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By Steven Felicelli

WHY 1 LIKE IT: Drama Editor JANET EHRLICH COLSON writes... Wow. | wasn’t prepared
to go crazy for this play. Full lengths are a tough sell. | can’t pretend to understand the synopsis. The
character descriptions seemed — unwieldy. If at first glance, you think you’re getting into a hot heap of
chaos with Steven Felicelli’s THIS IS NOT HAPPENING, A Chamber Play in Zero Acts, you simply have to
keep reading. Why? Because it’s fucking brilliant. This is a play for the ages. If you ever thought that
original thought might not survive a pandemic, or for that matter, a certain era (that rhymes with
“rump”), or that cancel culture might cancel culture, think again! After you get past the weird intro,
you’re going to find yourself sucked into the vortex of a dystopian dinner party (circa 2020) in honor of
Gil’s 50™ birthday. His wife, Deb, despises him (incidentally, this is the last night of their marriage). Her
best friend Lynda has made a feast worthy of the most insufferable food snobs. Lynda’s husband Philip,
alternately doting and egomaniacal, won’t shut up. Oh, and there’s this TECHNICIAN character, a stage
manager quite unlike our folksy friend from Thornton Wilder’s Our Town but serving just as essential a
role in creating a context for the piece along with the iPhone alerts that run through it — both as a
distraction and as a focal point. Not that the tech guy’s the highest authority in the food-chain; he’s on
his headset with S.A.M., sort of an IT consciousness that dictates the algorithms in the world of the play.
S.A.M. isn’t portrayed by an actor but gets a character description and its own pronouns (It/it/its). It’s in



this descriptor that Felicelli mentions Beckett for the second time, along with Mark Zuckerberg and
Adam Smith as influences, however, THIS IS NOT HAPPENING, A Chamber Play in Zero Acts is uniquely
poised as a mutant and progenitor in its own right. There are freeze frames. The sound of a crying gull.
Characters with disabilities - one of whom is treated like an overlooked piece of furniture. A POC who
doesn’t line up with any of the current tropes, but this play could very well create a new one. Brace
yourselves. This is going to change the way you look at plays and in the mirror. There is nothing quite
like writing that blasts us right into the heart of the bullshit that we might not have noticed because it’s
already up to our necks. Politically correct? F-ck no! You got trigger issues? Desensitize yourself with this
play! Uncensored, armed, and rife with bandwagons for ideological evolution, this is THE SHIT. You saw
it here first.

PHILIP

I'm sorry, I.was a rare feast as usual, Lynn, and it is wonderful
to see you all, really, I'm not, it’s not..just having a hard time
with..the routine. It all feels so..foregone—the evening. That we’ll
talk because it’s time—we’ve eaten and now we talk and then you go
and then off to bed thinking about the talking and what
exactly..because.Il’'m sorry, not sure what I’'m..

GIL

Foregone, is it? The evening?

LYNDA

Pip gets dramatic when he’s down. His lines start sounding a bit
scripted.

Five stars.

(Spacing is playwright’s own.)
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SYNOPSIS

This Is Not Happening is a post-reality chamber play. Within the
trompe 1’c0eil walls of this chamber, guests run lines into
narrative feedback loops in accord with updated algorithms of
agency. It is a closed space system increasingly jeopardized by
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what’s happening out there (beyond the chamber walls), where the
apocalyptic amber of smoke-screened skies is giving way to a
hard rain.

The play is about the illusion of engagement, perspectival chaos
of communication and unending anxiety of the way we live now.

PLOT (PLOT?)

A dinner party. All (save GIL) are demoralized and bewildered by
the year they’re living through. Neither “COVID” nor “Trump” nor
“"2020” are named but we are still suffering through all three at
this point (in the opening up period before the initial spike;
people are extending their social circles, schools opening,
forest fires are raging). An exception for gathering is made for
Gil’s 50th birthday. In the next room, Lynda & Philip’s son is
sleeping. Or rather, there is a child-shaped lump under the
covers. It has “night terrors” we are told.

We open with postprandial chit-chat that is immediately
escalated by Philip who is having a midlife crisis. His
aggressive pontifications upset the dinner party routine (eats
first, confabulation after) and soon everything begins to feel a
bit..off. Relations, reason, and even language itself begin to
glitch. The system is breaking down. Enter tech support.

The narrative arc is a series of waves. Things rise to a head as
if “action” is about to occur, but then Technician comes to
quell the impulse and smooth things over. Over the course of the
evening, each couple will have an uncomfortably Albee-esque
exchange as the power dynamic shifts in each relationship.
Adversaries are made and alliances formed in a first-world war
of words words words.

And all night, this back and forth is baselined by Lyle’s
guttural revving sound which rumbles from the deepest reaches of
the system. This thoracic vibrato will gradually rise into his
throat like an ascending laugh, sob or scream.



Cast of Characters

GIL: 50th birthday. Deb’s husband. British. Conservative.
Patriarchal “voice of reason.” We don’t know if he’s full on
Trumpian, because one would never disclose as much to other
educated human beings (hence the unreliability of polls). He




makes some valid points; he’s not a strawman punching
bag. He/him/his.

