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Foreword
In this volume, you will find fifty terrific new ten-minute
plays, culled from the several hundred I read last year, all successfully produced during the 2011-2012 theatrical season. They
are written in a variety of styles. Some are realistic plays; some
are not. Some are comic (laughs); some are dramatic (no laughs).
The ten-minute play form lends itself well to experimentation in
style. A playwright can have fun with a device which couldn’t
be sustained as well in a longer play. Many of the plays employ
such devices.
I have also included, for the first time in this series, a comprehensive list of theatres which do ten-minute plays.
In years past, playwrights who were just starting out wrote
one-act plays of thirty to forty minutes in duration. One thinks of
writers such as A. R. Gurney, Lanford Wilson, John Guare and
several others. Now, new playwrights tend to work in the tenminute play genre, largely because there are so many production
opportunities. Fifteen or so years ago, there were none. I was
Senior Editor for Samuel French at that time, and it occurred to
me that there might be a market for these very short plays. Actors
Theatre of Louisville had been commissioning them for several
years, for use by their Apprentice Company, and they assisted
me in compiling an anthology of their plays, which did so well
that Samuel French has published several more anthologies of
ten-minute plays from ATL. For the first time, ten-minute plays
were now published and widely available, and they started getting produced. There are now many ten-minute play festivals
every year, not only in the U.S. but all over the world.
What makes a good ten-minute play? Well, first and foremost I have to like it. Isn’t that what we mean when we call
a play, a film, a novel “good?” We mean that it effectively

portrays the world as I see it. Aside from this obvious fact, a
good ten-minute play has to have the same elements that any
good play must have: a strong conflict, interesting, well-drawn
characters and compelling subject matter. It also has to have
a clear beginning, middle and end. In other words, it’s a full
length play which runs about ten minutes. Many of the plays
which are submitted to me are scenes, not complete plays; wellwritten scenes in many case, but scenes nonetheless. They leave
me wanting more. I chose plays which are complete in and of
themselves, which I believe will excite those of you who produce ten-minute plays; because if a play isn’t produced, it’s the
proverbial sound of a tree falling in the forest far away. In the
back of this book you will find information on whom to contact
when you decide which plays you want to produce, in order to
acquire performance rights.
There are a few plays in this book by playwrights who are
fairly well-known, but most are by terrific playwrights you’ve
probably never heard of who I have no doubt will become far
better known when their full-length plays start getting produced
by major theatres. And you read their work first here!
Lawrence Harbison
Brooklyn, New York
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Plays For Two aCTors

Bedtime Story
Christopher Lockheardt
Production noteS:
Heartland Theatre Company
10th Annual 10-Minute Play Festival
June 16, 2011
1110 Douglas St
Normal, IL 61761
(309) 452-8709
Directed by John W. Kirk

Cast:
JESS, Cristan Embree
BILLY, Nick McBurney

CHArACTErS:
JESS, early thirties
BILLY, early thirties
At Rise: (It is a cold September night. Jess, in her early 30s,
stands stage right on the front step of her home. She is wearing
a football jersey, boxer shorts, and wool socks. Billy, about
the same age, stands closer to center. He is wearing a hooded
sweatshirt, jeans, and work boots. He stands in the frame of
light from a window above.)
JESS: Hey.
BILLY: Hey.
(pause)
JESS: Why are you here?
BILLY: Your light was on.
JESS: It’s late.
BILLY: I know. Sorry.
JESS: It’s 1:30.
BILLY: I know. I’m sorry.
(pause)
Trouble sleeping?
(pause)
JESS: Yeah.
BILLY: Sorry.
JESS: I’m used to it.
(pause)
So why are you here?
(pause)
BILLY: You know, when I was here, you slept fine.
JESS: When you were here?
BILLY: Yeah. When I stayed over.
JESS: You never stayed over.
BILLY: That one time I did. remember? I told you that story?
“Once upon a time . . .”?
JESS: You never stayed over. You left before I woke up.
BILLY: Yeah, but you slept, Jess. That’s what I’m saying.
(pause)
JESS: Billy, why are you here?
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BILLY: Can you believe it’s getting cold at night already? I had
to go back into the house to grab this. You cold?
JESS: No.
BILLY: You’re not wearing anything. You want my sweatshirt?
JESS: No.
BILLY: We can go in.
JESS: No.
BILLY: I can’t believe it’s getting cold already. It was just summer yesterday. Don’t it feel like that?
(pause)
JESS: Why are you here?
BILLY: I don’t know. Trouble sleeping.
JESS: Yeah? Why don’t you have your wife make you a glass
of warm milk then?
(pause)
BILLY: right.
(He turns around and exits. She watches him go, then
slumps down on the door step. She rubs her face with
her hands. She looks up.)
JESS: Billy!
(She jumps to her feet and runs across the stage.)
BILLY!
(She turns around and walks back to the door step.
She sits down. Billy walks back on stage.)
BILLY: Yeah?
JESS: Why are you here, Billy?
BILLY: I told you. I couldn’t sleep.
JESS: Where does she think you are?
BILLY: Downstairs watching TV, I guess. She’s fast asleep,
probably doesn’t even know even know I’m gone. She’s a
helluva good sleeper.
(pause)
I wonder what that’s like, to be a good sleeper. To be
here, awake, one second, and then gone the next. Not
even knowing you’re asleep until you wake up. Hardly
even knowing you were trying to fall asleep in the first
place.
JESS: Must be nice.
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BILLY: Must be.
(pause)
I saw myself falling asleep once. It was a dream, I guess.
Or maybe I really did see it. I was lying there, waiting,
you know? And my eyes must have been open, because
I saw everything starting to pull away from me, down
this tunnel. The whole room started shrinking down this
tunnel, until it was a dot, so small, so far away, just an
eye blink away from disappearing altogether.
JESS: Like dying.
BILLY: Yeah. Exactly. I saw everything just an eye blink away
from being taken from me, taken away forever, so I yanked
myself awake, yanked myself back out of sleep and back
into life, terrified out of my skull. I didn’t go back to bed
for three days. I finally fell asleep in a booth at Denny’s, my
finger still hooked in the handle of my coffee mug.
(pause)
JESS: I think about that night a lot.
BILLY: Yeah? The night I stayed?
JESS: You didn’t stay.
BILLY: I couldn’t stay.
JESS: You told me that story.
BILLY: Yeah. “Once upon a time . . .” I got, like, 30 seconds
into it and you were out. Snoring almost. Completely dead.
I almost laughed, it was so quick. I had to bite my lip.
JESS: It was the story.
BILLY: Yeah?
JESS: Yeah. It helped somehow. What made you think of it?
BILLY: The story?
JESS: Telling it.
BILLY: I don’t know.
JESS: My daddy told me stories. To put me to sleep.
BILLY: Yeah?
JESS: He liked to tell me stories from the movies. My favorite
was Babes in Toyland.
BILLY: That a movie?
JESS: It was a movie he used to like. One of those old movies.
He said he’d seen it a hundred times. He used to tell me the
story of it. With Stannie and Ollie and Silas Barnaby and
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the Toymaker. He used to put me in the story. I was Little
Bo Peep and I had to marry Silas Barnaby so he wouldn’t
take our shoe away, but Stannie tricked him by dressing up
like me at the wedding.
BILLY: That’s the craziest-ass story I ever heard. That would
have given me nightmares.
JESS: My daddy’s stories never gave me nightmares. He’d
always start them by telling me, “Now this is one of those
happy ever after stories, so don’t you get worried.”
(pause)
BILLY: Mine was a happy ending story.
JESS: Was it?
BILLY: It was going to be. I didn’t get very far in it. But I kept
going after you fell asleep, thinking maybe you could hear it
in your dreams. Like when you fall asleep with the TV on and
your dreams take over from the show you were watching.
JESS: Did you finish it?
BILLY: No. You were pretty out. I figured you didn’t need it
anymore. I figured your dreams would do a better job of
finishing it than I would.
(pause)
JESS: What was it about?
BILLY: The story?
JESS: Yeah.
BILLY: You.
JESS: Me?
BILLY: Yeah, you. “Once upon a time there was a beautiful
princess who lived in the Kingdom of Summer.”
JESS: I like that. “The Kingdom of Summer.” It sounds
pretty.
BILLY: Yeah. Lonely though.
JESS: Yeah?
BILLY: Very lonely. The princess lived all by herself in a big
castle.
JESS: Not very big.
BILLY: No, but not bad for a princess on her own if you think
about it.
JESS: Lonely though.
BILLY: Very lonely. Until one day the woodcutter’s son showed
up at the castle gate, lost and hungry and far from home.
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JESS: Poor guy.
BILLY: He didn’t have any other place to go. So he shouted
up at the castle for someone to let him in. But the princess
didn’t answer.
JESS: Why didn’t she answer?
BILLY: Because you were asleep.
JESS: Already?
BILLY: I told you!
JESS: So how’s it end?
BILLY: The story?
JESS: Yeah.
BILLY: I don’t know. The wood cutter’s son breaks the curse or
kills the troll or finds the ruby songbird or some story-thing
like that and he and the princess live together for the rest
of their lives in the Kingdom of Summer.
JESS: A happy ever after story.
BILLY: A happy ever after story.
(pause)
JESS: Why are you here, Billy?
BILLY: I thought you might be having trouble sleeping.
(pause)
I thought maybe I could finish the story.
(pause)
JESS: We finished our story.
BILLY: No, Jess. No, we didn’t. We just—
JESS: We finished it.
BILLY: No, we—
JESS: It’s finished.
(pause)
BILLY: Okay. But we could start a new one.
JESS: Summer’s over, Billy.
BILLY: Yeah?
JESS: Yeah.
BILLY: It goes quick, don’t it?
(pause)
JESS: I’m going back in, Billy.
BILLY: Back to bed?
JESS: Yeah.
BILLY: Think you’ll be able to sleep?
JESS: I hope so.
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BILLY: What if you can’t?
JESS: I’ll do my best.
BILLY: But what if you can’t?
JESS: Then I won’t.
(pause)
BILLY: You know, with me, you slept.
JESS: Yeah. I did.
(pause)
BILLY: I could tell you a story.
JESS: About what?
BILLY: About a beautiful princess. About a wood cutter’s son.
About the Kingdom of Summer.
JESS: Is it a happy ever after story?
(pause)
Is it?
BILLY: Maybe this time.
(pause)
JESS: It’s late, Billy.
BILLY: I know.
JESS: I have to get up.
BILLY: I know.
JESS: Good night, Billy.
BILLY: Good night, Jess.
(She turns to the door.)
BILLY: Jess?
(She turns back.)
Sweet dreams.
JESS: You too, Billy. You too.
(She exits. Billy watches her, then looks up. He stands
for a few moments in the light of her bedroom window. The lights go out.)

The End

Lawrence Harbison
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Beyond a ReasonaBle douBt
Bara Swain
PRoduction notes:
Aching Dogs Theatre
Pam Scott, Artistic Director
Hudson Guild Theatre, NYC
November 3-7, 2011
Directed by Bara Swain

Cast:
OLIVIA, Lisa Peart
LLOYD, Timothy J. Cox
Women at Work Festival at Stage Left Studio, NYC
Cheryl King Productions
September 25 & October 3, 2011
Directed by Bara Swain
Cast:
OLIVIA, Elly Berke
LLOYD, Nick DeSimone

CHArACTErS:
OLIVIA, early-late twenties
LLOYD, her fiancé mid twenties-early thirties
TImE: Present, 3am
PLACE: The Sun Bright Hotel, Chinatown
At rise: Lights to half. Lloyd and Olivia are in bed. Lloyd,
wearing pajama bottoms, is asleep on the SR side of the bed.
Olivia, wearing Lloyd’s pajama top and a wedding veil, is
asleep at his left. In the black, we hear Lloyd’s heavy snoring.
Olivia, mouth wide open, snores gently. Lights up. Suddenly,
Olivia bolts upright, eyes wide open.
OLIVIA: Do you think there was a reason that the killer sodomized your husband with a banana?
(Olivia closes her eyes and lies back down. She’s in
a dead sleep again, mouth hanging open. Suddenly,
She bolts upright again. Olivia rotates her neck for
the role playing.)
Olivia Benson: Did you tell her that her grandson is also
her stepson?
Woman: What?
Olivia Benson: Your husband’s been cheating on you. With
his own daughter.
(Olivia lies down again. After a moment, SHE bolts
upright.)
Olivia Benson: What’s your name?
Perp: Screw you!
Olivia Benson: Screw You, you are under arrest, you have
the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be
used against you in the court of law.
(Lloyd has awakened. He reaches out for Olivia and
taps her back.)
LLOYD: Olivia?
OLIVIA: Don’t do it!
(Olivia jumps out of bed, and draws her finger at
Lloyd.)
Drop your weapon. DrOP YOUr WEAPON!
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(Lloyd swings his legs over the bed.)
LLOYD: Jesus Christ, Liv! What’re you . . . what’s going on!?
OLIVIA: Put your hands where I can see them.
(Confused, Lloyd extends his hands towards Olivia.
Then, He rises and moves towards her.)
LLOYD: Honey, you’re having a bad dream—
OLIVIA: rAISE YOUr HANDS ABOVE YOUr HEAD!
(Lloyd stops short, and thrusts his arms into the air.)
LLOYD: I’d be more comfortable—I think we’d both be more
comfortable—if you stopped waving your . . . your gun!
. . . at me.
(Olivia looks at Lloyd warily. She speaks in an aside
to an invisible Munch.)
OLIVIA: Olivia Benson: Munch, we’re positive it’s him?
Munch: Unless there’s a white-van-driving, dentallychallenged, pedophile convention in town, I’d say yes.
(to Lloyd)
WHErE WErE YOU BETWEEN 6Pm and 10Pm?
LLOYD: With you! Olivia . . . don’t you remember? We had
dinner at Bacaros. I ordered risotto with asparagus, and you
had Linguini con le Vongole. You love steamed clams in
wine sauce, Liv. And . . .
(Lloyd lowers his arms. He steps towards Olivia.)
. . . and I love you.
OLIVIA: GET DOWN ON THE FLOOr.
LLOYD: What!?
OLIVIA: You heard me, Pervert. ON YOUr HANDS AND
KNEES.
(Lloyd lowers himself to the floor.)
LLOYD: Honey, I think you’re—
OLIVIA: Keep your mouth shut, Dirtbag. Unless you want
someone to do it for you.
(Olivia swivels her neck.)
Lawyer: You’re badgering my client, miss.
Olivia Benson: It’s Detective. And save your legal mumbo
jumbo for the courtroom where someone gives a damn.
We’re in MY house now.
LLOYD: Olivia, look at me. We’re at the Sun Bright Hotel on
Hester Street. It’s three o’clock in the morning. And tomorrow . . . we’re getting married.
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OLIVIA: Is that the best you can come up with, romeo?
LLOYD: It’s Lloyd! Lloyd, your fiancé!
(Olivia retreats. She makes an aside to her invisible
partner.)
OLIVIA:
Olivia Benson: You buying this, Elliot?
Elliot Stabler: My gut says he’s lying.
Olivia Benson: Your gut’s a genius.
(to Lloyd)
You’re lucky I don’t knock your teeth down your throat
. . . Lloyd.
LLOYD: (frantically) WAKE UP, OLIVIA! PLEASE WAKE
UP!
OLIVIA: Olivia Benson: What’s wrong, Tutuola.
Tutuola: Somebody tried to bust my eardrums.
Olivia Benson: You mean this scumbag in front of me?
Tutuola: I’m gonna bust they ass.
Olivia Benson: Not if I get to him first.
(Olivia strides towards Lloyd, who is cowering on his
hands and knees. Suddenly, she stops short)
Lawyer: DETECTIVE! My client has no previous history.
You have no probable cause.
Olivia Benson: Oh, yeah?
(Olivia hovers over Lloyd menacingly.)
COmE ON, YOU PIECE OF FILTH. GIVE mE PrOBABLE CAUSE.
(Olivia circles behind Lloyd. Lloyd, terrified, begins to
cry. As He whimpers, Olivia continues to circle him,
and then—unnoticed—quietly returns to a chair. She
sits, closes her eyes, her mouth drops open, and She
falls asleep. Olivia snores gently. Lloyd leans forward to
muffle his sobs with his hands, preparing for a beating
. . . that doesn’t occur. As his crying quiets down, Lloyd
hears something. It is Olivia’s snoring. Tentatively,
He raises his face and sees Olivia asleep in the chair.
Still weak with fear, Lloyd crawls over to her and sits
at her feet.)
LLOYD: Olivia?
(He shakes her.)
Honey, wake up.
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OLIVIA: (startled) What happened?
LLOYD: You had a bad dream. Can you stand up?
OLIVIA: I think so.
LLOYD: (gently) Then what do you say we get some Zs, huh?
Look at me, Liv.
(He holds her face in his hands.)
I love you. Everything’s going to be fine. You know that,
right?
(Olivia nods)
Then let’s go back to bed.
(Lloyd holds her hand and slowly guides her towards
the bed as He cajoles.)
Tomorrow’s a big day. First stop, City Hall. Then we’ll
swing back to the hotel to get dressed for the reception. I
called Jing Fong’s with the final number of guests.
OLIVIA: One hundred eighty-eighty.
LLOYD: One-hundred eighty-seven. Uncle Trevor’s flight was
delayed.
(Olivia stops short at the oriental curtains. Pause.
Suddenly, She jerks her hand loose. She touches the
curtain, then looks at Lloyd wide-eyed.)
OLIVIA: Lloyd!?
LLOYD: What’s the matter?
(Olivia, agitated, starts walking in circles. She shakes
her head and her hands and makes general gibberish.
Sometimes she jumps up and down.)
OLIVIA:
I can’t . . . No no no. This
can’t be happening. Why
me? Why now? That’s
it! That’s what the dream
was—was . . . Oh, my God,
no. Oh, Lloyd! It’s an omen.
It’s an omen. And then . . .
This isn’t right. This can’t be
right. Am I wrong?

LLOYD:
Stop . . . Look at me. What
can’t be happening . . .
You’re scaring me, Liv.
Olivia! . . . Stand still.
You’re not making sense.
A nomen? Why’re jabbering on what? What the
hell’s a Nomen?

LLOYD: Talk to me, Olivia!
OLIVIA: I can’t marry you, Lloyd!

Lawrence Harbison

25

LLOYD:
Because there’s heavy fog
at San Francisco Airport

OLIVIA:
No no no no no no no no no
no no no no no no.

OLIVIA: BECAUSE Dr. HUANG APPEArED IN LAW
& OrDEr—ONE-HUNDrED AND EIGHTY-SEVEN
TImES!
LLOYD: So?
(Olivia stares at the Oriental patterns on the shades.
Then She swings back towards LLoyd.)
OLIVIA: I can’t marry you, Lloyd, because . . . I THINK I’m
IN LOVE WITH B.D. WONG!
LLOYD: What!?
OLIVIA: (flourishing) The vase.
(flourishing)
The DrEAm.
(running over to the bed)
THIS SHOrT LITTLE BED! And now 187 guests? . . . We
weren’t meant to be, Lloyd. It’s a sign.
(Olivia is exhausted. She flops onto the bed. Lloyd
crosses to her.)
GO AWAY!
(She curls into a ball.)
LLOYD: (quietly) No.
(Olivia rolls away from him.)
OLIVIA: GO AWAY!
LLOYD: (firmly) No.
(Silence. Then Lloyd begins to talk.)
When I was 8 years old, I went to school on Cabrini Boulevard . . . at P.S. 187. When I was 12 years old, I had 187
Tiger Eyes in my marble collection. When I was 17, I fell
asleep at my S.A.T.s . . . and I scored a 187 . . . in math.
(Olivia is paying attention.)
When I was 25, I met a girl … who took my breath away.
(Lloyd reaches for Olivia. She doesn’t resist.)
There are 187 reasons that I love you, Olivia. Please . . . be
my wife.
(Olivia’s lips quiver. She looks bashfully at Lloyd.)
OLIVIA: You can still love me . . . after what I put you through
tonight?
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LLOYD: Beyond a reasonable doubt.
(Olivia wraps her arms around Lloyd’s neck. They
embrace. Long pause. The silence is broken by Olivia’s
snores. Her mouth remains open while Lloyd gently
tucks her into bed. He climbs in, too, and the lights
fade to half. Within moments, Lloyd and Olivia are
both snoring. Then, suddenly, Lloyd bolts upright. He
rotates his neck for the role-playing.)
Ari Gold: In this envelope, Lloyd, there are the names of eight
agents. If anyone catches you, eat it. Nod if you understand me.
Lloyd: I understand.
Ari Gold: You can’t just fucking nod? Lloyd, I want you to
. . . to swear your undying loyalty to me.
Lloyd: Ari . . .
(Lights to black.)
Ari Gold: Silence is fucking golden, Lloyd.

The End
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A Couple of MetAl Gods sittinG
Around tAlkinG
Trace Crawford
produCtion notes:
Sundog Theatre Company
Staten Island, NY
April 2-17, 2011
Directed by Jake Turner
Cast:
STEVE, Jon Kakaley
JOE, Jai Brandon
Produced as part of the Artists
Exchange/Black Box Theatre’s
Sixth Annual One Act Play Festival
Cranston, RI
August 5-28, 2011
Directed by Rich Morra
Cast:
STEVE, Chris Ferreira
JOE, Mark Carter

ChARACTERS:
STEVE: In his early-mid twenties. The singer in a heavy metal
band on the cusp of something big. This isn’t some lame-o
hair band—these guys are in it for real.
JOE: Also in his early-mid twenties. The guitarist in the same
band. Apparently going through a crisis of heavy metal
faith.

SETTINg: The back porch of a run down row house
apartment.
TIME: 1989. Summer.
Scene: The back porch of a run down row house apartment.)
(AT RISE: Steve and Joe are seated, enjoying a pair of
hotdogs—their breakfast. It is 3pm. A guitar, as always, is
within arms length.)
STEVE: Damn, this is a good dog.
JOE: I know right?
STEVE: I mean . . . damn! You weren’t kidding.
JOE: It’s the natural casing. Adds a pop.
STEVE: No shit it does. But the flavor, too. This is just . . . I
mean . . . Damn!
JOE: Well, you’re welcome.
STEVE: hey, when you’re right, you’re right. When it comes
to lips and assholes, your wisdom knows no bounds. Your
humble servant, forever.
(He bows, elaborately, and kneels in genuflection.)
JOE: Ok, ok, I get it. get up, already.
STEVE: (Rising.) Dude, I’m just saying. (Beat.) Damn!
(A pause as they both savor the conclusion of their
feast. Then, with a sigh of total contentment . . . )
There’s a reason “dog” spelled backwards is “god.” Perfect
way to start the day.
(A pause.)
JOE: You know, there was something I wanted to talk to you
about.
STEVE: Sounds serious. You’re not coming out are you?
JOE: What? No! I—Ass! What’s wrong with you?
STEVE: I don’t know, man. You’ve been looking at me
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funny.
JOE: (laughs.) Shut up. (beat) I’ve been doing some thinking.
STEVE: Better late than never. So?
JOE: I’ve been thinking about . . .
STEVE: What?
JOE: Well, I’ve been thinking . . . we’ve been doing really
well.
STEVE: Yeah.
JOE: The band. We’re . . . we’ve been doing really well.
STEVE: hell, yeah!
JOE: Really well . . . We’re getting a good Following . . . the
bars . . .
STEVE: The girls!
JOE: A good Following, that . . . well . . . follows us . . .
STEVE: Damn straight they do. We’re Men on a Mission! What
the hell are you trying to stammer out?
JOE: I’m just saying . . . we’ve got fans.
STEVE: Yes. You are correct. Fans are the thing that we have.
You got another Muppet News Flash in there or are you
done?
JOE: No, no . . . Look . . . I’m just saying . . . we’ve got fans . . .
STEVE: You said that.
JOE: A sound . . .
STEVE: Yeah . . . ?
JOE: Expectations.
STEVE: And?
JOE: Expectations that we can either continue to meet . . . or . . .
STEVE: Or . . . ?
JOE: (Beat.) Why do so many of the great ones fade away?
STEVE: Why do . . . What?
JOE: They fade away because they got stale. They kept doing
the same thing over and over—they didn’t change with the
audience—and the audience got bored with them . . .
STEVE: Yeah . . . ?
JOE: So, I was thinking—instead of just fading away . . . being
forgotten . . . maybe it was time we switched it up?
STEVE: Switched it up?
JOE: Yeah. Added a song here or there that wasn’t the same . .
. stylistically . . . we . . . switch it up.
STEVE: You want to change our sound.
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JOE: No! No. No, not change our sound . . . just add a little
variety.—Look—all the greats changed—evolved—over
time. Bad Brains—they go back and forth between hardcore
and reggae, right? What about The Kinks? hell, look at how
much The damn Beatles grew before Yoko ruined it.
(BOTH cross themselves and spit, Gypsy-Cursestyle.)
Come on, man, even a group of posers like Poison’s got
“Every Rose has It’s Thorn.”
STEVE: (Beat. Smiles. Taunting Joe.) Ahhhhh. I get it. You
want to do a love song.
JOE: No! No. You—I don’t . . . I—
STEVE: You do, you little wuss. You want to add a love song.
JOE: (Overlapping.) No, I don’t—It’s—DAVE
(Overlapping.) Alright, who is she?
JOE: No. It’s not like—It’s not a love song . . . Not a love song,
per se.
STEVE: Then what is it?
JOE: I don’t know, I just thought . . . adding a ballad to the set
might mix things up a bit . . . add variety.
STEVE: (Suspicious.) A ballad?
JOE: Yeah, a ballad. What’s wrong with a ballad?
STEVE: You don’t think that might confuse people a bit?
JOE: how so?
STEVE: how so? how not so? You really think a ballad will
fit well sandwiched in between “Your Skull on a Stick” and
“Die, Pigfucker, Die?”
JOE: I really don’t think you’re giving the audience enough
credit.
STEVE: Enough credit? Dude, that just isn’t the sort of thing we
do. I mean, come on! Look at us! The only unicorns people
want to hear us singing about are decapitated ones.
JOE: (Stung.) Fine. Fine. Forget it. If you’re gonna bird-shit
all over it, just forget I even—
STEVE: (Overlapping.) I didn’t bird-shit all over anything.
Don’t start getting all sensitive artist on me.
JOE: I’m sorry. I just thought it would be a good idea.
STEVE: I really don’t see how it could be a . . .
JOE: I even wrote a song and everything.
STEVE: (beat) A ballad. (laughs.) You wrote a ballad?
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JOE: (beat) Yeah.
STEVE: You actually wrote a ballad? Musical masturbation?
You know that’s a sin, right?
JOE: I thought it might . . . I don’t know . . . but you’re right,
it’s . . .
STEVE: Well, this I gotta hear.
JOE: (Beat) Seriously?
STEVE: Yeah. If you already wrote it, come on, out with it.
Let’s hear this brand new hymn for humanity.
JOE: You sure?
(Steve raises his “two for flinching” fist in response.
Joe flinches.)
OK!
(Getting His guitar and notebook.)
It’s called “Sleeping Together in Separate Beds.”
(He flips through the notebook as He prepares to
sing.)
STEVE: (laughs.) It’s called what?!
JOE: “Sleeping Together in Separate Beds.” What?
STEVE: (laughs.) Jesus, you couldn’t come up with something
a little more cheesy?
JOE: What . . . ?
STEVE: Dude, I mean, the seventies are over. There isn’t exactly
an AM radio market anymore . . .
JOE: I knew you wouldn’t—
STEVE: What, you expect us to play to the Barry Manilow
crowd now?
JOE: hey, listen—
STEVE: Planning for us to do a guest spot on the Andy Williams
Christmas Special?
JOE: Will you just let me . . . ?
STEVE: Working on a theme song for a spin off of Rhoda?
JOE: Why are you being such a . . .
STEVE: I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I’ll stop. (beat.) An ABC After
School Special?
(Laughs. Joe is pissed.)
Look, I’m sorry, alright? It’s just the title really caught
me off guard.
(Beat. Grabs Joe’s notebook and pretends to look at his
reflection in it. Then a Spinal Tap impression.)
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“It’s like how much more lame could it be and the answer
is none. None more lame.”
(laughs.)
JOE: Stop it! This is serious.
STEVE: OK, OK. I’m done. I’m done. (Beat.) So what’s it
about?
JOE: (Beat. Should He tell him?)
My parents.
STEVE: What?
JOE: My parents. It’s about my parents.
STEVE: Your parents?
JOE: Well, it’s not just them. It’s like how distant we were as a
family. Like we just didn’t connect.
STEVE: Dude, I am not gonna sing a song about your parents.
JOE: I knew you’d be a dick about it.
(Joe gets up to leave.)
STEVE: (Still laughing.) I’m not!
JOE: So, are you going to listen?
STEVE: (Overly serious.) Oh, yes.
JOE: Really?
STEVE: I swear.
(He puts his hand on his heart and raises His middle
finger— the Metal version of the Boy Scout salute.)
Scout’s honor.
(Joe is rightly skeptical.)
Come on. Let me hear it. I’m riveted. I’m dying to hear
this magnum opus you’ve written about your disconnected
family. Just sing the damn song!
JOE: (Beat. Should he?)
Ok. (Beat) Ok.
(Readies himself and sings. Unfortunately, it is not the
power ballad Joe wants to think it is.)
WE’VE BEEN TOgEThER ALL ThESE YEARS
WE’VE hAD OUR ShARE OF JOY AND TEARS
BUT AS ThE TIME TO LEAVE hERE NEARS
WhY DON’T YOU CARE ABOUT MY FEARS?
(Steve, who has been struggling to maintain His
composure throughout, bursts out laughing on this
last line.)
Aww, come on, Man! You’re not even giving it a chance!
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STEVE: I know, I know. But, “care about my fears?” Dude!
Seriously? We’re supposed to create fears, not care about
them. Seriously, Dude . . . totally not metal.
JOE: Just hear me out.
STEVE: This is really the direction you want to move in?
JOE: I just . . .
STEVE: You start singing crap like that and it’s like two steps
from playing alongside Iron Maiden to
STEVE: (continued) being backup dancers for Cher.
(Again, BOTH cross themselves and spit, Gypsy-Cursestyle.)
JOE: You’re not even—
STEVE: I mean, I though you and I were the same. I thought
we were the real deal.
JOE: We are, man . . .
STEVE: No, no. See, I thought you had the Spirit.
JOE: Dude, I am all about the Spirit—
STEVE: I thought you had the Calling. I thought you were a
Man on a Mission.
JOE: What do you want me to say?
STEVE: I thought you said you and I were the Prophets . . .
the Messengers . . . the goddamn Messiahs of Rock and
Roll!
JOE: hey, I never said we were gods.
STEVE: gods?! gods?! We’re not gods. You and I’ll never be
gods! Lemmy is god! We are simply his messengers, sent
to do his will and disseminate his message to the unwashed,
un-Metal masses.
JOE: Don’t you think I know that?
STEVE:
I thought we came here with
a purpose . . .
A plan . . .
A plan to preach the gospel
...
STEVE: (continued)
To convert the unbelievers
...

JOE:
We did!
Why are you doing this?
Don’t you question my
Faith!
JOE: (continued)
My Faith is unwaivering!

Lawrence Harbison

35

To make them Disciples . . .
To join our Mission . . .
Our Brother Apostles . . .
Testifying . . .
For the one and only true
Savior . . .
The Spirit . . .
of Rock and Roll!

My Faith is a Rock!
I will never stop Rocking!
Bring them to the fold!
Light the way!
Blaze a path for the Word!
Let me hear it!
Halle—fucking—lujah!!!

(Steve and Joe have struck wild religious poses—arms
outstretched unto the Lord!)
JOE: (Slowly recovering from his epiphany. Then, almost to
tears . . . )
Man, I’m . . . I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking. It just—I was weak.
(Joe kneels at Steve’s feet.)
I feel so ashamed. Please . . . please forgive me.
STEVE: Fear not, little lamb. Our spiritual journey may be
fraught with doubt, but it is when we answer the questions
encountered upon the Path, that our commitment to the
Calling becomes steadfast.
(Puts his hand on Joe’s shoulder)
You’d do the same for me . . . Brother.
JOE: (Looks up at Steve. Clasps his hand. Beat.) Brother!
(Beat.)
In Metal . . .
BOTh: We . . . are . . . One! ONE, TWO, ThREE, FOUR!
(Something loud and fast in the spirit of Motorhead
plays us out as Joe and Steve air guitar and slamdance
with gleeful religious abandon.)

The End
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Dos Corazones
Richard Hellesen
ProDuCtion notes:
City Theatre
Miami, Florida
June 2, 2011
Cast:
CHERYL, Finnerty Steeves
ANA, Ceci Fernandez
Directed by Gail Garrisan
Scenic Design by Sean McClelland
Costume Design by Leslye Menshouse
Lighting Design by Ron Burns
Sound Design by Matt Corey
Properties Design by Jodi Dellaventura
Production Stage Manager: Michael John Carroll
Theatre 40
Beverly Hills, California
January 12, 1994,
directed by Peter Ellenstein.
Cast:
CHERYL, Suzanne Goddard
ANA, Jill Remez

CHARACTERS:
CHERYL, early to mid-thirties
ANA, early to mid-twenties

SCENE: A semi-private room on the maternity ward of an
urban hospital.
TiME: The present. Around 11:30 at night.
A note on the Spanish: as written, Dos Corazones primarily
uses the Mexican-influenced idiom of Southern California. However, subsequent productions have discovered that it’s desirable
to reflect the language as actually spoken in the locality where
the play is performed—e.g., Cuban Spanish in Miami, the Puerto
Rican or Dominican Spanish of New York, etc. So the actor
playing Ana should feel free to find the version of her dialogue
(words, tenses, etc.) which is most accurate and appropriate to
her specific theatre and audience.
Muchisimas gracias a Cristina Guerrero y José
Cruz González . . . and of course to Suzanne Goddard,
Jill Remez, and Peter Ellenstein.
—R.H.
In the dark, a woman humming a lullaby.
The lights fade slowly up. We see a darkened hospital room,
with bright moonlight filtering in through a window. A rocking
chair is set downstage left. Two standard hospital beds are visible, flanked by standard hospital dressers. Both dressers have
the basic supplies you’d find in any maternity ward—plastic
tray with water pitcher and cup, various medications, Kleenex.
Beyond that, the dresser next to the stage right bed is packed
with personal items: stuffed animals, congratulatory cards, a
new copy of a parenting magazine, a small jewelry box with torn
gift-wrapping—and this is all virtually buried under a mass of
flowers. A bundle of helium-filled balloons are tied to the back
of the bed; one, with a far-too-jolly stork, lets us know that “It’s
A Girl!” Also next to the bed, within reach, is a sleeping baby
in a plastic tray from the nursery, wheeled in on a metal cart
and parked. The baby is not visible—it appears to be merely a
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bundle of blankets with a white stocking cap—and in any case
our view of is blocked by the pink card on the end of the tray
which identifies her. Another tray is to the left of the stage left
bed; this one has a blue card on it. The dresser behind this cart
also has a few hospital necessities, but otherwise it contains
only two items. One is a solitary red rose which has been placed
in some piece of medical glassware borrowed for the purpose.
The other is a small portrait of Our Lady of Guadaloupe, who
smiles beatifically in the direction of the baby tray. The child
is not in the tray; he is being rocked slowly by a woman in the
rocking chair, who is quietly humming the lullaby.
The reclining part of the stage right bed is up, and CHERYL
lays there, asleep. She may well be gorgeous, but we’ll never
know; the only attractive thing about her is the frilly maternity
nightgown which she wears, and even that is a mess. CHERYL
herself is pretty much a disaster—no makeup, exhausted eyes,
hair which has long since been given up on. In fact, given
her appearance—and the profusion of flowers—were she not
moving, we might mistake this for a viewing at a funeral home
rather than a very late night on the maternity ward. But she is
moving—in the throes of an increasingly intense dream. ANA—
the other mother—stops rocking and returns her baby to his
tray. She settles the baby, then turns her attention to CHERYL,
who thrashes and ultimately cries out. The cry wakes her; she
seems to be gasping for air, then is startled by ANA’s presence.
She turns on the light next to her bed, exhales deeply, and sinks
back into her pillow. A moment, as she appears to be holding
back tears; then she turns to ANA, who simply watches.
CHERYL: i, um . . . . i’m sorry. i was just . . . . listening to the
rain, and . . . . . Dreams, you know? . . . . Water . . . .
(Sighs; shakes her head. Then she looks at ANA for
a moment, who is still silent. Tired and somewhat
mystified:)
I was . . . .swimming. In some sort of lake—I was way out
there. Like I was going to swim across it or something. And
I got so tired of kicking . . . . my legs just got heavier and
heavier, and I started to sink. The water just kept . . . rising
up over me. And I tried to fight it, but the harder I tried the
faster i went down. And i just . . . went down. (Slight pause)
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And then I remembered . . . that the human body floats. Right
If you just let it go, it floats. So I just . . . . let everything go.
And sure enough, I went straight up like a cork—and when
I popped out, I just breathed and breathed, and . . . . looked
up at the sky, and breathed . . . . (Pause) Finally i decided
that I would just drift back to the shore. Only there wasn’t
any shore. I looked around, and there wasn’t any land at all.
I thought, My God, I’m going to be floating here forever.
And nobody knows where I am.
(Tears up.)
CHERYL: (cont.) Nobody knows.
(She deals with the tears, but there is a long pause.
ANA continues to look at her; CHERYL responds with
a half-smile.)
Well. At least the rain stopped. (Long pause) Good night.
(She lays down and turns her back to ANA. A pause,
then:)
ANA: ¿Tu bebé está bien? [Is your baby alright?]
(CHERYL and ANA look at each other. More deliberately:)
Tu bebé . . . [Your baby . . . ]
CHERYL: Oh boy . . .
ANA: ¿Está bien? [Is she alright?]
CHERYL: (Slight pause; nods a bit too much.) Um . . . .Yes,
she’s mine . . . .Definitely mine . . .
(Smiles at ANA, who smiles back and nods. Indicates
ANA’s baby.)
Yours?
ANA: Era un poco malo al principio—pero, es mejor ahora. [He
was a little sick at first—but he’s better now.]
CHERYL: (Who hasn’t understood a word, nods.) Ah. (pause)
Listen, um . . .
(Louder, as though that would help.)
I’m sorry I woke you up. Uh . . . usted . . . were, um . . . ..Oh
God, what is it . . . I used to know this . . . .Bailar.
(ANA offers a puzzled laugh.)
No, that’s not it . . . . Dormir? Dormiendo?
(ANA nods.)
Usted were dormiendo and I—you know . . . I’m sorry. That
you’re not dormiendo anymore.
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ANA: Casi despertí. [I was sort of awake.]
CHERYL: No, really, I’m . . . I’m sorry, OK?
(More to herself:)
i’m sorry about everything.
ANA: No hablo mucho Inglés— [I don’t speak much English—]
CHERYL: Oh. Um, whatever . . .
ANA: —pero, algunas veces puedo entender. ¿Sabes? [—but I
can understand it sometimes. You know?]
(Gestures to her ear and her head.)
¿Inglés? [English?]
CHERYL: You . . . .hear it OK?
ANA: Más o menos. ¿Hablas Español? ¿Un poco? [Sort of. You
speak Spanish? A little?]
CHERYL: Um, yeah, un poco. El Español de High School,
but . . .
(Gestures as of language flying out of her head.)
Ffftt. Adios.
ANA: Otra lengua—es muy difícil. [Another language—it’s
very hard.]
(With great effort:)
“Have a nice day.”
CHERYL: Oh, the basics, huh? Um . . . “Dos margaritas, por
favor.”
ANA: Eso no estuviera mal . . . .. [That wouldn’t be so bad . . . ]
“Big Mac with fries.”
CHERYL: “Hola, Paco! Qué tal?”
ANA: “Call 9-1-1.”
CHERYL: “Lave los manos.”
ANA: “i am having a baby.”
CHERYL: i am having a baby . . .
(Her smile fades.)
ANA: ¿Está bien? [Is that O.K.?]
CHERYL: Sure. Perfecto.
(She sniffles again and reaches for Kleenex. ANA
watches her for a moment.)
ANA: Tu hija es muy bonita. [Your daughter is very beautiful.]
(Slight pause.)
CHERYL: Oh. A girl. You have a little boy?
ANA: Sí. [Yes.]
CHERYL: Your first? Primero?
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ANA: (Pause; nods slowly.) Sí. Nuestro primero. ¿Tú también?
[Yes. Our first. You too?]
CHERYL: Mmm-hmm.
ANA: ¿Como se llama? [What’s her name?]
CHERYL: Um . . . Me llamo Cheryl.
ANA: Mucho gusto. Me llamo Ana. (Slight pause) ¿Y la bebé?
[And your baby?]
CHERYL: (as though she’s just discovered the name herself)
Clare. it’s Clare.
ANA: Clare. Bonito. [Clare. Pretty.]
CHERYL: How about yours? Como se llama?
ANA: Martín.
CHERYL: Marteen. That’s a nice name . . . . . You must be
happy to have a son. Very proud.
(Does “proud”.)
ANA: Sí. [Yes.]
CHERYL: I think Nate wanted a boy. He didn’t say anything,
but . . .
(Begins absently fingering necklace she wears.)
ANA: (after a moment) Tu collar es muy bonito. [Your necklace
is very pretty.]
CHERYL: (in her own thoughts) Hmmm?
ANA: (pointing) Tu collar—[Your necklace—]
CHERYL: This?
ANA: Sí. Es tan bonito. ¿Tu esposo te lo regaló? [Yes. It’s so
pretty. Your husband gave it to you?]
CHERYL: Yeah. it’s from my esposo.
ANA: Dos corazones. [Two hearts.]
CHERYL: Dos . . .
ANA: Corazones. [Hearts.]
(Does the “heart” beating in her chest.)
CHERYL: Hearts. Yes.
ANA: ¿Con diamantes? [With diamonds?]
CHERYL: Um, yeah . . . . There’s a little diamond there, between the aquamarines.
ANA: Ah . . . . que bueno. [Ah . . . . Nice.]
CHERYL: (flatly) Yes it is. (Pause; begins to cry again.) This
is so stupid . . .
ANA: ¿Que te pasa? [What’s the matter?]
CHERYL: i just . . . . never mind.
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ANA: (after a pause) ¿Por qué estás tan triste? [Why are you
so sad?]
CHERYL: Sorry, i don’t . . .
ANA: ¿Triste? Estás muy triste. [Sad. You’re very sad.]
CHERYL: Sad?
ANA: Sí. ¿Por qué? [Yes. Why?]
(Slight pause; CHERYL looks away.)
Tienes un bebé bonita—es un tiempo feliz—pero estás
triste. ¿Por qué? [You have a beautiful baby——it’s a happy
time—but you’re so sad. Why?]
CHERYL: Porque . . . ..it’s all such a lie! Everything they tell
you, everything they say is going to happen to you . . . .no
es verdad, you know?
ANA: (puzzled) ¿“No es verdad”? [“It’s not true?”]
CHERYL: It’s just—this is the answer to the question, right?
One of the questions. “How much weight have you gained?”
Four hundred pounds—go away. “Was it planned?” None
of your damn business. And “When are you due?” When
when when. My God, there it is, just staring at you! . . .
And then it’s next week, and then it’s this week, and then
it’s tomorrow . . . and then it’s today . . . .And then it’s
yesterday, and then it’s last week, and then . . . it happens.
And it’s such a lie.
ANA: No entiendo . . . [I don’t understand . . . ]
CHERYL: Here. Por ejemplo.
(Retrieves magazine from table, opens it to a page,
shows ANA.)
Look at that. Tell me that’s the truth. She just had a baby?
Right. I mean, look at her! She’s so . . .
ANA: “Blonde.”
CHERYL: No. Well . . . yes.
ANA: (indicating money with her fingers) Rica. [Rich.]
CHERYL: Sexy! She looks sexy! Like, “That was fun—wanna
start on another one?” Look at me! I lost thirty pounds in
thirty seconds—I feel like some kind of cow.
(ANA offers the magazine back.)
It’s OK—you can keep it. We got four gift subscriptions.
(ANA looks through the magazine some more.)
But that’s the way you’re supposed to be, right? Glowing—
like the moon. (Slight pause) And nobody cares. Nobody.
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Except the nurses, and all they want to know is “How are
your stitches? Have you had a bowel movement yet?” NO,
i haven’t had a bowel movement, BECAUSE i have stitches
AND I’m too stiff to walk to the bathroom AND I’m afraid
that if I DO go I will split myself in two, so if you don’t
mind i’ll just lay here and get constipated until i die!
(Shakes her head, sniffling.)
Everything was supposed to stop and wait—and it just kept
going. Just kept right on going, like, So what? You thought
you were special? (Pause) Yes. I thought I was. Kind of
forgot to tell me about the triste, huh?
ANA: (Nods quietly, almost to herself.) “En tristeza tendrás
hijos.” [“In sorrow thou shalt bring forth children.”]
CHERYL: Hmmm?
ANA: ¿En el Biblio? ¿Dios? Es . . . su primero castigado. En todas
las madres—tristeza. “En tristeza tendrás hijos.” [In the Bible?
God? It’s . . . his first punishment. On all the mothers yet to
come—sorrow. “In sorrow thou shalt bring forth children.”]
CHERYL: i guess.
ANA: Pues . . . . ¿Por qué tuviste un bebé? [So . . . . why did
you have a baby?]
CHERYL: Por qué . . .
ANA: La bebé. ¿Por qué? [The baby. Why?]
(A pause; CHERYL shrugs.)
¿Pero, sí la quieres, no? ¿Sí la querías? [But you wanted
her, didn’t you? You must have wanted her . . . ]
CHERYL: Wanted?
ANA: Sí. [Yes.]
CHERYL: I don’t know . . . I don’t remember . . .
ANA: No entiendo . . . . ¡Tienes un bebé, y eres tan . . . resentida!
[I just don’t understand . . . . You have a baby, and you’re
so . . . resentful!]
CHERYL: Look—
ANA: ¿Por que? ¡Tienes flores, y globos, y tienes una hija
saludable—! [Why? You have flowers, and balloons, and
a healthy child—]
CHERYL: I DON’T REMEMBER, OK? I DON’T REMEMBER WHY. Just . . .
(quieter)
i don’t remember.
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(ANA turns away. CHERYL looks over at her, after a
long pause:)
Part of me . . . por mi madre, maybe. So there’s one less thing
she can hang over me. (Slight pause) And . . . por mi esposo.
To have . . . something more between us. Mas . . . .amor . . .
(fingering the necklace again)
And Nate was incredible. He really was—the whole pregnancy. We took those classes—clases? De childbirth? We’d
do these pretend delivery room scenes, and he was totally
in charge! “No monitors.” “We’re not gonna have drugs.”
“Get that i.V. away from her!” i felt so safe. (Slight pause)
And then this morning . . . He didn’t say a word all the
way to the hospital. We get here, inside of fifteen minutes
they’ve got me on a monitor and an i.V., they’ve ordered
the drugs—and . . . . And you know what he does? He
leaves. Hasta la vista. My labor takes off, and he goes to
the bathroom! i couldn’t believe it!
(A sniffle or two.)
Oh, and then? When he finally comes back? All this crap from
the childbirth books finally kicks in. “Honey! I’m so proud
of you! hank you for working so hard!” He’s watching the
contractions. “Gee, honey, that one wasn’t as good as the last
one.” The hell with you! Any contraction i get through is a
good one! “Look, honey! Here it comes! There’s the head!
Can you feel it?!” CAN I FEEL IT? I can feel this head the
way i have NEVER felt a head in my LiFE! (Pause; quieter)
And then it’s over. And i hold out my hand for him . . . . and
I look up to see his face. What depth of love that I’ve never
seen before will I see in his eyes? And you know what? I
don’t know. Because he’s across the room looking through
the video camera which he’s holding about six inches over
the baby. “Isn’t this great? God, this is so great!”
(tearing up again)
He never even looked at me. (Slight pause) I felt like I was
laying there for an hour. Until the doctor finally wandered
over and said, “Hey, let’s stitch you up, huh?” Yes. Let’s.
(Lays back, exhausted.)
i swear . . . . i felt closer to the afterbirth. i mean, it held her
for nine months—that was her home. And they just . . . throw
it away. Just throw it away.
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(Pause; playing with the necklace again)
And mi wonderful esposo . . . . went away for a long time,
and then he came back—and he gave me this.
(Tears up again.)
He thought i was crying because i was happy.
ANA: (referring to the necklace.) ¿No le gusta? [Don’t you
like it?]
CHERYL: I have no idea what it means! You want to know
“por qué”? Well so do I! Por qué this?! It doesn’t make
any sense!
ANA: Dos corazones. [Two hearts.]
CHERYL: I know that, but . . . . Which two?!
(ANA shakes her head slightly, that she doesn’t completely understand.)
Una familia? But that’s three hearts, not two! Or, it’s him
and me? Like when you get married, it’s two hearts with
an arrow through them or something? Only it’s not him and
me anymore! That’s over.
(Sniffles a bit.)
Or maybe it’s something about what he loves—the baby and
me. But he should be wearing that, not me! I don’t know
what it means! He’s hanging it around my neck, and I don’t
know what it means!
ANA: ¿Y tú? [And you?]
CHERYL: What . . .
ANA: Y tú . . . [And you . . . ]
CHERYL: What about me.
ANA: Tuviste el bebé por tu mamá . . . y por tu esposo . . . .¿No
la tuviste por tí? [You had a child for your mother, and for
your husband. What about for yourself?]
CHERYL: i told you, i don’t remember! No recuerdo.
ANA: Pero . . . cuando la abrazas . . . ¿No te acuerdas por qué
la tuviste? [But . . . . when you hold her . . . .You remember
then, don’t you? Why you wanted a child?]
(Cradles an imaginary baby.)
Cuando la abrazas . . . [When you hold her . . . ]
CHERYL: When I hold her . . . ?
ANA: Sí. Cuando están aquí . . . . ¿Te acuerdas por qué la
querías? [Yes. When they’re right here . . . You remember
why you wanted her?]
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(ANA looks at CHERYL, who is silently crying.)
¿Cuando la abrazas? [When you hold her?]
(CHERYL shakes her head, trying not to sob.)
¿No?
(CHERYL shakes her head again; very gently:)
¿Por qué? [Why not?]
CHERYL: Because i’ve never held her.
(ANA looks at her, not quite understanding.)
i’ve never . . .
(Imitates the action of holding the baby, then throws
her hands up.)
ANA: ¿No has abrazado? [You’ve never held her?]
CHERYL: i can’t . . . .i just . . . .
(Lets herself cry.)
i wanted her so much—and then . . . . Everybody else had
her. She was stressed, during the delivery—they took her
down to the iCU for awhile . . . i never even got to touch
her. I was so afraid . . . what if she was dead, or . . . ?
ANA: No, no.
CHERYL: But when they brought her back later . . . .I didn’t
want to touch her . . . .I wanted them to take her away.
Something in me . . . . i wanted her to be dead.
(She continues to weep. ANA climbs into CHERYL’s
bed and puts her arms around her.)
How can I be her mother? I can’t even hold her!
ANA: Ssshhhhh . . .
CHERYL: i want her so much . . .
ANA: Allí está. [But she’s there.]
CHERYL: Here. i want her here.
(Her womb.)
i want her inside, where she’s safe, and . . . .she’s mine . . .
and i can hold her with my whole body, all the time—not
out where they can take her away . . .
ANA: Está bien . . . [It’s alright . . . ]
CHERYL: i want her on the inside, and Nate and me on the
outside . . . and nothing would change. But she’s gone . . . .
And he’s . . . . And i’m . . . .
(Looks at ANA for a moment; then, a tearful laugh.)
And you don’t understand a thing I’m saying do you?
God . . .
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ANA: ¿Yo no—? [I don’t—]
CHERYL: Usted . . . no conoces . . . . Never mind.
ANA: Pero sí te entiendo. [But I do understand.]
CHERYL: No, you don’t . . . .
ANA: No, no, no—escuchas . . . [No, no, no—now listen . . . .]
CHERYL: You can’t—
ANA: Escúchame. [Listen.]
(Backs off so that CHERYL can see her full face.)
Nos entendemos aquí. [We understand each other
here.]
(Her heart.)
Es la única cosa que importa. [That’s the only thing that
matters.]
(indicating the babies)
ANA: (cont.) Porque tenemos nuestros niños. Porque somos
madres, ahora. Y creo . . . . . Los hombres—¿sí?— [Because
we have our children. Because we are mothers, now. And i
think . . . . . Men—yes?]
CHERYL: Men.
ANA: Hablan de “corazones rompidos.” ¿Sabes? [They talk
about “broken hearts.” You know?]
(Makes a breaking motion with her hands.)
Corazones rompidos.
CHERYL: Broken hearts?
ANA: Todo el tiempo—los hombres: [All the time—men:]
(Doing despairing male voice)
“¡Ay! Ella se rompió mi corazón. ¡Voy a morir!” [“Oh! She
broke my heart. I’m going to die!”]
(CHERYL smiles.)
Los corazones de los hombres nunca se rompen. Rompen
sus cabezas——sus abrazos— [Men’s hearts never really
break. They break their heads—their arms—]
(A dismissive gesture. Slight pause.)
Pero, por nosotros . . . . en eso . . . [But for us . . . .in this . . . ]
(Gestures around the room, the babies.)
El corazón de la mujer en verdad se rompe. [The heart of
a woman truly breaks.]
(The breaking motion again, using her own heart.)
Rompe a la mitad. [Breaks in half.]
(using each fist as a heart)
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Y eso es que sabe solamente las madres: como siente tener
dos corazones en un cuerpo. Uno aquí—[That’s what only
mothers know: how it feels to have two hearts in one body.
One here—] (her chest)—y uno aquí. [—and one here.]
(her womb)
Y un corazón siempre pulsa cerca la otra. Aunque cuando se
vaya de su cuerpo. [And that heart always beats near your
own heart. Even when it goes out of you.]
(Indicates the second heart leaving her body.)
Aunque cuando se pierda . . . .Aunque si se morió su niño,
tienes dos corazones. Siempre. [Even when you lose it. Even
if your child dies, you have two hearts. Always.]
CHERYL: (Slight pause; getting sense of the last part.) Wait—
morió . . . ?
ANA: (touching the necklace) Creo que tu esposo te quiere
mucho— [I think that your husband must love you very
much—]
CHERYL: No—something—
ANA: —para te entiende tan bien. [—to understand you so
well.]
(She slowly returns to her own bed.)
CHERYL: Morió . . . dies? A child—dies?
(ANA says nothing.)
What—qué niño?
(ANA says nothing.)
Martin . . . . Es your first—your primero . . .
ANA: (looking at her baby, and nodding) Sí. El primero. [Yes.
The first.]
CHERYL: How many . . . . . Sus niños. How many have . . .
morió.
(Pause; ANA holds up three fingers. A long moment,
then:)
ANA: Dos . . . [Two . . . ]
(Gestures as of something flushing out of her body.)
Eso ya paso. Ellos no viviera—nunca serán bebés. [It happens. They wouldn’t have lived—they were never really
babies anyway.] (Slight pause) La tercera . . . . Su cuerpo
nació—pero su espíritu . . . [The third one . . . . Her body
was born—but her soul . . . ]
(Indicates a soul flying up—gone.)
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Ya se fue. [Was already gone.]
(Smiles slightly.)
Era muy pequeña, pero . . . . era tan linda. [She was very
small, but . . . . she was so pretty.]
(Again, cradles an imaginary baby.)
La abraze por tanto tiempo como pude. Pretendí que ella
estaba durmiendo. [I held her as long as they’d let me. I
pretended that she was just sleeping . . . ]
(She begins to hum the lullaby—first without words,
then adding the words quietly. After a moment,
ANA sees CHERYL staring at her, and stops singing
abruptly.)
Perdóname—es tarde. [I’m sorry—it’s late.]
CHERYL: No . . . .it’s a beautiful song.
(Looks down, holding the necklace in the palm of her
hand.)
ANA: No te preocupe que significa el collar. [Don’t worry
about what it means.]
(indicating the baby.)
Abrazala. Mientes puedes. [Hold her. While you can.]
(A pause. ANA checks on her own baby; as she does, CHERYL
slowly and painfully moves to the edge of her bed. ANA
begins humming the tune again. CHERYL walks hesitantly
over to her baby, then stands and looks down at her. The
room light, and then the moonlight, fade out.)
The End
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Extracurricular
Frank Tangredi
Prodcution notEs:
The 17th Annual New York City 15 Minute Play
Festival Presented by American Globe Theatre and
Turnip Theater Company Festival producer Gloria
Falzer, gfalzer@gmail.com
May 6-7, 2011
Directed by Catherine Siracusa
Cast:
JULIA, Dara O’Brien
KIP, Hazen Cuyler

CHArACTerS:
JULIA, A business executive, thirties. Attractive and sophisticated. Beneath her self-assurance, she has been bruised by
life and is fundamentally insecure.
KIP, A college english major, twenty-one. Nice-looking, but
not too nice-looking. Though far from inexperienced with
women, he has an appealing air of naiveté.
SeTTING: The play is set in a room in a good quality hotel
room in Manhattan. Time is a little after 11 pm on a Friday
night in the fall.
AT RISE: LIGHTS UP. JULIA enters. She is astefully dressed
for an evening on the town. She puts her urse down and waits
for a beat.
JULIA: You can come in, Kip.
(KIP enters. He is also dressed for an evening out
and carries it off fairly well. He seems slightly illat-ease.)
KIP: Oh, right. right. I know, I was just . . . .
JULIA: Yes, I understand.
KIP: Wow. I mean, wow. This room is bigger than the whole
lounge at my dorm.
JULIA: It is nice, isn’t it?
KIP: That bed is huge! And that view rocks! And that’s . . . uh,
that’s one huge bed.
JULIA: My company treats me well.
KIP: Your company? They’re not—?
JULIA: No. That comes out of my own pocket.
KIP: right. right. Whew. . . . Yep. Yep. Sure is one . . . big
. . . bed.
(beat)
JULIA: I had a lovely time. This evening.
KIP: Thank you. I mean, so did I.
JULIA: You’re a very gracious escort. And you dance surprisingly well.
KIP: Well, that’s one of the things you asked for.
JULIA: Surprising for someone so young, I mean.
KIP: My mom and dad are into ballroom dancing. They taught
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us all. Me and my sisters.
JULIA: They taught you well. I’m sure they’re very proud of
you.
KIP: Maybe. Maybe—not so much . . . . So. Deirdre explained
about the . . . you know, the—
JULIA: The payment? Yes, she did.
KIP: That if we’re . . . if we’re done . . . then you give me a . . .
certain amount.
JULIA: Yes, that’s right.
KIP: And then I’ll take off. But if we’re not . . . done . . . then
you give me a . . . different amount. So once I see the . . .
the amount . . . the I’ll know if we’re . . . done.
JULIA: You seem nervous, Kip.
KIP: Me? No. No, no, no . . . .
JULIA: Have you ever done this before?
KIP: Who? Me? Are you kidding? Have I ever done this before?
Have I—? No.
JULIA: That’s what I thought.
(JULIA sits on bed.)
KIP: Don’t get me wrong! I’ve done it before. Plenty! I’ve just
never done . . . this before.
JULIA: I understand.
KIP: But you don’t have to worry. I am totally, totally good
at it. I mean, if you decide . . . you know . . . you will
absolutely get your money’s— . . . I mean, you won’t be
disappointed.
JULIA: If I decide . . . you know . . . I’m sure I won’t be.
(KIP takes cell phone out of his pocket.)
KIP: Do you need a reference? There’s somebody I can call.
JULIA: No, that’s fine.
KIP: Let’s see, what was her name?
JULIA: Kip, put the phone away. Now.
KIP: Sorry.
(KIP puts phone away.)
JULIA: And could you please hand me my purse?
KIP: Sure.
(KIP hands JULIA the purse and awkwardly watches
her as she thinks it over.)
JULIA: Kip, I know you’re anxious, but could you please not
hover?

