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÉÓȣ ÔÈÉÓȣ ÉÓ ÌÉËÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ Á ÂÁÎÑÕÅÔ 



 

 

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 

 9ÅÓȟ -ÁÊÅÓÔÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙȣ  

 

     Sulpicianus 

 )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÅÃÏÎÏÍÉÃÓȱȢ 

     Fratulus 

 Its called self-interest. 

     Pylades 

 Its also called simple pity. 

     Didius 

 7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÔÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ )ȭÍ 

much too busy, ruling. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SCENE: (The throne 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 gossamer to a 

charging bull. 

 We could still try to associate Severus to the empire. I 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 

I take your point. I 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 warlike ÔÒÁÐÐÉÎÇÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ 0ÁÎÎÏÎÉÁÎ ×ÈÉÒÌ×ÉÎÄȣ ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÏÕÇÈÔȢ   

(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 to 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? The Praetorians are still slithering out of the baths and the theater. 

-ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÒÍÏÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÅÌÅÐÈÁÎÔÓ ÁÌÌ ÒÁÎ Á×ÁÙȢ !ÎÄ 



 

 

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, I fear for 

our position. I am making other prayers to other gods. 

     Pylades 

Then, Majesty, I beg to take my leave. 

     Didius 

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÅȩ 'ÏÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȩ  

     Pylades 

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

     Didius 

!Èȟ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ ɉ0ÙÌÁÄÅÓ ÉÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÔɊ 4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÁÃÔȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȢ ) ËÎÅ× ÉÔ 

would. 

     Pylades 

They are coming Majesty. 

     Didius 

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

     Pylades 

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÔÈÅÎȩ 

     

 

     Didius 

.ÏȢ )ȣ ÁÍ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒ ÏÆ 2ÏÍÅȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÍÅ ÆÏÒ 

me. (Sits down, one last time, on the throne) That will be soon enough. 



 

 

 

     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 Pertinax, to 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 greatest 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 sentence 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, with an 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! I trust youÒȣÔÒÁÎÓÉÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÕÎÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅȩ 

      Pylades 



 

 

.ÏȢ /ÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÕÔÓ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆȟ ÅÖÅÒÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÉÓ ÆÁÉÒÌÙ ÔÁÍÅ ÂÙ ÃÏÍÐÁÒÉÓÏÎȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ 

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

where I 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 I may be allowed the phrase. Not an hour after you left there 

was a great clanging and clacking and some oÆ 3ÅÖÅÒÕÓȭ ÆÅÌÌÏ×Ó ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÒÇÉÎÇ ÉÎȢ ) ×ÁÓ 

actually a bit offended that Septimus chose not to come for me himself, but I suppose he 

×ÁÓ ÂÕÓÙ ÌÏÏÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÁÓÕÒÙȢ !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ Á ȰÓÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȱ ÔÈÅÙ 

×ÈÉÒÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÏÆÆ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÓȣ) ÓÁ× ÙÏÕ Ôhere, peaceful, and swick, swack my head was 

rolling along the tiles under the cabinet. 

       

      Gibbon 

 (At his desk in his study)Excuse me.  

      Didius 

 Yes? 

      Gibbon 



 

 

 ) ÍÕÓÔ ÁÓËȣ 

      Didius 

 Yes? 

      Gibbon 

 ) ÍÕÓÔ ÁÓËȟ ×ÈÙȣ 

      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, I say why one who could buy the throne, but who would also have been smart and 

ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÈÅ ÃÏ× ÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂÂÁÇÅȟ ×ÅÌÌȣ 

      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 he had, including his family, his gravitas, and eventually his head, to sit upon 

it for so short a season. 

      Didius 

As I prayed to my Lares and Penates, to the gods of the past, I could almost see a setting, in 

the future, perhaps in your time, where all the 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, I 

would be alive in the mind of that person. Someday, maybe a thousand years or more, there 

may be a large Forum of people all together and I will live if only someone says to them the 

name, Didius Julianus.  

 And moreover , if I wish, I can give eternal life to my friend by simply saying to them 

Ȱ) ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÉÎÇÅÒ 0ÙÌÁÄÅÓȱȢ )Î ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ÓÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ 

whether it has the slightest hint of the way he really sang, which was beautifully I might 

ÁÄÄȣ) ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ sing and he will live on.  

 )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÆ ) ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ) ×ÁÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÅÍÐÅÒÏÒ ÏÒ Á ÂÁÄ ÏÎÅȢ /Ò ÔÈÁÔ ) ÒÅÉÇÎÅÄ Á 

day or a century. I was a Caesar. I have the bust. You will all remember Didius Julianus. And 

I will live forever. 

       Pylades 

 Thank you, -ÁÊÅÓÔÙȢ 4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ ) ÆÅÅÌȣÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢ 

 

 
4(% 0,!972)'(4 30%!+3ȣ  

Firstly, be it known that this is a significantly mashed-up play. I have been walking the edge 

between folks like Jaron Lanier on one hand, who want strict accounting ( and accountancy) for 

authorsô rights, and Lawrence Lessig who want people to be able to use any prior work in any 

prior way to suit their new artistic fancies. I 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. 

I used Gibbon because Gibbon fit, exactly the role I needed. Scene setter, as well as stand in for 

the audience who may be wondering what personal motivations led to these events happening. 

The obvious joke is that Gibbonôs lines are essentially just quoting him from the ñDeclineò. He 

was a great raconteur and you would probably have wanted to sit down with him over a bottle of 

claret.  



 

 

The true story, as told by him, 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 playôs first draft, with the basic concepts, was written some years ago. Originally 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, let me extend the plagiarism admission; I didnôt actually write ANY of it. This 

person Publius, approached me, in 2015 or earlier, where Iôll not say, with a tightly rolled paper 

manuscript. It sat for some time at my place and my confidence in memory of particulars now 

degrades. But be it known, I didnôt write any story about anyone in high office. Nope, uhuh, not 

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

BIO: I retired last year after 40 years in general practice medicine. I 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, I am taking Spanish at the local JC.  Otherwise 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 plain-old-cotton-shorts 
variety rather than the Spandex and razor shades.  
  Philosophically, I 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, possibly with 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 presents itself, 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 I 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 ïrealistic dialogue reveals 

the inextricable connections we have with our food and our 

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

pancakes to melting ice cream. The tone is perfect; itôs wistful 

and bittersweet, striking a balance of humor without becoming 

arch and delivering sentiment without sentimentality.  

 

This is a story abou t relationships. Itôs about aging and 

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 

every word takes on a new mean ing.  

 

Love this ï  

 

      SON: 

So howôs everything going at the home, Dad? 

 

      FATHER: 

  (Looking up from his menu)  

Huh? 

 

      SON: 



 

 

The é home. 

  (Softer, almost in a whisper)  

The rest home, you know.  

  (Normal voice)  

Uh é Birchwood. How is it?  

 

      FATHER: 

Oh, itôs fine, just fine. Yeah. 

  (Goes back to his menu)  

 

And my favorite  ï  

 

      FATHER: 

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

deviled eggs sheôd bring, and they were gone in no time. Curtis 

from the donut shop ate ab out six himself, and then once his 

boys showed up é you could forget about it. His oldest boy, the 

good looking one, has cancer.  

 

 
 

THREE SIDES 

 

Characters :  

Father:  Male, early 70ôs 

Son:   Male, early 40ôs 

Waitress:  Female  

 

Setting :  

Curtain rises on a booth in a restaurant. FATHER and SON sit 

across from each other, staring at their menus.  

 

    SON: 

I think youôre going to like this place, Dad. 

 

    FATHER: 

 



 

 

Yeah? 

 

      SON: 

Supposed to have real good barbeque ï got four - and - a- half stars.  

 

      FATHER:  

I like Hankôs. 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 Hankôs gives you three 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 ï this is my treat.  

 

      FATHER: 

No, no, twoôs good. Thatôs fine. 

 

(Thereôs a pause as FATHER and SON return to their menus.)  

 

      SON: 

So howôs everything going at the home, Dad? 

      FATHER: 

  (Looking up from his menu)  

Huh? 

 

      SON: 

The é home. 

  (Softer, almost in a whisper)  

The rest home, you know.  

  (Normal voice)  

Uh é Birchwood. How is it?  

 

      FATHER: 

Oh, itôs fine, just fine. Yeah. 

  (Goes back to his menu)  

 

      SON: 

You making any friends out there yet?  

 



 

 

      FATHER: 

Huh? Oh, uh -huh. Yeah, itôs fine. 

 

(Thereôs a pause as SON watches FATHER study his menu.) 

 

      SON: 

You know, Maggie and the kids canôt wait to visit you ï as soon 

as the kids get back from sleepaway camp. Maggie drove them down 

today.  

 

      FATHER: 

  (Smiling)  

Ah, sleepaway camp. I remember those days. Remember how afraid 

you were at sleepawa y camp?  

 

      SON: 

No é I donôt know. 

 

      FATHER: 

That one time ï ha, the only time ï you swore you kept hearing a 

rustling under your bed, thought it was a possum. Couldnôt 

sleep. Wouldnôt turn off the light. Finally, the camp counselor 

called, middl e of the night, your mother and I 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 Leftyôs Diner on the way home. You were starving. 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 Leftyôs Diner give you? 

 

      SON: 

A couple, I donôt know. 

 

      FATHER: 

Sausage, biscuit, a fried egg ï three I think.  

 



 

 

      SON: 

Could be.  

 

      FATHER: 

Yeah é 

  (Returning to his menu)  

like Hankôs. 

 

      SON: 

Dad, weôll go to Hankôs if you want. I donôt care. Just thought 

weôd try something different for a change. 

 

      FATHER: 

Why no, this place is fine. Not going to get up now that weôve 

already sat down, gotten our menus and waters.  

 

  (FATHER takes a sip of his water.)  

 

      SON: 

Dad, itôs no problem.  

 

(FATHER just waves his hand and returns to his menu. SON looks 

at his menu, then back up at FATHER.)  

 

      SON: 

You eating alright? Howôs the food? 

 

      FATHER: 

  (Looking up from his menu)  

Food?  

 

      SON: 

At Birchwood.  

 

      FATHER: 

Itôs not bad. They serve a nice Salisbury steak on Thursdays. 

Havenôt had that in years. Your mother used to make that on 

Sundays. So thatôs a little different, to have it on Thursday. 

But itôs fine. They give you plenty. Really fill up your plate. 

  (Back to the menu)  

Oh, fried okra. I might get that for one of my sides.  

  (Pa use)  

One of my two  sides.  

 

      SON: 

Iôll buy you three sides, Dad ï honest.  

 



 

 

      FATHER: 

No, no, twoôs enough. 

 

  (Pause)  

 

      SON: 

So are you keeping busy?  

 

      FATHER: 

I canôt hear you, Son. 

 

      SON: 

  (Louder, with emphasis)  

Busy. Is there plenty for you to do?  

 

      FATHER: 

Oh yes. I get a paper every morning, right outside my door. USA 

Today . You know, I subscribed to that when it first came out ï 

how many years ago? It was, what, fifty cents then. Now é two 

dollars maybe. Of course , I donôt have to pay for it, the 

paperôs just there right outside my door when I get up in the 

morning. I take it to the courtyard to read. Thereôs some old 

man out there, a real mover and shaker, always asking for the 

Business Section. I give it to him w hen Iôm done, what the heck.  

 

      SON: 

You meet anyone else?  

 

      FATHER: 

Hmm?  

 

      SON: 

Besides the old man?  

 

      FATHER: 

I see people. A lot of them are in bad shape though, poor folks, 

donôt really do much, just sit there, looking at the TV. One guy 

just croaked. I take my walks ï 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)  

So whereôs Maggie and the kids? 

 

      SON: 

Sleepaway camp. I told you. She was dropping them off.  

 

      FATHER: 



 

 

Oh, thatôs right, thatôs right. 

  (Laughing)  

Gosh, did you hate sleepaway camp, couldnôt stand to sleep away 

from home. Suppose that says somet hing about how your mother and 

I raised you.  

  (Contemplating)  

Donôt know if thatôs 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, I donôt care. Iôm sure itôs all good.  

  (To WAITRESS)  

Young lady, how many sides come with your dinner platters?  

 

      WAITRESS: 

You get two sides ï  

  (Leaning in, pointing at FATHERôs menu) 

Any two from this list here.  

      FATHER: 

Just two?  

 

      SON: 

Dad é  

 

      WAITRESS: 

Yes sir.  

 

      FATHER: 

You know Hankôs 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)  

Iôll be back to check on you. 

 



 

 

      SON: 

Thanks.  

  (To FATHER)  

Dad, why donôt we just go to Hankôs. 

 

      FATHER: 

Gosh no. What? No, weôre here already. This place seems fine. 

They have stewed apples. Your mother used to make stewed apples. 

In the summer, sheôd serve a spoonful over a scoop of vanilla 

ice cream, the heat of those stewed apples melted right through. 

You had to eat it quick, or else youôd be left with a bowl of 

mush. Ice cream soup, you called it.  

 

      SON: 

So thatôs it? 

   

      FATHER: 

Whatôs that? 

       

SON: 

Your sides ï fried okra and stewed apples.  

 

 

      FATHER: 

Oh, I donôt know. I havenôt decided yet. Itôs a long list.  

 

      SON: 

Do you want a third side?  

 

      FATHER: 

  (Puzzled)  

A third side? But you only get two sides ï the waitress just 

said. Didnôt you hear her?  

 

      SON: 

We can go to Hankôs. Is that what you want? Hankôs?  

  (Putting his menu down)  

Letôs go to Hankôs. We got time. When do you have to be back? 

 

      FATHER: 

Be back where?  

    

      SON: 

At the home. Birchwood.  

 

      FATHER: 

They donôt care. Iôm not as bad off as the others. I can pretty 



 

 

much come and go as I please.  

 

      SON: 

  (Hesitant)  

Iôm not sure thatôs true. 

 

      FATHER: 

We canôt leave before Maggie and the kids get here.  

 

      SON: 

Theyôre not coming ï sleepaway camp.  

 

      FATHER: 

Yes, thatôs right. You told me. 

  (Frustrated)  

I canôt keep it all straight sometimes. 

(Back to his menu)  

Look at these sides. Macaroni and cheese. Potato salad. Lima 

beans. Deviled eggs. Remember your motherôs deviled eggs?  

 

 

      SON: 

Uh- huh.  

 

      FATHER: 

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

deviled eggs sheôd bring, and they were gone in no time. Curtis 

from the donut shop ate about six himself, and then once his 

boys showed up é you could forget about it. His oldest boy, the 

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 isnôt Hankôs.  

 

      SON: 

Dad, you can have as many sides as you want. I told you, itôs my 

treat. I havenôt seen you in a while, since, well é we moved you 



 

 

in. Itôs just been kinda crazy with us lately.  

 

      FATHER:  

I understand. Donôt worry about it. Howôs work? 

 

      SON: 

Itôs fine. Same old. 

 

      FATHER: 

These government cuts arenôt going to affect you, are they? Iôve 

been reading about them.  

 

      SON: 

No, itôll be okay. 

 

      FATHER: 

If you need any money ï you know, for the kids, school supplies, 

hot meals on the table.  

 

      

      SON: 

Weôre fine, Dad. Thanks. 

 

      FATHER: 

Where is Maggie anyway?  

 

      SON: 

She left me, Dad.  

 

      FATHER: 

Huh? Oh é sleepaway camp with the kids. I remember. 

 

      SON: 

No. I mean, yes, she took the kids to sleepaway camp. But sheôs 

not coming back home.  

 

      FATHER: 

Oh.  

  (Looking down)  

Oh. Well é these things é people sometimes é you never know what 

might é 

 

      SON: 

Dad, thatôs okay. Iôm fine. Weôre all fine. Weôre trying to work 

through this.  

 

      FATHER: 



 

 

I see. Well, if you ever need any ï  

 

      SON: 

Thanks, Dad.  

 

      FATHER: 

You know, for hot meals on the table.  

 

  (Pause)  

 

      SON: 

  (Running a hand over his face, sighs)  

So what do you say, Hankôs? 

 

      FATHER: 

What? 

 

      SON: 

Letôs just go to Hankôs. 

       

FATHER: 

But weôre already here. We already sat down. We got our menus 

and waters. We canôt just leave. 

 

      SON: 

Sure we can. Letôs go where we can get three sides with our 

dinner platters. I donôt know what I was thinking bringing us 

here.  

 

      FATHER: 

Itôs nice enough, this place, but if you figure ï  

 

      SON: 

Yeah, letôs go. 

 

      FATHER: 

Where?  

 

      SON: 

Hankôs. Iôd rather go to Hankôs. 

 

      FATHER: 

Hankôs? Okay then, if you say so.    

 

      SON: 

  (Faint smile)  

I say so, Dad.  



 

 

 

(FATHER and SON get up from the booth and walk out of the 

restaurant, SON with his arm on FATHERôs shoulder.)   

 

 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: I get a lot of ideas for my writing from 

conversations I have (so be careful what you say around me!). 

ñThree Sidesò started that way when, while on a trip to North 

Carolina with my dad, I took him to a new barbeque restaurant 

that I thought heôd like. But he was dead set on going to the 

same barbeque restaurant we always went to, mainly because you 

got three sides with your meal there (whereas you only got two 

sides at the other place). Rather than argue with him about it, 

I wrote this play (adding in a si de of drama). Among my literary 

influences, especially when it comes to playwriting, is Sam 

Shepard, and what I really admire is how, in his plays, he was 

able to portray such a wide arc of emotions through his 

dialogue.   
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Chuck Riser has had some recent success as an author. His debut novel, Please Don't Break My 

Fall, hit #4 on the NY Times best seller list, four years ago. His sophomore follow up, Just 

Kidding, Please Catch Me, peaked 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 friend and 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 Picassos tackles what it means to be an artist, why we create, and how it can help 

shape and mold our lives.  
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Act One,  Scene One 
 

 

Time:  Saturday, 9:47 am. 

 

Setting: Chuck and Delilah's living room of their New York City apartment. 

 

At Rise: The room is empty.  Delilah enters in 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 on the couch, thinking and staring out  

  into the abyss.  A long Pause.  Chuck enters, 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.  Long Pause. 

  

DELILAH:  

What? 

 

CHUCK: 

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

 

DELILAH:  

I have to go?  (Chuck nods his head.)  Go where? 

 

CHUCK: 

Anywhere, it doesn't matter!  I just need like - a little time to myself to write...  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: 

I can, I 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 I put 

into this place?  Do you?   

 

CHUCK: 

I do, but I 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 little space. 

 

Delilah starts to gather a few things, frustrated. 

 

CHUCK: 

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

 

Pause.  

 

DELILAH:  

You write all the time with me here, I just don't understand? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yes, but I don't write anything good!  I want to write something good, and I haven't felt proud of 

anything I've written in like a year... I've always written the best stuff when I'm alone, I don't 

know why. 

 

DELILAH:  

Fine.  

 

Pause.  Delilah stares and Chuck and 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... I should have asked in a nicer way, you're right, that was wrong of me, and I 

apologize. 

 

Pause.   



 

 

 

DELILAH:  

It's fine...  

 

CHUCK: 

Hey, I love you! 

 

DELILAH:  

I 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 go to 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 I 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!  I know I'm not that famous, but I do get approached a lot... Okay, maybe like 

50% of the time, but still... I don't want to take those odds, I have to meet Lon at noon and need 

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 I 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: 

I can't help that your friends are not cultured. 

 

DELILAH:  



 

 

Whoa!  What the hell does that mean? 

 

 

CHUCK: 

I'm just saying... And I know I'm not that famous outside of New York and a very small, yet 

dedicated international fanbase... Plus a decent fanbase back home I 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 place to live if you want to go out in public in private as a 

celebrity. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

CHUCK: 

Burn. 

 

DELILAH:  

Charles, the last time I remember someone recognizing you was like six months ago on that boat 

in Lima. 

 

CHUCK: 

Ohhh yeah, that was fun... I guess people think I'm more approachable alone, I'm not sure... 

(Pause)  I also get approached a lot around lunch time for some reason. 

 

DELILAH:  

Around lunch time? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah. 

 

DELILAH:  

That is so specific. 

 

CHUCK: 

I guess that's when most people are out and about? ... I 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 I 

warned you before we got married... I warned you that 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 you will fizzle out. 

 

DELILAH:  



 

 

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

 

 

CHUCK: 

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

 

DELILAH:  

Are you 100% happy and content with me? 

 

CHUCK: 

Of course!  I'm the happiest and most content I've been in my whole life, and it's because of you! 

... But overall, in general, I am not 100% happy and content, and I don't think I ever will be... I 

hope I reach nirvana when I die, but I don't want to before then... Cuz then what?  You peaked... 

I 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 I were ever truly happy and content, I wouldn't 

have anything left to write, the passion 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 I think of happiness as more long term, deeper... And content is more 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... I am content with this cup of coffee right now, for example... But does it bring me 

happiness?  I guess so... I 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, I don't think all artists have to struggle, as you say... I 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 art, happy 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 discriminating, and that's not very art-like... 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'm just saying you're wrong. :) 

 

CHUCK: 

Ah... Agree to disagree... 

 

DELILAH:  

Agreed... That I 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 sees it, but it's 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, I really need to get some writing done before I meet Lon. 

 

DELILAH:  

Oohh-ho-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 too a debate, and I won! :) You trew in dat towel so fast, I wooon!  2-0, Delilah! 

 

CHUCK: 

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

 

DELILAH:  

Well, can we hang out later?  

 

CHUCK: 

Of course!  

 

DELILAH:  

Okay... And what about Bernard? 

 

CHUCK: 

What about him? 

 

DELILAH:  

He'll miss me!  

 



 

 

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 items, her keys last. 

 

DELILAH:  

What do you think Bernard is doing right now? 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 dreams about? 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't know, D... You, me, food...  Going outside, going to the park... Bones, walks, I don't 

know, D, dog stuff...  Other dogs' butts, dog treats? ... Well - I guess dog treats would fall under 

food...  I don't know, but I would like to work on 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 I masturbate right now?  I'm trying to get some writing done, I've been 

pretty clear about that this whole time. 

 

DELILAH:  

Where are you meeting Lon? 

 

CHUCK: 

Cafe at the Plaza. 

 

DELILAH:  

Can I come?   

 

CHUCK: 

No.  Sorry. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

CHUCK: 

I don't know, D... Probably in a few months... I'm gonna try to extend the deadline again, I'm not 

happy with what I 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. 

 

DELILAH: 

Charles... 

 

Charles looks at Delilah. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah, I know.  Always. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

Chuck nods. 

 

DELILAH:  



 

 

Okay? 

 

 

CHUCK: 

I said okay! 

 

DELILAH:  

You nodded... 

 

CHUCK: 

Okay!  (Kisses Delilah on the cheek.)  Sorry, I just have a lot on my mind right now and I wanna 

work on some writing. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

CHUCK: 

I know. 

 

DELILAH:  

We all get in funks, it's okay. (Kisses Chuck.)  Everything will be alright love, I promise. 

 

Delilah walks to the door and stops just before exiting. 

 

DELILAH:  

I'm gonna go 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.  I love you. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

CHUCK: 

Of course... Thank you for understanding, I love you so much. 

 

DELILAH:  

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

 

Chuck chuckles.  

 

CHUCK: 

You know I don't hate you... 

 

DELILAH:  



 

 

I know... But you hate me more than writing... Five years together, and writing gets to stay, I 

have to go... I see how it is, I understand the situation. 

 

CHUCK: 

D, c'mon, you know you will always be my number one!  Over everything else in the world, you 

know that. 

 

DELILAH:  

I know...  

 

Delilah kisses her fingers and waves goodbye. 

 

DELILAH:  

See you soon, get some good writing done. 

 

CHUCK: 

See you soon, I love you!  

 

Chuck kisses his fingers and waves goodbye.  Delilah waves and exits.  Chuck sighs, rubs his 

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:  Three hours 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, balding, a beard, glasses, dressed in a suit coat  

  and corduroy pants.  He continues reading for a moment then chuckles.  Waiter  

  enters with a pot of coffee.   

 

WAITER: 

More coffee, sir? 

 

LON: 

... I'm sorry? 

 

WAITER: 

More coffee? 

 

LON: 

Oh! ... Yes, please!  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! 

 

Waiter smiles, salutes, nods, then exits.  Lon smiles, a bit confused at the Waiter's behavior.   

He continues to read for another moment before Chuck enters. 

 

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 still reading. 



 

 

 

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 it quickly, 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, I said I'm sorry! ... We're just gonna sit here in silence?  Delilah made me 

late, I 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, I texted you! 

 

LON: 

I don't mind waiting, as long as you don't, Chuck... Treat others the way you want to be treated. 

 

Lon continues reading.  Long Pause.  The Waiter enters. 

 



 

 

WAITER: 

(To Chuck): Heyyy, welcome to Cafe at the Plaza!  My name is Zach, and I'll be your server 

today!  Can I start you off with something 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 I said... 

 

WAITER: 

Sure, you got it, no problem!  Be right back with those, sirs. (To Lon):  Are you still good sir, can 

I 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, then exits.  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 Waiter enters with a coffee for Chuck. 

 

WAITER: 

Aaaand, here you go sir, one hot coffee... Can I get you two sirs anything else at the moment? 

 

CHUCK: 

Uhhh yeah, a water? 

 

WAITER: 

Sure!  I'll be 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, and saluting, 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, I can ask my manager if I can stop? 

 

CHUCK: 

No, no, I mean it's fine, I don't want to get your manager involved here. 

 

WAITER: 

Okay no worries, I'll be right back with that water. 

 

Waiter exits.  Chuck looks at Lon, confused. 

 

CHUCK: 

What the fuck? 

 

LON: 

(Still reading):  What? 

 

CHUCK: 

Did I not ask for a coffee and a water? 

 

LON: 

I wasn't listening, I'm reading. 

 

Pause.  The Waiter enters again with a water for Chuck. 

 

WAITER: 

Aaaand, one water for you, sir! ... Can I get you two sirs anything else at the moment? 

 



 

 

 

CHUCK: 

Nope we're good, 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, then exits.  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: 

I know, thank you... Don't act so surprised, you do know who I 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 I 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 liked it" too! 

 

CHUCK: 

Shut the fuck up!  What did he say?? 

 

LON: 

Just that... "I 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!  He's like the best writer in the world right 

now, that is huge! 

 

LON: 

He is the highest paid writer right now, I 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: 

Really?  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, he's not 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, I guarantee 

that... Old successful writers are bitter and competitive, it's a tight book market out there now 

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 on a podcast 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" likes 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... I just don't see that happening, unfortunately. 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 make them better...  Imagine if you 

just thought 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 having to work 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 I do know that money makes most 

things a hell of a lot easier... I 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 don't really 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's still way 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't have to lie, Chuck, I can tell when you're lying, and I 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?  I said I'm fine, Lon!  I'm 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!  I don't like the manuscript I brought today, but what else is new?  

 

LON: 

Oh, who cares if you don't like the manuscript, you have to take care of your health first and 

foremost... The work will follow.  

 

CHUCK: 

I care, Lon!  I care about publishing something I'm actually passionate about, something I 

actually like, something I can feel proud of!  You say you 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 I signed! ...  And everybody just ignores 

me and thinks that 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 calls me selfish? 

 

 



 

 

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, this is not amateur hour... So, no, I don't care if you 

like the manuscript or not, you never do, and you will always be able to write more!  I have no 

sympathy for that, do your passion projects whenever the fuck you want to! 

 

CHUCK: 

Just let me submit the shit I want to submit!  Is that too much to ask??  

 

LON: 

Yes! It is!  Chuck, as your editor, as your advisor, and most importantly, as your friend... I know 

what these guys will do if we don't hold up our half of the agreement.  And it won't be pretty!  30 

years in 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 sorry, but you signed 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 I don't really give a shit if you like it or not, to be honest with you... Do your 

little passion projects on your 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!  I got a reputation to uphold here!  I got a career to worry about! I 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 fair to my fans! 

 

LON: 

Life's not fair, Chuck! ... Look, nothing in the contract says you have to like what they publish... 

These guys are pissed, and I need to give them something today or the deal is off... I've stalled 

for us as long as I could... We need to give them something today, and if we want to make some 

changes later, we can make some changes later. 