DEB: (35-55) Gil’s wife. Deb is the only character that doesn’t
veer toward caricature. She sees others and herself. She
appreciates getting together again and wants everyone to get
along. She and Lynda can communicate with looks. She has come to
despise Gil over the last four years. This is the last evening
of her marriage. She/her/hers.

PROFESSOR PHILIP PITT: (35-45) Lynda’s husband. It’s dawning on
him. The script. The illusion of free will. The hubris of
articulated animal sounds. He could just shut the fuck up and
enjoy the evening, but he’s Philip, so he must ruin it for
everyone. He is sporadically concerned for Lynda’s welfare which
snaps him out of his egomaniacal, midlife meltdown now and then.
He/him.

LYNDA: (35-45) Philip’s wife. Punctuating each lull is an
exclamation from Lynda, startling all. There is something very
wrong, but she’s holding it together. She is anxious about Alex,
the son she loves dearly who is asleep in the next room. She has
an indulgent affection for Philip which amounts to nostalgia for
a lost love. She/her/hers.

MAY: (25-35) Brendan’s wife. Millennial. She is not a
distractable ditz; she is the Ubermensch—the fully realized,
multi-tasking transcendent being of the new millennium. She’s
“listening” but has other urgent matters to attend to on her
iPhone. Her divided attention is a kind of noblesse oblige when
she deigns to join the conversation. She sees and hears you all,
she’s just somewhere beyond you. She/her/hers.

BRENDAN: (35-45) May’s husband. He and May are “trying” (to
conceive), which means trying to save the marriage both are
rethinking. He wants a child to start over. To regain some
Wordsworthian purity, joy in his life. He still has a capacity
for play and is deeply disappointed by adulthood. He is a
terrible life partner. Does not even attempt to see

May. He/him/his.

ELLIS: (25-30) African/Caribbean American. He and Lyle have just
returned from a dream trip to Patagonia. He loves, but also
resents Lyle. His place in this circle of friends feels somehow
conditional. His collar is too tight. He loosens it, but by the
next Act it is too tight again. He insists his occasional



shortness of breath is nothing to worry about, but it’s unclear
whether anyone is actually worrying about it. He/him/his.

LYLE: (30-40) He has an unspecified, neurological difficulty
with speech and gesture. He has no control over his limbs and
can only read words writ large (literally - a 48 pt. font
threshold for comprehension) on highway signs and billboards.
Ellis takes him out on road trips and Lyle reads the signs aloud
as a kind of speech therapy. He has things he desperately needs
to say, but all that comes out are California place names. He
has fits in which he tries to scream, but can’t (as in a dream).
He/him/his.

TECHNICIAN: (25-35) “Invisible hand.” There to speed the plough.
He is disgusted with flesh, fallibility, ambiguity. He just
wants these subjects to register clear, concise signals. He has
a soft spot for Lyle, whose struggle to speak elicits his
empathy. Lyle represents the last vestige of humanity to him and
he’s not so heartless as to want to see that die out (but if it

must, in the end, it must). He has a beautiful singing voice.
He/him/his.
S.A.M.: (no actor needed) Stilled Animation Module. Overseer in

Technician’s earpiece. He is Mark Zuckerberg/Adam Smith, but
also Samuel Beckett. Technology/Late Capitalism = Scripted Play.
Actors are fed lines the way factions are fed narratives. The
algorithm (/script) dictates what will happen this evening,
irrespective of each player’s volition. It/it/its.

NADIA: (40-50) Person with disability, sits in a wheelchair with
her back to the audience and does not speak for the entirety of
the evening. Her conspicuous silence will counterpoint the
torrents of talk. She is effectively voiceless and invisible to
the major players. Her perspective is the audience’s. She is the
audience. She sits there watching people (adults) pretend and is
paralyzed by this spectatorship. All she can do is sit and watch
it happening. She can play no part and sees clearly that there
wouldn’t be much point in doing so. She drinks too much.
She/her/hers.

KEY

ellipsis at end of line, a beat then jump in
—: em dash at end of line, try to step on last word of line
// to //: simultaneous/overlap dialogue



How should he tolerate, let alone cultivate, the occasions of
fiasco, having once beheld the beatific idols of his cave?

Samuel Beckett, Murphy

SCENE
Palo Alto, California. A living room. Chairs, sofa, coffee

table, old-fashioned Hi-fi. Stage right is a partitioned, night-
1lit child’s room, with child-shaped lump under covers of the
bed. Implied kitchen and bathroom in the wings. On a computer
screen will appear “the control room” in which TECHNICIAN
monitors the evening’s transmission. All five “Inactions” take
place in this living room. Outside a storm is alternately
raging, relenting.

TIME
The present perfect (in the participial, not Utopian sense).

I.
Enter LYLE & ELLIS, BRENDAN & MAY,
GIL & DEB, LYNDA & PHILIP, and
NADIA (in a wheelchair) streaming
in to the living room after
dining. After a few seconds they
freeze—then move again. Then
freeze and move again (streaming
issue). ALL seat themselves, wine
glasses in hand (LYLE has a
plastic tumbler). NADIA sits with
her back to the audience. All
action/dialogue should strain
toward natural, but inevitably
lapse stylized/automated—the tone
fluctuating between earnest and
arch. After ALL are seated,
postprandial sighs, figurative/
literal loosening of belts and a
few moments of silence.