Lawrence Harbison

53

KIP: Oh. Sorry.
JULIA: Thank you.
(KIP strolls over to look out window.)
KIP: Hey, I think I can see the Brooklyn Bridge from here!
JULIA: I hadn’t noticed.
KIP: And the Williamsburg, too . . . . Did you ever read “The
Bridge”?
JULIA: I don’t think so.
KIP: It’s a poem. I did a paper on it for 20th Century American
Lit.
JULIA: Do you like poetry?
KIP: I love poetry! I’m an english major.
JULIA: Well, that puts you one up on the last man I dated. The
only poems he knew were pornographic limericks.
KIP: I know lots of those, too.
JULIA: Here you are.
(JULIA hands bills to KIP. He counts them carefully,
nods, puts the bills in his wallet, and immediately
starts undressing.)
JULIA: Kip.
KIP: Yes?
JULIA: There’s no need to rush.
(KIP stops undressing.)
KIP: Oh. Okay. I figured the sooner we got started . . . .
JULIA: Are you that anxious to get it over with?
KIP: No! That’s not what I meant! I meant the sooner we get
started on the first time, then the less time I need before I’m
ready for the second time. Then, the sooner—
JULIA: I get the idea.
KIP: I figured, that way, you get more bang for your—God, that
sounds really bad, doesn’t it?
JULIA: I’ve heard better. Come here.
KIP: Okay.
(JULIA pats the bed next to her. KIP smiles and sits
next to her. He puts his arm around her. After a slightly
uncomfortable pause, he begins kissing her tenderly.)
JULIA: That’s nice.
KIP: Yeah.
JULIA: You’re a very good kisser.
KIP: Thank you. You, too.
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JULIA: You don’t have to say that.
KIP: It’s true, though.
(KIP kisses JULIA again, more fervently.)
KIP: Let me know when you want me to undress you. Or if you
want to undress yourself . . .
JULIA: KIP—
KIP: Or maybe you’d rather I got undressed first. Whatever you
want, you’re the boss.
JULIA: Must you act so much like this is a job?
KIP: Well . . . I mean, it kind of is, you know. Don’t take that
the wrong way! It’s a good job. Hell, it’s a great job. It sure
beats operating the merry-go-round at Kiddie Village.
JULIA: I can’t tell you how happy I am to hear that.
KIP: I said something stupid again, didn’t I?
JULIA: Not at all. Would you like a drink?
(JULIA rises and crosses to minibar. While her back
is turned, KIP slaps himself in forehead.)
KIP: Sure. Do they have any beer, or is this place too fancy?
JULIA: I’m sure there’s beer. In fact, I’ll have one myself.
KIP: You drink beer?
JULIA: Once in a while.
KIP: I would drink beer every day. Actually, I do drink beer
every day.
JULIA: Please tell me you’re old enough to drink.
KIP: I told you, I’m twenty-one. And two months. Do you want
to proof me?
JULIA: That won’t be necessary.
(JULIA crosses to KIP with two bottles of beer.)
KIP: Thanks. Cheers
JULIA: Cheers.
(JULIA and KIP clink bottles and drink.)
KIP: Man. This stuff is good!
JULIA: It’s Belgian.
KIP: I think you just spoiled me for my next game of beer
pong.
JULIA: everybody deserves to be spoiled now and then.
KIP: I’m down with that.
(JULIA and KIP drink. The atmosphere starts to get
a little more relaxed.)
JULIA: Merry-go-round, you said?
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KIP: Yeah. The last two summers . . . . Hey. Guess what the
worst thing about operating a merry-go-round is.
JULIA: I have no idea.
KIP: Six straight hours of calliope music.
JULIA: (laughing) That never would have occurred to me.
(KIP and JULIA drink. Beat.)
KIP: Julia, can I ask you something?
JULIA: Certainly.
KIP: Have you ever done this before?
(JULIA stiffens; this hits a nerve.)
JULIA: (Trying to maintain a light tone) That really isn’t any
of your business, Kip.
KIP: I know. It’s just that you seemed a little nervous, too, so
I wondered if—
JULIA: (Snapping) I said it’s none of your damned business!
KIP: Sorry. I mean, you asked me the same—
JULIA: I am not paying you to psychoanalyze me, I’m paying
you—
(JULIA stops, suddenly mortified.)
KIP: Oh, wow. Wow.
JULIA: Kip, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. I don’t know what
came over me—
KIP: No, it’s not that. It’s just . . . I don’t think it really hit me.
Not till then . . . I’m a hooker!
JULIA: No.
KIP: I am. I am. I’m a hooker.
JULIA: Kip, I won’t blame you if you don’t want to go through
with this . . . .
KIP: I do want to go through with it. But . . . . When Kevin
asked me to fill in for him, it sounded like a great way to
make some extra cash. I mean, textbooks are expensive,
you know? I didn’t think of it as being a hooker. I thought
of it as getting paid to do something I like to do anyway. It
feels kind of weird. You know?
JULIA: I do know. Exactly . . . . You were right. This is the first
time I’ve done anything like this.
KIP: Why do you even need to? I mean, you’re pretty hot.
JULIA: Oh, please.
KIP: You are! You totally, totally are! So I don’t get it.
JULIA: What don’t you get? You’re a 21 year-old male. You
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must know what it’s like to want something uncomplicated.
Clean, and raw, and absolutely uncomplicated.
KIP: Sure I do, but—
JULIA: Maybe I deserve an adventure, all right? A little brush
with youth. Somebody who won’t grunt, roll over, and start
snoring. Maybe I need to be the one in control for a change.
And maybe . . . just maybe . . . I’d like something where’s
there’s absolutely no danger of being rejected. No chance
of getting hurt. Just one—goddamn—time!
(JULIA is in tears. KIP panics a little, then puts his
arm around JULIA. He kisses her. The kiss becomes
passionate, then KIP gently pulls away.)
KIP: I don’t think I can do this.
JULIA: Oh, God. I can’t even get a college student aroused.
KIP: It’s not that! Don’t you think that!
JULIA: What else do you expect me to think?
KIP: I mean it! If I wasn’t . . . I mean, if you were, like, some
hot friend of my . . . of my older sister’s . . . I would be on
you so fast, you wouldn’t know what hit you. Trust me on
this. Been there, done that.
JULIA: Then what’s the problem?
KIP: I’m a hooker is the problem! You’re paying me is the
problem! Usually, when I’m with a girl, believe me, she’s
pretty damn satisfied. I mean, that really matters to me!
Not like some guys. But still. Sometimes, things happen . . .
I mean, sometimes they don’t happen . . . for her, I mean,
not for me, and . . . well, that’s the way it goes. But this is
different. You’re paying me. You’re paying me to . . . to
perform. You’re expecting certain things. And I don’t think
I can handle that kind of pressure!
JULIA: I see . . . . So I guess that’s that.
KIP: I guess.
(JULIA hangs her head. KIP thinks a moment. He
takes bills from his pocket, counts some off, and puts
them on nightstand.)
JULIA: What are you doing?
KIP: (Indicates money in his hand) This money . . . this I have
to take. You know, for the first part of the night. That . . .
JULIA: I understand. And I did have a lovely time. When I told
you that, I meant it.
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KIP: So did I.
(KIP starts to undress.)
JULIA: What are you doing?
KIP: I’m getting ready to have sex with you.
JULIA: But—
KIP: I am not taking money for this. I am not going to bang you
because you’re paying for it. You’re a nice person, and I like
you, and I want to bang you because you’re hot, period.
JULIA: Kip, in its own peculiar and highly uncomfortable way,
that’s the sweetest thing anyone has said to me in a long
time. I thank you. Now go home.
KIP: But—
JULIA: It’s suddenly gotten complicated. Here. I want you to
take a little extra.
(JULIA gives KIP an extra bill.)
KIP: I don’t know if I can do that.
JULIA: Please. Nobody has to know. I want you to have it because you made me feel good. Buy some books of poetry.
Now go home, and don’t ever try doing this again.
KIP: Oh, I won’t! Don’t you ever, either. Okay?
JULIA: I promise. And, Kip, if you ever need a reference . . .
please don’t call me.
(KIP nods. He turns to go, then looks back at JULIA.)
KIP: She walks in beauty, like the night of cloudless climes and
starry skies And all that’s best of dark and bright
(KIP waits. JULIA smiles and shakes her head.)
KIP: Hey, I gave it a shot! See ya.
(KIP exits. JULIA starts laughing—and crying.
FADE OUT.)

The end
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The Four SenSeS oF Love
Arthur M. Jolly
ProducTion noTeS:
Prop Theatre
Chicago
produced by the n.u.f.a.n. Ensemble
Directed by Tommy Akouris
Cast:
CALDWELL, David Retseck
MELITA, Christine O’Keefe
American Globe Theatre
New York
May 2011
Directed by Stephanie Riggs.
Cast:
MELITA, Lindsey Carroll
CALDWELL, Cory D.Shoemaker
The Westport Community Theatre
Westport, CT
July 2011
Directed by Rob Watts
Cast:
CALDWELL, Adam Loewenbaum
MELITA, Rachel Rothman-Cohen

ChARACTERS:
CALDWELL, Late twenties, guarded, scars on his hands.
MELITA, Late twenties, wary.
PLACE: A coffee shop.
TIME: The present.
SeTTing: We are in a coffee house, although the fourth wall is
flexible—the actors address the audience directly, and can “step
out” of the scene to do so.
AT RISE: Upstage, a small table, a couple of chairs—a corner in a coffee house. Downstage, CALDWELL addresses
the audience.
CALDWELL:Ya know what bugs me? Blind people. Piss me
off. Sometimes, I just tap’em on the shoulder. They turn
around: Who’s there? Who did that?! I don’t answer. Let
them figure it out! Pfff. Blind people.
(beat)
If I go to a movie, or I’m at a play, you know—with one
of the blind guys from this support group I belong to, and
I’m describing what’s going on for them . . . I make stuff
up. A woman walks off stage, and I say: Oh my God, he
just stabbed her! Later on, they’re all like: wait, I thought
she died in the first act, and I say: she’s a ghost. They
got her in green make—up. Oh wait—you don’t know
from green. Same color as an orange . . . . What? No, no,
they’re green. Yeah, it’s a confusing name. Makes sense
to us—you just don’t get colors. We can see them with
our eyes closed. ‘S true. We can’t make out shapes so
good, but colors—yeah, we love colors. They feel good
. . . they feel like . . . like a . . . like a . . .
(pause)
I don’t feel.
(beat)
I mean—I don’t feel. Born with it—kind of hypothalamic
disorder—I never—I feel pressure. Weight. I push down
on a bed—and it pushes back—negative weight. I used
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to rub my hands on things as a kid—spend ages, trying
to. . . . to figure out what everyone was talking about.
Feeling . . . it’s just different kinds of weight. Silk sheets?
Steel wool?
(beat)
A silk sheet has no weight—any direction. Steel wool—a
little weight down, a little negative weight if it’s dry—
but it’s got side weight. Pull your hand across it—it
tugs—there’s an effort to moving across it. If you do it
a lot—like, you’re six years old, and you’re feeling side
weight and trying to understand, you drag your hand
across some steel wool for five, ten minutes—suddenly
there’s pain.
(beat)
Oh, yeah. I get pain. That much I got—not on the top.
Look at the scars. Underneath pain—that I feel. Got a
toothache once—never told my Ma. Just let it fester—it
was always there—this blinding, brilliant pain. I never
felt so alive. My jaw swelled up—Ma saw, took me to the
dentist. he asked if I wanted Novocaine, and I wanted to
hit him. Give up this wonderful agony? But then—those
vibrations—the buzzing inside my head. I think
CALDWELL: (cont.) that’s what heaven is—a big dentist office
where everything buzzes and grinds and scrapes forever.
(beat)
I don’t enjoy pain—I’m not an idiot. It hurts... but hurting’s better than nothing, right?
(beat)
They say that people with my condition, we never bond
with other people. There was this guy in the sixties—put
baby monkeys in cages with two fake mama monkeys.
One made out of wire with milk bottles attached, the
other was soft fur—like a teddy bear. No milk. The baby
monkeys would cling to the fur ones, even if they starved.
More important than food—touch. This guy—real nice
guy—put some of the baby monkeys with nothing but the
wire shapes. The monkeys never developed right. Grew
up loners, never accepted other monkeys. It was all—in
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the touch. We don’t bond without it—we never connect
in the right way. I’m a wire—mama—monkey boy.
(beat)
Two months ago, this girl joins my support group.
(MELITA enters.)
MELITA: I don’t smell.
CALDWELL:She doesn’t smell.
(beat)
I don’t feel, she doesn’t smell—got it? Don’t be stupid.
MELITA: If you don’t smell, you don’t taste either. Ever eat
food with a heavy cold? Like that—only more so. I am
tasteless.
CALDWELL: I wasn’t impressed.
MELITA: To me, chocolate might as well be frozen butter—
CALDWELL:Didn’t care a bit. Didn’t talk to her.
MELITA: If you could have frozen butter at room temperature.
CALDWELL: I never got temperature. I once started shaking—
shaking violently for no reason—I thought I was having a
seizure! . . . I was shivering—it was a really cold day. No
one told me.
MELITA: When I was a girl, I would eat blueberries, and go
into the bathroom and stick out my tongue in the mirror and
it would be bright blue—and I would think: That’s taste.
That’s what taste looks like.
CALDWELL: After the group, I always go get coffee. I’m
sitting at a table. Someone had spilled sugar, and I was
playing with the side weight it. She walked in. I think she
followed me.
(CALDWELL sits down at the small round table,
running his finger across the table.)
MELITA: When I was nine, I got a blueberry stuck up my nose.
I quit trying after that.
(MELITA approaches CALDWELL.)
MELITA: You’re making a mess.
CALDWELL: (as he draws his finger across the different textures) Slow varnish tabletop—quick rolling sugar—sticky
wet—sugar—spilled—coffee tugs!
MELITA: (to the audience) I don’t have to be noticed... but I
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don’t want to be ignored. Who the hell is this guy—sits in
my sensory deprived group and never even looks at me?
(to CALDWELL)
Caldwell, right? Is anyone sitting here?
CALDWELL:Does it look like anyone’s sitting there?
MELITA: What’s wrong?
CALDWELL:Why does everyone always ask me that?
(to the audience)
Why does everyone always ask me that?
MELITA: You know, when you tap Steve’s shoulder and then
don’t answer—he knows it’s you. He always has.
CALDWELL: (to audience) Then I looked at her, I mean—really
looked. For the first time. Wow.
MELITA: he has nice eyes. Pity they were focused below my
face.
CALDWELL:I kept staring at them.
MELITA: (to the audience) I get that a lot.
CALDWELL: Then I looked at her face.
MELITA: Finally.
CALDWELL:I don’t know. There was something . . . I’m sure
for you guys, it’s no big deal... but for me, I—I don’t want
to say “I felt something”, cause that’s cheap. I didn’t. I don’t
feel—I just wanted to talk to her.
(to MELITA)
Could I get you some coffee?
MELITA: No thanks. Maybe some tea.
CALDWELL:how d’you take it?
MELITA: It doesn’t matter. Really.
(CALDWELL gets up, goes to the counter.)
MELITA: (to the audience) The group is big on not “passing.” If
you’re blind, everyone knows it. You can’t hide blind. But
taste? Damn right, I try and fit in. Think I wanna go around
telling people I have no taste—no taste at all? If I’m out
with friends, I’ll get tea—just to, you know. D’you know
the nutritional value of tea? Exactly the same as hot water.
Two bucks for dirty brown color. But I’ll spend it.
(beat)
MELITA: (cont.) Once, this girl Julie—I knew her from the gym,
we saw each other all the time. You know—early friendship,
but real. I mean, I could see being her bridesmaid, down the
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road. We coulda been . . . Well, we went out, me and her and
her boyfriend Rick. Rick keeps saying: “you gotta try this
place, you gotta try this coffee place”—and we all pile in his
ratty BMW, and I’m wedged in the back with my knees up
under my chin, and we get to this little cafe, and Rick says
hi to the guy behind the counter—and it’s like this whole
show he’s putting on for Julie, cause really—it’s a coffee
place, you meet, you talk. he brings me over this something
something something latte. And it was warm water with a
faintly slimy foam and a little grit on top—cinnamon. Like
very fine sawdust. And he’s all: “How is it? It’s the best
right, what d’I tell ya, the best.” Why is he asking if he’s
already got the answer? So I’m sitting there, and I started
playing with the foam. I would put my tongue in it—and
then roll the cinnamon between my tongue and the roof of
my mouth. Texture—gritty, sandpaper rolling.
(She starts miming it—getting more and more into
it. Lots of foam—licking tongue action.)
Foam bubbles bursting, little points of contact, the tip
of my tongue delving into the foam, the hot water, the
temperature between the hot and the warm foam and the
cool of the edge of the cup. . . . Playing with the foam .
. . feeling the grit . . .
(She’s getting totally carried away. She stops dead,
looks up from her imaginary cup.)
Rick was staring at me. Julie got so mad. Screaming at
me, said I was a . . . all kinds of things.
(beat)
I was just playing with the foam. hot water. That’s why
they use that phrase—getting in to hot water. . . . That
was the last time I saw her.
(beat)
Rick called a whole bunch of times.
(CALDWELL returns, carrying two cups of tea.)
CALDWELL:I got you Earl Grey.
MELITA: It’s brown.
CALDWELL:Yeah.
MELITA: Not grey.
CALDWELL:Are you stupid?
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MELITA: (to the audience) Caldwell has difficulty connecting
to people. It takes a while to get used to it.
CALDWELL: (to the audience) Luckily, she has really low self
esteem. I think she usually dates total jerks. Guys who just
take advantage of her.
MELITA: There’s such a thing as too honest.
CALDWELL: Why else would she have gone out with me?
MELITA: There’s a disconnect. he looks at people like he’s
outside them—like he’s examining them all through a microscope. The world is Caldwell’s petri dish. But he’s . . .
he sees things most people... I don’t know. he’ll . . . he’ll
never lie to me. Never. Yeah. That’s a change . . . Takes a
while to get used to that.
CALDWELL: We talked for a couple of hours. The tea got
cold.
MELITA: I didn’t care. Cold water—ooh.
CALDWELL:I didn’t even know.
(SHE reaches out—touches his hand. CALDWELL
looks down.)
CALDWELL:She squeezed my hand. I have no idea how long
she’d been holding it before she did that.
MELITA: I was worried my palm was sweaty.
CALDWELL: Might’ve been. Who knows?
MELITA: Who knows?
(THEY rise, walk downstage, still holding hands.)
CALDWELL:The first time we made love—
MELITA: hey!
CALDWELL: What?
MELITA: You’re skipping some stuff.
CALDWELL:Yeah.
MELITA: You went from hand holding to . . . I mean, you
make it sound like it was that night. I’m not what Julie
said I was.
CALDWELL: I never said it was that night.
MELITA: We went on dates . . .
CALDWELL: Movies.
MELITA: Yeah.
CALDWELL: And the car getting that flat—
MELITA: Not his car—
CALDWELL: I borrowed this car—
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MELITA: —gets a flat—
CALDWELL:—pouring rain—
MELITA: Yeah. You’re skipping all that.
CALDWELL:Yup.
(to the audience)
Our first night together—
MELITA: (to the audience)You know what foreplay is like with
a guy who can’t feel? It’s like . . .
(beat)
Okay, it’s not that different.
CALDWELL:I tried. Touching her. I mean, I’m pushing . . .
moving things.
MELITA: Not that different.
CALDWELL: It didn’t really do much—
MELITA: Don’t I know it.
CALDWELL: I meant for me.
(MELITA reacts—it’s the first time she’s heard
that.)
CALDWELL: (continued) I wish I could say it got better—
MELITA: Okay, stop—
CALDWELL: Bits of her have negative weight—
MELITA: Just shut up—
CALDWELL:It’s all—nothing. The weight of a body. The
negative weight of the mattress springs.
MELITA: Please—
CALDWELL:So what is there?
MELITA: Stop! For God’s sake!
(SHE’s on the verge of tears.)
(CALDWELL notices. HE reaches for her—but stops.
He looks at his hand—his fingertips.)
CALDWELL: No touch. No connection. What is there?
MELITA: Movies. Flat tires.
CALDWELL: Last night—there was a moment.
MELITA: Don’t. Don’t tell that.
CALDWELL:She reached with her fingertips—and she ran
them down my face. Lightly brushing—feeling. Feeling
my skin. Rubbing my face in it.
MELITA: And.
CALDWELL: And I licked her cheek. Tasted her sweat.
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MELITA: That was vicious.
CALDWELL: No! . . . No, it wasn’t. When . . . when your fingertips dragged across my lips . . . what I tasted . . . I tasted
the side weight. The drag of the ridges of your fingerprints
across my
CALDWELL: (cont.) tongue—the vibrations on my lips. I
could taste the vibrations. It was . . . it was touch. I felt it.
I felt you.
(A moment.)
MELITA: Your kiss. After you licked my cheek . . . I kissed
you and felt the salt on your tongue. I could feel it. Feel
the taste.
CALDWELL: For one moment.
MELITA: For one moment.
(Slowly—they kiss.)

(LIGHTS FADE OUT)
The End
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Green DatinG
Chantal Bilodeau
ProDuction notes:
The Movement Theatre Company’s Go Green!
New York City
April 29, 2009
Directed by Barbara Harrison
Cast:
GIRL, Quinn Warren
BOY, Eugene Oh
Manhattan Theatre Source
Estrogenius Festival
October 19-22, 2011
Jen Thatcher, Executive Producer, Estrogenius
177 MacDougal Street
New York, NY 10011
212.260.4698
estrogenius.festival@gmail.com

CHARACTERS:
GIRL, A high school teenage
BOY, A high school teenage
SETTING: A street corner. Now.
A street corner. Two teenagers, their tongues down each
other’s throat, making out like nobody’s business. After a
beat, the GIRL: comes up for air.
GIRL: Wow. I mean fuck, it’s like, you know?
BOY: Yeah.
GIRL: Like this, I don’t know, this, I mean I hope I don’t freak
you out but I’m like completely like . . . WOW.
BOY: I hear ya. I mean this is like totally fucking awesome.
You know, like TOTALLY. And I swear to God I’ve never
said that before. I mean I liked your profile and everything
but the real thing is just like, FUCK.
GIRL: Really? I mean like you really mean that like for real?
BOY: Ye-ah! You’re just like . . . (makes the gesture of stabbing
himself in the heart) ahhhhh! And your ass? Your ass is like
. . . it’s like Iron Man’s suit. It’s like Batman’s batmobile.
Your ass is so fucking perfect it’s like a piece of ART.
(Giggles.)
BOY: And it’s not just your ass, it’s like everything. Swear
to God. And I’m not objectifying you ‘cause when I say
everything, I really mean like EVERYTHING. Including
your personality and shit.
GIRL: Well, I’m glad ‘cause I’m just like . . . (pretends to
pounce on him) Roar! I’m just like this guy is like OH MY
GOD and I mean I’m sorry but like I totally want to get
into your pants.
BOY: Fuck yeah.
(He pounces on her. They go at it again. This time,
he tears himself away.)
BOY: And you know what? You know what? I fucking LOVE
the fact that you’re GF too. Love it. I mean usually I’m just
like the weird guy, you know? The like HIGH MAINTENANCE dude. Like, What do you mean you can’t have a
burger? It’s ORGANIC.
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GIRL: Yeah and like no matter how many times you tell them,
they never remember, right? Sometimes I feel like I should
have it tattooed on my forehead: GF. GLUTEN-FREE.
BOY: But they still wouldn’t get it ‘cause they’re like morons
or something. The other day, the guy at the restaurant was
like, Gluten? Isn’t that a muscle in your ASS?
GIRL: TOTALLY.
(Footsteps. They try to act casual. She adjusts her
clothes. He examines his shoes. They acknowledge
the invisible passerby with a smile or a nod.)
BOY: So anyway . . .
(She checks the time on her cell.)
GIRL: I should probably go.
BOY: Yeah me too.
GIRL: So um . . .
BOY: Well so like do you think— . . . I mean I’m just asking,
you know but do you think maybe we can do this again
some other night and uh . . . well . . . maybe get to the “get
into your pants” part?
GIRL: I was gonna ask you the same thing.
BOY: Cool.
(He’s happy. Then confused.)
BOY: So . . . does that mean yes?
GIRL: Yes.
BOY: Sweet!
(A victory dance.)
GIRL: But I have, I mean I hope you don’t mind but I need
to ask you something before. I mean before we like you
know . . .
BOY: Sure. Anything. Shoot.
GIRL: And it’s not I mean don’t take this the wrong way OK
‘cause it’s really about me. Like I just need to ask you this
thing ‘cause well . . . ‘cause it’s like important to me.
BOY: I don’t have another GIRL: on the side if that’s what
you wanna know.
GIRL: Oh no, that’s not— . . . I mean that’s great. But like I’m
cool with that. Not that you SHOULD have another GIRL
but sometimes you gotta check what’s in the other store to
make sure you’re buying the right thing. So like, as long
as you tell me ‘cause I’m not too good with lying and shit
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—that just makes me mad and then I get real ugly—but as
long as you tell me I’m cool.
BOY: OK. I’m cool too. I mean, you know. You shop, I shop . . .
(Pause.) But uh . . . Like . . . Are you a big shopper?
GIRL: Depends. Right now I’m kind of digging what I see in
this store.
BOY: Oh yeah?
(He struts.)
BOY: Good merchandise, huh? Slick. Fully equipped. (to someone across the street) Hey! Don’t you agree that this here
is some good merchandise?
(She hits him playfully.)
GIRL: Stop!
(He gets an appreciative whistle in response.)
BOY: See? But the thing is you really gotta take it for a test
drive if you wanna feel the HORSEPOWER.
GIRL: I AM gonna take it for a test drive. But first—
(She takes out her cell.)
GIRL: Promise you won’t get mad?
BOY: Promise.
She turns her back to him and texts something. After a
beat, his cell shouts or barks—something obnoxious.
He checks it. She looks at him expectantly.
GIRL: So?
BOY: What the fuck?
GIRL: Hey, you promised.
BOY: Are you serious?
GIRL: Well yeah.
BOY: You’re asking me this?
GIRL: Yeah.
BOY: Like, you’re REALLY asking me this?
GIRL: Yeah. I’m really asking you this.
BOY: You don’t know me. You don’t know my life. Why are
you asking me this?
GIRL: ‘Cause.
BOY: ‘Cause why?
GIRL: ‘Cause if we gonna do this, we should do it right.
BOY: This is not doing it right. This is getting into a guy’s
BUSINESS. And I don’t like people getting into my business. Don’t like it one bit.
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GIRL: Come on. It’s not that big of a deal.
BOY: It IS that big of a deal! It’s like a HUGE fucking deal,
OK? I mean I don’t ask you to like— . . . I don’t know but
like I don’t make ASSUMPTIONS about you.
GIRL: I’m not making—. . . Look, if you want me to ride your
HORSEPOWER, the least you can do is put a little effort
into it. I mean HELLO-O? I don’t know what kind of girl’s
you’ve been hanging with but I got STANDARDS.
BOY: Well, actually—
GIRL: And sorry if that’s like annoying to you but that’s just
the way it is.
(Her cell sings.)
GIRL: That’s my dad. (She picks up.) Hi, dad . . . Yeah, I know.
I’m almost there. I’ll be home in like fifteen minutes, OK?
. . . OK. Bye.
BOY: Look, I’m clean OK? I’m VERY clean. I’m like cleaner
than fucking Mr. Clean.
GIRL: You don’t know that.
BOY: I DO know that.
GIRL: No, you don’t. Nobody knows. You can’t know unless
you get tested.
BOY: Maybe you got the tightest hardest most like unbelievably
awesome ass in the whole fucking world and maybe I’m just
like dying to lick every inch of it like the frosting off a donut
but I’m not—you hear me?—NOT getting tested. And I can’t
believe you even asked. That’s just like . . . RUDE!
GIRL: Chill, OK? So I asked you to get tested. What? You can’t
do that for your girl?
BOY: Why ‘cause you think I’m just like Mr. Irresponsible?
Mr. Testosterone-brain? Mr. like I just think about myself
and FUCK THE WORLD?
GIRL: I told you, it’s not about YOU.
BOY: Well it sure FEELS like it.
GIRL: It’s about ME. ‘Cause it took me like TWO YEARS to
clean myself up so I don’t wanna be with some guy who’s
gonna MESS ME UP again. I mean, you know? You’re
probably fine—
BOY: I AM fine!
GIRL:—but if you’re not . . . well, I don’t know but like it
doesn’t mean that it’s your fault or anything. I mean that’s
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how it happened for me. I was just talking with that girl
at school, you know Briana, the one with the big boobs.
She’s always busting my balls and she was like, GIRL . . .
just looking at you I can tell your numbers are OFF THE
CHART. And I was like, SHUT UP. ‘Cause she didn’t
know, you know? And you can’t tell just by LOOKING
at someone.
BOY: EXACTLY.
GIRL: But she was like, I’M TELLING YOU and she was
pissing me off ‘cause she’s always like Miss Perfect and
everything so I went and got tested just to shut her up. So
like the woman at the clinic asked me all these questions
and I was doing real well but then she said to me, she
said, GIRL you got a PROBLEM. And I was like, NO I
DON’T. ‘Cause I had already made my dad trade his SUV
for a hybrid and change all the light bulbs in the house so
I KNEW I was OK. But she was like, I got your numbers
right here in front of me and they say you got a carbon
footprint the size TEXAS. And I was like, EXCUSE ME?
And she was like, Uh-huuuuuuh. And I was like, are you
calling me a POLLUTER? ‘Cause maybe I’ve never been
to Texas but I know it’s BIG so I get your metaphor, LADY.
And I was so fucking insulted, I was like, You know what?
Fuck this shit. Fuck you, fuck Briana and fuck everything!
‘Cause like WHATEVER. I mean, it’s not like I was still
using PLASTIC BAGS! But then a few weeks later, I went
to this place where I used to go with my dad. It’s way
up North, you know, like WAY THE FUCK. And there’s
like NOTHING up there, like for real, just mountains and
forests and lakes, nothing else. So we’re there right and
except for the mosquitoes, it’s like AWESOME and my
uncle comes for a visit ‘cause he always comes for a visit,
it’s like a tradition. And my uncle is this SUPER COOL
guy, you know like he SNOWBOARDS and he’s been
around the world and stuff so he’s like AMAZING. And
so he has this small plane and he used to fly us around, one
by one ‘cause it’s a two-seater so you can only have one
passenger. And I used to go with him a lot and throw up all
the time ‘cause on top of being GF I got real bad motion
sickness but I didn’t care I would go anyway ‘cause from
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up there, you can see really far and it’s like this GIANT
green carpet for like FOREVER, you know? For like AS
FAR AS YOU CAN SEE . . . And I know it freaks people
out sometimes to be with a big nature like that but me, it
makes me feel SAFE. ‘Cause I look at those trees and I tell
myself, I tell myself as long as there’s more of them than
of us, nothing can go wrong, you know? And so like, my
uncle asks me if I want to go flying again and of course I
say yes and we go and I throw up for old time’s sake and
it’s like FUCKING AWESOME all over again with the
forests and the mountains and the blue lakes but then we
get to one of my favorite spots you know and . . . and . . .
(She tears up.) Fuck.
(He makes a move toward her. She waves him off.)
I’m fine . . . (She breathes.) So anyway, I’m on the plane
and I look down and . . . and you know all those mountains? . . . They were BALD . . . Just like . . . Nothing.
Gone. All the trees had been cut down. And it was like
. . . it was like looking at a cancer patient who’s just lost
all her hair . . . It was so PAINFUL . . . ‘Cause you know
in your guts that it’s WRONG. Nobody has to tell you.
You just KNOW. And so I was looking at these BALD
mountains with only the stumps left all over like ugly
SCARS and I thought . . . I thought about the clinic and
it finally clicked, you know, I thought . . . It’s ME. I’m
that mountain’s CANCER . . .
(a beat)
BOY: Here.
(He offers his sleeve. She wipes her eyes and nose
with it.)
GIRL: Great. Now you gonna think I’m all girly and shit.
BOY: Girly’s cool. I got no problems with girly.
GIRL: Whatever.
BOY: Aw, come on girly’s better than a CANCER.
GIRL: Don’t make fun.
BOY: I’m not!
GIRL: So anyway . . . After that, I . . . I decided to DO something, you know . . . To make it better for the EARTH. So
my dad and I, we stopped using the dryer and started hang-

Lawrence Harbison

75

ing the laundry instead. And me and another girl—that was
MY idea—we walk my sister and her classmates to school.
That way the parents don’t have to drive them. And the next
thing I wanna do is get a compost bin—
BOY: I can help you with that.
GIRL: You can?
BOY: I built the one at our place.
GIRL: You got a COMPOST BIN?
BOY: My mom’s an Energy Auditor. We got everything.
GIRL: Oh.
(A beat. He cups his ear as if he’s just heard something.)
BOY: Did I just hear a thump?
GIRL: What?
BOY: Was that a thump? Did you just like fall off a really
HIGH horse?
GIRL: Fuck off.
BOY: ‘Cause I mean, I couldn’t hear very clearly but that’s kind
of what it sounded like.
GIRL: OK, so I feel like an HUGE FUCKING ASSHOLE, are
you happy? I mean, how the fuck was I supposed to know
your mom was an ENERGY AUDITOR?
(She turns to leave.)
BOY: Whoa, whoa, wait a minute . . .
GIRL: What.
(He types something on his phone.)
BOY: Where’s that clinic at?
GIRL: Why?
BOY: I wanna know.
The GIRLS phone sighs seductively.
GIRL: Did you just text me?
(She checks her cell. Reads the message.)
GIRL: Shut up.
BOY: It’s true.
GIRL: You’re just fucking with me.
BOY: No, I swear to God, it’s true.
GIRL: What, like you really mean this?
BOY: Yeah. And I’m gonna get tested just to prove it to you. But
you better watch out ‘cause my carbon footprint is gonna
kick your carbon footprint’s ASS.
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GIRL: Ha! Good luck. ‘Cause in case you didn’t know, I got
MAJORLY AWESOME numbers.
BOY: Then I’m gonna have even MORE majorly awesome
numbers.
GIRL: Dude, my numbers are so awesome, I’m almost in the
SINGLE DIGITS.
BOY: Girl, I live with the energy efficiency QUEEN. Do you
got any idea what that means? That means I’m gonna have
NEGATIVE numbers. I’m gonna be so fucking energy efficient that my sole EXISTENCE is gonna reduce carbon
emissions.
(A beat.)
GIRL: OK, that’s kind of hot.
BOY: Oh yeah? Like your climate is warming?
GIRL: Maybe like a degree or two.
(She moves toward him seductively. He jumps back
just before she touches him.)
BOY: Then see you tomorrow. AFTER I get tested.
He takes off. A beat. Her phone sighs. She checks
it. A big grin.
GIRL: Fucker.

The End
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Hate tHe Loser InsIde
Jon Kern

ProductIon notes:
City Theatre’s Summer Shorts Festival 2011
June 2 – July 3, 2011, Miami, Florida
Directed by Stephanie Norman
Cast:
COACH DONNY BROADHAUS, Stephen Trovillion
WENDELL, Gregg Weiner

CHARACTERS
COACH DONNY BROADHAUS, forties or fifties
WENDELL, thirties
SETTiNG: A commercial shoot set.
// indicates an overlap
/ indicates the following comes quick on the heels of
the line
[Coach Brodhaus is sitting at a table. On the table is a
breakfast plate of eggs, bacon, and pancakes. There is also
half a grapefruit in a bowl, a glass of milk, a box of cereal,
a bowl of cereal, silverware, and a napkin.]
COACH BRODHAUS: i’m Coach Donny Brodhaus,
Winner of this year’s college football national championship.
And when i sit down for a championship breakfast,
i make sure MY KiTCHEN
[gestures to behind him]
Has cabinet fronts and counter tops by Winston’s Kitchens and Design.
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to home furnishings,
Winston’s is the real champion.
They’ve been providing high-quality kitchen interiors
since 1970.
And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[awkward pause]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it’s what completes a real, really complete, real breakfast.
[blank]
Fuck.
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WENDELL: [offstage]
Cut!
[enters, script in hand]
That was good.
That was really good.
COACH BRODHAUS: i keep fucking up that last line.
WENDELL: it’s a tongue twister. it’s . . .
[slight pause]
Are you ready?
COACH BRODHAUS: Yeah, yeah,
Just give it to me.
WENDELL: it’s “it’s what really makes a breakfast complete.”
COACH BRODHAUS: “it’s what really makes a breakfast
complete.”
“it’s what really makes a breakfast complete.”
WENDELL: Good.Good.
Can i just say, Coach,
We’re really proud to have you for this commercial.
You’re the man who brought the title back to illinois/
COACH BRODHAUS: You don’t need to butter me up.
i’m not a Thanksgiving turkey.
WENDELL: Okay.
[slight pause]
So let’s just jump back on.
COACH BRODHAUS: “it’s what really makes a breakfast
complete.”
WENDELL: [exits]
[offstage]
Okay.
And rolling.
COACH BRODHAUS: So score a touchdown with your
neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it makes a breakfast what is real.
Son of a whore!
WENDELL: [offstage]
Cut!
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[enters]
Maybe . . .
COACH BRODHAUS:is there anyway i can just skip that
line?
WENDELL: i’m sorry.
That’s been the slogan for Winston’s Kitchens and Design
for more than twenty years.
Maybe we should back it up.
Start in the middle and work your way to the line.
COACH BRODHAUS:Sure, i’ll give that a shot.
You know what might also help . . .
if we could get a real kitchen.
WENDELL: i already explained,
The kitchen will be put in post.
Post-production.
That way, throughout the commercial,
We can change the Winton’s design in the background.
[Coach Brodhaus reaches into the box of cereal and
starts eating a dry handful.]
What we need from you is to just look at the camera,
And . . .
And don’t shift anything on the table.
Everything on the table is placed careful,
So the camera picks it up,
But it doesn’t block your face.
[Wendell adjusts the cereal box back in place.]
COACH BRODHAUS: i get that.
i just think it’d be a little easier to focus on talking about
a kitchen,
if there was an actual kitchen.
But i don’t want to hold this up, so . . .
WENDELL: So let’s take it from . . .
COACH BRODHAUS: Can i see the script?
WENDELL: [hands the script to Coach Brodhaus.]
So let’s take it from
“They’ve been providing high quality kitchen interiors
since 1970.”
COACH BRODHAUS: Huh?
WENDELL: Right . . .
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There.
COACH BRODHAUS: Could we start with something
shorter?
WENDELL: I’m confident you can get it.
And i want you to add/
COACH BRODHAUS: You want me to add something?
WENDELL: i want you to add,
After the line
“You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.”
Add a wink to the camera.
Can you wink?
COACH BRODHAUS: Like this:
can’t help but use two eyes.]
WENDELL: No, more like . . .
[Coach Brodhaus winks]
Just one eye.
Like . . .
[Coach Brodhaus winks]
Try to keep the other . . .
[Coach Brodhaus winks]
. . . the other eye open.
[Coach Brodhaus winks]
[Wendell tries to hold Coach Brodhaus’s eye
open.]
Now try.
[Coach Brodhaus winks. Both eyes close.]
Don’t fight it.
Don’t fight . . .
Open the other eye!
[Coach Brodhaus winks.]
WENDELL: (con’t) Forget . . .
[blank]
Just forget the wink.
COACH BRODHAUS: Alright.
WENDELL: Can you instead . . .
Cross your arms
And smile?
[demonstrates]
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Cross you arms,
[crosses arms]
Then smile.
[smiles]
COACH BRODHAUS: Like this?
[crosses arms]
[smiles]
WENDELL: Perfect.
After the line/
COACH BRODHAUS: “You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.”
WENDELL: Perfect.
And . . .
And take it from
“Take it from a winner like me.”
COACH BRODHAUS: Uh . . .
[looking at the script]
WENDELL: Oo, can’t have that in the shot.
[snatches script]
[exits]
WENDELL: (con’t)
[offstage]
Places.
[slight pause]
Ready, Coach?
COACH BRODHAUS: i’m ready.
WENDELL: [offstage]
And rolling.
[Coach Brodhaus takes mark.
Look to camera.
Coughs to clear his throat.]
WENDELL: [offstage]
Still rolling.
COACH BRODHAUS: [little cough]
[blank]
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to home furnishings,
Winston’s is the real champion.
They’ve been providing high-quality kitchen interiors
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since 1970.
And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[stiffly crosses arms, no smile;
sudden, bright-ass smile]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the steel and clips of/
Cock and balls!
WENDELL: [offstage]
That was good.
Let’s go again.
Take it from
“And with their low, low prices.”
COACH BRODHAUS: And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[bright-ass smile;
then no smile, stiffly crosses arms]
Kick in my scrotum.
i just did that backwards, right?
WENDELL: [offstage]
Not a problem.
Take it again.
Still rolling.
COACH BRODHAUS: And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[crosses arms; smiles]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and clams of a Winston’s fern.
Finger a dick.
WENDELL: [offstage]
Cut!
[enters]
Coach, you’re doing good.
Really.
COACH BRODHAUS: i don’t get it.
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My whole brain has been—
Plplplplpfff—
Has been shat out of my head!
WENDELL: These things happen.
You’re not the first.
COACH BRODHAUS: i won a national football championship,
And now i can’t do some cheap, local commercial.
COACH BRODHAUS: (con’t)
[speaks so fast in turns into gibberish]
i can’t speak.
i can’t schpleak.
i kant schpeak.
i kant schpeak.
i kant schpeak.
WENDELL: We’re still doing good.
COACH BRODHAUS: it’s the damn arm crossing.
Before i just had problems with the last line.
Now i can’t do shit for any of it.
WENDELL:We can do the arm cross in a close-up.
insert it in later.
COACH BRODHAUS: [grabs a chair and rattles it against
the floor]
WENDELL: Do you need a moment?
COACH BRODHAUS:i’m good.
i just want to get this done.
it’s my head that’s a sack of farts.
[taps fists on table; restrained anger]
You know what i told my players before the Tostitos
Fiesta Bowl,
[dramatic pause]
i told them,
“Give me your 100%,
And you will forever be the greatest there ever was.”
[slight pause]
Those kids were gladiators that night,
Motorized by a passion i inspired.
And now i can’t piss the word kitchen
Without my brain burning,
Like i’ve got a head full of syphilis.
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WENDELL: Yeah, it can be hard . . .
Keeping your mind on track,
Just so you can get through the day
Without feeling like an asshole.
[blank]
i wanted to go to Hollywood,
When i was in my twenties,
Go to Hollywood and become the Midwestern Kurosawa.
But then . . .
You fall in love with a girl who wants to settle down,
And so you settle for whatever will pay.
Then that girl divorces you,
And now you’re working twice as much ‘cause of the
alimony,
And . . .
And you realize your’s is an all too common tale.
You look around you
And all you notice is marinara crusting on dishes
And a whole lot of shit that needs to be Swiffered.
And you start to think of the kid you were . . .
As the dumbest fuck . . .
Who ever once walked this earth.
As if what you were—
What you still are—
is unforgivable.
COACH BRODHAUS: What’s your name again?
WENDELL: Um . . .
Wendell.
it’s Wendell.
COACH BRODHAUS: Well, Wendell,
When i hear your story,
You know what i hear?
WENDELL: No.
COACH BRODHAUS: i hear the whining whimper of a quitter.
WENDELL: [clapping to the crew]
Alright, everybody!
COACH BRODHAUS: I hear a man who didn’t fight for what
he wanted.
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WENDELL: [to the crew]
Can we get ready?
We’re going to roll in a second.
COACH BRODHAUS: You’re going to hear no a lot in life,
Sure.
But you can’t ever say no to yourself.
in every one of us,
There lives a loser and winner.
if you want the winner to succeed,
You’ve got to hate the loser inside.
That’s how you become a champion,
Wendell.
WENDELL: We have to continue on.
We’re going to start from the very top, okay?
[exits]
COACH BRODHAUS: [to self]
C’mon, Donny.
You’re not a failure!
You can whup this commercial!
WENDELL: [offstage]
Are you ready, Coach?
COACH BRODHAUS: [to self]
Crush it,
Donny boy,
Crush it.
[to Wendell]
Yeah, i’m good.
WENDELL: [offstage]
Okay.
[Coach Brodhaus takes mark]
And we’re rolling.
COACH BRODHAUS: [to camera]
i’m Coach Donny Brodhaus,
Winner of this year’s college football national championship.
And when i sit down for a chumpionshap brakfust . . .
[sigh]
Jesus H. Christ playing hockey.
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Let’s keep going.
[to camera]
i’m Coach Donny Brodhaus,
Winner of this year’s college football national championship.
And when i sit down for a championship breakfast,
i make sure MY KiTCHEN
[gestures to behind him]
Has cabinet fronts and counter tops by Winston’s Kitchens and Design.
Take it from a whimper like pluh/
We’re not going back.
Fuck it.
i’m going to keep marching forward.
WENDELL: [offstage]
Still rolling.
COACH BRODHAUS: [to self]
You’re a champion.
You’re a champion with a poophead,
But you’re still a champion.
[takes mark]
[to camera]
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to horn fumishings/
Staple my anus!
[to camera]
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to home furnishings,
it would help to remember your line.
COACH BROADHAUS: (con’t)
[to camera]
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to home furnishings,
Winston’s is the crapalapa dong ding.
[picks the apple up off the table and hurls it against
the wall]
WENDELL: [offstage]
We don’t need the apple.
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Apple’s not important to the shoot.
We’re rooting for you, Coach.
I know you can finish this.
COACH BRODHAUS: Don’t cut.
i’m going to slate this fucker.
[stiffly shakes out his body like Frankenstein’s monster clearing himself of negativity vibes]
WENDELL: [offstage]
C’mon, Coach,
Woo,
You can nail this copy.
COACH BRODHAUS: Don’t patronize me.
WENDELL: [offstage]
i’m . . .
i’m not/
COACH BRODHAUS: [to camera]
i’m Coach Donny Brodhaus,
Winner of this year’s college football national championship.
And when i sit down for a championship breakfast,
i make sure MY KiTCHEN
[gestures to behind him]
Has cabinet fronts and counter tops by Winston’s Kitchens and Design.
Take it from a winner like me,
When it comes to home furnishings,
Winston’s is the real champion.
They’ve been providing high-quality kitchen interiors
since 1970.
COACH BROADHAUS: (con’t)
And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[crosses arms; smiles]
So score a TD with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it breakfasts completely.
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AAGH!
[picks up the half grapefruit and crushes the juice
out of it;then he bites the rind]
WENDELL: [offstage]
That was great.
Lets go back to/
COACH BRODHAUS: Wendell.
Quiet.
Let me just . . .
[blank]
Let me get this done.
‘kay?
So fucking quiet,
Wendell.
[deep cleansing breath;
cracks neck]
[to camera]
So score a TB with your nighborts/
[slams fist in the plate of eggs, bacon, and pancakes]
[to camera]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it’s what really makes a breakfast clompete.
[sucks teeth]
[to camera]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
Eat bitches and die.
[grabs the box of cereal, shakes it and crushes it
(cereal should come out)]
COACH BROADHAUS: (con’t)
[to camera]
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
Pleep pop poop.
[to camera]
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Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it’s a breakfast. Actually, it’s a kitchen.
[to camera]
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
Where the fuck is the kitchen!
it’s not here!
[to self]
You will not be defeated.
You will not lose.
You are the strongest.
You are the BEST.
[to camera]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it’s what a complete breakfast makes.
[blank]
[trembling]
BiTCH NiPPLES!
[Coach Brodhaus starts flipping plates on the table,
slamming food against the floor or walls.]
[slight pause]
[Coach Brodhaus stares at the wreckage.
He’s trembling.]
BY THE COCK OF GOD, i AM SiCK OF THiS.
[He starts slamming chairs, tossing them to the floor.
He goes berserk. He flips the table. As extreme as
possible.]
[Wendell enters.]
[picks up the chair and brandishes it at Wendell]
No. NO!
Stay back!
[Wendell scurries off]
[sets chair down and takes mark]
[to camera, calmly and professionally]
i’m Coach Donny Brodhaus,
Winner of this year’s college football national championship.
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And when i sit down for a championship breakfast,
i make sure MY KiTCHEN
[gestures to behind him]
Has cabinet fronts and counter tops by Winston’s Kitchens and Design.
Take it from a winner like me,
COACH BROADHAUS: (con’t)
When it comes to home furnishings,
Winston’s is the real champion.
They’ve been providing high-quality kitchen interiors
since 1970.
And with their low, low prices,
You won’t need to make millions
To look like you do.
[crosses arms; smiles: NAILS IT!]
So score a touchdown with your neighbors
With the style and class of a Winston’s home.
Winston’s Kitchens and Design:
it’s what really makes a breakfast complete.
[the sound of his heaving breath is now audible]
[A slow clap offstage.]
WENDELL:
[enters, slow clapping]
[slow clapping]
[still slow clapping]
[amid the wreckage,
Coach Brodhaus basks in the glory.]
[fade]
[blackout]
The End
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Iceberg To Nowhere
Samantha Macher

ProducTIoN NoTes:
Iceberg to Nowhere was produced as part of Just the
Tip: Theatre of NOTE’s Late Night 10-Minute Plays
(Los Angeles, CA)
Directed by Brian Allman
Cast:
PHIL, Lisa Dring
LYLE, Crystal Diaz
Produced by John Money and David LM McIntyre
Iceberg to Nowhere was also produced in June of 2011 as
a part of Hell-Tro Theatre Collective’s “HAPPENING”
in Brooklyn, NY.
Directed by Sarah Azzinaro
Cast:
LYLE, Sarah Azzinaro
PHIL, Liz Torres

CHArACTErS:
PHIL: A penguin.
LYLE: Another penguin.