 

CHUCK: 

Oh hell no, I've heard that before, it never pans out!  Sure, I 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!  And better! 

 

 

 



 

 

LON: 

I 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... I don't know what else to tell you... Either you give me something today, or 

the deal is off... I'm sorry. 

 

CHUCK: 

Can you 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 self-publish... And second of all, you're really 

not that famous. 

 

CHUCK: 

Anyone can self-publish, Lon!  With social media and the internet now, it's easy! 

 

LON: 

Yeah, how many followers do you have on Facebook?  You're not even on Instagram or Twitter. 

 

CHUCK: 

I could still self-publish, and you could help me! 

 

LON: 

Chuck, I'm not wasting my time with that... Millions of people try to self-publish every day, and 

99% of them fail... You know why?  Because it's really fucking hard!  I love you like a brother, 

and you're probably my best friend, but -  

 

CHUCK: 

Whoa, "probably" your best friend?  That's messed up, Lon!  You are definitely my best friend... 

And you are definitely my 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 I 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 more bastardly?   

 

LON: 

I don't give a fuck about those old rich white bastards, but it's something I agreed to do... And I 

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 be my editor, dude!  You were supposed to have my back!  What the hell 

happened to Lon Pockets, my friend?  The guy who supported me no matter what I wanted to 

write, no matter what I 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... And you will  be 

bankrupt... Now, I know you're a little drunk, but let's not get ridiculous here. 

 

CHUCK: 

... I'm not drunk, Lon... I'm not. 

 

LON: 

Okay. 

 

CHUCK: 

I'm not!  I haven't had a single drop of alcohol all day... I haven't smoked anything either. 

 

LON: 

Look, Chuck... I've supported you on everything you've ever wanted to do, and I always will!  

And I'm supporting you on writing you passion projects, but a contract is a contract... I 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 seen it. (Pause) So are you gonna give me a draft what? 

 

Long Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well... I guess you don't leave me much of a choice...  

 

 



 

 

 

LON: 

Thank you.  Jesus. 

 

CHUCK: 

The only thinkg I ask of you, Lon Pockets, is that you tell them I have something better - much, 

much better! - that I 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?  (Extends his hand for a shake.) 

 

LON: 

Yes, fuck!  (Shakes Chuck's hand.)  You'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, I kinda got that already. 

 

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! ... I mean, 

fuck that guy, but like... It's cool he likes my book, but... 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, I know it sucks handing something in that 

you're not proud of, I 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... That's all we can do, just keep moving. 

 

Chuck sighs.   

 

Long Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't know, Lon... I just know I 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, and I'll show you a fraud... (Pause.)  What's the page count? 

 

CHUCK: 

52...  Double sided. 

 

LON: 

Wow...  Why is it so short? (Opens and skims the manuscript.)  Holy shit... Is this poetry? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah. 

 

LON: 

You wrote a poetry book? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah... Something new I'm trying. 

 

LON: 

Uhm.... And when were you gonna tell? 

 

CHUCK: 

I just told you. 

 

LON: 

No you did tell me, I found out by looking at it... Is the other piece you're working on poetry too?   

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah. 

 

LON: 

Well... We'll see, I don't know. 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

We'll see what? 

 

LON: 

We'll see what they say!  We'll see how much help I'll be, I 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 written a poetry book in all the years you've known me, but why can't we try? 

 

Beat. 

 

LON: 

I 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 before, Chuck, you're not really 

known as a poet. 

 

CHUCK: 

Fuck you dude, I 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 I start now?  I'm a fuckin good poet, dude, trust me. 

 

LON: 

You can, and I 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!  ... I 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, I 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, ah-huh. 

 

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: 

I should self-publish.  

 

LON: 

Easier said than done, my friend.  If it were that 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, American-ass chains... No character, no culture, no care 

for their employees, none of that! 

 

LON: 

Well... I wish we could all do the things we love for the reasons we 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 corporation can get a little bit richer, I'm 100% with you on that. 

 

 Pause.  

 

CHUCK: 

I just want to write for myself. 

 

LON: 

That sounds kind of selfish, no?  Just doing something for yourself?    

 

CHUCK: 

I guess a little bit, yeah... Is it selfish to want to be happy? 

 

LON: 

What about writing for your loved ones, for you family, your friends, your fans?  What about all 

of them?   

 

CHUCK: 

Well apparently I don't have as many fans anymore as I thought I did. 

 

LON: 

Don't you want to write for others to experience it?  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: 

I 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 yourself first... Of course you 

have to get your mind right, get your body right... But once you do good 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 Waiter enters, realizing he's interrupting a moment.  

 

Awkward pause. 

 

WAITER: 

Oh, umm... Sorry sirs, I can come back? 

 

LON: 

No, you're good. 

 

WAITER: 

Sorry to interrupt that nice little moment you two were just having, but can I 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, then exits.  Lon and Chuck sip their coffee in silence.  Long Pause. 

 

LON: 

Are we good? 

 

Chuck nods. 

 

LON: 

I gotta hear it, are we good? 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

We're good!  I just said yes. 

 

LON: 

You nodded... It was non-verbal. 

 

CHUCK: 

Again with the non-verbal! 

 

LON: 

It's dismissable in court!  

 

CHUCK: 

So is someone's word! 

 

LON: 

But you know what's not?  A written and signed contract. 

 

CHUCK: 

You old Jewish bastard... I love you man.  

 

LON: 

I love you too, Chuck. 

 

They hug.  Pause.  Lon picks up Chuck's manuscript and flips through it.   

 

LON: 

I know you hate handing in stuff you don't like, or aren't proud of, I get it... So, thank you.  

Really.  It means a lot to me. 

 

CHUCK: 

You're welcome...  

 

LON: 

You'll get back there Chuck, you'll start writing stuff you're proud of again... I know it. 

 

CHUCK: 

Thanks, Lon... Hey, can I ask you a question? 

 

LON: 

Sure. 

 

CHUCK: 

When is the last time you wrote anything original?   

 

 



 

 

LON: 

Chuck... You know I don't write anymore. 

 

CHUCK: 

I mean, what, it's been like 20 years? 

 

LON: 

Dude... You know why I don't write anymore...  Why do you always try to make things personal? 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't always try to make things personal... Are you still not writing because of the whole Nancy 

thing?  She died like 20 years ago! 

 

LON: 

Chuck, that's a dick move, man... (Stands up and puts on his coat.)  I'm getting outta here. 

 

CHUCK: 

Look, Lon, I'm sorry... I'm not trying to make things personal, I'm just asking honestly... I'm 

sorry... 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 that teeny 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 

coattails of better writers for the past 20 years!   

 

LON: 

You know how I 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 just for the money?  Like it's just any other business, huh?   

 

LON: 

Why the fuck would I edit books if I didn't have a passion for it, Chuck?  I 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 

me man? 

 

CHUCK: 

Nothing... I'm sorry I brought it up. 

 



 

 

 

LON: 

You don't think I wish something would pop into my head and stay in my head?  But it just 

doesn't man! ... Some other-worldly being, some force outside of myself, it never comes 

anymore!  Instead, it 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... How I just wish 

something would rain down over me like it used to!  But it doesn't, Chuck!  Is that what you 

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... I don't need all this 

fucking negativity. 

 

CHUCK: 

I'm trying to create art for art'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!  I can 

have a computer do what you do for me!  But not vice versa!  

 

Lon picks up his coffee, 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 forgotten in 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... Poems on napkins and crumpled paintings collecting dust 

under beds, held from the public eye...  (Pause)  Is art art if nobody experiences it?   

 

Pause.  Lon throws some cash down on the table then exits.   

 

Chuck looks around the room, pauses, then drops his 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.  He sits 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 in mid-speech.   

  The others are finishing up the last of their food and drinks.  

 

MONTY: 

- And this thing is just like lookin up at me, like - and I mean, like I fucking kid you not, it has 

really, really fierce lookin eyes, mate, just like - extremely, extremely fierce eyes, right, like 

scary lookin eyes, you know what I mean? ... You know what I mean, Chuck?   

 

CHUCK: 

(Looking at the ground, barely paying attention.)  Fierce eyes!  Got it, Monty! 

 

MONTY: 

Super fierce, just like - I'm talkin like really fierce, mate...  So it's eyes are like completely 

bonkers, just popping out of it's skull like that (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 moving, nothing... Then I 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 on for what 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 situation was...  

 

CHUCK: 

Definitely had rabies. 

 

MONTY: 

Chuck, can I finish my story?  Or you going to keep interrupting, mate? (Chuck 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 smells like shit... My dog is barking... Then this fuckin possum... Reaches down... 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 

own shit! - I kid you not!  Picks up it's own 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: 

I swear to God, I kid you not!!  This little fucker picked 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 fucker jumps out of the garbage bin, 

limp jogs down the 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 was a great 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: 

I can't believe that actually happened to you too. 

 

MONTY: 

Actually happened!  True story. 

 

DELILAH:  

Wow. 

 

MONTY: 

Yeah. 

 

LON: 

Wow. 

 

 



 

 

MONTY: 

Yeah... I was like, did that really just happen? ... Did that possum really just stay a week in my 

garbage bin, rent free, free 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 interesting, so 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've heard it a lot... Welp!  Whose ready for dessert??  We got chocolate 

cheesecake and blueberry tart. 

 

CHUCK: 

Ooh, I'll have some! Me! Me! MEEEEE!!!! (Raises his hand, waving it frantically.) 

 

MONTY: 

Atta boy!  You're always down, Chuck, my man... You want both?  (Chuck nods.) Cool, 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... Anyone else?  (Slight Pause)  Aw c'mon, don't be shy!  Lon, you want 

some dessert? 

 

LON: 

I'm good, Monty... Thanks though. 

 

MONTY: 

Delilah? (Delilah shakes her head.) ... Claudia?  (Claudia shakes her head.)  C'mon, I got plenty 

to share!  I made sure to get two 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, I got vanilla ice cream, I 

know you love that shit, you old Jew bastard!  (Chuckles.) ... No?  Tough crowd!   

 

LON: 

I'm gonna go make some coffee. 

 

MONTY: 

Am I the only Jew who gets the vanilla ice cream after Shabbat, is that not a everybody thing?  

(Lon shakes his head and shrugs.)  C'mon, have some dessert with Chuck and I, just one! 

 

LON: 

You guys eat so much fucking dessert, it's weird... 

 

MONTY: 

Weird?  (Shrugs)  I don't see what's that weird about it. 

 

LON: 

I'm good... Thank you though... You guys enjoy. 

 

MONTY: 

Alright!   I'll be right back then.  

 

Monty claps his hands and exits.   

 

Pause. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

So! ... Where would you say this new book ranks among your others, Chuck?   

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 basically made me submit something I 

didn't want to because of our "contractual agreement", but I think it's a shitty book... Probably 

my worst one yet... I don't know, I just hate it. 

 

Slight Pause. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Oh... Well... I'm sure 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 modest, I 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 going to say one thing in private, and then turn around 

and say the complete opposite thing in public, what kind of person would I be then? 

 

LON: 

Look, Chuck... If you keep going around, telling everyone how much the book sucks, then why 

would anyone want to read it!   

 

CHUCK: 

Good!  Don't buy it!  I don't want anyone to buy it nor read it!  I don't want people thinking this 

is the writer I am now, cuz it's not! 

 

LON: 

I told you you're not a fucking poet, Chuck, but you went ahead and submitted it anyway... I hate 

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 longevity - volume, a career arc, a collection 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, I don't know if I do, Chuck. 

 

CHUCK: 

What is that supposed to mean? ... For Christ sake, if I can't speak my mind here, with my closest 

people, then where can I?  Where the hell can I be honest with anyone in this world? 

 

DELILAH:  

You guys, stop bickering!  The book is going to sell just fine, don'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:  

I think it's a fantastic book, too, honestly...  

 

CHUCK: 

You read it? 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Well yeah!  I 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 good, people have short attention spans now... 

Ya know, from the phones and internet and tv and all. 

 

CHUCK: 

Right, no, I get it. 

 

DELILAH:  

I 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 I love you very much, and your new poetry book is 

amazing. 



 

 

Delilah kisses Chuck. 

 

CHUCK: 

Thank you, I love you too...  You always say you love everything I write though.   

 

DELILAH:  

Because it's all good. 

 

CHUCK: 

No matter what I write, you always say it's great!   

 

DELILAH:  

What's wrong with that? 

 

CHUCK: 

How can I trust your honest critique of something I write when all you say is that you love 

everything I 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, I can't help it if I don't read poetry, how was I supposed to know you were writing a poetry 

book?  You never tell me anything!  And you never let me read anything you're working on! 

 

CHUCK: 

But how can I take any of your criticism seriously when the feedback is always the fucking 

same?  Regardless of what I 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 I appreciate all the support, but sometimes I don't need just blind support, 

sometimes I just need some fucking honesty!  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, I wrote a shitty book a couple years ago and got lucky?  All this ass 

kissing is making 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!  I hope you're not too sick to your fucking stomach, cuz we got 

dessert!  Bon appetite!  

 

LON: 

I'm gonna go start that coffee and have a smoke... (Stands up and puts his jacket on.)  What 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, Lon...  

 

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 alright?  Let 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 about health. 

 

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:  

So delicious, seriously... Thank you guys so much. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Of course, we had to celebrate the new book! 

 

LON: 

But of course! ... Enjoy the desserts, boys!  (Makes kissing sound towards them.) 

 

Claudia, Delilah, and Lon exit.  Chuck and Monty look at each other, then down at their 

desserts.  Pause. 

 

MONTY: 

Well, the ice cream is melting, we should probably start eating...  (Hands 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 back, chewing. 

 

MONTY: 

Ahh... That blueberry tart though, am I 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... I 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, crossaints, you fuckin name it, mate... Macaroons, everything. 

 

CHUCK: 

Is it a French bakery? 

 

MONTY: 

I mean... You could say that... Although, I consider macaroons in the same category as churros... 

They're kind of like an adopted American food... Like tacos, or pizza, nachos, brats... Like most 

foods here, I suppose... I mean what's truly American and didn't come from some other country? 

Hamburgers, I suppose... That might be the one true American food... Even apple pie existed in 

other cultures, for centuries... Some 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've been 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, I 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 sure that's not how fans operate, really... They can be fans of multiple writers.  

I know I am. 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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.)  I was running 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... I 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, I am hoping and praying that this next book just crushes it out of the park, 

but you know that is far from guaranteed... I can't advise you to continue 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 red now, worse than before... I 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 poetry, 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 month or two, can I 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're having like no reaction to this, you don't seem worried or surprised even the slightest. 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't know, Monty... I knew I was in the red, but... This new book will help. 

 

MONTY: 

Right, like I said, you should be 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... Have you 

thought about a true savings account?  I know you have one now, but you keep spending money 

from it... Maybe like something you don't have access to? 

 

CHUCK: 

Why would I open a savings account that I can't access? 

 

MONTY: 

So you can actually save it!  I know 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 living this life;  

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 I feel obligated to have this talk with you, friend or not... 

 

Slight Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

That blueberry cheesecake though. 

 

MONTY: 

Right... That blueberry cheesecake... Are you even listening to me mate, this is serious!  (Monty 

stares at Chuck, worried.) ... Is everything alright, mate?  You've seemed out of it 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: 

I love you too, Monty... You've always been there for me... Ever since college man. 

 

MONTY: 

And I 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 afford to break it off, you would get sued in court and lose 

everything. 

 

Chuck shrugs.  Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

I feel fine, honestly... I'm fine. 

 

MONTY: 

You know you can tell me anything, right? 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 I care about you, we all care about you, and I'm just 

trying to help.  (Raises his glass.)  Pestroviah!  To your best-selling 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: 

I don't know...  I don't really want to do one. 

 

MONTY: 

Chuck, we have to sell this book!  You need to sell a lot of copies... Where would you prefer to 

have it? 

 

CHUCK: 

(Shrugs)  I really don't care, Monty... Maybe Downtown Books again?  I 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's not 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: 

I mean, if I'm in the red and all. 

 

MONTY: 

Oh, it'll be fine!  Like I 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, I get it, I get it... I just really hate doing these things, you know that. 

 

MONTY: 

I know, I know... Just two hours, that's all we ask.  (Takes 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 thinkin, Monty... 

 

MONTY: 

About?  (Sits back down.) 

 

 

 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

What if death was like... not the end?  You know?  

 

MONTY: 

Mm, no.  I don't know. 

 

CHUCK: 

Like, what if death was just the beginning of another new chapter? ... What if we're all just 

waiting around to be 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 I guess you could be right... No one really knows, and 

that's 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 Chuck.)  I think 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 book to celebrate here. 

 

Monty slaps Chuck on the back.  Both exit 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, a bookstore, 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:  

Charles! (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 multiple times in the arm as he approaches. 

 

CHUCK: 

Ow, what the hell!   

 

DELILAH:  

You what the hell! 

 

CHUCK: 

Look, take it easy, D!  We're in public.. 

 

DELILAH:  

I don't care!  Where the hell were you??  Where did you go? 

 

CHUCK: 

Where the hell was I?  Where were you??  I waited for you for almost a half hour, the party 

started an hour ago!   

 

DELILAH:  

You told me eight, Chuck!   

 

CHUCK: 

I told you seven! 

 

DELILAH:  

You told me eight. 

 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

I told you seven, D!  Seven to nine, that's what I said, I said I might leave by 8:00pm, depending 

on how it goes with the turnout. 

 

DELILAH:  

You told me eight!  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... I know you're frustrated, I 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, I told you it started at seven... 

And B - 

 

DELILAH:  

You told me eight. 

 

CHUCK: 

And B!  I called and texted you when the Uber pulled up, and you never answered!   

 

DELILAH:  

I was in the shower!  You expect me to answer my phone when I'm in the shower?  I 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!  I have to be here on time, with or without you... Plus, I 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 starting, so I had to leave... And for that, 

I'm sorry... But I can not be late for my own book release party, you know that. 

 

DELILAH:  

I just really, really don't appreciate that, Charles, and this is twice in two months now... You're 

just so selfish sometimes, and you don'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... I left without you because this is my job, and because I had to be on time... Of 



 

 

course I wanted to come here with you, but you weren't ready, so I 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... But I'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: 

I don't know what you're talking about. 

 

DELILAH:  

I'm mad at you, stop... 

 

CHUCK: 

Good, I'm mad at you too. 

 

DELILAH:  

For what??  Not fair, I didn't do anything! 

 

CHUCK: 

You did too, you weren't ready on time! ... And I told you seven. 

 

DELILAH:  

Oh my God, are you serious right now?  You told me eight! 

 

CHUCK: 

We're not doing this again... I walked 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.  Monty enters.  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 you been mate?  (Laughs and nods to Delilah.)  I see you two are having some real private 

time, I'll just... (Starts to walk backwards, then stops.)  I'll just be on my way out... When you're 

ready for this shot, Chuck, come holler. 

 

Monty walks over to the small 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, I should really get back out there... (Kisses Delilah.)  I'm sorry again that I had to leave. 

 

DELILAH:  

(Shrugs.)  It's fine. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well... You look phenomenal... And I love you... See you out there? 

 

DELILAH:  

See you out there... I'm just gonna call my mom back real quick, she called while I was in the car 

doing my makeup. 

 

CHUCK: 

Alright... I'll see you soon, 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??  (Everyone cheers.)  To 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 from the flask. 

 

DELILAH:  

Ahhh, men... 

 

Monty enters.  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, still in each other's arms.  Pause. 

 

MONTY: 

I 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're in 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, I 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 it... We are not 

locking the door, and you will not even touch me any more tonight, do you understand?  

 

MONTY: 

Of course. 

 

DELILAH:  

Do not even touch me while we are at this event, do you understand?  Not even a hug. 

 

 

 



 

 

MONTY: 

Won't that be a little suspicious if I don'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: 

What you told him about us? 

 

DELILAH:  

I didn't tell him anything about us... What would I 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, I don't want you to get the wrong idea here... You're sweet, and I appreciate what 

we have had, but I alreay have a husband, okay?  (Monty nods.)  I'm not looking for another 

husband, okay? 

 

MONTY: 

Okay... Is it because he makes more money than me? 

 

DELILAH:  

What?  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 I really believe that, I always have, and I 

always will... I love Charles more than anything in this world, it's just... You get bored, ya know? 

... I mean, he's always traveling, always putting his work before me, before everything! ... 

Everything has always been secondary to his work, and I know that, I've always known that... I 

knew that getting into it, but it's just... It's taking it's toll on me, ya know?  After a while. 

 

 

 



 

 

MONTY: 

Yeah, I get it.  

 

DELILAH:  

... And of course people change, but some things don't ever change, really...  (Pause.)  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 Pockets enters, holding a drink and an envelope. 

 

LON: 

Hey hey, sorry to interrupt, but have you guys seen Chuck around? ... I 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 painting. 

 

LON: 

Oh God, that thing... No, he's not out there, I just checked... I was hoping he was in here with 

you. 

 

MONTY: 

Damn... You check outside? 

 

LON: 

Yeah, I checked outside, I 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, I can't believe this guy. 

 

DELILAH:  

It'll be okay Lon, we'll find him... Just relax, take a deep breath. 

 

LON: 

If he's not back soon, we're fucked here!  I 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, somewhat urgently.   Long Pause. 

 

LON: 

Well... Pretty good turn out, right? 

 

DELILAH:  

Yeah, good turn out... 

 

LON: 

I just can't believe he fuckin left!   

 

DELILAH:  

He'll be back, Lon, I promise.  

 

LON: 

Well... I know he hates these things, it's no secret... And I do too, I 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:  

I know, but... The term bitchy is sexist. 

 

LON: 

How is it sexist if I'm talking about a man?  If someone is being bitchy or bitching about 

something, I 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, I just think it's sexist... 

 

LON: 

It's not, but okay... I just I hope this book sells, I 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, I tried talking to him about it... His depression, his drinking, the drugs, all of 

it...  

 

Slight Pause. 

 

DELILAH:  

Yeah, and? 

 

LON: 

And, I mean, you're right... It does seem to be going on for longer than usual, and it seems worse 

than usual. 

 

DELILAH:  

Well, no shit Lon!  But what did he say when you brought it up? 

 

LON: 

I 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 from him, actually. 

 

DELILAH:  

Uhhhm, sounds like he's just justifying death, which is not okay... I'm really worried he's 

contemplating suicide, Lon. 

 

LON: 

Delilah, I 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 I have known him much longer than 

you, I think I would know if he was seriously contemplating suicide. 

 

DELILAH:  

You may have known him longer, but I know him better, Lon... Look, you're a nice man, Lon 

Pockets... And I have nothing but respect for you, honestly... Ask anyone, I always speak highly 

of you... But if you really don't think Chuck is suicidal, you need to re-assess your relationship 



 

 

with him and how real it actually is ... He's been talking about writing something he's passionate 

about for years!  Literally years... I 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 problem!  He chooses to be unhappy, I swear to God! ... Even if he did write 

something he was actually proud, he wouldn't admit it!  And he would find something else to be 

unhappy about, don't you see?  (Long Pause.)  Look, I've had these same conversations with him 

over and over, countless times over the years, hundreds of times... You know how many 

struggling writers would just kill  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 shit??  We all 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 Claudia enter.  They both have a drink in hand and are laughing.   

 

CLAUDIA:  

Oh my God, Chuck, 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 have you been, Chuck?  I 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 was 112 - 98,  

I watched the whole thing. 

 

Slight Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

Hm... Yeah, their defense was terrible last night. 

 

LON: 

Right... Anyway, where the hell have you been man??  I couldn't find you anywhere. 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

I was just outside smoking, it's all good. 

 

LON: 

Smoking where?  I checked outside! 

 

CHUCK: 

Claudia and I were smoking a J in her car, 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 round! (Pause) I want the four of us to all take 

a shot together... And I just want to say thank you to everybody in this room specifically...  

 

DELILAH:  

Aww, Monty should be here too. 

 

CHUCK: 

Nahh, fuck Monty... Thank you all for coming, thank you all for always being so supportive, I 

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 cheers!  (Holds 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 important people 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 here tonight... It really means a lot to me. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Aw Chuck, we wouldn't miss it for the world! 

 

LON: 

You shmuck, have I missed any of these?  Like ever?  

 

CHUCK: 

I love you, guys though, seriously... I'm so happy right now. (Kisses Delilah.) 

 

DELILAH:  

Awww, we love you too, bub. 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 the feelings that you guys give me when you support what I 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, I promised myself I 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: 

I thought it tasted like dog shit. 

 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

Ahh, fuck you, Lon!  You've eaten dog shit? 

 

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'm just fuckin around, c'mon, Lon knows that... 

 

LON: 

Hey D, I 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: 

I mean I'm just sayin... You're fucking awesome, and I 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... I just wish you could see that. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well... I appreciate that, thank you...  

 

LON: 

You got it... And I've read a lot of great writers, I should know... Now - shall we go sell the hell 

out of this book or what?? 

 

CHUCK: 

Let's do it!  Everybody ready??  (Everyone nods.)  Let's Vamos! (Claps.)  Woooo, team Chuck!! 

 

Chuck leads everyone offstage except Lon, who stays back.  He pauses, turns to the audience, 

looks around, then nods.  He pauses one more time, then exits. 

 

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 Delilah are making out on the couch. Delilah takes Monty's shirt off, then 

starts to take off his pants. Monty reaches into his pocket, pulls out a condom, then bites it open, 

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!!  I gotta open the garage door for him, fuck, fuck!! 

 

MONTY: 

(Whispering):  Shhh, chill!  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 back onto the couch, trying to act 

normal.  He takes out his phone, and starts scrolling, looking back at the entrance.  Pause.  

Delilah and Chuck enter.  Chuck is super sad and distraught, red eyes and sunken demeanor.  

Delilah has her arm around him, consoling him. 

 

CHUCK: 

I just... I 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 happened? 

 

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 while.)  Chuck, I'm so 

sorry mate... Oh my God... What did the doctors 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... I 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 and forth. 

 

DELILAH:  

Does his family know, Chuck? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah... I 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: 

I know... (Sighs.)  Well... This sucks. 

 

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'll do 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, I don't know what to do... I 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: 

I don't know man... 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's a 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 enters with three beers and some water.  She opens the beers, hands 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.)  To Lon mother fuckin' Pockets! 

 

CHUCK: 

 (Holds his beer up.)  To 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... I don't 

know, might be your last chance to see him...  

 

MONTY: 

Fuck...  

 

CHUCK: 

I mean, you don't have to come if you don't want to... I know it's a 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... I know it's hard to see loved ones like this. 

 

DELILAH:  

Chuck, don't 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 these beers and head over... I'll buy some 

whiskey on the way. 

 

DELILAH:  

I don't think Lon will be in any state to drink whiskey. 

 

MONTY: 

Oh it ain't for Lon, dear. 

 

CHUCK: 

Just a heads up, not sure he'll be conscious or alive when we get there... He wasn't responding 

when I was there earlier...  

 

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:  

I know love, I know... 



 

 

 

Pause.  They all sip their beers, nobody knowing what to say. 

 

MONTY: 

Well... It'll still be good to see him... I haven't seen him since the book release... He seemed 

totally fine...  (Monty almost cracks into tears before covering it up with a forced 

grunt/laugh/sigh.)  Gahh... Man... Fuck. 

 

CHUCK: 

He's the only editor I've ever had, I don't think I 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: 

I 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 if he does get 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 then one day 

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 definitely, 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... I don't know what I'm gonna do, I can't publish without Lon... I might have to retire. 

 

DELILAH:  

Babe, let's just focus our thoughts and energy on Lon right now, okay?  He needs as much 

positive energy 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 to the liquor store across the street and get some whiskey?  (Takes 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?  I wanna see Lon asap. 

 

CHUCK: 

For sure. 

 

Monty finishes his beer, nods, then exits. 

 

Long Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 minutes.  (Kisses him.)  See you soon. 

 

CHUCK: 

Alright love, please hurry. 

 

DELILAH:  

I 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 now? 



 

 

 

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 I asked. 

 

CHUCK: 

I'll  put them away later, fuck... Of all times to ask. 

 

DELILAH:  

No it's fine, I just thought... It would be good for you to have a little distraction is all, no biggie... 