LYNDA
.50, here we all are again. Can’t remember the last time we did
this.

PHILIP
Yet we never forget how. Eats first, confabulation after.

ELLIS
Last summer, was it?

BRENDAN
Must have been the fall. We were away all summer.

DEB
New Year’s actually. Not long before..
(ALL acknowledge “..”)

LYNDA
Well, it’s been too long. How is everyone?
(WIND throws RAIN against the window.)

ELLIS
Really coming down out there.

DEB
Thank God. Finally get the wildfires out.

PHILIP
If it’s raining where the fires are.

MAY
..Lynda, the truffle risotto was just..amazing.

DEB
Oh my God, yes. And the black mint guinoa salad..
(ecstatic grunt)

BRENDAN
I know foodies who’d pay good money to attend one of your dinner
parties, Lynn. Should open a restaurant.
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PHILTP
For the foodies. Those eating enthusiasts.

GIL
Best meal I’'ve had since our last visit, Lynda—you’re a wonder.

PHILTP

It’s unanimous, dear. We are a well-fed group. Compliments to
the chef!

(ALL raise their glasses to LYNDA, PHILIP

lifting his glass a bit higher as if to

the Gods)
And now, having eaten our fill? We talk. An hour or two of talk
and then you’ll gather your things and go.

(smiles at NADIA)

LYNDA
Say what you’re saying, dear. Or is this a parlor game? Small

talk charades? Guess what Philip’s on about now?

PHILIP
Just telling it like it is. We come into the living room with
our guests. There’s talk and then it’s over.

LYNDA
You feeling down, Pipper?

PHILIP
I'm sorry, I.was a rare feast as usual, Lynn, and it is
wonderful to see you all, really, I'm not, it’s not..just having
a hard time with..the routine. It all feels so..foregone—the
evening. That we’ll talk because it’s time—we’ve eaten and now
we talk and then you go and then off to bed thinking about the
talking and what exactly..because..I’'m sorry, not sure what I'm..

GIL
Foregone, is it? The evening?

LYNDA
Pip gets dramatic when he’s down. His lines start sounding a bit
scripted.
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ELLIS
(rising, looking at phone for time)

.50 Lyle and I better get moving. Sorry, we have that—

PHILTP
Sit down, Ellis, I'm done. I've said my piece..or a piece of it
anyway.

ELLIS
Oh no, it’s not.we have an early—

PHILIP
Is it piece as in part or peace like rest-in?
(ALL take out phones to investigate)
Well, whatever it is I've said it and will say no more on the
subject.

(ELLIS sits back down.)

ALL (except NADIA/PHILIP/LYLE/ELLIS)
(in staggered unison to begin with and

finishing in sync)
Speak your piece p-i-e-c-e. Hold your peace p-e-a-c-e.
(ALL laugh at semi-simultaneity)

PHILTP
Ah, we’re nothing if not informed in this brave new..

(Audio cuts out. After a few seconds of
silent mouthing, PHILIP realizes this and
stops. Sips from glass, clears throat.

iPHONE ALERT. All freeze in a tableau.

Enter TECHNICIAN wearing gloves, headset, and
tool-belt, speaking into mic)

TECHNICIAN
Signal to noise ratio’s critical again. Need to scrub the data,

or could just mute him until it levels off.
(listens)
Right. Right.
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(Cuts slice of cheese and places it on
cracker. Taps PHILIP’s chin which opens his
mouth and TECHNICIAN feeds him a cracker
like a trainer incentivizing an animal.
Brings PHILIP’s gesturing hand/arm down to
the armrest and combs the crumbs from
PHILIP’'s beard. Places comb in plastic bag
for disposal. Steps back to appraise his
work. Satisfied, begins to exit, notices
PHILIP and LYNDA are holding hands. He tries
to disjoin—is unable.)

Can’t part the principals. Gets harder each time, we might—
(listens, receiving instructions—takes
chisel-like implement from belt, begins to
pry hands apart)

Shouldn’t need a tool for this, Sam. Be using a billows for

breath before long.

(He pries PHILIP’s hand out of LYNDA’s—it
pops loose flopping up and grazing
TECHNICIAN’s bare arm)

Fucking hell! And his palms are all sweaty!

(CRY OF DISGUST. He sprays arm with
disinfectant, takes handkerchief out, wiping
his arm furiously, then places handkerchief
in plastic bag. Takes off gloves and places
them in plastic bag. Exit TECHNICIAN. iPHONE
ALERT SOUND. All reanimated.)

DEB
..Hm.

LYNDA
Hm?

DEB

Hm?...0h, it’s nothing. Just feel as if sometimes I’'ve..come to?
Like I'm suddenly..here. And it takes me a moment to place
myself. You ever get that?