SETTING: An iceberg. To nowhere.
NOTE: The penguins have British accents.
Two penguins are on the tip of an iceberg drifting at sea.
One penguin, Lyle is reading the paper. The other, Phil, is
contemplating the cold.
PHIL: So.
LYLE: So.
Pause.
PHIL: S’cold out here.
LYLE: S’Antarctica.
PHIL: S’warmer home.
LYLE: I reckon.
PHIL: But not much.
LYLE: No. Not much.
Plans for the holiday?
PHIL: Swimmin’.
LYLE: Home?
PHIL: In-laws.
LYLE: Have they—
PHIL: Stopped trying to eat me?
LYLE: I reckon not—
PHIL: No. S’pose that’s the risk you run when you marry for
love.
LYLE: They warn against it, you know.
PHIL: Marryin’ for love?
LYLE: Marryin’ a Pole.
PHIL: Now that’s just myopic.
LYLE: Co-minglin’ with her kind—
PHIL: S’warm at night.
LYLE: She’s at least twice your size.
PHIL: And her fur is so soft.
LYLE: But her teeth, bloke. And the fact alone that her family
is constantly trying to eat you. Just seems.
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PHIL: What?
LYLE: I dunno. ‘Gainst nature I reckon. They look at one
another.
PHIL: S’that’s what you really think, huh?
LYLE: You know what? I take it back. I don’t think anything.
PHIL: Sheila is lovely and you would know that if you’d even
bother to come for dinner when she invites you.
LYLE: I’ve met her. I know she’s lovely—
PHIL: Then why won’t you come?
LYLE: Winter is busy—
PHIL: It’s always winter—
LYLE: It’s always busy.
(Pause.)
PHIL: The last—
He clears his throat.
The last time—
LYLE: What?
PHIL: —Nothin’
LYLE: What? What is it? What?
PHIL: She cried.
LYLE: Sheila?
PHIL: Sheila.
LYLE: What? Why?
PHIL: She thinks you don’t like her.
LYLE: ‘Course I like her. Just ‘cause I don’t think your relationship is—
PHIL: You cancelled last minute. After she spent all that time
catching fish. She was very upset.
LYLE: Well you can tell her that I bloody well like her.
PHIL: S’hard to tell.
LYLE: I was the witness at your wedding.
PHIL: So?
LYLE: So?
PHIL: Yes. So.
LYLE: Doesn’t that mean anything?
PHIL: Not necessarily. I mean, it’s not like you had to rent a
tux—
LYLE: What do you want me to do then?
PHIL: Prove you like her. Come for dinner.
LYLE: Fine. I’ll come for dinner.
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PHIL: Tuesday?
LYLE: Tuesday. Sounds lovely.
PHIL: Well, actually, Tuesday doesn’t work. Board meeting.
Thursday?
LYLE: Thursday.
PHIL: ring round ‘bout six.
LYLE: I don’t get off ‘til six.
PHIL: Drinks at six thirty then.
LYLE: Sounds delightful.
(He opens his paper back up and begins to read.)
PHIL: Look, if you’re going to be a wank about it, don’t
bother.
LYLE: What is it you want, Phil?
PHIL: I want you to like Sheila.
LYLE: Fuckin’ Christ. I already told you I like her, but if you
want me to wax poetic, I think Sheila’s a treasure, a bloody
wonderful treasure of bounteous joy and beauty.
PHIL: And mirth. Don’t forget mirth.
LYLE: A beacon of shinin’, glorious mirth.
PHIL: Damn right she is.
LYLE: Splendid then. We agree.
(Pause.)
PHIL: I certainly hope so.
LYLE: Mm.
He goes back to reading.
PHIL: Seein’ anyone?
LYLE: Unfortunately.
PHIL: Why don’t you bring her round with you on Thursday?
LYLE: No.
PHIL: Why not?
LYLE: I’m not ready for that kind of commitment.
PHIL: Are you embarrassed of Sheila?
LYLE: No—
PHIL: Because if you are, don’t bother coming. Don’t bother
at all—
LYLE: Phil.
PHIL: Because that is my wife! And I love her in spite of
her enormous size, hairy body, and bone-crushing mandibles—
LYLE: Phil.
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PHIL: And she loves me, all of me. Even down to my tiny
beak.
(He points to his beak.)
LYLE: That is quite a tiny beak.
PHIL: I thought of having it enlarged, but Sheila says I’m
perfect, just the way I am. Now that’s acceptance if ever
I’ve heard of—
LYLE: Hey Phil?
PHIL: What is it?
LYLE: Sod off.
PHIL: What?
LYLE: I’m not embarrassed of Sheila.
PHIL: What then?
LYLE: Can you just—
PHIL: Are you embarrassed of me?
LYLE: Constantly.
PHIL: Because I can’t change who I am, and neither can
Sheila—
LYLE: I just don’t—
PHIL: We are a united front. Standing up against oppression. We
are a source of hope for all inter-species couples, yearning
to be—
LYLE: Stop talking!
PHIL: I don’t think it’s physically possible to do that.
LYLE: Just for a moment.
PHIL: What’s wrong?
LYLE: My girl.
PHIL: What about her?
LYLE: She’s with egg.
PHIL: Well! Congrats old man, that’s quite excitin’—
LYLE: No. You don’t understand.
PHIL: Sheila will make you something high in omega-three
fatty acids for dinner on Tuesday.
LYLE: I thought we were meeting on Thursday?
PHIL: Right. Thursday. Sheila can catch some fish for you. Do
you like fish?
LYLE: Don’t worry about it.
PHIL: It’s her specialty. First she catches it, and then we eat
it.
LYLE: I’m sure it’s delicious, but it won’t be necessary.
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PHIL: Look, if your girl doesn’t like fish, I’m afraid she’s out
of luck. For all her talents, Sheila can really only make one
dish. And that dish is fish.
LYLE: Fish is fine it’s just that—
PHIL: Although I sometimes wonder what it might be like to
eat something else. Something less fishy—
LYLE: Phil!
PHIL: And because she catches it herself, sometimes her hair
gets in it, which is unappetizing at best—
LYLE: Phil—
PHIL: Now, don’t say anything. But once, I saw Sheila eat a
penguin.
LYLE: What?
PHIL: Barbaric, I know, but there was something so sexy about
it. Dangerous! Like it could happen to me at any time—
LYLE: That’s horrendous.
PHIL: I didn’t say it wasn’t horrendous, terrifying even, but
very sexy, nonetheless. The way she pounced on that little
butterball. She’s got so much control, but when she loses it,
oooh momma. Say, have you ever wondered what it would
be like to eat another penguin?
LYLE: I’m leaving her.
PHIL: I bet it would taste like really delicious fish.
LYLE: Did you hear me? I’m leaving her.
PHIL: Who?
LYLE: My girl.
PHIL: The girl with the egg?
LYLE: Yes.
PHIL: But I thought—
LYLE: What?
PHIL: S’common in fact—
LYLE: What is common?
PHIL: That penguins. Well. We mate for life.
LYLE: I know.
PHIL: S’unnatural to—
LYLE: I know.
PHIL: S’against nature even—
LYLE: I know.
PHIL: But what will happen to the—
LYLE: I don’t know.
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PHIL: Because the father—
LYLE: I know.
PHIL: Have you told her?
Silence.
Alright. One fish then.
LYLE: Six-thirty?
PHIL: Six-thirty.
LYLE: This is my stop.
He jumps into the water.
PHIL: See you Thursday.
Lights down.
The End
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iha df unbut dr ankt oom uch...
(the story of my life)
Craig McNulty & Nicole Pandolfo

Production notes:
The STICKY Festival at the Bowery Poetry Club
04/01/2011
Directed by Ali Ayala

Cast:
GINA, Abby Lee
PAT, Matt Salmela

ChArACTerS:
PAT (thirty) Irish-American cousin to Gina
GINA (twenty-nine) Italian-American cousin to Pat
TIMe: Noon.
PLACe: Church reception hall
AT RISE: PAT is dressed in an ill—fitting suit and is self
consciously pouring the contents of his flask into a plastic
cup. (THEY ARE DRINKING BUT AT NO POINT IS EITHER
CHARACTER DRUNK . . . MAYBE A LITTLE BUZZED)
GINA: Can I get some of that?
PAT: hey.
(They give each other a very awkward hug)
Gina, didn’t see you at the church?
GINA: Couldn’t get my goddamn mother out of the fuckin’
beauty parlor in time. She woke up and decided she just
had to be a blonde again. I guess if you’ve seen one First
holy Communion you’ve seen them all, right?
PAT: how you doing?
GINA: I’ll be doing better with a . . .
(She indicates for him to pour her some booze)
PAT: Yea, sure.
(Pat pours briefly into Gina’s plastic cup)
GINA: A drink Pat.
PAT: What’s that?
GINA: A fucking sip.
(Grabs Pat’s Flask)
If one more person asks me when I’m gonna find a husband and get married I’m gonna fucking lose it. I told
Big Mike if he asked me again I’d rip his balls off and
gouge his eyes out.
PAT: You could just say you don’t wanna talk about it . . . that
level of violence is very . . . specific.
GINA: Why does everyone give a shit, why don’t they just keep
getting fat and leave me the fuck alone?
PAT: I guess they need to project their self-loathing onto someone.
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GINA: Yea, well I got enough of it from myself that I don’t
need anymore.
(Gina pous another shot)
PAT: Yo leave me some. This is a long day, come on, I need my
medicine.
GINA: There’s plenty left. And who are you kidding, you’re
halfway drunk as it is. You look like shit.
PAT: Thanks.
GINA: Oh Jesus my mom is giving me that ‘don’t make an asshole of yourself tonight’ look. I wanna say ‘excuse me are
you or are you not the same woman who raised me with a
Manhattan in your hand all the fucking time?’
PAT: Manhattan is a good drink. Classy and yet still strong.
GINA: Yea . . . I’ll have a Manhattan, I’ll take a Manhattan,
gimme a Manhattan . . .
PAT: What’s it been like a year since I saw you?
GINA: 13 months.
PAT: You look good.
GINA: Thanks.
PAT: You gotta boyfriend?
GINA: No. Do you have—
PAT: No. But I did just break up with someone.
GINA: I’m sorry.
PAT: It’s ok. She sucked anyway.
GINA: Oh, well then congratulations.
PAT: Thanks.
GINA: You know what I like most about drinking with you?
PAT: My wit and humor only get amplified with each libation?
GINA: No. That no matter how fucked up I get I can look at
you and not feel so bad.
PAT: Thanks. I’m self-conscious about this shit as it is, being
from the Irish wing of the family.
GINA: Oh, yea, cause it’s not like Italians drink.
PAT: But your tribe is known more for, ya know, pizza and mob
shit and spaghetti sauce.
GINA: Its gravy.
PAT: Whatever.
GINA: It’s not whatever, it’s called gravy.
PAT: You go into a store it’s called sauce, so everyone else other
than fucking Italians are wrong?
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GINA: Yes, we invented the shit you asshole!
PAT: Why are you yelling at me?!
GINA: how come you never called me?!
PAT: What?
GINA: how come you never called me after the last time we
saw each other?
PAT: I . . . I don’t know. I was confused.
GINA: Yea no shit, so was I. And I still called. You fuck!
PAT: Jesus Gina give me a break ok. There’s no manual for how
to deal with the aftermath of fucking a cousin.
GINA: Asshole! I actually used to think you were cool.
PAT: I still am, maybe not this second but/
GINA: /I’m so pathetic—you couldn’t give a shit about that
night. You were like, the one fucking person I looked forward to seeing at these family shit bag events.
PAT: You think this is easy for me? I been having panic attacks
thinking about seeing you today! I been on a two week
bender of Xanex and Scotch cause I didn’t know how this
would go, ok, so I do give a shit!
(PAT POPS ONE PILL, MAYBE SEVERAL)
GINA: You really went on a run of booze and pills because of
me?
(pause)
That is so sweet.
PAT: This is fucking great, I just put my ass out there and you
break my balls.
GINA: I’m serious! I’m always the asshole who ends up having
Jack and OJ everyday for breakfast to get over some guy.
PAT: When we hooked up you had just broken up with Vinnie.
GINA: Which one?
PAT: Fuck should I know, what, maybe the pool cleaner from
Perth Amboy?
GINA: Vinnie number 3—really good looking, really fucking
stupid.
PAT: Yea,ok, that’s great. You came to the wedding all weepy
and emotional and it was an open bar.
GINA: Best fucking thing about weddings.
PAT: And you looked so bummed out and it reminded me of
when Bernice broke my heart and—
GINA: Freshman year of high school Bernice? The one who
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gave you crabs? You were sad about that?
PAT: Yea. My first broken heart. And I just related and I knew
the only thing that would make you feel better would be
to get drunk.
GINA: Oh God, remember I pissed all over myself and my
handbag in the parking lot?
PAT: Yea. It was really well lit in that parking lot.
GINA: You kept feeding me all those mini—bar drinks in the
room.
(GINA STARTS GIVING PAT DIRTY LOOK.)
You know, come to think of it, it sounds like I was really so drunk that us doing it mighta been you taking
advantage of me.
PAT: What? I didn’t take advantage of you. You were drunk but
not that drunk. You were begging me for it.
GINA: Begging you? You fucking wish.
PAT: You wanted me. Said you always had.
GINA: I don’t, really remember, saying quite that.
PAT: It’s ok. I always wanted to fuck you too.
GINA: Pat!
PAT: Sorry.
GINA: Well we did, so hooray.
PAT: Yeah, I mean, you were really into it.
GINA: So were you.
PAT: Yea, but you were like really really into it.
GINA: I don’t do shit half assed.
PAT: You kept saying you just wanted somebody to love you.
Over and over. Just someone to love you. You were so sad
I just wanted to make you feel better.
GINA: So . . . wait, let me get this straight, I was a sympathy fuck!
PAT: No, Jesus, I was, after, I felt, I was worried that you’d think
I was some asshole and not someone who like . . .
GINA: What?
PAT: Loves you!
GINA: Pat, what the fuck?! You can’t just say something like
that! Oh Christ, you’re drunk.
PAT: I AM NOT! (pause) Significantly buzzed, yes.
But that’s not what this is about!
GINA: You fucking say you love me, why cause you think it’ll
get you a repeat of our night at the ramada?
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PAT: No! Well, yea, I mean I wanna be with you but not in a
drunken one night stand of having sex on the bed, in the
shower, on the bathroom floor, against the wall, in the
window and in the closet kinda way, but, like, us, together,
in a real way.
GINA: I don’t remember us doing it in closet.
PAT: You wanted to hold onto the clothes hanger while I . . .
GINA: Ok Pat, yes, now I’m remembering.
PAT: Yea. You’re the only person I’ve ever been with where
there was nothing missing.
(pause)
GINA: Me too . . . with you I just feel good.
PAT: everyone else there’s always something that’s just not
there—they don’t get you, you don’t get them, blah blah
blah. Same shit that ruins every relationship, but when I
was with you I didn’t feel that way. It felt right.
GINA: Then why the fuck didn’t you call me?
PAT: Because Gina, we’re cousins. Ok, how could I let myself
fall in love with a cousin? Christ, I can remember you at
11 with pigtails and an overbite.
GINA: Thank god my mom was sober long enough to get me
braces.
PAT: And now I’ve had my dick in you. This kinda shit isn’t
supposed to happen. And worse, I’m in love with you.
You don’t have sex with a cousin and you really don’t fall in
love with one.
GINA: Please don’t say you love me unless you mean it.
PAT: I swear to Christ I do.
GINA: Cause if you’re fucking with me I’ll rip your balls out
with a rusty spoon and shove them up your ass as I watch
you die.
(pause)
Pat?
PAT: Yea, I was just picturing that. Your threats of violence are
always so very very . . . specific.
GINA: Ok, so even though you know all my shit and how crazy
I can get and all the trouble that I am and all of that you still
want to be with me?
PAT: More than anything.
GINA: You never know if a night of crazy drunk sex is going
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to be a one niter where you can only hope your first guess
at their name the next day is right and you didn’t get herpes
. . . or if it’s gonna be the real thing . . . always hope it’s the
real thing then I never—
PAT: This is the real thing.
GINA: My mom’s gonna be really pissed.
PAT: Probably.
GINA: Definitely. Oh my god, family events are gonna be
awkward. Like way more than usual.
PAT: That’s why God invented alcohol & Xanex.
GINA: Wait, this isn’t illegal or anything, is it?
PAT: Not in New Jersey.
GINA: If we had kids would they have all that assburgers
thing?
PAT: Like would they turn out to be like that banjo playing kid
in deliverance?
GINA: Yea. Because, that would suck.
PAT: There’s only a 4.4% chance. I googled it. I’d really like
to give this a try.
GINA: I cried a lot over you after that night. Like, for six months
straight. And then another six months with seething bitter
anger towards you. I don’t know if I can go through that
again.
PAT: Let me make it up to you . . .

HE REACHES FOR HER HAND, SHE GIVES IT
TO HIM. THEY EMBRACE. LIGHTS DOWN.
The end
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Italy
Steven Schutzman

ProductIon notes:
Alive Theatre
The Lafayette Building
528 East Broadway
Long Beach, CA 90802
August-September, 2010
Directed by Dennis Hoffman

CHArACTErS:
WomAn, thirties
mAn, thirties
TimE: The present.
SETTing: A bedroom. A bed and a chair at least.
(WOMAN and MAN in bed after love making. WOMAN, tense
and wide awake, MAN: blissfully asleep. Distantly, a WOMAN sings a haunting, wordless melody. Singing fades.)
WomAn: (Prodding him.) Hey, you better go.
mAn: Huh?
WomAn: You’ve got to go.
mAn: What? Huh?
WomAn: go. You need to go now.
mAn: go? i . . . . go where?
WomAn: Away.
mAn: You want some space?
WomAn: Just go.
mAn: if you want some space, Sweetie, just say so?
WomAn: You’ve already left so you might as well leave. go.
go. go to where you’ve already gone. Far away from here.
Clean, quick and far.
mAn: But i haven’t gone anywhere . . . i was just asleep . . .
That was so nice. right? Come here. (She’s rigid) You
want to talk?
WomAn: no.
mAn: okay. (beat) okay. Where have i gone?
WomAn: How should i know? A beautiful country, far from
here.
mAn: Cool.
WomAn: A country known for its pleasures.
mAn: Like italy. You know how i love italian food.
WomAn: italy. italy. i should have known you’d go to italy.
mAn: i’d love to go to italy with you.
WomAn: go. get out. Quick, clean and far. So i can’t even
reach you by phone.
mAn: You can always reach someone by phone these days.
There’s no getting away from the phone anymore.
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WomAn: i should be used to it.
mAn: What?
WomAn: But i’m not used to it.
mAn: What (beat) Feeling vulnerable, Sweetie? Come here.
WomAn: Stay away from me.
mAn: Come here, Sweetheart. i thought you were drifting off
too, like we usually do.
WomAn: i will mourn as if you had died. (He reaches for her)
Stop it and get out.
mAn: okay.
(He doesn’t move. Beat. Beat.)
WomAn: Why are you doing this to me?
mAn: What?
WomAn: This. This.
mAn: What? What is it? Sadness. You’re sad. Come here,
Baby.
WomAn: no. Don’t touch me.
mAn: i’m sorry i fell asleep.
WomAn: Too late. get out.
(Long pause.)
mAn: i think you like being sad.
WomAn: now that’s helpful.
mAn: Well, it’s true.
WomAn: You’re either sad or you’re not sad. Liking sadness
has nothing to do with it.
mAn: That makes sense.
WomAn: Someone has to be sad and i know you won’t be.
mAn: i’ve never been happier in my life.
WomAn: See, i told you.
mAn: i give up. (Beat ) So you’re sad because i’m not sad, is
that it? (beat) So because i’m not sad you’re going to make
me sad? (beat) That’s not fair.
WomAn: i’ll tell you what’s not fair: You being in italy while
i’m in the sinking boat of this bed trying to bail the water
out all by myself.
mAn: i’ll help. i really want to help. Just show me the water.
Show me where it’s coming in. give me a bucket. Please,
tell me what’s going on.
WomAn: Too late. if you don’t know, i’m not telling you.
mAn: People can’t always feel the same thing at the same time.
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WomAn: How’s the weather in italy?
mAn: You want me to be sad with you? is that it? Because
sadness is part of loving. i know that.
WomAn: Loving is impossible to bear.
mAn: A few minutes ago, we were happy, ecstatic.
WomAn: That was sex. Loving is impossible to bear.
mAn: And getting more impossible all the time.
WomAn: is that a threat?
mAn: i love you. i’ve never been happier in my life.
WomAn: Too late. isn’t it great to be in italy where the women
are beautiful and undemanding and never sad? isn’t it great
to be in italy?
mAn: But . . .
WomAn: get out. get out. get out.
mAn: oh all right.
(MAN gets out of bed and sits in chair nearby.)
WomAn: if i feel alone, i might as well be alone.
(MAN starts to get dressed. He gets an idea and
pretends to write.)
mAn: my Dearest Darling, i can’t tell you how much i regret
this stupid trip. nothing but rain and cold for days on end.
i’ve never been so miserable in my life. i thought italy was
supposed to be warm and sunny.
WomAn: Finally. Loneliness.
mAn: it’s been raining for so long the local vineyards are about
to lose their entire crop of grapes; the wheat had to be harvested before it was ready; the roots of the basil plants have
rotted from the constant damp; and mushrooms have begun
to sprout from the faces of the town’s old men.
WomAn: The loneliness i was made for.
mAn: What a disaster. Cold and damp everywhere, even under
these covers. impossible to get warm. i miss you terribly
and can’t wait to hold you in my arms again. Signed, your
true and everlasting love. So much for italy.
WomAn: The local people are used to this period of constant
rain. it happens every year and they frolic in it like sleek
otters. Local tradition has named it the ‘downpour de las
bombas’ because of how the rain makes the white peasant
blouses cling to the ripe breasts of their young women who
have nothing else to do in the bad weather but serve the
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needs of the town’s only tourist.
MAN: Thousands of rats have swarmed from the flooded sewers
seeking higher ground. They line the rooftops like vicious
pigeons and grind their teeth at passers by. There are rumors of plague in the region. i can’t stop shivering. i need
immediate medical attention but the mountain roads have
become impassable and all the phone lines are down.
WOMAN: A fire burns constantly in the stone fireplace in the
hotel room of the town’s only tourist, the wine of the region
flows like wine and the beautiful young women pile their
great steaming tits on top of the tourist to keep him warm.
MAN: Pile their great steaming tits. Wow. That’s terrific. See,
we’re terrific together. Can I please come back to bed? I’ll
do things to you.
(WOMAN throws her hand up like a traffic cop to
stop him.)
WomAn: The isolation of this mountain region has created a
rubenesque female gene pool.
mAn: Jesus Christ, that’s good. You don’t know how electric
you are to me right now. i have never loved you so much.
Please don’t make me leave.
WomAn: You’ve already left. How’s italy?
mAn: i spend every rain-ruined day under the damp covers
writing letters to my love back home, letters i can never
mail in this one horse town without a horse or a doctor. But
still i write as a hopeless act of devotion to the only one who
can end my misery. i write of how much i love her, of how i
am filled with regret, of how much more of this rain-soaked
penance I would endure to be forgiven for the selfish act
of falling asleep after lovemaking. my body quakes with
fever, my brain swells and my stiffening fingers smear the
ink into an indecipherable mess but still i write her these
unreadable letters i can never send.
WomAn: i knew this would happen. i haven’t heard from the
son of a bitch since he left. i turn my bedroom upside down
and scrape it for his skin oils. i play our favorite music so
many times it becomes nonsense to me. I sweep the floor
of our commingled hair and burn it in exorcism.
mAn: This is the end. i’m burning up, dying. my shivering
won’t stop, i can’t breathe or hold food down and have lost
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thirty pounds. insects dot the ceiling like greedy relatives
waiting for me to die, the stone walls of my room glow with
cold and no one here speaks a word of English.
WomAn: Language has always been the greatest obstacle to
pure animal pleasure. First, a thought inserts itself into the
left brain . . .
mAn: Left brain? Come on, Sweetie. i’m sick and dying in
italy.
WomAn: Quiet. Don’t interrupt. Language has always been the
greatest obstacle to pure animal pleasure. First, a thought
penetrates your left brain and then that thought lays its eggs
like an insect queen, the eggs hatch into words and you
can’t stop thinking them. it’s the signal disorder of modern
man, too many words, super self-consciousness. The sexy
and free, unthinking and non-verbal, young women of this
isolated region have no such problems.
mAn: That’s very good, how you made that connection. i really can’t keep up with you. okay. okay. (beat) The young
women of the town don’t think at all, or bathe. Civilization
never really reached this remote place.
WomAn: Civilizing ideas like marriage and . . .
mAn: You want to get married? is that it? Let’s do it.
WomAn: Civilizing ideas like marriage and . . .
mAn: . . . toothpaste . . .
WomAn: Like marriage and sexual taboos have never reached
this isolated mountain region where there are no phone
lines and cell phones are as useless as watches, umbrellas
and . . .
mAn: . . . toothpaste . . .
WomAn: As watches, umbrellas and brassieres. Uncomplicated creatures serving the town’s tourist trade, each young
woman lets the foreigner have his way with her.
mAn: These smelly women cling to me like the mold on the
hotel walls. i can’t get a moment alone.
WomAn: Finally. Loneliness. The loneliness that i was made
for. if i feel alone, i might as well be alone. To hell with the
bastard. He’s out of my life forever. good riddance.
mAn: i’m really starting to enjoy these young women who
have not conceived of themselves as destined to have their
hearts broken and do not feel compelled to bring on this
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destiny in self-fulfilling prophesy.
WomAn: get out.
mAn: Sweetheart, sweetheart, come on, let me back in bed
please.
WomAn: no.
mAn: i promise i won’t leave again.
WomAn: You’ve already left.
mAn: You’re being very unreasonable, you know that?
WomAn: i don’t care. get out.
mAn: i’m going.
WomAn: i knew that. i knew you’d do that.
mAn: But you chased me out.
WOMAN: You’re supposed to fight harder.
mAn: You’re being impossible. (beat) All right. I’ll fight to
the death for you with you.
WomAn: Too late. Loving is impossible to bear.
mAn: i’ll call you tomorrow, okay?
WomAn: i guess.
mAn: Can’t you tell me what it is?
WomAn: no. There are no words.
mAn: Bye.
(MAN exits.)
WomAn: Who are you?
(As the lights start to slowly fade, the haunting,
wordless melody is heard again.)
WomAn: (cont’d) now that he’s gone, my loneliness lies in
bed with me like a young woman who sings herself to sleep
and keeps on singing the same sad song in her dreams. Hers
is a beautiful, sad and never-ending song of lovers separated
by a great sea.
(Singing. Final fade to black. End of play.)

The End
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Jinxed
K. Alexa Mavromatis

Production notes:
June 2010 at Center Stage, NY, as part of Renegade Redhead Productions’ Last Day on Earth evening of short
plays. The production was directed, in association with
Boomerang Theatre Company, by Marielle Duke.
Cast:
MEATLOAF, Catherine McNelis
STRINGBEAN, Philip Emeott

ChARACTERS:
MEATLOAF, a woman.
STRINGBEAN, a man.

SETTING: Detritus of city, perhaps Boston.
TIME: Three days post-apocalypse.
The blizzard, the blizzard of the world has crossed the
thresholdAnd it has overturned the order of the soul.
— Leonard Cohen
We’re all alone, no chaperone
Can get our number
The world’s in slumber—let’s misbehave!
— Cole Porter
A note
Jinxed is for a director with a twisted take on the universe and an ear for the rhythm of comedic insanity. Timing
is crucial, and the play benefits from intelligent actors who
are not afraid to be physical. It’s a workout. Meatloaf and
Stringbean were originally written as characters in their
fifites; and while I still hold that actors in mid—life work
best, I’ve seen younger performers do a great job, too. Either
way, I do feel that casting actors who are of similar age to
one another is crucial.
Rules and consequences of the game of Jinx differ from
region to region, era to era. Some of the rules included here
are real; others are simply made up. Also, whoopie pies: These
treats are a New England phenomenon, consisting of two round
chocolate cake slices with creamy white icing holding them
together. (Imagine a soft Oreo on steroids.) have fun.
Three days post apocalypse. Detritus of city, perhaps Boston. MEATLOAF, a woman wearing one spike heel, and
STRINGBEAN, a man wearing broken black glasses and a
military—style jacket with lots of pockets, are the sole survivors. Both are hungry, and seemingly on the brink of insanity.
MEATLOAF stands downstage, staring into the darkness.
STRINGBEAN fusses with a walkie—talkie.
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STRINGBEAN: (Stopping to study her) Well, you sure as hell
wore the wrong shoes.
STRINGBEAN hands her one of the walkie—talkies
and walks upstage. MEATLOAF laughs.
STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: Nothing.
STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: It figures. The end of the world. Me. You. As if
the rats and roaches weren’t bad enough.
STRINGBEAN: I don’t see what’s so funny about that. (Into
the walkie—talkie) Meatloaf . . . Stringbean to Meatloaf.
Do you copy?
(MEATLOAF glares downstage.)
STRINGBEAN: (hiding, into his walkie-talkie)
Stringbean to Meatloaf. What’s your 20?
MEATLOAF continues to stare straight ahead.
STRINGBEAN: (Louder) Meatloaf! Meatloaf?! Do you
copy?!
MEATLOAF: Yeah, I copy—because I’m ten fucking feet away
from you.
STRINGBEAN: Goddammit. If these things would work, we
could divide and conquer, and still, you know, talk . . . Do
you understand?
MEATLOAF: Well, I told you they wouldn’t work. And stop
calling me that. Jessica. Or Jess is fine, but you . . .
STRINGBEAN: I dreamed I cooked you a meatloaf.
MEATLOAF: You dreamed?
STRINGBEAN: I always dream.
MEATLOAF: About food.
STRINGBEAN: Well . . .
MEATLOAF: Okay, you’re obsessing over food, David, and
it’s really starting to . . .
STRINGBEAN: (Covering his ears, turning red) Stringbean! I
am Stringbean! Call me Stringbean! Stringbeeeeeeeeeean!
MEATLOAF: This is food psychosis. Do you hear me?
STRINGBEAN: No!
MEATLOAF: Food psychosis. You are the living embodiment
of . . . ! You are cracking up!
STRINGBEAN: No.
MEATLOAF: And I’ll tell you something . . .
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STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: . . . I’ll tell you something else . . .
STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: I don’t want to hear one more word about how
hungry you are. Because you know what I ate yesterday?
Nothing. And the day before that? An expired pack of Carl
Buddig sliced turkey I had to pry from the hand of a dead
guy. So fuck you.
STRINGBEAN: Fuck you.
BOTh: Fuck you!
MEATLOAF: Jinx!
STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: Jinx.
STRINGBEAN: What are you . . . ?
MEATLOAF: We both said ‘fuck you’ at the same time. So
I’m calling j . . .
STRINGBEAN: You can’t call . . .
MEATLOAF: The hell I can’t.
STRINGBEAN: Eh! You mean to tell me . . . You have a Ph.D.
from fucking Brandeis, and you’re calling ‘jinx’?
MEATLOAF: That’s right. (Punching him in the arm) Enough
with the food obsession freak show. Dr. Meatloaf is calling jinx.
STRINGBEAN: (Rubbing his arm) What was your dissertation?
Punch buggy?
MEATLOAF: (Punching him again) Actually, that was my
master’s thesis. My dissertation was a survey of the societal implications of Jinx and related playground games
on cultures throughout history, ranging from post-colonial
Caribbean settlements to contemporary North America.
With an emphasis on the Victorians. I love them.
STRINGBEAN: Are you for fucking real?
MEATLOAF: (Punching him again) I should probably warn
you: You’re in danger of invoking the Quadruple Jinx
American Buffalorumpus, a common variation in the Great
Plains. You really should just stop talking.
STRINGBEAN purses his lips and raises his hands
in defeat. He plops himself down on an overturned
crate.
MEATLOAF: And when I decide to say your name—which
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isn’t going to be for a long damn time—you can open your
mouth again.
MEATLOAF starts to rummage through some of
the rubbish that litters the stage. She is looking for
food. As she goes, she occasionally glances over at
STRINGBEAN, but eventually forgets he is there.
STRINGBEAN, meanwhile, takes a whoopie pie out
of his coat pocket, and begins to eat it. It’s messy,
and he enjoys it very, very much, to an almost pornographic degree. He reaches the last bite.
MEATLOAF: (Taking note of what he’s doing for the first time)
What’s that?
STRINGBEAN: (Mouth full) hmmmmmm?
MEATLOAF: What do you have?
During the following, STRINGBEAN, still under
jinx, refuses to speak. His intended communications
—which he expresses by making noise and gesturing
—are in brackets. MEATLOAF becomes increasingly
agitated.
STRINGBEAN: [I don’t know.]
MEATLOAF: (Grabbing his hand)Let me see . . .
STRINGBEAN: [You won’t let me talk.]
MEATLOAF: Where did you get that?
STRINGBEAN: [I can’t tell you.]
MEATLOAF: Where did you find that?
STRINGBEAN: [You won’t let me talk.]
MEATLOAF: Are there any more?
STRINGBEAN: [I can’t tell . . . ]
MEATLOAF: Tell me!
STRINGBEAN: [hey, you called jinx!]
MEATLOAF: STRINGBEAN!
STRINGBEAN: Aha!
MEATLOAF: Shit!
STRINGBEAN: ha—gotcha!
MEATLOAF: Goddammit!
STRINGBEAN: You said my first name!
MEATLOAF: (She punches him in the arm—thinking quickly
on her feet) But I didn’t say your middle name. Midwestern
variation . . .
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STRINGBEAN: You don’t know my middle name.
MEATLOAF: . . .and your name isn’t Stringbean anyway.
STRINGBEAN: (Punching her in the arm) Stringbean!
MEATLOAF: (Punching him in the arm again) Ow! Don’t hit
me—you’re the one under jinx!
STRINGBEAN: That’s not how we played it in Chicago.
MEATLOAF: I don’t give a shit how you played it in Chicago.
STRINGBEAN: Well, I should think you would care a lot,
doctor, because you should know that in Chicago, you’d
be buying me a Coke right about now, because you didn’t
call “Lock” after jinxing me the first time, which means
that you’re not the only one who can release me from the
jinx. So I released myself. And that means the jinx doubles
back on you. ha!
MEATLOAF: Everyone knows that move requires a third
person.
STRINGBEAN: This is an extenuating circumstance!
MEATLOAF: Life is an extenuating circumstance! You’re creating your own rules here, David . . .
STRINGBEAN: Stringbean!
MEATLOAF: Oh. My. God.
STRINGBEAN: Stringbean!!!
MEATLOAF: Where are they?
STRINGBEAN: What?
MEATLOAF: The whoopie pies! Where did you find it?
STRINGBEAN: Over there. There was a whole case . . .
MEATLOAF crosses to the area of the stage where
STRINGBEAN is pointing. She picks up an empty
box, turns it over. Wads of whoopie pie wrappers fall
to the ground. MEATLOAF lets out a cry of anguish.
It is the saddest sound we’ve ever heard.
STRINGBEAN: I found them last night.
MEATLOAF: Last night?!
STRINGBEAN: Oh, and I ate them all. Whoops. I guess that’s
makes them whoopsie pies . . . (Laughing to himself) Get
it—whoops . . .
Screaming, like a warrior running into battle,
MEATLOAF lunges at STRINGBEAN and grabs
his neck.
STRINGBEAN: hey!
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MEATLOAF: (Choking him) You bastard!
STRINGBEAN: (Coughing, gasping) Whoa, whoa, hey . . . !
MEATLOAF: I hate you, and I don’t care if you are the only
other person left on the face of the fucking earth!
STRINGBEAN: Ouch!
He stomps on her bare foot.
MEATLOAF: Ow! Goddammit!
STRINGBEAN: (Grabbing her hair) Look, wait . . .
MEATLOAF: Owww . . .
They are in an odd embrace. MEATLOAF still has
her hands around STRINGBEAN’s throat; he is pulling her hair with both hands. STRINGBEAN’s foot is
on top of MEATLOAF’s bare foot. MEATLOAF digs
her spike heel into STRINGBEAN’s calf, but keeps
losing her balance.
STRINGBEAN: (Softly) There’s one left.
They freeze. She looks at him, hungry and wild-eyed.
Suspicious.
STRINGBEAN: In my pocket. Look here, Meatloaf. One more.
They slowly untangle. She looks at him.
STRINGBEAN: All for you.
MEATLOAF holds out her hand.
STRINGBEAN: Eh, eh, eh.
MEATLOAF: You ate the whole frickin’ case.
STRINGBEAN: Oh no no no . . .
MEATLOAF: C’mon. Don’t be an ass . . . Gimme.
STRINGBEAN: Manners, manners! I’ll give it to you . . .
MEATLOAF holds out her hand.
STRINGBEAN: . . . but you have to let me feed you.
MEATLOAF: Oh no way.
STRINGBEAN: Oh then no pie.
MEATLOAF: Oh, nonononono . . .
STRINGBEAN: how hungry are you really, Meatloaf?
MEATLOAF: Fuck you.
STRINGBEAN: You know you want it.
MEATLOAF: Nope, not really. I don’t want it that bad.
STRINGBEAN: hate to have to eat it all by myself . . .
MEATLOAF: No, no, go for it. Seriously. No problem.
STRINGBEAN: Okay, suit yourself then.
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STRINGBEAN squeezes the whoopie pie until the
cream oozes out of the side. MEATLOAF watches
him lick the cream off his fingers.
STRINGBEAN: Mmmm . . . This is even better that the last one.
STRINGBEAN holds his hand out to her. His fingers
are coated with cream.
STRINGBEAN: here.
MEATLOAF kneels slowly, cautiously, under
STRINGBEAN’s hand. She begins licking the cream
from his fingers.
STRINGBEAN: Good.
He holds out the remaining piece of pie.
STRINGBEAN: It’s good.
He smears cream onto her face. She licks her lips.
STRINGBEAN: So good.
MEATLOAF: Mmmm . . .
STRINGBEAN: Mmmm . . . yeah.
MEATLOAF bites STRINGBEAN’s hand.
STRINGBEAN: Ow! Fuck! Oh my god!
MEATLOAF: (Through teeth clenched around his fingers) Give
me the rest of the pie!
STRINGBEAN screams and drops the remaining
whoopie pie on the floor. MEATLOAF grabs it and
eats it. He watches her, wincing, shaking his hand.
STRINGBEAN: (In pain, blowing on and shaking his hand)
You hurt me!
MEATLOAF: (Mouth full) Well you deserved it, asshole—not
telling me . . .
STRINGBEAN: Owwwwww. Owwwwww . . .
Overlapping, they reach “I hate you” at the same time:
MEATLOAF:
STRINGBEAN:
You’re a creep, you know
My hand! I can’t believe
that? A big creep! Your
. . . Don’t bite the hand
stupid walkie—talkies
that feeds . . . you ever
and your condescending
heard of that? Women!
tone—“Do you underYou vicious . . . You
stand?” Like you’re God’s
know what, I don’t care
gift . . . Well, I don’t think
if you do hate me, beso. In fact, I hate you!
cause I hate you!
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BOTh: Jinx!
BOTh: Double jinx!
BOTh: Triple jinx!
BOTh: Quadruple jinx!
BOTh: Quintuple jinx!
BOTh: hextuple jinx!
BOTh: Septuple jinx!
BOTh: Octuple jinx!
Pause. They stare into each others’ eyes.
BOTh: What comes after ‘octuple’?
BOTh: Jinx!
BOTh: Double jinx!
BOTh: Triple jinx!
BOTh: Quadruple jinx!
BOTh: Quintuple jinx!
BOTh: hextuple jinx!
BOTh: Septuple jinx!
BOTh: Octuple jinx!
They are out of breath, looking at one another. They
still don’t know what comes after “octuple.”
STRINGBEAN: You know, I have to tell you... I’ve always had
a little crush on you.
MEATLOAF stands up on her one spike heel. She is
taller than STRINGBEAN. MEATLOAF half smiles,
half grimaces. She likes him too.
MEATLOAF: (Punching him in the arm) You’re a
little short for a string bean.
Blackout.

The End
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Just us
Jon Spano
Production notes:
Emerging Artists Theatre
March 7 through March 20, 2011 at TADA!
New York City.
Directed by Barbara Grecki
Cast:
TRACEY, Tommy Day Carey
SAMARA, Erin Hadley

CHARACTERS
TRACY MAlE: Twenties. Samara’s husband. A handsome,
take-charge kind of guy determined to parlay recent fame
as a Reality-TV star into a multi-media brand. like many
charming men, he’s ultimately self-centered and deceptive.
SAMARA FEMAlE: Twenties. A pretty but uncomplicated
woman who’s more content being a stay-at-home Mom than
a Reality-TV star. She finds herself caught in a whirlwind
of domestic intrigue and plummets from innocence into
frightened confusion and desperation.

TiME / PlACE: Pretty much around now. The U.S.
SETTiNG: Tracy and Samara’s place. Not realistic.
A plunger; tool box; two chairs; can of Drano.
Children’s toys, games, and clothes.

In the blackout, an audio montage of various Reality
TV shows. Lights rise on SAMARA, folding laundry
as TRACY, her husband, plunges away at a clog in
the kitchen sink. Tracy’s tool box is on the counter.
Stuffed animals and children’s toys lie about.
TRACY: And the wife has two sisters. One’s a nun. The other’s
a prostitute.
SAMARA: This clog reminds me of our first apartment Tracy,
remember?
TRACY: You play the wife of course. And i’m your husband.
Just like we did on Houseguest. Dylan and Tyler can play the
boys again. Same basic set-up as before, you following?
SAMARA: (Fond memory.) Remember the awful plumbing
and the rusty pipes?
TRACY: (Plunging harder and faster.) Yeah—yeah. Except we
all go to india together. To an ashram. We never went to an
ashram on Houseguest now did we?
SAMARA: And remember you built a crib because i was pregnant with Dylan?
TRACY: Uh-huh. And maybe we foster a child for the purposes
of the trip. A child with a disease.
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SAMARA: Maple, wasn’t it? Or was it oak?
TRACEY: it’s the same yet different Samara, don’t you
think?
(Cone of light on SAMARA Flashback. The “interview” portion of the TV show she and Tracy were
recently on. TRACY freezes.)
SAMARA: So here it is, first day of the shoot and any regrets I
had it’s too late now. Our houseguest arrives soon, a sixtytwo-year-old nurse. So i’m like “whatever.” Tracy says our
lives are about to change forever.
(Sighs.)
i don’t like change.
(Lights change, the present. SAMARA looks into the
sink as TRACY plunges briskly.)
TRACY: So? Don’t you think it’s different?
SAMARA: Oh look! The water’s going down. Counterclockwise.
TRACY: And we go to Cambodia and live together in a hut.
Near a river.
SAMARA: i think it’s because of how the earth—
TRACY: And then i drown Dylan and Tyler in the river.
SAMARA: (Realizing what he just said.) Spins. Wait. You
what?!
TRACY: i’m kidding! Just wanna see if you’re listening.
SAMARA: Of course i am. i mean, where do you get all this
stuff from?
TRACY: i get it from life. You just take everyday life and give
it a little twist. All we need is one good twist and we’re
set. Barry will offer us another show. He said i might even
get a shot at creating my own show this time! i’ll become
a brand! like Ryan.
SAMARA: i don’t want you to be a brand. And i want Barry
to stop calling.
TRACY: You’d prefer i go back to selling cars? No way in
hell!
(Cone of light on TRACY, the past: His turn now.
SAMARA freezes.)
TRACY: (cont’d) i don’t believe in fate per se, but i do believe
in luck. it was fortuitous the day Barry walked into the
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showroom and said those five magic words: “I. Want. You.
On. Houseguest.”—i want to make something of my life.
This is my last chance.
(Lights change, the present. They resume.)
SAMARA: Everything i did on Houseguest i did for you. For
your career. You don’t need me anymore.
TRACY: No, of course i need you. “Tracy” without “Samara”
is like . . . “Ricky without lucy.”
“Ben” without “Hur . . . .”
(THEY share a “between them” laugh.)
SAMARA: “Ben” without . . . .You see, this is what i miss.
laughing at your bad jokes. But i told you when the show
ended that i didn’t want to be involved anymore. The boys
and i, we want a normal life.
TRACY: But i want us to be happy.
SAMARA: i am happy!
TRACY: We can be happier. There’s always room for more.
(Cone of light on Samara. Flashback. SAMARA
resumes the interview. TRACY freezes.)
SAMARA: “More.” Tracy’s favorite word is “more.” i’m a good
wife and mother but i have my limits. i like my privacy.
Tracy loves all the attention and he’s like, “But this is going
to be so much fun!”
(Sighs.)
i’m still waiting for the “fun” part.
(Lights change, the present. Throughout, SAMARA
will fold and clean. TRACY will tinker with his
tools.)
TRACY: Barry says strike while the iron’s hot. Before audiences
forget who we are.
SAMARA: Barry, Barry, Barry! Jesus you hadn’t seen the guy
in ten years and suddenly it’s, “My best friend Barry!”
TRACY: You gotta admire Barry’s drive. He doesn’t let anything
stand in his way.
SAMARA: Oh. So i’m standing in your way is that it?
(Silence.)
Well am i?
TRACY: Maybe a little.
SAMARA: What about the boys?
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(Cone of light on Tracy, Flashback. TRACY resumes
interview. SAMARA freezes.)
TRACY: Dylan and Tyler are the light of my life. But Samara
just doesn’t get it sometimes, so i have to really pull her in,
you know? Throw a wrench to get her going. it only works
when everything’s a great big mess. it’s kinda cool.
(Lights change. Continuing right where they left off.)
SAMARA: Are Dylan and Tyler in your way too?
TRACY: Frankly? Sometimes i wish they’d stay at your
mother’s more often.
SAMARA: i’ll call Mother. i’m sure she won’t mind keeping
the boys another night.
TRACY: Maybe she can keep them for the rest of the summer
. . . i mean, don’t you ever get tired of it?
SAMARA: Of what exactly?
TRACY: (As the kids; Whiney bastards.) “Mommy i’m hungry.
i want to go swimming! Daddy i want the new X-Men!”
SAMARA: i didn’t know you felt that way.
TRACY: Every Mom and Dad at some point looks at their kids
and says, “Why? What the hell was i thinking?” Why didn’t
somebody tell me once i had you i’d be wiping your scrunty
little asses for the rest of my life?!
SAMARA: Tracy, Jesus!
TRACY: (Extreme change.) WHAT?!
SAMARA: Why are you being so hostile?!
TRACY: YOU THiNK THIS iS HOSTilE? i’ll SHOW YOU
HOSTilE!
(TRACY throws or breaks something. Silence. SAMARA is shocked. TRACY relaxes, grins, starts to
chuckle. The chuckling builds to laughter.)
TRACY: i’m kidding!
(Laughing.)
That was priceless Sam—Sam! You shoulda seen the
look on your face! And it’s not even in the script!
SAMARA: Oh . . . Thank God. i i thought you were serious
for a minute. —Wait. What script?
TRACY: Half the shit we do is mine anyway. Not Barry’s. Not
the writers’ or the director’s. Mine! I make it up on the fly
and that’s what people see on the show.
SAMARA: Except Tracy. There is no more show.
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TRACY: Oh Samara! Why are you such a downer? is it still
because of Claire?
(Light on SAMARA, resuming past interview. TRACY
freezes.)
SAMARA: First her furniture arrives. Then her clothes. And
then she shows up. First time i see Claire i’m like, “That’s
not a nurse! That’s a Dallas Cowboy cheerleader under my
roof for the next ten weeks!”—Greeaaaaat!
(Lights change. Continuing. TRACY gets a call on
his cell.)
TRACY: (Taking the call. One cryptic word at a time.) Barry
. . . .! Yeah . . . ’kay . . . . Right . . . ! Oh . . . ? Yep . . . .
Spit . . . . Dude . . .
(Disconnects. Grins.)
SAMARA: Why is every conversation with Barry monosyllabic?
TRACY: Barry said he loves the thing with Claire.
SAMARA: What thing with Claire?
TRACY: The having dinner with Claire. Thing.
SAMARA: What?!
TRACY: Don’t tell me you forgot!
SAMARA: You never told me about—
TRACY: Of course i did.
SAMARA: When?
TRACY: last Tuesday.
SAMARA: No i mean when are we having dinner with
Claire?!
TRACY: Tonight. Here.
SAMARA: No way! That tramp isn’t setting foot in this
house!
TRACY: She misses the show. She wants to see us.
SAMARA: Since when do you care what Claire wants?
TRACY: SiNCE WHEN ARE YOU THE ONE WHO MAKES
THE DECiSiONS AROUND HERE?!
(Again, TRACY throws or breaks something. SAMARA is silent. TRACY grins, starts to laugh: he’s
fooled her again.)
TRACY: (cont’d) Kidding!
(Cone of light on TRACY, resuming interview. SAMARA freezes.)

134

2012—the Best ten-Minute Plays

TRACY: (cont’d) i think one of the things people like about me
is that they can’t tell when i’m joking. That adds a lot of
tension. i like to mess with people’s heads.
(Lights change. Continuing.)
SAMARA: Tracy you you you’ve got to stop doing that! i-i-i
just can’t tell anymore when you’re serious or not.
TRACY: listen it’ll be great. Claire visits your mother. Then
shows up here unexpectedly. It’s all nicey—nice at first. Air
kisses. laughter. The usual “Oh my god’s!” Then when
we’re at dinner, she starts to lick the butter knife. Fellating
it. And the butter sticks to her lips.
SAMARA: Don’t!
TRACY: And she puts her hand on my leg, under the table. You
don’t know that though. The camera catches it. Then you
take Bandit for his after—dinner walk.
SAMARA: Bandit?
TRACY: Our dog.
(Offstage, a dog barks. SAMARA looks towards the
bark: “We have a dog?”)
TRACY: (cont’d) And Claire and i are in the kitchen alone
together.
SAMARA: Stop!
TRACY: Doing dishes. Playing with the soap bubbles. And then
you walk in and . . .
SAMARA: i SAiD STOP iT!
TRACY: Please? For me, Sam—Sam?
SAMARA: NO! And don’t call me Sam—Sam anymore! That
was only for the show. So you can stop acting. There’re no
cameras around.
TRACY: What?! Did you forget what i said on the show, Samara? Did you?
(Lights change. SAMARA, resuming interview.
TRACY freezes.)
SAMARA: So when Tracy says “this isn’t what it looks like” i’m
like, “What the hell? it looks like sex!” i know he just wanted
a reaction from me when i walked into the utility room and
caught him with Claire. Buuuuttt if Tracy says nothing really
happened between them, then i believe him.
(Jittery chuckle.)
i’ll be so happy when this is all over with and we can go

Lawrence Harbison

135

back to being just us.
(Lights change, continuing. TRACY starts to set the
dinner table.)
TRACY: You should make your meatloaf and scalloped potatoes.
SAMARA: i’m not making anything!
TRACY: How about mac-and-cheese with your Swedish Meatballs then?
SAMARA: i SAiD i’M NOT COOKiNG!
TRACY: Hey this is good! This is so good, Samara! You’re finally getting it! Better than just standing there when something
happens and you’ve got that blank look on your face.
SAMARA: What blank look?
TRACY: Yeah, like when Claire said you looked like her high
school librarian? Most women would throw something. Cry.
Not you. You hold it in, stand there stone—faced. Which is
not very dramatic, Samara. Not very real.
SAMARA: it just occurred to me.
TRACY: What?
SAMARA: You weren’t pretending were you?
TRACY: i.
SAMARA: When i walked in on you and Claire.
TRACY: That was the highest rated episode of the season!
SAMARA: it was what it looked like, wasn’t it?
TRACY: Just go with it Samara! Stop resisting! You know how
important this is to me!
SAMARA: i think i’m going to be sick.
(SAMARA gets nauseated. Her knees go weak. She’s
short of breath. TRACY gets her a chair.)
TRACY: Heyyyy easy does it! Hey now . . . . Are you alright? Do
you want some aspirin? Some ginger ale for your tummy?
Here, let me feel your pulse.
(TRACY feels Samara’s pulse. TRACY’s cell rings.)
(As before: one word at a time.)
Yo . . . . ! Sure . . . . Definitely . . . . No . . . . Escalator . . .
. Awesome. . . . . ! Bubbles.
(TRACEY disconnects. Grins.)
SAMARA: Are you . . . are you in love with her?
TRACY: Dylan and Tyler adore Claire. Even your mother likes
Claire.
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(Cone of light on TRACY, resuming interview. SAMARA freezes.)
TRACY: i think Samara’s mother looks at Claire as the daughter
she never had.
(Realizing mistake.)
i mean, as a second daughter . . . That’s what i mean.
Oops.
(Light out on Tracy. They resume.)
SAMARA: My mother?
TRACY: And do you know why your mother likes Claire?
SAMARA: Because Claire’s full of shit?!
TRACY: Because she’s not average!
SAMARA: THERE’S NOTHiNG WRONG WiTH AVERAGE!
i LIKE AVERAGE!
TRACY: WOOOOWWWW! Your reaction! it’s great! i knew
you had it in you! Good girl!
(TRACY smooches Samara.)
i’ve gotta call Barry about this.
SAMARA: You just talked to him!
TRACY: Barry thinks you could be huge!
(TRACY exits to make the call. Lights change, flashback. SAMARA, interviewing.)
SAMARA: i can’t pretend to be something i’m not. i mean,
i’m just a stay—at—home mom at heart. And if anyone
has a problem with that it’s their problem. And it’s time
for Claire to go home!
(Lights return to the present.)
SAMARA: (cont’d) Tracy . . . ? TRACY!
(TRACY steps on, indicates the phone, “shushes”
Samara. TRACY steps off.)
(Recalling what Tracy said:)
SAMARA: (cont’d) Even my mother likes Claire . . .
(A realization!)
Mother!
(SAMARA grabs her cell, makes a frantic call.)
Mother . . . ? i-i’m coming to get the boys . . . W-w-w-wait
who . . . who’s voice is that . . . ? No i heard someone’s
voice, Mother . . . . is, is that . . . is Claire with you? No,
no, wait Mother . . . What is Claire doing at your . . . .
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PlAYiNG WiTH THE BOYS . . . ?! No i didn’t, i’m
not, it’s not . . . .You get that woman out of your house
right now do you hear me Mother . . . .!? RiGHT NOW
. . . ! NO iT’S NOT PART OF ANYTHiNG MOTHER . . .
! WHAT THE HEll iS WRONG WiTH YOU . . . . ?
(SAMARA disconnects the call. She’s frantic. She
grabs her keys and her purse. TRACY returns. He
watches Samara for a moment.)
TRACY: (Gently.) There, there. it’s alright.
SAMARA: What going on?
TRACY: Everything’s going to be alright. i just want you to
know i’m so. So proud of you. And son’s Barry.
SAMARA: But the boys! No i—i have to go pick up the boys!
TRACY: No, no i’ll get them. You shouldn’t drive when you’re
so upset.
SAMARA: No I’m fine, I just need to—!
TRACY: (Blocking her exit. A bit scary.) No. i said. I’ll go!
SAMARA: Are you leaving me for Claire?
TRACY: You need some rest. it’s been a long day.
SAMARA: You could have just told me.
TRACY: Oh Samara. You still don’t get it, do you?
SAMARA: Oh. You mean. This is all just. Part of the, the show?
TRACY: Oh i don’t know Samara. What difference does it
make?
(TRACY takes the keys, gently kisses SAMARA: on
her forehead, and exits. SAMARA alone. She starts
to tremble. Several moments pass. SAMARA faces
the audience, anticipating the interview segment of
Houseguest where she speaks to the camera. Beat.)
SAMARA: May i have my light now, please . . . ?
(Looking around, confused.)
Hello . . . ? is anyone . . . ?
(Brief pause.)
i SAiD i WANT MY liGHT!
(Silence. Suddenly SAMARA’s special light snaps on;
an otherwise dark stage. She looks out, horrified.
Gasps! Blackout.)
The End
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The Kids Menu
Richard Vetere
ProducTion noTes:
The Weathervane Theater in Akron
Ohio opening on July 15th, 2011 as finalist in the 8
by 10 Ten Minute Play Festival
Director, Alan Scott Ferrall
Producer, Eileen Moushey
Cast:
CARMINE DOLCINO, Michael Pitt
KAT, Rachel Gehlert