I 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 shower is heard. 

 

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 on the phone, 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 over to 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 drawer, 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, disgusted 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...  

 

Chuck gets some toilet paper from a closet and exits towards the bathroom with it.  He re-enters 

shortly after, sitting back down on the couch, and burying his face in his hands. 

 

Monty enters with the whiskey. 

 

MONTY: 

Hey, hey look what I got! 

 

Chuck looks at him 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 I guess. 

 

CHUCK: 

You know that's my nickname for her... Always has been. 

 

MONTY: 

I 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 call her that?  Seems kind of silly. 

 

CHUCK: 

Is it?  Is it silly?   

 

MONTY: 

I mean... Kind of, but I get it... All good, I 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, I guess... The three of us, together. 

 

They all walk towards the door, putting on shoes, jacket, etc.  They exit in 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 after Monty 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 Chuck.)  Let's do it. 

 

Monty exits quickly.  Chuck stays behind a moment and looks down at the couch, shaking his 

head.  He looks around the room, looks up to the sky, drops his head, then exits.   

 

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 black or 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 I say about Lon Pockets that hasn't already been said? ... (Pause)  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... I am his older, and better looking, idential twin brother, Don... I don't think I've 

met some of you here today, so I'm sorry if I scared any of you... I've been living in Utah for 

twelve years now, and I don't come back that often... (Pause)  Why do I live and he dies?  I don't 

understand that... Everyone loved Lon, and everyone hates me... Life ain't fair sometimes, is it? 

... Life ain't fuckin 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: 

I loved him as much as I had to, and not a hug more... I 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 

everyone hates you, Uncle Don... I don't. 

 

DELILAH:  

Such a rebel. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well I hate you, Uncle Don... And most people I 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 have been, and 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 eulogy, please?  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 I know?  Take a look at 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... I have no 

idea what women saw in him. 

 

CHUCK: 

Dude, c'mon!  Are you just gonna stand up there and bash Lon the 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 I 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 women want 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 wannna read 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, I 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 I can write a eulogy, alright?  And I 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 guy in 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 tongue.)  All of Chuck's success can be accredited to Lon, 

among Lon's many other successes.  

 

CHUCK: 

Fuck you, Don!  What's a matter with you? 

 

DON: 

You fuck, my brother was a good man! You know it, I know it, we all know it! ... Fuck. 

 

DELILAH:  

Alright, let's just... Let's just try to finish here. 

 

Beat. 

 

DON: 

Sorry... And I'm sorry, 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 jealous of me and 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're at 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, and Jewish, and this is a Christian church. 

 

CHUCK: 

You keep going off script, just finish! 

 

HANK:  

Alright, both of you just chill the hell out! ... Please. 

 

Pause. 

 

DON: 

Who is this dude? 



 

 

 

HANK:  

I'm Hank...  I was a... Good friend of your brother Lon's... (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...  Sorry, he 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 notes.)  Lon Pockets was a shitty brother, but a great man... He was 

a shitty father, but a great editor... He loved his work more than anything else in this world... 

And maybe he never had a bad word to say about anyone... (Looks up at the ceiling, holding 

back tears, real or forced?)  Love you, brother! ... See you on the other side some day, we'll get 

a cold one... (Looks back out to the room.)  Cheers 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 father, son, holy spirit... (Beat.)  I mean, 

unless anyone else wanted to say anything? ... Chuck's shitty poetry excluded. 

 

CHUCK: 

(Muttering):  Better than your shitty songs...  

 

DON: 

I don't write songs anymore, dipshit. 

 

CHUCK: 

Good!  By the way, that was the worst fucking eulogy I 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 your career, and you show up to his memorial service drunk... Fuck you. 



 

 

CHUCK: 

A tremendous disservice, 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're being 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?  Chuck, I would never. 

 

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... I swear to God, man... 

 

MONTY: 

Hell, I would be irrational too if my career was over... I 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're nothing without Lon!! 

 

DELILAH:  

Nothing without Lon, Chuck!  Nothing!! 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Nothing!  Without Lon, you're nothing, Chuck!  Nothing without Lon! 

 

DON: 

Nothing, Chuck! 

 

KATRICE: 

Nothing! 

 

HANK:  

Nothing!!  

 

EVERYONE:  (except Chuck) 

NOTHIIIIING !!!!  

 



 

 

Everyone starts to laugh manically, all pointing and howling at Chuck.  The volume builds and 

builds as the group encircles tighter and tighter around Chuck.  He starts to panic. 

 

CHUCK: 

No... NOOOOOOO!!!!! 

 

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 on the same scene as before - Don 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... (Looks up to the ceiling, holding back tears, real or forced.)  I 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 to the 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, I can just feel the love, I can feel the energy that Lon has infected you 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... I promise you that... (Pause) Final thank you to Boone 

and Crockett for sponsoring this year's pig roast, 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 downstairs 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: 

... Going downstairs, father? 

 

PREACHER: 

Of course!  Just reviewing tomorrow's schedule, then I gotta lock up here, but I'll be down. 

 

CHUCK: 

Gotcha... (Slight Pause.)  Hey, father?  Can I call you father? 

 

PREACHER: 

Of course, you can call me whatever you'd like... Just 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, I guess... And to thank you for a great service. 

 

PREACHER: 

You're welcome! The least I could 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 and sisters 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: 

I mean, they ain't at peace... He's probably not going to heaven. 

 

PREACHER: 

You believe in heaven? 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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 ours, 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 kind of Catholic 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.  I 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... Doesn't make it right. 

 

CHUCK: 

Just my preference. 

 

PREACHER: 

Right... 

 

Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

Can I ask you a question, father?   

 

PREACHER: 

Of course. 

 

CHUCK: 

And you'll give me your most honest answer? 

 

PREACHER: 

Absolutely... That's the only way I know how to answer questions. 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

... You don't know how to lie? 

 

PREACHER: 

Well... I'd be lying if I said I didn't, but... What's your question? 

 

CHUCK: 

Can we keep this 100% private? 

 

PREACHER: 

100%.  Won't tell a soul, you have my word. 

 

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 would you do? 

 

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're saying I should forgive her? ... My friend, I 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 friend will 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, I can not speak towards what other people should or should not do...  It's not my 

place, nor my life, to call or judge... And I can not speak from personal experience regarding this 

matter either, as I have never been married. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well, I'm just curious what you would do... 

 

PREACHER: 

I can't say for sure. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well, what would you probably do? 

 

PREACHER: 

I would probably... Forgive her.  As that is what I 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: 

I think your friend here, in this hypothetical situation of course, should tell his wife he knows 

what happened... I 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: 

I thought you weren't in 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... I don't know, you just feel it. 

 

PREACHER: 

Same with God... You just feel it.  It's a faith, a belief - like love. 

 

CHUCK: 

Hm.  Makes sense, I guess. (Pause.)  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, I 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 with his 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 I can't really say for sure. 

 

CHUCK: 

(Sighs)  All you religious people are the same.  So vague about everything. 

 

PREACHER: 

Well, I would talk to her, see what she says, then take it from there... That's probably what I 

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, I 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: 

I never said I 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 shake.)  It was nice 

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. 

 

Preacher exits. 

 

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 there in a minute. 

 

DON: 

Cool... It's good to see you, Katrice. 

 

KATRICE: 

It's good to see you too, Uncle Don. 

 

Don nods, then exits. 

 

Katrice and Chuck notice each other from across the stage then slowly come together. 

 

CHUCK: 

Hey. 

 

 



 

 

KATRICE: 

Hey you... 

 

CHUCK: 

How are you doing? 

 

KATRICE: 

Eh, I'm alright... You know we weren't that close, so it's kinda weird... Like I feel like I should be 

sadder or something?  I don't know... Anyway, how are you doing?  You guys were super close, I 

remember. 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah... Well, ya know, my father and I 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... Yeah, I'm gonna miss him a lot. 

 

Chuck sighs heavily, then tries to compose himself from crying. 

 

KATRICE: 

Oh, Chuck... (Hugs Chuck tightly.)  I know, bud... I know. 

 

CHUCK: 

Just sucks, ya know... Everything seems to be going wrong for me all at the same time. 

 

KATRICE: 

I 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 like - anything at all - I'm available...  

 

KATRICE: 

Thanks, Chuck.... I appreciate that. 

 

CHUCK: 

I 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.... I will keep that in mind. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

Also, I 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 made me want to have kids some day, ya know? 

 

KATRICE: 

Yeah, well... Never said it to me. 

 

CHUCK: 

I know.  He always said he wished he was around more for you growing up. 

 

KATRICE: 

Ah, I doubt that, but thanks for trying, Chuck.  You don't have to lie for him. 

 

CHUCK: 

I'm not lying, I swear to God! 

 

KATRICE: 

Just weird, ya know, he always seemed to talk about me, but never talked to 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: 

I 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 happened? 

 

CHUCK: 

They're pretty sure it was a brain aneurysm, but... 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 brain aneurysms don't make it, and the other 60% 

almost all have permanent brain damage. 

 

KATRICE: 

Really? 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah.  I think I'd rather die than have permanent brain damage.   

 

KATRICE: 

Well... Let's hope we never have to make that choice. 

 

CHUCK: 

Right. (Pause.)  Hey Katrice, can I 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: 

I don't know... I guess we're all just wired differently, I 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, we struggle 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, suicidal even... 

He wasn't always so jolly, ya know. 

 

KATRICE: 

Really?  (Chuck nods.)  When? 

 

CHUCK: 

Like, a little after you were born. 

 

KATRICE: 

Hm... I didn't know that. 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah, he never talked about it much, but he was depressed for a long time... Like 10 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, I 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, I get it. 

 

KATRICE: 

Right... Thanks for understanding. 

 

CHUCK: 

Of course. 

 

They hug and embrace for a moment. 

 

CHUCK: 

Should we go downstairs? 

 

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.)  I saw those. 

 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

I mean, who the hell uses the words "great time" for a funeral poster? 

 

KATRICE: 

Apparently, Father Tom. 

 

CHUCK: 

... Is that his name? 

 

KATRICE: 

Chuck!  (Playfully smacks him on the arm.)  Yes, that's his name.   

 

CHUCK: 

I didn't know, I 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, I can't believe you didn't know his name! 

 

CHUCK: 

Alright, alright, Father Tom, I 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: 

I just really hope you keep writing books without my dad as your editor... I really love your stuff. 

 

CHUCK: 

Oh... Yeah, I haven't really thought about that yet, let's go downstairs.  (Waves her over.) 

 

KATRICE: 

Seriously, you're a great writer! 

 



 

 

CHUCK: 

Thank you. 

 

KATRICE: 

It's true!  ... You know, I always wanted to be an editor myself. 

 

CHUCK: 

Oh yeah?  I did not know that. 

 

KATRICE: 

Maybe... Maybe I could be your next editor? 

 

CHUCK: 

Katrice, it's... Just all very recent, ya know, I 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 edited a few 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 I 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, then exits.   Chuck looks around, smiles, shakes his head, then exits. 

 
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 bar - Chuck, 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 clears 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 óHe is Deadô. 

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; 

I thought that love would last forever: I 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 nothing 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: 

Suck major balls... 

 

DELILAH:  

The biggest balls. 

 

Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

You know, sometimes I think sadness is a good thing, 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!  I agree, Chuck... One hundred percent. 

 

DELILAH:  

You would agree with him one hundred percent, you leech. 

 

CHUCK: 

Whoa! 

 

DELILAH:  

(To Katrice):  Why the hell are you even here?   

 

KATRICE: 

I'm sorry? 

 

DELILAH:  

You should be!   



 

 

KATRICE: 

I should be sorry?  For what? 

 

DELILAH:  

Uh... For flirting with my husband 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's fucked up! 

 

KATRICE: 

Look, Delilah,  I'm sorry if you misinterpreted me talking to Chuck as flirtations, but I will not 

apologize for false accusations.  I am definitely not trying to get in your husband's pants. 

 

DELILAH:  

Well, I think you're a lying little whore who doesn't even care about Lon Pockets, so why are you 

here??  

 

Slight Pause. 

 

CHUCK: 

D, just chill! ... I'm sorry everyone, she's drunk. 

 

DELILAH:  

I am not, fuck you Chuck! 

 

MONTY: 

Hey, hey, hey... Let's everyone just chill, alright?   

 

CHUCK: 

Oh, you gotta be kidding me!  You?  Why are you 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 least for tonight?  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 guy could ever ask for.  Irreplaceable, on all accounts. 

 

MONTY: 

Here here. 

 

Pause. 

 

DON: 

Hey, I brought a poem too... One of Lon's, actually. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Oh nice, let's hear it! 

 

DON: 

(Takes out a paper and unfolds it.)  Well, 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 day, I 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 nor performer, so just imagine 

Lon reading it... Shouldn't be too hard to do... This poem is called Ode To This Moment, by 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 I 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... I 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 would have 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, Chuck - you 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 I get mozz stix?? 

 

BARTENDER: 

Sure, one mozz stix... You want any sauce? 

 

CLAUDIA:  

Umm yeah, doesn't it come with sauce? 

 

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.)  Six, seven shots of your finest whiskey, please. 

And by finest whiskey, I mean Tullamore Dew. 

 

KATRICE: 

Oh thanks Monty, but I can't take a shot of that. 

 

MONTY: 

Aww, c'mon it was your dad's favorite! 

 

CHUCK: 

IS his favorite! 

 

KATRICE: 

I know, I just can't. 

 

MONTY: 

C'mon, don't 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: 

I 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, I haven't had a shot of Tully since I was in high school. 

 

Slight Pause. 

 

DON: 

Did you go to Pulaski High School? 

 

BARTENDER: 

Umm, no.  I went to Dominican. 

 

DON: 

Oh.  You look like someone I know, sorry. 

 

BARTENDER: 

Unless I 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, I 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 throws up, holds 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?  I mean, she is your wife after all. 



 

 

MONTY: 

Fuck you, Chuck... Why are you always trying to tell me what 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 last time we 

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:  

I think she's good, thanks though... I 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 enough, especially you, D... 

(Chuckles.)  Hey, you guys wanna hear something funny?  (Laughs 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 the ground, contemplating. 

 

DON: 

Well, c'mon, spit it out!  I mean, I 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 leave us hanging 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: 

I think I'm gonna throw up... 

 

Chuck runs offstage. 

 

MONTY: 

Jesus, dropping like flies over here... Am I the only one that can still hold my liquor?  

 

DON: 

Wow, Chuck is like the worst storyteller... I mean, his books aren't great, but his in-person 

stories are even worse. 

 

KATRICE: 

Hey, I like his books... And his stories. 

 

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 c'mon, we're here 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, Katrice flinches. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

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 fuck you anymore? 

 

MONTY: 

Look, everything is cool here, nothing is fucked, everything is cool... (To 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 no ice... (Shakes head.)   

I hate people some times. 

 

DELILAH:  

Monty, A) I am more than a "little" drunk, okay, and B) everything here is not cool!  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.) 

 

Claudia enters, looking drunk and tired. 

 

CLAUDIA:  

I am going 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 her.)  Ew, your breath smells like 

pinxos and vomit and wine. (Takes out his cell phone.)  Hey Bartender, name of this place again?  

Skeezey Dee's? 

 

BARTENDER: 

Sneaky Dee's. 

 

MONTY: 

Skeezey Dee's? 

 

BARTENDER: 

Sneaky Dee's... Not Skeezey. 

 



 

 

MONTY: 

Not Skeezey, Sneaky Dee's, got it...  Like, to sneak around.  (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're heading out! ... (No answer.  He looks back at the group and shrugs.)  Chuck! ... 

Hey, Claudia had too much mate, our Uber's two minutes away... (No answer.  He looks at the 

group, then back at the door.)  Alright buddy, talk to you soon, alright?! ... Get some rest, love 

you brother!   

 

CLAUDIA:  

I need to lay down. 

 

MONTY: 

We're going, we're going, Uber's on it's way! ... Look, Katrice... Before we head out, I just 

wanted to let you know that -  

 

KATRICE: 

I know, I know... Even though my father was never around 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 to all - a good night! 

 

Monty blows a kiss to everyone and puts his arm around Claudia.  They both exit.   

 

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.)  It'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 though... Promise. 

 

DELILAH:  

Are you sure? 

 

DON: 

Yeah... Lon was the only brother I 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 and exits.  Long Pause.  Chuck enters. 

 

KATRICE: 

There you are, are you okay? 

 

CHUCK: 

I'm fine... Hey Bartender, can I 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 slides Chuck 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 sir, I 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 in the 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, then exits. 

 

CHUCK: 

Well.  You ladies ready? 

 

DELILAH:  

"Ladies"?  Oh hell no she is not coming with us! 

 

CHUCK: 

Yeah she is, I told her she could stay at our place tonight. 

 

DELILAH:  

Oh hell no!  Absolutely not.  If she is staying at our place tonight, I will not be. 

 

CHUCK: 

C'mon, D, don't be ridiculous... It's two in the morning, 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, I do not want her staying at my place. 

 

CHUCK: 

It's not your place, it's our place!  And I pay all the fucking rent! 

 

DELILAH:  

Chuck, seriously?!  

 

CHUCK: 

She has nowhere to sleep!!  I 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 I were ever going to fuck someone else, I would at least wait until we 

broke up. 

 

DELILAH:  

... What is that supposed to mean? 

 

CHUCK: 

It means I'm not like you... I wouldn't cheat on you, and especially not with one of your best 

friends. 

 

DELILAH:  

I have no idea what the fuck you 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's what I'm fucking talking about!! 

 



 

 

Pause. 

 

DELILAH:  

Charles, I don't know 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 sleeping with Monty, I swear. 

 

CHUCK: 

(Chuckles.)  You're a piece of work, you know that?  Still denying it... I caught you guys, D!  

When I stopped home after Lon was hospitalized... I came back, and the two of you were being 

really awkward, and then while you were showering and Monty was out getting whiskey, I found 

a fucking used condom in one of the end tables!!  Now how do you explain that? ... You're 

fucking pathetic, I want a divorce... Immediately. 

 

DELILAH:  

Charles, what are you talking about?  I don't know what the hell Monty does in our living room 

when noone is around, but we weren't fucking, I swear to God! 

 

CHUCK: 

You're a sad, pathetic, pathological liar, and I want a fucking divorce... Let's go. (Puts his coat 

on.)  Katrice, you can have front..  D, until you can own up to it and admit what you've done, I 

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 lying about it just makes it that much 

worse... Like, you can't even own up to it, even though I caught you guys. 

 



 

 

DELILAH:  

I never fucked Monty, Charles!  I will not admit to something I never did! 

 

KATRICE: 

Hmm, sounds familiar. 

 

Delilah, on the verge of tears, grabs her coat, slaps Chuck, then exits. 

 

CHUCK: 

Wow... Don't really think I deserved that. 

 

KATRICE: 

Definitely did not deserve that... Let's go back to your place, I'll help you forget all about 

Delilah, I promise. 

 

Katrice grabs her coat and extends her hand out to Chuck.  Chuck looks down at Katrice's hand 

then pauses.  He looks up at the sky, sighs, then grabs Katrice's hand.  They exit. 

 

Lights fade, no music. 

 

 

End of Scene. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Act Two, Scene Four 
 

 
Setting:  Chuck's living 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 balls out! ... 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: 

What time did you start drinking today? 

 

CHUCK: 

Same time I always start drinking... Right when I 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?  That's the beauty of this 

world, I found it... It's always five o'clock somewhere. 

 

MONTY: 

Look, I 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: 

I don't wanna talk numbers, Monty. 

 

MONTY: 

I thought... You said you wanted to go over finances? 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't give 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 much debt I have, tell 

me how I 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 so 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 they ever met me? ... Do they even know who I am, Monty? 

 

Pause. 

 

MONTY: 

Well... I 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: 

Oh fuck most people, man!  Fuck most people... You know how much happiness I got from those 

books? ... Like - a month?  Maybe two months of happiness? ... I had a beautiful, loving wife, a 

successful career as a writer, I had everything I ever wanted... And now what do I have?  I have a 

lonely life in the country where I spend my days waking up and drinking until I 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 have me, you have great friends, you have a great life, 

Chuck... You're much luckier than most people. 

 

CHUCK: 

I don't feel lucky, Monty... I feel depressed, suicidal, and vengeful. 

 

MONTY: 

Mate, I'm sorry, but I'm gonna head out... I think this was a mistake coming here. 

 

Monty stands up. 

 

CHUCK: 

Wait! 

 

MONTY: 

... What? 

 

CHUCK: 

You know... You have always been like a brother to me, ever since college... And I will always 

appreciate the relationship we had... So... I got you a little gift. 

 

Chuck stands up and exits. 

 

MONTY: 

Chuck, I gotta go mate! 

 

Chuck enters with 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 hatchet, ya 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, I hope... You have a lighter? 

 

MONTY:  

Yeah, I have one in my briefcase. 

 



 

 

Monty leans 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'll shoot you in the fucking back. 

 

MONTY: 

Whoa, mate!!  What the fuck?? ... Just chill, put the gun down! 

 

CHUCK: 

I said lock the fucking door Monty, or I will shoot you and say it was breaking and entering. 

 

MONTY: 

Dude, what the fuck??  Seriously?  Put the gun down mate, please! 

 

CHUCK: 

Lock the fucking door!! 

 

MONTY: 

Alright, alright, I'm locking the door, I'm locking it!  (Stands up and locks the door.) ... There, it's 

locked! 

 

Monty holds his hands up and stands near the door.  Chuck gestures with the gun for him 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 freaking you out?  (Monty nods.)  I'm freaking you out?? 

 

MONTY: 

Yes mate, please!  Please put the gun down... At least stop pointing it at me, please. 

 

CHUCK: 

Shut the fuck up, Monty Boy!! (Pause)  Now listen, "mate"... I don't want to draw this out any 

longer than it has to be... Because I love you like a brother... And when you love like brothers, 

you fight like brothers... 

 

MONTY: 

Mate, what are you talking about? 



 

 

CHUCK: 

Shut the fuck up! 

 

MONTY: 

Look, just take it easy!  Can we just talk here, please? 

 

CHUCK: 

Oh now you wanna 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's talk about it!  What position do you guys usually do?  I know she says she likes missionary, 

but now I'm thinking maybe she only says that because she knows I like it, ya know, I don't 

know anymore!  Let's talk about how much you stole from me and how often it's 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 I have never stole any money from you, I swear to 

God... You've been 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, I 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 I hear you utter her 

name one more fucking time, I swear to God, I will kill you... You 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... In the 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... I caught you two, and you are both denying it!  Now go before I 

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 I 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, get the fuck out of my house! 

Chuck cocks the gun back and aims it at Monty. 

MONTY: 

Dude! 

CHUCK: 

Get the fuck out of here dude, now!!  

Slight Pause.  Monty looks around quickly, panics, then lunges toward Chuck and the gun. In a 

brief scuffle, the gun goes off, and Monty 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: 

I can't... 

MONTY: 

Call 911, please, what are you doing?? (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 die... (Gasping.)  Call 911! 

CHUCK: 

Nahh, I think I'll just let it be... Let fate take over, ya know? 

Monty is fading quickly, seriously wounded and losing blood. 

MONTY: 

Chuck, I can't... I can't breathe... Call... 9... 1...  

CHUCK: 

Wish I 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 say no... But neither 

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 emotionless, pauses, then shrugs. 

CHUCK: 

Well... Maybe now Delilah will take me back? 

 

 

BLACK OUT.  

     

END OF PLAY. 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: Weôre Not All Picassos was inspired by the artistôs internal 

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 and forces. Stylistic interests include David Mamet, Suzan-Lori Parks, Neil Simon, 

Clifford Odets, August Wilson, Martin McDonagh, and more. The play has not been performed 

live yet. 

AUTHORôS BIO: Watt Burns is a poet and playwright from Milwaukee, WI, living in 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 Wisconsin-Milwaukee, and he once saved a kitten from a busy 

highway in Atlanta. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON  

By Ilan Wachsman 

 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:  

 My monologue 'A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON' started as a one minute dialogue 

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 I overheard a couple 

of half-drunk tourists justifying their spur of the moment decision to resume drinking following a 

long period of abstinence. The piece is inspired by Eugene Ionesco'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 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 play 'A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE 

WAGON' was part of Gi60 2018, the International One Minute Theatre Festival, and was 

produced in June 9-7 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 producer Natalie 

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 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 important and inspiring initiative.(Spacing is playwrightôs own.)  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

A LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON   

 
      A MONOLOGUE 

 

 
      

 

 

CHARACTERS 

 

 

 

The Linguist  ï 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.  

  

Hello silent majority, I see youôre all itching to get the show 

on the road. Fresh as daisies and ready to roll. Good for you, 

I'm dead on my feet. And yet I 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. I 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 y 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... wait... I've got a 

brainstorm. Yeah... against all odds I'm on top of that. I'll 

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 j ust won't come out. I know 

you're disappointed but bear with me a bit. Yes... oh yes... 

believe it or not, but just as we came within a hairôs breadth 

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 I say? Looking back I realize I shouldn' t have celebrated 

too early. I can't tell you how sorry I am. Not only that words 

are failing me at the moment, but I can almost see the blood 

draining from my own face . I feel like nothing on earth... at the 

end of my tether . Looks like Iôve come to a cross - roads. I've 

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. I put my head in the lionôs mouth; 

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 Iôm all right 

Jack frame of mind, itôs here today, gone tomorrow. Every man 

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 you? Iôve had my 

fill of the business. I 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 Donôt expect a golden handshake... 

there was no golden hello either. I wasnôt born with a silver 



 

 

spoon in my mouth. My father was a proud son of the soil. I 

started earning my keep at the age of ten... Iôve been making an 

honest buck ever sin ce. But can I make ends meet? To be honest 

with you, I havenôt got two cents to rub together. Actually I 

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 long, anyway. But mumôs the word. If my trouble and 

strife finds out Iôll catch hell. (Lifts the flask) Down the 

hatch! (Takes a long swig from the flask.)  They say itôs all for 

the best, and I should count my blessings, but Iôve had it up to 

here... at the end of the day idioms are just a load of crap, 

pardon my French! In your heart of hearts you know weôre all 

pissing in the wind, don't you?  (Lifts  the flask again.)  It's 

tempting to say to hell with it, but I 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 I 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 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 I overheard a couple of half-drunk tourists justifying their spur of the 

moment decision to resume drinking following a long period of abstinence. The piece is inspired 

by Eugene Ionesco'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 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 play 'A 

LINGUIST FALLING OFF THE WAGON' was part of Gi60 2018, the International One Minute 

Theatre Festival, and was produced in June 9-7 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 producer Natalie 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 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 important and inspiring initiative. 

AUTHOR BIO: Ilan 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 allows him to go on thinking outside the box. Some of his 



 

 

short plays have been produced on off-off-Broadway 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 and their 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 Ilan into a full length play. You can reach Ilan 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. I tried as best as I could to capture how 

kids really talk to each other. However, I purposefully kept it vague, so these two 

characters 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 playwrightôs own.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Characters 

BOY ONE, 17 years old. Small, but not stocky. Almost malnourished. Wooden, hollow eyes. 

Something slightly terrifying about him, slightly off-kilter. 



 

 

BOY TWO, 18 years old. Monstrously tall and gawky. Long, stringy hair. Out of proportion, 

with large hands and joints. Thereôs a repressed air about him, like something is bubbling under 

his surface but heôs too afraid to show it or even speak of it. 

 

Setting 

BOY TWOôs basement, during his high school graduation party. June 2019. 

 

Lights slowly fade in on BOY ONE and BOY TWO, alone. BOY TWO 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 paraphernalia scattered everywhere; mounted deer heads, nerf 

gun boxes, a childôs plastic bike, etc. The play begins in the middle of a conversation. 

 

BOY TWO: ...Yeah, I just didnôt think Iôd make it this far. Like, I have no plan. 

BOY ONE: We could alwaysé yôknow, doé 

BOY TWO: (Interrupting) No, man (he says it laughingly, shaking his head) Donôt be stupid. 

BOY ONE: (Laughs along, putting his hands up in defense). Ok, but like...donôt act like it was 

all my idea 

(They fall into a familiar rhythm. Clearly this conversation has happened before). 

BOY TWO : Totally was, but ok. 