ELLIS
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Yeah, that happens to me on our long drives. Like my mind’s on
cruise control and then.Lyle will speak up—he reads the signs
aloud, part of his speech therapy. He can only comprehend
extremely large fonts since the..so we ride the highways and he
reads the signs..
(absorbing the insanity of this routine,
then snaps back)
..and so anyway, he’ll speak up and suddenly there I am behind
the wheel, speeding off to who knows where. As if I’ve just..
Jjumpcut to the next scene of my life driving through Arcadia or
Chico or wherever..

LYLE
(guttural, strangled utterance)

Ch-Ch-Ch-Chi-chi..

LYNDA
(smiles at LYLE?...)
Happens to me all the time. Mind wanders off and then—

LYLE

Chico.

LYNDA
(smiles at LYLE)
..and then comes back to reality—insofar as there’s a reality to

come back to any more. Everything’s so..unreal now. Skies are
always that weird orange from the forest fires, news is all
plague and mayhem and presidential decrees that never stop
sounding like put-ons, like we’re part of some ongoing practical
joke..This cannot be happening I keep thinking and yet it goes on
and on and so lately I’'ve started to wonder if maybe it really..
isn’t happening?

PHILIP
Because, of course, it’s not. Happening to you. Mighty white of
you to concern yourself with the coverage, but what’s actually
happening—
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(LYNDA fillips PHILIP’s ear and he recoils from
the sting, then without missing a beat, she goes
on)

LYNDA
And so sometimes it feels for all the world like I'm in a dream
and I worry I might do something..like lately I’ve been having

that dream where you’re on a ledge or a cliff or..whatever
precarious height your subconscious dreams up and trying not to
fall-pretty common, I guess, do you all have this dream?

ALL (except LYLE/NADIA)
(monotone, deadpan, in unison)

Yes.

LYNDA
And I always jump, because I can’t bear that excruciating effort
of..not falling—trying to not fall.and so I get to that point and
think, this dream again and jump to get it over with, but now I
worry that I might..risk it from a real height, because I can
barely tell the difference and just can’t bear that..awful
feeling in the pit of your stomach when you’re teetering at the
edge, trying to keep your balance, trying to..not..

(1LPHONE alert—a few bars of Rick James’
Superfreak.)

BRENDAN
Sorry, thought I’d silenced it.
(checks message, groans)
Sorry. Go on, Lynda.

MAY
What is it?

BRENDAN
Bradshaw’s on me again. It’s nothing, go ahead, Lynn.

MAY
William? He’s such a sweetheart, can’t imagine him on anyone.
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ELLIS
Come to a budget meeting. When the numbers don’t add up, he and
Holmes are like rabid dogs.

GIL
(to DEB, in explanation)
The ongoing war between Creative and Accounting.

BRENDAN
Our number bots think they’re the be-all-end-all of the
business. Run it by Accounting and it’s like trying to turn
water into wine. As if a little leeway in the budget would..break
us. You’d think the whole enterprise were a mathematical—

(PHILIP interrupts with a loud GULL CRY. Then
again, GULL CRY.)

PHILIP
What it must sound like. From the outside. Making these sounds
at each other like a gaggle of gulls..
(GULL CRY)
As if the sounds were somehow..doing whatever it is..

LYNDA
Do you need a moment, darling?

GIL
Gaggle is geese, Philip, gulls flock.

MAY
No. Wouldn’t have thought there were “gaggles” of anything.
(Giggles. Googles “gaggle.”)

BRENDAN
Is this language again, professor? Think we’re up to speed on
that lecture.

ELLIS
It’s..talk you mean, is..problematic, yes Philip, I think we get

what you’re saying, but what—
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GIL
Is it? Do we?

LYNDA
Could you be overthinking it, dear?

DEB
What’s brought this on, Philip? Why are you so down on..

PHILTP
What’s actually happening here? Tonight, I mean, what is
this..when it comes down to it and I don’t just mean the
conversation and the quinoa, I’'m talking about the..track
lighting, the furniture and fixtures, the..dress clothes, the
whole affair. What is it we think we’re actually doing here?

DEB
In your living room, at the moment? Or do you mean—

LYNDA
Don’t encourage him, Deb. Just nod and smile and let him

mansplain it and when the words stop coming, award him with a
reflective, Hm, yes, never thought of it that way. No use
engaging. It’s not conversation, Deb, it’s voice mail. Just have
to let it play out to get to the next message.

(LYLE a choked laugh aggressively, pointedly at
PHILIP)

PHILTP
Yes, Deb, I mean now, here—as we speak. Not waxing philosophical
about the meaning of life, I'm simply asking what it is we..

BRENDAN
Now and here is nowhere. When you put them together.
(A beat. Puzzled looks.)
Do I need to spell it out for you?..the words.

DEB
..Ha! You’re right. The words. Never noticed that.
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MAY

..The words what?
(BRENDAN takes notepad out of MAY’s
purse, writes now-here on it, shows it to
her. MAY looks, smiles indulgently at
BRENDAN as a parent might to a child who’s
done something unremarkable.)