ChARACTERS:
CARMINE DOLCINO, fifties blue collar from the neighborhood, blasé, seen it before and doesn’t suffer fools.
KAT, in her early thirties. She is white collar, successful, filled
with self-righteous motivation.
SET: Pizza parlor in Park Slope, Brooklyn.
TIME: Now
CARMINE: Yes? What can I get you?
KAT: (firmly) Can I speak to the owner please?
CARMINE: (now concerned) You want to talk to the owner?
Sure. What can I do for you?
KAT: Oh. You’re the owner then?
CARMINE: You asked for the owner. I’m the owner. You want
me to find one of my nephews to talk to you? They talk to
customers like you better.
KAT: Customers like me? What do mean?
CARMINE: You know, customers like you. Interlopers.
KAT: Interloper? Why are you calling me that? I’m not an
interloper. I live in this neighborhood.
CARMINE: Of course you do. For how long?
KAT: Two years. Nearly.
CARMINE: Congratulations. Do you know the brown brick
three story across the street?
(She looks.)
KAT: Yes.
CARMINE: I was born there. Two decades before you were
born probably. Lived there all my life. So, I’m what they
call a native, you’re what they call an interloper. No harm
intended. Just a fact. Now, yes, I’m the owner. What can
I do for you?
(KAT is now thrown off her mission and has to find
her way back to it.)
KAT: I want to know why you don’t have it. Lola’s has it and
Ned’s Bakery has one and even Joe’s Chinese has it.
CARMINE: Has what?
KAT: A children’s menu.
CARMINE: So you’re the one.
KAT: (proudly) Yes. I probably am.
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CARMINE: You’re the one who sent out that internet stuff.
KAT: E-mail blasts. Yes, that’s me.
CARMINE: And you’re the one who put up the signs around
on Spring Street.
KAT: Me again. Yes.
CARMINE: What’s your problem lady?
KAT: My name is Kat. Kat Henshaw. My problem is this. My
friend Zoey Larmen came here one day last week and asked
you the same question on why you didn’t have a children’s
menu and you intimidated her.
CARMINE: Tall, dark hair? Interloper?
KAT: (annoyed) She’s been living here a year already.
CARMINE: Of course she has.
KAT: You made Zoey so upset.
CARMINE: Sorry, I must have been having a bad day.
KAT: So, when I heard this, I sent a e-mail blast to all of our
friends, all the mothers who live around here, that you are
the only restaurant in the neighborhood without a children’s
menu and you refuse to do anything about it.
(silence)
CARMINE: All this aggravation over a kids menu.
KAT: Children’s menu. Why don’t you have one?
(CARMINE steps back. He hands her a menu.)
CARMINE: You want something? It’s on the house. If not,
please go.
KAT: I have a right to know why you don’t have a children’s
menu.
CARMINE: You have a right? And this right is in the Constitution?
KAT: As a parent of two children, Wendell and Zara, I have a
right.
CARMINE: Do you me a favor. Take a minute. Look around.
How many different kinds of pizza pies do you think I
make?
KAT: I’m not a mathematician. I’m in marketing.
CARMINE: (cutting her off) Thirty. Thirty different pizzas
we make everyday. We have marinara with and without
anchovies, with mozzarella, the Grandma pizza, Sicilian,
artichokes, arugula, white pizza, meatball pizza, pizza with
pineapple . . .
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KAT: (cutting him off) And your point.
CARMINE: Your kid has got to like one of those. If you have a
suggestion on the kind of pizza you’d like, tell my nephew
Salvatore. He’s the big kid the girls like to look at. Have a
nice day and give him your order on me.
(He walks away.)
KAT: It’s the portions. You need to have children’s portions,
sir.
CARMINE: You are going to tell me how much pasta I can sell?
I prefer a guy with a gun come in and rob me. At least he
has a gun. You come in hiding behind the word ‘mother’
and all you want to do is rob me.
KAT: Sir, children should have their own portions, their own
menus.
CARMINE: Whose kids?
KAT: All kids.
CARMINE: Where you from?
KAT: The avenue.
CARMINE: No, before that.
KAT: I’m from Parma. It’s a suburb outside of Cleveland.
CARMINE: I’ve heard of Parma. In fact, I know Parma. I had
an uncle from Cleveland. The cops found him in a hole out
in Vegas. My mother’s brother. They called him Funzi. My
Uncle Funzi. My father never liked him. He was a crook
and a homicidal manic. He gave my father the money to
start up this joint and my father paid him back every dime
and then washed his hands of him. My Uncle’s wiseguy’s
buddies tried to get a piece of this place but me and my
brother stood our ground. Blood was spilled just to make
sure this place made it. You got that lady?
(pause)
Dolcino’s has been standing here long before they built
the first driveway in Parma. And now you, the lady with
a stick up her ass, is coming here to tell me that I have
to have a kid’s menu?
KAT: You can’t talk to me like that.
CARMINE: Lady, from the very beginning I suggested you talk
to one of my nephews. I send all the interlopers to him.
KAT: I am not an interloper. I came here to politely to ask you
sir.
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CARMINE: Carmine. The name’s Carmine. My friends know
me in the neighborhood as Buddy. But you, you can call
me Mister Dolcino.
(He starts to walk away. KAT doesn’t give up.)
KAT: Mister Dolcino, I have another complaint.
CARMINE: No doubt you do.
KAT: I know you have every right to sell soda. But look how
you have it prominently displayed. The bright colors, the
bright light coming out of the machine. This is a major
temptation to children. It draws them in. It looks magical to
them and it’s dangerous. Soda is dangerous to children. One
can of soda consumed a day will put a pound a week on an
individual. A pound a week for the rest of their lives.
CARMINE: You got a husband right?
KAT: I don’t have to answer that.
CARMINE: I’m not interviewing you for a job. It’s just a question. I see you come in with a man so I am figuring it’s your
husband, no harm it that, is there? Kabish?
KAT: Yes I have a husband. He works in banking.
CARMINE: I didn’t ask what he did. I just wanted to know if
he exists.
KAT: Why?
CARMINE: I think you should send him around to me. That’s
all.
KAT: Why? You don’t think I can speak for myself?
CARMINE: I didn’t say that. I just think that when someone
comes into a man’s place of business and tells him what
to do with that business, he better have a big set of balls
hanging between his legs.
KAT: I have balls, Mister Dolcino.
CARMINE: Lady, you just told me that you have two kids. If
you got what you need for that to happen and you have a
pair of balls at the same time, I’ll make you a “whole pie
with everything on it” for free.
KAT: Nice joke.
CARMINE: Words mean something to me. So, I listen closely.
And I don’t like the words you use. I don’t read the internet
but I did hear from nephew, Salvatore, the one the girls like
to look at, that you threatened to boycott my pizza place
because I don’t have a kid’s menu. Is that correct?
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KAT: It is correct.
CARMINE: Madone.
KAT: Mister Dolcino, Wendell is only eight and he’s putting
on weight. He comes here with his friends and buys pizza.
Lots of it. If you sold children’s portions maybe he wouldn’t
be eating so much.
CARMINE: So, now it’s my job to control your kid’s appetite?
KAT: Look, I’ll design the menu myself. I’ll print it up and pay
for it, everything, myself.
CARMINE: No.
KAT: We share the same neighborhood, can’t we work together?
CARMINE: I’m sharing it with you, yes. You buy my pizza,
yes, but you do not tell me how to run my business.
KAT: Why are you being so hard?
CARMINE: Because this is my business and you are not a
partner, lady.
KAT: Okay, look, I came here on a mission, Mister Dolcino. I
thought first I’d be hard. Now I am nearly begging. I can’t
go back to the ladies and tell them that I failed. I can’t do
that. So you have to work with me on this.
(She smiles, even flirting doing all she can to get on
his good side.)
KAT: I heard you men here in Brooklyn, you natives, have a soft
side for the ladies. I’m playing that card, Mister Dolcino.
Do you see? I’m flirting with you. Do you see me flirting?
I haven’t flirted with a man since I got married. And that
includes my husband. But you I am flirting with you because
this is important to me.
(CARMINE gives her a hard look and she stops.)
CARMINE: (with force) If your husband is not important to
you, keep that to yourself. Okay?
KAT: (slowly) Okay.
CARMINE: And don’t ever. Ever, flirt with me again.
KAT: Okay.
CARMINE: Leave and never come back. I don’t need your
business.
KAT: I got you angry at me. I didn’t mean to do that.
(He gives her a look like, “you have to be kidding.”)
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KAT: I like your pizza and it’s so convenient to come here.
How am I going to tell my husband we can’t come here
anymore?
(He stares at her.)
KAT: Can I make it up to you? I can bring in a party of my
girlfriends and their friends and order tons of pizza. We all
like Italy you know. Mainly Rome. The people are so nice.
(pause) Do you go there often? (pause) have you visited
where your parents are from? (pause) Say something,
please.
CARMINE: Kids should be seen and not heard.
KAT: No! No! No! They have rights! You should have a children’s menu! It’s the only thing we have is our children!
CARMINE: People like you, interlopers, you think you invented
everything and you got the answers for everything else. You
think you can run the world, change words around and you
act like the first people to ever have kids. Do you know I
can’t call my workers waiters or waitresses anymore. They
are servers now. That is more a demeaning word than waitress. I have to put the calories on menus because people are
too lazy or too stupid to figure out that pizza is fattening.
And now you, a distortion of everything ladylike, comes
into my store to tell me that I have to worry about what
your f’n fat kid can eat. Salvatore! Throw this interloper
out of my restaurant.
(KAT looks and raises her hand.)
KAT: Okay, okay. I’m going. I am. (pause) Can I make this up to
you? Try another day to discuss this? Bring you flowers?
(Tries flirting again. He smirks then leans in on with
a terse reply.)
CARMINE: Beware of those with bread in one hand because
they might have a stone in the other.
KAT: My God, what’s made you so hard? Gangsters? Thieves?
Family? What?
CARMINE: People like you.
(LIGHTS OUT)

The End
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Lines
Tony Glazer
Production notes:
LINES was performed as part of the “10 for the Ta
Tas” Ten-Minute Play Festival on June 10th, 11th
and 12th, 2011.
It was performed at the TBG Studio Theatre
312 West 36th Street, New York, New York
produced by Graveyard Kiss Productions.
Directed by Laura Belsey
Cast:
JONATHAN, Bradley Anderson
PATRICIA, Farrah Crane

CHARACTERS:
PATRICIA (twenties) sweet-natured but with an edge
JONATHAN (twenties) stylish, slightly uptight
TIME: Present
PLACE: New York City
Lights up on a studio apartment. A few boxes litter the floor—
someone is either coming or going. A woman PATRICIA
stands in the center of the apartment while JONATHAN
stands in the door jamb with a box cradled in his arms.
Silence. Then . . .
JONATHAN: That’s it. That’s everything.
PATRICIA: Last box.
(Awkwardness. Then . . . )
I’ve called the utility companies.
JONATHAN: Good, that’s . . . I called cable and Sunday Times
delivery.
PATRICIA: Everyone in the building just took turns stealing
our copy anyway.
JONATHAN: Environmentalists.
PATRICIA: At least they recycle.
(JONATHAN notices something.)
JONATHAN: Do you want to take the curtains?
PATRICIA: No.
JONATHAN: Really? You spent so much time picking /
them—
PATRICIA: (gently interrupting) Let’s, let’s just leave them for
the next tenant.
JONATHAN: Sure.
PATRICIA: I mean, it’s nice to come to a place for the first . . .
it’s nice to come to the new place you’re staying in and find
curtains already hanging there.
JONATHAN: Yeah.
PATRICIA: That never happens. People almost always take
theirs so when you come in and see them hanging up it’s
more than just one more thing off your list. It makes everything feel more like a . . .
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JONATHAN: Home.
(Awkwardness. Finally . . . )
I should go.
PATRICIA: I won’t be much longer.
JONATHAN: You’re set with everything?
PATRICIA: I’m good.
JONATHAN: You don’t need any help with / the rest of—
PATRICIA: (gently interrupting) No, no. I’m fine. I’ve got it.
JONATHAN: Okay. Okay, then.
(Beat. Then . . . )
PATRICIA: We did try.
JONATHAN: No one could accuse us of not making the effort.
PATRICIA: We ran the gamut.
JONATHAN: We did.
PATRICIA: Self-help books.
JONATHAN: That vacation.
PATRICIA: All that sex, food, beaches . . . more sex.
JONATHAN: Talking.
PATRICIA: Couples’ therapy.
JONATHAN: I still don’t think that guy was licensed.
PATRICIA: You should let that go.
JONATHAN: Neither of our insurance companies would
recognize him, Pat.
PATRICIA: That doesn’t mean anything, John.
JONATHAN: Plus he kept wanting us to color in books. What
licensed therapist asks you to do that?
PATRICIA: Everyone has their own method.
JONATHAN: Only the “unlicensed ones” involve crayons.
PATRICIA: Don’t be so judgmental.
JONATHAN: Wasn’t that why we were there?
PATRICIA: We were there to reflect—not judge.
JONATHAN: How do you accomplish that without some form
of critical thought?
PATRICIA: Critical thought about us not—it doesn’t matter.
JONATHAN: No.
PATRICIA: He didn’t help anyway.
JONATHAN: He made it worse. Or better. Depending . . .
(The two stand just there, until . . . )
See you around.
PATRICIA: No.
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JONATHAN: No, what?
PATRICIA: You won’t “see me around.” We broke up, John.
We just divided up our belongings and are now going our
separate ways. You don’t “see each other around” after you
do something like that.
JONATHAN: It’s just an expression.
PATRICIA: Find a better one.
JONATHAN: Okay. Goodbye.
(JONATHAN exits. PATRICIA begins to cry quietly.
JONATHAN returns as if to say something. He stands
there, looking at her, affected, before walking to her,
putting an arm around her. She’s startled at first but
then, realizing that it’s him, relaxes back into her
sadness.)
JONATHAN: It’s okay.
PATRICIA: It’s not.
JONATHAN: I know.
PATRICIA: Then don’t say something is “okay” when you
know it’s not.
JONATHAN: All right.
(He continues to hold her. She continues to cry until
it becomes awkward again and they separate.)
PATRICIA: I’m fine now.
JONATHAN: Goodbye.
(JONATHAN moves towards to the door.)
PATRICIA: I just . . .
(JONATHAN turns back.)
I don’t . . .
JONATHAN: You slept with my brother.
PATRICIA: I know, John. I was there when it happened.
JONATHAN: You couldn’t have thought sleeping with him was
going to come without any consequences.
PATRICIA: I didn’t.
JONATHAN: And yet you did it all the same knowing full well
it was going to lead us right to this moment.
PATRICIA: It wasn’t that simple.
JONATHAN: He’s my brother.
PATRICIA: You’re repeating yourself.
JONATHAN: My stupid, back-stabbing, unemployed, selfish
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and irresponsible brother.
PATRICIA: At least he could look at my scars without flinching.
(Almost unconsciously, JONATHAN looks to PATRICIA’s chest before looking away.)
JONATHAN: No . . . don’t you . . . don’t turn that . . . that’s
not . . .
PATRICIA: Fair? No it isn’t. It’s not even decent.
JONATHAN: It’s not . . . accurate.
PATRICIA: Accurate enough.
JONATHAN: You changed.
PATRICIA: I survived.
(Pause. Finally . . . )
JONATHAN: I should really go.
PATRICIA: You can’t color inside the lines.
JONATHAN: What’s that?
PATRICIA: At the therapist’s office. When he asked us to color.
I saw you couldn’t color inside the lines. When I saw that
I knew it wasn’t going to work out.
JONATHAN: Is that right?
PATRICIA: I could never be with someone who couldn’t do
something as basic as color inside the lines. You have a
problem with lines.
JONATHAN: And you don’t. Not with crossing them, anyway.
PATRICIA: Screw you.
JONATHAN: See you around.
(JONATHAN is about to exit again.)
PATRICIA: Coward.
(JONATHAN stops himself, this last statement striking a nerve. Finally . . . )
JONATHAN: I was there for you.
(PATRICIA does not respond.)
By your side. Through everything. All of it . . . the tests,
the insurance forms, the surgery, all that . . . poison. I was
there. One hundred percent. Until you got well.
PATRICIA: Your point?
JONATHAN: I loved you.
PATRICIA: Isn’t that easy to say?
JONATHAN: I still do for what’s it’s worth.
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PATRICIA: Which isn’t much.
JONATHAN: Right.
PATRICIA: Because you’re a coward.
JONATHAN: We’ve been through this already. I don’t need
to hear—
PATRICIA: I’m very blessed, actually.
JONATHAN: Of course you are. You’re alive.
PATRICIA: No. I’m blessed about you.
(JONATHAN just stares. Then . . . )
Somewhere between sleeping with your brother and the
coloring books and you never quite being able to look
at my chest it finally occurred to me just how amazing
it was to actually be able to see you. See who you really
are. Startling, really—the clarity of that moment. I owe
you. I never would have challenged our situation. We
were on a set track, you and I. We were a straight shot to
marriage and kids. I never would have got off that track—
not on my own. Of course, now that you’ve stepped off,
not only do I know that I never could be with someone
this fundamentally bunched over the lines on my chest,
I would never want to be.
(Beat. Then . . . )
JONATHAN: (sincere) It’s not you, Patricia. It’s not / that I
don’t . . .
PATRICIA: (interrupting) We don’t have to revisit / this anymore.
JONATHAN: (interrupting) I can’t explain it. I’m not proud
of it. It just makes me uncomfortable.
PATRICIA: Stop saying “it.” It is not “it.” I had to listen to
you in that fucking pretend therapist’s office go on about
“it” for months. Well, before you walk out that door, let’s
make one thing perfectly clear. “It” is “me,” John. You don’t
have a problem with “it”—it’s me you can’t look at, can’t
touch, can’t love.
JONATHAN: No, you . . . I don’t have a problem with you.
You’re twisting this . . . it’s not . . . you.
PATRICIA: Prove it.
(Impulsively, and with her back to the audience,
PATRICIA begins to open her blouse.)
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JONATHAN: What are you . . .
PATRICIA: If that’s true you have to prove it. Right now. Before
you go, before we never see each other again, make me
believe our entire relationship wasn’t a lie.
JONATHAN: Patricia . . . don’t . . .
PATRICIA: No, Jonathan. If you loved me—still love me, like
you say—then you have to see “me.” Not “it.” Me.
JONATHAN: Please, Pat. I . . .
(PATRICIA has exposed her chest. JONATHAN,
after a moment, looks and then, very tentatively,
approaches. After a moment, he puts a hand on
PATRICIA’s chest. His hand stays there for a long
time until..).
Lines.

Lights out.
The End
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Looking AgAin
Charles Evered
Production notes:
The Curan Repertory Company as part of their Notes
From The Underground Festival at The American
Theatre of Actors in New York City
April 27–May 1, 2011.
Directed by Ken Terrell.
Cast:
BILL, Benjamin Weaver
STEVE, Robert Getz.

ChARACTERS
BILL, around forty, is dressed in a leather jacket and thin tie.
he’s in shape, wiry.
STEVE, a little younger, is dressed a little hipper than Bill, but
is rounder and a bit more slovenly.
PLACE: in a bar.
TIME: is the present.
Lights up on Bill and Steve at a bar. They are holding drinks
and looking at one particular (unseen) female patron.
BILL: Don’t look at ‘em.
STEVE: Why not?
BILL: Because it weakens you. It weakens your position.
STEVE: What position? Why can’t I just look at her?
BILL: Because you weren’t looking at her, you were lookin’
at her breasts.
STEVE: Don’t worry about it. I am nothing if not discreet.
BILL: That isn’t the point.
STEVE: Then what is, Bill?
BILL: You weaken yourself. By looking at them, you weaken
your position.
STEVE: Why do you imagine she’s wearing a low cut blouse
like that?
BILL: Don’t point you moron. She’s wearing that blouse because
she wants you to look at ’em.
STEVE: And I, being a gentleman, am simply complying with
her wishes.
BILL: No you’re not—you’re doing what she doesn’t want to
see you doing.
STEVE: You wear a blouse like that, you are soliciting stares
from men.
BILL: She wears a blouse like that because she wants to be able
to see the extent to which you are able to keep yourself
from lookin’ at ’em.
STEVE: That’s insane.
BILL: You could characterize it any way you want—the point
remains that the more you look at ’em, the less likely it’ll
be that you’ll enjoy’em someday. Be the cowboy, Steve.
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STEVE: The cowboy?
BILL: The cowboy doesn’t look at ’em. The cowboy doesn’t
have to. You’re supposed to be the cowboy. Used to be
we’d cut down a tree and split it, throw some logs on the
campfire and stir up some grub. Now what are we? We
are exactly what the eunuchs who run television shows
depicted us into being. Marginalized metro-sexual tubs of
butter incapable of threatening our own shadows. We are
confused, confounded, passive and compromised little toady
boys. What are we? Are we men? Do men even really need
to exist anymore? If they don’t need our penises anymore
to have a baby, if you don’t even need to differentiate one
gender from the other anymore, then why have two separate
genders at all? Why don’t we all just be one gender? Why
don’t we all just be a bunch of “Sam’s” or “Terri’s”—lets
all cut our hair down just to the middle of our necks. Lets
all wear pants or “chinos” or whatever the hell so called
men wear now. Why have pants at all, when you think of it,
lets just have “leg coverings” so as not to offend those who
don’t feel comfortable wearing pants, and better yet, lets
not wear clothes at all, as wearing them is in its own way
discriminatory toward those who prefer not to so publicly
declare their own gender. You want to be alive again Steve?
You want to break the chains? Don’t look at ‘em.
STEVE: Dude, you’re losin’ it.
BILL: I’m not losin’ it, buddy, I’m finding it.
STEVE: You’re angry, Bill.
BILL: Of course I’m angry. I’m conscious.
STEVE: Seriously, Bill, are you okay?
BILL: I’m fine. Why?
STEVE: I just feel like you’re getting a little, I don’t know,
existential.
BILL: And what’s wrong with that, Steve?
STEVE: I didn’t say anything was.
BILL: I’ve done bad things, okay? I’m just trying to spare you
the pain of it.
STEVE: Pain of what? What have you done that’s so bad?
BILL: Just something, okay—in the way the world thinks of
as “bad.”
STEVE: What did you do?
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BILL: What does it matter what I did? Just learn from me.
STEVE: how could I learn if—
(Steve’s eyes follow a girl.)
BILL:—ah ah ah, STOP looking.
STEVE: What, you didn’t just see her look at me?
BILL: So what if she did? Be a man.
STEVE: I am a man.
BILL: You’re a tool. You’re a protoplasmic tool.
STEVE: Seriously, what did you do that was bad?
BILL: I killed someone.
STEVE: Bull crap like when?
BILL: What does that matter? You think everybody that kills
somebody gets caught? You think life is like your television set? You think everything has ramifications? You’re a
child—a naïve child. You think there’s no space between
the dreams we have and the known world?
STEVE: What are you talking about?
BILL: You look in a mirror. What do you see? You think you
see you? Do you think that’s the person staring back at
you? “You?” What you? Which you?—staring back. You
think that person in the mirror sees you? how do you know
that person staring back at you isn’t staring in a mirror
too? And if they are—who the hell are you then? Are you
a reflection?
BILL: (cont.) Or, are you reflecting? Are you reflecting? Huh?
Are you reflecting, Steve?
STEVE: Geez, Bill, I think you’ve kind of gone over some
kind of line.
BILL: I am standing in the middle of a forest. As I have for
thousands of years. I am raising my hands up.
(He does.)
My hands soaked with blood, for I have made a good
and bloody kill. I have done what I had to—to protect
our little tribe. I made a move. I took action. The people
in my tribe will eat tonight. The women will sleep and at
least for a few hours, they know their young will not be
snatched up from under them and defiled or devoured or
consumed by the poisonous world we traffic in. I would
not be considered a viable political candidate, nor would
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I win a popularity contest—and I would not garner the
most votes on a tv talent show, but yet I made a move—
even, no, especially when it was dangerous and now
societally unpopular for me to have done so. The people
I protect—they revere me. I was a leader then. What am
I now? What are all of us now?
STEVE: Who did you kill?
BILL: It doesn’t matter who I killed Steve. We’re just whizzing
around on a dying star, baby—and we’re all acting like we
got it figured out. Well, we don’t got it figured out. There
are no straight lines, Steve.
STEVE: I don’t believe you killed anybody.
BILL: It isn’t really important that you do.
STEVE: I think you’re overcompensating. I think you feel like
a lot of us do, disenfranchised, put off, marginalized, and in
your head you’ve created this kind of doppelganger version
of yourself—the version of you that you wish were really
you. But it’s not really you. All of us have that version of
ourselves, the version of ourselves that we believe we are,
until that moment where we catch ourselves in front of a
mirror and its suddenly confirmed for us that—that isn’t
who we are at all. Who are we really? I don’t have all the
answers, I’m just a guy who got B-minuses all his life—not
smart enough to get As, and not interesting enough to fail
out. I’m just a B minus guy, Bill, but I’m okay with that.
But I’m getting to a place where I know who I’m going
to see when I look in that mirror and it doesn’t shock me
anymore. I’m resigned I guess you could say, not disappointed with who I am, but resigned. And I’m okay with
that. I really am.
(pause)
BILL: Steve, I don’t want you to be offended by what I’m
about to say to you because you have to understand it isn’t
personal, and so I don’t mean any offense to you directly.
But I do want to say this: You are what this society calls
“a man,” but in millennia before us, lets be honest—you
would be a liability. I want you to imagine what good you
do—really take a long hard look at yourself. I’m not talking
about feeling here, Steve, I’m talking about thinking. The
world is falling apart because grown men don’t know the
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difference anymore. People think because they feel something, it must be right. No doubt Steve, you “feel” you are
a good man. That you have some worth and that perhaps,
someday, you will meet a woman of average attractiveness
and perhaps above average breast size and you’ll couple
with her and the two of you will roll around in an agreed
upon orgy of self delusion that allows you both to believe
you matter in the world. You’ll mutually agree to subscribe
to some made up tenant of belief and every Sunday you will
go to church and act like something means something, well
it doesn’t Steve. It has no meaning. And neither do you. I
want you to really think about what I’m about to propose to
you—and I want you to think about it like a man would. I
want you to think about taking your own life, because when
all is said and done, it’s the only real control we can exert
upon a universe that otherwise has us reeling in anarchy and
randomness. Seriously think about it, Steve. And don’t make
a big production of it either. If you’re going to take your
own life, do it in a way that would seem questionable as to
whether you actually did it at all. Do it with built in plausible
deniability so that your mother can tell her friends it was an
“accident,” or some kind of mishap but for all that is right
and true and good in this putrid world, Steve, do it.
(Holds up his glass.)
Do you want another one?
(Long pause)
STEVE: I’m good, thanks.
BILL: You are more than welcome my friend. And Steve?
STEVE: Yes, Bill?
BILL: You’re looking again.
(Steve turns back to Bill and just looks at him as the
lights fade slowly to black.)

The End
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MiniMalistic Men
Spenser Davis
Production notes:
Chicago Dramatists Theatre
June 2011
Artistic Director, Russ Tutterow
Director, Jeff Poole.
Cast:
JERRY, Jonathan Helvey
BRAD, Adam Kander
Donny’s Skybox Theatre at
The Second City Chicago
November 19th, 2011
Director, Jeff Poole

CHARACTERS
JERRY: Mid-twenties. Maybe handsome, but at lights up, he’s
disheveled, having made a horrifying discovery.
BRAD: His roommate. Same age. Maybe frumpy. Clueless to
the truth.
SETTiNg: Their apartment. Somewhere in America.
TiME: Present day.

PLAYWRigHT’S NOTES:
Living up to the promise of the title, the staging of
this play should be ridiculously simple. The two mens’
“couch”—consisting of two chairs pushed together—is the
only physical object on the stage. Everything else, prop or
otherwise, is mimed.
Lights up on JERRY, standing DR, dialing his
phone.
JERRY: Come on, Brad, you son-of-a-gun, pick up.
(puts phone to ear, waits)
Pick up, pick up, pick up.
BRAD: (O.S.) Hey, this is Brad. if you’re hearing this, i didn’t
pick up like you were anxiously hoping i would. So when
the thing goes beep, say stuff.
Pause. Then “beep.”
JERRY: (into phone) Brad, it’s Jerry. Look, i’m coming home.
There’s something really important i have to tell you, and
we don’t have much time. Just, um, don’t. Do. Anything.
i’m coming home. There’s something really important i
have—Shit, i already said that. Look, i’m coming home.
Shit. i said—Shit.
(hangs up)
Shit.
(looks at audience, furious)
Do you people mind?
JERRY exits R. Lights up on C, where BRAD sits on
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the couch, talking on the phone.
BRAD: (into phone) What do you mean i am? No way. You’re
the best. Okay, fine. But only if you do.
JERRY re-enters R, runs up to the side of the
couch.
JERRY: Brad, we need to talk.
BRAD: (oblivious to him) No, you hang up first. No, you. No,
you first. Gosh, you’re . . . what a rascal.
JERRY anxiously taps BRAD on the shoulder.
BRAD: (still smiling) Oh, hey, Jerr.
(into phone)
No, you first. Okay, okay, fine. At the same time then.
JERRY: Brad, we need to—
BRAD: One, two, three.
(pause, then laughs hysterically)
Well, you didn’t either.
JERRY: (sternly) Brad. Please. Come on.
BRAD looks at him, annoyed.
BRAD: (into phone) Hey, i gotta go. Okay. i’ll call you back,
Mom.
(hangs up phone)
Have you no respect?
JERRY: Brad, i’m sorry. But this can’t wait.
BRAD: Really? ‘Cause i get to talk to my mom once a week.
Once a week, for one hour. That’s all the guards will allow
her. And all i’ve asked is that you allot me that one hour to
speak to her in peace.
JERRY: i know, Brad, but this can’t wait an hour—
BRAD: (looks down at caller I.D.) Oh, and look. i have one
missed call.
JERRY: Yeah. That was me calling.
BRAD: Oh. Well remind me to call you back later.
BRAD walks DL, to the stove. JERRY watches him;
already he is almost drained.
JERRY: Brad. What are you doing?
BRAD: i’m making ramen noodles. is that alright, or are you
going to interrupt me before I add the flavoring?
JERRY: (desperately) How can you think about food at a time
like this?
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BRAD: Most people think about food at lunchtime.
JERRY approaches BRAD, grabs his arm.
JERRY: Listen, leave the noodles for a second. There’s something very important i need—
BRAD: The noodles’ll burn.
JERRY: if you don’t listen to me, if you don’t take me serious
for two seconds, there aren’t gonna be any noodles.
This, above all else, quiets BRAD.
JERRY: (CONT.) This might sound strange, but i need you to
listen: What we have here doesn’t exist.
(pause)
BRAD: Huh?
JERRY: All of this—
(motions to the apartment)
None of this is real.
BRAD: (“Nice try, bud”) Yeah, right. That lampshade over there
alone is made of real wool. Trust me, i checked. it’s posh.
JERRY: No, that’s not what i—
(a new approach:)
Right now, we’re on display.
(pause)
BRAD: You are high as hell.
JERRY: No.
BRAD: Yeah, yeah, you are. i can see it in your face.
JERRY: Brad—
BRAD: Why do you do that to yourself? You smoke a bowl and
then you run in spitting conspiracy theories. Like that time
you swore, up and down, that Rachel Ray was the one who
killed Bobby Kennedy.
JERRY: Read her book! it’s all in there!
BRAD: And whenever i tried to convince you otherwise, you
wouldn’t stand for it.
(pause)
i can’t prove it, but i’m pretty sure you overfed my
goldfish in revenge for me debunking your theory—
JERRY: Brad, we’re in a play!
Silence.
JERRY: (CONT.) We’re in... we’re in a play. This is not our
apartment, this is a stage. And look. Look.
(points BRAD towards audience)

164

2012—the Best ten-Minute Plays

Do you see them?
BRAD: See . . . ? See who?
JERRY: Keep looking. One. Two. Three. “Stop acting.”
JERRY snaps his fingers. House lights come up (and
gradually fade down again) as BRAD sees
the audience for the first time.
BRAD: Wh-who are they?
JERRY: May i introduce . . . the Audience.
BRAD: And, and they came here to what, watch us? Do
what?
JERRY: i don’t know. This. Talk. Disagree. Fight. Whatever.
BRAD: i, i need to sit down.
(sits down on couch; looks at it)
Holy shit! Where’s our couch?
JERRY: That’s what i’ve been trying to tell you. it wasn’t ever
a couch. Just two chairs pushed together. This whole thing
uses a minimalistic set.
BRAD: (nods knowingly) A minimalistic set. Right.
(pause)
JERRY: You have no idea what that means, do you?
BRAD: Nope.
(pause; a thought comes to him)
You know . . . maybe a life on display isn’t so bad,
though. i mean, we can adapt. With people watching us,
we’ll be like celebrities, except we still have to pay for
our drugs.
BRAD preens in front of the newly discovered spectators.
JERRY: Can you stop being so optimistic about this? You’re
forgetting the most important part of this whole thing.
(pause)
Every play ends.
The preening ceases. A moment of realization.
BRAD: Oh shit.
JERRY: That’s right. “Oh shit.” That’s what i really came here to
tell you. Because see, when the play ends, so do we. When
the lights black out—
(snaps his fingers)
We’re dead.
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BRAD: W-When is the play supposed to end?
JERRY: That’s the part i don’t know. A play can only last for so
long. “August: Osage County” ran for three and a half hours.
Even “The Norman Conquests” lasted about ten hours.
BRAD: (hopeful) great! So we might still have some time.
JERRY: Nah. i have a feeling we have ninety minutes, tops. You
better just pray that we’re not in a one-act.
BRAD: (nods knowingly) A one-act. Right.
JERRY: . . . Never mind.
BRAD: But why does the play have to end? Why would it? i
mean—
(points to audience)
They don’t have to stay here. We could keep on—
JERRY: Because that’s what the Playwright wants. We have to
do or say whatever He wants us to do or say.
BRAD: So some hipster types something into Microsoft Word
and suddenly its the Holy grail.
JERRY: Well . . . the grail is a cup, but yeah, that’s the idea.
BRAD rubs his forehead, thinking. Then, a curious
realization.
BRAD: How did you know?
JERRY: How did i know—what?
BRAD: All this. That we’re in a play. That some guy is writing
all this.
JERRY: (realizes) i . . . don’t know. i guess He sort-of imparted
the knowledge to me. Before the play began.
BRAD: You think He wanted you to know that you’re in a
play.
JERRY: i guess so. Heck, everything we’re saying right
now might seem spontaneous, but it’s all been . . . preplanned.
(pause)
BRAD: YOU’RE A DOUCHE MUNCHER!
JERRY: (taken aback, then) WELL YOU’RE AN ASSHOLE!
BRAD: No, not you. i was just trying to catch Him off-guard.
JERRY: Oh. Well, i don’t think you can catch Him off-guard. Or
Her. Or whatever the playwright is. There’s not a line we’ve
said so far that wasn’t thought out ahead of time. For example, if i said, “This playwright blows like a streetwhore,”
it’s because He actually wanted me to say that.
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BRAD: Wow . . . So we’re written by a misogynist.
JERRY: Masochist.
BRAD: Bless you.
(suddenly kisses JERRY; to the audience)
Sarah Palin.
(looks at JERRY, confused)
Oh, shit! i’m so sorry! i didn’t—
JERRY: (unfazed) it’s okay. That was just the Playwright trying
to be edgy . . . and topical.
BRAD: (sad understanding) So . . . there’s nothing we can do
to stop this, then.
JERRY: Nope. i suppose in a lot of ways, we’re in the same
position as the guy who discovered death.
BRAD: How’d he do that?
JERRY: i guess he died.
The two men look at each other as it all sinks in.
Pause for several beats. Then something in BRAD
registers.
BRAD: Then why did you tell me?
JERRY: . . . What do you mean?
BRAD: i mean, you knew, before you even told me, that this
play was going to end, no matter what we tried. So why
couldn’t you just let me die ignorant of my fate?
JERRY: You’d rather me keep that to myself? i did you a favor!
BRAD: Before you burst in here, and told me about the Audience, and the Playwright, and the Blackout, and the fucking
couch, I was fine. I was ignorant, but at least I was happy.
if you making me conscious of my death doesn’t prevent
anything, then why couldn’t you have just let me have my
peace?
JERRY: (comprehending) Oh. Oh, Brad. Brad, i’m sorry . . . i
didn’t . . . i never considered the implications of . . .
BRAD scoffs, shakes his head in disgust.
JERRY: Look, don’t take this out on me. i can’t help that i just
did was i was written to do.
BRAD: No. Don’t fall back on that “written this way” shit!
Don’t you try to—
JERRY: But i am! We have to do what we’re written to do!
BRAD: Really? Well what if i’m written to kick your ass!
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They scuffle. It’s messy, clumsy, and very brief. By the
end, BRAD has his hands around JERRY’S throat.
JERRY: (choking, breathless) Stop, Brad! You’re giving the
Writer what He wants: Conflict!
BRAD: What’s that, Jerry? i can’t understand you. if i could
stop strangling you, i might be able to, but i’m sorry. i’m
just doing what i’m written to do!
JERRY knees BRAD in the groin. BRAD topples over.
Both are lying on the ground, exhausted.
JERRY: No! i won’t let you give in. i won’t let you have us
reach a climactic confrontation! if we do, the scene will
only end quicker.
BRAD pushes JERRY, one last weak effort,before sitting on the floor with his back against the chairs.
JERRY: Brad—
BRAD: i can’t do this, Jerry! i can’t let some self-important
douchebag decide how and when i’m going to die! i can’t
let it happen. i don’t want to be minimalistic anymore, Jerry.
Nothing will ever look the same again.
JERRY crawls over to his friend, sits down against
the chairs too.
BRAD: i just want it all to end. if it has to, i hope it’s soon . . .
i don’t want to have to think about it.
JERRY rests his hand on BRAD’S shoulder.
JERRY: i know, i know.
BRAD: i just want it all to end.
They look at each other. They accept it.
BRAD: (CONT.) Right . . . now.
They snap their fingers simultaneously.
Lights out.
The End
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OkObOji
Suzanne Bradbeer
For Karen
PrOductiOn nOtes:
Stageworks/Hudson
Play by Play Festival of New One-Acts.
Summer of 2011
directed by Laura Margolis
Cast:
ANNIE, Bavani Selvarajah,
ALAN, Donald Warfield
An earlier version of the play was presented as part of
a benefit for the FAB Women of The Barrow Group,
directed by Amy Hargreaves, with Lulu Roche and
Abbe Ouziel.

ChArACTers:
ALAN HARPER: late forties-sixties. An artist from Boston.
ANNie hANsGeN: early twenties. A girl from Iowa.
seTTiNG: West Okoboji Lake, Iowa.
Time: The present.
(Alan and Annie, looking at West Okoboji Lake. It is
an early morning in Iowa)
ALAN: So this is it.
ANNIE: Yeah.
ALAN: The famous blue lake . . .
ANNIE: Yeah.
ALAN: Cobalt. Cobalt blue. It’s almost a Prussian blue, but not
quite. No, it’s definitely cobalt. my favorite color. have you
ever been to Boston?
ANNIE: No. I’d like to someday.
ALAN: There’s a painting at the museum of Fine Arts, it’s by
William Merritt Chase, have you heard of William Merritt
Chase?
ANNIE: No.
ALAN: i don’t much care for him, i find him a little prissy in
his subject matter, but I like this particular painting, and he
uses this exact shade of blue.
ANNIE: I’d love to see it.
ALAN: This exact shade of blue . . . . (Uncomfortable, he looks
behind them) Look at all those trees.
ANNIE: I know, aren’t they beautiful? Oak trees are my favorite.
ALAN: I hate nature.
ANNIE: (Picking up a feather from the ground) Look, a hawk’s
feather! Look!
ALAN: Are you Indian?
ANNIE: No.
ALAN: I mean, sorry, Native American?
ANNIE: No.
ALAN: How do you know so much about the fauna and the
flora?
ANNIE: You mean, the hawk’s feather?
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ALAN: Hawk’s feather, oak trees, yes, how do you know all
that?
ANNIE: Um, the oak is a pretty common tree? And the red-tailed
hawk, they’ve made Their homes all over this country—in
meadows, mountains—the desert. They even have them in
cities, like where you’re from, Boston; I even heard there
were these red-tailed hawks on Fifth Avenue in New York,
a hawk couple named Pale Male and Lola.
ALAN: Fascinating. (He looks back at the lake, considering)
They say this is one of only three true blue water lakes on
the planet. ‘Course you probably already know that, what
with your obsessive cataloguing of the natural world.
ANNie:—
ALAN: One of three on the planet and yet I had never heard of
West Okoboji Lake until a year ago. Do you know where
the other two blue water lakes are?
ANNie: Lake Geneva in switzerland, and Lake Louise in
Alberta, Canada.
ALAN: Correct. I wonder how many people in the world have
seen all three? Maybe there’s a group, a society you can
join, i could probably go online and find the Blue Water
Lake Club.
ANNIE: Sounds neat.
ALAN: sounds hideous. i hate clubs. Turns out though, i could
be a founding member.
ANNIE: You’ve seen all three? Really?
ALAN: Lake Geneva, beautiful of course. Lake Louise, Brian
was conceived in the Hotel Banff on the shores of Lake
Louise. At least that’s what we always liked to say. Brian’s
mother and I were very . . . at any rate, let’s just say it’s hard
to pinpoint the exact moment. But I like to think it was in
the Hotel Banff. (Beat) I’m always quite moved by rarity.
One of only three blue water lakes. Biggest diamond in the
world. Only son.
ANNIE: (beat) Brian’s eyes were this color.
ALAN: Yes.
ANNie: That was one of the first things i noticed about him.
I’ve never met anyone else with eyes that were/ so blue.
ALAN: Brian’s great-great-great grandfather was a Colonel
in the Revolutionary Army. A Colonel is a very high rank,
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during the revolution it was second only to General and,
and I, I don’t know what made me think of that except that
he, the Colonel, he seemed to be quite fond of nature too.
Very fond. Very, very fond. We have a few of his letters; he
survived the war and wrote constantly, incessantly about
his travels up and down the Massachusetts Shore, up and
down, up and down he went. They’re quite valuable these
letters—boring! But valuable. Why are you smiling?
ANNIE: We used to call Brian ‘the Colonel’. Even in the short
time we knew him here. It was very important to him that
people respect the lake and the woods. The, flora and the
fauna. He always spoke to everyone in a nice way, but he
was very firm about it, if they were littering, or being careless, he was very firm.
ALAN: Were they mean to him?
ANNIE: Who?
ALAN: Anyone, was anyone mean to him?
ANNIE: No. No.
ALAN: He was bullied quite a lot, when he was in school.
ANNIE: He told me.
ALAN: So, calling him the Colonel, they weren’t being, mocking/ or, or—?
ANNie: No, not at all—
ALAN: Because a boy less like a colonel you could hardly
hope to find.
ANNie: We called him the Colonel because he/ had very—
ALAN: Yes, I remember that he advised people not to litter.
ANNIE: It wasn’t just that, he, he had standards of behavior,
very high standards of behavior—for himself especially.
And he was very, responsible and, and—oh!—and he always identified time in that military way, like nine o’clock
at night wasn’t nine o’clock, it was 2100 hours.
ALAN: 2100 hours, yes. He started doing that when he was
about seven, for some reason.
ANNIE: And he valued loyalty. And, and doing the right thing.
And niceness, I think he valued niceness most of all.
ALAN: Brian was much more like his mother. I had a good
nights’ sleep that night.
ANNIE: Sir?
ALAN: I don’t usually sleep well, but that night I was sleeping
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very well. Until the call. I don’t understand how I slept
through . . . that moment. i don’t understand that. They say
he died immediately.
ANNIE: Yes.
ALAN: i thought maybe they lied. To spare me, i thought
maybe they lied.
ANNIE: No.
ALAN: (This is what he’s been waiting to say) See, I would
prefer to think that you fired the gun —accidentally, accidentally of course—but i would prefer to think that you fired
it, rather than . . . rather than what you want me to think.
ANNIE: I don’t want you to think anything.
ALAN: But can you understand that? Can you understand how
a father would prefer to think that?
ANNIE: . . . I guess.
ALAN: So this, this Inquiry, or inquest, or—
ANNie: Autopsy, it was just/ an autopsy—
ALAN: Whatever it was, it doesn’t have a workable result for me.
ANNie: But why—i mean, that was a month ago—why/ are
you—
ALAN: And I’ve been giving it a great deal of thought in the last
month, a great deal. As you can imagine. And I just think
that maybe you should admit what really happened.
ANNIE: I’m sorry, but didn’t you read the report, the forensics
were very clear.
ALAN: i don’t care about God-damn forensics! i care about
my boy. You were there; you could have shot him, you’d/
both been—
ANNIE: No.
ALAN: Yes! A bunch of you had been drinking earlier that night,
you admitted as much. And maybe, maybe you’d never held
a gun before/ and maybe you—
ANNIE: How can you say that to me?
ALAN: Where did he get the gun?
ANNIE: It’s not hard to get a gun.
ALAN: Maybe you were curious and wanted to see what it felt
like and maybe Brian was trying to show you but neither of
you realized that the gun was loaded/ and maybe—
ANNIE: Is this why you came all the way back here?
ALAN: No one would blame you, I would make sure/ of that.
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ANNIE: He shot himself in front of me, Mr. Harper.
ALAN: No he didn’t. It was an accident.
ANNIE: He shot himself in front of me.
ALAN: If you ever have children you might understand how
cruel you’re being right now.
ANNIE: (beat) I’m sorry.
ALAN: My son was not cruel.
ANNIE: No, he wasn’t.
ALAN: That’s a very cruel thing, if it’s true. To do what he did
in front of you.
ANNIE: I don’t think he meant to.
ALAN: See! It was an accident!
ANNIE: I just meant that he didn’t mean for me to see; he didn’t
expect/ me to—
ALAN: Why can’t you say it was an accident—just tell me it was
a god-damn accident—what the hell is wrong with you?!
ANNIE: . . . It was an accident.
ALAN: . . . I could wish you were a better liar.
ANNIE: . . . Me too. (Beat) I knew he was depressed, I think
he was depressed for a long time.
ANNIE: (Cont’d) We talked about it sometimes. He said he
considered it part of his life. But it wasn’t the only part.
And it doesn’t take away from the things that made him
happy. This lake made him happy, especially this time of
day, especially right here. Remembering his Mom made
him happy. And you, your paintings, your paintings made
him happy.
ALAN: I’m not painting anymore.
ANNIE: You don’t hate nature.
ALAN: What?!
ANNIE: You said you hated nature. You’re a painter, I don’t
think you hate nature.
ALAN: You don’t know me. You don’t know me and you barely
knew my son—you knew him, what, ten months? You can’t
know someone in ten months.
ANNie: he talked about showing you this lake. he said the first
thing you’d do would be to indentify the exact color.
ALAN: Anyone would do that.
ANNIE: And say it was your favorite color, and then mention
some obscure painter who has three names.
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ALAN: William Merritt Chase is hardly obscure. (Beat) It’s
true Brian was often amused by what he called my, predictability. Did he tell you that?
(Annie nods)
ALAN: (Cont’d) What else did he say about me?
ANNIE: I know that he loved you, Mr. Harper.
ALAN: (Beat) I’m not a warm person, I am aware of that you
know. Did you just roll your eyes?
ANNIE: Did I? Sorry. I thought I just rolled them in my mind.
Sorry.
ALAN: It’s all right. (Looking around) This is a nice spot. And
it was nice of you to bring me here. You seem like a nice
kid. I’m ready to go back now.
(He walks off, then looks back at Annie who hasn’t
moved)
Are you coming?
ANNIE: . . . I’m not a nice kid . . . .
ALAN: What?
ANNIE: (distraught) I let him down, I’m not a nice kid, he
needed me and I let him down.
ALAN: How?
ANNIE: He reached out to me, that last week he left me a couple
messages but I was preoccupied, I don’t even know with
what, with nothing, with my own boring problems, which
were nothing, they were nothing!!I didn’t get back to him
until the party. I knew he was depressed and I didn’t get
back to him until that party, what is wrong with me?!
ALAN: (carefully) I shouldn’t have said those things to you.
I’m sorry.
ANNIE: I’m not a nice kid!
ALAN: You didn’t let him down.
ANNIE: You don’t know!
ALAN: I do know. I know a few things. I’ve lived a long time
and in spite of all evidence to the contrary, I know a few
things. You didn’t let him down. (Looking at her) You don’t
believe me?
(Annie shakes her head)
ALAN: (Cont’d) I’m your elder. I think that means you have to
believe whatever I say.
ANNIE: I’m sorry, but I don’t.
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ALAN: Well. Then we’ll just have to stay in touch till i figure
out how to convince you. Can we do that?
(Annie shrugs, helpless)
ALAN: (Cont’d Gently) Let’s do that, let’s stay in touch. Now
tell me something. Why are you still carrying around that
dirty feather?
ANNIE: (Looking at the feather, surprised she still has it) Birds
are believed to carry messages of the spirit. Did you know
that? A bird feather represents strength and, protection. And
a hawk feather, a hawk feather is extra special. if you find a
feather like this, you’re supposed to let it go back into the
wind with a prayer, or, or a message.
ALAN: I thought you weren’t an Indian.
ANNIE: I’m not, I’m just, from Iowa.
ALAN: (Of the feather) You’re supposed to send it back into
the wind?
ANNIE: (Annie nods) With a prayer, or a message.
ALAN: Then, let’s do it.
ANNIE: Do what?
ALAN: Let’s send a message.
(Annie hesitates. Then she holds the feather aloft.
Alan stands next to her, but not touching her. Beat.
Annie lets go of the feather and they watch it fly off
over the lake. Lights out)

The end
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PeoPle Don’t Change
(they Just Change their hair)
Bekah Brunstetter
ProDuCtion notes:
Counterpoint Theatre
www.counterpointtheatre.org
Venue: Bennett Media Studios, NYC
Director: Allison Troup-Jensen
April 2011
Cast:
Lauren Blumenfeld
Allison Yates

ChArACTer:
ABBY, twenty-nine, not hot
JeN, twenty-nine, her roommate, hot
PLACe: An apartment
TiMe: Present.
ABBY, twenty-nine, in front of a mirror, dressed in
a very short skirt and heels that she is so not used
to wearing. She also wears lipstick. Beyonce’s
VIDEOPHONE.
ABBY is using this music for inspiration. She dances a
little bit in the mirror, badly. This is a serious serious
private moment, there’s nothing silly about it to ABBY,
she is trying, so hard, to access her inner sexy.
ABBY: What’s up. Whaddup. it is i sexy.
i am sexy and—and other things too!
Wanna—? i have a bed. Would you like to go to it? it
has pillows on it. i just washed them. i think they were
giving me adult acne.
Trying again.
Well hey there. i like pasta. Do you?
i like to eat like a whole box of pasta, sautee some
spinach and garlic and olive oil, toss that shit in there,
first cold pressed is the ONLY kind I use, yeah, so much
better for you,
Sometimes i do the same thing but with a whole thing
of ground beef.
(of her statements)
WhAT?!
Oh my God ABBY
She stands in front of the mirror, inspecting herself.
JEN enters, home from work. JEN is much more
confident and seems to just look good, like all the
time, and you want to punch her for it, but thankfully
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she’s also nice, so you don’t. She’s got the mail and
isn’t looking at ABBY.
JeN: hey your student loans are sending you seven letters a day
again and also there’s this really sad possibly feral kitten outside that i really think we should feed, do we have tuna?
ABBY: takes the stack of bills.
ABBY: Thanks.
JEN stops in her tracks. Looks again at ABBY: .
JeN: Ummmm . . . what’s this?
ABBY: What?
JeN: Why’re you dressed like that?
ABBY: New leaf.
JeN: is that my skirt?
ABBY: i am a sad lumberjack toddler no more. i am hot.
JeN: Sort of—
ABBY: This is my last chance.
JeN: That’s dramatic.
ABBY: i’m 29 this year. in one year, i’ll be dead.
This is my last chance—my last year to—seize this part of myself. This is ABSOLUTELY my last year to possibly rock
something from forever 21 that also might be a headband,
or a hat. To go dancing. Oh my God I want to go dancing.
Why don’t you ever take me with you?
JeN: Because it isn’t fun.
ABBY: it’s because i’m not hot.
JeN: (kind of lying) Yes you are!!
ABBY: i want to be sexy. And i’m just really really tired of
not. Being that. i can’t even say the word ‘sexy’ without
blushing. Me and the word sexy are in entirely different
rooms. Sexy is in the party room and i’m not invited. i’m
next door watching the Discovery channel.
JeN: This is so stupid! You are so smart! And so funny!
(Beat)
And so smart! You don’t need to be hot.
ABBY: So i’m not. Fuck that.
ABBY: puts on too much lipstick.
JeN: i totally support this—transformation—but—
ABBY: bends over a little bit adjusting her boot.
WOW—there’s your—okay.
Can we talk this through?
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ABBY: Whenever we talk things through you win and i pay
75% of the electric bill because you don’t have a hairdryer
because you have perfect hair.
JeN: i know we don’t know each other—that / well but
ABBY: We know each other!
JeN: We live together.
ABBY: Same thing.
JeN: Not necessarily.
ABBY: We tell each other things. i used your toothbrush
once.
JeN: You did?
ABBY: it was an accident.
JeN: We’re getting to know each other.
ABBY: i saw myself in a window today and i didn’t even know it
was me and i judged that person and then i felt shallow which
only made it worse, that i am frumpy AND shallow. i am so
fucking sick of feeling frumpy. Shallow also bothers me.
JeN: See you can’t just—decide that you’re hot. That makes you
arguably less hot. That makes you arrogant. Not hot.
ABBY: Okay so then how. HOW.
JEN: You have to find it inside of yourself.
ABBY: Gross.
JeN: i’m serious.
ABBY: Like in my belly button?
JeN: in your soul, stupid.
ABBY: My soul is not hot. My soul eats a lot of doughnuts.
JeN: Tell it to stop.
ABBY: it can’t.
JeN: Train it to eat carrots instead.
ABBY: But i want to be happy. i want to be happy and also
hot.
JeN: You have to start with happy.
ABBY: And carrots.
JeN: No. Start with: i love myself.
ABBY: Gross.
JeN: No. ABBY. Look in the mirror.
ABBY: No.
JeN: Come on. Look at yourself. really look at yourself.
ABBY: i don’t want to. it hurts.
JeN: Why?
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ABBY: i see my Mom and i in the mall. i hear my Mom telling
me, you have other gifts. My own mother telling me i’m
not pretty. if my mom doesn’t think i’m hot, who will?
JeN: You want your Mom to think you’re hot?
ABBY: i want to be beautiful.
JeN: Look.
Look.
ABBY: (looks in the mirror.) Tears come to her eyes.
There is no one else like you.
ABBY: True.
JeN: And that’s beautiful.
ABBY: i’d rather be you.
JeN: You don’t wanna be me.
ABBY: Yep—yes i do. i want to have affairs with violinists. i
want them to write me songs—
JeN: And then be done with me—
ABBY: Buy me organic dinners—
JeN: And then use me—
ABBY: Kiss me without me having to ask—
JeN: Show me off to their friends—
ABBY: Wake up in their lairs filled with violins.
JeN: it’s not like that. You’re totally wrong.
ABBY: i’d still trade with you.
JeN: You want to get giant boobs when you’re 12 and not know
what to do with them so you spend high school rubbing them
on boys who don’t look you in the eye which is a huge distraction from academics which throws you totally off course
and later, way later, you realize after 4 abortions that you’ve
never loved anyone or been loved and you fantasize about
cutting off your boobs into tiny pieces and mailing them,
piece by piece, to every person who’s touched them?
(beat)
You want that?
ABBY: i was very driven in high school. i took all AP classes.
JeN: Because you weren’t distracted by people touching your
boobs.
ABBY: i guess.
JeN: You wouldn’t be where you are today. if you were hot.
ABBY: So i’m not.
JeN: You are. in your own way. You just have to own it.
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ABBY: i don’t own anything. i don’t own this apartment. i don’t
own a car. The TV is yours.
JeN: You own yourself. You have control over yourself.
ABBY: But that’s pretty much it.
JeN: But at least you have that.
ABBY: You don’t?
JeN: i belong to every person who’s ever touched me.
(beat)
i don’t belong to myself anymore.
i wish i was you.
ABBY: i wish i was you.
JeN: i wish i was you.
ABBY: it’s exhausting.
JeN: What?
ABBY: All the time we spend wishing we were each other. it’s
exhausting.
ABBY: looks back into the mirror. inspects herself.
Gives up. Takes off the shoes. They hurt.
JeN: i have to tell you something.
i’m 32.
ABBY: Shut up.
No you’re not.
JeN: True story.
ABBY: i always just assumed you were younger than me—
JeN: Well i’m not.
ABBY: That’s weirdly comforting.
JEN takes a tissues, wipes some of the lipstick off
of ABBY
JeN: See there’s still time. There’s plenty of time to change.
JEN takes a look at ABBY’s lips.
There ya go. That’s actually really nice.
ABBY: looks in the mirror again.
ABBY: Yeah—
That’s actually really good.
i look—
JeN: You look hot.
ABBY: is this what hot looks like?
JeN: Yeah.
They look at each other tenderly.
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ABBY: We don’t have to make out now or anything, do we?
JeN: Nope.
ABBY: Because i’m not hot.
JeN: Because we’re not gay.
ABBY: i changed the lightbulb in the bathroom, it involved a
stool and some serious elbow grease, it was pretty bad
ass.
JeN: That’s hot.
They smile at each other.
Lights.

The end
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The RolleRcoasTeR of love
Joe Musso
PRoducTion noTes:
Point of Contention Theatre Company
Chicago, Illinois,
Sixth Annual Chaos Festival of New Ten-Minute
Plays.
Lincoln Square Theatre
March 28-30 and April 4-6, 2011.
Directed by Thrisa Hodits
Cast:
WOMAN, Kaitlen Osburn
MAN, Frank R. Sjodin

CHARACTeRS:
A Man and a Woman about the same age.