BOY ONE: Everythingôs going to shit anyway. Climate change and shit. Might as well justé 

(Makes vague motion with his hands). 

BOY TWO :  (Humoring BOY ONE) Elaborate. 



 

 

BOY ONE: Ok well. Would you rather be one of millions to die in a natural apocalypse, or 

would you rather go out with a bang? 

BOY TWO: (Snorts) óGo out with a bang?ô Dude.... 

BOY ONE: Iôm just saying! Why slip out quietly like youôre at a fucking movie theatre or 

something? This is life, man. This is the world. And weôre all gonna die anyway. Itôs not like 

thatôs a spoiler or something. 

 BOY TWO: Your dadôs like, a real big Trump supporter right? 

(BOY ONE nods incredulously). 

BOY TWO : And you believe in climate change? 

BOY ONE: Youôre really gonna change the subject like that, huh? 

BOY TWO : (Shrugs. Not really humoring anymore. Genuinely into the conversation). If we did, 

I donôt think I could. Yôknow? 

BOY ONE: You could. For sure. I know you could. 

BOY TWO: You donôt know me that well, man. 

BOY ONE: Iôve known you my whole life, you donôt think I know whatôs going on in your 

head? Or what youôre capable of? I know youôre angry. 

BOY TWO : (That takes him off guard. He looks up at BOY ONE earnestly. After a pause) 

Yeah. Iôm angry. Of course Iôm angry. Youôre angry, everyoneôs fucking angry. (His anger is 

actually showing now). 

BOY ONE: Yeah, get riled up! Four years of bullshit, fucking abuse, to just leave, graduate, 

marry some nobody, have two nobody kids and die? Is that what you want? (BOY TWO shakes 

his head rapidly, ready to cry) Well, youôre acting like thatôs what you wanté 

BOY TWO: Itôs not! Itôs not what I want! 



 

 

(Silence. Somebody drops 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 tableau for a 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 the suffocating 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, uh-huh. Ok, man, yeahé (Barely coherent. Laughter comes out of 

his mouth, but he isnôt smiling. He doesnôt bother to wipe his face of tears). 

(BOY ONE smiles, but thereôs nothing behind it. Itôs a hollow, dead smile. The two shake hands. 

Blackout). 

 

AUTHORôS BIO: My name is Emma Cariello. I'm a college student working toward 

a degree in journalism. I love writing unsettling, weird, and sad things. I typically 

gravitate toward fiction short stories, but I love to review films in my spare time 

too. I hope you enjoy this and please let me know if the attachment opens! It's very 

short, but I prefer 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 I began thinking 

about how this situation might further unfold, and discovered it would be a tale of 

wild libido, converse between the worlds of 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 imagine but which tantalize the creator 

with the possibility of their realization. I do have a file titled Door Number Three 

Full Length, but so far nothing of the second act has emerged. Perhaps itôs best it 

doesnôt. It might be behind Door Number Four. (Spacing is playwrightôs own.) 

 

 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 closing the door 

in instant alarm. (Possibly the image of tiger and open door, enlarged, appears on the backdrop 

wall so itôs more immediately visible to the audience.) 

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 prevents the door 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, shows 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. Opens third 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 the door shut 

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 overlarge t-shirt. 

She beckons with both hands and, sighing, he reaches out to take one of them and let her lead him 

back to bed. Rain increasing. He holds three fingers up and winks at audience behind the womanôs 

back. Bed in darkness after they slide in on either side, rain, wind and peals of thunder grow to  a 



 

 

briefly sustained crescendo 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, shaking his head, a 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 vigorously. Strides to 

the door, grasps the knob aggressively and throws it wide open. Thunderclap. Before he can react, 

the red-eyed man springs at him, knocks him to the ground and begins throttling him, accompanied 

by heavy rain, gusting wind, peals of thunder. Finishing at last, the thrashing and struggles of the 

man under him subdued into dead stillness, the red-eyed 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 Ambiguous Pleasures 

 

Woman stirs in bed at the embrace and sudden assault of her unknown lover. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Walt! Is that you? 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

(Thrusting aggressivelyðwords keeping time) 



 

 

No! name noðname I recoll-ect maybe cer!tainly not Walt! Ab!nor!mal!ly! pantywaistð

pigeonwaistðmilktoastfriedinbutterscotchNAME! WALT! 

Spits off to the side of the bed without moderating his thrust 

Marry a Walt with his substandard entry 

Not enough breath left to speak,, his moans and hers mingle. Climax. 

and possession.  

They settle into a close, tender embrace. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

If it is Walt you must be possessed. If not I must be dreaming. Iôll wake beside a puddling stain 

on the sheets. Where did Walt go then? I think he was after a glass of milk and a sandwich. 

 

 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

He was after forbidden pleasure Iôve snatched out of his lickerous mouth and tasted withal in his 

stead. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

He was going for a drink? I donôt forbid him that but Iôm stern if he does it too much with his 

ulcer. But how did you get in, assuming youôre not my husband suddenly at full throttle early 

honeymoon force? 



 

 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

My force diminishes not with use and familiarity, outperforming husbands of every description 

with visible ease. I came through door number three. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Never heard it called that beforeðo! I see what you mean. The three doors, theyôre back in our 

living room. I really must be dreaming them, or not. Iôve never been sure if the doors with their 

mingled marvels and perils were dreams, waking dreams actualized in life or who knows what 

when analysed in the cold logical light of brilliant day. But then whereôs dear doting Walter 

Black my erstwhile hub? If he went through one of those doors Iôll throttle him when he  gets 

back. 

 

 

 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

No need, itôs already accomplished. Dead he lies on the tacky carpet by door number three, 

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 slain on the carpet by a new sudden lover whoôs assailed me jiggle and spinny 

with artful ambiguous pleasures! Iôd better be dreaming then, too much to deal with, police, 

investigations, hair samples on the carpet and DNA leading God knows where otherwise. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

I catch the glimmer of a reason that need not much trouble you. Troubles not me, Iôm too clever 

by far for the lawðtoo clever for my own good, some on the force say. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

I canôt make head or tail of what you just said. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Tail I make with ferocious abandonðwith gracious abandon yield head. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

I have the right name for a widow at least. 

Quince has slid beneath the sheet, his head obtruding in gentle motion about her midparts. 

A merry widow it seems. 

BLACKOUT 

 

Scene iii Whereôs the Crime? 

 



 

 

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 latex-globed assistants busily collect evidenceð

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 all gentle and caressing, powerful upper arm and upper 

body muscles our natural surmise from evidence of futile struggle by your puny husband. 

     ASSISTANT 1(taking flashbulb photo) 

More tragically stillðor is that more dramatic irony? Iôll Google it laterðone of the tires was 

punctured. 

 

 

     ASSISTANT 2 

bagging samples taken from fingernails) 

Heôd have been SOL trying to flee in that useless three tire wonder as some unknown vandal had 

rendered it. Accessory before the fact if we had any way of tracking him, even if completely 

unwittingly. Assault a personôs transportation in a situation of likely peril. . .  

     ASSISTANT 3 

 (taking up what looks like the measure of a shoeprint in mud) 



 

 

What he could have been up to in a neighbourhood so sketchyð! Someðnot me of course, 

thatôs not in our determination as officers of the lawðmight say he got what he deserved. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Inspectorð(aside, to him alone) whatôs this about a body strangled in an alley? Weôre in my 

living room. Itôs right in front of us. Iôm in my housecoat! 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE(aside) 

To our eyes the picture is thus, Erntrude, but fogged by perspective tricks I learnt many years 

distant in the 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 believe that on your say-so? 

 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE(aside) 

I have no reason to lie to you. Beside you, yes, but itôs a question trickier than you can suspect. 

Ago or to come Iôm not at liberty to say, not in the usual sense of a secret but of a riddle 

unsolved and perhaps 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, decorum after all they have a 

job to do. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside) 



 

 

Two of them are women! 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE(aside) 

Neverthelessðin one case at least Iôm positive and in the other, just possibly half half. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside, smiling) 

So they go on about their duties, furtively undressing me with their eyes? With much less to 

undress than is usual for me in public if the outfit you describeôs what Iôm really wearing. And 

you see? 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE(aside) 

Both scenes are present to my eye, otherwise how could I maintain both illusions at once? 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK(aside) 

Both? What Iôm seeing is an illusion too? I knew it, I havenôt woken up yet. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE(aside) 

Have any of us at any time in our lives first to last? At best for sliver-thin glimmers. These 

subtleties they apprehend better in the Orient. 

     ASSISTANT 1 

Weôve done our work Inspector. 

 

     ASSISTANT 2 



 

 

Ambulance is on its way to pack this one off to the morgue. 

     ASSISTANT 3 

This will stay up awhileðstill going over particulars with the newly bereaved Inspector? Thereôs 

a police vehicle available to chariot her home. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Iôll see to transport personally once Iôve mapped securely a timeline of events as they occur to 

the victimôs widow, in fits and starts it seems against the shock still battening fast on her system, 

battering wide awake her sleep-craving eyes. 

     ASSISTANTS 

Right then weôre off. 

     ASSISTANT 1 

Donôt have a clue what that was about. 

Exuent. Quince and Erntrude Black melt into a passionate kiss as Walter Blackôs head stirs and 

lifts. 

     WALTER BLACK 

So. Didnôt even wait for the first nail in the coffin. 

Watches the two walk off into the blackness where the bed would be. 

I donôt have to put up with this just because Iôm. . . What am I exactly? Wasnôt what I was 

expecting. 



 

 

A sport jacket and housecoat are tossed into the light from bedroom area. 

I have a good mind to wreak vengeance on my vicious murder and the disloyal once-wife whoôs 

Flannel nightgown, shirt and tie are tossed in next. 

Bedding him if my senses donôt deceive me. Never thought Iôd have senses still. Heôs going to 

enter without even leaving off his pants, zipper down and in without so much as a  

Pants and underpants next. 

by your leave. Well if Iôm this much present I might just be able to come up with a 

comprehensive scheme of slow ceremonial revenge such as I never would have pictured myself 

capable of life. Perhaps not. Perhaps death completes me. 

Notices three doors have reappeared. 

But firstð 

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 

Iôll help you the way you wanted first, and then weôll plot our revenge. I crave it as much as you 

on both of them. That son of a bitch is mine, not hers. And now you. Ah, well. Iôll have to make 

the most of it. 

Tugs him to the other side of the door and slams it. 

   



 

 

Scene iv Urgent Love 

 

     WALTER BLACK 

I never thought this was possible either. 

     ANGELINE PITFALL 

Youôve never heard of resurrection in the flesh? Youôre in need of religious instruction, thatôs 

plain, and Iôm custom design for seminary instruction. 

Noise of ambulance comes up low behind this, then rises in pitch to a crescendo before suddenly 

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 get at óbodyô which they mime lifting and placing on 

stretcher, covering with blanket that, once in place, shows the outlines of a body underneat. One 

of them re-attaches the tape. 

     ATTENDANT 2 

Iôm not sure we should have removed that in the first place. 

     ATTENDANT 1 

And we were supposed to get our customer onto  the stretcher and out of here how? I wonôt tell if 

you wonôt. 

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 from the dark 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 

She if you want to know the truth. Likes to watch is the nearest I can figure. Donôt worry, sheôs 

been recently fed. A police commissioner I believe. (After a silence.) Kidding. Walterðyou 

didnôt just finish? 

      WALTER BLACK 

Considering Iôm technically incorporeal. . . I think I lasted pretty good. Anyway I donôt usually 

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 I have to fall back on? 

      WALTER BLACK 

I 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 pointðdo live people ever? 

Looks on as Entrude enters the light from the right side, in a sleek thigh-length negligee nowð

the two outfits almost match. Erntrued, who hasnôt seen Angeline, stretches in every direction 

and hugs herself. Testing the muscles at her side, she pivots and at last sees Angeline. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Who are you? How did you get in here? 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

Door number 3 most recently. I donôt need to ask where you came from. Heôs probably fast 

asleep now. (Loud snoring.) Youôll have to get used to that, not that youôll have much time. 

Thatôs my man you bedded and Iôll punish him for disloyalty and you for lese majeste as soon as 

I figure out the best means to accomplish it. Slow and painful goes without saying. If it proves 

mortal, I wouldnôt be surprised. Iôve already counted coup in a small way, bedding your husband 

behind door number 2. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Ex-husband. I was in the living room and also in a disreputable alley where his body was found, 

thatôs what Inspector Quince said anyway. I heard the ambulance drive away with his remains.  

      ANGELINE PITFALL 



 

 

Heôs calling himself Inspector Quince this round is he? Are you in the habit of sleeping with 

your husbandsô murderers? 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

That hasnôt been proved and Iôm pretty sure it wonôt be. Anyway by whatever circumstantial 

means dear Walt is dead and you donôt get any more ex than that. It usually interferes with what 

you say happened between the two of you as well. 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

It was more than that affected his performance, but Iôm positive heôll come up to the mark with 

the right mix of discipline and TLFC. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Lucky you. (Yawns.) If I wasnôt so sleepy I might even be jealous. 

Snoring out. 

I think I came out ahead in the trade. 

 

 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

Youôre very much mistaken if you think thereôs been any sort of trade or ever could be with the 

likes of you. My man goes through women like you as if they were cotton swabs, the same way I 

put on lesser men. Men and women of the ordinary sort are both a little insubstantial compared to 



 

 

what we are to one another. Still. He promised that was all over with and heôll pay, I promise you 

heôll pay, if you turn our collateral damage I wonôt weep any splashy tears. Iôll taste your blood. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Iôll sop up yours like soup. With coarse grained bread most likely. 

Quince enters wearing a black robe spackled with gold stars. 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

I like the attitude. It means I neednôt show mercyðkill you quickly without pain.  

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Bring it on, door number three if youôve got the nerve. 

      INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Ladies! Flattered as a man needs must be at such competition for his amatory favours, Iôd have 

no millimeter of flesh cut or even bruised upon my poor account! not when the prize is in reach 

of both equally take! grasp! itôs a short walk to a bed capacious for all. At point where I weary if 

you yet sleep not, then may you strive flesh against flesh, aggression against 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 

Whereôd the door go? 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 



 

 

Did I 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. Postpone all-out vengeance awhile in 

favour of furious enjoyment of flesh melting happily in salt, savoury surrender 

      WALTER BLACK 

Just out of curiosity, are you two. . . alive? I ask because Iôm still getting used to all those strange 

new developments. My wife I know still is, unless his cockôs as deadly inside someone as his 

hands are around a fellowôs throat. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Ex. Till death do us part is all I vowed. If only thereôd been an escape clause for boredom. 

She stands eye to eye with Angeline. Their hostility hasnôt so much diminished as taken on an 

erotic charge. 

 

      WALTER BLACK 

Bit much, and in our own bed tooðadding insult to fatality.  

Quince stands eyeball to eyeball with him, glaring.  

What are you going to do, big fellaðkill me? Think itôll take any better this time? 



 

 

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 to standing position) 

My Quince will be pissed off he didnôt see that. 

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 

I could have sworn it was a butcher knife I grabbed. Uh-oh. 

But Quinceôs reaction is disproportionate for a man of his bold rage confronted with a butter 

knife. He backs away slowly, eyeing Walter warily for sudden movements. Seeing though still not 

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. I shall return! 

Bolts through door number three which has reappeared with the others. Roar, then throaty purr 

greets him from somewhere behind the doors. 



 

 

 Good girl, let me ruffle thy head and scratch the back of thine ears for renewed fortune, whoôs a 

good sweet furry pussy! 

      WALTER BLACK 

Oh great! Heôs got the tiger on his side. Iôd better prepare for whateverôs coming but how? 

      INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Ye-es! Ye-es! You wouldnôt run away from any butcher knife wizz a ten inch blade, woulds oo 

girl? Woulds oo girl? 

Meantime 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 

Your Quince! We may tangle over that before very long. 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

We be tangled, more than I suspected we might. 

 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Right now I think Iôll fuck you. 

      WALTER BLACK 



 

 

Those two are getting cozy. 

Pockets butter knife. 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 

I surrender, officer. Take me. 

      WALTER BLACK 

I think it would be appropriate to join in. 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Iôll have to figure out how exactly I do that as a woman. 

Subvocal whispering. 

Really? REAL-LY??? I can do that.  Show you whoôs boss. 

Overlapping giggles from the two women. 

      WALTER BLACK(hesitating) 

Later I think. When Iôve worked out a little more whatôs going on with me. Were those throttling 

hands less manful than they seemed or he imagined or I did? 

 

      ERNTRUDE BLACK 

I can always kill you later when you least expect it. 

      ANGELINE PITFALL 



 

 

Brave talk across a pillow! Weôll see who kills who. 

A succession of waves rise, crest, recede, repeat, of concupiscence in the dark. Purring from 

behind doors. Are the doors still there? At the moment no. From behind where the doors would 

be then: a rumbling prr-prr-prrr. 

      WALTER BLACK 

I think Iôll astonish everyone by the time this is through, Iôve already astonished myself. Youôll 

hear from me girls, and feel me too and it wonôt be a forgettable experience. First. . .  

Exit wings right. 

  

Scene vi Look at Me 

 

Inspector Quince re-enters the living room through door number three or mysteriously appears 

at the point where door number three would be, weôll leave that riddle to the set designer and 

whoeverôs in charge of blocking. He strides Down Stage Centre and addresses the audience 

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, 

I cringe, I backstep warily, I flee! flee to the comforting soft fur of puss, so much of it so warm 

to the touch and responsive, tickle óneath the chin for days if you want to, hear that great girl in 



 

 

her sleep? all three of them now and I not there to voy the two my loves in their maiden voyage 

on conquest bed! Somebody will pay for that, somebody I 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 to grip, stretch 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 in that butchered form a second time and mmuch good it do him! Blood and fat dribbling 

at every point 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 I hastily grabbôd it. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

The identity I had to take on, to save new love from prying eyes of suspicion official on 

discovery of corpse in living room (myself too, but ótwould be trivial: as if law merely human 

could touch me with its fingers) thatôs responsible for all sudden indecision, what might I a lesser 

being be taken for cowardly fleeing. Identitiyôs unstable in its reflex as quarks or subatomic 

particles in their sudden instant leaps. Have to shuck it pronto, without identity fixed Iôm a 

known quantity, fearless in every circumstance I chance to meet. Sole expection an exploding 

star. Better part of valour to flee if thereôs room enough, you have the speed. Light speed 

ironically to flee a bath of incomprehensibly heat-driven light. 



 

 

     WALTER BLACK 

Bet he doesnôt meet those very often. 

     ANGELINE PITFALL/ERNTRUDE BLACK 

Come sink here your ten inches to the haft! 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK 

If you can. When we awaken. 

     ANGELINE PITFALL 

If you dare. (As if whispering.) I didnôt notice he had that much in his pants. 

     ERNTRUDE BLACK(as if whispering) 

Ages since heôs put it all the way in. 

Light snoring up again. 

     WALTER BLACK 

If he believes itôs a butcher knive, why wouldnôt he believe itôs a gun? 

Turns to face Qunice directly, pointing butter knife at him. 

Over here, Quince!  

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Unregistered I wager and probably youôve little knowledge in your fingers. . . slack. . . how the 

trigger presses but any fool could see from here itôs a hair trigger! Easy on the hammer, cautious. 



 

 

     WALTER BLACK 

Why? Youôre a big target, there are six shots in this baby even if I miss with one or two. You 

murdered me.  

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

A failure of. . . courtesy on such small acquaintance (swallows) I admit. 

     WALTER BLACK(aside) 

But if I fire my weapon will it strike him as if by real bullets? Could get sticky if it doesnôt. (To 

Quince.) Never mind the flowery apologies, whatôs done is done. Usually retaliationôs 

impossible in a situation like this, but I feel up for it and unless youôre too dead already I stand 

about ready to taste vengeance to the full. 

Holds butter knife in front of him, cocks it. 

Iôd as soon kill you as look at you. 

     INSPECTOR QUINCE 

Look at me. 

Eyes locked, the two start to walk toward each other as lights fade to BLACKOUT. 

AUTHORôS BIO: Martin Heavisides is 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 

been published 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 poetry, Undermind. He is 

becoming a regular at Storefront Theatreôs Sing for Your Supper.  



 

 

THE TWO BOBS  

 

By Barry Kaplan  
 
 
 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:  

Inspiration: I 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 I was happily reading a 

book when two men sat behind me and started talking. I kept trying to read but their 

conversation was really annoying and I finally gave up, took out a yellow legal pad from my 

knapsack and started to transcribe everything the men were saying. I couldnôt always make out 

complete so I just wrote what I could hear. When I got home, I transcribed what Iôd heard into 

my computer and spent the next few hours filling in what the two men might have said between 

the random words and sentences Iôd been able to jot down. So much for inspiration!  

Stylistically, the play is probably influenced 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 had a lot of fun trying to make sense of their characters and the audience response 

suggested they thought it was pretty funny. (Spacing is playwrightôs 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 ANNOUNCERõS WORDS. 

 
ANNOUNCER: éleaving at 5:15. Last callé. 

 
TRAIN STARTS UP AND MOVES SLOWLY.  
 

JACK  
God this thing is creeping alo ng.  
 

BILL  
Thatõs 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  

I thought it was supposed to be an express.  
 

BILL  

It is an express.  
 

JACK  
 Well Iõm in no rush. You? Bill? You in a rush?  
 

BILL  
I get there when I get there.  
 

JACK  
 I donõt 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  

Theyõre lucky theyõre alive. 

 
A SOB  IS STIFLED.  



 

 

 
BILL  

Hey hey, come on.  
 

JACK  
 Iõm justéIõm in it. 

 

BILL  
How do you mean?  
 

JACK  
Ursula said theyõre not hiring. 

 
BILL  

Whatõd she say? 

 
JACK  

I mean, not hiring me.  
 

BILL  

Get off it.  
 

JACK  

Iõm quoting. 
 

BILL  
Come on.  
 

JACK  
 Yeah.  
 

BILL  
Jack. You?  

 
JACK  

 She said it wouldnõt look good. 

 
BILL  

Whatõs that supposed to mean? 
 

JACK  

Taking on someone from the outside.  
 

BILL  

Yeah, right.  
 



 

 

JACK  
She has the last word, I guess.  

 
BILL  

What a load of bull.  
 

JACK  

Iõm supposed to do dinner with Tom tomorrow but now I donõt know.  
 

BILL  

Tom is the guy.  
 

JACK  
I think I should call it off.  
 

BILL  
Tom is the go to guy.  

 
JACK  

 I mean, it would be a little awkward.  

 
BILL  

Whatõre 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 donõt think Tom even knows. 

 
BILL  



 

 

 This is such a load of bull.  
 

JACK  
Sheõs not going to like this at home. 

 
BILL  

Ursula doesnõt have the last word. 

 
JACK  

I asked her about Tom.  

 
BILL  

You asked her?  
 

JACK  

 I mean, you knowéthe dinner. 
 

BILL  
Ursula doesnõt have the balls. 
 

JACK  
She said sh eõd try to get to him. 
 

BILL  
Oh come off it.  

 
JACK  

You think sheõd actually call him? 

 
BILL  

Tom likes Japanese, by the way.  

 
 

JACK  
I didnõt know. I donõt know. 
 

BILL  
Iõd go anyway.  

 
JACK  

But Ursula said.  

 
BILL  

 Donõt give up without a fight.  

 
JACK  



 

 

Someone always comes out bloody from these things and I donõt want it to be 
me.  

 
BILL  

Tom could talk to her. Tom could override her.  
 

JACK  

Things are shaky enough as it is.  
 

BILL  

Youõre still breathing right?  
 

JACK  
 So? 
 

BILL  
So youõve still got a chance. 

 
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  



 

 

 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  

 Didnõt we just pass your stop? 
 

BILL  
Uh uh.  
 

JACK  
God. The two Bobs.  
 

BILL  
They were funny.  

 
JACK  

 I didnõt 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 donõt know that I actually knew that Bob. Maybe I knew the other one. 

 
BILL  

 They were nutty.  

 
JACK  



 

 

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  

 Iõm 43. 

 
BILL  

òThereõs nothing to learn from this.ó 

 
JACK  

Catholic?  
 

BILL  

 Itõs unbelievable. 
 

JACK  

 Look at all that. What, they just pile it all up at the tracks and thatõs that?  
 

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 canõt override her. 
 

BILL  
This is such a load of bull.  



 

 

 
JACK  

 Iõm scared of her. 
 

BILL  
Hey are you putting me on?  
 

JACK  
Where are weé? 
 

BILL  
Youõre putting me on. I knew it. 

 
JACK STOPS CRYING.  
 

JACK  
 She said it wouldnõt send the right message at this time. 

 
BILL  

Oh come off it.  

 
JACK  

 She gave me the whole we -love-you -youõre-great thing.  

 
BILL  

Thatõs Ursula. What a load of bull. 
 

JACK  

The whole letõs-stay -in -touch thing.  
 

BILL  

That is such a load of bull.  
 

JACK  
Sheõs formidable.  
 

BILL  
For mid able.  

 
JACK  

Yeah.  
 

BILL  

See that old movie th eater? I used to go there.  
 

JACK  



 

 

The whole thereõs-no-one-like -you -but -at -this -particular -time thing.  
 
SOUND OF THE TRAIN.  
 

BILL  
 Moving to Londonõs going to be painful for Tom.  
 

JACK  
And that kid of his is no picnic.  
 

BILL  
Which? The boy or the girl?  

 
JACK  

He has two?  

 
BILL  

You didnõt know that? 
 

JACK  

I still feel bad about that dinner.  
 

BILL  

He was looking straight at you.  
 

JACK  
You saw that?  
 

BILL  
He wanted to help.  
 

 
JACK  

Maybe itõs the golf.  
 

BILL  

You still play?  
 

JACK  
Yeah but donõt ask about my handicap.  
 

BILL  
Tom used to play with the two Bobs.  
 

JACK  
Golf. Golf and the two Bobs. Oh my God. Did you see that?  



 

 

 
BILL  

Everybody hates each other. Theyõre all trying to make money. But no one 
wants to call anyone on it.  

 
JACK  

I was in Tomõs apartment. Huge closets. Plus aéaéan abattoir. 

 
BILL  

 You mean an armoire.  

 
JACK  

I do? Oh. Oh yeah.  
 

BILL  

Heõs going to get the contract but the chances of him taking overé 
 

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. I 

was thinkingé  
 



 

 

BILL  
Mmm?  

 
JACK  

Just a thoughté  
 

BILL  

Spill.  
 

JACK  

 Could youé? 
 

BILL  
Me? 
 

JACK  
I thoughté.maybeé. 

 
BILL  

Nah. No can do, pal.  

 
JACK  

 Oh.  

 
BILL  

Iõm not really in the positioné 
 

JACK  

Right. Right.  
 

BILL  

You know what I mean.  
 

JACK  
I should be getting off soon.  
 

BILL  
If I was, I would. Buté 

 
JACK  

I thought you were. I thoughté 

 
BILL  

Like I saidéifé 

 
JACK  



 

 

If.  
 

BILL  
Yes. The big if.   

 
JACK  

 The big F.  

 
BILL  

Ah. Ha.  

 
JACK  

 This is me.  
 
SOUND OF THE TRAIN SLOWING DOWN  

 
JACK  

Well I guess thatõs that. 
 

BILL  

That it is. Yes.  
 

JACK  

Weõre slowing downé 
 

BILL  
That is that.  
 

JACK  
It is.  
 

 
BILL  

Not that anything is ever really final.  
 

JACK  

Oh. Of course not. Absolutely. Excepté 
 

BILL  
Donõt even say it. 
 

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. I canõt! 
 
THE TRAIN COMES TO A SCREECHING STATIC FILLED STOP . 

 
End  
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WHOLE TIME  

 

By Derick Edgren Otero 
 

 

 

 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT  SPEAKS:  

It was the cultural theorist Byung-Chul Hanôs The Scent of Time, particularly the prologue and 

the concept of ónon-time.ô Time is an agreement between people, holding us together, 

incompletely, forever. That was fun to consider. Hence, this play. (Spacing is playwrightôs own.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Whole Time 

(inspired by the concept of ñnon-timeò) 

 

*  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

10 April  2020 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ñA long list of events does not produce the tension which characterizes a story, while a very 

short story may nevertheless possess a powerful narrative tension. And, thus, a very short life can 

also achieve the ideal of a fulfilled life. The acceleration thesis does not recognize that the real 

problem today is the fact that life has lost the possibility of reaching a meaningful conclusion. It 

is this fact that leads to the hectic rush and nervousness which characterize contemporary life. 