How clever.
(Pats BRENDAN on the shoulder, then takes
her phone out for something more interesting
to do)

PHILIP

Do you not, with these get-togethers, sometimes feel as if we’re
just..going through the motions of some..like everything we’ll say
and do is already there for us to say and do..and we’re just..
following through with—

(LYNDA kisses PHILIP’s cheek firmly,

squeezing his face with the other hand to

silence him)

LYNDA
You’ve really thought this through, dear, given us all something
to consider, but maybe we could get back to.where were we?

MAY
(not looking up from her phone, mock-gravid)
Nowhere.

ELLIS
..Dreams, was it? Lynda? Falling?

LYNDA

..Not falling.

(LYNDA withdraws to some height in the
mind’s eye)

BRENDAN
I get you, Lynda, it’s that dream where you’re at the top of
some..unstable structure and it’s starting to give way and you
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know you’re gonna fall, it’s inevitable, it’s the whole point of
the dream and yet you can’t fall because it might be to your
death and so you try to get your balance and cling to whatever
you can hold on to, whatever’s there, in the dream, to..

LYNDA

..Cupcakes!
(a beat, LYNDA bounds into the kitchen)

GIL
Cupcakes, is it?

PHILIP
That’s right, cupcakes for grown-ups. Fresh from the dessert
district. Whole cluster of shops selling sweet treats on
University Avenue now—all of them thriving.

MAY

(not looking up from phone)
Sweet shops.

(shakes head in mock disgust)
And so many of them. What’s it all coming to?

PHILTP
Valley’s become a disposable income outlet for treats, toys
and..accessories—to what exactly it’s sometimes difficult to make
out. Hard put to find something a human being actually needs in
Palo Alto these days. There’s actually a shop where you can—

LYLE
(leaning toward PHILIP, sputtering, oddly
aggressive)
P-p-pa-lo Allll..P-p-p—

(ELLIS pulls LYLE over a bit too
roughly to silence him. Awkward lull.
Reenter LYNDA with dessert tray.)

LYNDA
(sing-song, falsetto)
Cup-cakes!
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(BLACKOUT)

(Same scene, frozen tableau.
Lights up on LYNDA smiling broadly
as she holds out the first cupcake
to GIL. iPHONE ALERT. ALL
reanimated. LYNDA passes out the
rest of the cupcakes. They have
elaborate, towering frosting with
mysteriously synthetic
decorations, all over them)

DEB
Oh my god, Lynda, these are so..are they..
(aside, to GIL)
edible?

(after a few attempts at starting in on them,
none can actually take a bite)

LYNDA

And who wants coffee?

(A1l raise then lower their hands simultaneously.
Instead of going into the kitchen, however, LYNDA
goes into the child’s room. She gazes lovingly,
anxiously at the child-shaped lump under the
covers, then up at the ceiling and sgquints at
something—a stain or a spider maybe? She climbs
atop the bureau to get a closer look and then
just stands there staring up at the ceiling,
transfixed. In the living room, MAY has been
ignoring others, staring down at her phone. MAY
laughs.)

MAY
Look at this.
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(shows BRENDAN her phone)

BRENDAN
(sound of disgust)
I don’t need to see that. And can you put that thing away,
already?
(she ignores him)

FELLIS
What is 1it?

BRENDAN
He’s tweeting again.

(MAY reacts to something on phone, shows BRENDAN)

FLLIS
What’s he on now?
DEB
(groans)
Let’s not.
BRENDAN

(raising voice, over his shoulder to LYNDA)
Constantly repeating your mantra, Lynda: This cannot be
happening.

PHILIP
Present company excepted.
(winks at NADIA)

ELLTS
Ever since he came down the escalator, something’s been..off. Not
just immoral or unjust, but..off?

BRENDAN
Yeah. That’s it, Ellis, it’s almost..atmospheric. Like there’s
this..smoke blown everywhere now and it’s so..loud we have to
shout over each other—as if everything’s..
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PHILTP
I’'m sure those who bear the brunt of what’s happening can see
and hear it all pretty clearly.

GIL
And this is the president’s fault? Your shouting? Your—

DEB
(looks up to the heavens)
Here we go.

GIL
Someone’s got to be the voice of reason.

DEB
Does someone?

GIL
Who or what is it that’s making you all behave this way? Hm?
What is this mysterious force that’s directing your—

DEB
Let’s NOT..ruin this lovely evening by turning it into a
political—

(LYNDA has lost her balance, now falls off the
bureau with a thud. PHILIP rushes to the
bedroom.)

PHILTP

(arm around her)
What are you doing in here?

(Lynda lifts her eyes to him. They put their

foreheads together.)
Are you..is it happening again?

(He helps her up and into the living room.)
You were doing so well..

LYNDA
(reentering living room, rubbing head)
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Bumped my head.
(PHILIP squeezes arm, kisses her head.)

ELLIS
You okay, Lynda? What happened?

PHILIP
(curt, peremptory)
She bumped her head.

LYNDA

So. What did I miss?

BRENDAN
The latest from I1 Douche on the balcony.

LYNDA
Ah, glad I missed it. Hopefully you’ve gotten it all out of your

systems.