SeTTINg: An empty stage.
TIMe: The present.
A man and a woman enter. Each is holding a closed folding
chair. The MAN: opens his chair and places it center stage.
MAN: (Referring to chair location.) Here?
WOMAN: Does it matter?
MAN: Of course it matters.
WOMAN: Why?
MAN: Put yours next to mine.
(She opens her chair and places it next to his, side
by side.)
MAN: (Cont’d) See that?
WOMAN: (Meaning yes.) Uh-huh.
MAN: Two seats on an airplane.
WOMAN: Wow.
MAN: You try.
WOMAN: Okay. . . . The back seat of a car.
MAN: good one. Now, watch what happens when I do this.
(He moves one chair far from the other one.)
WOMAN: You moved one.
MAN: Yep.
WOMAN: Now I feel a sort of distance.
MAN: Bingo! Just the effect I was hoping for.
WOMAN: So where we place the chairs does matter.
MAN: Precisely.
WOMAN: except this is supposed to be a play about sound,
not the distance of chairs.
MAN: Really?
WOMAN: (Pointing at a sheet of paper she has handed to him.)
See, says right here.
MAN: (Reading.) “The sense of sound must be an important
element of the play.” Damn.
WOMAN: We could always break the rules.
MAN: I wouldn’t be able to live with myself. . . . (Pocketing
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the piece of paper.) Oh well, back to the drawing board.
WOMAN: (Returning the chair he moved.) I don’t like these
chairs so far apart.
MAN: Aha! I have an idea.
WOMAN: What?
MAN: Freytag’s pyramid.
WOMAN: Huh?
MAN: Freytag. gustav Freytag.
WOMAN: He built a pyramid?
MAN: Sorta. He was a nineteenth century novelist who saw
common patterns in fiction. He created a diagram, a “pyramid,” to explain those patterns.
WOMAN: Okay.
MAN: He gave us the terms “exposition,” “inciting incident,”
“rising action”―
WOMAN: (Interrupting.) Don’t tell me. I know what comes
next. “Climax.”
(Awkward pause.)
MAN: And then “falling action,” “resolution,” and “dénouement.”
WOMAN: We’re running out of time. We have to put in
sound.
MAN: (Directing her to one of the chairs.) Sit.
(She complies. He sits on the other chair.)
MAN: (Cont’d) We’re on a roller coaster.
WOMAN: Cool. Are we lovers?
MAN: Huh?
WOMAN: Lovers. At an amusement park.
MAN: Okay.
WOMAN: I feel it moving.
MAN: We’re off!
(They act as if the imaginary rollercoaster starts
moving.)
MAN: (Cont’d)
(A little louder, as he puts his hands in the air.)
This isn’t just any ol’ roller coaster, either. It’s the longest,
fastest, scariest roller coaster in the world.
WOMAN: (Hugging him fiercely, closing her eyes.) Hold me.
What’s it doing?
MAN: Climbing . . . higher . . . higher . . . higher . . . HIGHER.
(They crest the top of the first hill.)
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Oh my gOD!
(They pick up incredible speed as the coaster begins
its journey around the track. They scream, yell, holler, cry, laugh and shake in their coaster car seats.
The ride lasts approximately a minute and then the
coaster brakes and they come to a stop. She opens her
eyes and loosens her grip some, but not entirely.)
WOMAN: My hair must be a mess.
MAN: Naw.
WOMAN: That had it all.
MAN: (Meaning yes.) Uh-huh.
WOMAN: Rising action. Climax.
MAN: Conflict. Falling action.
WOMAN: I felt the falling action. What was the conflict?
MAN: Whether I should tell you I’m married.
WOMAN: You’re what?
MAN: Married, you know, as in walk down the aisle.
WOMAN: But?
MAN: My wife is off buying cotton candy. She’s scared of roller
coasters. She told me to ride it alone.
WOMAN: How could you?
MAN: Admit it. It was fun.
WOMAN: I feel so dirty.
MAN: Want to ride it again?
(She stands and slaps him.)
WOMAN: YOU MONSTER!
MAN: (While massaging his jaw.) Not the climax I was hoping
for, but a climax just the same. Now for the resolution.
WOMAN: You want resolution, I’ll give you resolution. Stand
up.
(He stands. She kicks him in the crotch. He screams
in pain and falls to the ground.)
WOMAN: (conT’d) I’m outta here.
(She stomps loudly in place, as if she were leaving.)
WOMAN: (Cont’d)
(Stopping her stomping.)
Wow. Freytag’s pyramid kicks butt.
MAN: That’s not all it kicks.
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WOMAN: Sorry. got caught up in the scene.
(She helps him to his feet.)
MAN: Thank you. (After catching his breath.) We still have to
do the “dénouement.”
WOMAN: Remind me again. What is the “dénouement”?
MAN: The ending. It’s a French term. At the dénouement, we explain any unresolved items that remain after the resolution.
WOMAN: So, I exited the scene too soon.
MAN: Yes, you did. You’ll have to make another entrance.
WOMAN: Okay.
(She walks in place, as if making an entrance.)
WOMAN: (Cont’d)
YOU AGAIN!
(She is about to kick him in the crotch again.)
MAN: DON’T! Please, please, please don’t.
WOMAN: Where’s your wife?
MAN: I don’t have one. I was joking.
WOMAN: Liar!
MAN: No, honest, it was a joke. A stupid joke, I admit, but only
a joke. (Holding up his left hand.) See, no ring.
WOMAN: It’s probably in your pocket.
MAN: I swear. I’m not married.
WOMAN: (Calming down.) Really?
MAN: Really.
WOMAN: You need to be more careful with your jokes.
MAN: Believe me. Next time, I will be.
WOMAN: Wanna ride the rollercoaster again?
MAN: No, I need to sit a spell. Rest.
WOMAN: (Pointing at the chairs.) How about that bench? It
has a view of the duck pond.
MAN: Okay.
(She helps him to the chairs. They sit close to each
other.)
WOMAN: We’re at a duck pond.
MAN: Oh. (Imitating a duck.) Quack. Quack. Quack.
WOMAN: good job.
MAN: Thanks. . . . Wanna hold hands?
WOMAN: Okay.
(They hold hands.)
MAN: Pretty soon the sun’s gonna set.
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WOMAN: That’ll be nice.
MAN: Yeah. . . . What would you like? A poem? A song?
WOMAN: Silence.
MAN: Seriously?
(She leans into him.)
WOMAN: The sound of silence.
(In silence, they watch the sun set.)
MAN: I’m—
WOMAN: (Interrupting.) Shhhhh.
(They look longingly into each other’s eyes. Quietly,
they kiss.)
(Fade.)

The end
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Second TierS
Glenn Alterman
For
Monica Lewinsky
ProducTion noTeS:
Folsom One Act Theater Festival
September 2011,
Part of the Nach in Berlin, Germany .
Directed by Henning Hurwicz.
Cast:
JIMMY, Carl Dorn
ROBIN , Hans Breth.
The play also received a developmental reading at
The Workshop Theater Company
New York in September, 2011
Cast:
JIMMY, Dustye Winniford
ROBIN, Jeff Paul

CHARACTeRS:
JIMMY, A nice looking, middle aged man
ROBIN, A nice looking, middle aged man
PlACe: a small, dimly lit bar in Key West, Florida
TIMe: The present, early afternoon
(In the dark we hear a parade, music, crowd voices outside.
As the lights come up we are inside a small, dimly lit bar. It
is early afternoon, The bar is still boarded up from the night
before. The bar is empty except for JIMMY and ROBIN, seated
at a table. JIMMY has a drink, his glass is half empty)
JIMMY: James!
ROBIN: (Trying to calm him) Jimmy . . .
JIMMY: JAMeS!
ROBIN: Jimmy, c’mon.
JIMMY: That’s how he’d say it, like that. From the other room,
BellOWING! Not Jimmy, no, not even Jim: JAMeS! With
that condescending, superior . . . JAMeS!!!
(Bellowing)
James-Bartholomew-Olson, come in here right now!
ROBIN: (Starting to leave) I’m gonna go.
JIMMY: like I was his slave or something.
ROBIN: (Stopping) Jimmy, are you coming to the parade or
not?!
JIMMY: And if he’d had a bad day, y’know, like didn’t save
someone or something, me, I’d get the brunt of it!
ROBIN: YeS OR NO?!
JIMMY: (Turning to him, finishing his drink, suddenly softer)
You ever miss it, Robbie?
ROBIN: What?
JIMMY: The danger, excitement.
ROBIN: No, absolutely not! What, being someone’s shadow?
JIMMY: Being Batman’s boy?
ROBIN: (Going over to him) Boy-toy; plaything for his pleasure! No, Jimmy, I don’t miss a minute of it. I am absolutely
happy here in Key West, with you—without any of that.
JIMMY: But don’t you miss . . . ?
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ROBIN: What, the capes, the cave, living a closety life, being
someone’s second?! All the secrets, the lies, the cover ups.
Secrets, yeah, like everyone didn’t know.
JIMMY: They knew, people knew?
ROBIN: Sure, ‘course.
JIMMY: Well no one knew about us.
ROBIN: Dynamic duo, that was his dumb idea. We couldn’t
be just Bruce Wayne, Dick Grayson, lovers. No, always
had to be some fantasy with him. And as for Alfred, that
old queen . . .
JIMMY: Well actually lois knew.
ROBIN: Always amazed me how no one ever outed Miss Alfie.
‘Mean he was so obvious, so fey. S’funny how if you carried a tray and wore a tux back then, you could get away
with anything. You know one time we caught him watching
us doing it?
JIMMY: Alfred?
ROBIN: Yeah, Bruce and me were going hot and heavy in the
Bat bed, and I noticed the eyes in a painting on the wall
were moving, then staring. I stopped, said “Bruce, your
painting, look! He jumped up, got out of bed, ran out into
the hall. Saw Alfred “pretending” he was dusting something.
I mean there’s Bruce, buck naked. I’m sure Miss Alfie
got an eyeful. ‘Mean they didn’t call Bruce the “bat” for
nothing. Anyway, Alfred sort of apologized and swished
off with his duster. And how Alfie loooved helping Bruce
in and out of that Bat suit. He’d be glued to the night sky
waiting, hoping for the Bat signal so he’d be able to dress
“Master Bruce”. Bruce thought it was funny. I thought it
was kinda creepy. Anyway, Alfred didn’t care very much
for me either. Thought I wasn’t “worthy enough,” Y’know,
the whole Wayne family pedigree. So eventually DC comics
“arranged” for his marriage, for show. last I heard, Bruce
was secretly sneaking off to cruise the men’s rooms in the
Gotham City Mall. He’s a regular tea room, toe tapper.
Pretty pathetic, if you ask me. eh, ancient history.—C’mon,
c’mon, let’s go
(ROBIN starts to leave)
JIMMY: lois was a lesbian!
ROBIN: (Stopping) What?!
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JIMMY: lois lane was a lesbian!
ROBIN: What are you talking about? everyone knew she had
the hots for him. Didn’t she marry him in what, like ’95?
JIMMY: For show. It sold comics. Kids. Actually lois was into
Diana Prince, Wonder Woman. Cat Woman introduced them
at a DC comic convention. Been together for years. They
live up in Northampton, Mass. Adopted a kid, Chinese,
years ago.
ROBIN: So you’re saying . . . ?
JIMMY: I was lois’ beard, and she was mine. Gotta remember
the times, Robbie. Black and white TV.
ROBIN: So closety. How everyone worshipped them. If the
public only knew the secrets they had hidden under those
capes. Thought they were “indestructible”, “above it all”.
JIMMY: Well Superman sort of was.
ROBIN: Jimmy, everyone, everyone’s got their Kryptonite,
Achilles heel. Nobody’s above it all. They just think they
are, ‘cause they fly so high.
JIMMY: God, the parties back then. You haven’t partied until you’ve been in a room filled with a bunch of steroid,
muscled up, super-heroes showing off their “best attributes”.
This one time, Captain Marvel made Mr. Freeze just melt
and . . .
ROBIN: Jimmy, what are you doing?!
JIMMY: What do you mean?
ROBIN: All this nostalgia? What’s going on, you suddenly
missing him?
JIMMY: “S”? No, not at all.
ROBIN: (Smiling) Am I getting too old to—leap tall buildings
in a single bounce?
JIMMY: Bound; leap tall buildings in a single bound. Sides
there are no tall buildings in Key West.
ROBIN: Come on, let’s close up, watch the parade. Be fun; get
you out of this—funk.
JIMMY: I don’t want to go.
ROBIN: (Looking at him) What do you mean, you love Fantasy
Fest.
JIMMY: I’ll set up, get the bar ready for later. We should be
getting a big crowd.
ROBIN: Jimmy, for God’s sake, what the hell is going on?!
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JIMMY: Nothing.
ROBIN: (JIMMY starts setting up. ROBIN goes over to him)
What?!
JIMMY: (Turning to ROBIN, a beat, then softly) He’s here.
ROBIN: Who? Clark, Superman, in Key West?!
JIMMY: He flew in for Fantasy Fest.
ROBIN: How do you know?
JIMMY: I . . . uh have a Jmmy Olsen page, on Facebook. And
. . . we’ve been in touch.
ROBIN: I see.
(Sitting down)
So, you want to see him?
JIMMY: My Jimmy Olsen Facebook pictures aren’t exactly
updated.
ROBIN: How old are they?
JIMMY: I don’t know, . . . ‘bout thirty years or something. From
when I was still a cub reporter at the Daily Planet.
ROBIN: Oh.
JIMMY: He hasn’t aged at all, “S.” looks the same. Something
to do with Krypton. They don’t age down here like we do.
So no, I really don’t want to see him.
ROBIN: You mean you don’t want him to see you.—Why didn’t
you tell me about any of this?
JIMMY: I dunno. It’s just . . . lately I’ve been thinking about
how exciting it all was back then. Always living in fear
we’d be found out. The daily danger. Today, everybody’s so
God damned “out and proud and rah-rah-rah!” Back then
a quick kiss in a corner, so romantic. A quickie with Clark
in the Daily Planet men’s room, so taboo.
ROBIN: Jimmy, they used us! Sure, we let them. like everyone
else, we were blinded by their light. Heroes, super heroes.
But to them we were just notches on a belt.
JIMMY: I know.
ROBIN: (Smiling) For what it’s worth, in my world, you always
were and will be number one; not someone’s second. ever
since that moment we met at that Holloween party where
you were dressed as . . .
JIMMY: (Cringing) Bat-girl.
ROBIN: And you looked at me and said . . . .
JIMMY: Great Caesar’s ghost!
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ROBIN: From that first minute I swear, I . . . I just knew.
JIMMY: Me too. And you scooped me up, and saved me- from
Superman.
ROBIN: And you freed me from the Bat cave—and Alfred. I
just felt we had this something in common. I mean little did
I know . . . . But I have to confess . . .
JIMMY: What?
ROBIN: That Bat-girl wig you wore . . . I thought . . . You looked
more like Super-Hassidic Jew.
JIMMY: look who’s talking? What were you dressed as?
ROBIN: (Smiling) Thoroughly Modern Millie. I was madcap
Millie out looking for her man that night. And I found him,
Bat-girl, in a bad wig! And c’mon, admit it, I looked damn
good that night!
JIMMY: Yes you did, still do.
ROBIN: Well, for a middle aged . . . Go, see your Superman, go
ahead. What’s he going dressed as for Fantasy Fest?
JIMMY: Duh, Superman.
ROBIN: Okay, then you go as—Jimmy Olsen. Not James, not
Jim! (Like “Just Jack”, from “Will and Grace”) JUST
JIMMY!
JIMMY: (Smiling, holding his hands up to frame his face) Just
Jimmy!
ROBIN: (Going over to him, holding him)Just Jimmy who I
have loved for —God, over thirty years!
JIMMY: (Smiling) Ow.
ROBIN: And they said it would never last. “Just Jimmy”, who
I happily share a home, two dogs, a neurotic cat, and a gay
bar called Champs in Key West with. Alright, so maybe
you can’t fly or bend steel in you bare hands, but you’re a
good person, Jimmy. Kind, caring. And kind, caring people
are the real heroes today and are highly underrated. . . . Go
ahead, go see him.
JIMMY: Maybe I should carry some Kryptonite.
ROBIN: leave that for lex luthor. You don’t need to kill the
guy. Just go over to him, smile, say “Hey, hi, nice seeing
you again Superman. Thanks for the memories. Welcome
to Key West. This is where I live—now.
JIMMY: God, I love you.
ROBIN: (Smiling) So, can we finally go?
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JIMMY: Sure.
(JIMMY kisses ROBIN)
ROBIN: (A bit surprised) What’s that for?
JIMMY: For nothing, for thirty years. For everything. For saving me.
ROBIN: For saving me.
JIMMY: Hey, hi, hello—thanks for the memories. This is where
I live—now.
(Then, smiling)
You really are thoroughly modern, Millie.
ROBIN: Yeah?
JIMMY: Just like in the movie, Julie Andrews. Perfect, absolutely perfect. everything in place. everything so right, . . .
right down to the shoes.—C’mon, let’s go.
(HE opens the door to the bar. Bright sunlight fills the
bar. We hear the loud crowd, the parade. They look
at each other, smile. Blackout. End of play)

The end
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Skull (leSS Three and TwenTy)
Jason Gray Platt
ProducTion noTeS:
Red Bull Theater
Artistic Director: Jesse Berger
Theater at St. Clement’s.
June 13, 2011
Director: Wendy McClellan
Cast:
QUEEN, Kate MacCluggage
FOOL, Andrew Weems

ChARACTERS
ThE QUEEN: A queen, female, 30s
ThE FOOL: A fool, male, 40s
SETTiNg: A court, the queen’s quarters.
TiME: hundreds of years ago.
Text Notes:
A dash (-) means the speaker has stopped him or herself.
A backslash (/) denotes a point of overlapping or interruption by the following dialogue.
Text in parentheses (text) is spoken sotto voce.
The Queen and the Fool in the Queen’s quarters.
FOOL: her majesty asked to see me?
QUEEN: Please, make yourself comfortable.
FOOL: Not easy to do when the air is cold enough to freeze
Satan’s piss.
QUEEN: Yes. That cannot be good for the soul, can it, to be subject to such oscillations in weather? Surely a soul expands
and contracts with the air just as any substance does.
FOOL: Exactly why i keep two souls, madame.
QUEEN: Two?
FOOL: Yes, it provides me much greater balance. Though i don’t
call them hot and cold but rather left and right.
(He indicates his feet.)
QUEEN: Do you think it’s best to go stomping around on your
souls all day?
FOOL: Without question. To tread on the soul is to make it terrible sad, and sadness of the soul is what your poet would
call experience, and experience is wisdom. Therefore the
wisest thing a man can do is to spend his day walking. The
greatest fool i ever knew spent morning till night on his feet,
and if ever he did offend, by the time he was to be punished
he was already miles away.
QUEEN:That’s nicely spun.i can see why my son is so attached
to you. I find him echoing your gestures with increasing
frequency.
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FOOL: The honor is mine. What can i do for her majesty?
QUEEN: i often wish that i could make him laugh the way
you do. Or anyone, for that matter. There is a great power
in it.
FOOL: Nothing compared to a queen’s influence. If her majesty
is ever inclined to switch places—
QUEEN: Oh, do you aspire after royalty now? There is nothing
so dangerous as foolish ambition.
FOOL: i only aspire to the degree necessary for subsequent
respiration.
QUEEN: i don’t think you’d much enjoy it. Queens have to
be so horribly serious all the time. Whereas you get to say
whatever you like.
FOOL: Not so.
QUEEN: Please. One cannot by definition be offended by a
fool. Fools speak nonsense, and only another fool would
take offense at nonsense. And then you would have proven
the first fool was right all along.
FOOL: i’ll ask you not to give away trade secrets, madame.
QUEEN: it’s exactly the sort of trap my husband would fall
into. Why don’t you tell me one about him.
FOOL: One what?
QUEEN: Say something funny.
FOOL: A joke?
QUEEN: Yes. Tell me a joke about the king. i’ve heard you
have some rather juicy ones.
FOOL: i would never dare to question his majesty.
QUEEN: Because he’s already quite the fool himself, you mean?
Come, there’s no need to be withholding.
FOOL: i assure you /
QUEEN: What was it they told me you said the other night at
the innkeeper’s? “The king is so thick, he thinks fencing is
a sport for carpenters.” i also very much liked: “why does
the king require ten women for his sexual satisfaction?”
(she waits for his reply)
Well?
FOOL: “Because it takes that many to hold down the horse.”
QUEEN: Don’t be misled by the fact that i’m not laughing. i do
find them amusing. Somewhere deep beneath the flesh I’m
quite sure my spleen is quivering in illicit delight. it’s just that i
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find displays of laughter somehow. Presumptuous, I suppose.
It seems vain for the mortal beast to find humor in the very
life that condemns her to death. You know this Then, of
course, were someone to observe my laughter at such jokes,
i would be in a great deal of trouble. Because to impugn the
character of the king is an act of treason. is it not?
(beat)
FOOL: it would be.
QUEEN: Not a good position to find oneself in. But the king
is so busy at the moment that i see no reason to involve
him in such trivial matters. i thought instead that you and i
could. Work something out ourselves. There are two sides
to every story, after all.
FOOL: You haven’t spoken to his majesty?
QUEEN: Oh no. No, i can keep secrets when necessary. it’s a
requisite trait for anyone in the public eye.
FOOL: Of course.
QUEEN: Would you perhaps like to hear one of them?
(beat)
FOOL: Then it would no longer be a secret.
QUEEN: On the contrary, it becomes even more clandestine
once two people share it because it’s all the more dangerous.
Which is the defining characteristic of the secret.
FOOL: It would be an honor to hold your confidence.
QUEEN: You’re too kind. You see, when i heard what you’d
said, i asked myself how much you might truly hate the
king. The way he treats you—
FOOL: i promise you i harbor no hatred for his majesty, nor
for anyone.
QUEEN: Please don’t feel it necessary to deny your feelings.
Now that you are in this precarious position we can be
perfectly honest with one another. True honesty is only
ever possible when power is unequally shared between two
people. in times of equanimity we’re all much too afraid of
losing the advantage to be forthright.
FOOL: i believe it was your majesty who had something she
wanted to share with me.
QUEEN: All right, if you’re going to be shy. i ask how much
you might hate the king because i, myself, have. Rather
mixed feelings for him. he is not, as you know—it would
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be generous to say that he is not a sympathetic man. For
anyone other than himself, that is. And a requirement, i
believe, of any sovereign is that if they are not sympathetic,
they must at least be intelligent. But as your humor has so
delicately touched on, his majesty hardly possessed profound judgment to begin with, and whatever he did possess
has now been thoroughly corroded in that familiar manner
that only authority can occasion. how he treats his. Realm.
is astonishing in its callous ineptitude. The only reasonable solution is that he must leave the throne. i know that
a number of us have come to this conclusion. however, he
is not the kind to abdicate of his own volition. Therefore
we must pressure him to do so.
FOOL: how?
QUEEN: With his death, ideally.
(beat)
FOOL: Your majesty is joking, of course.
QUEEN: No, i leave that to the professionals. i am convinced
that once he is dead, it will be much easier to remove him
from the throne.
FOOL: Apparently you haven’t seen how much his majesty has
been eating recently.
QUEEN: We’ve stopped being funny now.
FOOL: People tell me i stopped years ago.
QUEEN: hold your tongue. i thought that given your. Opinions
of my husband, as well as the fact that he seems to trust
you a great deal—which demonstrates exactly the strength
of judgment he has—that you might be well suited to the
task. There is also this unfortunate. Situation, that you find
yourself in, which really works out to my benefit. And who
would ever suspect the gentle fool?
FOOL: I’m afraid you may find me far too gentle and not
enough of a fool.
QUEEN: Afterward, if you wished to stay here in my court
you would be more than welcome, or if you desired your
freedom, you would have that as well. You have my word.
What you do not have, is much of a choice.
(beat)
FOOL: You and his majesty are not very close.
QUEEN: Our personal relationship is immaterial.
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FOOL: in the manner you imply, yes. i meant that the two of
you don’t speak a great deal.
QUEEN: Enough to leave us desiring no more of each other.
FOOL: Madame, why do you think his majesty brought me
here to begin with?
QUEEN: he was rather on edge following that incident with
the lords a number of years ago. i believe he desired some
Levity, in the court.
FOOL: Levity, yes, but not for the court.
QUEEN: For whom, then?
FOOL: When i was conscripted, the king gave me instructions
to go among the people, and to mock him.
The Queen suppresses a laugh.
QUEEN: i don’t take offense at you attempting to equivocate
your way out of the circumstances, but i am going to ask
that you respect me enough to work a little harder at it.
FOOL: i’m not equivocating in the least. i was told very clearly
to pass at least two nights a week in public houses ridiculing
any number of subjects from his majesty himself, the monarchy, your highness, the young prince. Whatever happened to
strike my fancy at the moment. To be perfectly honest, i’m
surprised this is the first you’ve heard of it. But then, you
don’t appear especially concerned with his reputation.
QUEEN: Why on earth would he ask you to do that?
FOOL: So they would laugh at him, obviously.
QUEEN: he’s encouraging acts of sedition?
FOOL: Sedition—
(he waves his hand)
his majesty is more concerned with power than reputation, you’re quite right about that.
QUEEN: Then it can’t possibly benefit him to instill revolutionary feeling among his subjects.
FOOL: Oh but you see, i do the opposite. i make people
laugh.
QUEEN: And how is that the opposite?
FOOL: You can’t despise what you casually dismiss with a
good chuckle. When i said that i feel hatred for no one i
was quite serious. I just find everything rather funny. Even
this, really. This is the funniest thing that’s happened to me
in months. Not from your perspective, perhaps.
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(beat)
FOOL: You see this is exactly why it’s better to keep everything
light, otherwise matters become so grave and uncomfortable. i merely. Release the pressure. So i suppose i am a kind
of assassin after all. But my prey is passion, not people.
QUEEN: Aren’t you a nasty little monkey. i’ve been trying to
stir up this population for months now.
FOOL: in my experience, people tend to prefer a good hearty
laugh to picking up a sword. Less of a mess to clean up
afterward.
QUEEN: i may need to have a nice long sit down with the king
about you.
FOOL: Please do. i’ll be especially curious to hear how you
explain that last part.
(The Fool takes out a juggling ball and tosses it
casually.)
QUEEN: i think you and i have concluded our business.
FOOL:Not quite yet. it turns out that you were correct about
my potential connection to treasonous acts.
QUEEN: how so?
FOOL: i believe it is treason to know of a plot against the
king and not report it, isn’t it? i merely wish to be a good
subject.
QUEEN: You arrogant little clown, if you—Do you have any
idea how much horror has come at that man’s hands? he
has bathed in so much blood that it sweats itself out of
him in the night. i watch it seep from his skin onto the bed
sheets. You’re no better than some middling shade at the
right hand of hades. No matter. You are truly a fool if you
imagine he would believe you.
FOOL: Oh, do the two of you have a strong relationship? Because he and i share the sort of bond that only comes with
speaking frankly about one another. On the other hand, i
do hold a great deal of faith in your ability to persuade me
to maintain my silence. For whatever tempting reason that
may be.
QUEEN: There’s that foolish ambition rearing its little head.
FOOL:i suppose it is rather dangerous, though you were wrong
about for whom. Feel free to begin persuading me whenever
you like.
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(beat)
FOOL: Shall i tell a joke to ease the tension?
QUEEN: Now that you mention it, yes. i think that’s an
excellent idea. Make me laugh, Yorrick.
FOOL: Your majesty doesn’t quite seem to be in the mood.
QUEEN: That shouldn’t matter to you, should it? As entertaining
as you are. Unless you’ve ceased to be amusing altogether,
which is beginning to be my opinion. That would mean
your services are no longer required here. Anyone who
keeps around a fool without wit has a much greater fool in
herself So let’s have a test of your mercenary charms, shall
we? Since your cheery antics have the power to disperse
rumblings of oppression, hunger, and revolution, as you
claim—Let’s jump straight to death.
FOOL: Your majesty?
QUEEN: What do you suppose is the funniest way to die?
FOOL: Thankfully i have no experience in that area.
QUEEN: i imagine it’s hanging. Not if your neck breaks, that
isn’t very entertaining. But if for some reason you aren’t
dropped far enough, and you simply dangle in the air with
your arms and legs flinging about like some gargantuan
insect—
That would amuse me greatly.
FOOL: You don’t think the prince would find the spectacle
very disturbing?
QUEEN: i should hope he does. And with any luck he’ll realize
that while you have your uses, the power of the gambol and
the gibe is much more treacherous than it may appear.
FOOL: The king would be very disappointed if that occurred.
QUEEN: i don’t believe so. That’s the problem with being the
fly on the wall. No one notices if the fly is gone.
(beat)
FOOL: Perhaps i can help your majesty with her proposal after
all.
QUEEN: Can you make me laugh?
FOOL: i—
QUEEN: if you can’t make me laugh, you aren’t much use
to anyone, are you? Murderers are not so rare and much
less valuable, but the power of a good jester, obviously—
So here is the test. i want you to concentrate on your death.
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imagine the day that you will not return home to a familiar
bed for the first time. Think of the rope around your neck,
and your limp sack of muscle and bone hanging slackly
beneath. Then your frigid corpse being feasted on by maggots and their offspring as they chew away at your flesh.
And all of the choices you have made, all of the relations,
all of the hardship you have so valiantly overcome, all of
that now nothing more than a stained skull being tossed
around a graveyard by two boys at play. Concentrate on
all of that. And make me laugh.

The End
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Stalk Me BaBy
C.S. Hanson

Production noteS:
STALK ME, BABY was developed by At-Hand
Theatre in New Yo rk City (Dan Horrigan, artistic
director).
Mankato Mosaic Theatre Company
Part of “Coffee Shop Tales,”
March 3 – 5, 2011,
Mankato, Minnesota
Directed by Launa Helder.
Cast:
HANNAH, Michaella Crnkovic
MATTHEW, Ryan Thoreson

CHARACTERS:
HANNAH, late twenties, female
MATTHEW, late twenties, male
SETTiNg: A coffee bar in an urban area.
(Hannah and Matthew sit at separate tables in a
coffee bar. He’s sending a text message on his cell
phone. Hannah, with cell phone and latte, gets up
and approaches Matthew.)
HANNAH: Okay, that’s enough. i am wigging out. Hand it
over.
MATTHEW: What?
HANNAH: Oh please. You’re caught. i see what you’re doing.
MATTHEW: What are you talking about?
HANNAH: if i had a pair of handcuffs—stalker handcuffs—i’d
cuff you right here, right now.
MATTHEW: Whaaaa? Did you say stalker?
HANNAH: The phone? Oh, that’s good, act all alarmed. . . .
Look, you’re making me crazy. Mind if i sit?
MATTHEW: i’m in the middle of—
(Hannah sits.)
HANNAH: Thanks.
MATTHEW: Actually, i’m kind of busy—
HANNAH: So, i could call the police—
MATTHEW: The police?
HANNAH: Hold on. But i’m willing to keep this private.
MATTHEW: i don’t know what you’re talking about.
HANNAH: Yeah right. Every time i come in here, i get these
stalker text messages—lewd stuff, sicko messages, i mean
really sicko. i know it’s you. i see the pattern. i read your messages, squirm, get ho—(almost says hot) . . . horrified, and you,
you, just get off on it, don’t you? Every time i’m in here.
MATTHEW: i’ve never even seen you before.
HANNAH: i’m a regular. And so are you.
MATTHEW: it’s not me. i swear. You got the wrong—
HANNAH: Listen, you big jerk, lay off. Do you realize how
scared i am? Wondering if you’re going to follow me back

210

2012—the BeSt ten-Minute PlayS

to my apartment at 302 Second Street in Park Slope?
MATTHEW: geez, i think you should—
HANNAH: Apartment 1-F.
MATTHEW: —call the police.
HANNAH: Oh, that sounds easy. File a report. At a police station. They’d probably make me open my phone and read
the messages out loud. i mean, i sit here reading them and
i know i just start blushing. This is so embarrassing.
MATTHEW: it’s that bad, huh?
HANNAH: i just want to know: Will you stop? Now that i’ve
confronted you? Or . . . or i will risk humiliation and go to
the cops. No, no, i’ll call them right now.
MATTHEW: Hey, wait a minute. Check my outgoing messages.
You’ll see. i didn’t send you any—go ahead, click on any
message.
(Matthew hands her his phone. She reads his messages.)
HANNAH: You text your mom?
MATTHEW: And my eight-year-old nephew. And my friends.
You see your number anywhere in there?
HANNAH: Maybe you erase the messages right away.
MATTHEW: Call the police. get me out of this. Waste my time
a little longer, would you?
HANNAH: Oh my god. i’m so sorry. i’ve lost sleep over this.
i’ve never been this bugged out. You’re . . . you’re not the
guy. You’re not the e-stalker. Could i get you something
for your trouble? A latte? Frapp? Mocha capp?
MATTHEW: it’s okay.
HANNAH: Peppermint mocha twist frapp with extra whipped
cream? And a cinnamon thing? Cake thing. A coffee, coffee
cake or—something, anything. You should eat.
MATTHEW: i hope you catch the weirdo.
HANNAH: i feel so foolish.
MATTHEW: No, no, you shouldn’t. Really. i, uh, i admire your
tenacity, taking matters into your own hands.
HANNAH: Oh, thank you. i was so nervous, coming over here.
i almost dropped my cell phone my hands were shaking
so much.
MATTHEW: i almost thought you were going to whip out a
pair of handcuffs.
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(Big laugh from Hannah. Together, both chuckling,
they move their chairs closer together.)
HANNAH: So, those messages about meeting up? Were they
to your girlfriend? Not that it’s any of my—
MATTHEW: girlfriend? i, uh, nope.
HANNAH: No? Oh, okay. i mean, you seem like such a nice
guy i thought—
MATTHEW: Your boyfriend must be pretty upset about the
stalker.
HANNAH: Boyfriend? Oh, no, he’s not—i mean, no, i don’t,
i mean, i’m not seeing anyone right now.
MATTHEW: Hey, you know you can block certain numbers?
HANNAH: You’re kidding.
MATTHEW: i’ll show you.
HANNAH: No, no, you’ve done enough.
MATTHEW: i’d like to help you out.
HANNAH: But, you know, when i go to the police, i should
probably have everything preserved the way it happened—
MATTHEW: You mind?
(Matthew grabs Hannah’s phone.)
HANNAH: Please, really, you don’t have to—
MATTHEW: What’d you do? Erase all your evidence?
HANNAH: Did i? Well, let’s see, maybe i—
MATTHEW: There are no ingoing or outgoing text records.
HANNAH: i’m a total klutz with technology.
MATTHEW: Did you just—? . . .
HANNAH: No, i accidentally deleted the messages.
MATTHEW: Have you been—?
HANNAH: i want my phone back.
MATTHEW: No text messages have been deleted in the last
month. i work in iT. You’re not being stalked. You’re the
one who’s—
HANNAH: Look, i’m, i’m—
MATTHEW: Have you been stalking me?
HANNAH: No, well, not stalking. it’s just—
MATTHEW: You’ve been stalking—
HANNAH: No, no. it’s just, you sit here all hooked up to your
laptop and your phone, barely looking up. Maybe i’ve overheard some conversations. You were so supportive when
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your mom had the bunion surgery. Tailor bunions? i’d never
heard of—And getting her the crutches. Stocking her fridge
with Peach Snapple iced Tea, which is my favorite too. And
that day your sister got dumped by that, well, obviously a
moron, because your sister sounds, well, gosh you all seem
really nice. i loved it when you insisted on taking her to that
Sandra Bullock movie, which, yeah, it was panned by the
critics, but it was the perfect i’ve-just-been-dumped movie.
Perfect because she doesn’t end up with the guy, but she’s
learned to feel special just for being her dorky self. i noticed
we both laughed in the same places.
MATTHEW: What? You were there? You followed me to
the—
HANNAH: No. No. Not followed, not exactly. But, you know,
you made plans on the phone, sitting here. Out loud. The
whole coffee bar could have picked up and gone. Kipps Bay,
the 7:40 show. No, it’s not like i was—i’d been thinking
of going to a movie that night. Really. i mean, that was my
plan. Come here, get some coffee, pick a movie. . . . i’m
really, oh, i’m so sorry.
MATTHEW: Just . . . forget it.
HANNAH: it’s just—
MATTHEW: What?
HANNAH: i didn’t know how to get your attention.
MATTHEW: Ever heard of online dating? You don’t have to
accuse anyone of being a criminal.
HANNAH: i had eighty-nine dates last year with guys i met
online. I’m taking myself offline. I don’t like to pursue. I
don’t like to promote myself, in that way, you know, like,
as “date” material. it makes me feel, well, kind of misunderstood right from the start. . . . I wanted someone to find
me. And then i saw you.
(Matthew begins packing up his things.)
HANNAH: i apologize. i wasn’t going to have you arrested. i
wanted to exchange phone numbers.
MATTHEW: You could have asked.
HANNAH: Like you would have talked to me. i mean, people
don’t talk. They sit and text and iM and . . . Look, you can
keep coming here. I’ll find a new place.
(Hannah gets up to leave.)
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MATTHEW: You’re right about online dating. it sucks. if you
low key your profile, you come off like a loser. If you put on
a good spin, you’re just gonna disappoint the other person.
it’s never gonna be the same as, you know, just getting to
know someone, like, you know—
HANNAH: in person?
MATTHEW: We’re all looking for the same thing.
HANNAH: Really? So, then, maybe you understand why i—
MATTHEW: i don’t know.
HANNAH: So have me arrested—arrested for just trying to get
someone’s attention in this crazy city.
MATTHEW: Sit down. Put your phone away.
(Hannah sits down. They both beam.)

The End
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PlayS for three or More actorS

amuse-bouche
Michael Clark
Production notes:
amuse-bouche was originally produced in June 2010
by The New Perspective Festival in San Diego,
California (Kelly Lapczynski, Festival Director).
For general inquiries, please contact her through
her website: www.kellylapczynski.com.
Directed by Christopher Burger
Cast
WIFE, Leticia Martinez
WAITER, Brendan Slater
HUSBAND, Tom Andrew

characters:
WIFE, a woman in her middle twenties
WAITER, a man in his early thirties
HUSBAND, a man in his late twenties
SETTINg: A Michelin starred restaurant in the Californiawine
country.
TIME: Brunch.
WIFE: (reads James Beard’s Beard On Food) “Food is our
common ground, a universal experience.”
WAITER: good Morning.
WIFE: good Morning.
WAITER: Welcome.
WIFE: Thank you.
WAITER: What a breathtaking day for such a bewitchingly
beautiful woman!
WIFE: You’re too kind.
WAITER: May I offer a chilled beverage: Bloody Mary or Krug
grand Cuvée?
WIFE: No thank you.
WAITER: May I offer a hot beverage? Organic, fair trade, sustainable coffee blend or infused white tea?
WIFE: No. Thank you. I am waiting for my fiancée.
WAITER: You are waiting for your fiancée? Your fiancée! So,
what they say is true: “A thing of beauty is a joy forever.”
WIFE: O-M-g! I love Mary Poppins.
WAITER: John Keats actually. I’ll fetch you a bottle of mineral
water from the French Alps.
WIFE: Still.
WAITER: Still. I shall return.
WIFE: good Afternoon, my little crème brûlée.
HUSBAND: Hey.
WIFE: Happy Anniversary.
HUSBAND: Ah yes. The Anniversary.
WIFE: I loooooooooove you so much!
HUSBAND: I know you do.
WIFE: Can you believe it has been three whole months? It seems
like our lifetime has passed us by.
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WAITER: Good Afternoon and Welcome. Your fiancée wanted
to start off brunch with a twenty five dollar bottle of mineral
water from the French Alps.
WIFE: For our three month anniversary.
WAITER: For your three month anniversary?
WIFE: Yes. Our anniversary!
WAITER: Félicitations! Should we commence your brunch with
a couple of glasses of champagne or California sparkling
white wine? Taittinger Brut “La Francaise” or Domaine
Chandon Rosé?
HUSBAND: Huh?
WIFE: Do you have juice?
WAITER: We have freshly squeezed, free range juice of citrus.
WIFE: That sounds wonderful. Two please.
WAITER: I shall return with your amuse-bouche.
HUSBAND: He shall return with my what?
WIFE: How did you sleep?
HUSBAND: We need to talk.
WIFE: I slept like a pangolin.
HUSBAND: That’s nice. A pangolin?
WIFE: Yes. A pangolin. They’re supposed to be the mammal
that sleeps the most.
HUSBAND: Pangolins?
WIFE: Yes. The scaly anteater sleeps the best. Like I did. Last
night.
HUSBAND: You learn something new everyday.
WIFE: And you said Wikipedia was pointless! They say that
the first three months of a relationship are the roughest. The
toughest. I know it’s been sort of stressful but we made it.
We made it through our first three months together! I am
so ridiculously happy for us. go us! Now, let’s start planning the wedding. I was thinking pink. Pink as far as the
eyes can see. My wedding is going to look like pink threw
up all over it.
HUSBAND: My wedding? That’s what I want to talk to you
about.
WAITER: Here are your drinks.
HUSBAND: I’m leaving you.
WAITER: I’ll give you second to look over the menu.
HUSBAND: I’m leaving you.
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WIFE: I heard you the first time.
HUSBAND: I’m sorry but it’s all the clichés. “It’s not you, it’s
me.” That’s not true really. It’s not me, it’s you. “I think we
should be friends.” But not really. “We’ve drifted apart.” More
like I just wanted to get away from you. “Two roads diverged
in a yellow wood” and I choose the road: “Not You”.
WIFE: Stop it.
HUSBAND: I’ve been trying to tell you for eleven weeks.
WIFE: Eleven weeks? Wait. Let me do the math. (She does the
math in her head.) Remainder three. (Realization.) We’ve
only been going out for twelve!
HUSBAND: That’s what makes this so difficult.
WIFE: You proposed to me. I chose our wedding chargers!
HUSBAND: I want my mood ring back.
WIFE: I can’t believe this is happening. Why?
HUSBAND: It’s the little things.
WIFE: What little things?
HUSBAND: You aren’t the woman I acted like I fell in love
with.
WIFE: That’s a BIg THINg!
HUSBAND: It’s like you’re a PC and I’m a Mac. We’re just
incompatible. I thought you’d be more fun. Thought provoking. I came to find your just a crappy computer that was
already technologically obsolete the minute I bought it.
WIFE: Why do I have to be the PC? Why do you get to be the
Mac?
HUSBAND: That’s what you take from that? Really? You are
boring.
WIFE: I’m what?
HUSBAND: You . . . . are . . . . boring.
WIFE: No . . . . I’m . . . not.
HUSBAND: You’ve changed.
WIFE: How have I changed?
HUSBAND: You treat me like a child.
WIFE: I do not. (Emasculating) Please put your napkin on your
lap, Sweetie Pie.
HUSBAND: You make all the decisions.
WIFE: We need to be practical. We are planning for my
wedding.
HUSBAND: We used to do things. Fun things. You know what?
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You used to be fun. Now it’s please and thanks you’s. You
used to drink. Now you won’t even have a glass of California
sparkling white wine on your three month anniversary! By the
way, who the hell has a three month anniversary?! YouTube
and Hulu have corroded your brain to have the attention span
of a peanut. It’s like your brain is a fifteen minute play.
WIFE: A peanut? Really? You drop a bomb like this? On our
anniversary?
HUSBAND: I’m surprised we’ve lasted this long.
WIFE: You’re surprised? I’m surprised.
HUSBAND: Totally being honest here: you’ve gotten fatter.
WIFE: I have not.
HUSBAND: Not around your waist. Around your earlobes. I
can’t be engaged to a woman who has chubby earlobes.
What would people say?
WIFE: This is . . . You’re not serious. This is a joke. A very
sick joke. A very sick and cruel joke which I am not really
getting the punchline to. What’s the punchline? I’m not
getting the punchline.
HUSBAND: The punchline is: I don’t want to spend the rest
of my life with you.
WIFE: How can you say that to me?
HUSBAND: Easily. I’ve only waited eleven weeks to say it.
WIFE: Twelve. You are unbelievable.
HUSBAND: I feel like our sex life is like watching: “No Deal
or No Deal”. “How I Met Your Mother”. “Two and A Half
Men” without Charlie Sheen. They said Ashton Kutcher was
going to be better, but he wasn’t. He really wasn’t.
WIFE: What does that even mean?
HUSBAND: You don’t do things anymore. Things you did
before we got engaged.
WIFE: We’re engaged now. I shouldn’t have to do them.
HUSBAND: Even Bob’s wife does things to him on his birthday.
WIFE: Bob’s wife is poor white trash. (Aside) She shops at
Walmart.
HUSBAND: Julie doesn’t judge me. Julie loves me for who
I am.
WIFE: Julie?
HUSBAND: The other woman.
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WIFE: You’re cheating on me? How could you cheat on me?
I’m friggin’ awesome.
HUSBAND: It’s not my fault. It just happened like a week ago.
(Aside) Repeatedly.
WIFE: Where did you meet this Kim Kardasian?!
HUSBAND: The Soup Kitchen.
WIFE: The Soup Kitchen?
HUSBAND: Yes. The Soup Kitchen. It all started when I was
dropping off some donations to charity. You know: my set
of rookie baseball card that “you” didn’t want in “our”
apartment.
WIFE: Don’t be infantile. It’s “our” apartment.
HUSBAND: It’s your apartment that I built all the IKEA furniture in. If I ever see another neuken allen wrench I am
going to neuken lose it!
WIFE: What does neuken mean?
HUSBAND: It’s Dutch. Let’s put it this way: you wouldn’t know
what neuken means because you haven’t been neuken-ing
me for weeks. (But Julie has.) She is refreshing. A fresh
breath of Febreze.
WIFE: I bet she is very refreshing whether it’s your birthday
or not.
HUSBAND: (sings) It’s a very merry unbirthday for me (and
her)!
WIFE: How could you do this to me? To us?
HUSBAND: You did this to us a very long time ago.
WAITER: (Sets down with a grandoise white plate with microscopic sized food)We begin with your traditional brunch
amuse-bouche: apple crusted brioche à tête with an Albertian syrup reduction glaze atop hydroponic potatoes Lyonnaise accompanied by your freshly squeezed, free range
juice of citrus. Please enjoy.
HUSBAND: You call this breakfast?
(Moment. WIFE throws juice in HUSBAND’s
face.)
HUSBAND: Very mature.
WIFE: You want to break up? You got it.
HUSBAND: Pulpy.
WIFE: I cannot believe I squandered my youth on someone like
you. My rose has wilted.
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HUSBAND: The sooner you grow up and quit being so dramatic
the simpler life will be for you.
WIFE: I’ll see you in court.
HUSBAND: You can take your IKEA furniture and shove them
up your . . .
WAITER: gO!
HUSBAND: . . . what?
WAITER: Did I stutter? get out of here.
HUSBAND: This is none of your business.
WAITER: You are in my hauté cuisine temple of gastronomy.
You are my business.
HUSBAND: What are you going to do about it, tough guy?
WAITER: First, I’m going to force feed you mass amounts of corn
until your liver is engorged. Then, I am going to tear open your
skin with my bare hands and rip out your liver a lá Indiana
Jones and the Temple of Doom. “Kali ma... Kali ma... Kali
ma, shakthi deh!” Subsequently, I will sauté your liver with
mountain huckleberries with a lemon zest confit and eat you
with a very young Chenin Blanc served at an arid fifty five
degrees. What are you going to do about that, tough guy?
WIFE: (sotto voce) Leave. Please just leave.
HUSBAND: You’ll be hearing from my lawyers, Sweetie Pie.
(HUSBAND Exits. Moment of realization.)
WAITER: What an asshole!
WIFE: I’m sorry about your linens. I got orange juice all over
them.
WAITER: Don’t worry about that. (Aside) Did you just see
that asshole?
WIFE: (Starts crying) I got orange juice all over them.
WAITER: Oh sweetie! There are bigger messes in life than
spilt orange juice.
WIFE: Why can’t someone just love me for who I am? My
rose has wilted.
WAITER: When you threw that freshly squeezed, free range
juice of citrus in his face, it made my day. Look. Life doesn’t
throw curve balls at us that we can’t hit.
WIFE: Do you believe that?
WAITER: I do. I think I do. Sounded like I do. Sounded like
the right thing to say anyway. What’s the saying? When life
throws orange juice on your linens, do the laundry.
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WIFE: I wish there were more men in the world like you.
WAITER: Me too. I have been looking for a good man like me
for years. Everything is going to be alright.
WIFE: I really hope it is. Thank you.
(WIFE exits towards the uncertain future. Moment.
Blackout.)
The End
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Angels
Lisa Ebersole
Production notes:
ANGELS was first produced by Graveyard Kiss Productions at The Barrow Group Theater, June 2011 as
part of “10 For The Tatas.” The play was directed by
Johnny Orsini, with Belle Caplis, Christian Davies,
Abigail Gampel and Betsy Holt.
Graveyard Kiss Productions
www.JonnyOrsini.com
www.RachelCoraWood.com

CHARACTERS:
STEPH (twenties) hyper, large breasts, dominating.
LIZ (twenties) more hyper, small breasts, deferential.
DONNA (thirties) assertive, large breasts, not a victim.

PLACE: Inside a women’s locker room at a yoga studio.
TImE: Present day.
INSIDE A WOmEN’s LOCKER ROOm at yoga STUDIO
LIZ and STEPH change clothes post yoga. They’re in
their bras. Steph’s breasts are LARGE, Liz’s breasts
are SMALL.
STEPH: You’ve got great tits.
LIZ: YOU’VE got great tits.
STEPH: No, yours are perfect.
LIZ: Yours are perfect too!
STEPH: mine are like grandma’s.
Liz checks herself out in the mirror.
LIZ: mine are not perfect . . .
DONNA enters, drying her hair with a towel.
DONNA: mine are.
Steph and Liz look at one another, then at Donna.
STEPH: You had a boob job.
DONNA: So? Perfection.
LIZ: I don’t really like yours. They’re too big.
DONNA: They’re a C.
LIZ: I guess I like a smaller breast.
STEPH: mine are double Ds! Were you lying when you said
you liked mine?
LIZ: (loud whisper) Hers are fake, Stephanie.
DONNA: I did have cancer.
LIZ: What?
STEPH: Oh my God!
DONNA: These are the up-shot.
STEPH: (to Liz) You should apologize.
LIZ: I am SO sorry.
DONNA: Don’t be. I appreciate a sincere reaction.
LIZ: But, you’re a—
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(whispers)
—“survivor”!
DONNA: I know.
STEPH: Wow. You just, like, elevated to a whole new level.
DONNA: Cause I had cancer?
Steph crosses herself.
LIZ: Can I pray for you?
DONNA: Can I control that?
LIZ: I’m gonna pray for you.
DONNA: What exactly are you praying for?
LIZ: Your health!
STEPH: I’m praying too! I’m praying right now.
Steph shuts her eyes.
LIZ: I’m praying too right now!
Liz shuts her eyes. Donna watches Steph and Liz in
their bras, eyes tightly shut.
DONNA: Does it matter that I don’t believe in God?
They open their eyes and look at her, incredulous.
STEPH: You have to believe.
DONNA: Sorry.
LIZ: He saved your life!
DONNA: He also almost took it.
LIZ: That was a test.
DONNA: What about all the people who die?
STEPH: They’re angels now.
DONNA: Wow . . .
LIZ: They’re all around you.
DONNA: The dead angels?
STEPH: Shhh! There’s one right there!
DONNA: Where?
Liz points over Donna’s shoulder.
DONNA: What’s it doing?
LIZ: (loud whisper) Being an angel.
STEPH: (loud whisper) Being your angel.
DONNA: The angel belongs to me?
The girls nod.
DONNA: Huh.
STEPH: (loud whisper) If you believe, you can ask it questions.
DONNA: I can talk to the angel?
STEPH: If you believe.
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DONNA: How’s it gonna know?
LIZ: The angel will know.
STEPH: Plus, you just said it.
DONNA: I did, didn’t I?
The girls nod.
DONNA: How long do I have?
The girls look at one another.
DONNA: To talk to the angel. Like, if I decide tomorrow to believe
in the angel and ask it for something, is that gonna work?
The girls consider.
STEPH: I think it has to happen now.
DONNA: Right now?
LIZ: I think Stephanie is right. Now.
PAUSE.
DONNA: I’m drawing a blank.
STEPH: The angel has time.
DONNA: I’m late unfortunately.
Donna goes for the door.
Liz SLAMS it shut.
LIZ: This is your one chance!
DONNA: Could you move?
Liz flattens her body spread eagle on the door.
STEPH: (to Liz) You look like a snow angel!
LIZ: Angel?!
STEPH: Oh my God! Angel!
LIZ: It’s a sign!
DONNA: Of what?
Steph steps to Donna.
STEPH: The angel knows we’re here.
DONNA: I believe you guys. I do. But I actually have life, and
I need to get back to it.
STEPH: Ask the angel a question.
DONNA: This is really happening?
Liz pokes Donna.
LIZ: Ask it a question Boob Lady.
STEPH: Liz!
Liz claps a hand over her mouth.
STEPH: (to Donna) That’s what we call you. I mean, what we
used to call you, before . . .
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LIZ: Before we knew you had—
(loud whisper)
Cancer!
DONNA: I don’t have it anymore.
Steph and Liz nod knowingly.
DONNA: Look, if I ask this angel a question, can I leave
peacefully?
STEPH: We promote peace on Earth!
Liz looks at Steph, excited.
LIZ: Can we tell her?
Steph shakes her head, “No.”
DONNA: Tell me what?
LIZ: We’re the angel!
STEPH: Oh my God! Liz?
DONNA: Your name is Liz?
Liz holds out her hand.
LIZ: Liz Angel.
DONNA: Donna De—
LIZ: (cuts her off) —We know.
Liz and Donna shake hands.
STEPH: I’m Stephanie Angel.
Steph looks at Donna’s outstretched hand.
STEPH: I have a germ thing.
DONNA: Are you two . . . sisters?
They LAUGH.
LIZ: Oh my God!
STEPH: Of course not!
LIZ: You’re so silly!
Liz punches Donna playfully.
DONNA: Right. Cause that would be a ridiculous question.
STEPH: Will you ask us now?
(knees knock together)
I really have to pee!
DONNA: You pee?
LIZ: Oh my God!
Liz punches Donna again.
LIZ: SO SILLY!
DONNA: Stop hitting me.
STEPH: Liz!
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(to Donna)
She was totally cited for that.
LIZ: I’m really sorry Donna.
STEPH: History of violence.
Liz nods, sadly.
DONNA: How’d you two die?
Liz looks at Steph. Steph nods.
LIZ: I killed myself.
DONNA: Why?
Liz looks at Steph. Steph shakes her head.
LIZ: It’s not important.
Liz frowns slightly, then recovers, BIG SMILE.
STEPH: I was hit by a car.
DONNA: Shit . . .
STEPH: It was a low point.
Steph frowns slightly, then suddenly, BIG SMILE.
LIZ: See? We had all this tragedy and that’s why angeling makes
us so happy!
STEPH: We really want you to ask a question, Donna.
LIZ: You can ask two if you want!
Steph shoots her a look.
LIZ: Okay, one.
LONG PAUSE.
DONNA: Okay.
The girls look at her, excited.
DONNA: Will it come back?
Before they can answer, the door SWINGS OPEN
and THE STUDIO OWNER enters. She sees Donna
and stops short.
STUDIO OWNER: I’m sorry, I didn’t realize anyone was in
here.
Donna looks around. The angels are gone.
STUDIO OWNER: I almost locked you in. Is it just you?
PAUSE.
DONNA: I’m . . . not sure.
BLACKOUT
The End
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Body Farm
Laurel Haines
Production notes:
Theater: Jimmy’s No. 43 through Primary Stages,
ESPA
Date: February 4, 2011
Cast List: Darcy Fowler, Amy Gordon, Walker
Hare
Director: Carly Hoogendyk
Producer: Primary Stages, ESPA; Tessa LaNeve,
Director of ESPA
Producer Contact Info: tessa@primarystages.org;
212-840-9705

CHArACTErS:
XANADU: female, around nineteen
DIrK: male, early twenties
GErALDINE: their boss, any age
SETTING: A body farm
TImE: Present
(XANADU speaks to the audience)
XANADU: I had a dream last night that I was back on the body
farm. The sun was shining bright on the corpses strewn
across the lawn. It would be a day of spectacular putrefaction. I checked on number 301, a young male stuffed inside
the trunk of an ’87 Chevy. He was melting. I checked the
size of the maggots. They were getting fat. Everything was
right on schedule. And then I heard a tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . .
I perked up my ears like a newly born fawn. It was coming
from the shed. A young girl was buried in there. She was
about three months gone. I closed the trunk of the Chevy.
Tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . I pictured the girl, her tattered
red dress falling off her bones. She was almost one with
the earth, last time I checked. I opened the shed door and
—I’m at the family pig roast. Aunt Janice will not shut up
about her green bean casserole and my little cousin Louie
is wiping his nose on my jeans . . . And that’s why I hate
dreams. They tell you nothing.
(The body farm. Geraldine, the head groundskeeper,
is giving orders machine-gun style to her new helpers, Dirk and Xanadu.)
GERALDINE: This is a scientific research institute dedicated
to the study of the decay of the human body. The grounds
are 120 acres with a body approximately every 1.5 acres.
Your job is to keep the grounds clean and clear, except where
there’s a body. Each body site is clearly marked off with
red tape. You are not to cross the red tape. Only researchers
may cross the red tape. You understand?
(XANADU and DIRK nod.)
I’d like a verbal response please.
XANADU: Yes.
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DIrK: Yo.
GErALDINE: The goal is to keep a clear path to each body. You’ll
mow the grass, whack the weeds and trim the hedges. You
will not touch the body sites. Those areas must be allowed to
go wild so that the bodies can decay in the most natural way
possible. Touching a body is grounds for dismissal.
(DIRK snickers.)
Let me make one thing perfectly clear: There is nothing
funny about these bodies. Now get whacking.
(XANADU and DIRK start whacking weeds. As
Xanadu speaks, DIRK hums along to a heavy metal
band in his head. He gets louder and louder.)
XANADU: (to audience) I found myself on the body farm the
summer after I turned nineteen. I was paired with Dirk, a
guy who dropped out of high school after repeating tenth
grade four times. We spent a lot of time alone together.
(Dirk screams, heavy metal style)
DIrK: Eeeeoooowwwwwwwwwwwwwww!
(DIRK notices XANADU staring at him.)
What?
XANADU: Do you smell something?
DIrK: (sniffs) Yeah.
XANADU: I think it’s a body. See the red tape?
(DIRK looks.)
DIrK: Whoa. Look at it.
(They get closer and react to the smell.)
XANADU: Ewww.
DIrK: Ugh!
(They cough and retch. Then they look at it again,
this time with fascination.)
XANADU and DIrK: Cool.
DIrK: Let’s get closer.
XANADU: But we’re not supposed to cross the red tape.
DIrK: C’mon. No one’s gonna know.
(Dirk steps forward. Geraldine appears out of nowhere with a megaphone, or just a loud voice.)
GErALDINE: Do not cross the red tape! Do not cross the red
tape!
(Geraldine exits. DIRK turns to the audience)
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DIrK: I have what you might call poor judgment. If I see a
cage, I open it. And it just so happens my new brother in
law was a keeper at the county zoo. So I asked him if he’d
give me a tour and he said yes!—he was so excited to bond
with me, and I followed him into the desert exhibit, bonked
him on the head with a Coke bottle, and stole his keys. I
just let out one hyena. They had so many.
(Days later. XANADU is whacking weeds.)
XANADU: I have a vague, undefined yearning.
DIrK: It’s good to want something. It gives you direction in
life.
XANADU: That’s the problem. I don’t know what I want.
DIrK: Just pick something.
XANADU: Anything?
DIrK: Not anything. Something that’s easy to achieve. Take
me for instance. I wanted to be employee of the month
at Hardee’s. Problem is, there was this doofus who won
employee of the month every goddamn month. So I put a
little Sominex in his pop. made him fall asleep at the deep
fryer! But the boss caught me and I got fired and that’s
why I’m here.
XANADU: So you didn’t achieve your dream.
DIrK: No, but it’s the journey that counts. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t be here.
XANADU: I’m not sure someone like you should be taking
care of dead bodies.
DIrK: I’m exactly the kind of person who should take care of
dead bodies.
(GERALDINE walks through, shouting.)
GErALDINE: Attention! Attention! The front gate must be
locked at all times. A hyena has escaped from the zoo. I
repeat, a hyena has escaped from the zoo.
(GERALDINE walks off. Dirk looks at the audience.)
DIrK: Cool.
(XANADU and DIRK go back to work.)
XANADU: (to audience) The summer went on and on.
DIrK: Show me your boobs.
XANADU: What? No!
DIrK: It was worth a shot. How would you rate your boobs on
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a scale of 1 to 10?
XANADU: I don’t rate my boobs!
DIRK: I just want a ballpark figure.
XANADU: I feel semi-unsafe around you.
DIrK: Aw, come on. It’s not like I’m gonna get at you. But
seriously, if I wasn’t, like, a scary dropout loser, would you
be interested in me?
XANADU: No.
DIrK: I sensed a pause.
XANADU: There was no pause.
DIrK: Hesitation?
XANADU: That’s what a pause is. And there wasn’t any.
DIrK: Yeah, right. How come you’re here? Why aren’t you
in college?
XANADU: I’m taking a year off.
DIrK: Why?
XANADU: I had to figure things out.
DIrK: What kinds of things?
XANADU: Things. OK?
DIrK: You didn’t have the money?
XANADU: (overlapping) I tried to commit suicide.
DIrK: No you didn’t.
XANADU: I did.
DIrK: And you’re working here?
XANADU: It’s helping me.
DIrK: Wow.
XANADU: (to audience) Dirk stopped asking about my boobs
after that. He seemed quiet, introspective. And then one
day . . .
(DIRK is hunched over a body.)
DIrK: (loud whisper) Xanadu!
XANADU: What are you doing? You’re not supposed to cross
the tape.
(DIRK turns around, holding a knife. His shirt is
splattered with blood.)
DIrK: Pass me that bucket.
XANADU: Oh my god!
DIrK: Shut up!
XANADU: Oh my god oh my god!
DIrK: I wish you hadn’t seen this, but now that you have, I’m
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going to let you in on an incredible business opportunity,
which you will have no choice but to accept. I’m harvesting their organs.
XANADU: Harvesting their organs?
DIrK: We will make tons of money, dude. Look in that
bucket.
(Xanadu looks and groans.)
XANADU: Ugh! But these organs are dead. They’re unusable.
Not to mention illegal.
DIrK: I’m putting them on ice.
XANADU: It doesn’t matter. No one will want them.
DIrK: Shit.
XANADU: You’d better get rid of these. The researchers will
be really upset.
DIrK: I’ll put them back. They won’t notice.
XANADU: They’re gonna notice.
(A hyena howls in the distance.)
XANADU: What was that?
DIrK: Some animal.
XANADU: I’ve never heard an animal like that around here.
(The hyena howls again.)
Oh, my god, it’s the hyena.
DIrK: Bob!
XANADU: Who?
DIrK: I named him Bob. After I opened the cage. C’mere Bob,
here Bob.
XANADU: You let the hyena out of the zoo?
DIrK: Yeah. It’s a good thing my brother in law’s still sedated.
He hasn’t told on me yet.
(Hyena howls again, closer now.)
XANADU: We can’t let him in here. He’ll rip the bodies to
shreds.
DIrK: Great idea! We’ll blame it on Bob!
XANADU: We?
DIrK: It’s genius!
XANADU: (to audience) That night, Dirk “accidentally” left
the gate open.
DIrK: (to audience, shrugs) I got fired.
(Dirk exits.)
XANADU: After the hyena incident the body farm was shut
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down for two weeks. They brought in a hazmat team to
remove the bodies, most of which had been mangled beyond hope. I stayed home and watched Wheel of Fortune.
Geraldine called and asked if I wanted to come back once
they got a fresh crop of bodies. She offered to make me a
research intern. She thought I had potential. But I was done
with the body farm.
(beat)
Except in my dreams. In my dreams, I’m always crossing the red tape.