One begins ever anew; one zaps through ólife possibilitiesô, precisely because of an inability to 

bring any single possibility to a conclusion. The individualôs life is not informed by a story or 

meaningful totality. It is misleading to talk of an acceleration of life pursued with the aim of 

maximizing its possibilities. Upon closer scrutiny, this acceleration turns out to be a nervous 

restlessness which makes life whizz, so to speak; it hurtles from one possibility to the next. It 

never achieves rest ð that is, completion.ò 

 

 

ð Byung-Chul Han, The Scent of Time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Characters 

 

B, a woman of the past and present 

W, a woman of the future 

C, a clocksmith, a woman of all time 

 

 

Setting 

 

Immaterial. 

 

 

Time 

 

Oh youôll see.



 

 

  B holds an old desk clock 

 

B 

Time! Sick of timeðgoes and goes where? 

Wonôt make up its mind about itself. 

 

  presses clock to side of face, shakes it 

 

B 

Now nothing; 

Just something, but now nothing 

 

  shakes it again 

 

B 

Tick-tock. 

Tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch like that tick-tock. 

No tick-tock 

 

  shakes it again 

 

B 

sound of time, no sound of time 

 

  B wrestles with a clock 

  W enters 

 

W 

Stop that noise 

 

B 

Well itôs broken 

 

W 

How so 

 

B 

No tick-tock! 

 

W 
Ahh 

 

  B slams it on the ground, breaks it 

 

W 

Good one 



 

 

B 

No hope 

 

W 
Ah 

 

B 

There was no hope 

 

W 
For timeð? 

 

B 

There was no time 

 

W 

Not time or no time? 

 

B 
No time 

 

W 

So itôs gone then itôs over itôs the end of time 

 

B 
Itéwas a clock 

 

W 

and approaching entering non-time, are we 

 

B 

No because it was just a clock 

 

W 

Out of time, how do weé 

 

B 

We get another clock. 

 

W (really starting to worry) 

Without iténo plans, no purpose, no sense ofð 

 

B 

No ego! No ego. Thatôs good, isnôt it 

 



 

 

W 
Oh if  you donôt shutð 

 

B 
Iôll never shut. 

 

W 

And thatôs unsurprising to me because it already happened because everything had happened 

happened has happened happens is happening will  happen will  have happened will  have been 

happening would happen 

 

B 

Well I had been was was going to be was being am am being wil l be will  have been will  be being 

would be would have been was about to be had been beingéso tired of you 

 

W 

Well thatôs marriage 

 

B 

Apparently 

 

W 
Not time or no time? 

 

B 

I wasnôt sure 

 

W 

Youôre not sure 

 

B 

I wasnôt sure 

 

W 
Same thing now. Exactly the same thing. 

 

B 

In some languages 

 

W (answers finished version of Bôs thought) 
Not with contextðnot if  you speak them 

 

B 

All  right, all right! Sheesh 

 

 



 

 

W 

Well, sensitivity 

 

B 

To language 

 

W 

To everything 

 

B 

Are you gonna help me fix  this? 

 

W 
Not my responsibility 

 

B 
Then Iôll go 

 

W 

Where? 

 

B 
To theééé.clocksmith 

 

W 

Oh the clocksmith huh? 

 

B 

Not the timekeeper 

 

W 
Doesnôt keep time, is the wright of time 

like a craft; 

beautiful, yes. 

 

Whatôs she gonna do? 

 

B 

Fix it 

 

W 

Oh 

 

B 

Sheôll fix  it, sheôll fixéthis! 

 



 

 

W 

Ah 

 

B 

Hm? 

 

W 

Us? 

 

B 

No this 

 

W 

You think weôre out of time donôt you 

 

B 

Do you have money? 

 

W 
Why 

 

B 

Well sheôs not cheap 

 

W 
Itôs a clock 

 

B 
Oh so now weôre in agreement about thatð 

 

W 

I donôt believe soé 

 

B 
But 

 

W 

Clock versus time anyway no 

And maybe other things 

 

B 

Itôs a big ask 

 

W 
To fix  the clock or time? 

 



 

 

B 
Itôs a clock! 

 

W 
Iôm not helping you 

 

B 
Wonôt? 

 

W 
Am not 

 

B 

Oh but might 

 

W 

had not been didnôt wasnôt going to be are not will  not be will  not have been helping you 

 

B 
éever 

 

W 
Not nowéso, not Ever 

 

B 

Then I guess I should go 

 

W 
Huh 

 

B 
All  right 

 

W 

Bye 

 

B 

You have no money 

 

W 
I do but not for you 

 

B 

Why not for me? 

 



 

 

W 
Ha! Been out here all night 

with timeðwhy? 

 

B 
The tick-tock! Heard it, heard it loud in my ears, siren-loud, sunlight-loud, then it went quiet, 

that doesnôt concern you? doesnôt terrify you? hearing time then time goes quiet? 

 

W 
Never happened to me. Canôt relate. 

 

B 

Money is like time 

 

W (knows where this is going) 

Noooo no 

 

B 

And if  you have money 

 

W 
Uh uh uh 

 

B 

then you must have time 

 

W 

Youôre getting 

 

B 

or your money is worthless anyway 

 

W 
You think if  time is brokenð 

 

B 

You think time is broken 

 

W 

If  time is broken which it is then the clocksmith canôt work for pay because all payment is an 

exchange of time all work all love all being is time, exchanged 

 

B 

Different kinds of time but basically yes 

 



 

 

W 
Maybe I want to see her 

 

B 

Well maybe itôs not worth it. She canôt fix  it, right 

 

W 
She might 

 

B 

What if  she refuses 

 

W 
I still like seeing her sheôs nice not everything is about money. Time! 

 

B 

Oh you like her 

 

W 

Sheôs nice 

 

B 

So now you want to join me 

 

W 

Maybe 

 

B 

Your time 

 

W 

My what? 

 

B 
Weôll need your money then 

 

W 
Fine 

 

B 

Where is it 

 

W 

I have it 

 

 



 

 

B 

You have it? 

 

W (all at once) 

have had, did have, had, had had, had had had, have, will  have, will  have had, will  have been 

havingéit 

 

B 

This whole time? 

 

W 

This. Whole. Time. 

 

  they exit 

  end of scene 

 

  ***  

 

  in her workshop 

  the clocksmith holds the broken clock; 

  she is otherworldly 

 

C 

Oh yeah itôs broken 

 

B 

I know 

 

C 

Pretty broken 

 

B 

Can you fix  it 

 

C 

You wanna know if  I can fix  it huh 

 

W (to C) 
I think thatôs what she wants 

 

B 

Itôs what I would like to happen yes 

 

C 

Do you know what a zine is?  

How is it different than a magazine 



 

 

W 

Independently published, I think 

 

C 
Which 

 

W 

The zine 

 

C 

Okay wasnôt sure 

 

B 

How much? 

 

C 
What 

 

B 

How much will  it cost 

 

C 
That was so vague, wasnôt that vagueð 

 

W 
It was a little vague given the zine comment 

 

C 
Iôve written down an estimate here 

 

  B checks 

 

B  

Is that too much? 

 

W 
Thatôs too much 

 

B 
We canôt afford that 

 

C 
What do you mean 

 

B 

We donôt have that much money 



 

 

C 

Do you have time? 

 

B 

Thatôs the other issue, according toð 

 

W 

Itôs not just the clocks she broke, Ms. Clocksmith 

 

C 
Well? 

 

W 

Time, too 

 

B (about W) 
Sheôs crazy 

 

W 
Time is broken 

 

B 

Donôt listen to her 

 

W 

And Iôm worried because with time broken how could we pay you at all? How could we pay you 

with other than time? 

 

C 

Well you gals just told me you canôt afford my rate anyway so whatôs your point 

 

W 

Oh thatôs true weôre broke 

 

B 

But if  we give you time we give you money 

 

C 
You just said time is broken 

 

B 

No she said time is broken 

 

W 

We donôt know if  itôs broken 

 



 

 

B 

Itôs not broken 

 

C 

Your clock is definitely broken 

 

B 

My fault 

 

C 

Why? 

 

B 

No tick-tock 

 

C 

Ahh 

 

B 

So I smashed it to the ground 

 

C 

Not a smart move 

 

B 

Mmm 

 

C 

Probôly what broke it 

 

W 

It was so noisy all the fixing 

 

B 

So quiet, though, too quiet 

 

C 

Hereôs what Iôll do 

 

W 
Yes 

 

C 

Time or no time 

 

 



 

 

B 

Mmhm 

 

C 

My consulting fee is not cheap 

 

B 

Kay 

 

C 

but itôs cheaper than my hourly rate 

 

W 

Oooh 

 

C 

Iôll give you some advice 

 

W 

Oooh! 

 

C 

and you can fix  it yourself 

 

W 

I told you sheôs nice 

 

B 

How much would all that be? 

 

  checks 

 

W 

We can afford that! Just enough! 

 

B 

But whatôs the advice? 

 

W 
Who cares 

 

B 

What if  itôs something we already know 

 

W 

Is someone paying you to act this stupid 



 

 

 

B 

Well imagine giving away your last dime to be told information you already know 

 

W 

How would you know what a clocksmith knows 

 

C 

You wouldnôt 

 

W (to B) 
See! 

 

B (dismissive) 

Ahh 

 

W 
Not your money anyway. My money. 

 

B 

But my time! 

 

W 

Your clock. Both of our times. Together. 

 

B 

We wonôt be able to afford to get home if  youôre wrong 

 

W 

Sheôll tell us what we need to know weôll fix  time weôll make money and life will  go on 

 

B 

Really 

 

W 

I think itôs likely yes 

 

B 

Well 

 

W 
Yeah? 

 

B 
Well! 

 



 

 

W 

You thinké 

 

B 

Hm 

 

W 

You really think itôs about time? 

 

B 
Always 

 

  W sighs 

  not the answer she was seeking 

  but accepts 

 

W 

Okay. Here you go 

 

  gives C money 

 

C 

Excellent. Okay youôve got one minute 

 

B 

We need your help 

 

C 

With what 

 

B 

This clock 

 

C 

What about it 

 

B 

Itôs broken! 

 

C 

And 

 

B 

I canôt tell time 

 

 



 

 

C 

Ahh thereôs the problem 

 

B 

Oh? 

 

C 
Mmhm 

 

W 

What is it? 

 

C 
No one tells time. 

 

W 
Ohhh 

 

B 

What do youð 

 

C 

Time will  tell. You wonôt tell time. Time will  tell. And you must listen.  

You must listen to time. 

 

W 

Wow. Wow. 

 

B 

Stop it. 

 

W 

God sheôsésheôs brilliant! 

 

B 

No that isnôt good advice 

 

C 

Anything else? Minuteôs almost up 

 

B 

I want my clock fixed 

 

C 
Okay 

 



 

 

B 

So how do I fix  it? 

 

C 
You donôt need to 

 

B 

Well I want to 

 

W 

Donôt you get it thereôs no need 

 

B 

Time will  tell us what, then?? 

 

C 

What should inform time? That which tells it 

 

B 

And what tells it? The stars? Or the moon? 

 

C 

Time tells all 

 

B 

But who told time! Who told time!!! 

 

C 
Nope! Your time is up, baby 

 

  C exits 

 

W 

Wow. What a woman. 

 

B 

Where is she going! 

 

W 

She is so nice 

 

B 

Was that it??? 

 

W 
One of the kindest souls 



 

 

B 

What a waste of money and time 

 

W 

Do you think she was God? 

 

B 

How are we gonna get home 

 

W 

Time will  tell 

 

B 

We have no money now 

 

W 

Time will  tell 

 

B 

Or food 

 

W 
Time will  tell 

 

B 

Pleaseé 

 

W 

Thatôs the answer 

 

B 

No itôs not 

 

W 

Okay drop the sass you broke the fucking clock in the first place if  we wanna be upset about 

things that are out of our control 

 

B 
She didnôt tell us anything! 

 

W (tender) 
But she did, love 

 

B 

Go. You want to be with her. Go with her. 

 



 

 

W 

No. No, no.  

 

B 

You think sheôs God, of course you doðhow can I compete with that 

 

W 

You just didnôt listen 

 

B 

éI listen 

 

W 
Not at all times. Sometimes, but not all times 

 

B 
I listen to you 

 

W 
Why did you smash the clock? 

 

B 

I told you. No tick-tock 

 

W 

Wellémaybe there was tick-tocké 

 

B (maybe a small gasp) 

? 

 

W 

But you didnôt listen 

 

B 

No. That couldnôt be. I listen 

 

W 

You werenôt paying attention 

 

B 

I was I was paying attention 

 

W 
Time will  always tell. As long as youôll hear it, time will  tell. 

You can hear it now if  you listen 

 



 

 

B 

No. Thereôs none left for us. You were righté 

 

W 

Shhh just listen 

 

B (crying) 
We wonôt eat tonight because of a clock 

 

W 

Listen to time. Please. You have to listen to time. 

 

B 

I wanted to give us time. 

 

W 
We have time. 

 

B 

Itôsé 

 

W 
Donôt get upset about it. 

 

B 

and youôll never forgive me, 

will  you? 

 

W 

Time will  tell 

 

B 

But you wonôt? 

 

W 

Time will  tell 

 

B 

I canôt hear it 

 

W 

I can. 

 

B 

It goes silent. It goesé 

 



 

 

W 

Just listen. And youôll hear it. Thereôs so much of it. The tick-tocké 

We have so much time. 

 

  they listen to time 

 

  if the audience applauses, 

  W shushes itðand there it is, 

  time 

 

W 

Thank you. 

 

  end of play 

 

 

AUTHORôS BIO:  Development includes Art Garage, Cherry Lane Theatre, Capital Reportory 

Theatre, and Rockford New Play Festival. BA, Sarah Lawrence. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

NOT HERE YET   
 

A One - Act Play by William Ivor Fowkes  
 
 
 

./4%ȡ 4Ï ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒȭÓ ÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÓÐÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÔÅ Ȭ4ÈÅ 0ÌÁÙ×ÒÉÇÈÔ 3ÐÅÁËÓȭ ÉÓ ÁÔ 
the end of the play. Eds. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

  



 

 

NOT HERE YET 
A One - Act Play by William Ivor Fowkes  
 
 
 

 
CHARACTERS: 
 

 
ELEANOR:  A woman of indeterminate age. Dressed casually but 
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 indeterminate age. Wears a business suit 
and carries a briefcase. Superior in attitude and bearing. A 
confident and busy man.    
 

 
SETTING: 

 
The entrance to a subway station in a sunken plaza in midtown 
Manhattan.    
 

 
PERIOD: 

 
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 the street above.   
 

ELEANOR 
(announcing)  
.ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȦ 4ÈÅ ÓÕÂ×ÁÙȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ   
 
She holds out her cup to accept coins. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Thank you, sir . . . Not here yet! Slow downɂÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ,ÏÖÅÌÙ ÄÁÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȩ Ȣ Ȣ 
. Not here yet!  
 
She checks the tracks. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
O.K., now ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ  
(speaking more rapidly)  
Train pulling in, people! You can make it!  Pick uÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÃÅȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅɂnot too 
crowded. Last chance! This is it! Now or never! O.K. O.K. . . . Oopsɂtoo late!  
(slowing down)  
Sorryɂtoo late. Just missed it. Relax . . . Slow down . . .   
 
She accepts a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Thank you . . . Take your time, folks . . . Not here yet!   
 
She accepts a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁȭÁÍ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 3ÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȦ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÆÁÌÌ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ 
ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ /Èȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÍÂÒÅÌÌÁȟ ÓÉÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á 
beautiful day.  
 
She accepts a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁȭÁÍ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 
(with a sigh) 
4ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÉÎÇȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ! ÐÁÕÓÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ! ÂÒÅÁË Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ! ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÌÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÅÔÅÒÎÉÔÙ Ȣ 
Ȣ Ȣ %ÎÊÏÙ ÉÔ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ $ÏÎȭÔ ÒÕÓÈ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 'ÏÄ ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ 



 

 

hypertension.  
 
      She sighs and then cocks her ear. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
 (speeding up)  
OKɂ) ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 0ÉÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÃÅȦ 4ÒÁÉÎ ÁȭÃÏÍÉÎȭȦ !ÌÍÏÓÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÔÅÐ ÉÔ ÕÐȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ 
ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȟ ÆÏÌËÓȢ -ÏÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÄÅÁÒȦ 4ÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ  
(slowing down)  
O.K.ɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȦ $ÏÏÒÓ ÃÌÏÓÅÄȢ 4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 3ÌÏ× ÄÏ×Îȟ ÍÉÓÓȦ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÒÕÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÇÈ ÈÅÅÌÓ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 3ÌÏ× 
down, sir. Not here yet!  
 
Charlene enters carrying a box of folding umbrellas. She stares at Eleanor for a moment, 
confused by her presence. She drops her box on the ground a few feet from Eleanor, holds 
ÏÕÔ Á ÃÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ȰÇÏÅÓ ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȢȱ 
 

CHARLENE 
Not here yet! Not here yet! You can slow downɂÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Charlene)  
What are you doing?  
(to the public)  
Not here yet! 
 

CHARLENE 
(to Eleanor)  
7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÄÏÉÎÇȩ  
(to the public)  
Not here yet! 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Charlene)  
) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÍÉÔÁÔÉÎÇ ÍÅȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÅÁÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙ ÍÁÎÎÅÒÓȩ 
 

CHARLENE 
(to Eleanor)  
)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÊÏÂȢ  
 
(to the public)  
Not here yet!  
 
(to Eleanor)  
!ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȦ 
 



 

 

ELEANOR 
(to the public)  
Not here yet! 
 

CHARLENE 
Has she been here? 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Charlene)   
Who? 
 

CHARLENE 
My mother. 
 

ELEANOR 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒɂha! Trick question! Gotcha!  
(to the public)  
Not here yet! 
 

ELEANOR 
(to the public)  
Not here yet!  
(to Charlene)   
Will you please stop imitating me? 
 

CHARLENE 
This is MY spot! 
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ Á ÆÒÅÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
(Ï×ȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÃÈÏÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÐÏÔȟ ÈÕÈȩ 
 

ELEANOR 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ know. A sunken plaza just seemed like the right place. See, I can spot the subway 
trains down on the platform AND see the people approaching from above. 
 

CHARLENE: 
"ÕÌÌȦ 9ÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ ÍÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÐÏÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÅÁÌÉÎȭ ÍÙ ÉÄÅÁȦ 
 

ELEANOR 
)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 



 

 

 
CHARLENE 

Likely story. LookɂI been doing this gig for two years. Why are you here? 
 

ELEANOR 
)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȦ 
 

CHARLENE 
/Èȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȦ 9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ  
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
)ÔȭÓ ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÉÓÍȟ ÌÁÄÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ×ÏÒËÓȢ .Ï× ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅɂthis is MY job! 
 

ELEANOR 
Language! 
 

CHARLENE 
)ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅȦ 
 

ELEANOR 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ the problem with the world todayɂÊÕÓÔ ÒÅÓÏÒÔ ÔÏ Á ÖÕÌÇÁÒÉÓÍ ×ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ 
ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ Á ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ  
 

CHARLENE 
What do you know about these people? Where you been through all the heat waves and 
ÂÌÉÚÚÁÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ÏÕÔÁÇÅÓȩ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ÍÙ ÐÏÓÔȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÁÄÍÉÒÁÂÌÅȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
!ÄÍÉÒÁÂÌÅȟ ÓÈÉÔȦ )ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÈȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȢ (Ï× ÍÕÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÕÐ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩ  
 
      Eleanor examines the contents of her cup. 
 

ELEANOR 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ Ënow. Maybe three dollars. 
 

CHARLENE 
And how long you been here? 
 

ELEANOR 
About three hours. 



 

 

 
CHARLENE 

4ÈÒÅÅ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓȩ )Î ÔÈÒÅÅ ÈÏÕÒÓȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȦ  
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
-ÁÎȟ ÉÆ ) ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÏÕÔÔÁ ÈÅÒÅ ÑÕÉÃËÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ-Ù ÁÓÓȢȱ 
 

ELEANOR 
)ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁÙ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÔÈÉÎÇȦ 
 

CHARLENE 
,ÏÏËȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÈÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȢ  
 
Charlene steps forward and addresses the public very dramatically, expressing deep 
concern and exaggerated cheerfulness. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
.ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȢ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ /Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔɂ
ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȢ  
 
Charlene accepts a coin. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Thank you. From the bottom of my heartɂI thank you. 
 
      Eleanor peers into the station. 

 
ELEANOR 

(to the public)  
4ÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 3ÔÅÐ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÌËÓȢ 
  
Charlene copies Eleanor, but with greater flourish. 
 

CHARLENE 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔɂÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 3ÔÅÐ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÌËÓȦ  
 
Charlene accepts a coin. 
  

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
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. 
  

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎËÓȟ ÍÁȭÁÍȦ ,ÁÓÔ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȦ #ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÒÁÉÎȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȟ 
honɂyou can catch me next time! I know you will. Just catch that trainɂand bless you! 
 

ELEANOR 
(quietly)  
Too late. Too late, people. 
 

CHARLENE 
(loudly)  
Too late! Too ÌÁÔÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȦ 3ÌÏ× ÄÏ×Îȟ ÆÏÌËÓȢ 4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ 4ÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ  
(more slowly and dramatically)  
3ÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÒÕÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ  
 
Charlene pauses and looks at Eleanor triumphantly.  
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
.Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȦ 
 

ELEANOR 
"ÕÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÏÒÅ Ôhan that? There HAS to be more than that. 
 

CHARLENE 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÍÙ ,)&%Ȣ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏ× ) ÍÁËÅ ÍÙ ÌÉÖÉÎÇȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
) ÍÅÁÎ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ Á ÓÕÂ×ÁÙȩ 
 
      Charlene holds up an umbrella. 
 

CHARLENE 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ )Æ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȟ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÕÍÂÒÅÌÌÁÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÁÉÎ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
I checked Weather Dot Com? 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! 
 

ELEANOR 
The New York Times ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ no chance of rain until Thursday. 
 

CHARLENE 
7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭ6% ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ New York Times ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÂÅ 
ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÕÍÂÒÅÌÌÁÓȩ 
 

ELEANOR 
People have greater needs than catching trains and staying dry. 
 

CHARLENE 
They do, huh? Show me.  
 

ELEANOR 
What?  
 

CHARLENE 
(Ï× ÙÏÕ ÓÅÒÖÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÓȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
/Èȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ    
 
Charlene ÈÏÌÄÓ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ3ÈÏ× ÍÅȦ 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÆÅÒÅȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÓÔÉÃËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÕÐ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
ÃÌÉÅÎÔÓȭ ÆÁÃÅÓȩ 
 



 

 

CHARLENE 
) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÁÃÒÉÆÉÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÖÅÎÕÅȢ #ÈÁÌË ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÃÅ ÏÆ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅȢ  
(as an aside)  
This should be good! 
 
Charlene steps back or sits down. Eleanor begins, awkwardly and self-consciously 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 breathɂto the public)  
Not here yet. Not here yet! Take your timÅȟ ÆÏÌËÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 3ÁÖÏÒ ÉÔȦ  
Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ &ÒÅÅ ÔÉÍÅȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ! ÇÉÆÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ 4ÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ,ÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÆȟ ÍÁÄÁÍȢ 
Hermes [pronounced AIR-MEZ] is always a good choice . . . Oh, watch your step, there . . . 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȦ .Ï need to rush.  
 
Eleanor accepts a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÓÉÒȢ !ÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÉÔ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ /Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÒÏ×Îȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÔȦ 7ÈÙ ÎÏÔ 
gather the rosebuds instead? . . . Not here yet! Slow downɂno need. Not here. Soon, but not 
yet . . . Great bag, sir! I love Prada! I knowɂÊÕÓÔ Á ÃÏÐÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÁÙÓȟ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȩ !ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÐÁÙ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÒÉÃÅÓȩ ) ÍÅÁÎ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔȟ ÔÏ 
own the bestɂÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÉÔȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÌÏ×ÅÓÔ ÎÕÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÒÁÃËÅÄȢȱ 
.ÉÅÔÚÓÃÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÐÅÒÆÌÕÏÕÓ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÕÒÉÅÄ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÌÙȢȱ (Å ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÔÏÏȢ 
.Ï×ȟ ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÈÉÎË .ÉÅÔÚÓÃÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÒÁÃËÐÏÔȢ /Ò Á ÆÁÓÃÉÓÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á 
misinterpretation. I think what he was trying to say is that we all wantɂwe all deserveɂ
ÏÕÒ ÄÕÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ ) ËÎÏ× I doɂwant my due, that is. Just want to 
make a difference. Take another look at Thus Spake Zarathustra. I just re-read it recently, 
and I can tell you thisɂ 
 

CHARLENE 
(finally erupting)  
.Ï× ÈÏÌÄ ÏÎ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÌÁÄÙȦ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎȭ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȩ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ 0ÒÁÄÁ ÁÎÄ (ÁÉÒÍÁÙÓ 
ÓÈÉÔȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÁÉÎȭÔ "ÌÏÏÍÉÎÇÄÁÌÅȭÓȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȦ  
 

ELEANOR 
Sorry. I guess I got off track.  
 

CHARLENE 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ off-track, all right.  
 
Charlene cocks an ear. 
 



 

 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
.Ï× ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȩ 9ÏÕ ÂÌÅ× ÉÔȦ 4ÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ  
(to the public)   
(ÕÒÒÙ ÕÐ ÆÏÌËÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȦ 
 

ELEANOR 
(to the publicɂquietly)  
9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȦ (ÕÒÒÙȟ 
hurry! Now, now, now! . . . Oohɂsweet Jesus! Just missed it! Just missed it . . . Gone! Too 
late . . . Slow down.  
 
Charlene accepts a coin. 
 

CHARLENE ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Thank you sir. Not here yet!  
 
She accepts another coin. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁȭÁÍȢ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ  
 
And yet another. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ Ó×ÅÅÔȢ  
 
Charlene studies Eleanor, who is clearly upset. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Have you considered any other line of work? 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Charlene)  
I want to do this. I want to help people. 
 

CHARLENE 
"ÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÁÔÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȢ  
 
Charlene looks iÎÔÏ %ÌÅÁÎÏÒȭÓ ÃÕÐȢ 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$) 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ 
 



 

 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÍÁÎȩ -ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ ÙÏÕȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ 
put outɂÏÒ ÄÉÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎȭȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎȭȢ "ÕÔ ÆÁÉÒ ÉÓ ÆÁÉÒȢ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÉÓÍ ÁÔ 
its bestɂ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎȭ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ  

 
ELEANOR 

)ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÅÎȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 
 
      Charlene looks at Eleanor sideways. 
 

CHARLENE 
3Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÈÏÎÅÙȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÌÁÄÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÏÂȭÌÙ 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ Á ÆÅ× ÔÒÉÃËÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅȢ 'ÏÔÔÁ ÂÅ ÅÁÓÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȦ 
 

ELEANOR 
9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙɂÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ ,ÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ .ÅÅÃÈÙ :ÁÒÁ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ 
7ÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ Ærom? Your pimp teach you that? 
 

ELEANOR 
Friedrich Nietzsche. The philosopher. I studied him in college. I liked him. 
 

CHARLENE 
I bet he liked you, too. Did you date? 
 

ELEANOR 
-ÁÙÂÅ )ȭÍ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
Hey, can you sing? 
 

ELEANOR 
What? 
 

CHARLENE 
You knowɂsing! That works sometimes. Let me hear. 
 

ELEANOR 
What would I sing? 
 



 

 

CHARLENE 
9ÏÕ ÍÕÓÔȭÖÅ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ Á ÆÅ× ÔÕÎÅÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
Well, I do know one.  
 