MAY
..No! Did you all see this?
(She shows BRENDAN her phone. A beat as she
holds it up to his face. He grabs the phone

and thrusts it back into her purse, then
trying to play it off as a joke.)
Yep. I see it. Now join us, won’t you? We’re having a little get
together. Here at the Pitts’, Jjust now.

(MAY looks down at her purse, then back up at
BRENDAN whose face evinces dread. MAY takes
phone back out.)

MAY

(deadpan, menacing)
Don’t take my phone, Bren—don’t fucking do that..I’11 take that
cheese knife and cut your fucking throat, you do that again.

(A beat. MAY bursts out laughing. She gives
BRENDAN a marital just kidding nudge. LYNDA, LYLE
and DEB laugh with MAY. MAY flashes BRENDAN a
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but-seriously look)

LYNDA
You’re what my father used to call a pistol, May. You really

keep us old folks on our toes.

(MAY winks at LYNDA, looks back down at phone. A
beat. Reacts to something on her phone.)

PHILTP
..50 what should we talk about now? Hm? Politics is off limits
and what we’re actually doing here—don’t want to dampen the
mood—so maybe we should get back to the food? I don’t think
anyone’s remarked the fennel consommé yet or the zucchini rolls
Lynn made from scratch. Spent hours on those this morning.
Hours.

MAY
(not looking up from her phone)
Rolls were so good, Lynn.

DEB
Consommé was perfect starter. Did you do the Bryant Street
farmer’s market?

LYNDA
Mountain View. They have those dry farm tomatoes Pippy likes.

(ALL laugh at PHILIP)

PHILIP
I’m sorry, I know, I..not sure why I can’t just..I think I do need
a moment. Excuse me.

(He walks back into the child’s room. Stands over
the child’s bed in contemplation—of himself.)

ELLIS
(trying to keep conversation going in

uncomfortable moment)
I think the Bryant Street market has dry farm tomatoes.
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LYNDA
(snaps)

They’re not as good.
(clears throat, smiles at ELLIS)

BRENDAN
(quietly to LYNDA, re: PHILIP)
Is he like this 24/7? Does he ever turn it off?

LYNDA
He just needs a moment now and then. And it’s not as if..
(longing look over her shoulder)

BRENDAN
Well, have to say it’s a welcome breather from the color
commentary on every kerlipzittiffly.klbahhhbmfrguhkikik..
(straining to form nonsense phonemes, clears
throat, more nonsense, Jerry Lewis-esque)

GIL
(inquiring after BRENDAN, makes squirrel
clicks from the back of his throat)
Chkk-chkk, chkk..Chkk.

(ELLIS joins in with a solicitous keening

sound. DEB/MAY/LYNDA/LYLE trying not to laugh

at their struggle to speak. iPHONE ALERT. ALL
freeze in living room. PHILIP remains animated in
the child’s room. Enter TECHNICIAN in long
sleeves now, speaking into mic)

TECHNICIAN

User interrupt..
(listens, frowns)
Keep scrubbing the data and there won’t be anything left to
scrub at some point. Let me see if I can..
(Approaches GIL with little flashlight,
looks into ears/eyes/nose. Same to BRENDAN,
ELLIS, and then NADIA. Puzzled by something,
tilts NADIA’s head, then back again. Moves
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her arm from armrest to lap. In child’s
room, PHILIP picks up portrait of mother and
child on bureau. Looks at it, then up at the
mirror. Opens mouth as if about to deliver a
soliloquy. Can’t. TECHNICIAN takes glass out
of NADIA’s hand, shines flashlight on it.
Sniffs, swirls in glass, sips, swishes it in
his mouth [wine-tasting] spits it onto the
floor. Tilts NADIA’s head to a new angle,
then speaking into her face.)

..find and open voice box..initialize audio..open face..

(TECHNICIAN winces at NADIA’s breath.
LYLE unfreezes, convulses, stands,

and approaches TECHNICIAN from behind,
unbeknownst, peering curiously over his
shoulder. TECHNICIAN listens.)

Right, so maybe if we put her in a position to think? Worth a

try.

(TECHNICIAN struggles to curl NADIA’s
fingers into chin-hold thinker’s position a
la Rodin)

When do we get an upgrade on the gloves? Feel like a caveman
trying to manipulate their digits with these..mitts. And yet I
can still feel a pulse in their throats.

(GROAN of disgust)

They need to be much thinner and yet.more padded. Greater
dexterity with reduced sensation. I make a note:

L-1-los G-gatos.

Oh for fuck’s sake,

(takes out iPad, fingers it, then goes back
to work on NADIA. He finally achieves
thinker’s pose. LYLE now stands directly
behind TECHNICIAN who takes a step back to
appraise his work, bumping into LYLE.
TECHNICIAN SHRIEKS!!! and nearly jumps out
of his skin.)