The End
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Camera Four
Cheri Magid
ProduCtion notes:
Camera Four was originally produced by Blue Coyote
Theater Group, New York City in their evening 300
Vaginas Before Breakfast at Access Theater, NYC
May 27-June18, 2011.
MISS LANGAN, Lauren Balmer
OSBORNE, Christopher Gabriel Nunez
MR, KUBOVY, Gary Shrader
CHORUS, Katie Hayes, David Sedgwick,
and Stephanie Willing
Directed by Gary Shrader

CHARACTERS:
MS. LANGAN, forties, a tenant in an upscale Upper West Side
high rise. An attorney, buttoned up by supremely withdrawn,
a bubble of sadness around her
OSBORN: Twenties, a doorman in the building, wiry, excessive energy
CHORUS: a man and two women, any age. All participating in
public . . . well you’ll see . . .
SETTING: The lobby of an Upper West Side high rise.
2: 00 AM, a weeknight. MS. LANGAN (forties, professional
but supremely withdrawn, a bubble of sadness around her)
carries a business satchel and a takeout bag. She opens the
outside door of her Upper West Side apartment building. It’s
locked. She tries to open it again. She looks inside. No one
is there. She buzzes. Nothing happens. She buzzes again. She
gets huffy. She looks up at the building’s security camera.
Suddenly OSBORN, the doorman (twenties,wiry, excessive
energy) runs to the door. He clutches his head. He tries to
look as if he isn’t clutching his head. He opens the door.
OSBORN: Miss Langan. I I apologize—
She brushes by him.
OSBORN: I didn’t hear the buzzer. I was I was usin’ the facility
so. I wasn’t. Usin’ the facility.
MS. LANGAN: Goodnight.
OSBORN: Someone was sick. Near the playroom. I was cleaning it.
She hits the elevator button.
OSBORN: You havin’ an alright evenin’?
She looks at the elevator. A ways to go.
MS. LANGAN: I was at work.
OSBORN: Yeah.
MS. LANGAN: Goodnight.
OSBORN: Sick, right.
MS. LANGAN: I’m sorry?
OSBORN: That someone would do that at 2:00 AM thinkin’ no
one was watchin’.
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MS. LANGAN: What?
OSBORN: Uh. Get sick. I mean.
MS. LANGAN: Oh.
He closes his eyes, tries to shake something off.
MS. LANGAN: Are you alright?
OSBORN: Who? Me? ‘Course.
MS. LANGAN: You looked like you weren’t alright. Your eyes
flickered.
OSBORN: Oh. I’m alright. You alright?
MS. LANGAN: . . . goodnight.
He stares at her. She pulls her coat in closer.
MS. LANGAN: What. What are you looking at?
OSBORN: Your shoe . . .it’s, it’s wet.
MS. LANGAN: What? Oh. Oh! I. I must have stepped in
something.
He takes out a hanky.
MS. LANGAN: No! That’s—
She moves away from him.
MS. LANGAN: You know how it is. The city streets. They’re
dirty.
The elevator door opens. She goes to dodge in, follows his eyes.
MS. LANGAN: Oh my. I tracked it in.
OSBORN: Yeah.
He starts to laugh. The elevator door closes.
MS. LANGAN: Oh. I’ll I’ll—I should have gotten something
from my apartment. I can—
OSBORN: I got it.
MS. LANGAN: No!
OSBORN: We got a mop. No one has to know.
She stares at him.
MS. LANGAN: Your head. There’s, there’s blood.
He touches his head.
OSBORN: What? Aw Christ. Sorry. I didn’t mean to take the
Lord’s—
MS. LANGAN: Do you—I can call you an ambulance—
OSBORN: No! Naw. That’s. I’ll just go and sit down.
MS. LANGAN: Do you need help?
OSBORN: I hit my head. On the wall. When I was cleaning the
barf. I mean, the vomit—
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MS. LANGAN: You want me to get the super?
OSBORN: No! I’m just. I’ll just sit behind the desk.
He opens the gate behind the desk that separates
the doorman from the tenants. He trips over something.
MS. LANGAN: Watch it!
OSBORN: Naw! You don’t need to—
She stops. She sees something. She picks up a blank
DVD case. He grabs it back from her. She looks
behind the desk.
MS. LANGAN: What’s all this?
OSBORN: Nothin’.
MS. LANGAN: You have about a hundred DVD’s behind your
desk.
OSBORN: Yeah well. I I work graveyard. I get bored.
She goes to look more. He steps in front of her.
OSBORN: Goodnight.
MS. LANGAN: Oh.
She leaves. He watches her go. He goes to stack the
DVDs further under the desk. She comes back.
MS. LANGAN: They’re not labeled—
OSBORN: Jesus! You scared the shit out of—
She opens the gate.
OSBORN: Don’t do. I wouldn’t do that if I were you.
MS. LANGAN: Is that a laptop under your desk?
OSBORN: I like to watch horror movies. The tenants. They
get—
MS. LANGAN: You like to watch movies under your desk?
OSBORN: You need to get out from behind the desk.
Buzzer.
OSBORN: Tenants aren’t allowed here.
MS. LANGAN: Is your laptop connected to the building’s
security cameras?
The buzzer. OSBORN presses it. A MAN walks in
with suitcases.
OSBORN: Mr. Kubovy. Welcome home. Would you like some
help with those bags?
MR. KUBOVY: That’s all right.
Mr. Kubovy looks at MS. LANGAN: , who looks
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down, blushing furiously. The sound of him exiting.
Of the elevator door ringing. Of the doors closing.
MS. LANGAN: You’re recording the security cameras?
OSBORN: No.
MS. LANGAN: Which cameras are you recording? Are you
recording the interior cameras or the exterior ones. Which
ones are you recording? Answer me.
They look at each other.
OSBORN: Camera four. Outside. You know which one.
She turns a furious shade of red.
MS. LANGAN: I can have you fired.
OSBORN: I can stream you on the internet
She collapses against the wall.
OSBORN: It was you.
MS. LANGAN: You saw.
OSBORN: Maybe.
MS. LANGAN: So. You. Recorded it. You. Collect. Incidents.
Answer me.
OSBORN: Only what you did. Not the getting busy stuff.
MS. LANGAN: Oh God. Oh God. I’m a lawyer. What are you
going to do with them?
OSBORN: I—
MS. LANGAN: Tell me!
He doesn’t answer.
MS. LANGAN: You. . .you have a lot then?
OSBORN: Maybe. I guess.
MS. LANGAN: Show me.
OSBORN: What? You want me to—
MS. LANGAN: Show me what you have. Or I’ll have you fired.
OSBORN: I told you I’ll—
MS. LANGAN: Just. Please. I’m asking you.
Something about her tone stops him. He takes the
laptop out from under the desk. He puts in a DVD.
OSBORN: You sure you—
She hits play. A surreal light on either side of them.
The video. There’s something slow motion, dancelike about it. No sound. Two young women enter.
Bridge and Tunnel.
OSBORN: June of last year. I seen those girls. They’re all over
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Amsterdam Ave, goin’ to those party bars. Giggly girls
wearing too much make up. They won’t smile at you. They
think they’re better than you.
They look around to see if anyone is watching. They
pull their tights down. They squat as if they are urinating. They giggle. On the other side, a man looks
around furtively, spreads his coat. A woman enters,
squats behind him as if she were urinating. The two
women on the first side of the stage exit.
OSBORN: He thought he was bein’ all chivalrous. Look. She
pees on his shoe.
On the other side of the stage, a woman pulls down
her pants, remains standing, watches herself as she
goes. The man and woman disappear.
OSBORN: They don’t look up. They don’t see you.
During the following—a man and woman and a pissing contest. A woman who is a dancer peeing. Etc.
OSBORN: It’s like they’re giving something up but they don’t
know it. Givin’ all their secrets to you. I told my boy Pedro.
And he said, dude, you gotta stream that shit. People would
pay. You could be like the Girls Gone Wild guy. Think about
it—you could get all the doorman in New York City to get
you some tape. Chicago, LA. Paris, too. They piss in Paris.
My man. We’re talking empire.
Ms. Langam replaces the girls stage right. She acts
out what he says.
OSBORN: And then there was you. You looked around. The
way you moved. You don’t move like that in life. You squatted like, like you was going to put out a picnic or something.
And then. You looked right into the camera. Like you were
darin’ things. You wanted me to see.
Ms. Langam remembers.
MS. LANGAN: The first time I was at camp. The bathrooms,
they were in a different bunk. It was far. I walked outside
into this field. I didn’t know I was going to. But it felt so
cold, the air on me. I started doing it every night. I’d get
excited to go to sleep knowing I would wake up and I would
do it again. Then this counselor I had never talked to, he
came up to me when no one was around and he said, I saw
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you. I was horrified. But I still did it. I wondered where
he watched me from.
The memory is over.
MS. LANGAN: My firm would fire me.
OSBORN: I wouldn’t sell it. Ever. Or stream it. I swear.
MS. LANGAN: Give it to me, please.
OSBORN: No.
MS. LANGAN: Please. I’ll pay you for it. I have money. More
money than you can—
OSBORN: Do it again.
MS. LANGAN: . . .what?
OSBORN: Here. Now.
He points to the camera.
OSBORN: If you duck behind the gate, no one’ll see you.
MS. LANGAN: What? You want me to—
OSBORN: I won’t open the door or nothin’. I’ll watch you. I
want to watch you.
MS. LANGAN: But.
OSBORN: Please.
MS. LANGAN: I can’t!
OSBORN: I’ll turn off the lights.
MS. LANGAN: I can’t. I—I just went. Don’t make me.
They stare at one another. He takes out his thermos
of coffee. He pours a cup. He hands it to her.
OSBORN: Here. Drink it. Please.
She takes the coffee cup, looks at him. She turns to
the camera. Looks right into it. She drinks. OSBORN
watches her. He stares into the camera as well.
Black out.
The End
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Carol
Ron Riekki
ProduCtion notes:
Carol was first produced at Stageworks/Hudson in
New York.
Dates of production: PLAY BY PLAY Shadows,
June 29 through July 10, 2011
Cast:
ALAN, Timothy W. Hull
STACIE, CHICK, SUSAN, NANCI, Bavani Selvarajah
TAMARA, SARA, CAROL, Louise Pillai
KURT, Donald Warfield
Director: Laura Margolis
Other info: PLAY BY PLAY is Stageworks/Hudson’s annual
festival of new one-acts. In 2011, the 15th year of the festival,
eight plays (including CAROL and seven others) were produced under the title PLAY BY PLAY Shadows. As always,
each play received its world premiere and was presented in
each performance. PLAY BY PLAY Shadows was produced
with four actors (listed above) who played all the roles in all
eight plays and two directors, Laura Margolis and John Sowle,
http://stageworkshudson.org/playbyplay_shadows.html

CHARACTERS:
ALAN, an everyman, thirty
STACIE, blond, good-looking, sixteen
TAMARAH, a hot mom type, twenty-six
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN, from Jerez de
la Frontera, only speaks Spanish, twenty-one
SUSAN, a bit Goth, cute, twenty-three
KURT, a sloppy hippie, twenty-four
NANCI, mousy, pale, plain Jane, twenty-seven
SARA, a lingerie model, wears her makeup strangely, twentyfive
CAROL, pretty, kind, Christian, thirty-one

This play can be performed with as many as nine or as
little as two actors (with an actor playing Alan and an actress
playing all of the other eight roles).
PLACE: A lonely freeway somewhere in the U.S.
TIME: Late night.
(“Stairway to Heaven”—played loudly—ends. Lights reveal
two chairs, the rest of the stage bare, the chair representing the
passenger seat empty. ALAN sits in the chair representing the
driver’s seat. He drives, fighting sleep. A freeway, night, empty,
a long drive. He closes his eyes and “Beth” by Kiss starts,
wakes him. While his eyes were closed, STACIE has appeared
from the shadows and sits passenger side, chewing gum. She’s
blond, good-looking, sixteen, a bit of a weight problem. He
turns down the song, startled when he notices her.)
ALAN: Jesus! What the—?
(STACIE stops chewing the gum, frowns. ALAN
concentrates on the road, keeping STACIE in his
peripheral vision, sneaking peaks at her. She goes
back to chewing her gum.)
You look . . . the same—you haven’t changed, from sixteen. That’s im—what the hell? . . . Do you talk or—
(STACIE turns the music off.)
That was our song.
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STACIE: No, it wasn’t.
ALAN: Yeah, it was. Or . . . you didn’t know? We danced to that.
The first, you know, song, for me, ever, to slow dance to. I
just—God, it’s great, it’s weird, but it’s great to see you.
STACIE: Don’t say that.
ALAN: Don’t say what?
STACIE: Don’t use the Lord’s name in vain.
ALAN: I didn’t . . . I didn’t.
STACIE: You did.
ALAN: I’m sorry, it’s just—Stacie Taggard . . . Ya know, I wish
I woulda asked you out.
STACIE: You did, didn’t you?
ALAN: I don’t think so.
STACIE: You implied it. If I was interested, we would have
went out.
ALAN: Well . . . I just—you just moved all of a sudden. I—
STACIE: My dad moved us.
ALAN: Sorry, what happened, with you and your dad.
STACIE: Don’t talk about my dad.
ALAN: I’m sorry, that’s all.
STACIE: Don’t be.
ALAN: Are you crying?
STACIE: No.
ALAN: Thanks for trusting me, like you did.
STACIE: What? Are you talking about putting your hand up
my shirt?
ALAN: No. I was—I meant, like, with your dad. Trusting me
with what you told me about him.
STACIE: Don’t talk about my father.
ALAN: How’m I supposed to not talk about something like
that? I haven’t seen you in—
(STACIE turns away from ALAN, leaning away from
him.)
Don’t do that. Look—sorry.
STACIE: It had nothing to do with you.
ALAN: I was so—Oo! You have no idea. I was gonna, like,
fight him, remember?
STACIE: What do you mean, remember?
ALAN: Remember how I said I was—that I was gonna fight
him?
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STACIE: You never said that.
ALAN: In the letter.
STACIE: What letter?
ALAN: The letter I wrote you.
STACIE: You never wrote me a letter.
ALAN: Yeah, I did. I mailed it.
STACIE: You never wrote me a letter.
ALAN: I did.
STACIE: No, I just got some—weird thing, like, you mailed
me an envelope with my name and address on it and your
name and address, but nothing inside.
ALAN: There wasn’t?
(STACIE shakes her head “no.”)
Maybe I forgot to put the letter in . . . I used to get really
nervous with you.
STACIE: Why?
ALAN: I thought you were beautiful.
(STACIE likes this.)
Yeah. God, I can’t believe I forgot to put the stupid letter
in. I had some really private things.
(ALAN looks out the window, away from STACIE.
STACIE disappears in the shadows. TAMARAH,
twenty-six, a hot mom type, takes her spot.)
Like how much I was—just . . . with you, you know—
Dumb, man! I always screw up like that. In the letter,
I said—fff—
(ALAN turns back to STACIE, is shocked to see
TAMARAH. She smokes.)
TAMARAH: What letter? . . . What letter?
ALAN: Tamarah?
TAMARAH: What letter?
ALAN: Tamarah. Son of a gun, are you—
TAMARAH: What!
ALAN: This is just weird.
TAMARAH: Can I turn this on?
(TAMARAH turns on the radio. Neil Diamond plays.
ALAN winces.)
What?
ALAN: That’s not a song I like.
TAMARAH: You said you like Neil Diamond.
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ALAN: Neil Young.
TAMARAH: No, you said Neil Diamond.
ALAN: Maybe a song by Neil Diamond. But not many. Not
this one . . . Not most of ‘em.
(ALAN turns off the song.)
TAMARAH: You said you loved Neil Diamond when we were
dating, or were you trying to get in my pants?
ALAN: (ALAN looks away, out his window. TAMARAH disappears. THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN,
twenty-one, from Jerez de la Frontera, takes her spot.)
No, I’m not just trying to—
(He looks back.)
—get in your pants—who’re you?
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: (Everything
she says is in fluent Spanish—) ¿Quien eres? [Who are
you?]
ALAN: What?
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: Me pareces
familiar. [You look familiar.]
(They study each other. THE CHICK HE MADE OUT
WITH IN SPAIN turns on the radio. Spanish flamenco
music plays. ALAN turns down the music.)
ALAN: Are you the chick I made out with in Spain? That
cheesy dance club off base across from Bar Pepe. We made
out for, like, six hours. You bit my tongue, bit the hell out
of it. I bled.
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: Odio cuando
los americanos hablan. Hablas como los gansos volando
en las torretas de aviones. ?Y por que es el volante en lado
equivocado? [I hate when Americans talk. You sound like
geese flying into airplane turrets. And why is your steering
wheel on the wrong side?]
ALAN: God, I don’t speak Spanish. Habla espagnol?
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: Por supuesto,
gilipollas. [Of course, shithead.]
ALAN: Or no, anglais? Habla anglais?
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: No. En lo
absoluto. [No. Not at all.]
(THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN turns
off the music.)
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Me gusta el silencio. [I like silence.]
(Silence.)
Hermoso. El cielo. [Beautiful. The sky.]
ALAN: The stars?
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: Encuentro
algo muy familiar en ti. ¿Si eres Caronte? ¿Estamos muertos? [There’s something really familiar about you. Are you
Charon? Are we dead?]
ALAN: I wish I could see them better. I’m going to pull over,
get a better look.
(ALAN goes to turn off to the side of the road.)
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN: No, no se
puede. Es una regla. [No, you can’t! It’s a rule.]
(ALAN understands her reaction, keeps driving.)
No se puede detener. O mirar hacia otro lado, Solo a mi.
Es la regla. [You can’t stop. Or look away from me. It’s the
rules.]
ALAN: I understand nothing you’re saying, but I love how
you say it.
THE CHICK HE MADE OUT WITH IN SPAIN:Eres majo.
[You’re cute.]
(She kisses his cheek. ALAN, happy, looks up at
the stars out of the window on his side. She disappears. SUSAN takes her spot; she’s a bit Goth, cute,
twenty-three.)
ALAN: I actually can see them fine this way.
(ALAN looks back. SUSAN stares at him, pokerfaced.)
I think I’m starting to understand this.
SUSAN: Go ahead.
ALAN: No, like, this. What’s going on.
SUSAN: And what’s going on?
(ALAN can’t put it in words.)
Where have you been, by the way?
ALAN: Where’ve I been?
SUSAN: It’s been, what, ten years? You could have got in
contact with me.
ALAN: I don’t even know your last name. Aren’t you married
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now?
SUSAN: Divorced.
ALAN: So you married him?
SUSAN: Alex, yeah. But I’m not supposed to be with him. I
thought I was supposed to be with you.
ALAN: I know. You asked me to marry you.
SUSAN: When I was drunk.
ALAN: You were sober. You had a drink. A drink.
SUSAN: You should have said “yes.” I’m awesome.
ALAN: After two months?
SUSAN: My parents got married after two months and they’re
still married. And they’re awesome. I want that.
ALAN: So have you been doing this with everyone? Ask them
to marry you after two months of dating?
SUSAN: If I feel they’re right.
ALAN: You thought I was right?
SUSAN: You could have wrote. Called. Hunted me down. That
would have been romantic.
ALAN: I don’t want to marry you . . . I’m sorry. I mean, you—
OK, I’m attracted to you. A lot, Susan.
SUSAN: You remember my first name?
ALAN: Of course . . . It is Susan, right?
(SUSAN smacks ALAN’s leg. She leans over, nibbles
on his ear. He likes this.)
You’re gonna make me crash.
SUSAN: Remember that? . . . Why wouldn’t you marry me?
Look at me. How could you not want to marry this? Is it
my boobs?
ALAN: No! You always say that. You went to Alex anyway.
You left me in a day. I said no and you go back with him
and ask him to marry you, in one day . . . And when I
came over, your rabbit was gone. You got that rabbit
when you met me and when I came over, that last time, I
looked and your rabbit cage was empty. What happened
to the rabbit?
SUSAN: I gave him away. To a friend. What does that have to
do with anything?
ALAN: I was that rabbit.
SUSAN: Oh, so traumatic. You see symbols in everything. So
Taurus.
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ALAN: And I didn’t like . . .
SUSAN: What?
ALAN: We’d be sleeping, second floor of your apartment and
you had that winding staircase to get up to your bed and
you’d wake me up to tell me you felt something. You’d be
like, “Wake up, something’s down there.” You’d be faintly
lit in shadows, and you have a dark face, dark hair, so I
couldn’t see you and you’d be like, “Something’s coming
up the stairs, I feel it.” That scared the shit out of me! I
realized being married to you, I’d spend the rest of my life
like that.
SUSAN: I can’t help if I feel things. I’m intuitive.
ALAN: Yeah, but don’t tell me.
SUSAN: So if there’s a spirit next to you, you don’t want to
know?
ALAN: No!

(They drive. SUSAN stares at him, grins. ALAN looks
away, realizes what he’s done for the first time, that
she’s probably gone, that someone else is probably
there now. She disappears. TAMARAH takes her spot.
ALAN turns back.)
TAMARAH: Wanting me to take the morning-after pill was
bullshit.
ALAN: Oh, that’s right, we got back together.
TAMARAH: Seriously, what the fuck was that about?
(ALAN looks away. She disappears. KURT takes her
place, twenty-four, a sloppy hippie.)
ALAN: Now who?
(He looks over. KURT surprises the hell out of ALAN
who looks away quickly. KURT disappears. NANCI
replaces him; she’s 27, mousy, pale, plain Jane.)
OK, that was bullshit. Let me just say that. Whoever’s
listening right now, I did not screw that guy. That’s my
memory playing with me. Or ghosts.
(ALAN looks, sees NANCI. She’s not amused.)
That guy, like, kissed me at a party, drunk. Grabbed me
and kissed me.

254

2012—the Best ten-Minute Plays

(NANCI studies him.)
Are you still mad I called you?
NANCI: I told you not to.
ALAN: That whole thing I said, about Beauty and the Beast,
how you were the Beauty and I was the Beast, it’s true . .
. You don’t want to talk about this? . . . What do you want
to talk about?
NANCI: I want to go.
ALAN: You hate me that much? Is it because I watched Denis
Leary’s No Cure for Cancer when your mom was dying?
. . . Or I always felt you broke up with me because you
didn’t like my shoes.
NANCI: They were old.
ALAN: It was the shoes.
NANCI: It wasn’t the shoes.
ALAN: What was it? . . . Do you want me to look away?
NANCI: Yeah. Sorry, yes.
ALAN: I miss you. Nanci. I’m never going to see you again?
(NANCI wants to say “no,” but holds her tongue.)
I’m sorry.
NANCI: I know.
ALAN: The women, keep getting better.
NANCI: What does that mean!
ALAN: I mean, I’m starting to figure out who I want to be
with. Because, you were kind to me. Thanks for being
kind to me.
NANCI: I wasn’t kind to you. My mother was dying. I was
selfish. I didn’t have time to be kind. Or not time. I didn’t
have the energy to be kind.
ALAN: Yet you were.
NANCI: I think you should look away.
ALAN: Can I . . . Can you do me a favor?
(ALAN sees her apathy, that she wants to leave.)
Forget it.
(ALAN looks away. NANCI fades. KURT takes her
place. ALAN looks back.)
Dude, seriously. That’s like stalking. Don’t do it at parties
and then don’t do it when you’re a ghoul or whatever the
hell you are . . . At least say something.
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KURT: You kissed me back.
(ALAN looks away, shakes his head. Said to
God—)
ALAN: Seriously, come on!

(ALAN, afraid to look at the passenger seat, does.
SARA, twenty-five, appears, in lingerie; she has an
odd way of wearing makeup.)
SARA: Pillow!
ALAN: Why do you call me that?
SARA: Pillow!
(SARA punches ALAN, messes up his hair.)
ALAN: Don’t, I’m driving.
SARA: Pillow!
(She pokes his stomach, sings—)
Well, his name is Pillow ‘cause that’s his name. He’s got
a pillow and that’s his name—He looks like a pillow,
‘cause that’s his name! Pillow!
(Stops singing.)
SARA: (Cont.)I’ve been working on a Dorothy impression . . .
Wizard of Oz. Wanna hear it?
ALAN: No.
(SARA punches ALAN, messes up his hair.)
SARA: Pillow! I love you, Pillow. OK, here it is: “Toto, we’re
not in Kansas anymore.” Whacha think?
ALAN: It’s good.
SARA: Do you even know who Dorothy is?
ALAN: From The Wizard of Oz? Um, yeah.
SARA: Pillow, make your pillow face.
ALAN: What pillow face?
SARA: Your pillow face!
ALAN: I don’t know what you’re talking about?
SARA: (SARA makes a strange face.) Make this face.
(She stops making the face.)
Make that face.
ALAN: Why?
SARA: Because it makes me laugh.
(ALAN makes the face. She laughs hysterically. He
stops making the face.)
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Oh, keep making the face. Keep making the face!
ALAN: Why?
SARA: I want to do the face with you.
(ALAN makes the face. She makes it too, puts her
head by his, laughs loudly.)
I love you, Pillow. Thank you, Pillow.
ALAN: For what?
SARA: What you said . . . Before you disappeared forever,
dumb-ass.
(ALAN still isn’t completely sure.)
You sat me down. This was at my apartment in Chicago,
on Granville—I loved that apartment. And you broke it
down. You got all Dr. Drew.
(She makes an overly serious face, does an exaggerated impression of ALAN.)
“Sara, I’m concerned. I’m worried your being a lingerie
model might have to do with abuse.”
(She breaks into hysterics.)
“Sara, I’m also worried that you like to be physically
abused. And I’m not willing to do that.” Like enjoying
being choked is so crazy? Oh, Pillow, you’re so conservative. Here’s you.
(She straightens up, pretends she has a stick up her
ass.)
Plus you don’t like South Park.
ALAN: Not 24-7.
SARA: Pillow.
ALAN: Remember when you thought the Onion was a serious
newspaper? There was some joke story about Martians
landing and you thought it was serious.
SARA: Martians could land. Strange things happen, Pillow.
Strange things happen all the time . . . I want to go have
fun, Pillow. You sit here and you be serious. I’m going to
go have fun. Good bye, Pillow!
(She grabs his head and turns it so he’s looking away.
She disappears. CAROL replaces her; she’s thirtyone, pretty, kind. ALAN looks back, sees her.)
ALAN: The last one. There’s no more after you.
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CAROL: There will be.
(CAROL smiles, interweaves their arms together,
leans into him. She turns on the radio. Don Henley’s
“Boys of Summer” plays. She holds him. This is a
couple in love. ALAN, teary-eyed. The song ends.
She turns off the stereo.)
I have to go.
ALAN: No, please.
CAROL: I have to.
(She separates from him, wipes the tear from his
eye.)
ALAN: I love awful. I mean, I meant to say “I look awful.”
You look amazing . . . I collapsed after you left. I’m still
collapsing.
CAROL: Let go and let God.
ALAN: You said that when we broke up. I wasn’t sure though
if you were saying “let go of God.”
CAROL: No!
ALAN: It’s going to be downhill from now on.
CAROL: “Patience.” Like that last sermon we went to.
ALAN: I couldn’t do it. And I felt like I lost you and lost God.
That you were offering me the church, a family, and you,
and . . . My first girlfriend, my first crush, she was raped
by her father and her father was a pastor and every time I
go into a church I get nauseous. You know.
CAROL: I have to go.
ALAN: I should have done it.
CAROL: What?
ALAN: Become a Christian.
CAROL: You still can.
ALAN: I should have done it, with you. I should have believed
whatever you believe. Like Grandpa. He wasn’t Catholic,
but he pretended for my grandmother. I should have pretended.
CAROL: You were honest.
ALAN: But I lost you. And you’re married now. With kids. I
saw your facebook page and I almost killed myself.
CAROL: I want to go.
ALAN: I’m not going to kill myself. I don’t know how.
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(ALAN drives.)
I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. I just—I wish it was different, this
life. I wish it was all different. I wish I was with you.
CAROL: I’m married.
ALAN: I know. And I’m lost.
(ALAN drives.)
Can you just drive with me? You’re not really there. And
if you’re really a Christian, you want to be forgiving.
And to heal the sick. And to love the lonely. And all that.
Right? Please, I’m hurting. Just drive with me. Like we
used to. I need to feel you near me. Like an angel. To
get through this. I don’t know where I’m heading. I’m
just starting over. Until I get there. Just, please. We don’t
even have to talk.
(ALAN drives. CAROL interweaves her hand with
his. She turns on the car radio, softly, a beautiful
hymn comes on. They drive together. The lights
fade.)
The End
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The CloseT
Aoise Stratford
ProduCTion noTes:
City Theatre, Miami for their “Summer Shorts
Festival” 2007
Directed by Stuart Meltzer.
Featuring Ken Clement, Joe Kimble, and Antonio
Amadeo.
Revised 2011/2012 Season production:
Live Girls Theatre, Seattle, for their “Quickies!”
Festival, 2011 (June 3-18, 2011)
Theatre Off Jackson, Seattle, WA
Directed by Mike Lindgren.
Featuring Daniel Christensen, Jordaan Montes, and
Alex Garnett.
Contact Artistic Director Meghan Arnette
Meghan.arnette@gmail.com 206-683-6983
International productions:
Short and Sweet Festival, Sydney Australia, 2010
Directed by Heath Wilder. Featuring Kevin Curley,
Anthony Hunt, and Simone Oliver

CHARACTeRS:
BeRnARD, A toy Dinosaur
BART SpOnGe, A toy Sponge
TWInKLeS, A toy.
SeTTInG: A closet under the stairs. Set dressing can be minimal
but should portray a space used for storing the unwanted.
A note on Costuming:
While elaborate character costumes would be great, this
play should be very easy to produce and consequently,
costuming can be kept very simple. At a minimum, Bernard should wear purple and he needs a tail, even if it’s
just a pair of stuffed pantyhose hanging out of the back
of his pants. Twinkles should wear purple and carry a
red bag. Bart Sponge should wear loose shorts and a tie.
You get the idea.
A note on casting:
Bernard and Bart are male, and should be played by men,
Bart is younger than Bernard. Twinkles can be played by
either a woman or a man of any age.
A closet. Piles of newspapers, discarded shoes, tennis racquets, etc. BERNARD sits flicking idly through a copy of
playboy, his long purple dinosaur tail hanging out of the back
of his overalls. TWINKLES, a small, over-stuffed purple toy,
holding a red handbag, is bouncing around, looking at his
own feet and giggling. A beat. The door to the closet opens
and BART SPONGE is hurled inside. The door slams. BART
SPONGE picks himself and goes quickly to the door. It’s
locked. The sound of retreating footsteps.
TWInKLeS: (waving) Hello.
BART SpOnGe: (calling through the door) please! Mr peterson!
TWInKLeS: Hello.
BART SpOnGe: Kevin are you out there? Hey! I’m in here.
TWInKLeS: Hello.
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BeRnARD: Hey, you. Sponge. The Tubby is talking to you.
Show some respect.
BART SpOnGe: (rattling the door) Sorry. I . . . Oh, geeze, it
won’t open.
TWInKLeS: (waving) Hello.
BART SpOnGe: Okay. Hi.
TWInKLeS: Hello.
BeRnARD: He gets it, already. He said hi. now leave him
alone. Christ on a crutch.
BART SpOnGe: Do you know how to get out of here?
BeRnARD: Out of the closet? Ha! That’s a good one.
BART SpOnGe: The . . . closet? (a beat) Oh my . . . I can’t
stay here.
BeRnARD: What’s the matter? Don’t you like what I’ve done
with the place?
BART SpOnGe: Well, it’s okay I guess, but . . . ah, about this
door . . .
BeRnARD: probably a little messy for a neat freak like you. I
tried to get on one of those tv makeover shows, you know,
where those queer guys come in and bust up the place, give
you new cushions, put a whole bunch of fucking candles
everywhere and make you buy expensive hair gel and shit.
no one would take me on. I guess closets ain’t commercial.
Still. It’s not so bad. You get used to it.
BART SpOnGe: Right. Um . . . I’m sure that’s true, but I don’t
think I’m supposed to be in here. There’s been a mix up.
BeRnARD: Oh really? What happened? You get mistaken for
a mop or something?
BART SpOnGe: Well, I’m not quite sure. Mr. peterson got
back from a business trip late last night and first thing this
morning he came and grabbed me out of the toy box and . .
. well, here I am. Kevin is very attached to me; if he doesn’t
know his Dad put me in here he might worry.
BeRnARD: And then again, he might not. He never came
looking for me.
BART SpOnGe: Oh. Well . . . I’m sure . . .
BeRnARD: Can’t expect too much from the kid. He is only
three.
A long pause. BART SPONGE puts his ear to the
door. Listens. Nothing.
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BeRnARD: (cont) The sooner you forget about it. The sooner
you get used to it. That weird Harry potter kid spent years
in a closet under the stairs.
BART SpOnGe: Years? Oh dear me. Have you been here
long?
BeRnARD: You trying to pick me up?
BART SpOnGe: What?
BeRnARD: (lecherous) Come here often?
A beat. BART SPONGE is quietly terrified.
BeRnARD: (cont) It was a joke.
TWInKLeS: Joke! Funny!
(Giggles inanely).
BART SpOnGe: Oh.
(forces a laugh. Tries to open the door)
BERNARD: Relax. Where’s the fire? Kevin’s probably on his
way to Daycare by now so you may as well get comfy.
What’s your name anyway?
BART SpOnGe: I’m Bart Sponge Round Trousers. Kevin’s
favorite toy.
BeRnARD: pleased to meet you. I’m Bernard the dinosaur.
Kevin’s ex-favorite toy. And this here is Twinkles. He’s a
tubby, whatever the hell that is.
TWInKLeS: Twinkles say hello!
BeRnARD: Jesus in Jelly, what Kevin was thinking with that
one, I’ll never know.
BART SpOnGe: Well, maybe when he was younger . . .
BeRnARD: Yeah. Right. Kids these days outgrow that kinda
shit in the womb.
BERNARD takes a crumpled pack of American Spirit
and offers one to BART SPONGE.
BeRnARD: (cont) Cigarette? They’re the good ones. no
chemicals. Don’t want to set a bad example.
BART SpOnGe: Ah, no thanks.
BeRnARD: So. What are you in for?
BART SpOnGe: I’m sorry?
BeRnARD: The closet, Spongepants, what are you in for?
BART SpOnGe: It’s Bart. Bart Sponge. And I’m, well, like I
said, I’m just in here temporarily.
BeRnARD: Yeah, that’s what I thought. Were you a Christmas
present?

264

2012—The BesT Ten-MinuTe Plays

BART SpOnGe: Yes. Santa brought me. I was the best thing
under the tree, so I’m sure Kevin’ll want to get me back.
I’ve got moveable parts, look!
(waving his arms and legs)
And my pants come off too.
BeRnARD: Hey! Keep those on! Shit, no wonder they canned
you.
BART SpOnGe: I’m not canned. I can’t be. I’m Kevin’s favorite.
BeRnARD: Yeah, yeah. So you said. Look kid, I hate to be the
one to break it to you, but toys that go into the closet, don’t
come out. So what did you do? It’s less than a month after
Christmas; it must have been something big.
BART SpOnGe: I didn’t do anything. I’m innocent.
BeRnARD: no such thing, Spongehead. Come on, you can
tell your uncle Bernard.
BART SpOnGe: I didn’t do anything. Really.
BeRnARD: Let me guess. Did you sneak into Kevin’s sister’s
room and try to dress up in her barbie’s outfits?
BART SpOnGe: no! Why on earth would I do that?
BeRnARD: (gesturing crudely) You didn’t get caught bending
over that teddy, did ya?
BART SpOnGe: What? Bending . . . what?
BeRnARD: Well it musta been something. I’ve never known
Kevin to just get bored with a toy after only a few weeks...
even the tub-tub lasted a few months and look at it. Wait! I
got it! Weren’t you in that Teach Kids Tolerance video! The
one that pro Family Foundation dude said was corrupting
kids and turning them all gay.
BART SpOnGe: You heard about that video?
BeRnARD: Sure; it was in the paper. even the Governor knows
about it, and he doesn’t know shit from cookie dough.
BeRnARD gets up and dances suggestively while singing a line
or two from “We are family.” TWInKLeS bounces around,
excited, trying to join in. BART SpOnGe is appalled.
BART SpOnGe: Oh, please, don’t . . . . Do you mind my asking, which paper?
BeRnARD: All of ‘em, Bath Boy, you’re famous. Mrs. peterson
keeps the recycling in here so we get the new York Times
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and the examiner, plus The national enquirer if she’s been
to the supermarket.
BART SpOnGe: You really think that’s why Mr. peterson put
me in here? Because of a video?
BeRnARD: You bet your big round tush it is. Do you think
he wants a little faggot like you playing with his precious
son Kevin? It was bad enough when you were just running
around your fruity fucking palace in your tighty fucking
whities and holding hands with that limp dick pink thing /
BART SpOnGe: Hey! You can’t say that about my friend
patrick/
BeRnARD: But then you had to go and get yourself associated
with some leftie video promoting diversity awareness or some
crap and send it out to schools all over the country. Face it, the
conservatives are right: You’re as camp as a row a tents, as gay
as Tuesday, as queer as a three dollar bill. You ain’t getting outa
here any time soon. I might just be the best friend you got.
BART SpOnGe contemplates this a moment and runs to the
door, pounding on it.
BART SpOnGe: Kevin! I’m in here. Mr. peterson, I’m sorry,
let me out!
BeRnARD: Relax. Do I look like I want to fuck you?
BERNARD holds up the girly magazine.
Trust me; you’re not my type. I’m more likely to stick it
into Twinkles over there.
TWInKLeS: In. Out. In. Out!
(giggles)
BART SpOnGe: (rattling the door) Help! Let me out! Let me
oouuuttttt.
BeRnARD: Do you have to make so much noise?
BERNARD takes a step toward him. BART SPONGE
turns on him, ready to fight.
BART SpOnGe: Get away from me! If you try anything I’ll
. . . I’ll . . .
BeRnARD: Dude, get real. I’m a fucking plush and plastic toy.
What am I going to do to you? Maul you to death with my
felt teeth? Just give it up, will you?
BART SpOnGe: I know karate!
BeRnARD: I won’t hurt you. I won’t even make a pass at
you.
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BART SpOnGe: (beat) promise?
BeRnARD: Cross my heart. Besides, it won’t do you any good
bashing on that door. Forget Kevin; the stink of scandal
is on you now, my friend, and there ain’t no going back
from that. I should know. I was on TV once. All I did was
clap my hands a lot and hug a few little boys. Big fucking
deal. They let Whacko Jacko off, but not me, oh no. Look
at that fucking thing, they said. purple velvet is way too
fucking gay; must drive a stick shift, take him away in the
night while Kevin is sleeping and shove him down here in
the dark. Forgotten. (beat) Look, I’m sorry if I came off a
little gruff. I didn’t mean to give you a hard time. I’m not
that used to interacting with celebrities and it’s pretty hard
to practice your social graces when you’re living in a closet
with someone like Twinkles. (beat) Truth is I’m kinda lonely
and I could use a friend. I gotta tell ya, I’m real glad you’re
here. The tubby is driving me fucking nuts.
TWINKLES starts jumping in little circles and swinging his handbag.
BART SpOnGe: I can imagine.
BeRnARD: He’s a little hard to converse with.
BART SpOnGe: It’s a he?
BeRnARD: Well . . . in a manner of speaking.
BART SpOnGe: Wow.
BeRnARD: Yeah. You think you got problems.
BART SpOnGe: So. What do we do now? If we can’t open
the door. What’s the plan? Do we just wait for it all to blow
over?
BeRnARD: not a lot of choice. Mrs. peterson comes in once
a week with the recycling, you could try to make a run for
it then, but you won’t get far on those legs, and chances are
next time you’ll be straight off to the trash can. If I were you
I’d try and keep a low profile. Hope for the best.
(beat. He pats the floor next to him)
Come on, take a load off. You may as well conserve
your energy.
They sit on the floor, side by side, beaten.
BeRnARD: (cont) So . . . just out of curiosity Spongebutt,
are you?
BART SpOnGe: Gay?
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BeRnARD: Yeah.
BART SpOnGe: I don’t know . . . . I’m a sponge.
BeRnARD: Oh. (beat) Do you miss Kevin?
BART SpOnGe: Yeah. He was nice to me. You?
BeRnARD: Yeah. not as much as the little guy does though.
It’s been really rough on him.
TWInKLeS comes over to sit with them, sadly. BeRnARD
gives him a hug.
TWInKLeS: Miss Kevin. Twinkles miss Kevin too.
BART SpOnGe: Well, we’ll all just have to stick together. Toys
belong with kids. That’s the natural way of things, right? I
mean, what else are we for? They’ll see that sooner or later.
Kevin will come to rescue us. Just you wait and see.
The toys sit. Waiting. Lights slowly fade to black.
The end
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Clown Therapy
Nina Mansfield
For Zeynep.
produCTion noTes:
Clown Therapy was originally presented at the 2011
Snowdance 10 Minute Comedy Festival, produced
by Over Our Head Players and directed by Rich
Smith and the Snowdance Ensemble. The festival
opened at the 6th Street Theatre in Racine, Wisconsin
on January 28, 2011. The play was directed by Diane
Carlson with the following cast:
THERAPIST, Brandy Harrell
MAGGIE, Melissa Hughes Ernest
FRANK, Jim Selovich
Clown Therapy was subsequently produced by Three
Roses Players in North Hollywood, CA (April to
May 2011.) It went on to be produced at the New
Works Festival at the North Canton Playhouse in
North Canton, OH (May 2011.) It also received
a production as part of Turtle Shell Productions’
Summer Shorties Playwright Festival in New York
(July to August 2011) and Artists’ Exchange’s 6th
Annual Black Box Theatre One Act Play Festival
in Cranston, RI (August 2011.)

CHARACTERS:
FRANK: Frank is a clown. He is dressed in full clown attire
including a blue wig, a red nose, big shoes that honk, a water
squirting flower in his lapel, and a crazy tie that can grow
very long when pulled. Thirties to forties.
MAGGIE: Frank’s wife. She is not a clown. Twenties to forties.
THERAPIST: A licensed marriage counselor. Female. Thirties
to fifties.
SETTING: Present day. A therapist’s office.

(Maggie and Frank enter a therapist’s office. Frank
is dressed in full clown attire, with a red nose, blue
hair, big shoes and funny tie.)
THERAPIST: Come in. Please come in. Mr. and Mrs . . . .Bozo,
correct?
MAGGIE: It’s pronounced: Bohzshoh. It’s French.
THERAPIST: Bohcho.
MAGGIE: Bohzshoh.
THERAPIST: Bohzshoh. Please, Mr. and Mrs. Bohzshoh, have
a seat.
(Maggie sits. Frank stays standing.)
FRANK: You didn’t tell me she’d be a woman.
MAGGIE: You know I don’t like male doctors.
FRANK: And I’m supposed to feel comfortable with a woman?
MAGGIE: Women are better listeners.
FRANK: Yeah, according to you.
MAGGIE: Would you please just sit down.
(Frank sits.)
Thank you. Was that so hard?
THERAPIST: Does it bother you, Mr. Bozo, sorry . . .
(She pronounces the name carefully.)
Bohzshoh, that I’m a woman?
FRANK: You can call me Frank.
THERAPIST: Okay, Frank, does it bother you that I’m a
woman?
MAGGIE: (To Frank.) I’m sorry. You know how I feel about
male doctors.
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FRANK: That’s because of your trust issues.
MAGGIE: Oh, and whose fault is that? After living with you,
does it shock you that I have trust issues? It’s surprising I
ever leave the house after what you’ve put me through.
FRANK: Here we go again.
MAGGIE: (To Therapist.)See what I mean? See what I have
to put up with?
THERAPIST: Uh, why don’t we all take a deep breath—
FRANK: Besides, she’s not really a doctor.
MAGGIE: Close enough.
THERAPIST: Licensed marriage counselor. I’m a licensed—
FRANK: But you’re not a doctor.
THERAPIST: Not in the traditional sense of the word.
FRANK: See.
MAGGIE: What does that have to do with anything? At least
she’s not pretending to be a doctor!
(Frank looks away. Something in what Maggie has
said has affected him.)
THERAPIST: Why don’t we discuss what brought you here.
(Maggie and Frank look down.)
There’s no need to feel...awkward, or ashamed. Many
couples seek therapy for their issues.
MAGGIE: It’s just that . . .
THERAPIST: Yes . . .
FRANK: (To Maggie.) Don’t look at me. You’re the one who
wanted to come here.
MAGGIE: Oh, so now you want to leave.
FRANK: I didn’t say that. I said you’re the one that wanted to
come here.
MAGGIE: Then let’s just go. Let’s just forget it.
FRANK: We’re here now. We might as well get it over with.
(To Therapist.)
You’d still charge us for the session if we left?
(Therapist nods.)
See, we might as well stay.
MAGGIE: Fine, we’ll stay. But don’t say I didn’t give you a
choice.
THERAPIST: Okay, now that that’s settled, let’s . . . uh . . .
discuss what brought you here.
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(Pause. Frank and Maggie continue to look away.)
Do you mind if I venture a guess?
(They don’t respond.)
I don’t mean to be presumptuous here, but I think I’ve
seen this situation before.
MAGGIE: See, I told you she could help us.
FRANK: She hasn’t even said anything yet.
THERAPIST: You’ve been together how long?
FRANK: Four years.
MAGGIE: Four and a half.
FRANK: Four and a half.
THERAPIST: And . . . Mrs. Bohzshoh, when did you discover
that your husband—
MAGGIE: Maggie. Call me Maggie.
THERAPIST: Maggie, when did you discover that your husband is . . . how can I put this delicately . . . when did you
discover that your husband is . . . a clown?
MAGGIE: Sorry?
THERAPIST: As I’ve said, I’ve seen this situation many, many
times. Husbands, and Frank, please correct me if I’m wrong,
but . . . it’s something that they often hide from their wives.
The discovery is often shocking, upsetting. The man feels
like he needs to express his true nature, and the woman . . .
and mind you, this is a gender neutral situation. I’m actually
counseling a lesbian couple . . . one had been moonlighting
as a rodeo clown and—
MAGGIE: I’ve always known.
THERAPIST: Come again?
MAGGIE: I said, I’ve always known.
THERAPIST: So you . . . you knew? About the . . .
FRANK: Of course she knew.
MAGGIE: How could I not? That’s how we met. Remember.
(To Frank. She is recalling a fond memory.)
You were piling out of the trunk of that compact car. There
were nineteen other clowns with you, but for me, there
was just one. Those other clowns, they might as well not
have even existed. They could go on honking their horns
and somersaulting around that ring, but it didn’t matter.
They were nothing to me. You were the clown that I was
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watching. The only clown. I couldn’t keep my eyes off
of you. I remember like it was yesterday. That red nose,
that bright blue hair.
(To Therapist.)
I knew at that moment, he was the clown for me.
THERAPIST: You knew he was a clown?
MAGGIE: It was love at first sight. And then, every time we
met, he would make me fall in love with him just a little bit
more. That water squirting flower on his lapel. The way he
would start juggling random objects—and inevitably drop
them all—just to have them bounce right back up in the
air. And the way every time he tried to tie his tie, it would
grow longer and longer until he was totally wrapped up
in it. That’s the man I fell in love with. That’s the man I
thought I knew.
THERAPIST: I guess I’m a little confused then.
MAGGIE: He’s a fraud.
FRANK: I’m not a fraud.
MAGGIE: Yes you are. You lied to me.
FRANK: I thought you knew. I thought it was . . . I don’t know
. . . common knowledge.
THERAPIST: Maggie, what exactly did he lie about?
FRANK: I did not lie.
THERAPIST: I’m trying to dig out the heart of this matter
Frank.
FRANK: I understand that, but I just want to set the record
straight. I did not lie.
MAGGIE: Omission Frank. That’s still lying.
(To Therapist.)
That’s still lying, right?
THERAPIST: Maggie, could you please explain what it is Frank
. . . omitted.
MAGGIE: He’s not really a clown.
FRANK: That’s not true.
MAGGIE: Yes it is.
FRANK: I’m a clown, okay. I am a clown.
MAGGIE: No, not really. Not underneath all that.
FRANK: What do you think a clown is?
THERAPIST: Yes Maggie, what is your definition of clown?
MAGGIE: I thought he was . . . you know . . . a real clown.
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THERAPIST: A real clown?
MAGGIE: Not just dressed up like a clown, but actually . . . you
know, for real. How many years has he lead me to believe
that this nose . . . this beautiful round, red nose . . . it’s not
really his, you know. It comes off.
(Maggie pulls off his nose.)
FRANK: Ow. That hurt.
MAGGIE: Not as much as you’ve hurt me.
THERAPIST: So, the nose is fake. And this came as a shock?
MAGGIE: It’s not just the nose. The hair too. This beautiful
bushel of bright blue hair. It’s a wig. A wig!
(Maggie tries to pull off his wig. Frank tries to keep
it on.)
FRANK: Leave my hair alone.
MAGGIE: Why? Are you ashamed to expose who you really
are?
FRANK: Just leave it alone!
MAGGIE: No! I want her to see. See how you’ve been deceiving
me!
(They struggle. The wig comes off.)
FRANK: That’s just great.
MAGGIE: And the worst, the absolutely worst discovery . . .
his feet aren’t really that big.
THERAPIST: And it took you . . . four and a half years to realize
this?
MAGGIE: He always wore his shoes to bed.
(Frank pulls off one of his shoes. It squeaks.)
FRANK: You thought my real foot made that noise? Is that what
you thought? Is that what you really thought?
MAGGIE: (Growing increasingly upset.) Okay, so I was naïve.
You were my first love Frank. What did I know? It’s not like
I’d had any clowns before you. You were the first one . . .
and I thought you were the real thing. And then to wake up
one morning and find out that it was all . . . all just a sham,
a lie. A disguise! You know how violated I felt? How dirty.
Used. Like I’d been sleeping with a stranger all these years.
How can I trust anything, anyone! It’s like everything I’ve
ever believed in was a complete and total lie. How can I
even go on anymore? I . . . I don’t know if I can. How can
I go on living if everything I’ve ever believed in doesn’t

274

2012—The BesT Ten-MinuTe plays

exist? How can I go on? I just want to die! I just want to
end it all!
(Maggie pulls out a gun. She aims it at her head.)
FRANK: No, Maggie.
THERAPIST: Maggie, please!
MAGGIE: No, I just want to die! I just want to die!
THERAPIST: Don’t do it Maggie.
FRANK: Put the gun down Maggie.
MAGGIE: I can’t! I can’t go on!
THERAPIST/FRANK: MAGGIE!!!! NOOOOOOOO!!!!!!
(Maggie fires the gun. A flower pops out of it. The
sight of the flower makes Maggie crumble.)
MAGGIE: Why? WHY, WHY, WHY!?!?!
(Maggie falls to the ground weeping. She weeps for
a long moment. Frank and Therapist watch her.)
FRANK: I . . . I never knew. I never . . .
MAGGIE: (Softly. Defeated.) Why Frank? Why?
FRANK: I never knew you felt this way.
MAGGIE: How can we go on?
FRANK: I love you Maggie.
MAGGIE: I thought I loved you too, but I don’t know who
you are.
FRANK: But you do know me Maggie. This wig, that nose, these
shoes . . . they might not be real, but it’s who I am.
MAGGIE: Really?
(Frank honks his shoe. Maggie smiles.)
FRANK: This is who I am. I am still the clown you fell for. I’m
just plain old Frank too.
(Frank and Maggie kiss.)
THERAPIST: I . . . I think we might have made what, in my
profession, we call a breakthrough.
MAGGIE: Can you give me some clown Frank?
FRANK: Right now?
MAGGIE: Yeah Frank. Right here. I need some clown.
THERAPIST: Some clown?
FRANK: Are you sure? You want some clown? Right here?
Right now?
MAGGIE: Yeah.
FRANK: You got it babe!
(Frank begins to laugh and act like a silly clown.
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He begins to squirt Maggie and the Therapist with
a water pistol.)
MAGGIE: Oh yeah! OH BABY YEAH!
(Frank, still laughing his silly laugh, takes out a
canister of silly string and sprays them both with it.
Maggie cries out with pleasure as Therapist looks
on, somewhat horrified.)
MAGGIE: Yes! YES! Give it to me!
(Maggie begins to pull at Frank’s tie. It grows longer
and longer.)
MAGGIE: That’s it. Oh yeah! That’s it!
(When the tie comes to an end, Frank falls on top of
Maggie. They begin to roll around on the ground,
passionately. Therapist looks on in shock.)
MAGGIE: Oh Frank! Yes. Yes! YES!
(The lights fade to the sound of squeaking shoes and
Maggie’s cries of pleasure.)
End of Play
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Credit CheCk
Eddie Zipperer
ProduCtion notes:
Georgia Military College. Milledgeville, GA.
June 2010.
Strike 38, A Striking Short Play Lab. New York,
NY.
June 2010.
Turtle Shell Productions, Summer Shorties Summ Ar
Not. New York, NY. August 2010
Wingz Productions, Macarthur Playwriting Festival.
Campbelltown, Australia. December 2010
Camino Real Playhouse, Showoff! San Juan Capistrano, CA. January 2011. (Festival Winner)
Students on Stage of NUSU and CSRC, Nipissing
State University Theatre. North Bay, ON Canada.
February 2011.
Sunshine Brooks Theatre, Summer Shorts. Oceanside,
CA. July 2011. (Festival Co—Winner)

ChARACTeRS:
DAviD, A man, thirties, Recently deceased.
JeSSiCA, A woman, thirties, Recently deceased.
ANGeLA, A real estate angel. White wings. halo. very pleasant
but hates to hear complaining.
GOD, King of Kings.
DARK ANGeL, A real estate angel who works for a different
company. Red horns and black wings.
SCeNe: The afterlife.
TiMe: The present.
SeTTiNG: An empty stage.