CHARLENE 
Goodɂgo for it! 
 

ELEANOR 
Okay . . .  
 
Eleanor sings the following rather poorly. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Amazing grace!  
How sweet the sound.  
That saved a wretch like me.  
I once was lost, but now am found.  
Was blind, but now I see. 
 

CHARLENE 
Needs a little work, honey. Let me show you.  
 
Charlene sings the following wonderfully. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Amazing grace!  
How sweet the sound . . .   
 
Charlene suddenly cuts herself off. 
 

#(!2,%.% ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
.Ïȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ 
 
      Eleanor starts to cry. 
  

ELEANOR 
Seeɂ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ )ȭÍ ÕÓÅÌÅÓÓȦ .Ï ÕÓÅ ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȦ 
 

CHARLENE 
(consoling Eleanor)  
.Ï× ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÒÕÅȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎȭȢ )ȭÖÅ been doing this for two 
years. How long you been doing this gig? 
 



 

 

ELEANOR 
4ÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÅÅȦ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÄÁÙȦ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȢ 9ÏÕ 
know what? I think maybe you just need more practice. Let me get out of your hair.  
 
Charlene goes to pick up her box.  
 

ELEANOR 
What are you doing? 
 

CHARLENE 
)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÓÐÏÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÕÓȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ 
 
#ÈÁÒÌÅÎÅ ÅÍÐÔÉÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÃÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ %ÌÅÁÎÏÒȭÓ ÃÕÐȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
And hereɂyou obviously need this more than I do. 

 
ELEANOR 

) ÃÁÎȭÔȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄȢ !ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ  
 

ELEANOR 
"ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÕÎËÅÎ ÐÌÁÚÁȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
)ȭÌÌ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÉÔÙȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇɂjust ask 
ÆÏÒ #ÈÁÒÌÅÎÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ   
 

ELEANOR 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ 
 

CHARLENE 
Good luck, honey! 
 
Charlene exits.  
 

ELEANOR 
(to the public)  



 

 

Now, seeɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔȦ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÁÒÅ 
just too busy to notice. If we could only just help each other out a bit . . . Where was I? . . . 
Back to work . . . Not here yet!   
 
She cocks an ear. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Oopsɂmy mistake! Train coming.  
 
She accepts a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ really deserve that. I ignored my responsibilities . . . Train 
ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ "ÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 4ÒÁÉÎ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ )ȭÌÌ ×ÏÒË 
harder.  
 
Eleanor continues with greater enthusiasm, starting to imitate Charlene. 
 

ELEANOR (CON4ȭ$Ɋ 
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. 
  

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁȭÁÍɂfrom the bottom of my heart, I thank you . . . Not here yet! You can take 
your time.  
 
She spots a woman with an umbrella. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
'ÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁȭÁÍɂthat Burberry umbrella may come in handy this afternoon. 75% 
ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒÓȟ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ .ÏÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȦ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ 
ÕÍÂÒÅÌÌÁÓȟ ÆÏÌËÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÕÙ ÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÔÏÐȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÌÁÄÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ 
dandy umbrellasɂjust ask for Charlene . . . Not here yet!  
 
Richard enters and stops to study Eleanor. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÍÁȭÁÍȢ 4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅȢ Ȱ#ÕÅÉÌÌÅÚ ÄÅÓ ÁÕÊÏÕÒÄȭÈÕÉ ÌÅÓ ÒÏÓÅÓ ÄÅ ÌÁ ÖÉÅȢȱ  
 

RICHARD 
What are you doing? 



 

 

 
ELEANOR 

(to Richard)  
Keep it ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟ ÓÉÒȢ !ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÒÁÉÎȭÓ ÄÕÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÎÏ×Ȣ 
 

RICHARD 
Eleanor! 
 

ELEANOR 
$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌȟ ÓÉÒȢ  
(to the public)  
Not here yet! 
 

RICHARD 
) ×ÁÓ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓȦ  7ÈÁÔȭÓ 
this all about? 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Richard)  
0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢ 
 

RICHARD 
Working? What are you talking about? 
 

ELEANOR 
(to the public)  
Not here yet! . . .  
(to a passerby) 
No, sirɂÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ρ ÔÒÁÉÎ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢ 
 

RICHARD 
Is this what you do during the day? 
 

ELEANOR 
(to Richard)  
)ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȢ 
 

RICHARD 
Are you working for the MTA? 
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ Á ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒ ÊÏÂȢ 
 

RICHARD 
I thought you were doing volunteer work at the MET. 
 



 

 

ELEANOR 
4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ need me there. 
 

RICHARD 
4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÏÍÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȩ 
 

ELEANOR 
9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 
 

RICHARD 
Of course I need you. 
 

ELEANOR 
Cook takes care of dinner. Maria cleans up 
 

RICHARD 
You want me to fire the staff? 

 
ELEANOR 

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ 
 

RICHARD 
Which is . . . ? 
 

ELEANOR 
Trains keep coming. People need help. 
 

RICHARD 
What are you talking about? 
 

ELEANOR 
What do you care? 
 

RICHARD 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȦ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ 
ÆÉÎÄÓ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇȢ 
 
Richard spots the cup in her hand. 
 

2)#(!2$ ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Wait! Are you begging for money? Are you trying to humiliate me in public? 
 

ELEANOR 
Would you prefer to be humiliated in private? 
 

RICHARD 



 

 

Eleanor! 
 

ELEANOR 
)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÇÇÉÎÇȢ )ȭÍ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÉÎÇ Á ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÒÅ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ 9/5 
do, right?  
 

RICHARD 
"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ) ÄÅÎÉÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎg? 
 

ELEANOR 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙɂ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ Á×ÁÙ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ 
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 subway station and does strange 
things for money. A TV show, maybe? An article for The New Yorker? 
 

ELEANOR 
To begin withɂyour presence. 
 

RICHARD 
I give you lots of presents! 
 

ELEANOR 
Presence! Ence. Ence. Your being-there-ness. 
 

RICHARD 
Spare me your Heidegger! Or is this one from Sartre or one of those other ridiculous 
×ÒÉÔÅÒÓ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅȩ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÅÌÌ-brought-up girls should not go to Sarah Lawrence 
College. Or if they find themselves there thanks to the work of some misguided guidance 
counselor, they should under no circumstances major in philosophy. 
 

ELEANOR 
)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 
 

RICHARD 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÙ ÆÁÕÌÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
Who chose the job? 
 

RICHARD 
)ÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÊÏÂȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÃÁÒÅÅÒȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÒÁÃË ÓÉÎÃÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ 
9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ ÕÎÆÏÌÄȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÎÅÆÉÔÅÄȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÓÈÁÍÅÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢ )ȭÍ ÐÒÏÕÄ 
ÏÆ ÉÔȦ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȦ 
 



 

 

ELEANOR 
You said it! 
 

RICHARD 
You know what I mean. 
 

ELEANOR 
4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÌÏÖÅȢ $Ï you love me? 
 
      He laughs. 
 

RICHARD 
Do I love you? What kind of a question is that? 
 

ELEANOR 
Do you? 
 

RICHARD 
(embarrassed)  
Love, love, love!  
 

ELEANOR 
(hurt )  
3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔȢ 
 

RICHARD 
7ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ ,ÏÖÅ ÉÓ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ point. 
 

ELEANOR 
Then what is the point? 
 

RICHARD 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ  
 

ELEANOR 
9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 
 
He thinks carefully. 
 

RICHARD 
How about companionship? . . . Comfort . . . Reliability . . . Durability. 
 

ELEANOR 
Sounds like an ad for a line of furniture. 
     (to a passerby) 
7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÆÆ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ψth Avenue and taking the E train . . . 



 

 

9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢ 
 

RICHARD 
4ÈÉÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÔÁÌË ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ×ÏÒËȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅɂthat woÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÅÎ ÏȭÃÌÏÃËȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ 4ÈÅÎ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÏÉÌÅÔÔÅɂÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÒÁÎË ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÆÌÏÓÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÉÓÔÕÒÉÚÅÄȢ 
4ÈÅÎ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
ÙÏÕȭÌÌ immediately fall asleep. Except maybe not tonight. Maybe thanks to your little 
ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÙ ÔÏÄÁÙ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÂÅÓÔȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ ÓÏ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÉÎÓÉÓÔ ×Å ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÎȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ have to 
rush off to work. I know how you like to get to the office before the markets open. 
 

RICHARD 
Go ahead and reduce me to some absurd stereotypeɂsomething you got from a movie or 
God knows where, no doubt. 
 

ELEANOR 
(said straight-forwardly )  
9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄ ÍÅȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩ 
 

RICHARD 
9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÉÃÁÔÅÄȩ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÒÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ 
married me. Enough to know how much creature comforts mean to you.  
 
He pauses and then says the following with great confidence. 
 

2)#(!2$ ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
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 
     (applauding) 
"ÒÁÖÏȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ Á ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÙÅÔȢ *ÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ 
bank hear about this, dear. Might set your career back years. 
 

RICHARD 
(annoyed)  
/ËÁÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÐÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÖÅȢ )ȭÍ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇȦ   
 
Richard starts to exit.  
 

ELEANOR 
(calling after him desperately) 
Richard!  



 

 

 
He stops and turns to look at her. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Just one more question.  
(with great emotion and tenderness)  
Do you NEED me? 
 
      He returns to her. 
 

RICHARD 
(laughing suspiciously)  
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÒÉÐ ÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ /Ȣ+Ȣȟ ÍÙ ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ×ÉÆÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÐÌÁÙ 
ÁÌÏÎÇȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȢ  
 (after a pause)   
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕȢ  
 

ELEANOR 
I can handle that.  
(hurt )  
)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ 
 

RICHARD 
(t rying to be sympathetic)  
.Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÃÈÏÏÓÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÁÒÉÌÙȢ 
 

ELEANOR 
3Ïȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 9/52 ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒ ×ÏÒËȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÓÁÐȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ 
to pay for it.  
 

RICHARD 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ not going to let me win this argument, are you? 
 

ELEANOR 
)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇȩ 
 

RICHARD 
Goodbye.  
 
He turns to leave again. 
 

ELEANOR 
Goodbye. 
 
      He pauses before exiting. 



 

 

 
RICHARD 

4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ %ÌÅÁÎÏÒȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ) ÁÍȢ  
     (with great difficulty)  
I . . . I . . . I . . .  
(said quickly)  
I love you!  
(looking aroundɂthen more calmly)  
4ÈÅÒÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȢ /ËÁÙȩ .Ï× ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ  
(more firmly )  
Right? 
 

ELEANOR 
(sadly)  
) ÈÏÎÅÓÔÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 
 
Richard goes back and gives Eleanor a quick peck on the cheek. 
 

RICHARD 
Goodbye, dear.  
 
He exits. She takes a moment to compose herself and then looks up at the sky. 
 

ELEANOR 
,ÏÏË ÈÏ× ÄÁÒË ÉÔȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇȦ The New York Times was wrong after all. Better not waste any 
ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÅÎȢ /Ȣ+Ȣȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÆÏÃÕÓȢ  
 
She pauses before resuming her work.  
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
 (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.  
 
Eleanor tÈÉÎËÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÓ a coin. 
 

%,%!./2 ɉ#/.4ȭ$Ɋ 
Thank you very much, sir . . . Not here yet!   
 

END OF PLAY 
 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS: For a couple of years when I 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 shout out things like, ñNot here yetðyou can take your time!ò or 

ñHurry upðtrainôs arriving!ò This was before there were digital signs 

announcing the arrival of trains, so she was providing a useful service for some 

riders. I never spoke to her, but often wondered who she was. One day I hit upon 

the possibility that she was actually a wealthy woman doing this for fun. In 

retrospect, I highly doubt this was the case, but I decided to write a play based on 

that premise. The rest of the play just sort of wrote itself.  

If the play has anything to say, itôs that wanting to be usefulðto be neededðis a 

basic human need, whether youôre rich or poor, live on Park Avenue or on the 

streets.  

NOT HERE YET was first performed by Love Creek Productions in New York City 

in 2012. Since then, it has been performed several 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 Petaluma Radio Players of Petaluma, 

CA.  
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AN UNLIKELY HERO 

By Lawrence DuKore 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:   

I 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 Point was tuition free, which spoke to his humble beginnings. He 

fought in 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 wife, Julia, to 

the end of his days and thanks to his friend, 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 problem which did not endear 

him to his superiors. And which resulted in his dismissal from the army.  

As a poor civilian trying to raise a family, he sold wood on the streets of St. Louis 

and suffered frequent humiliations.  But Grant remained dedicated to public 

service and was in the military reserve prior to the Civil War. And when that "war 

between the states" broke out, Grant rose through the ranks and became one of the 

generals, ultimately becoming President 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 two-term president, totally naive about Wall Street 

"financiers ñand both he and the country lost heavily in the market 

place. . Nevertheless he remained a military hero and a popular president as a 

defender of Native Americans and a fighter for Reconstruction.  He was first and 

foremost a moral leader, a defender of the people. 

 

Grant always believed in and fought the fight for E PLURABUS UNUM. 

(Spacing is playwrightôs own.) 
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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.  
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Scene 1.  The lights come up on a bare stge. In the center is Ulysses Grant, age 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 a stocking 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 and begins writing ï 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! I love horses but I sure 

hate horse flies. Get out of here!  They must be Confederate flies ï coming all the way up north 

from Fort Sumter. (shouting) Get used to it, you rebels! You lost the war and now youôre trying to 

deconstruct Reconstruction. (Swatting away) Darn sore losers! 

 

(He puts down the fly swatter, picks up his pencil and begins writing. Again he stops.) 

 

GRANT (to his audience) 

Iôm not a writer but Iôm trying to write my memoirs. Why? óCause we need the money, thatôs why. 

You think people want to read about me? Heck, I was president of these here United States. I was 

the commander of all the Union forces during the Civil War é. (picking up his fly swatter) which 

we won ï although the Southern states wonôt admit it.  

(Shouting) Sore losers!  

 

(He takes a cigar out of his jacket pocket, smells it lovingly and then puts it back in his pocket é 

regretfully.) 

 

GRANT 

Sure wish I could smoke this sweet smelling cigar é but my wife ï Julia ï sheôs got a nose for all 

my bad habits. Sheôd come running in here and snatch it away é and for good reason. This darn 

tobacco is what brought on my throat cancer.  So now I have to write my memoirs so we can pay 

the doctor bills. Okay, okay, okay. Where to begin? How about é at the beginning? 

 

(Sound cue:  the neighing and the whinnying of horses.) 

 

GRANT 

Aint that the sweetest sound in the world? From the time I was a little boy, Iôve always loved 

horses, even wild horses. Never had fear of them! Always was a good rider. It was one of my 

outstanding accomplishments at West Point. God knows it wasnôt my scholarship.  
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GRANT 

 Funny thing is é this here house is just north of Saratoga Springs. Now the spring waters wonôt 

cure my cancer but Iôd sure love to get down there and have a look at those beauties over at the 

race track.  I hear theyôve got some Arabian mares. Yes, sir! 

Nothing prettier than racing horses galloping at full speed ï hearing 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! (beat) Now comes the hard part. (Writing and talking) When I was just starting out 

in the military, when I was a junior officer in Corpus Christi ï that was in the Texas territory ï I 

had this here horse é 

 

(He puts down his pencil) 

 

GRANT (shouting off stage) 

Iôve got writerôs block. I need a drink. I mean, I need a glass of water. I need é 

(He sees a pitcher of water and a glass on a nearby table.)  God bless my wife. She thinks of 

everything.  

 

(Grant goes to the table, picks up the pitcher and pours himself a glass of water. He takes a sip 

and then returns to his lectern.) 

 

GRANT (remembering) 

So where was I? (beat) Corpus Christi, Texas!  Oh, yes! I had this here horse blindfolded, bridled 

and saddled and when I was firmly in the saddle, I threw off the blinds, prodded his flanks with 

my spurs and was soon out of sight. For three hours I rode him over all kinds of ground, through 

field and stream, and when we returned to camp, that horse was thoroughly tamed é and so was 

I! Those were the good times. The bad times came soon after: the start of the Mexican War ï 

otherwise known as a land grab. We invaded Mexico. Why? óCause we wanted the Texas territory 

and New Mexico. New Mexico? Sands of enchantment! Nothing down there but sand, sand and 

more sand! Thatôs why we went to war - killing thousands of innocent Mexicans ï and for what? 

A lot of sand! (Writing) Yeah, Iôll have to put that in my memoirs.  

 

 

(Grant takes a cigar from his jacket and is about to light it when he looks around furtively for Julia 

ï and then decides otherwise. He puts the cigar away.) 

 

GRANT 

Iôm just smelling it! Woman, you can smell an unlit cigar at forty paces! 

 

(He takes another sip of water.) 
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GRANT 

You got through two wars. You got through a bank failure. Youôll get through this. 

 

(From his pocket, Grant takes out two letters. He peruses the first letter.) 

 

GRANT  



 

 

From my bank! Iôm broke. Dead broke! At my age, at 62 é umm é 63! Heck, at any age, thatôs 

a sin. And itôs all my fault, which makes it not only a sin but a crime! (remembering) Okay, okay, 

my son committed the crime but It wasnôt his fault. He didnôt know the ways of Wall Street. Now 

Julia would say that Iôve always been too good-hearted ï and not just with our boy. 

 

(Grant stops, puts down his pencil and looks out at the audience.) 

 

GRANT 

My wife says Iôve always been too good hearted? (shouting off stage) Julia darling ï Julia dearest 

ï I was the commander of all the Union troops. Yes, me, General Ulysses Grant. Do you know 

how many young men were killed at Gettysburg é at Vicksburg é at Shiloh?  And donôt give me 

General Shermanôs quote: ñWar is Hell.ò If war Is hell, then your husband is the devil. Yes, Iôm 

Saturn. I was responsible for the 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 I donôt have any illusions about my time in the White House. I know ï I know - I know I 

never should have appointed my so-called friends to some of those cabinet positions. But they 

were pay backs. It was my way of saying, ñThank you.ò (He laughs a dry laugh, pacing back and 

forth with unusual vigor.) My wife kept telling me, ñYou should have just said óthank youô and 

given each of them a gold watch. It would have saved you a lot of headaches.ò  Julia was right. 

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 doctor: Dr. Meredith.  

 

(He weighs the envelope in his hand.)  

 

GRANT (contd) 

Go on; open it, you durn fool.  
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(He places the unopened envelope on the lectern, viewing it like some enemy combatant.)) 

 

GRANT 

 My wife thinks that Iôm the most courageous man sheôs ever known. I donôt know how many 

courageous men Julia knew but Iôll bet she never knew Robert E. Lee. (proclaiming) Commander 

of the Confederate Army! When he surrendered at Appomattox, I couldnôt help but wonder what 



 

 

was going on behind that mask? Yes, he was gracious in defeat. Yes, he carried himself like a 

gentleman and the great general that he was, a hundred times greater than I ever was. He didnôt 

have the equipment. He didnôt have the supplies. He didnôt have any money é except some 

worthless Confederate money. But he put on a brilliant fight right up until the end. And when he 

unsheathed his sword ï his ñterrible swift swordò ï when he laid it down é I kept thinking, 

ñNobody on this earth likes to lose ï whether youôre gambling on a race horse ï whether youôre 

running for political office ï whether youôre courting the love of your life ï if you lose, you lose. 

So do not cry about it. Do not whine about it. Do not lie about it. Do not make excuses. General 

Lee was a great general ï a great man - all the way ï and my hatôs off to him  

 

(Grant removes his cap and holds it high over his head.) 

 

GRANT 

Did you know that he was President Lincolnôs first choice to command the Union Army? Hell, if 

all my West Point classmates and the cadets before me had joined the Union Army, the war would 

have been over before it began.  (He places the cap back on his head.) Keep that cap on, Mister 

President. All you need is a head cold on top of the cancer. Okay! Back to work. 

 

(He resumes writing; scribbling all of one sentence. Then he picks up the envelope.) 

 

GRANT 

Every time I won a battle, all I could think of ï all I could see was the long gray line of dead 

soldiers ï the boys I sent to their death. I was fearful of all the ghosts that would haunt me for the 

rest of my life. Yes! And theyôve been haunting me ï day and night. Julia would go crazy if she 

heard me talking this way. She says, Itôs all those drugs youôre taking!  And I keep on insisting 

that Iôm talking all those drugs to relieve the pain. (beat) Itôs not about the medication.  I think 

maybe itôs about trying to write these darn memoirs ï and all the bad memories theyôre stirring up. 

 

(He picks up the envelope.) 

 

GRANT 

Or maybe itôs the letter from the doctor. (Beat) Maybe! 
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(Grant takes out the letter and begins reading.) 

 

GRANT 

So now itôs official. (Reading) ñThe tests prove conclusivelyé ñ(to the audience) The tests prove 

conclusively what Julia and I knew from the beginning. Iôve got cancer ï cancer of the throat é 

from smoking all those cigars. Upwards of twenty a day! (He holds up the doctorôs bill.) And 

hereôs a whopping bill to prove it conclusively! So send us to the poor house, doctor!   

 



 

 

(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 the bill and 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 canôt do anything about whatôs left of my health but I may be able to do something about our 

finances. What are my choices? Weôre living on borrowed money ï and Iôm living on borrowed 

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 him. A few articles? Whoa 

there, Nellie! What weôre really talking about is yours truly writing my memoirs for a magazine. 

And the question is: am I ready to put my immortal words on paper? More to the point: am I 

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 

years ï it cost us thousands of lives ï but we won; we finally won.  And thank God for Gettysburg. 

(beat) Pencil! Paper! You men are my soldiers now. Iôm enlisting you in the fight. This isnôt for 

me. This is for my family.  

 

(Grant hesitates, then clears his throat and begins writing. After a moment, he looks at what heôd 

been writing.) 
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GRANT  

Not bad. Then again é not very good.  

 

(He slumps over the lectern) 

 

  GRANT 

I wish I could lie down. But é. There will be time enough to lie down.  Come on, General é 

giddiyap! 



 

 

 

(He slaps his thigh as if heôs slapping a horse.) 

  

  GRANT 

All right! ( reading) ñMan proposes and God disposes.ò Howôs that for an opening?  I know; I 

know. Itôs kind of highfaluting. Doesnôt sound like me at all! 

 

(He walks toward the door.) 

 

  GRANT  

 (Shouting off stage)  

Julia! Julia! Where are you? I havenôt eaten all day. (beat) Where is that woman?  (Shouting) Can 

you get me something?  (beat) You can get me whatôs his name:  the fellow who wrote 

HUCKLEBERRY FINN and TOM SAWYER. Yes, maôam, you can get our good neighbor, the 

fellow in the white suit. And why does he wear a white suit in the middle of the winter? Oh dear 

God ï oh dear Julia ï Iôm losing my mind. I canôt remember names. (beat) Mark Twain! No, no, 

thatôs his pen name. (beat) Iôll remember his name at three oôclock in the morning! But thatôs too 

late!  I need him now. (beat) Sam Clemens! Good old Uncle Sam Clemens! Go over there and tell 

him that President Grant demands that he come on over and do some ghost writing for me. Thatôs 

an executive order! 

 

(He straightens his jacket, adjusts his scarf and cap ï and begins writing again.) 

 

GRANT 

I donôt need Sam Clemens. I write very well. I just have to leave out all that nonsense about ghosts. 

(beat) Canôt help it! Ever since the war, Iôve been living with ghosts.  

 

(He begins writing and reading his words.) 

 

GRANT   

ñAlthough frequently urged by friends to write my memoirs, I had determined never to do so but 

then my sonôs business partner did some double bookkeeping, which resulted in the loss of my 

entire investment. I had made it the rule of my life to trust a man long after other people gave him 

up. Thatôs one of the reasons I was such a lousy businessman.ò 
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GRANT (reading and writing) 

ñMaybe thatôs why I found a home in the army. But the cancer is something else. Army canôt help 

me on this one.ò 

 

(He reaches into his jacket for 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) 



 

 

Hereôs to happy, healthy days é in the next world 

 

(He takes another sip) 

 

GRANT 

These darn pills wonôt cure the cancer. But it does alleviate the pain.  

 

(Again, he resumes writing and reading his words.) 

 

GRANT 

 ñIôve been facing death all my life:  in the Mexican War ï in the War Between the States. I was 

always at my best in wartime ï before and during a battle.ò 

 

(He has a coughing fit.) 

 

GRANT 

Iôm a dying man with a magazine article to write and a publisher breathing down my neck. He has 

given new meaning to that term, ñdeadlineò.  

 

(He goes to the window and looks out to the porch.) 

 

GRANT 

Well, I see where we have some activity on the front porch. Thereôs Julia ï but whoôs that fellow 

sheôs talking to? Is he wearing a long black, hooded cape ï and is he clutching a scythe?  

 

(Grant moves closer to the window and looks out.) 

 

GRANT 

No, heôs wearing a white suit and heôs got a cigar in his mouth. (beat) Good! Now we can both 

have cancer of the throat. It may be more meaningful when two men can share the experience. 

 

(He waves to Clemens) 
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GRANT (contd) 

Good morning, Samuel. Or good afternoon. Or good evening. Please donôt bother to come inside. 

I donôt want you to catch the Bubonic Plague or the Black Plague or ï God forbid ï a common 

cold. Nothing common about you, Mister Clemens! 

 

(Grant returns to his lectern) 

 

GRANT 



 

 

As usual, my good friend, your timing is impeccable. Iôm writing my memoirs for a magazine. 

Youôve been down that road, havenôt you? Well é money is money. Yes, money is definitely 

money. And I know what youôre going to say: I shouldnôt use the word Iôm defining as part of my 

definition. But money is definitely money. It isnôt horse manure. Pardon my language but I canôt 

stomach people who make simplistic statements: ñMoney is money.ò What else should it be? 

 

(He resumes writing) 

 

GRANT 

It should be a lifeline ...Mister Clemens.  

 

(Grant returns to the front window and ñmimesò opening it. The sudden chill forces him to pull 

his scarf tightly around his neck.) 

 

GRANT 

So howôre you doing? Youôre a good neighbor and I thank you for dropping in but Iôm trying to 

write a magazine article. However, I fear they pay me with wooden nickels.  

 

(He listens to Clemens, trying to make out what his friend is saying) 

 

GRANT 

Speak up, man! Itôs bad enough I canôt ride my horse anymore but now I canôt hear anymore. Julia 

has the sweetest voice in the world but I 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 book - and not in some two-bit 

magazine! Sam ï come on ï two bits are two bits. 

 

(He moves closer to the window) 
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GRANT 

You want me to write my memoirs in a book? Heck, I think maybe I can handle a skinny magazine 

é but a book is heavy lifting. Lots of pages between those hard, hard covers! 

 

(He moves even closer to the window, buttoning his jacket against the cold air.) 

 

 

GRANT 



 

 

Youôre saying that Iôll go down in history as the most underrated president weôve ever had? Donôt 

flatter me with words. I know I was a darn good president.  And yes I know that I was a better 

general. And I sure as heck know that I was a lousy businessman. But  

Century Magazine made me an offer. If I write my memoirs, Iôll receive a ten percent royalty. No 

advance. No guarantee. 

 

(He mimes opening the window all the way) 

 

GRANT 

I know that people pay good money to hear you lecture. But Iôm paying with my life.  (beat) 

Whatôs that youôre saying? (beat) Century Magazine would make the same offer to some 

Comanche Indian. (beat) Whatôs that? I should be receiving either 20% of the retail price or 70% 

of the profits. I know that I am the most simple-hearted of men. And Iôm probably the deafest of 

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 distinctly. (beat) You will give me twenty percent of all book 

sales? Julia é how about that? (beat) Youôre saying é seventy percent! I love it! A bidding war 

for poor little old me! (loudly) Man proposes and woman disposes. 

 

(Grant actually looks rejuvenated as he walks sprightly ï almost dancing around the room.) 

 

GRANT 

Julia darling, youôre too smart and too tough for old Sam Clemens. Our neighbor is prepared to 

give your husband a substantial advance. Heôs going to give me more money than Iôve ever seen 

in my life, not counting the money I pissed away down there on Wall Street.   