LYLE

TECHNICIAN
sit down!
(roughly drags LYLE back to his seat)
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Get with the program, Lyle!
(sighs, softens, LYLE can’t help it)
I’'m sorry, Lyle, but you can’t..while I'm..just sit back and enjoy
the evening. Okay, buddy? Pretend I'm not here. Just an
invisible hand to guide..the proceedings, to smooth things over.
Move things along..
(LYLE settled, to S.A.M.:)
And we need to talk about Lyle at some point, he’s not
responding to the..
(listens)
No. No, not, Jesus, I don’t..
(a concerned look at LYLE, then notices
NADIA’s chin has slipped from her hand,
leaving her slumped over. As he resituates
her, hears PHILIP returning and rushes out,
slipping on the wine he’d spat—quickly
dries the floor with his sleeve, then
hurriedly crawls out.)

(Reenter PHILIP with ALL except LYLE frozen in
tableau. PHILIP baffled by frozen scene, a
questioning look at LYLE who looks around the
room, then back to PHILIP. LYLE smacks himself in
the forehead several times rapidly as if to
dislodge something.)

(BLACKOUT)
III.
(Same scene, frozen tableau. After
a few seconds, i1iPHONE ALERT SOUND.
ALL reanimated. PHILIP returns to
his seat in a fog.)
ELLIS

Okay, really need to get going now, all. Seeing the doctor at 8
A.M. tomorrow.

DEB
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You okay to drive home, Ellis? We can give you—

ELLIS
No, no. Lyle’s driving.

(ALL try to mask their surprise/concern. How can
he drive when he has no control over his limbs?
THUNDER.)

BRENDAN
Is he okay to drive..in the rain? It’s really coming down out
there. Maybe wait out the worst of it?

ELLIS
Have to brave it, getting Lyle up in the early A.M. is—

DEB
Oh, and we haven’t even heard about Patagonia.

LYNDA
Patagonia! Yes!

ELLIS
I posted the pics.

(All take out phones and exclaim one by one:
AHHHH the sound mounting as each joins in until
the last to look let’s out an orgasmic “Wwwwwow”
and then someone else, a post-coital “Oh, Ellis.”
LYNDA and PHILIP walk ELLIS and LYLE to the
door.)

LYNDA
Hope we haven’t spoiled your evening with all our..talk.

ELLIS
Not at all, Lynda. Thank you so much for having us. The meal was
superb as usual. Hard to go back to Lyle’s cooking after one of
your dinner parties.

(LYLE a wide, angry smile with upper lip tremor)
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DEB
(back in the conversation pit)
..How are you, Nadia? How are you holding up these days?
(genuinely concerned, but comes out patronizing)

(NADIA makes a dismissive hand gesture)

LYNDA
Well, if you really have to go. We still want to hear all about

Patagonia. Let us know when you’ve an evening free.
(ELLIS is having trouble opening the door.)

ELLIS
(awkward laugh)
I'm sorry, can’t seem to..

PHILIP
//You have to jiggle it.

LYNDA
Ha! // Our prisoner! Tales of Patagonia at once!

PHILIP
It sticks, Ellis, just jiggle it. And push in.

FELLIS
..It’s not, do I need to unlock..?

PHILIP
No, no, doorjamb’s warped, just have to push in and jiggle, at
the same time, ‘til the latch catches.

FELLIS
(embarrassed, irritated)

I don’t know what I'm..can you just..

PHILIP
You know it opens in, right? You’re not trying to force—
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(THUNDER. Rain gets heavier. LYLE makes guttural
revving sound, rocks on his heels.)

LYNDA
(peremptory, taking ELLIS by the arm)
Listen to that, coming down cats and dogs, we can’t send you out
into that.

(begins to lead ELLIS back to his seat)
At least wait til it lets up a bit. Come, sit and tell us all
about Patagonia!

(More distant THUNDER. LYLE grabs the doorknob
and yanks at it in a kind of convulsion. LYNDA
goes to him. ELLIS’s hand to his chest, on the
verge of coronary?)

DEB
You okay, Ellis?

ELLTS
Yeah, I’m.just a bit..out of breath. Happens sometimes, it’s

nothing.
(GIL and DEB help him back to his seat.)

LYNDA
Don’t want to be caught out in that, Lyle, really. Let’s let it
die down a bit. Can stay the night if need be. Our casa es su
casa.

(She leads LYLE back to his seat)

ELLIS
I'm
(loosens his collar—at each Act break it
will retighten and he’ll need to loosen it
again)
I can't..
DEB

What’s happening? Ellis?
(to LYLE)
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Is he..I think he might be—
(LYLE moves DEB aside and grips ELLIS’s head with
both hands, looking him in the eyes, his tremors
cease and he goes stone still. Holds the stare
for a few seconds. ELLIS finally exhales,
inhales, exhales. LYLE falls onto the sofa
exhausted.)

DEB
..You okay, Ellis?

(He nods, continues to catch his breath.)
Panic attack?

ELLIS

I don’t.maybe. Never been that bad before. Sorry all, I.I'm
okay. I'm fine.

(Desperate to deflect attention, smiles as he
picks up cupcake and attempts a bite. Fails. MAY
reacts to something on her phone, Brendan nudges
her. She nudges him back without looking up from
her phone. Awkward lull.)

PHILTP
..Sorry boys, need to get that damn door fixed. Lynn, remind me
to call a..locksmith or a..trim carpenter? Who does that sort of
thing? Doors that don’t open?...

LYNDA
I don’t know, dear, we’ll Google it.