AT RISE: David and Jessica are standing onstage.
Both of them are disoriented as though they have just
“appeared.” They check to make sure all their most
important body parts are still attached.
DAviD: Wow!
JeSSiCA: What on earth happened?
DAviD: i have no—.Where are we?
JeSSiCA: Where were we?
DAviD: i can’t remember.
JeSSiCA: i remember a cow?
DAviD: A cow?
JeSSiCA: Was there a cow there?
DAviD: Where we came from?
JeSSiCA: Where we cam from.
DAviD: i think i’d have remembered a cow.
JeSSiCA: There was a cow! i remember!
DAviD: Yeah! A black and white one—.
JeSSiCA: it was in the road—.
DAviD: And i was about to slam right into it—.
JeSSiCA: So you swerved—.
DAviD: But we were on the bridge—.
JeSSiCA: i remember the splash.
DAviD: i remember my clothes being soaked.
JeSSiCA: And then we were here.
DAviD: Suddenly. Like magic.
JeSSiCA: Maybe we have amnesia.
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DAviD: Or. i hate to be the one to say this, but think about it.
That bridge was fifty feet above the water, and I drove right
off it. it’s possible, no, it’s probable that we’re—
An angel enters.
DAviD: Crap!
JeSSiCA: Language.
ANGeL: hello there you two! You must be Mr. And Mrs. Bartley. i am so so sorry that i was running late today. i hope
i didn’t leave you standing here for too long. how in the
heck are the two of you today?
DAviD: Dead, i think.
ANGeL: Okay, well that’s a pretty pessimistic way of looking
at it. This man you’ve got here is a real downer.
JeSSiCA: i guess he’s—. Are we dead?
ANGEL: Well, I guess, technically, by your earthly definition of
the word. Yes, you two are (finger quotes) “dead.”
DAviD: No! No! i knew it! (Breaking Down) it wasn’t my time! i
had so much to offer the world! i was working on a novel—.
ANGeL: That sounds impressive.
JeSSiCA: he means reading a novel.
DAviD: i was this close to getting Larry promoted to the top
of the medical career track!
JeSSiCA: Larry was his Sim.
ANGeL: i see.
DAviD: i had a nine o’clock tee time this Saturday, but it’s all
gone. it’s all over.
JeSSiCA: Calm down, David. Die with a little dignity.
ANGeL: You’re only freaking out because you don’t know
what death is. You think it’s the end of everything, but do
you feel (finger quotes) “dead?”
JeSSiCA: i feel the same.
DAviD: hey, so do i. What gives? is this a prank? Who are
you?
ANGeL: Oh, dear. i’m sorry. in all the excitement i completely
forgot to introduce myself. My name is Angela, and i’m
your real estate angel.
DAviD: What? That’s ridiculous. it sounds made up and not
by someone clever if you know what i—.
ANGeL: Well, it’s not made up. it’s a real thing, and i’ve lined
up some places to show you, but we’ll have to hurry be-
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cause i have another couple to meet up with in about ten
minutes.
JeSSiCA: Are we in . . . heaven?
ANGEL: Well, I suppose—according to your definition of the
word—you are in (finger quotes) “heaven.”
DAVID: The finger quotes are getting a little bit condescending.
ANGeL: (Suddenly very frightening)enough of your negativity, mortal! From now on you will speak when i tell you to
speak! Do you understand? Speak!
DAviD: Yes.
ANGeL: very well! (Sweet as can be to Jessica) You must feel
like you can’t get a word in sometimes.
JeSSiCA: i suppose. Sometimes.
David begins to retort, but the angel gives him a look, so he
doesn’t.
ANGeL: As i was saying. There’s not really (finger quotes)
“heaven” or (finger quotes) “hell.” There’s just the afterlife,
but believe me when i tell you that location is everything
in the afterlife. This is the only neighborhood you want to
buy a place in.
JeSSiCA: But we don’t have any money.
ANGeL: Oh, but you do have (finger quotes) “money.” And
lots of it as a matter of fact. Currency isn’t pieces of paper
here like it is where you’re from. here it’s goodness. You
get “credit” for all of your goodness in life. in the afterlife,
the two of you are a very wealthy couple.
JeSSiCA: Did you hear that, David?
He nods.
That’s fantastic!
ANGeL: i have a place that will be perfect for the two of
you.
The angel snaps her fingers.
JeSSiCA: (Looks around)Wow!
ANGeL: This is one of the nicest places on the Upper Upper
east Side. Three bedrooms. No baths—don’t need ‘em. if
you look out this back window you’ll see there’s a balcony
with a fantastic view of the fourteenth hole of the finest golf
course in the afterlife.
David points to his lips.
You’re free to speak, David, but no complaining, okay?
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There’s nothing to complain about here.
DAviD: Sorry. There’s golf here?
ANGeL: it wouldn’t be (finger quotes) “heaven” if there wasn’t.
Not only is this place on the golf course, but it’s only a
couple clouds down from the theatre district.
DAviD: Maybe this won’t be so bad after all.
ANGeL: i told you you were overreacting.
JeSSiCA: it’s fantastic! We’ll take it.
DAviD: Whoa. Angela, could we have a moment to talk this
over?
ANGeL: Absolutely. i have four minutes left.
DAviD: Could we have some privacy? Maybe down on the
golf course?
ANGeL: Certainly. Just think of the golf course, snap you’re
fingers, and you’ll be there. When you’re through talking
it over, think of me, snap your fingers again, and I’ll draw
up the papers.
Angela exits. David closes his eyes and snaps his fingers. He opens them.
DAviD: it worked. Wow! Look at these fairways. They’re immaculate. This is nicer than the Augusta National. What
an amazing course. it’s a shame i’ll never get to see Tiger
Woods play it.
JeSSiCA: What did you want to talk about?
DAviD: Oh yeah. Why did you agree to take this place without
asking me?
JeSSiCA: i thought you loved it. Look at this golf course.
DAviD: Still, this is the only place we’ve looked at. You don’t
just take the first place you look at. You shop around. If
heaven has golf courses like this, imagine what else we
might be able to score. She’s probably showing us the worst
place in the whole afterlife. She’s probably sitting around
with a bunch of other (finger quotes) “real estate angels”
right now laughing at how she has the two new chumps on
the line to buy the dump nobody else could unload.
JeSSiCA: i doubt the process is that dishonest here. We should
be grateful that we still get to be together and not worry
about where we get to be together.
DAviD: Well, that’s actually the other thing i wanted to talk
about.
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JeSSiCA: What?
DAviD: Well, at the wedding—and i’m just offering this as
a point of information—the vows were “till death do we
part.” “Till death.” So . . .
JeSSiCA: So, now that we’re in heaven you want to get divorced! is that it?
DAviD: No! Of course not! Not divorced. There’s no need to
bring up divorce. Divorce is when you can’t wait until death
to part. it’s more like . . . graduation. We did it!
JeSSiCA: i can’t believe this. how can this be heaven when
you’re still such a jerk?
DAviD: We should still see each other. i’m just saying now
that we’re dead we can branch out a little. Maybe see other
people, you know? i just thought—.
GOD: (From offstage) Fore!
A golf ball bounces across the stage. David watches
it.
DAviD: Oh my God! it went in the hole!
JeSSiCA: That’s what you’re concerned with right now?
DAVID: That guy just got a hole in one on a par five! That’s a
triple eagle!
God enters. he’s holding a driver and has an empty golf bag
on his back. he puts the driver in the bag and greets David
and Jessica.
GOD: hello there. You must be the new couple moving into
cloud nine.
DAviD: And . . . long white beard . . . triple eagle . . . you
must be . . . God.
GOD: i suppose so.
David offers his hand to shake.
i’m afraid you don’t want to shake my hand. You’d be so
overcome by my goodness that you’d drop straight to the
ground and wouldn’t awaken for a thousand years.
David quickly withdraws his hand.
JeSSiCA: i’m Jessica.
She offers her hand. God shakes it.
GOD: Nice to meet you. i couldn’t help but overhear your argument. i don’t like to toss advice at everyone i meet, but i’m
God, so listen up, David. Things are pretty much perfect
here on the Upper Upper east Side, but all the perfection
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in the world is but dust when you’re overcome by loneliness. You’ll notice i’m not playing golf in a foursome here.
No, sir, nobody wants to play golf with a guy who shoots
a fourteen every time.
DAviD: Fourteen?!
GOD: Yeah, i hit all the par threes in zero shots.
DAviD: how is that even—.
GOD: i’d explain it, but your head would explode. Don’t miss
the point here, David. You need this young lady more than
you think. You don’t realize it because you’re a human—
and not a particularly clever one—but silently without you
even knowing, this Jessica is like the very gravity that keeps
you from being torn from the Earth and fired away like a
missile through the stratosphere. i advise you not to strike
her away as though she were as insignificant as a golf ball.
Well, i have four more holes to play. hope to see the two
of you around.
DAviD: Bye.
God exits.
Jeez, now i feel like maybe God’s right. Maybe i should
keep you around.
JeSSiCA: Maybe! Well, maybe i don’t need you as much as
you think. ever consider that?
DAviD: Oh really?
JeSSiCA: Yeah!
DAviD: Well, this is death, so i suggest we part!
JeSSiCA: have a nice afterlife, jerk!
Jessica exits. David snaps his fingers. Angela reenters.
ANGeL: Did you come to a decision?
DAviD: i’ll take it!
ANGeL: i’ll draw up the papers.
DAviD: Great! This place is going to make one heaven of a
bachelor pad.
ANGeL: Bachelor pad?
DAviD: Jessica and i have decided to go our separate ways.
Play the afterlife field for a while.
ANGeL: hmmm. i wish you had said something.
DAviD: Why?
ANGeL: Frankly, on your own, you don’t have near the credit
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you need to buy this place. in fact, without her, you’re
pretty deep in debt.
DAVID: Can I get financing or a loan?
ANGeL: Of goodness? it doesn’t work like that. i’ll have to
have one of my associates show you a place downtown.
She snaps her fingers. A real estate angel with black
wings and red horns enters.
DARK ANGeL: Mr. Bartley, Great to meet you . . .

CURTAIN
The end
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Duo
Tom Moran
ProDuction notes:
Original Production: Stone Soup Theatre,
Seattle, WA
Dates: May 13-16, 2010
Director: Danielle Villegas
Cast
ROCKMAN, Norman Husser
GRAVEL GIRL, Norah Elges
THE DEMON, Michael Ramquist
10x10 Production: The ArtsCenter, Carrboro, NC
Dates: July 8-10 and 15-17, 2011
Director: Jeff Aguiar
Cast
ROCKMAN, Brook North
GRAVEL GIRL, Kelsey Kallang
THE DEMON, Susannah Hough

CHARACTERS:
ROCKMAN, A burly, chiseled superhero in his forties.
GRAVEL GIRL, ROCKMAN’S SIDEKICK. An attractive 24year-old superheroine, wearing a skimpy costume including
high-heeled boots.
THE DEMON, A supervillain in his forties, sinister in a snively
way.
TIME: Now
PLACE: The Demon’s secret lair
Scene 1

(A windowless concrete basement. There is a door
stage right. Center stage, ROCKMAN and GRAVEL
GIRL are chained helplessly to a wall. Stage left,
THE DEMON stands over a giant time bomb.)
DEMON: Finally, I have you both right where I want you! Today
the world will suffer the end of Rockman and – um, what’s
your name again?
GRAVEL GIRL: I’m Gravel Girl!
DEMON: Well, alas, Gravel Girl, we hardly knew ye.
GRAVEL GIRL: We’re not licked yet, Demon!
ROCKMAN: (to GRAVEL GIRL) Please, sweetheart, let me do
the talking. (to DEMON) We’re not licked yet, Demon!
DEMON: I beg to differ, Super-Minerals. (He hits a button on
the bomb, which beeps loudly and begins to tick.) In ten
minutes, this whole building will blow sky-high and take
both of you with it.
GRAVEL GIRL: You’re crazy!
ROCKMAN: (to GRAVEL GIRL) Hush! (To DEMON) You’re
crazy! You’ll never get away with this, you scoundrel.
DEMON: On the contrary, I believe I already have. (Gestures to
bomb.) Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a hydrofoil to catch.
See you on the other side, Rockhead and Rabble Girl!
(DEMON laughs maniacally and exits. ROCKMAN
and GRAVEL GIRL struggle against their restraints.)
ROCKMAN: Confound his nefarious schemes! He won’t escape
from me this time.
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GRAVEL GIRL: (rolls her eyes) Yeah. Of course not.
(ROCKMAN is struggling with the restraints and
doesn’t hear.)
ROCKMAN: Must–reach–wrist–laser. (He struggles more
and gives up, panting.) Can you reach your laser, Gravel
Girl?
GRAVEL GIRL: Look, can you just call me Elaine? I mean,
there’s no one around.
ROCKMAN: What’s wrong with Gravel Girl?
GRAVEL GIRL: What’s wrong with it? First, I’m 24, I’m not
a girl. Second, I’m named after rubble! It doesn’t exactly
strike fear into the hearts of criminals, now does it?
ROCKMAN: When we get out of here I’ll think of a new one.
How’s Minerella sound?
GRAVEL GIRL: Like a Disney Princess, actually.
ROCKMAN: Look, can you reach your laser or not?
GRAVEL GIRL: I can’t reach my laser because you won’t let
me have one, remember?
ROCKMAN: Oh, right. You’re still on your probationary period.
GRAVEL GIRL: Probationary period. I’ve helped you foil three
bank robberies and a robot invasion and all you’ve let me have
is a Swiss Army Knife with a picture of a boulder on it.
ROCKMAN: Lava Lad never sassed me like this.
GRAVEL GIRL: Well maybe you should hire Lava Lad. (Pause.)
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.
ROCKMAN: Let’s just get out of here.
GRAVEL GIRL: Hold on.
(GRAVEL GIRL struggles with her right arm restraint and tears the bolt out of the wall. She frees
herself from the other restraints.)
ROCKMAN: Of course! All the damp here must have rotted
the concrete. (He struggles to no avail.)
GRAVEL GIRL: No, I have a bionic arm! Did you even look
at my resume? Or did you just spend the whole interview
staring at my tits?
ROCKMAN: You got the job, didn’t you?
GRAVEL GIRL: I hope I didn’t just hear that.
ROCKMAN: Please just set me free so we can defuse that
bomb.
GRAVEL GIRL: We?
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ROCKMAN: So you can defuse the bomb. Which is the sidekick’s job. You cut the blue wire—or whatever, I pursue
the villain.
GRAVEL GIRL: Right, I save our asses and you get the interview in Esquire. Funny how that works. Especially since
the only reason we got caught in the first place is because
someone locked the damn keys in the Rockmobile!
ROCKMAN: Look, I said I was sorry! (Pause. Rueful) I don’t
think you have a very firm grasp of the hero-sidekick dynamic. You are my stalwart, my unflappable companion,
willing to lay down your life for mine—
GRAVEL GIRL: You know, I don’t even have a dental plan.
ROCKMAN: This is not the time to discuss personnel issues.
GRAVEL GIRL: Actually, I think it’s the perfect time for a nice
(Looks at bomb) six and a half-minute chat. Let’s start with
my salary.
ROCKMAN: Crap.
GRAVEL GIRL: What was that?
ROCKMAN: You don’t have a salary!
GRAVEL GIRL: Exactly. Oh, I know, I know, I get paid “in
kind” by getting to live in the mansion, et cetera. But a
“girl’s” gotta plan for the future, you know. (Pause.) I want
what Robin’s making.
ROCKMAN: What? Robin? (Pause.) How about Batgirl?
(GRAVEL GIRL starts to head toward the exit.)
GRAVEL GIRL: (scoffing) Gotta go.
ROCKMAN: Lava Lad was my sidekick for 14 years and I
never paid him a dime! He did it for the good of mankind.
(Wistful) He was the best crimefighting partner a hero could
hope for.
GRAVEL GIRL: Of course he was. He was a house slave, apparently. I bet he didn’t even have medical.
ROCKMAN: He had mutant healing power!
GRAVEL GIRL: Well I don’t. (Counts off on fingers.) Salary.
Medical. Dental. 401(k). And—a new costume. No more
spike heels. Yeah, they’re great for kicking someone in
the face, but you ever try chasing down Doctor Cheetah
in these?
ROCKMAN: This is blackmail. You will not get away with
this, you brigand!
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GRAVEL GIRL: Look, save the invective for the criminals,
okay?
ROCKMAN: Right now I’m having a little trouble telling the
difference. Look, what is this really about? (No response.)
I doubt you would endanger our lives for a dental plan. We
did a background check on you. You’re noble.
GRAVEL GIRL: I am not!
ROCKMAN: What’s wrong with noble?
GRAVEL GIRL: Noble is passé. I’m going for more of an
antihero aesthetic.
ROCKMAN: It doesn’t suit you.
GRAVEL GIRL: Then look at this as a noble act. I’m standing
up to the club.
ROCKMAN: I don’t understand.
GRAVEL GIRL: That’s all this hero thing is, is an old boy’s
club. You and White Lightning, sitting around the Freedom
League cocktail lounge, sipping martinis and talking about
how great it is to save the world. So entitled. So entrenched.
Do you even remember why you became a superhero?
ROCKMAN: (reciting) My parents were killed in a rockslide
caused by the Demon. Sworn to revenge, I became an expert
on mineralogy and the martial arts, then adopted the name
Rockman—
GRAVEL GIRL: Sworn to revenge. And how many times have
you battled the Demon in the last 20 years?
ROCKMAN: Oh, every three to six months or so, I suppose.
GRAVEL GIRL: And yet he’s still free. Not in jail or the asylum
or, I don’t know, dead.
ROCKMAN: He is a crafty and a devious foe.
GRAVEL GIRL: No, you just have no follow-through. And you
know why? Because you need the headlines to keep yourself
going. You’re as much responsible for that madman still
being around as anyone. You’ve created a self-perpetuating
battle which you can never win or lose because it means
you’re out of a job.
ROCKMAN: You’re mad. I’ve dedicated my life to thwarting
his schemes.
GRAVEL GIRL: And then letting him get away. (Gestures to
bomb.) This is a case in point. Oh by the way, four minutes.
(10-second pause.) Three minutes fifty seconds.
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ROCKMAN: All right! You’ve got it. Everything you want.
GRAVEL GIRL: Everything?
ROCKMAN: Everything.
GRAVEL GIRL: All right. Let me take care of this.
(GRAVEL GIRL turns to the bomb, pulls her official
Rockman knife out of her pocket and starts to work
on it.)
ROCKMAN: Can you disarm it?
(Gravel Girl holds up the knife.)
GRAVEL GIRL: (Sarcastic) Piece of cake. (She starts to work,
then stops.) One more question.
ROCKMAN: Bomb!
GRAVEL GIRL: What happened to Lava Lad?
ROCKMAN: You know what happened. The Black Tiger dropkicked him into outer space.
GRAVEL GIRL: Bullshit. I don’t believe you’d let him die
like that. You loved him too much. I mean, strictly in a
heterosexual super-life-partners sort of way. What’s the
real story?
ROCKMAN: If I tell you, will you defuse the bomb?
GRAVEL GIRL: Sure.
ROCKMAN: He quit. After 14 years. He ran out on me. He’s
trying to make it in Mexico City now. Calls himself “El
Roca.”
GRAVEL GIRL: Why’d he quit?
ROCKMAN: (defeated) He said he was tired of playing second
fiddle. Braving death all the time and never getting the
credit.
GRAVEL GIRL: A-ha! So you admit sidekicking is a crock.
ROCKMAN: Sounds like you don’t need me to tell you that.
GRAVEL GIRL: And do you admit that superheroes are a joke
too? That you’re just pulling your punches?
ROCKMAN: The Demon has spent two decades slithering from
my grasp. I want nothing more than to see him—
(A noise. The door opens and the DEMON pokes his
head back in.)
DEMON: Hey. You’re still here?
ROCKMAN: Of course we are. You chained us here!
DEMON: Yeah, but this was such a simple trap. I mean, I didn’t
even take your utility belts. I figured you be free by now.
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(GRAVEL GIRL raises her hand)
GRAVEL GIRL: I am.
DEMON: (to GRAVEL GIRL) Shush! (to ROCKMAN) You
didn’t think I’d let you off the hook this easy. After all we’ve
been through together, to finish you with a mere bomb?
ROCKMAN: What did you have in mind?
DEMON: Oh, you’ll see. (Laughs maniacally.) A couple more
doors and you reach the tarantula pit. Then there’s the
room lined with motion-sensitive lasers. After that is the
trapdoor into the alligator cage, then you hit the phalanx
of luchadores and killer cyborgs. And after that—well, it’s
a surprise.
ROCKMAN: Curse your cunning machinations!
DEMON: That’s the spirit! Tell you what, let me just unshackle
you and give you a start on me. I didn’t go through all the
time and effort of arranging an intricate series of escalating
challenges so you could get killed right inside the front door.
Oh, and let me get that bomb for you.
(The DEMON aims a remote at the bomb and hits
a button. The bomb makes a noise like a car autounlocking and stops ticking.)
GRAVEL GIRL: What the hell! (to ROCKMAN) Do you see
what I’m talking about, Rockman?
ROCKMAN: I—I—Demon, what are you doing?
DEMON: I’m just being sporting –
ROCKMAN: Sporting? But you’re a criminal! My archnemesis!
You killed my parents, you fiend!
DEMON: Oh, you should really be over that by now. I feel like
we’ve built up a rapport since then. Don’t you think?
ROCKMAN: (to himself) My god. Gravel Girl is right.
DEMON: (to ROCKMAN) Now about those shackles—
(DEMON starts to advance toward ROCKMAN.
GRAVEL GIRL removes a laser gun from ROCKMAN’s utility belt and aims it at the DEMON.)
GRAVEL GIRL: Afraid I can’t let you do that. He and I are in
the middle of some very delicate negotiations here.
DEMON: Please be quiet. The men are trying to talk.
ROCKMAN: Hey! Knock it off! That’s my sidekick you’re
talking to.
GRAVEL GIRL: Thank you.
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ROCKMAN: You’re welcome. Now shoot him.
GRAVEL GIRL and DEMON: What?
ROCKMAN: Shoot him. Kill him. You were right. This has
gone on for far too long.
GRAVEL GIRL: Really?
DEMON: Really?
ROCKMAN: Really. And I want you to do the honors, Gravel
Girl.
(GRAVEL GIRL aims the laser at a terrified DEMON
and is about to fire, but eases up on the trigger. She
gestures to him to move to center stage.)
GRAVEL GIRL: (to DEMON) Get into those shackles, Demon.
Do it!
(DEMON shackles up his own feet. GRAVEL GIRL
does the hands, pulling some rope out of ROCKMAN’s utility belt to bind his right hand since the
shackle is broken.)
GRAVEL GIRL: There. (to ROCKMAN) You’re right, I guess
I am a lousy antihero.
ROCKMAN: I knew it all along. Now how about setting me
free.
GRAVEL GIRL: No, I’m not gonna do that. What say you guys
just hang out here. I’ll call the Commissioner in a few hours
and let him know where to find you. In the meantime, I
suggest you have a frank discussion about the origins of
your deep-seated codependent relationship. I think that’d
be for the best.
(GRAVEL GIRL walks toward the door, giving Rockman a reassuring tap on the cheek along the way.
He calls after her.)
ROCKMAN: Hey! Dammit! You can forget about your Christmas bonus!
(GRAVEL GIRL continues out. Pause.)
DEMON: You know, Lava Lad never pulled this crap.
(Blackout.)
The End
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ElEanor ’s Passing
John Patrick Bray
Production notEs:
“Eleanor’s Passing” was one of eight winners of the
Heartland Theatre Company’s 2011 Annual TenMinute Play Festival in Normal, IL. It opened on
Thursday, June 9, 2011.
Cast:
MOE, Larry Eggan
GUS, Dave Lemmon
TALL GLASS, Kevin Woodard
Directed by Christopher Gray.

CHArACTErS:
MOE, in his seventies
GUS, in his seventies
TALL GLASS, in his seventies
SETTING: Moe’s back porch in Southeast Louisiana
TIME: Present Day
LIGHTS UP. A back porch. Two rocking chairs with a table
in between. It is late evening in the late autumn in Southwest
Louisiana. The lighting is dim. MOE enters with a small
electric lantern. He is dressed mostly in black. He walks
with a little bit of a limp. He sets it down between the chairs.
He turns and looks at the chairs. A moment. He sits in one.
He looks over at the other one. GUS enters. GUS, also an
old-timer, is carrying a hunting magazine. He is holding a
Bud-light. He looks at MOE and at the other rocking chair.
MOE looks up at him. Then away. GUS continues to look at
him, drinking his beer.
MOE: You going to keep on staring at me, or are you fixin’ to
take her chair?
GUS: I wouldn’t ask it of you.
MOE: Go ahead.
GUS: I’d say yes, but I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. I
like to think we’re close, but not that close.
MOE chuckles.
GUS: Bud light?
MOE: If I start at this point, I doubt I’d stop. Ever.
GUS: right.
MOE: How long we know each other, Gus?
GUS: Too long.
MOE: Thought so.
GUS: You want me to . . . I don’t know . . . do something?
MOE: Like what?
GUS: It’s what I keep asking myself. You know. What can I do?
I want to do something. All I got is beer.
(Pause)
I got a dog, too.
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MOE gives him a severe look.
Now you think of how I regard Wallace before you start
looking at me like that.
MOE chuckles.
MOE: I’m sure Eleanor wouldn’t approve.
GUS: Why not?
MOE: The dog has a prettier name than me. She wouldn’t
abide that.
GUS: Sure she would.
MOE: It might tear through her garden. How could I have something that would dig up her garden? That’s all I . . .
Slight Pause.
GUS: What do you think is going to happen?
MOE: I don’t know. Do something I guess.
GUS: Guess so.
MOE: Wait for my turn.
GUS: Yes, sir. You could do that. (Beat). While waiting for
God, I enjoy a Bud Light. You sure you don’t want one? I
know the kids these days drink Purple Haze. Named after
a sixties rock-and-roll song.
MOE: I know the song.
GUS: Tourist shit, you ask me. Come down here. Show off their
boobies if you throw them beads. Me? I like Bud light. It’s
unpretentious. The common denominator, you know? You
can go into any store from here to Santa Fe, and you’ll find
Bud light.
MOE: Any store in America.
GUS: That’s right. Any store in America. (Beat). I’m going to
GUS: (Contd.) miss Eleanor, Moe.
(Pause)
MOE: She didn’t look that old. You know? I look like hell.
She still skipped. She had an actual skip in her step. Her
cheeks were like . . . big plums, you know? Just ripe. And
that smile. Lord . . . that smile.
GUS: Yessir. She really looked good. Kept the house looking
good, too. And that garden. Gorgeous.
(Pause)
The thing is, I . . . well, what I mean is . . . what are you
going to do with the house?
MOE: What do you mean?
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GUS: The house, Moe. What are you going to do with it?
MOE: I don’t know. Nothing, I suppose.
GUS: Nothing?
MOE: Why? What you want me to do with it?
GUS: I was just thinking. With the two rooms upstairs. The
divide between the kitchen and the backroom. You could
really fix it up.
MOE: And what? Sell it?
GUS: Sell it? What you want to sell it for?
MOE: Well, you’re getting all these ideas about my house.
GUS: It’s a beautiful house! (Beat). Moe, you’re broke.
MOE turns away.
Been broke for years. Me and Tall Glass. Well, we’ve
been thinking.
MOE: That’d be a first for you two.
GUS: Hell, he’s better at saying it than me anyway.
TALL GLASS enters.
TALL GLASS: Hey, young-timers.
TALL GLASS sits in the other rocking chair without
a thought. MOE and GUS look at him.
GUS: That’s my chair.
TALL GLASS: I didn’t see the brass plaque.
GUS: That’s MY chair!
TALL GLASS: Were you sitting in it?
GUS: I was fixin’ to!
TALL GLASS: You shouldn’t take so much time fixin’ to.
GUS: It’s still my chair.
TALL GLASS: Moe, what does he mean this is his chair?
MOE: Last time I checked it was my chair. I’m sitting in Eleanor’s.
GUS: You’re sitting in Eleanor’s?
MOE: Yes, sir.
GUS: And you let me just stand here!
MOE: You were having some kind of crisis. I figured I should
just leave you alone.
GUS: (To Moe). Look here, I’m his best friend. Best friends
sit together!
TALL GLASS reaches over and puts his hand on
MOE’S. GUS looks annoyed.
MOE: (Wryly). Thanks for coming over and making me feel
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better, boys.
GUS: Oh, wait—
TALL GLASS: We shouldn’t be behaving this way, it’s just .
..
MOE: It’s just what?
TALL GLASS: Well, we’ve both been eyeing this spot.
MOE: Eyeing this spot?
The moment is tense.
TALL GLASS: Sure. For the, for the plan. When we all move
in with you.
MOE: Who all is moving where?
TALL GLASS: We all is . . . moving . . . that is, we are . . . Us.
That’s why . . . (to GUS) . . . you never got around to talking to him about it?
GUS: I was fixin’ to.
TALL GLASS: That’s you, Gus. Always fixin’ to, never doing.
A true Texan.
GUS: Now, you take it easy on that Texas stuff! You might have
the Tigers, but we have the Longhorns, you hear? Let your
Tigers go pro and see what happens!
MOE: You want to move in? With me?
TALL GLASS: No, no.
GUS: (Beat). Yes.
MOE: Why?
GUS: It’s just that . . . well . . .
TALL GLASS: We ain’t getting any younger.
GUS: That’s the truth.
TALL GLASS: And between your gout and my back pain, and
Gus’ chronic “fixin’-to” condition . . .
GUS: We thought that three heads would be better than one.
MOE: Three heads?
TALL GLASS: That is, we all need a little looking after. (Beat).
When’s the last time the kids come down?
MOE: They’re here enough. Too much.
TALL GLASS: Christmas.
MOE: Yeah. Christmas.
TALL GLASS: And they’ll be here again?
MOE: They were just here.
GUS: And they’ll be here again when? (Beat). They’re like what
we can the C and E over at the church. The Christmas and
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Easter Christians. Show up on the two big holidays, and
forget about the big guy the rest of the year.
(Pause)
TALL GLASS: I could take the upstairs guest room.
MOE: That’s Millie’s room.
TALL GLASS: On Christmas, I can duck out.
MOE: What’s wrong with your place?
TALL GLASS: Not sure how much longer I’m going to keep it.
The pawn shop is doing terrible. And all those stairs.
MOE: How are my stairs different?
GUS: When he hollers, he’ll have a couple of fools to laugh
at him.
TALL GLASS: It’s true. The sound of hollering to yourself. It’s
not the way I want to go.
GUS: Me, neither.
(Pause)
Eleanor wouldn’t want you to be alone, either, Moe.
Pause. MOE stands up and exits.
TALL GLASS: (To Gus). You were supposed to TALK to
him!
GUS: I was—
TALL GLASS: Fixin’ to, fixin’ to. We sound like damn fools!
GUS: Maybe I should tell him.
TALL GLASS: Tell him what?
GUS: I’m losing my house. The kids want to ship me off in an
old folk’s home.
TALL GLASS: How’d you find out?
GUS: Just speculating. (Beat). It’s what I wanted to do with
my folks!
MOE enters. He is holding a third rocking chair
with a small cooler on it. He sets it down, opens the
cooler revealing more Bud Light.
MOE: Just one rule. I want three years of peace.
TALL GLASS: (Beat). Where you plan on going in three
years?
MOE: Nowhere. Three years of peace just sound nice, doesn’t
it?
The men chuckle. MOE takes a Bud Light, hands a
fresh one to GUS, and one to TALL GLASS. They
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pop them open.
TALL GLASS: Eleanor started a garden.
MOE: She did.
(Beat. The men look at him).
Drink my beer.
They all sit on their chairs. It gets later. Stage goes
dark.
CURTAIN.

The End
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A Lesson
David Johnson
Production notes:
“A Lesson” was originally produced by Blue Coyote
Theater Group at the Access Theater, New York, NY,
as part of “Standards of Decency 3: 300 Vaginas
Before Breakfast.” June 1 – 18, 2011.
Cast
HENRY, Jim Ireland
EVA, Sarah Ireland
GIRL, Stephanie Willing
Directed by Gary Shrader
Producer: Blue Coyote Theater Group (Gary Shrader,
Kyle Ancowitz, Stephen Speights, Robert Buckwalter)

CHARACTERS:
HENRY male, late thirties-early forties
EVA female, late thirties-early forties
YOUNG GIRL female, sixteen years old
SETTING: A nondescript living room.
TImE: The present.

(A man and a woman, HENRY and EVA. A room.
Both late 30s-early 40s. There is an offstage voice
of a young GIRL. She sings in the next room, accompanied by a piano or cheap Casio keyboard.
She is doing scales. She’s not bad. But she’s not very
good either. EVA and HENRY listen. Scales continue
under dialogue.)
HENRY: She’s opening. You can hear her opening. You can
feel it.
EVA: I don’t think today is good.
HENRY: I hear gold.
EVA: Don’t you think so?
HENRY: Think what.
EVA: That today is not good.
(Pause.)
That there are better days than today.
HENRY: The sun room is clean, right?
EVA: Of course.
HENRY: You haven’t left your shit laying around again, right?
It is a teaching space.
EVA: It’s clean.
HENRY: I should have checked myself. We don’t work with
the same definitions of “clean.”
(Pause.)
Sometimes I feel like a prospector. A prospector in an
old black and white movie. A movie about—gold. Gold
prospectors. The lust for gold. Prospecting for gold. And
they had the—pans. The mountain streams. And there’s
always the old character actor who can—hear the gold.
Who was—who was that old actor—
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EVA: Walter Huston?
HENRY: No, the actor I’m talking about is in that movie with
Bogart. Love Bogart he’s so authentic such an authentic
actor I despair of these kids today learning about an actor
like Bogart I don’t know why they don’t study him like you
when I first met you you didn’t know Bogart you were a
fucking moron.
EVA: I—I knew who Bogart—
HENRY: It’s that movie with Bogart and this wonderful old
character actor and he’s always talking about gold and he’s
got this look in his eye he talks about gold and men’s lust
and getting the gold out of the mountain and being able to
sense it hear it—
EVA: I think that’s Walter Huston I think he won an Oscar—
HENRY: It’s not Walter Huston will you please stop saying that
I fucking know who Walter Huston is and that is not who
I’m talking about.
EVA: “Treasure of the Sierra madre”—Bogart is—
HENRY: It’s not “Sierra madre,” that’s not the movie I’m—
EVA: But doesn’t Walter Huston play a gold prospector in that
unless there’s another movie where he plays a—
HENRY: Never mind. Clearly it’s going to be a big fucking
problem.
EVA: I didn’t mean to—
HENRY: When what I’m trying to do is organize my thoughts.
Express them. Think aloud. Creatively. Create. Sculpt. As
an artist does.
EVA: I’m sorry.
HENRY: I don’t know why it’s such a fucking problem. To
express myself. Don’t know why I need to fight for that.
(The singing continues.)
There’s gold. I can hear it. It’s buried deep, but it’s there.
I’m a prospector.
(He listens another moment.)
There’s no experience in the voice. Not yet. That’s what
brings richness.
EVA: I don’t think today is good.
(HENRY looks at her.)
I don’t think today is—best. As something to consider.
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I think there are better—days—to consider—than this
one.
(Pause. Music.)
I know that’s not your feeling.
HENRY: You don’t know that. You can’t read my mind.
EVA: I sense it.
HENRY: Fine.
EVA: But I want to express that. I don’t think today is good.
HENRY: Thank you.
(Pause.)
Of course, we’ve discussed this. We’ve planned this
discussed this—talked about how for today—
EVA: You just said this morning—
HENRY: Unless I was talking to myself. Again. But no. You.
With your fine intellect. Finely honed to a precise point.
With a GED. You feel—that today is not optimal. That’s
what you’re saying.
EVA: I’m expressing my feelings.
HENRY: That’s good. We’ve worked on that and I’m glad to
see it’s bearing fruit. But I’d like to dig deeper. Get to root
causes. There’s a young girl in the next room. And she’s
got a great deal of potential. It’s raw. But it’s there. You
agree?
EVA: Yes.
HENRY: You agree.
EVA: Yes.
HENRY: But you don’t think this is a good day?
EVA: I don’t think it’s the best.
HENRY: Interesting. Are you jealous?
EVA: No.
HENRY: No?
EVA: No. Of course not.
HENRY: Explain.
EVA: We’re beyond that. You and I. We’ve moved past that.
HENRY: But she is younger.
EVA: I am not jealous of a sixteen year old.
HENRY: Why would you be?
EVA: I’m not.
HENRY: You’ve had several children. How many I’ve lost
count.
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EVA: I don’t see what that has to—
HENRY: And recently it hasn’t worked out well.
EVA: I know what you’re trying to—
HENRY: I’m simply saying her body is much younger. She
hasn’t had all these children. She’s at a different point in
her journey. I’m not criticizing.
EVA: You are not going to do that to me you are not going
to—
HENRY: You continued to have children. At an advanced age.
And there have been results. Of that decision. That’s all I’m
saying. Perhaps that plays a part in this jealous acting out.
That’s my sense. I don’t know. I can’t read your mind.
(She’s silent.)
Not that that has anything to do with anything. Your body
has the beauty that comes by experience. That richness.
It’s one of the things I love about you. Your life is written on your body.
EVA: I don’t want to do it. Not today.
(Pause.)
HENRY: Being an artist is the greatest thing anyone can achieve.
The greatest goal in the world. Do you agree?
EVA: Yes.
HENRY: You agree.
EVA: Yes.
HENRY: And you don’t want her to have that.
EVA: That’s not what I’m saying.
HENRY: To have that experience. Why not? What’s she done
to you? I’m just curious.
EVA: (her voice is at the same level as before) I don’t want to
do it.
HENRY: Keep your voice down.
EVA: I didn’t—
HENRY: KEEP YOUR VOICE DOWN!
(The music and singing stop for a moment.)
The space where I teach is sacred. I won’t have you
dragging your neuroses—your baggage all your toxic
bullshit—I won’t have you dragging it in to someone
else’s lesson. KEEP GOING!
(The music and singing continue.)
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All that stupid moronic toxic garbage your family loaded
onto you. All the work I’ve had to do. To get you to
where you are. Had to break my back tear myself to
pieces—castrate myself cut my own balls off to keep
you from sinking back into the filth you came from. I
studied in Europe.
EVA: I’m sorry.
HENRY: Europe. And Domingo—
EVA: I just didn’t think today I just—
HENRY: Domingo heard me sing. Immediately made appointments for me to see the top—
EVA: You said you wanted me to express—
HENRY: (bellows at the GIRL offstage) BREATHE! BREATHE!
FROm YOUR VAGINALS!
(The music and the voice stop.)
I know I’m not supposed to say “vaginals” in this stupid
goddamn place! I know I’m not supposed to recognize
that a sixteen year-old girl has a vagina! I have a cock!
She has a vagina, too! Let’s acknowledge them! It’s
crazy I know but let’s do it! And sing with our cock and
ass and vagina and balls!
(No one makes a sound. HENRY continues to direct
his tirade to the GIRL offstage.)
Do you understand I’m introducing you to the world?
That there is a whole world of richness and art and culture out there and otherwise you would just be chatting
with retards on Facebook? Like you were doing when
we met? That was your life! I’m offering you the whole
world when everyone else is downloading porn and
sending—little—smiley faces, twatting and chatting and
skyping and waiting for some pervert to cut them up in a
parking lot? I’m offering a connection! A real honest to
Christ connection to the world! DO YOU HAVE ANY
FUCKING IDEA WHAT I’m GIVING YOU?
(The GIRL enters. She is sixteen. Plain. So painfully shy speaking is an effort. She looks adoringly
at HENRY.)
GIRL: I do.
HENRY: You know what it means?
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GIRL: I do.
HENRY: And you want to be an artist?
GIRL: more than anything.
HENRY: It’s the hardest thing in the world. Being an artist. It’s
killed me.
GIRL: It hasn’t. You’re—alive.
HENRY: No I’m not.
GIRL: You’re the most alive person I’ve ever known.
HENRY: And this is what you want?
GIRL: Yes.
(He holds her for a moment. She sobs a little. HENRY
looks at EVA.)
HENRY: The sun room, yes?
(EVA looks at him and says nothing.)
Yes.
(to the GIRL)
Go into the sun room. Start your breathing.
(He kisses her lightly on the forehead. The GIRL
exits. EVA does not look at him. A long pause, as
HENRY looks at her and EVA avoids his gaze.)
I learn so much from my students.
(EVA continues to avoid his gaze.)
Come here.
EVA: Don’t.
HENRY: Come here.
EVA: (shaking, almost in tears) I’m sorry. Today is good. It’s
good.
HENRY: Come here.
(She walks to him slowly. He reaches for her face.
She flinches, ready to bolt. He kisses her. Slowly
and tenderly at first, then with growing passion. She
responds. He breaks it.)
The sun room?
EVA: Yes.
HENRY: How is today?
EVA: Today is good.
(He smiles. Blackout.)

The End
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Men and Parts
John Morogiello
Production notes:
Men and Parts was originally produced by J.T. Burian
Theatricals as a part of the Washington Theatre Festival in the summer of 2001.
Cast:
CONNIE, Roxanne Fournier
VICKIE, Lori Boyd
MAN, John Morogiello
This production was directed by Martin A. Blanco.
It was a finalist for the Heideman Award at Actors
Theatre of Louisville, where it was produced in the
summer of 2002. This production was directed by
Amy Wegener.
Cast:
CONNIE, Hannegan Beardsley
VICKI, Sarah DiMuro
The current version of the script was first produced
at Flagpole Radio Cafe in Newtown, Connecticut in
March of 2011, with the following cast:
Cast:
CONNIE, Kate Katcher
VICKIE, Barbara Gaines
MAN, Chris Teskey
This production was directed by Martin A. Blanco.

CHArACTErs:
CONNIE: a buxom, single woman with a thick New York accent,
of an age ranging from mid-twenties to late-thirties.
VICKIE: a long-legged, single woman with a thick New York accent, of an age ranging from mid-twenties to late-thirties.
MAN: an attractive man, approximately the same age as Connie and Vickie.
SETTING: A bar in Manhattan.
TIME: The present, Happy Hour.
(A bar in New York City during happy hour. Connie
is at the bar drinking. Vickie enters, looking over the
crowd for Connie. Connie spots Vickie and waves her
over. Both have big hair and thick accents.)
CONNIE: Vickie! Over here. At the bar.
(Vickie crosses to Connie. They give each other a hug
and kiss of greeting. They sit at the bar.)
VICKIE: Hi.
CONNIE: I was about to give up on you.
VICKIE: You would not believe the day I had.
CONNIE: Yeah?
VICKIE: Awful. The Fed Ex guy tried to pick me up.
CONNIE: Oh, don’t get me started on men today.
VICKIE: (Giving her drink order, then proceeding.) Wine spritzer.
So, I’m sitting at my desk, you know, waiting for the polish,
cause I got a chip over the weekend and she couldn’t fit me
in until tomorrow, you know what I’m saying?
CONNIE: Mm-hmm.
VICKIE: When I see the Fed Ex guy standing right in front of
me with that look on his face.
CONNIE: What look?
VICKIE: That “I’m a man about to say something clever so I
can get in your pants” look.
CONNIE: Oh, that one, sure.
VICKIE: So I say, “What?” And I swear to God, he says, “I’d
ask you to sign for these, but I can already see you’re the
most precious package here.”
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CONNIE: Is he serious?
VICKIE: I’m like: Give me a break! Get outta here! Can you
really see me spending the rest of my life with a guy couldn’t
even get work as a regular mailman?
CONNIE: No.
VICKIE: Can you see us growing old together?
CONNIE: That’s why you gotta turn them down flat.
VICKIE: That’s why I did.
CONNIE: Course, you know, this kind of thing is happening
to me all the time.
VICKIE: Yeah?
CONNIE: All the time. At least twice a week. You know, it’s
not always the Fed Ex guy.
VICKIE: What, UPS?
CONNIE: No, no, no, real men. Like the other day, right? I’m
on the subway; it’s a little late, you know, happy hour’s
over. And this guy gets on, right? Soap opera gorgeous. I
mean, the hair, the clothes. You know how you can figure
out the pecs from the way the suit tapers?
VICKIE: Yeah.
CONNIE: That.
VICKIE: Eyes?
CONNIE: Black.
VICKIE: Yum.
CONNIE: With wavy, jet hair.
VICKIE: Beard?
CONNIE: No, but he had that stubble thing going.
VICKIE: Well, it’s nice to look at—
CONNIE: —but I wouldn’t want to live there, exactly. So, I’m
sitting there, you know, pretending to read like I don’t see
him, and wouldn’t you know it, he sits down right acrost
from me. Whole car to choose from, he sits acrost from
me.
VICKIE: Some nerve.
CONNIE: So I glance up, right? Like I’m turning the page?
And he says, “Hey.” so I give him one of those friendly
little smiles, you know. The kind that say, “I’m trying to be
polite but you’re really bugging the crap out of me and if
you don’t cut it out I’m gonna kick you in the nuts.”
VICKIE: I give them.
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CONNIE: So he says, “Any good?”
VICKIE: What does that mean?
CONNIE: The book.
VICKIE: I see.
CONNIE: So he says, “Any good?” And I’m like: “Drop dead,
Mr. Soap Opera Guy. I don’t need you right now, okay?
I’ll go home and watch you on tape, you know what I’m
saying?” Drop dead.
VICKIE: You gotta do it. It’s the only thing they understand.
CONNIE: Every girl has got to tell a gorgeous guy to drop dead
at least once in her life.
VICKIE: Once? We’re talking daily over here. If I don’t hear
a title in the name, take a hike.
CONNIE: Like—
VICKIE: Like M.D.
CONNIE: A doctor, exactly.
VICKIE: Or esquire.
CONNIE: A magazine writer, yes.
VICKIE: Don’t come at me with no stubbly face ‘til I can see
the bank book.
CONNIE: You know why they do this to me, don’t you.
VICKIE: What.
CONNIE: Big boobs. They’re a man vacuum. As soon as I step
outside the apartment, my boobs just suck them in.
VICKIE: What are you saying?
CONNIE: I’m saying guys like big boobs.
VICKIE: That’s not what you’re saying.
CONNIE: What.
VICKIE: You’re saying your boobs allow you to turn down
more men than mine.
CONNIE: I’m not saying that.
VICKIE: I think you are.
CONNIE: What are you complaining about? You got the Fed
Ex guy.
VICKIE: Oh, I see. It’s not that your boobs dump more men
than mine, it’s that they attract a better class of dumpee. Is
that what you’re saying?
CONNIE: God, what is wrong with you?
VICKIE: There are other things besides boobs, you know.
CONNIE: Whatever.
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VICKIE: Get a look at these legs. Huh? My legs have broken
the hearts of far better men than your boobs could ever
hope to know.
CONNIE: Like who?
VICKIE: Like Wolf Blitzer.
CONNIE: Wolf Blitzer??? When was this?
VICKIE: Last Christmas. I was at Rockefeller Center, you
know, skating. And I’ve got my tights on, you know,
skating there, one leg raised behind me, showing it off.
So, I’m packing up to go, putting the skates in my bag,
when who shows up but Wolf Blitzer. “Vickie,” he says,
“I can’t take it anymore. I’ve watched you on that ice
from my office window at Thirty rock every Wednesday
evening before the zamboni comes on. I am aflame with
desire for your legs. I can’t take it anymore, it’s affecting
my delivery of the news. Me, Vickie, and your legs. They
must never be parted.
CONNIE: What did you do?
VICKIE: I said, “Get out!” “Get out of here, you lousy newsreader! These legs are being saved for a newsmaker!” And
I took the blade of my skate and I slashed him across the
mouth. That’s why he grew the beard.
CONNIE: Wolf Blitzer’s with CNN; what’s he doing at NBC
headquarters?
VICKIE: It would seem my legs are a “network-changing
event.”
CONNIE: Either that or they’re “cable-ready.”—Course that
reminds me of something that happened to my boobs the
other day. You remember that nice weather we had the other
day? Well, I was outside, having lunch outside of the stock
exchange, you know, looking for people to ignore. And I’m
wearing the scoop neck, right? Eating my sandwich? When
a small breeze blows up, ever so gentle, and blows the bag
off my lap. I think nothing of it, right? Just pick it up. But
as I’m bending over, I hear this noise.
(Connie whimpers like a hurt puppy.)
VICKIE: What’s that?
CONNIE: That’s the noise. Like a whimpering. So I straighten
up; it stops. I bend over again and—
(Connie whimpers.)
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VICKIE: The whimper.
CONNIE: Exactly. So I turn my head a bit toward the whimpering noise and guess who I see staring down my blouse?
Donald Trump.
VICKIE: The Celebrity Apprentice guy? He’s like eight million years old.
CONNIE: Apparently age means nothing to the breast man.
VICKIE: Yeah, but he’s almost a different species, like one of
those guys on the evolutionary charts.
CONNIE: Homo erectus.
VICKIE: Donald Trump? That homo hasn’t been erectus since
Marla Maples.
CONNIE: So I say, “Donald Trump, what are you doing over
there whimpering down my cleavages? You should be out
creating sound bites or something to save the economy.” He
says, “Connie, I must have you. You’ve the bust of a couple
of towers I’d like to put my name on.” Then instead of the
whimper, he tried to give me the bang, so I yelled: “Drop
dead, Mr. Real Estate Magnate Donald Trump! Drop dead
and don’t you ever let me catch you staring at my boobs
in such a piteous manner ever again. You’re fired!” And I
tossed my orange at him, blinding him with the juice as he
struggled to maintain the dignity of his combover.
VICKIE: Well, you know, something similar happened to me
just last night. I had come home after a full day of dumping
men. I’m in my bedroom, you know, getting ready for bed,
taking off my stockings. When all of a sudden I hear, tap
tap tap at the window.
CONNIE: What was it?
VICKIE: That’s exactly what I asked myself. What was that?
So I crawl stealthily over to the window, throw up the
blinds and guess who I see crouching all huddled on the
fire escape?
CONNIE: Who.
VICKIE: Elton John. He was peeking into my bedroom window,
watching me get undressed.
CONNIE: Elton John is gay.
VICKIE: He used to be. My legs converted him. He said,
“Vickie, I’ve been watching your legs through the blinds
every night for the past five years. I’m a new man. run
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away with me. Can you feel the love tonight?” So I said,
“Get outta here, Elton John, leave my legs alone! Go back to
your famous life on the great white way and cartoon theme
songs.” And I shoved him off the fire escape and watched
him ever so gracefully, like a great, bespectacled bird with
colorful plumage, plummet horribly into the dumpster. And
sure enough, his career is still dead.
CONNIE: Men are men, no matter what you do.
VICKIE: I’m gonna vomit just thinking about them.
CONNIE: Any man tries to pick me up tonight is in serious,
serious trouble.
(A man approaches the bar next to Vickie and Connie. He speaks to the bartender.)
MAN: Pint of Bass.
(As the man waits for his beer, Vickie and Connie
glare angrily at him, waiting for the man to give
them the slightest excuse to pounce. A beat as the
man senses the extreme tension. Very, very slowly, he
turns his head to meet their piercing glares. Perhaps
he is about to say something. Perhaps he thinks better of it. But he is definitely confused, and a little bit
frightened. The imaginary bartender hands the man
his beer, breaking the moment.)
Thanks. Keep it.
(The man exits.)
CONNIE: Now how come a guy like that never comes on to
us?
(Vickie shrugs as the lights fade.)
The End
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The MeTaphor
Matthew Freeman
producTion noTes:
The Metaphor was originally produced by Blue Coyote
Theater Group (Kyle Ancowitz, Robert Buckwalter,
Gary Shrader, and Stephen Speights) as a part of “Standards of Decency 3: 300 Vaginas Before Breakfast”, at
the Access Theater in New York City in June 2011. It
was directed by Kyle Ancowitz.