 

(He turns to the audience) 

 

GRANT 

My sonôs business partners é but you know the story: double bookkeeping and all that.   

And all that was my entire fortune. But I like all this talk about money. Itôs giving me an appetite. 

Julia, how about cooking a nice hot lamb stew for dinner? And Iôm sure our benefactor would like 

to join us. 
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(Grant moves close to the front window) 

 

GRANT 

Howôs that, Mister Clemens? Speak up! (Listening intently) You are prepared to pay me good 

money to write about my life éincluding my love letters? Whatôs that? Speak slowly é and 

loudly. (Listening) Weôll split all the royalties: fifty ï fifty! Do we have a deal? I see youôre 

nodding your head. And youôll make out a check é an advance against royalties. Hurray for the 

red, white and blue! It looks like we have a deal! Okay. Iôll try to justify your faith in me. Now get 

to work, Mister President. Start writing! 

 



 

 

(Grant closes the front window and goes to his cabinet where he takes out a cloth covered 

manuscript. He then returns to his lectern) 

 

GRANT 

I have a confession to make. I did keep a journal during the War Between the States (beat) Is that 

what Iôm going to call it: ñthe War between the States?ò It was a rebellion; a failed rebellion by 

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 up here ï but there were also é slaves. So é you may 

ask é why not refer to it as a ñcivil warò? Thatôs what students of history call it. Thatôs what 

teachers of history call it. (He looks through his journal) 

 

GRANT 

Well é in point of fact, there was nothing civil about it. And there was nothing civil about me. 

You know what the Bible says: ñThe Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away.ò Well, the Bible didnôt 

get that one right.  (Beat) He just ñtaketh away.ò  

 

(Re-energized, Grant returns to his cabinet and takes out anther cloth covered manuscript.) 

 

  GRANT 

I may be losing my mind é but Iôm not completely lost.  I did keep a diary during my two terms 

of office. Julia was allowed to read some of my diaries and she gave them high praise ï which 

meant a lot to me. She told me that more writers, should learn to write simply. I told her that I was 

a simple man ï and that wasnôt false modesty. I meant it then. I mean it now. I just hope that what 

I set down is accurate. Otherwise, you folks will be accusing me of being a writer of fiction! (beat) 

Nothing make believe about my life. 

 

(He returns to his 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 life was the real thing. Heck é someone had to live it!  Someone had to do it! 

 

. 

End of Play 

 

 

AUTHORôS BIO: As a very 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 Law for 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. Most recently, 

his play, STAINED GLASS, premiered off-Broadway at the award-winning Metropolitan 

Playhouse. And his Latino comedy, SUNSHINE, just had a successful 3 week run off off 

Broadway at Teatro LATEA.  



 

 

Hello:  

I 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.  

I have that passion and I want to share it with a company thatôs committed to humanity and 

decency and love.  

WHY I WRITE  

I write for many reasons: Let me count the ways. I want to share a profound experience or a rich 

emotional experience or a funny experience with whomever will read or (hopefully) see my 

work. I write because I want to change a deeply troubling experience into a hopeful experience. I 

write because I'm angry at injustice. I write because that's who I am and that's what I 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, I 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.  

Third, I had taped a newspaper article from last September, when Storm Area 51 was happening, 

into my writing journal. It was a wonderful article, with lots of different people interviewed, and 

several one-line stories of who they were and why they were headed there. Along with, like, one 

quote from each. It was a playwright's dream. I 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 I remembered something about one of the interviewees quitting her job at 

Dairy Queen to head west. So, given the Corona Virus teaching-from-home situation and our 

gorgeous production of Mamma Mia! Indefinitely on hold (I teach high school theatre), I found 

myself with time (and time to spare!) on my hands. I am thrilled to have gotten the chance to get 

these two women out of my brain and down on paper. And, I will admit this to myself, but I won't 

say it out loud, I see this as, potentially, the first scene of a full-length play. Could my high 

school do this next year or the year after? That's a thought. But again, I didn't say that out loud. 

Hell, I didn't even THINK it!  

This play took eight drafts. It has only been performed by me, reading it out loud, at my writerôs 

desk, in what my wife calls my office, which is actually a laundry room. My go-to playwrights 

are Bertolt Brecht, Sam Shepard, David Mamet, and William Shakespeareénone of whose 

influences I can identify in this play. (Spacing is playwrightôs own.) 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LEAVING EARTH 

 

a ten-minute play 

 

by 

 

Alexis Kozak 

 

CHARACTERS 

 

HAYLEY  female, late-teens to early-20s.     

 

LU  female, late-teens to early-20s.   

 

 

TIME AND PLACE 

 

The present.  The living room of Luôs parents.     

 

   SETTING:   (Living room of Luôs parents.) 

 

     HAYLEY  

You promised you were coming.   

 

     LU 

That was before I knew we were actually going.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Weôre gonna be the first.  We are gonna be the fricking first.   

 

     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.  ñStorm Area 51.  They canôt stop all of us.  Letôs see them aliens.ò   

 

     LU 

Itôs a fine line between ñinvitingò and ñstorming,ò wouldnôt you say?   

 



 

 

     HAYLEY  

Arenôt you dying to see whatôs inside?   

 

     LU 

ñLetôs see them aliensò, Hayley?  Really? 

 

     HAYLEY  

Iôve been to Lookout Point, and Iôve seen what Iôve seen.  So have you.   

 

     LU 

That is middle school kids messing with the high school kids who go out there to have sex.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Thatôs what they want us to believe.   

 

     LU 

Everybody knows it.   

 

     HAYLEY  

I donôt know it.  And until I see some proof, I wonôt know it.   

 

     LU 

Itôs kids with laser pointers andé 

 

     HAYLEY  

ñAndò what?   

 

     LU 

Fireworks, flashlights,ðI donôt knowðdrones.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Then how come they donôt just tell us that?   

 

     LU 

I donôt know.   

 

     HAYLEY  

And why donôt they just make it stop? 

 

     LU 

Iôm not the mayor or the police chief or whoever.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Because they canôt stop it.  Because they donôt know what it is either. 

 

     LU 



 

 

Come on, Hayley.   

 

     HAYLEY  

I 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  

Thatôs where they have all the answers, Lu.   

 

     LU  

Weôre gonna get arrersted.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Yeah?  Well maybe itôll be worth it.  All the top secrets of the whole world:  extraterrestrial life, 

space ships, bombs, electronics, technology, chemicals, viruses, the Russians, other planets.  

Maybe itôs high time that stuff saw the light of day.   

 

     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.   

 

     LU 

You are gonna drive three thousand miles based on a Facebook post?   

 

     HAYLEY  

Two thousand, but whoôs counting?   

 

 (Lu consults her phone.)   

 

     LU 

You said it was a couple of days away. 

    (Of her phone, looking at map directions.) 

This says seventy-two hours. 

 

     HAYLEY  

No way seventy-two hours.   

 

     LU 

Thatôs what it says.   



 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

Thatôs way off. 

 

     LU 

Look at it.  Tell me what it says.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Okay.  So, seventy-two hours.  So what? 

 

     LU 

Thatôs seventy-two hours there.  The time there.  And then, seventy-two hours back.  I have to be 

back at work on Monday afternoon at the latest.  You know how Charles is.  Heôs not gonna give 

me that many days in a row off.  Plus, I need the money.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Well Mondayôs not gonna happen. 

 

     LU 

Then Iôm gonna get fired.  And I canôt get fired.  You know Earth doesnôt have a lot of jobs. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Earth has plenty of jobs. 

 

     LU 

Not the kind any Earthling wants.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Who the hell goes and names a town Earth anyway?   

 

     LU 

I donôt know.  Mr. Earth? 

 

     HAYLEY  

Then youôve gotta spend your whole life saying stupid things like, ñEarth doesnôt have a lot of 

jobs.ò  Or, ñWhere are you from?ò  ñIôm from Earth.ò  Alright, forget seventy-two hours.  I can 

do it, in, like, I donôt know, probably like forty-eight. 

 

     LU 

Phones donôt lie.   

 

     HAYLEY  

Seventy-two hours?, thatôs with stopping. 

 

     LU 

No, thatôs straight through. 



 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

Weôll switch off.   

 

     LU 

But I donôt drive stick. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Youôll learn. 

 

     LU 

When? 

 

     HAYLEY  

On the road, girl.   

 

     LU 

    (Stomach pains.) 

UghéOw! 

 

     HAYLEY  

Whatôs wrong?   

 

     LU 

I got my period. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Oh, no.  No, no, no. 

 

     LU 

What? 

 

     HAYLEY  

I changed my mind.  Youôre not coming. 

 

     LU 

Hey!   

 

     HAYLEY  

Youôre the worst when you have your period.     

 

     LU 

I am not!   

 

     HAYLEY  



 

 

Oh, you donôt even know.  The moon does strange things to all of us, Lu, but for you, itôs a 

whole different level.   

 

     LU 

Like what? 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

It gives you crazy weird powers of bitchiness.   

 

     LU 

Shut up. 

 

     HAYLEY  

See? 

 

     LU 

I said, shut up. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Well, it does.   

 

     LU 

I know they say itôs based on the moon, or whatever.  But how does that even make any sense?  

How can it be based on the moon?  

 

     HAYLEY  

Well, the moonôs a cycle and your periodôs a cycle.  Theyôre both cycles.   

 

     LU 

Yeah, but the moonôs up there, and weôre down here.  So, how can they be connected?   

 

     HAYLEY  

You think itôs just random that the moon is on a twenty-eight day cycle and you and I are on a 

twenty-eight day cycle?  Just saying, what are the chances of that? 

 

     LU 

I donôt know. 

 

     HAYLEY 

Iôll tell you what.  When we see the aliens, that is the first question you get to ask them.   

 

     LU 

Ick.  I 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 of soda.) 

 

     HAYLEY  

Youôre not allowed to be sick. 

 

     LU 

Okay. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Whatever happens:  no being sick.  Got it? 

 

     LU 

Yeah.  I got it, I got it.   

 

     HAYLEY  

At least not in my car.   

(Sound of toilet flushing.  Lu enters.) 

I got us something.  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 

Cigarettes?  I donôt smoke. 

 

     HAYLEY  

I know. 

 

     LU 

Neither do you.   

 

     HAYLEY  

But we gotta smoke óem.   

 

     LU 

Iôve never smoked a cigarette in my life.   



 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

But the guy.  From the show.  The Smoking Man.   

 

     LU 

Seriously?  I donôt even know how to smoke a cigarette.   

 

 

     HAYLEY  

If weôre wearing alien costumes, then we are definitely smoking cigarettes. 

 

     LU 

We donôt have alien costumes.   

 

     HAYLEY  

    (Playfully.) 

Magic Bag!, the young woman said ñalien costumesò?   

 

(Hayley pulls out two rubber alien masksðtraditional green heads with almond shaped 

eyes.)   

 

     LU 

    (Screaming!) 

Aaaahhhh!  Holy shit!  These are amazing!  Literally, amazing!   

 

     HAYLEY  

Like, what does one do 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  

Aliens love Diet Pepsi, by the way.  Or so they say.  We are going to find out for sure.  Plus, itôll 

be a good way to meet people and make friends.  People love people who have cigarettes.  Why?, 

nobody knows. We just know itôs true.  

 

     LU 

Hayley, look.  I wish I could.  I really wish I could. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Lu, stop talking.  Just stop talking.  For crying out loud.  You are twenty-two years old.  If not 

now, when?  If people donôt show up to this, what do you think is gonna happen next time people 

have questions that need to be answered?  And the time after that, and the time after that?  Next 

time people have questions that need to be answeredðwhatever the question isðpeople are 

going to say, ñEh, nobody showed up last time.  Why bother?ò  And if that happens enough 



 

 

times, nobody is ever going to get any answers to anything.  In fact, people are just going to stop 

asking questions.  If they have to tell the truthðif the government has to tell the truthð, then 

everybody has to tell the truth.  About everything.   

Or do we get to keep a fence around all the things in life that are true, but that we donôt want 

other people to know about?, because thatôs a lot of fences.  Is that the world you want to live in? 

 

 

 

     LU 

Three a.m.?  The middle of the desert?  People we donôt know?  We could get murdered and 

killed.   

 

     HAYLEY  

ñMurdered and killed.ò  You sound like your parents.  What happened to the fearless girl I grew 

up with?  The tough-as-nails, take-no-prisoners, bad-ass high school chick that wasnôt afraid of 

anything?   

 

     LU 

This is her.  This is who she grew up to be.  Iôm not all those things you said.  I never was.  You 

were.  You are.  Iôve always been the follower-alonger.  It didnôt look that way maybe, because I 

would bring energy or something.  But I was always following you.  You were the map maker.  

You were the one leading us into uncharted territory.  Hell, you even went places where there 

were no maps yet:  boys, booze, everything.  You were the one with the nerve. 

 

     HAYLEY  

And did I ever get us lost? 

 

     LU 

Yeah.  All the time.  But in 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 time.  Just get in the car and drive?  Nobody does that anymore.  They just go where theyôre 

going, and thatôs it.  No sense of adventure.  No chance to get off the beaten path.  I mean, how 

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 the kind of place you only find by mistake.  I 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 time Hayleyôs depth of belief.  Not 

freaked out.  If anything, impressed.) 

You think theyôre real. 

 

     HAYLEY  

Would I go all the way out there if I didnôt? 



 

 

 

     LU 

I mean really real. 

 

 

 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

You think weôre the only ones out here?  We canôt even see the other side of the moon.  The 

other side of the moon.  The closest place to us, and we canôt even see it?  We donôt even know 

what is there?  Not to mention the rest of the entire, infinite, ever-fricking-expanding multiverse.  

So, ñDo I think theyôre real?ò  Yeah, I think they are real. 

 

     LU 

    (Picking up the masks.) 

You think they look like us?   

 

     HAYLEY  

I think some being out there probably asked them the same question about us.   

    (Beat.) 

Whaddya say? 

 

     LU 

    (From Mork and Mindy.) 

éñNanoo, nanooò? 

 

     HAYLEY  

ñNanoo, nanooò means ñhello.ò   

 

 

     LU 

How do you say, ñYes,ò in Klingon? 

 

     HAYLEY  

    (Pronounced sort of like ñLuke.ò)   

ñLuôq.ò 

 

     LU 

Well then, ñLuôq.ò   

 

     HAYLEY  

Really?!  Yes!  Thatôs what I wanted to hear!     

 

     LU 

Can we swing by my job on the way?  I gotta at least tell Charles I wonôt be back on time.   



 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

Youôre not gonna chicken out on me, are you?  What if he says, ñNoò? 

 

     LU 

Then I wanna see the look on his face when I tell him he can take my job and shove it. 

 

 

     HAYLEY  

Atta girl!  Grab your stuff.  Iôll be in the car.   

(Hayley grabs her own bag.  Pause.  Hayley looks at Lu with new 

respect.) 

Say ñadiosò to this place, because we are gonna blow this popsicle stand!   

 

     LU 

Do I 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 

 

 

AUTHORôS BIO: 
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people interviewed, and lots of one line stories of who they were and why they were headed 
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AFTER THE DISSOLTUION 
By Martha Patterson 

 

 

THE PLAYWRIGHT SPEAKS:  

I 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.   

 

I also wanted to write about a marriage that dissolves before our own eyes; however, the lead-up 

to that has been happening for a while.  The wife in this couple is influenced by American 

television; the husband is selfish and doesnôt understand her frustration. 

 

I like to think Iôm influenced by Chekhov and other modern classical writers I 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, Copenhagen, 

Denmark, March 2014.  The second production was by the Image Theaterôs ñFemNoireò series 

at the Whistler House Museum, Lowell, Mass., dir. Jerry Bisantz, March 2014. (Spacing is 

playwrightôs 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. 



 

 

   

SERGEI 39, her bored husband who works selling air conditioners.  He has a beard.   

 

 

 

 

SCENE: Their modest kitchen in Belarus 

 

TIME:  The present 

 

     *****  

 

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 Lukoshenko spoke on television today. 

 

SERGEI 

And why should I 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 was good-looking. 

 

     SERGEI 

Are you saying that to get me to straighten up? 

 

NATASHA 

I have a game to play with you tonight. 

 

SERGEI 

A game? 

 

NATASHA 

Itôs called, ñTruth or Consequences.ò  An American game I heard about. 

 

SERGEI  

And what ñtruthò is it you want to know? 

 

NATASHA 

Just this.  Have you ever, since we married, been attracted to another woman? 

 

SERGEI 

Another girl? 

 

NATASHA 

Woman.   

 

SERGEI 

No. 

 

NATASHA 

I donôt believe you. 

 

SERGEI 

And why not? 

 

NATASHA 

Because I found a book in your underwear drawer.  A paperback.  On physics.   



 

 

Itôs inscribed, ñWith love from Anastasia, 2012.ò 

 

SERGEI 

What were you doing searching my underwear drawer? 

 

NATASHA 

Putting your things away after doing laundry, as I always do.  Tell me about her. 

 

SERGEI 

About who? 

 

NATASHA 

Anastasia. 

 

SERGEI 

A shopgirl.  I used to buy my ties where she worked.  She had a thing for me and  

I let her butter me up.  But there was nothing in it. 

 

NATASHA 

Then why did you save the book? 

 

SERGEI   

(Laughs.) 

Because I need to know more about physics. 

 

NATASHA 

Youôre a simpleton, then.  Iôll bet you never read the book. 

 

SERGEI 

If I didnôt read it, why are you upset? 

 

NATASHA 

Because you kept it. 

 

SERGEI 

All right.  Truth or Consequences.  Did you ever let another man fondle you  

before I did? 

 

NATASHA 

None of your business. 



 

 

 

SERGEI 

ñTruth or Consequences.ò 

 

NATASHA 

I was a virgin when we married; thatôs all you need to know. 

 

SERGEI 

Hmph. 

 

NATASHA 

And ï Truth or Consequences ï do you still love me? 

 

SERGEI 

Hmph. 

 

NATASHA 

So my mascara runs.  I donôt care much what I look like now.  When you took  

the job selling air conditioners I thought one day weôd be rich. 

 

SERGEI 

Two people living on one income.  You could have worked. 

 

NATASHA 

We wanted children. 

 

SERGEI 

Where are they then?  I see no children. 

 

NATASHA 

We could get tested at the hospital.  To see why not. 

 

SERGEI 

Thereôs nothing wrong with me. 

 

NATASHA 

Youôre saying there is with me? 

 

SERGEI 

What would we do with children, anyway?  Iôm 39, youôre 38.  Some people  



 

 

are grandparents at our ages. 

 

NATASHA 

Who, Iôd like to know?   

 

SERGEI 

You should take better care of your appearance.  At work when you arrive they  

all say, ñAh, itôs Sergeiôs old lady.ò 

 

NATASHA 

Thatôs just a fond expression.  At least it is in America. 

 

SERGEI 

Youôre too enamored of America.  Because of those television shows you watch.   

And youôre jealous because some young girl gave me a book. 

 

NATASHA 

Truth or Consequences.  Are you glad our country is independent?  Didnôt you  

love being a part of the Soviet Union?  Your parents were Russian. 

 

     SERGEI 

Hmph. 

 

     NATASHA 

But mine are Polish. 

 

SERGEI 

Iôm glad things changed.  I make more money now.   

 

     NATASHA 

(Lighting a cigarette.) 

Tell me, Sergei, would you like me better if I 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 

I have a feeling ï  

 



 

 

SERGEI 

You have a feeling that what? 

 

NATASHA 

  (Putting out the cigarette.) 

That youôd prefer someone like that.  Is that what Anastasia is like? 

 

 

SERGEI 

Truth or Consequences.  Would you like it if I shaved my beard and wore  

sunglasses and were a movie star? 

 

` NATASHA 

Donôt say such silly things. 

 

SERGEI 

Itôs you who are being silly. 

 

NATASHA 

Are you having an affair with Anastasia?  Because you donôt come home until  

ten oôclock, most nights. 

 

SERGEI 

I kissed her once. 

 

NATASHA   

(Tears run from her eyes.) 

I knew it.  You no longer love me. 

 

SERGEI 

And what if I donôt?  We shall grow old, you and I, in our misery, and then we  

shall die, and that will be the end of that. 

 

     NATASHA 

Is that all you have to say? 

  

     SERGEI 

Is that all you have to complain about?     

 

 



 

 

NATASHA   

(Crying.) 

Youôre cruel. 

 

SERGEI 

Face facts.  We have everything we want now here, in Belarus.  And yet weôre not happy.  We  

want more. 

 

NATASHA 

I want you to love me. 

 

SERGEI 

Then ï Iôll tell you I canôt.  When our land became Belarus I wanted my complete freedom.  I  

didnôt want to be married anymore. 

 

 

NATASHA   

(Sobs.) 

Sergei! 

 

SERGEI 

I wanted to be  with 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 

I donôt please you with my cooking? 

 

SERGEI 

Youôre no maiden any longer.  Youôve let yourself get old. 

 

NATASHA 

Is that all you feel for me? 

 

SERGEI 

Iôm sorry.  Iôll tell you the truth.  Iôve leased an apartment a half a mile from here.  Iôll move into 

it  

tomorrow.  Weôll be separated, then divorced. 

 

NATASHA 

Ohhhh! 



 

 

 

SERGEI 

You see?  You wanted Belarus in all its glory, and weôre no longer happy partners.  I want more.   

You should want more, too. 

 

NATASHA 

(Handing him an apple and a knife.) 

Take this apple and peel it.  And know that youôre peeling away my heart.  Eat it.  It will be good  

for you.  You can remember how your wife once loved you and took care of you.  But how she 

no  

longer will.  Apples are sweet, like me.  Know that itôs the last sweet apple youôll ever taste. 

 

SERGEI 

Couldnôt you have worked?  Or had a child? 

  

 

     NATASHA 

 (Crying.) 

Youôre an ungrateful jackass!  And tomorrow Iôll be free of you.  I miss my Soviet Union! 

 

     SERGEI 

Thank you so much. 

     

NATASHA 

My last gift to you.  The apple.  Now Iôm going to bed. 

(Exits, slamming door behind her.) 

 

SERGEI 

 (Pours himself a glass of vodka from the table and laughs.) 

Tonight ï I sleep alone.   

 

 

     THE END 
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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 episode with the slots, ópraying to imaginary 

Gods,ô which is what I called this as I spun out the first draft.  

Heôs a Beckett fan, as am I, and Iôm also poisoned with certain ideas about theatre ï my novel 

CANSVILLE is about a playwright and an impossible story. Brecht is an influence, but also 

Miller ï Arthur, as well as Henry. Itôs one thing to say setting doesnôt matter, but THE 

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 audience to set 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 I  

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 ï and itôs Pritcher. 

 



 

 

DORMINY 

( embarrassed )  

Ohé Iôm terribly sorry. 

 

PRITCHER 

( forgivingly)  

Please, think nothing of it, I only like to correct things like 

that at the earliest possible moment. Itôs a character flaw, 

really. Wonôt 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 I appreciate you seeing me on such short notice. 

The accident has created a great deal of chaos that Iôd just as 

soon resolve as easily and quickly as we can.  

PRITCHER 

Thatôs why weôre here. Now tell me, did the house seem as if it 

was going to give way, I mean, were there any warning signs?  

 

DORMINY 

Well,  what do you mean? Are there ever? I mean to say, we watch 

the news, we knew the storms were on the way and the fires were 

close. But you never know. In hindsighté  

 

PRITCHER 

Iôm sorry, I donôt mean to say you should haveé done anything 

differently, that i s. Iôm just trying to establish your state of 

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 t it like that, I have to ask myself if I was 

paying attention, watching the right things. I mean, I was.  

 

PRITCHER 

We all do.  

 

DORMINY 



 

 

But the question is, to what? I donôt know that I can excuse 

myself from responsibility properly if I can say I was awar e of 

what was happening.  

 

PRITCHER 

The thing to remember is that Iôm not here to accuse you, just 

to establish a concrete set of facts, a sort of chronology we 

can agree on.  

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs a lot more easily said than done, Iôm afraid. 

 

PRITCHER  

Still we need to do it in order to move forward.  

 

DORMINY 

But isnôt there a tendency to cover for ourselves even when 

weôve done nothing wrong? 

 

(PRITCHER nods.)  

 

PRITCHER 

There is; thatôs why itôs even more important to try and 

reconstruct the situation exactly as it was.  

  

DORMINY 

Yes, well, okay. I suppose itôs prudent to spike my contention 

that there were no warning signs, as Iôm overcome with the 

sensation that there mustôve been. 

 

PRITCHER 

What were they?  

 

DORMINY 

Well thatôs just it. The more sure I am that there were, the 

more unable I am to think of them. Itôs like my mind has taken 

the intervening events and constructed an unavoidable basis 

which led up to them.  

 

PRITCHER 

Is it because things like this donôt just happen? 

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs probably part of it ï except that they do. They happen 

every day.  

 

PRITCHER 



 

 

But what is the condition, you know, that was necessary and 

sufficient? I mean, thereôs a school of thought that says 

accidents are nothing more than well - constructed probabilitie s.  

 

DORMINY 

Wellé so many things. You can go back so far until 

it looks like youôre moving forward again. Us sitting 

right here could be one thing. I mean, theyôre related, but my 

house couldnôt have burned down unless 

I didnôt at some point move into it. Unless youôreé 

 

PRITCHER 

What? 

 

DORMINY 

Oh, itôs ridiculous. 

 

PRITCHER 

Go ahead. It might help.  

 

DORMINY 

Well, unless youôre inferring that my house would have burned no 

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 

I think I see what you mean. It would have always been a 

possibility.  

 

PRITCHER 

Though taken one step further, toward being inevitable.  

 

DORMINY 

And that I would have had to accept.  

 

PRITCHER 

And to some degree forget.  

 

DORMINY 

I canôt go around waiting for something to happen, after all, 

even an eventuality.  



 

 

 

PRITCHER 

Which is where we were.  

 

DORMINY 

Yes, as I was saying, I feel like I should have known.  

 

PRITCHER 

But you did.  

 

DORMINY 

I just forgot, and now Iôm only vaguely aware of it. Tell me, 

what does that do to my claim?  

 

PRITCHER 

Well that depends on if youôre claiming that were not aware of 

the situation beforehand. It seems to me as if youôre saying you 

were.  

 

DORMINY 

So, thereôs really no defense? 

 

PRITCHER 

Against what? Something happening, or you being responsible for 

it?  

 

DORMINY 

I mean, my culpability is  undeniable. I 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 doesnôt completely wash, now that itôs happened and 

Iôm trying to sort all this out. 

 

PRITCHER 

You seek absolution; thatôs hard to achieve. Maybe you should 

think about it some more, about what really happened, and 

whether you really want to be released from your responsibility.  

 

DORMINY 

Oh? 

 



 

 

PRITCHER 

Because once itôs gone, thereôs no way of getting it back. 

 

DORMINY 

Hmm. Maybe thatôs what Iôm 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 

Itôs exceedingly difficult. I will tell you one 

thing, however. Iôve watched a number of people go 

  (CONTINUED)  

through this, all with varying degrees of success. But theyôve 

all developed a humility which, n o matter how honorable it seems 

at the time, always becomes an obstacle.  

 

DORMINY 

It seems like such a simple thing.  

 

PRITCHER 

Thatôs exactly the problem. What we want to believe, we often 

conflate into truth before it deserves to be so.  

 

(DORMINY contemplates this point for an extended moment, as her 

posture ï physically and otherwise ï 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 thereôs always been something in my mind, something 

unconscious, that said I could avoid that tendency.  

 

PRITCHER 

And yet it proves exceedingly difficult; I donôt know if we can. 

I 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 

I donôt knowé 

 

 

PRITCHER 

Sure, sure you do. Even as unthinking as it wasé  

( watching DORMINY )  

Ah, youôve remembered it. 

 

DORMINY 

 (strangely unsettled)  

Yes, somehow I have. I thought today how sen seless my anxiety 

from the night before was.  

 

PRITCHER 

(skeptically)  

On the basis of what?  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt know; mainly just that it was morning ï a new day.  

 

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 ï an epiphany you 

dismiss merely in the light of a new day and on no other basis.  