PHILIP
Right, no, I know, but.what will we Google?

(MAY bursts out laughing, shows BRENDAN her
phone. Moves it closer and closer to his face as

lights fade.)

(BLACKOUT.)
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IV.
Same scene, frozen tableau. 1PHONE
ALERT sound. ALL reanimated.

DEB
(under her breath, aside)
And here I am.

LYNDA
Come again?

DEB
Hm? Oh, no, nothing, I..so you never told me, Lynn, how does Alex
like his new school?

LYNDA
(waxes earnest, animated)
Loves it. Absolutely loves it, everything’s outdoors now and he
gets to nap in a tent!

DEB
He still naps?

LYNDA
No, but they do rest time. In a tent! And they have chickens!
And a llama!

PHILIP
(trying to be sardonic, but LYNDA’s
enthusiasm is infectious and he can’t help
beaming at her)
Best school money can buy.

LYNDA
He got to milk a goat yesterday! He was so excited when he came
home, he..
(looks around)
Sorry. Sorry.

DEB
What on earth for? It’s wonderful, Lynda.
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(PHILIP takes LYNDA’s hand—MAY an aggravated
grunt)

BRENDAN
What is 1it?

MAY

(vaguely menacing, enigmatic)
..Bradshaw’s on me again.

(puts her phone away, looks up)
Nothing. It’s nothing.

DEB
..Really, Lynda, tell us all about it. Wonderful to see you so..

LYNDA
Just don’t want to be one of those women who go on and on about
their..it’s just, he’s so happy to be there. With other children.
After everything that’s..

(emotional, ALL acknowledge “..”)
Just feel so lucky, in spite of all the.we’re still so..blessed.

DEB
Gets so bad you forget how good it is.

PHILIP
.Well said, Deb. And did I mention how good it is to see you
all? Before I started running off at the mouth, I was thinking—
(VERY LOUD THUNDER!!!)
..Jesus.

ELLIS
About give me a heart-attack.

DEB
That was wild..

(rain gets heavier, more distant THUNDER..)
..Let’s go out there! Right now. Let’s all of us—

GIL
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Please.

DEB
Really, let’s just..when’s the last time you went running out
into the rainv?

GIL
Hard pass, dear. You go ahead and—

LYNDA

I’11 get my raincoat!

PHILIP
Now you’re talkin’'!
(Stands. THUNDER, he shakes fist at it)
Rage on you cataracts and hurricanoes!

(BRENDAN gets up and hops around excitedly like a
little boy.)

GIL
Have you all lost your senses? It’s a bloody typhoon—

(1PHONE ALERT SOUND. ALL freeze. Enter
TECHNICIAN. He goes to DEB, leans in.)

TECHNICIAN
(quietly, firmly)
But you’ll catch your death out there.

(He passes his palm over DEB’s face as one shuts
the eyes of the dead. Exit TECHNICIAN. iPHONE
ALERT—ALL reanimated.)

DEB
(opening eyes, hesitating)
Oh, but I'm in heels, can’t really—and this is silk, I..

MAY
Just take it all off! Let’s just strip down and—
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LYNDA
Think I have an extra pair of rain boots, let me see..

DEB
Oh no, no, Lynda, don’t bother yourself, it was Jjust a crazy..

(ALL looking at DEB to lead the charge, but she’s
immobile. MAY is standing, heels in hand.)

MAY
Are we doing this?

(Moment passing, subjunctive mood emerges.)
DEB
.Wouldn’t that be wild? Running through the streets like a bunch

of crazy kids..til we’re soaked through..

BRENDAN
Yeah? Sssso..?

(ALL hesitating now, impetus dissipating)

DEB
..almost worth the pneumonia. Or being struck by lightning.

(defeated smile)
And anyway, the door.

ALL except PHILIP/NADIA/LYLE/BRENDAN
(deflated)

Oh, right.

PHILIP
What?! Have to get the damn door open at some point, not as if-—
and could just go out the window if we had to, what the hell—

LYNDA
They’ re painted shut Philip, just sit down now.

PHILTP
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What’s the matter with you all? You act as if we’re..I'11 just
take it off the hinges. Toolbox is in the garage, I’1l1 have it
off in no—

LYNDA
Philip. Sit down, dear, let’s not..

BRENDAN
I'11l give you a hand, Phil.
(moves to go with PHILIP)

LYNDA

Boys.
(LYNDA shares a look with DEB who then looks
down at her hands—LYNDA takes coat off,
hangs it on coat rack)

Sit down now.

(ALL resigned, deflated, reseat themselves.
Lull.)

BRENDAN
(glum, like a disappointed child)
..I do. Phil. Feel like that sometimes. Like we’re just..like now
it’s my turn to speak and everything I say is just..sound. Cow
goes moo, duck goes quack and I go..
(Audio cuts out. iPHONE ALERT. ALL freeze.)

TECHNICIAN
(exhausted sigh, reading off his tablet)
User Error N-2121-J..yet again. Remind me why we’re still
bothering with an interface?

(listens)
No, I know, but.with all the headaches and it’s not, strictly
speaking, necessary, so I'm not