 

DORMINY 

It seem s preposterous ï and youôre saying Iôve been making it 

worse all day?  

 

PRITCHER 



 

 

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 

I can see where there could be a distinct self - preservation 

aspect to them. But weôre conditioned to suppress our fears, to 

move on from them.  

 

 

 

PRITCHER 

By what? What makes us do that? I mean, is there any evidence 

that this works?  

 

(DORMINY pauses, then presses a register key.)  

 

DORMINY 

Thatôll be $21.48.  

(seeming the slightest bit puzzled)  

 

PRITCHER 

Ohé sure. 

  

(PRITCHER pulls out some bills and hands them over the counter.)  

 

DORMINY 

I would say that it almost exclusively does not work ï its 

promise overshadows its track record, in a sense.  

 

PRITCHER 

But that promise is enough to allow it to reseed itself.  

 

DORMINY 

I think in being reassured, Iôm afraid of almost any other 

possibility. Especially those coming in  the dead of night.  

 

PRITCHER 

Youôd rather not think about them. 

 

DORMINY 

Iôd rather assume they were only a form of my anxiety silently 

replacing itself. One among many, so to speak.  

  

PRITCHER 

The anxieties keep returning, though, donôt they? 



 

 

 

DORMINY 

They wonôt be put off byé 

 

PRITCHER 

By your unconscious changing the subject with a mere suggestion 

of better things. Itôs a form of piety, I tell you. 

 

 

DORMINY 

Youôve seen it? 

 

PRITCHER 

I experience it, as well, even doubting the truth of what I 

believe, as unassailable as it is.  

 

DORMINY 

Is it that? Iôm somehow unsure that it is. 

 

PRITCHER 

So, you see what I mean.  

 

DORMINY 

In a way, I donôt see any way around it.  

(Hands Pritcher some change)  

 

PRITCHER 

But even if there was a way ï would you choose it? Would that be 

prudent?  

 

(Dorminy reflects for a moment.)  

 

DORMINY 

Iôm not sure ï but I also donôt know that I could beé 

 

PRITCHER 

Yes, itôs not as though we have that luxury, such as it is. 

 

DORMINY 

Though we always seem to bring it up, as if it  matters in some 

larger way.  

 

PRITCHER 

Itôs a form of hedging, almost venturing to commit to something 

but holding back that smallest of guarantees against being 

wrongé 

 



 

 

DORMINY 

When thereôs really no great penalty awaiting us anyway, I mean, 

if weôre wrong, weôre simply wrong. 

 

PRITCHER 

And it can be somewhat enlightening, from an experimental 

perspective.  

 

 

DORMINY 

Itôs what so much of this is anyway, until we get it right. 

 

 

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 

I donôt know whether to take that as a compliment or a slight. 

 

DORMINY 

Youôre not so far along after all, then.  

    (smiles)  

(PRITCHER lifts the bag of items takes a few steps toward an 

exit.)  

 

PRITCHER 

Did I remember to get chips? I distinctly came in here for 

chips.  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt think you bought any chips  

( pulls down her glasses and looks at  the receipt tape coming out 

of the register)  

 

PRITCHER 

(dejectedly)  

Itôs the one thing I came for, and now Iôll leave without. 

 

DORMINY 

At least you remembered.  

 

PRITCHER 



 

 

But what good will that do me, when Iôm home and still hungry 

for that specific item I am expressly without.  

 

DORMINY 

You could recall the taste, even some time past when you might 

have enjoyed them the most.  

 

 

PRITCHER 

I could. But wouldnôt that make me want them even more 

fervently?  

 

 

DORMINY 

Maybe. But maybe you wonôt forget them next time. Maybe youôll 

even make a special trip.  

 

PRITCHER 

Well I wouldnôt go that far. 

 

DORMINY 

Oh. I thought thatôs what you said that you just did. 

 

PRITCHER 

In a way, but not that way. Those are the types of thi ngs that 

we think weôll do anything foré 

 

DORMINY 

But when it comes down to it, weôre just as likely to settle 

with or without them? I donôt know that I would particularly 

subscribe to that.  

 

PRITCHER 

Oh? 

 

DORMINY 

No, because if I do, Iôve changed my greater course for a series 

of obstacles in front of me.  

 

PRITCHER 

And you rather wouldnôt. 

 

DORMINY 

Not if I still want to get where Iôm going. 

 

PRITCHER 

But donôt we change course sometimes? 



 

 

 

DORMINY 

Yes, both knowingly andé not so. Iôd just prefer to avoid the 

latter.  

 

PRITCHER 

Not much of an adventurer, eh?  

 

DORMINY 

Itôs not that; I can be as adventurous as anyone. 

 

PRITCHER 

Just not to the point of affecting any change in you. Some would 

say thatôs not adventure, but tourism. We either commit to an 

unknown outcome or weôre not committed at all. There are no 

degrees between these two.  

 

DORMINY 

Still, I might like to know what Iôm doing while Iôm doing it. 

 

PRITCHER 

Wouldnôt we now! But in return for this, weôre willing to give 

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 

Itôs a good question, whose answer may surprise us. 

 

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? I would say so.  

 

PRITCHER 

But thatôs not the only possible result, indeed being on the 

path raises the only other possibilities. Only by sitting on the 

wayside does futility set in.  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt knowé 

 

PRITCHER 

Of course, you donôt. The next thing youôre going to tell me is 

that youôre not sure. Now, where are you heading? 

 

(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 Downtown? 14th  and Horatioé and can we take the Westside 

hig hway? Iôd like 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 

Iôve never been fascinated by these so - called shocking 

mistreatments popping up everywhere.  

 

PRITCHER 

Did you say something?  

 

DORMINY 

I was justé 

 

PRITCHER 

Iôm sorry, I get tangled up sometimes over the difference 

between mused and amused.  

 

DORMINY 

Really.  

 

PRITCHER 

Yes. It seems that when we linger on something, we limit the 

outcomes; itôs either laughter or deep contemplation, like 

theyôre the only two sides of the canyon. 

 

DORMINY 

And the other shores simplyé get left out. 

 

PRITCHER 

But what troubles me in t imes of doubt, I have no gauge whether 

to attribute it to cause or effect.  

 

DORMINY 

Why should you attribute it to either?  



 

 

 

PRITCHER 

Well itôs got to be one or the other. Things donôt just randomly 

pop into mind, in the service of nothingé 

 

DORMINY 

   ( skeptically )  

Thatôs not  possible?  

 

PRITCHER 

If it was, why would it only happen, as I said, during times of 

doubt?  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt think it does, at leasté 

 

PRITCHER 

But it does happen then , I know.  

 

 

DORMINY 

But maybe itôs all one long period of doubt and we should 

distinguish the increments by more significant means.  

 

PRITCHER 

Significant of what? When Iôm not marked by doubt, it shows. 

 

DORMINY 

Why couldnôt we have thoughts occur to us in singular isolation? 

And for that matter, if we lived with doubt more naturally, more 

comfortably, we wouldnôt need to see everything in its light. 

This necessity for attribution is soé 

 

PRITCHER 

Inartful?  

 

DORMINY 

Hobbling.  A self - obsessive thinks of a mountain only as obstacle 

to his progress ï when it could be an opportunity for a 

breathtaking view.  

 

PRITCHER 

And nothing more?  

 

DORMINY 



 

 

How could that be nothing more? A gorgeous view just doesnôt 

stop there ï it nourishes t he mind with distance, propels the 

soul in anticipation.  

 

PRITCHER 

But I couldnôt be made better simply by these things alone. 

 

DORMINY 

These experiences arenôt supposed to improve you at all; only 

reveal the actual you.  

 

PRITCHER 

Did you say you wanted to  stop somewhere?  

 

DORMINY 

Oh yes, but we passed it. I guess I was otherwise fatefully 

engaged.  

PRITCHER 

You donôt seem too upset by it. 

 

DORMINY 

Oh, itôs just that I 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)   

Iôm a fortune teller. 

 

PRITCHER 

Oh? For one of the big banks?  

 

DORMINY 

The biggest.  

 

PRITCHER 

That  must be pretty excitingé glamorous. 

 

DORMINY 

I guess it looks that way. Sometimes I imagine what it would be 

like toé I donôt knowé 

 

PRITCHER 

Drive a cab?  

 



 

 

DORMINY 

Maybe, or some otheré 

 

 

PRITCHER 

Maybe we could switch some time.  

 

DORMINY 

That means youôd have to be me, though. 

 

PRITCHER 

Yeahé 

 

DORMINY 

Youôd have to banish your doubts, or embrace them fully. 

 

PRITCHER 

I donôt know if I could quite do that. 

 

DORMINY 

See, youôre showing promise already. 

 

PRITCHER 

No one would believe it, thou gh.  

 

DORMINY 

Donôt mischaracterizeé you said óno oneô but you meant ónot 

everyoneô, right? 

 

PRITCHER 

Well, a critical mass.  

 

DORMINY 

   ( shaking her head )  

You start out with just one. If you can get just one person on 

boardé  

  

PRITCHER 

   ( skeptically )  

Whatôs one person? 

 

DORMINY 

Whatôs convincing  one person, and I would say quite a lot. 

Because if you can do it once, you can do it over and over.  

 

PRITCHER 

Whoôs going to believe that ? 



 

 

 

DORMINY 

You mean who will be first?  

 

PRITCHER 

I mean whoôs going to believe it at all. 

 

DORMINY 

We base every action on that one little premise ï Iôll 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, Iôll bet you canôt 

even do that.  

 

DORMINY 

I would believe it one way, and someone else w ould another; itôs 

as simple as that.  

 

PRITCHER 

Yet youôre not trying to fool anybody. 

 

DORMINY 

Not just one; that takes more of a crowd.  

 

PRITCHER 

I donôt know ï thereôs also a one- at - a- time quality to it.  

 

DORMINY 

Oh? Also?  

 

PRITCHER 



 

 

Yeah, you know. Like  last week, I was finishing off this 

driveway and the guy had been parking in the yard for like a 

year and he just couldnôt 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 Iôll include what he told me at the timeé 

 

DORMINY 

You mean youôll pass it on, to me now. 

 

PRITCHER 

Iôm just telling you this story.  

 

DORMINY 

Yes, but then what happens to it?  

 

PRITCHER 

How should I know?  

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs not something you consider beforehand? Words strung 

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 didnôt quite know at what. 

 

DORMINY 

So his rage led him int o 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 

Itôs the sort of thing that lives on. 

 

PRITCHER 

Isnôt it doing just that? 

 

DORMINY 

I donôt know; at first, I misunderstood you. 

 

PRITCHER 

You were trying to catch me being lazy, but then you realized I 

was talking about something larger, siding with you in a bigger 

way.  

 

DORMINY 

We can see someone coming ashore and think theyôre attacking us 

ï when actually theyôre invading our entire country. 

 

PRITCHER 

Theyôre just establishing a beachhead. 

 

DORMINY 

And you canôt hold them off, even for a time. 

 

PRITCHER 

Much less if you actually invite them in.  

 

DORMINY 

Itôs like I was saying, you convince just oneé Then they start 

doing your work for you. The point may not be that everyone will 

not believe something ï they just may not believe it yet. 

Thereôs a distinction. 

 

PRITCHER 

But it confuses whose side one is on.  



 

 

 

DORMINY 

It just bears keeping in mind, thatôs all. 

 

PRITCHER 

Whoôs going to remind them? 

 

DORMINY 

Maybe thatôs one way to put it. 

 

PRITCHER 

That was a question.  

 

DORMINY 

The answer may be more than weôre willing to admit. 

 

PRITCHER 

Because you canôt just come out and say such things.  

 

 

DORMINY 

Or you wonôt. 

 

PRITCHER 

Have we lost that particular trait, that skill ï or the desire 

for it?  

 

DORMINY 

Did we ever have it is the question.  

 

PRITCHER 

You see whatôs been done to those whoôve spoken directly ï 

  

DORMINY 

We bottle them up in tiradesé 

 

PRITCHER 

Or their words get taken literally.  

 

DORMINY 

But these are just translations.  

 

PRITCHER 

Itôs hard to be sure. 

 

DORMINY 

Itôs impossible; but itôs easiest to seem sure.  



 

 

 

PRITCHER 

What are you getting at?  

 

DORMINY 

That you canôt just tiptoe ï youôve got to be decisive. 

 

PRITCHER 

Does that mean something by itself? I 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. Iôve been backing up to big empty holes for 

years and filling óem with a soupy aggregate ï you just gotta 

wax poetic while it hardens.  

 

 

PRITCHER 

Bullshit. Iôm gonna shape it, and ignore your sophist tactics. 

DORMINY 

You donôt want it to dry any old way ï perhaps naturally?  

 

PRITCHER 

Iôve no great appreciation for the purity of nature. In this 

case gravity will cause me to have to come back and right 

something that I could have done the first time.  

 

(With one l 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 little for meé 

 

DORMINY 



 

 

But can you speak for everyone?  

 

PRITCHER 

If I could, I hope the question would be, would I?  

 

DORMINY 

Still, donôt go writing off perfection so hastily. Thereôs quite 

a bit of it thatôs gotten us this far. 

 

PRITCHER 

And even more that weôve spent a fair amount 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 in that pursuité really advances the fall.  

 

PRITCHER 

You mean the ball? Youôre talking sportsé 

 

DORMINY 

   ( shakes her head again )  

Is there any other way? I mean, we can tumble forward or back, 

depending on momentum. Can you say I would be less better served 

than in some lunge toward perfection?  

 

PRITCHER 

Whatôs it done? Ask yourself. Much has been accomplished in the 

name of purity that Iôm sure weôd rather just forget or, pretend 

not to remember.  

 

DORMINY 

Sure ï itôs a matter of perceptive skill. It should be chased 

exactly because it is so difficult. But we can know when weôre 

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 

I was speaking about it recently, or was I listening? Buté you 

can know. Itôs that essential doubt. Know your purpose and dig 

your ditch; but venture uncertainly and oh, your path will open.  

 

PRITCHER 

So, itôs some question of motive?  

 

 

DORMINY 

Thereôs a pureness of heart involved. 

   (Pritcher shakes his head)  

        CONTINUED 

But weôve got all that already. Itôs just camouflaged 

beneathé 

 

PRITCHER 

What? 

 

DORMINY 

Desires, concerns.  

 

PRITCHER 

Whatôs wrong with those?  

 

DORMINY 

You tell me. Do you find anything wrong with them?  

 

PRITCHER 

It depends on what they are.  

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs all Iôm saying. Everything depends too much on what those 

concerns are.  

 

PRITCHER 

But thatôs saying quite a lot. 

 

DORMINY 

Youôre saying you question the assumption? 

 

PRITCHER 

   (shaking his head)   



 

 

Not really, itôs justé I donôt know how you can put a limit on 

desires.  

 

DORMINY 

I canôt; but I can prioritize them. 

 

PRITCHER 

   (nodding, handing Dorminy back her license)  

I guess Iôll let you go this time. 

 

DORMINY 

With a warning?  

    (Pritcher nods)  

Soé? 

 

PRITCHER 

What? 

 

DORMINY 

What is it?  

 

PRITCHER 

I guess it would be to slow downé maybe let that hope mature, 

age.  

 

DORMINY 

Old hopes turn to mold and ruin. As soo n as it crops up, Iôd 

rather join the race on the path to fulfilling it.  

 

PRITCHER 

Youôre sure to be stopped. 

 

DORMINY 

I can only hope so, and long before I get there ï or my hope 

changes.  

 

PRITCHER 

What if you ever finally make it?  

   (At this Dorminy shakes her head)  

 

DORMINY 

I guess Iôll have to let you know on that one. 

 

 

PRITCHER 

What if you never do?  

 



 

 

DORMINY 

Same thing, I guess. Iôll have to let you know. 

 

PRITCHER 

So, it turns out to be a bit of a wash, either way, huh?  

 

DORMINY 

But in th e meantime, my hope has dimmed or sprouted wings toward 

a redemption.  

 

PRITCHER 

And youôre willing to accept either? 

 

DORMINY 

No ï that would be perfect. I 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 ógetsô me anything. Itôs not a 

transaction  

 

PRITCHER 

But why, then?  

 

DORMINY 

Because itôs what we believe, without bothering about truth. 

 

PRITCHER 

    ( shaking his head )  

I donôt think you can avoid that.  

 

DORMINY 

Not as I 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 

Itôs like a sun? 

 

 

DORMINY 

    ( nodding )  

And itôs sinking fast.  

 



 

 

PRITCHER 

But tell meé 

 

DORMINY 

Yes? Can I go now?  

 

PRITCHER 

Of course, but tell me something, as terms for your release.  

 

DORMINY 

    ( sighs )  

I will be what I am becoming, with certain restrictions, of 

course.  

 

PRITCHER 

Probably, buté if you set truth aside, arenôt you left with sort 

of a false antecedent before everything you do?  

 

DORMINY 

I said not bothering  with truth, not trying to conjure it. It, 

too, will be what it has always been.  

 

PRITCHER 

I 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 

Itôs my active imagination. A cross section of my intuitions 

would reveal a divided loyalty between what I want and what I 

simply long to desire.  

 

PRITCHER 

You wish you were better? I guess we all do.  

 

DORMINY 

Not just that; but if I could convince you, for ex ample, that we 

should strive toward higher ideals for ourselves, thené 

 

PRITCHER 



 

 

But you canôt tell me what to want. 

 

DORMINY 

Convincing someone means making them think they believed 

something all along. Iôm ï  

 

PRITCHER 

Donôt flaunt my authority! 

 

DORMINY 

How could I? Itôs one of the places where we occupy exactly the 

same position.  

 

PRITCHER 

You think you have as much right to what I think as I do?  

 

 

DORMINY 

In a way, what you think is all  that is up for grabs. Truth is 

the constant, remember.  

 

PRITCHER 

But you canôt be so concerned with me when itôs your hopes that 

are in the balance.  

 

DORMINY 

What are they being weighed against? Your  hopes?  

 

PRITCHER 

They donôt have to be in conflict. 

 

DORMINY 

But thatôs not the truth, is it? Not if we want the same thing.  

 

PRITCHER 

Thereôs enough for both of us. 

 

 

 

 

DORMINY 

But are we in complete agreement? And how far does it go? I 

canôt imagine you would support the goals of some of my hopes. 

 

PRITCHER 

I could say the same.  

 



 

 

DORMINY 

But if you do, our desires  are  in conflict ï 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 

Thatôs the problem ï it may convulse every single thing within 

your being to resist such.  

 

PRITCHER 

Maybe, but why shouldnôt you? 

 

DORMINY 

Perhaps there is no further purpose to any of our facultiesé the 

reason for all of the evolutionary knife - sharpening, if yo u 

will.  

 

PRITCHER 

I might. Entertaining the cumulative effects is almost 

redundant, is it not?  

 

DORMINY 

Itôs a question then, worded as a challenge. 

 

PRITCHER 

I can take it any way I 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 

I 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 

I suppose. Though I keep some memo ry back, if nothing else, to 

inform my offenses.  

 

PRITCHER 

Are they well - versed from all that you hold back?  

 

DORMINY 

I can depend on myself for everything else, save knowing this. 

More and less adamant? Surely. Well -versed? Hmmé a question. 

 

PRITCHER 

But this fluctuation doesnôt bother you? 

 

DORMINY 

How can it? Whaté should I subscribe to some sort of infernal 

balance instead?  

 

PRITCHER 

Why not? It seems to be all the rage.  
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DORMINY 

Itôs not surprising, though note that is not a reason on its own 

to act out.  

 



 

 

PRITCHER 

No; that I 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, donôt worry. They already know. 

 

PRITCHER 

Maybe, but youôll be taken for an agitator. 

 

DORMINY 

Isnôt it just 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 

Weôve all got to pitch in. But when do you come around, after 

spending so much time not reacting, to find any energy to rouse 

yourself?  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt know what you mean. 

 

PRITCHER 

I 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 

Or if you  could.  

 

PRITCHER 

Why couldnôt I? 

 

DORMINY 

Why arenôt you at this very minute?  

 

 

PRITCHER 

There might be several reasons, not the least of which is that I 

might be called anytime now.  

 

DORMINY 

But even that shouldnôt have to interrupt the bigger pattern. 

 

PRITCHER 

I can see the reductionist view of this, yet it would have to be 

part of it or not ï not availed to this either/or possibility of 

whether Iôm called. 

 

DORMINY 

But you were assigned to come todayé 

 

PRITCHER 

Yes.  

 

DORMINY 

So everything is in order.  

 

PRITCHER 

That remains to be seen, itôs the point of interest, really, 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 

I guess it is, 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 oneôs; whoôs calling the numbers, anyway? 

 

PRITCHER 

Some staff; itôs numerical ï there is no need for 

interpretation.  

 

DORMINY 

No, of course not. Would that some other things were so straight 

forward.  

 

PRITCHER 

Yes. Like what?  

 

DORMINY 

    ( shrugs )  

Ohé I donôt know. Anythingôs that not; accidents, luck. 

 

PRITCHER 

Accidents? You mean something you didnôt mean to happen, but 

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 

I wouldnôt know that at the time, Iôd only be aware of the turn. 

You see, I 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; I 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; I 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 

Itôs not so common, but all the more, I lose the sense of these 

distinctions when thereôs so little to make me notice anything 

but their inconsistencies.  

 



 

 

DORMINY 

Must we be philosophers to concern ourselves with conditions 

outside of the immediate?  

 

PRITCHER 

No, itôs hardly necessary, but days run together when we are not 

accustomed to noticing, thatôs all. 

 

DORMINY 

But you wonôt stop that ï so much goes on all the time. Thereôs 

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, noé 

 

PRITCHER 

But you are  aware of what is around you, ever - present or not, 

and thereôs no need to conflate a willful blindness based on 

repetition.  

 

 

DORMINY 

What route did you take here this morning?  

 

PRITCHER 

The same one I 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 

Is that what it takesé 

 



 

 

DORMINY 

These things push and pull us in different directions, until the 

strength is summoned to ignore them.  

 

PRITCHER 

Donôt infer that I do this. 

 

 

DORMINY 

Iôm saying you must, just to get here on time! 

 

PRITCHER 

Is that all thatôs important? 

 

DORMINY 

It is an amazing confluence of priorities, Iôll admit. 

 

PRITCHER 

Yet stillé what I donôt see is how I can avoid these things you 

mentioned.  

 

DORMINY 

You do it so well, thatôs it exactly. 

 

PRITCHER 

Whatôs it?  
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DORMINY 

By not seeing, they are ipso avoided.  

 

PRITCHER 

Youôre not understanding me; Iôm saying that I do see them.  

 

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, I have no reason to doubt the 

evolution of my surroundings.  

 

DORMINY 

Youôve got every reason! There is nothing but reasons to doubt 

this total and pure arc toward betterment.  

 

PRITCHER 

Stop it. Theyôre going to call your number. 

 

DORMINY 

And quite a state to be found in, it would be.  

 

PRITCHER 

It doesnôt have to mean anything beyond the obvious; what your 

session may reveal is particular to you.  

 

DORMINY 

I may be charged with extravagant leanings, for all you know.  

 

PRITCHER 

If thatôs the case, you deserve to be found out. 

 

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 donôt know what there is to be so upset about. Like I said, 

Iôm not sure how it can be avoided. 

 



 

 

DORMINY 

But you are able nonetheless.  

 

PRITCHER 

Itôs a function of my willingness, pure and simple. 

 

DORMINY 

It should be encased in some periapt, worn around your neck ï to 

remind yourself that you donôt need reminding. 

 

PRITCHER 

Better than something else around my neck ï 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)   

I only do so that I might be able to get somewhere and Iôm not 

so concerned w ith how.  

 

DORMINY 

Which means you may infringe on the liberty of others, if 

necessary.  

 

PRITCHER 

Iôm not so concerned with this; it may be like taking up slack 

that is already greatly unused.  

 

DORMINY 

But why?  

 

PRITCHER 

Interestingly enough, Iôm less than concerned about why, though 

it would be cause for philosophy or intellectualizing.  

 

DORMINY 

Youôre anti - intellectual?  

 

PRITCHER 

If and when it comes down to that, a choice between causing an 

effect or talking about one, almost certainly yes, I 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? Iômé 

 

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, itôs amazing what we will use ï I guess if youôre just 

driving nails, anything can be a hammer.  

 

DORMINY 

So youôll throw it around if you have to; thatôs typical. 

 

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, I 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 

Itôs funny, but I donôt think you can impugn my methods.  

 

DORMINY 

Theyôre beyond mortal reach? 



 

 

 

PRITCHER 

They donôt care. 
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DORMINY 

Is that your number?  

 

PRITCHER 

    (wistfully)   

Iôm afraid so. 

 

PRITCHER rises and walks away down the corridor, leaving a 

seated DORMINY to watch as the lighting fades and the scene 

dissolves.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Act II  

 

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 



 

 

Weôve got some excellent deals on these, and Iôve a got a few 

more I keep in the back. Say, you look familiar.  

 

DORMINY 

    (shaking her head)   

I donôt think so. I just got into town this morning.  

 

PRITCHER 

Hmmé I could have sworn... but, maybe itôs just a familiar look. 

 

DORMINY 

I donôt think itôs possible. 

 

PRITCHER 

You canôt be too sure ï anythingôs possible around here. 

 

DORMINY 

Just that kind of place, huh?  

 

PRITCHER 

Sometimes. And I donôt mean just here but, if we thought about 

it, any place could be any kind of place.  

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs a bit of a loose characterization. 

 

PRITCHER 

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 isnôt that because there often is? 

 

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 

Whatôs truth after all, but one element in a larger picture? 

 

DORMINY 

Just the one which says whether itôs night or day, raining or 

clear, that canôt 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, thatôs anotheré 

 

PRITCHER 

Well, there is a certain reality of which it is a part.  

 

DORMINY 

Counting our apples as oranges is just a little disingenuous, 

donôt 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 thatôs all my picture is, like I said, but this 

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 thereôs no question at all. Your capabilities are 

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 

Whatôs that? 

 

DORMINY 

Iôm not sure you want to know, and itôs different for everyone 

anyway ï only youôll know yours, only I know mine kind - of - thing.  

 

PRITCHER 

Maybe if I knew yours I could recognize mine.  

 

DORMINY 

I donôt think so. Weôve got a habit of searching for particular 

things and not being on the lookout for anything at all. My 

admission would only confuse you.  

 

PRITCHER 

You seem so confident.  

 

DORMINY 



 

 

Iôm just saying. Itôs sort of a reverse motif ï an artificial 

horizon.  

 

PRITCHER 

Where I donôt see anything but what Iôm looking for? 

 

DORMINY 

Thatôs it exactly. 

 

PRITCHER 

But many celebrate that sort of focus.  

 

DORMINY 

What else would  they do? Minimize all other elementsé 

 

PRITCHER 

Including truth.  

 

DORMINY 

éand you can regard this as a great boon to creativity when it 

just as well discounts the art, if not the deed, of discovery.  

 

PRITCHER 

    (nodding)   

Thereôs an essence of truth to that.  

 

DORMINY 

What about your rainbow and pot of gold?  

 

PRITCHER 

I still think we can put one in the service of the other.  

 

DORMINY 

But whether is which, and youôre either asking the question ï or 

youôre not. 

 

PRITCHER 

Now that thatôs out there, I feel less anxious about it. 

 

DORMINY 

But itôs not yet yours, youôve enrolled in no real jeopardy ï as 

yet.  

 

PRITCHER 

What makes you suppose I will? Some dark faith in human  nature?  

 

DORMINY 



 

 

    (shaking her head)   

Nah, something a little closer to home.  

 

PRITCHER 

I thought you werenôt from around here. 

 

DORMINY 

I 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. But whatôs more 

critical is the closer conversation.  

 

PRITCHER 

That you have with yourself?  

 

DORMINY 

Precisely.  

 

PRITCHER 

What does yours say?  

 

DORMINY 

Often, itôs just a jumble of contradictory presumptions, 

directions to places Iôve already been, so to speak. 

 

PRITCHER 

But not always.  

 

DORMINY 

No. And then when itôs not, itôs crucial that I be able to 

listen.  

 

PRITCHER 

And youôre not, always. 

 

DORMINY 

No ï thereôs the intercession of other points of view: yours, 

for instance.  

 

PRITCHER 

Why mine?  