Cast:
LORI, Amanda Jones
ROB, Matthew Trumbull
HARRY, Charlie Wilson

CHARACTeRS:
LORI, thirty to forty, a parish priest
ROB, thirty to forty, a new parishioner
HARRY, thirty to forty, Lori’s husband
SeTTING: Lori’s office at the rectory
TIMe: 2011

(LORI’s home office. A desk, a couch. LORI is on
the phone, and looking at a laptop.)
LORI: (on the telephone) Well, Mrs. Rimbone, there’s really . . .
well God has a . . . well God doesn’t need to . . .
(Enter ROB. LORI smiles, keeps talking, waves at
him to take a seat.)
Mrs. Rimbone, I have to . . .
(LORI makes little “yaketty-yak” gestures with her
hands.)
Painful as I’m sure it was, he’s in a better place. Passing
that much . . . passing a stone that size isn’t usually . . .
isn’t usually lethal but he’s in a better . . . he’s in a better
place . . . he’s . . . he’s in a better place Mrs. Rimbone.
(Pause.)
He’s in a better . . . place. He’s . . . I have to go. I’m sorry.
I have a visitor.
(Pause.)
He’s in a better place.
(Pause.)
Bless you too, Mrs. Rimbone.
(Pause.)
A better place.
(Pause.)
Yes, a better place. Right. God bless you. I will. I’ll pray
for you. I will. Yes. I will. He’s in a better place. He’s with
Jesus and they’re drinking and watching the Jets. That’s
right. A better place. He’s. In. A. Better place. Yes.
(Pause. Moves to hang up the phone and pulls it
back to her ear.)
What? Yes. A better place. Good bye Mrs. Rimbone.
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Bye. Bye. Bye.
(Hangs up.)
Jesus H. Christ, right? Mrs. Rimbone’s husband died
and it was gross. She’s a jabberjaw. Hi Rob. I’m glad
you came.
(She reaches into her desk and takes out a priest’s
collar and puts it on while they talk.)
Sit down. Did Harry let you in?
ROB Yeah.
LORI: Great. That’s great. I’m glad you came. You know
what? Why don’t you sit here at my desk, and I’ll sit on
the couch?
ROB You . . . why?
LORI: Less top-down. Gets us all out of our comfort zones. Then
we can really talk without all the trappings of authority.
(ROB obliges. LORI sits.)
LORI: Great. So.
ROB So.
LORI: Yes.
(Pause.)
So.
ROB: So, yeah. I . . .
LORI: So.
(Pause.)
How can I help? everything okay?
(Pause.)
Listen, it’s okay. You want some coffee?
ROB: No, no. I’m fine. I’m a little nervous anyway.
LORI: You don’t have to be nervous. everything you say to me
stays here. In this room. In my office. In my head. I won’t
share it. No one hears you but me.
ROB: And God.
LORI: Whatever floats your boat.
ROB: Because that’s what I need. A little . . . something for
my . . .
LORI: What?
ROB: Soul.
(Pause.)
Feels so childish to say it like that.
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LORI: Sounds a little childish too. Doesn’t mean it is childish,
but . . . it does sound childish.
(Pause.)
So . . . Robert. Lay it on me.
ROB: I . . . well . . . you know I only moved here a few months
ago and only just started coming to St. Stephen’s. It’s hard,
you know. It’s a sort of quiet area, and it’s different here.
Not a lot of people. Feels like when you’re in your house
at night, it’s like . . . like you’re the only person in the
world. Sometimes.
LORI: That sounds creepy.
ROB: I know.
LORI: Did you kill someone?
ROB: No.
LORI: I’m not a cop.
ROB: I know that.
LORI: So you can tell me.
ROB: I didn’t kill anyone.
LORI: Did you kill someone?
ROB: No.
(Pause.)
I’m just trying to describe . . . to tell you that I feel lonely.
Which . . .
LORI: Right. I know. It sounds childish.
ROB: That’s not what I was going to say.
LORI: No?
ROB: No.
LORI: Oh. Well . . . it does. Not that it’s bad. When I went to
seminary in Virginia, it was extremely . . . well . . . living
in Virginia is like someone erased all the good parts of
Pennsylvania. It’s that bleak. Made me want to drink. I
prayed and prayed and I heard nothing. Not peep from God.
Loneliest feeling you could imagine. Crushing.
ROB: Right.
LORI: So I sympathize.
ROB: Right.
(Pause.)
It’s not easy. I mean, I’m not a . . . well . . . I would never
say I was someone who . . .
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(Pause.)
This is really hard to talk about.
LORI: Hey. I’m here to help you.
ROB: I know. I know.
(Pause.)
Religion isn’t exactly a usual part of my life. Or it hasn’t
been. But I was raised to believe that sometimes you have
to, you know, ask for help. And lately, I’m s . . . so . . .
confused, and . . . and I’ve gotten pulled into a sort of
thing and I’m feeling really conflicted about it.
LORI: Pulled in?
ROB: Yeah. Sort of.
LORI: Someone came to your house with rope? Handcuffs?
Held a gun to your head?
(Pause.)
Go on.
ROB: I’ve been . . . lately . . . well I just go online a lot. Not
like, to read the news. I just . . . well . . . it’s gotten so that
I think about it too much. Like, I went out on a date, just
like someone I met at work and I just thought about getting
home so I could . . .
LORI: Go online.
(Pause.)
Is this poker?
ROB: No. No.
LORI: Because that’s really . . . you know . . . my husband Harry
lost about a third of our savings with poker. Totally idiotic.
Nearly strangled him, the sweet thing.
ROB: It’s not poker.
LORI: Rob. Rob. Spit it out. Not judging. No judging.
ROB: I look at a lot of . . . a lot of . . . dirty . . . pictures.
And. Movies.
LORI: Kiddie porn?
ROB: What?
LORI: Do you look at pictures of children?
ROB: No.
LORI: So these are other adults?
(Pause.)
ROB: Yes but . . .
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LORI: So you just feel like that’s bad?
ROB: Isn’t it?
LORI: Well . . . you tell me. How is it bad?
ROB: I . . . I masturbate five to six times a day. I jerk off when
I wake up, in rest rooms, at home. I jerk off enough that
sometimes I think I should stop because I’m in pain. A
normal day involves . . . well . . . a lot of crying and masturbating and looking at women and sometimes not women.
Just because I’ve seen so many things I wonder if there are
more things to look at. I feel dulled down. Hollow. When I
shave, and I look in my own eyes in the mirror, I actually
cry and that makes me want to jerk off too.
(Pause.)
But I have to use a computer all the time. For work. For
everything. So whenever it’s on, I just find myself . . .
again . . . on some . . . site and I . . . see things and I . . .
want to stop doing this because . . . I can’t have a date,
you know?
LORI: Why can’t you have a date?
ROB: Like . . . you know Heather Mickelston? From church?
LORI: Of course. I baptized Ralph.
ROB: Jesus.
LORI: Sorry.
ROB: Anyway, she’s divorced and she asked me if I wanted to
get coffee. So before I met her, I found pictures of people
that look like her and abused myself. And then I went out
with her and we had coffee and talked about her son. Then
I went home and jerked off again. But while I was with
her, I couldn’t imagine . . . actually . . . you know? Doing
anything. I’m just . . .
LORI: Worried that you’re too obsessed with nude women who
inhale fat penises? Or ponytailed Asian hookers who stick
live eels in their vaginas and giggle about it?
(Pause.)
Harry!
(Pause.)
Hold on. Hold on. Let me explain something.
(HARRY enters. He’s gaunt, mustached. Smiling.)
HARRY. Doll? How’s it going in here?

322

2012—The BesT Ten-MinuTe plays

LORI: C’mere Harry.
(HARRY sits down.)
Rob . . . just confessed to me that he looks at a lot of
pornography.
HARRY. (fatherly) Chin up, Rob.
LORI: exactly. Here . . . stand up Harry.
(HARRY stands up.)
Rob, take a look at Harry. Harry, show it to him.
HARRY. Now?
LORI: Come on babe.
(HARRY turns facing upstage, and unzips himself.)
ROB: Whoa! WHOA!
LORI: The real thing. What does it make you think of?
(ROB covers his face.)
You’re covering your eyes? You’ve seen far worse. That’s
an adult man’s normal penis. And yes, it conjures images.
Of course! It makes me think of a snake charmer.
(HARRY zips up. LORI spanks his ass.)
Thanks sweetie. Get out.
HARRY. Snake charmer!
(HARRY exits.)
LORI: See?
ROB: I . . . I should go.
LORI: You don’t understand. Listen, I’m a priest, Rob. I spend
each and every day of my life thinking about God and the
story of Jesus and how it applies to our lives. To the lives
of people like you. People who go to my church, who listen
to my sermons, who sit on committees. You know what I
think? Look at my computer.
(Pause.)
Open chrome and read my history.
(Pause.)
Read it out loud.
ROB: Toyboys.com. LuckyFucky.com. BBWHorses.net, religioussnuffilms.com
LORI: That’s just easter research.
ROB: DongCastle, Milkandtitty.com, BadHabits.com
LORI: Nuns.
ROB: I . . .
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LORI: Rob, you’re not literally filling the world with your own
miserable, depressed kids are you? You’re not assigning
your personal issues to some other wayward man or woman
who, just like you, has poor coping skills, are you? Fantasy
lives are practically designed to head actual spiritual crises
off at the pass. Get me?
ROB: I do not get you.
LORI: Okay so . . . okay. Wait.
(Pause.)
I can express this more clearly.
(Long pause.)
I’m really drawing a blank.
ROB: You’re not good at your job.
LORI: Ah ha! What exactly is my job?
ROB: You’re a priest!
LORI: I interpret. I assign meaning.
ROB: What about Jesus?
LORI: Jesus is a metaphor, Rob. Where are we, Alabama? It’s
the 21st Century. Don’t you read?
ROB: I’m so unhappy.
LORI: Don’t blame the porn.
ROB: But what would God . . .
LORI: God doesn’t care about websites! The only person that’s
all in a tizzy about your compulsion to self-pleasure is you.
Maybe being impotent around real women isn’t porn’s fault.
I can have sex with Harry and honestly, porn helps. So, I
don’t know what’s wrong with you. Maybe you just need
to get over your hang ups and stop sweating the small stuff.
If you ask me . . .
ROB: But I’m not here to ask you!
(Pause.)
I wanted . . . you to help me to . . . find some answer
through God. Like . . . we could pray. Together. For
strength. Or guidance.
(Pause.)
LORI: Okay. Fuck it. (Breathes in.) In the Bible, John says “In
the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God,
and the Word was God.” Then he says “The word was made
flesh.” I mean, that’s the King James version, which, while

324

2012—The BesT Ten-MinuTe plays

popular, is largely a misinterpretation of a misinterpretation
but let’s put our blinders on and give credit to an excellent
turn of phrase. The Word was God and the Word was made
Flesh. The Flesh. Which is Jesus Christ.Who is God but
with balls.
(Pause.)
Which means one thing for sure: even if Jesus was
celibate, he woke up with sticky pants sometimes. If
he wasn’t rubbing them out, it had to go somewhere. In
fact, I would argue that Jesus having wet dreams was
really the whole point. Flesh is flawed, and it’s filled
with fluids, and it occasionally just spurts mucus or pus
or blood or seamen.
(Pause.)
But how does your mind (which is also flesh) make sure
you boys paint the inside of your jeans white? Dreams.
Images of fantasy. Maybe Jesus saw sexy angels pointing
at their angelic vaginas. Who knows? But pornography
is just externalizing those images of fantasy. Human beings, in all our glory, capturing the means of production.
Saying: “I’m not going to passively wait for my brain to
combine the few things I did today and turn them into an
unconscious orgasm . . . I’m going to use my God-given
imagination to create those dreams on purpose.” With or
without computer assistance or video cameras, brains
would conjure up perverse images on their very own.
Pornography is just outsourcing something natural. And
you know who made Nature, in all its competitiveness,
brutality, wetness and filth? God did. And you know who
He sent to earth to partake of the exact Nature that you’re
sitting around crying about? Jesus. And sure, you might
say, there are all sorts of natural things that are forbidden
in the Bible. You know what’s not among them? Fantasizing about sex. even fantasizing that is humbling and
sad. even . . . if it’s . . .
(Pause.)
No. That’s basically all I can think of.
(Pause.)
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Yes, that’s all I can think of. I hope that eventually, you’ll
be in a better place. So . . . so that we might delight in His
Will and walk in His way. Forever and ever. Blessings
be upon you and may shaving get easier.
(She crosses herself. Smiles. Long pause.)
How’s that bullshit working for you?
ROB: It’ll do.
LORI: Go in peace to love and serve the Lord.
ROB: Amen.
BLACKOUT
The end
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MidsuMMer
Don Nigro
Production notes:
Midsummer was first presented on July 5th, 2011 at
Lost Nation Theatre in Montpelier, Vermont.

Cast:
PEASEBLOSSOM, Mary McNulty
COBWEB, Kate Kenney
MOTH, Elise Hudson
MUSTARDSEED, Elizabeth Gilbert
PUCK, Eric William Love
Directed by Kate Kenney.
Original Costume Design: Shawn Sturdevant.
Sets and Lighting Design: Clay Coyle.
Produced by Kate Kenney and Reyna de Courcy, Gravity
and Glass Productions.

“Twice he was called, and made no reply, but the third
time he answered, and the caller, raising his voice,
cried out, ‘When you come opposite to Palodes, tell them
that great Pan is dead.’ Hearing this . . . all were
astonished, and argued among themselves whether
it were better to carry out the order or refuse to meddle
and let the matter rest... Thammus decided that if
there should be a breeze, he would sail past and say
nothing. But if there were no wind and a smooth sea
at that place he would announce what he had heard.
So when he came opposite Palodes and there was
neither wind nor wave, Thammus, sitting in the stern
and looking towards land, called out the words as he
had heard them, ‘Great Pan is dead.’”
—Plutarch, De Defectu Oraculorum
“No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no excuse.
Never excuse; for when the players are all dead, there
need none to be blamed.”
—Shakespeare, A Midsummer Night’s Dream
CHARACTERS:
PEASEBLOSSOM, a fairy girl
COBWEB, a fairy girl
MOTH, a fairy girl
MUSTARDSEED, a fairy girl
PUCK
SETTiNG: A wood near Athens.
A wood near Athens. Lush vegetation. Ferns. Shadows.
Among the fallen logs and weeds, PUCK and four fairy girls
are relaxing.
PEASEBLOSSOM: (Sweet, pretty, and delicate, as are all the
fairy girls.) Puck is out of control. He’s absolutely manic.
He stages wild raids on the squirrels to get their nuts. He
steals eggs from geese. i’ve never seen him this wild. All the
girl fairies are doing our best to avoid him. He’s dangerous.
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He bites. i’m not kidding. He bit me on my left breast and i
lost almost a quart of fairy blood. i don’t know what’s the
matter with him. But maybe i make too much of it. Not all
fairies are alike, you know. We all have our different little
peccadilloes. Cobweb is distracted and complex. it’s like
she’s always got things rolling back and forth in her head
like walnuts in a bowl.
COBWEB: Where do we come from? What does all this mean?
Why are dragon flies green? Are cowslips called cowslips
because they look like cows’ lips or because cows slip in
them? is the moon sad?
PEASEBLOSSOM: She’s deep. Moth is always fluttering
around, and has a lot of trouble concentrating, but probably
not because she has deep thoughts.
MOTH: Do you think i have pretty feet? Everybody says i
have pretty feet, but really, how pretty can feet be? i mean,
they’re feet.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Maybe she’s not all that bright. But she’s
smarter than she lets on. She’d almost have to be.
MUSTARDSEED: You might want to wash them once in a
while.
MOTH: i wash my feet. i dip them in limpid pools.
MUSTARDSEED: We drink out of those pools.
MOTH: i only sip nectar.
MUSTARDSEED: And your toenails are dirty.
COBWEB: Why do we have toenails? Why do we have toes?
And why does Shakespeare keep sending me new lines?
And who is Shakespeare? And what does it mean to have
lines? Are we in some sort of a play? is that normal?
MUSTARDSEED: Oh, God. Here she goes. Why do we have
this? Why do we have that? Why does mold glow in the
dark? Wake me up when she’s done.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Mustardseed is a tart creature. She’s always
critical, but she does make some interesting points. She says
Puck likes making us bleed because it excites him sexually.
i’m not sure that’s true.
MUSTARDSEED: Everything excites him sexually. And he’s
always bragging about what he can do and what he knows
and what he’s seen.
PUCK: i saw the Great God Pan die.
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MUSTARDSEED: Did you kill him?
PEASEBLOSSOM: Great dragon flies buzz about, flying head
first into prehistoric trees and falling, disappearing into
the primrose beds. Glow worms and greenie buzz everywhere.
PUCK: No. i just watched.
MUSTARDSEED: He prefers to watch. Kinky.
COBWEB: Then what did he die of?
MOTH: Oww. Mosquito bit me right on the ass. Watch it.
PUCK: i am watching it. it’s a pert little bottom. Do you want
me to suck out the poison?
MUSTARDSEED: Gods don’t die.
PUCK: Gods die when nobody worships them, or fears them, or
loves them. But the most terrifying thing of all is the ghost
of a dead god. The Great God Pan is dead, but he still haunts
these woods. i can feel him moving through the briars and
quaint mazes in the twilight. He’s always itching in my
head. Pan was one of the more insane gods.
MUSTARDSEED: And you’re another.
PUCK: Do you think i’m a god?
PEASEBLOSSOM: Puck has a way of cocking his head at you
when he listens, pretending to be innocent but not, really,
part baby fox, part snake.
MUSTARDSEED: Maybe a little god. A little tiny god. With
little tiny parts. A fragment of discarded and forgotten divinity the mice carry off.
PUCK: (Running his hand along Peaseblossom’s leg.)i like your
legs. You have pretty legs.
PEASEBLOSSOM: (Pulling her leg away from him.) Please
don’t touch my legs.
PUCK: You like it when i touch your leg.
PEASEBLOSSOM: No i don’t.
PUCK: You shuddered with pleasure. i felt it.
PEASEBLOSSOM: That wasn’t pleasure. it was disgust.
PUCK: Pleasure and disgust are closely related.
PEASEBLOSSOM: No they’re not.
COBWEB: He has a point. Freud saysó
MOTH: Who?
COBWEB: Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, Hermia left a
copy of it in the woods.
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PEASEBLOSSOM: i don’t think there’s anybody named
Freud.
COBWEB: He isn’t born yet. All times and places coexist in the
forest, including some which are entirely imaginary.
PEASEBLOSSOM: What kind of mushrooms have you been
eating, anyway?
MUSTARDSEED: Puck is the sort of god who eats mice and
lizards. An evil little god. A little fallen godling. A dangling
little thing. A lost, evil little thing.
PUCK: Then we’re all evil things. And we’re all lost.
MOTH: i’m not evil. i might be lost, but i’m not evil.
PUCK: Even the stupid can be evil.
MOTH: We’re not evil, are we? Because i find that whole concept very disturbing. To think we could be evil.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Moth looks to Cobweb for answers, but
Cobweb is watching a large, brown centipede crawl by and
disappear into the ferns.
MUSTARDSEED: Don’t let him get to you. He just says things
to make us uneasy.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Sometimes i think we might be evil. Puck
is pretty evil, and if he can be evil, then why not us?
MUSTARDSEED: Sometimes, Peaseblossom, when you say
stupid things like that, if i didn’t know better, i’d think you
were human. Now humans are stupid and evil.
MOTH: it was evil of Puck to bite Peaseblossom on the nipple.
And i would never bite her on the nipple. i would never bite
anybody on the nipple. i might suck very carefully, but i
would never bite. Therefore, it follows, as the night the day,
that i’m not evil. Also, i have pretty elbows. See?
MUSTARDSEED: We’ve seen your elbows.
MOTH: Not both at the same time. Look at the dimples. Nobody
who was evil could have dimples in her elbows.
PEASEBLOSSOM: But all among the rank green afternoon
shade and sun patchwork in the briars and quaint mazes of
the tangled wood, things are buzzing and devouring one
another. All fairy children are told that if we’re not good, a
praying mantis will come and eat us. The enchanted woods
is entirely made of devouring. Changelings, poor lost creatures, neither fish nor fowl, sit and stare at one another in
little bowers, in despair. All through the dark, wet places
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of the deep old woods, creatures are kissing and copulating
and killing and eating each other among the shadows. The
owls screech and the roots of ancient trees clutch into muddy
ground like the twisted feet of ancient claw-footed dancers.
And we four delicate fairy girls huddle together, combing
one another’s hair, picking out lice, squashing them
PEASEBLOSSOM: (cont.)between our fingernails, and sucking now and then on one another’s breasts and fingers, for
comfort’s sake. There is canker on the rosebuds and much
terror in these woods. And we are part of that terror somehow. Those we fear, those who fear us.
PUCK: it’s not a joke, you know. it wasn’t always thus. We
once were something else.
MOTH: i was never anything else.
PEASEBLOSSOM: We were always this, weren’t we?
PUCK: No. Long ago, we were gods.
MUSTARDSEED: We were never gods.
PUCK: We were. You don’t remember. But somewhere at the
back of your heads, you can hear the ghost of the dead God
Pan whispering that it’s true.
MOTH: i don’t hear anything but tree frogs.
PEASEBLOSSOM: if we were gods, then what happened to us?
PUCK: We have descended somewhat in our status, like decayed
gentry. The world is impossibly old, you see. Once there
were other gods, and we came along and pushed them back
into the dark. Then other gods came and began to push us
out, and we retreated back into these woods. Oberon’s a
parody of what we used to be. A puffed up sort of mock
god, a kind of player-king.
COBWEB: i think Puck is right.
MUSTARDSEED: Puck is never right. He’s obnoxious, like
a goat.
COBWEB: But sometimes i think, just at the edges of sleep,
just coming in or out, that i almost remember.
MOTH: Remember what?
COBWEB: i can’t quite put my finger on it.
PUCK: Come put your finger on this.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Vulgar. Would a god say that?
PUCK: Pan would say that. The gods have always been vulgar.
They grow in low, damp places, like fungus.
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PEASEBLOSSOM: But Pan’s dead.
PUCK: He’s dead, but he still lurks about. When you stand in
the woods alone and it’s absolutely still, and look just over
the crest of the hill and see a stand of trees moving like
there was a breeze only you can’t feel anything, there’s no
breeze, except just right over there, where those trees are
moving, that’s him.
MOTH: That happened to me once. it scared me so much, i
peed myself.
PUCK: it’s Pan. The breath of Pan, moving through the trees.
That’s why they call it panic. Panic’s what you feel alone in
the woods when a sudden overwhelming awareness comes
upon you of the presence of an ancient god. He comes to
remind you that you’re going to die.
MUSTARDSEED: (Breaking the spell, but not completely sure.)
Oh, give me a break, Shakespeare.
PUCK: i’m telling you. You know it’s true. You’ve always
known, somewhere inside.
MUSTARDSEED: Well, on the whole, i’d rather be a fallen
god than a human.
(Doing silly human voices, mocking.)
i love Hermia. i hate Hermia. i love Helena. i hate Helena. i love Demetrius. i love Lysander. Love me, i’m
tall. Love me, i’m short. i’m pretty. i’m strong. i’m an
Amazon. i have a penis. What fools.
COBWEB: Maybe the humans are fallen gods, too.PUCK: No.
Humans are a form of degenerate monkey.
MOTH: Wait a minute. Humans can die.
PUCK: Not soon enough.
MOTH: And Pan was a god.
PUCK: Yes.
MOTH: And Pan died.
PUCK: Yes.
MOTH: And we used to be gods.
PUCK: Yes.
MOTH: But now we’re in decline?
PUCK: Very much so.
MOTH: Then can we die?
(Pause.)
Puck? Can we die?
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PUCK: Everything dies.
MOTH: So we can die. i could die. Peaseblossom and Cobweb
and Mustardseed and i and everybody, all of us could
die?
PUCK: Very likely.
MOTH: But how could that be? How could that possibly be?
PUCK: Gods die when nobody remembers them any more.
MOTH: But i don’t want to die. i’m too young to die.
PEASEBLOSSOM: How old are you?
MOTH: i have no idea, but i know i’m too young to die. i mean,
what is that, even? What would that even be like?
COBWEB: it wouldn’t be like anything. You’d just be gone.
When the last person who believed in you or at least remembered you was gone, you’d be gone too. Erased. Just
nothing. Nothingness.
MOTH: No. i don’t believe it.
MUSTARDSEED: You see things die in the woods every day.
MOTH: i know, but not us. We’re beautiful and delicate and
magical. Only ugly things die.
MUSTARDSEED: You’re living in a fantasy world.
MOTH: i know, and i like it here. i don’t want to leave.
PUCK: All quick bright things come to confusion. We’re mostly
imaginary already.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Then we’ve got to do something.
MUSTARDSEED: Do what? What can we do?
PEASEBLOSSOM: Do something so they won’t forget us.
Something to make them remember.
MOTH: Like what?
PEASEBLOSSOM: i don’t know. Mess with them. Turn the
milk sour. Turn their heads into ass heads. Make them love
the wrong people. We’ve got to mess with their minds so
they’ll remember us, so we won’t die.
PUCK: What do you think i’ve been doing all this time? Do
you think i enjoy this? impersonating roasted crabs and
pouring ale on old women’s laps? Turning myself into a
stool and then running away so somebody’s aunt can fall
on her rump? This is hard work.
PEASEBLOSSOM: You’re saying that’s why you’re so obnoxious? So they won’t forget us? So we won’t die?
PUCK: And precious little thanks i get for it, too.
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MOTH: What was that?
PEASEBLOSSOM: What? A bat? An owl?
MOTH: No. Do you feel that?
COBWEB: i felt something.
MOTH: i just got the shivers.
PEASEBLOSSOM: i did, too. What is that?
COBWEB: Maybe it’s that Shakespeare person, coming with
more damned rewrites. Maybe he’s cutting this scene
entirely.
PEASEBLOSSOM: Maybe it’s one of the new gods, walking
in the garden in the cool of the evening.
PUCK: No. it’s him. Look at those trees move.
MOTH: Like the wind? Like something going by in the
wind?
COBWEB: There isn’t any wind. Listen.
(They all listen. The sounds of the woods as lights
fade on them and go out.)

The End
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Migratory Birds of iraq
Mark Rigney

Production notes:
The play was originally produced by the Attic Theatre
as part of the Denise Ragan-Wiesenmeyer One-Act
Festival, held at the Attic Theatre and Film Center,
Los Angeles, CA.
The production opened September 16, 2011.
Director: James Carey

Cast:
VANNAKIATIS, Sarah Wahl
CARDOZA, Carlitos Dusouto
MYERS, Taylor Napier

SET & COSTuME REquIREMENTS:
A wall would be nice, but not essential. Also: Desert or
urban fatigues, three pairs of binoculars, a beer (bottle or
can) and one rifle (or hand gun).
ChARACTERS:
VANNAKIATIS, Female, twenties, white, probably not blonde.
CARDOZA, Male, twenties, Hispanic, definitely not blonde.
MYERS, Male, twenties, white or black, could be blonde.
ThE PLACE: A rooftop at the edge of a (VBC) base, Iraq.
ThE TIME: 201?: The evening before the final combat troops
leave.
Before rise, we hear a few wing-beats and then a birdcall,
complex and accomplished: A nightingale. Lights up on three
soldiers––CARDOZA, MYERS, VANNAKIATIS, the latter
female––all using binoculars and peering over a rooftop
wall. A peaceful off-duty moment, late 201- on the Victory
Base Complex (VBC) outside of Baghdad, Iraq. Evening.
Only Myers has his weapon.
CARDOZA: Left of the building, two walls over.
MYERS: Don’t got it.
VANNAKIATIS: More left.
MYERS: What are you talking about, more left? That’s like
a road.
CARDOZA: Nah, you gone past it. Back right.
MYERS: Can we try something closer?
CARDOZA: It’s a bulbul, yeah?
VANNAKIATIS: Good. You’re getting better.
MYERS: I see squat.
VANNAKIATIS: Look, try here. The light pole just in front of
the southwest corner.
CARDOZA: On top?
VANNAKIATIS: Yeah.
MYERS: Which light pole?
CARDOZA: Oh, yeah.
MYERS: Which light pole!
CARDOZA: The broken one.
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MYERS: They’re all broken.
VANNAKIATIS: The one with the bird on it.
MYERS: I don’t see nothing.
CARDOZA: Crested lark.
VANNAKIATIS: And he’s showing his crest. There.
MYERS: What the hell?
VANNAKIATIS: Myers, you sure you got your lens caps off?
MYERS: You’re funny.
VANNAKIATIS: You didn’t get your official army-issue lens
caps?
CARDOZA: Think it’s a male.
VANNAKIATIS: You think everything’s a male.
CARDOZA: I don’t think you’re no male.
VANNAKIATIS: I’m talking about birds.
MYERS: I still don’t see it.
CARDOZA: Okay, chill. I got a bird you can find easy.
MYERS: Yeah? Where?
CARDOZA: Three miles north.
MYERS: Cardoza, I can’t see three miles.
CARDOZA: Turn left at the big intersection, the one with all
the Awakening guys directing traffic. Then half a mile, turn
right at the palm trees.
MYERS: Cardoza.
CARDOZA: Through the gates, third cage on the right.
VANNAKIATIS: Cardoza, you’re crazy.
CARDOZA: No, for real. You go there, you look straight in that
cage, you’ll see you a bird. Won’t even need those glasses.
MYERS: And when I get there, what kind of bird am I gonna
see?
CARDOZA: Fuckin’ ostrich.
MYERS: You know what? Fuck you, Cardoza.
CARDOZA: hey, I’m just riding you. Come on. Don’t go.
MYERS: No, man. I’m gone. You want to spend your last daylight
in Iraq scoping birds, fine. I’m gettin’ me some pussy.
VANNAKIATIS: Good luck with that.
MYERS: I don’t need luck, bitch. When I take aim, I’m hittin’
my target.
Myers exits.
VANNAKIATIS: Some things, I’m telling you, are gonna be so
good to leave behind.
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CARDOZA: Like Myers in particular?
VANNAKIATIS: No, I mean, at home, you’re damned if you
do, right? And here, it’s damned if you don’t. Now tell me
that’s not fucked up.
CARDOZA: hey, what’s that? On the wire there.
VANNAKIATIS: Fifteen feet up?
CARDOZA: Left of the dumpster, yeah.
VANNAKIATIS: Nightingale.
CARDOZA: Male?
VANNAKIATIS: hope so. It’ll sing.
CARDOZA: Night time, maybe.
VANNAKIATIS: That I will miss. Nightingales singing.
CARDOZA: But you get birds at home, yeah? Out in that
Podunk wherever the fuck it is you’re from.
VANNAKIATIS: Yeah. But not like that.
CARDOZA: Down ‘round Inglewood, we get mockingbirds.
And they sing. Long time, some days. But half the time
they’re imitating goddamned car alarms, so I don’t know.
When you sing like some dude’s tricked-out Lexus, that
ain’t really singing, you know?
VANNAKIATIS: They native?
CARDOZA: What, mockingbirds?
VANNAKIATIS: Yeah.
CARDOZA: Don’t know. I mean, what’s native to South
L.A.?
VANNAKIATIS: Mexicans.
CARDOZA: Copy that.
VANNAKIATIS: You gonna miss anything else?
CARDOZA: Naw. Well. Watchin’ birds. Watchin’ birds with you.
I never figured birds was worth watchin’ ‘fore comin’ here.
Now, I don’t know. I’d sure rather watch birds than people.
VANNAKIATIS: There’s one. Street level.
CARDOZA: Where?
VANNAKIATIS: Walkin’ with her big sister.
CARDOZA: No, seriously, let’s stick to birds.
VANNAKIATIS: But look how cute!
CARDOZA: hey, look. She’s wavin’.
VANNAKIATIS: (Calling “Hello!” in Arabic) Marhaba!
CARDOZA: What’d she say?
VANNAKIATIS: Well, the rough translation would be, “Go
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home, go fuck a goat, don’t come back.”
CARDOZA: huh. Cute kid.
VANNAKIATIS: I will miss the birds, yeah. And I’ll miss you.
But I’m gonna miss the kids, too. Maybe not that one.
CARDOZA: Write the President, maybe he’ll let you stay. Open
up some kinda orphanage. “Dear Mr. Obama, I know I’m
just one short white country hick, but I’d sure like you to
give me one point five million to stay behind and found the
Vannakiatis however-the-fuck-you-spell-that Orphanage to
save all the poor little Iraqi chilluns.”
VANNAKIATIS: I could do that. For real.
CARDOZA: Not with your last name. Vannakiatis. Jesus.
VANNAKIATIS: Maybe I name it after you.
CARDOZA: No way. That plane lifts off tomorrow, I’m on it.
Me and my name both.
VANNAKIATIS: And when we’re gone . . .
CARDOZA: Larks. Bulbuls. Nightingales.
VANNAKIATIS: And we wing our way home. One last
migration.
CARDOZA: You damn straight better be winging your way
home. You try stayin’, for cute kids or whatever, I’m gonna
lay some rope on you, tie you up, stuff you in my duffel,
drag your ass all the way back to Missouri personally.
VANNAKIATIS: I’m just thinking.
CARDOZA: Well, stop. We ain’t wanted here. And that cute
smilin’ kid down there, she’s got like a fifty-fifty chance of
growin’ up and wantin’ to shoot you in the head.
VANNAKIATIS: I know.
CARDOZA: Probably go marry some Awakening guy. Go all
radical on us.
VANNAKIATIS: Let’s go out to the wire.
CARDOZA: What?
VANNAKIATIS: Lieutenant says there’s geese. Lesser Whitefronted. And I know you ain’t got those on your list.
CARDOZA: Well, then that’s one duck that ain’t goin’ on my
list.
VANNAKIATIS: Come on. Once in a lifetime chance to see a
seriously endangered bird.
CARDOZA: No way.
VANNAKIATIS: What do you mean, no way?
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CARDOZA: I mean those ponds are way out on the edge of
base and I’m not goin’ any closer to Iraq-for-real than this
roof, which frankly is bad enough. You get me?
VANNAKIATIS: It’s perfectly safe. The whole VBC, I mean,
come on.
CARDOZA: Listen. Every war, there’s gotta be a last man down.
It is not gonna be me.
VANNAKIATIS: There’s nothing out there. Just hawks and mice
and maybe two really incredibly rare geese.
CARDOZA: No cover is what’s out there.
VANNAKIATIS: All right, whatever.
CARDOZA: hey, Vannakiatis. I’m serious. Don’t.
VANNAKIATIS: Don’t take a walk? On base?
CARDOZA: Walk someplace else. Walk in two days. When
you’re home.
VANNAKIATIS: Cardoza, you’re sweet.
CARDOZA: Amy, I’m tellin’ you, don’t go out there!
VANNAKIATIS: Amy?
CARDOZA: It’s your name, yeah?
VANNAKIATIS: Six months we been here, you never once
used it.
CARDOZA: If it’s birds you want, look, we got––what’ve we
got, we got two rollers right down that wall. And we’ll get
bee-eaters any minute. You know? What’s a better lookin’
bird than a bee-eater?
Myers re-enters, holding a (Turkish) beer, ideally
Efes.
MYERS: Man, you two gotta shift gears. Birds, birds, fuckin’
birds. I mean, hey, it’s your lucky day, Vannakiatis. I’m
still available.
VANNAKIATIS: (To Cardoza) Miguel, I promise. I won’t be
the last Iraq casualty.
Vannakiatis gives Cardoza a quick kiss and exits.
MYERS: Whoa. how’d you do that?
CARDOZA: By being a coward.
MYERS: You two are both PTSD in a major way and you ain’t
even home yet. (Looking through his binoculars) hey, that
one I can see.
CARDOZA: Where?
MYERS: Ah! Fooled you.
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CARDOZA: Could you maybe get off my roof?
MYERS: Base is base. You get off. hey, look at that kid. Look
at that smile.
CARDOZA: Yeah, she was down here before. Listen, I’m gonna
go catch up with Vannakiatis. Make sure she doesn’t wind
up in the last available body bag.
MYERS: Whatever. But you get into her pants, I want a full
report.
Cardoza exits.
MYERS: Marhaba! hey, kid! Marhaba! hey, Cardoza, will
you get a load of this? The kid just gave me the finger!
Now why you want to do that? Yeah, well fuck you, too.
Yeah. And the horse you rode in on. Oh, that’s it. You are
so fucked.
Myers gets hold of his firearm, does a quick check
to make sure no one’s watching, clicks off the safety,
takes aim. Fires.
MYERS: (cont’d) Goddamn it. Come back here.
He fires again. And continues, ad-libbing quiet curses
as the sound of flocking birds rises, wings beating, a
thousand birds circling, flying, flapping desperately
for release (possibly seen as a projection). The lights
shift and music melds with the wing beats. Over this,
the voices of Vannakiatis and Cardoza.
VANNAKIATIS: (off) Look! Corner of the reed-bed. Is
that . . . ?
CARDOZA: (off) Goose, I think. Can’t tell . . .
VANNAKIATIS: (off)That’s it. White-fronted goose. We got
one!
CARDOZA: (off) holy crap. Will you look at that.
VANNAKIATIS: (off)Gorgeous.
CARDOZA: (off)Yeah. That is. That’s a sight I can definitely
fly home on.
Myers keeps firing, and keeps missing. Under the
elegy of music, the birds fly on . . .
The End
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Misfortune
Mark Harvey Levine
Production notes:
Misfortune was a winner of Lakeshore Player’s 7th Annual 10-Minute Play Festival (White Bear Lake, MN)
in June, 2011. Director: Caroline DeCoster.

Cast
CINDY, Kim Egan
BARRY, George M. Calger
STEPHANIE, Allie Munson.

CHARACTERS:
CINDY: twenties - thirties, Asian, a little snarky
BARRY: twenties - fifties, a little testy
STEPHANIE: twenties - fifties, more than a little mischievous
SETTING: A Chinese restaurant.
TIME: Evening.
Barry and Stephanie have just finished their meal.
Cindy, the young Asian waitress, approaches the
table.
CINDY: You guys finished?
BARRY: Yes . . . yes we are.
Cindy lays down the check in a little tray. Sitting on
top of the check are two fortune cookies.
STEPHANIE: Everything was wonderful.
BARRY: I know! I love this place. It’s a little hole in the wall,
but the food is fantastic.
They take their fortune cookies, break them open.
STEPHANIE: (reading her fortune) “Work hard, and your work
will work for you.” Okay.
BARRY: (reading his fortune) “The person you just had dinner
with will kill you tonight.”
STEPHANIE: What?!
BARRY: What the hell . . . ?!
STEPHANIE: What does it say?!
BARRY: “The person you just had dinner with will kill you
tonight.”
STEPHANIE: It does not!
BARRY: Read it! (he hands it to her)
STEPHANIE: I don’t believe this.
BARRY: What kind of fortune cookie . . . ?
STEPHANIE: I’ve never seen anything like this . . . “The person
you just had dinner with will kill you tonight. Your lotto
numbers are 8, 12, 32, 36, 42 and 7.”
BARRY: Is this some kind of joke?! Did you do that?
STEPHANIE: No! I’ve never seen that cookie before in my
life!
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BARRY: Are you going to kill me tonight?
STEPHANIE: I wasn’t planning to . . .
BARRY: Well, that’s a relief.
STEPHANIE: But now I guess I have to.
BARRY: What?!
STEPHANIE: The cookies never lie, Barry.
BARRY: What are you talking about?
STEPHANIE: I’ve never known one of these cookies to be false.
If the cookie says it, I’m going to do it.
BARRY: Really. You’re going to kill me. Tonight.
STEPHANIE: Apparently. I wonder how I’ll do it.
BARRY: Stephanie, this isn’t funny.
STEPHANIE: (looking at the back of the fortune) Hey, you can
learn Chinese, too. “Guó” is the word for “Kingdom”.
BARRY: (snatching the fortune back) Give me that! (motioning
to Cindy) Excuse me!!
Cindy approaches their table.
CINDY: Yes?
BARRY: I want to complain about this fortune cookie I got.
Look what it said.
CINDY: “The person you just had dinner with will kill you
tonight.” Woah. Bummer.
BARRY: I just had a lovely dinner and then I get hit with that.
Do you think that’s an appropriate saying for a fortune
cookie?
CINDY: Well, it’s not the happiest fortune I’ve seen.
BARRY: Uh, yeah.
CINDY: It’s not even grammatically correct. It should be
“The person with whom you just had dinner will kill you
tonight.”
BARRY: It shouldn’t be any of those! It shouldn’t say anything
like that!
CINDY: You want two more cookies? I can bring you another
two.
BARRY: Yes, dammit! Sheesh.
Cindy leaves.
STEPHANIE: I’m sorry it had to end this way.
BARRY: You’re hilarious.
Cindy returns with two more cookies.
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CINDY: Here you go.
She stays, standing over the table.
BARRY: Do you mind?
CINDY: I’m sorry, I’m kinda curious.
Stephanie cracks hers open.
STEPHANIE: (reading) “Today is a lucky day for those who
are cheerful and optimistic.”
BARRY: Okay. (cracks it open, reads) “You won’t make it out
of this restaurant alive.”
STEPHANIE: Oh come on.
BARRY: Read it!
Stephanie reads it. Cindy reads it over her shoulder.
CINDY: Wow.
STEPHANIE: This is the strangest thing I’ve ever seen.
BARRY: (to Cindy) Did she put you up to this?
CINDY: Don’t blame me!
STEPHANIE: It’s the cookie. The cookie knows.
BARRY: The cookies don’t know a damn thing! I want two
more cookies!
STEPHANIE: I’m getting kind of full, actually.
BARRY: (banging the table) Two more cookies!
Cindy stomps off to get them.
STEPHANIE: So I kill you in the restaurent? How do I do it?
BARRY: It didn’t say. Perhaps the next cookie will provide
further detail.
STEPHANIE: Maybe the Kung Pao was poisoned.
BARRY: You had it too.
STEPHANIE: Or so you think.
Cindy returns with two more cookies.
CINDY: Here.
Barry hesitates.
CINDY: (CONT’D) Open it!
Barry gives her a look.
CINDY: (CONT’D) I can’t stand the suspense!
Barry opens his.
BARRY: (CONT’D) Oh for the love of— (reading) “Your life
is over.”
STEPHANIE: (reading) “You have executive ability, and will
go far in business.”
BARRY: Okay, now, what the hell?
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CINDY: Don’t look at me!
BARRY: You’re telling me you don’t know anything about
this?
CINDY: No, we sit up all night, baking the cookies by hand,
and typing up the little slips of paper. You have no idea how
hard it is to get them in the printer.
BARRY: Well, then, where do you get these things?
CINDY: I don’t know! Some company! Same place where we
get the sweet and sour sauce and everything else!
STEPHANIE: I thought you guys made that in the kitchen.
CINDY: Oh. Um . . . Oops.
BARRY: Forget that! I just want the cookies. Bring me the box.
Bring me the whole damn box.
Cindy stomps off again.
CINDY: (as she exits) I’m not even Chinese! I’m from Reseda!
STEPHANIE: I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation.
BARRY: Besides that you’re actually going to kill me?
STEPHANIE: Well, that would be one explanation.
From off stage we hear banging around.
STEPHANIE: So, why would I want to kill you?
BARRY: I don’t know!! You wouldn’t! Would you?
STEPHANIE: Would I?
Cindy returns with a whole restaurent-supply box,
full of fortune cookies.
CINDY: Here. Knock yourself out.
Barry tries to open it but it is taped shut with packing tape.
BARRY: This is probably how I die—from a massive paper cut
trying to get this thing open. Would it be too much trouble
to get something so I can open this?
Cindy stomps off.
CINDY: (muttering) Madre de dios.
BARRY: She is so not getting a tip.
STEPHANIE: Now, honey, it’s not her fault I’m going to
murder you.
BARRY: Stop saying that! It’s not funny. I’m getting freaked
out here.
STEPHANIE: I think it’s hysterical. A little cookie has you all
jumpy!
BARRY: I’m not jumpy! I’m just pissed o—
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Cindy returns with a huge knife and violently
stabs into the box, slashing it open. Both Barry
and Stephanie jump. She sets the knife down near
Stephanie.
CINDY: There! Anything else?!
BARRY: (after recovering) No that’s fine. (opening the box)
Okay, here we go.
He grabs a cookie, rips it open.
BARRY: “There is no escape.”
He opens another cookie.
BARRY: (CONT’D) “Only death awaits you.”
Another cookie.
BARRY: (CONT’D) “You have minutes to live.”
Another cookie.
BARRY: (CONT’D) “Here it comes.”
STEPHANIE: (opening one) “Your charm and affability are
noticed by your friends.”
CINDY: Okay, now that’s just freaky.
Stephanie picks up the knife in a rather murderous
fashion.
STEPHANIE: What did you do?
BARRY: Honey! Put the knife down.
CINDY: Oh God.
STEPHANIE: Why am I going to kill you?! Are you fooling
around on me?!
BARRY: No! No! I swear to God!
STEPHANIE: Did you and this waitress concoct this little
scheme?!
BARRY: What? No! I’m not having an affair with the waitress!
CINDY: You wish.
STEPHANIE: What is it, then? You’re keeping money from
me? What?
BARRY: Nothing! Nothing! There’s no reason you would kill
me!
STEPHANIE: You have no secrets from me?
BARRY: None!
STEPHANIE: Absolutely none?!
BARRY: Absolut—(he thinks) Well . . .
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STEPHANIE: (raising knife) Aha!
Cindy screams and runs off.
BARRY: It’s a little thing! It’s a stupid thing!
STEPHANIE: What? Tell me!
BARRY: The . . . the bakery dome that your sister Anna sent
us? That I said got broken in shipping? It didn’t . . . I . . . I
broke it . . . accidentally . . . I meant to tell you . . .
STEPHANIE: What?
BARRY: It’s not that I didn’t like it . . . it just slipped . . . and
I felt bad . . .
STEPHANIE: That’s it? The bakery dome?
BARRY: That’s it. My only secret. Whew. God. I’m glad I got
that off my chest before I died.
STEPHANIE: (putting down the knife) I wouldn’t kill you
over that.
BARRY: You wouldn’t?
STEPHANIE: You thought I would kill you from that?
BARRY: Well, not until the cookie . . .
STEPHANIE: Oh to hell with the cookie. Let’s just pay the
check and get out of here.
BARRY: What about “the cookie knows all”?!
STEPHANIE: Honey, it’s just a cookie. Guess what, the lottery
numbers won’t win, either.
BARRY: Whew. (picking up the check) Well I can tell you
one thing, we are never coming back to this restau—Wait.
We didn’t order “Pork in Peking Sauce”. Or “Broccoli
Beef.”
STEPHANIE: (Taking the check from him) And where’s the
Kung Pao?
Cindy re-enters with a large frying pan, about
to clobber Stephanie, but on hearing Barry she
stops.
BARRY: That’s not our check . . .
CINDY: Oh man, I’m sorry, I must’ve—
A horrible gurgling scream is heard from offstage.
A man staggers in, two chopsticks sticking half out
of his body. He is covered in blood. He falls down,
dead, across Barry and Stephanie’s table. A woman
runs out, hiding her face.
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CINDY: (CONT’D) . . . .switched your check with another
table.
Cindy exits for a moment and returns with another
tray, dripping blood. She puts it on top of the body,
on their table.
CINDY: (CONT’D) Here’s yours.
She plops two cookies on the tray.
CINDY: Do you need anything wrapped up?
BLACKOUT
The End
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Mythajawaba
Claudia Haas
Production notes:
Originally produced by Sundog Theatre in New York
City, April 2012
Director: Karen O’Donnell
Cast:
CASSANDRA, Susan Slotoroff
ERIC, Ben Broad
ULLIE, Jai Brandon

ChARACTERS:
CASSANDRA: (f) late twenties on a mission to save; incredibly
connected to the world or maybe she’s just a kook
ERIC: (m) late twenties; fifty percent nerd and fifty percent
hero; trying to save Cassandra
ULLIE: (pronounced You-lee) (m) late twenties; in need of
saving
SETTINg: Staten Island Ferry—in the middle of its run; if
you have something suggesting the rails of ship great—
otherwise a bench is just fine.
TImE: march 15, a blustery eve
AT RISE, CASSANDRA is at the edge of the ship by the rails.
She climbs on a bench. CASSANDRA intones the name of
Mythajawaba with great reverence. She kneels on the bench
looking out and then stands up on it.

Eric enters as CASSANDRA attempts to stand on
the bench.
CASSANDRA: Myth-a-ja-wa-ba . . . myth-a-a-ja-wa-ba . . .
myth-a-ja-WA-BA!
(ERIC runs over and tackles her. He can physically
take her off the bench or merely hold on tight to her
legs.)
CASSANDRA: mythajawaba!
ERIC: Don’t jump!
CASSANDRA: Who’s jumping?
ERIC: You are!
CASSANDRA: (Breaking away.) No, I’m not!
ERIC: Are you sure?
CASSANDRA: Yes!
ERIC: Oh.
CASSANDRA: You’re not one of those, are you? A would-behero with no one to save . . .
ERIC: Give me some credit. You were standing on the bench
looking like you were about to go over the side . . . it’s
getting dark, the winds are picking up—
CASSANDRA: I’m just trying to get a better look!
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ERIC: Oh—tourist-type. Well—the Statue of Liberty is on the
other side—
CASSANDRA: I know that!
ERIC: You prefer the bridge over Lady Liberty?
CASSANDRA: It’s the ocean. I must face the ocean.
(CASSANDRA climbs back on the bench and opens
her arms.)
myth-a-ja-wa-ba!
(And of course Eric rushes to save her. Again.)
CASSANDRA: Stop doing that!
ERIC: I can’t let you jump!
CASSANDRA: I’m—not—jumping! Please! Find someone
else to save. I have things to do here.
ERIC: I’m not leaving you alone.
CASSANDRA: I told you—I’m not going to jump!
ERIC: But what if you do? What if the second my back is turned
you hurl yourself into the water? I’d hear the splash—turn
around and have to go searching. And then of course I’d
have to jump also.
CASSANDRA: You’re a follower, is that it? If I jump—you
jump?
ERIC: To save you. And the water’s pretty cold. I’d rather not
have to jump in. I’d rather save you here. It’s—drier.
CASSANDRA: There’s nothing more annoying than having a
person want to save you.
ERIC: There’s nothing more annoying than standing on a ferry
deck on a cold evening when one could be inside, seated
and heated.
CASSANDRA: go sit inside then! There’s something I need
to do and I’m running out of time!
ERIC: Aha! You are up to something! I think I’ll stay. And
freeze.
CASSANDRA: Suit yourself. But turn around. You can’t
watch.
ERIC: I have to watch. In case—you know—you try to—you
know—
CASSANDRA: Jump. I won’t jump!
ERIC: And I—won’t leave.
CASSANDRA: Just—don’t interfere! Space. I need space.
(ERIC moves a step away.)
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CASSANDRA: More space.
(ERIC moves another tiny step away.)
CASSANDRA: Can’t a girl get some privacy here?
ERIC: Not on the Staten Island Ferry. It’s a public place.
CASSANDRA: Shhh! I’m listening! The waves . . . . I hear
the waves . . . and soon . . . just before the sun goes down
. . . . Mythajawaba will be near. Soon . . . you will hear
Mythajawaba. You should leave before you hear the call.
Men cannot resist it. They—jump. And I wouldn’t dare
jump in to save you.
ERIC: I understand. Not everyone is a saver.
CASSANDRA: No, I—can’t swim. But Mythajawaba would
catch you. And you would be lost forever. Lost—in the
world of mythajawaba—
ERIC: If —you say so. And . . . who exactly is this mytha-jawa
fellow?
CASSANDRA: Not a fellow. A goddess. Who takes mere mortals and turns them into her slaves.
ERIC: So . . . why exactly are you calling to her?
CASSANDRA: To sacrifice myself!
ERIC: I knew it! What did I tell you? I was right! You are planning on jumping!
CASSANDRA: There’s a difference between jumping and
sacrificing.
ERIC: You’re just the tinniest bit nutty, you know that?
CASSANDRA: That’s what my fiancee said when I told him
about Mythajawaba.
ERIC: He was right.
CASSANDRA: Actually, I was. And now I need to make
amends.
ERIC: If you say so.
CASSANDRA: If I hadn’t told him about hearing mythajawaba’s calls when I was on the ferry, he never would have
become Mythajawaba’s slave.
ERIC: O-kay. So—he believed your mytha-something story?
CASSANDRA: Of course not. He looked at me like you’re
looking at me. So I showed him. I brought him on the ferry
at the right time and we listened for the call.
(Slight pause)
ERIC: And—how did you know it was the right time?
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CASSANDRA: It came to me. In a dream. Lots of things come
to me in dreams.
ERIC: In a dream.
CASSANDRA: Yes.
(Slight pause)
I brought him on the ferry—he heard mythajawaba’s call
and he jumped in and just as he jumped, he was scooped
into the air by Mythajawaba and flown away.
ERIC: And . . . so you—want to—jump and get flown away,
too?
CASSANDRA: Not exactly. But it’s only right that I go in
his place. I got him into this mess. So, I thought—I’ll be
Mythajawaba’s slave if she lets my fiancee go. She might
agree to that, don’t you think?
ERIC: I—don’t know what to think . . .
CASSANDRA: Don’t you see? I have to sacrifice myself to get
him back from her clutches. It’s the honorable thing to do!
ERIC: But—you don’t swim.
CASSANDRA: Mythajawaba will fly me to her cave where I
will serve her. It’s dry.
ERIC: And you know that because . . .
CASSANDRA: It came to me in a dream.
(CASSANDRA starts to shiver.)
ERIC: And if you jump and the mythajawawa-thing-a-ma-jig
doesn’t come—you’ll drown.
CASSANDRA: Oh. I hadn’t thought of that.
ERIC: You’re starting to shiver. Let’s go inside. Where it’s warm
. . . and dry . . . and safe.
CASSANDRA: I have to stay. I have to make one real stab at
this rescue thing.
ERIC: Take my jacket.
CASSANDRA: You need to go inside. When she comes, you
won’t be able to resist. Trust me. I know. It’s been a year.
My fiancée’s been gone one year today.
ERIC: I’m so sorry for your loss.
CASSANDRA: he’s not dead! Don’t you understand? he’s—
out there! With mythajawaba!
ERIC: Tell you what. You take my jacket—do your incantation
thing and jump. If Mythajawaba doesn’t scoop you up—I will
catch you. So you don’t drown. How’s that for a plan?
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CASSANDRA: You would do that? For a total stranger?
(ERIC puts his jacket around CASSANDRA)
ERIC: It’s the only option.
(CASSANDRA climbs up on the bench and stretches
her arms and starts her incantation.)
CASSANDRA: Mythajawaba . . . . Myth-a-ja-wa-ba . . .
myth-a
(Sweet bell-like sounds or tinkling sounds are heard.
ERIC and CASSANDRA listen. Whatever sound effect is chosen should be lyrical and haunting. Even
eerie.)
CASSANDRA: There! Do you hear? Can you hear it?
(But ERIC is transfixed. He moves closer and
closer to the edge. arms spread out, he stands on
the bench.)
Blackout
CASSANDRA: Nooooo!
AT RISE CASSANDRA is on deck with Ully.
ULLIE: Cassandra?
CASSANDRA: Ully? Is it really you? how did you get here?
ULLIE: On the wings of Mythajawaba! It was glorious. Swooping between seas and stars! Cassandra!
(They embrace)
What did you do?
CASSANDRA: What did I do—I seem to have—saved you!
mister? Where’s that guy?
ULLIE: That guy?
CASSANDRA: My wanna-be-hero. Oh no! I seemed to have
sacrificed him. It was supposed to be me!
ULLIE: Put me back!
CASSANDRA: Aren’t you glad to see me?
ULLIE: Of course I am. Nice to see you. Now—send me back
please.
CASSANDRA: Don’t you still love me?
ULLIE: Of course I do, but—
CASSANDRA: But?
ULLIE: I don’t want you to take this wrong way but, I love
Mythajawaba.
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CASSANDRA: how can you love a mythical creature who
enslaves you?
ULLIE: Cassandra—she’s—a goddess . . .
CASSANDRA: You’re leaving me for a goddess?
ULLIE: I’m—sorry.
ULLIE: how can you be so shallow?
ULLIE: This past year I realized—your weird dreams and all—it
was fate. You insisted I come on the ferry with you. You
pleaded with me to hear her call. I was meant to be with
Mythajawaba. I was meant for a goddess. Thank-you. Put
me back now, I’m begging you!
CASSANDRA: And to think I was ready to sacrifice myself so
that you could come back to the world!
ULLIE: That was very sweet of you. I still want to go back.
CASSANDRA: Believe me—if I could send you back and bring
the rescuing guy here—I’d be more than happy to oblige!
We are no longer engaged. I release you.
(She takes off her engagement ring.)
ULLIE: Do you mean that? Do you hear that, mythajawaba?
I’m no longer engaged! Will you marry me!
Blackout

We hear a loud thumb in the blackout. AT RISE
ERIC is on the floor having been thrown back by
MYTHA JAWABA. CASSANDRA kneels to help him.
CASSANDRA: Are you all right?
ERIC: I think—I was just dumped by a goddess. She hovered
above the ferry and threw me down.
CASSANDRA: I’m so sorry.
ERIC: Don’t be. I’m glad to be back to reality. I just wish I had
had a gentler landing.
CASSANDRA: Was she—beautiful?
ERIC: Yeah. But only in a stunning-model-gorgeous-goddess
sort of way. Not my type.
CASSANDRA: Really?
ERIC: I’m kind of a meat and potatoes, trick or treat, pay your dues
kind of guy. Besides she didn’t want me. All I heard on my trip
to her cave was, “You’re not Ully! You’re not Ully!”
CASSANDRA: She loves him. A goddess loves my ex-fiancee.
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ERIC: Yeah. I guess. It’s been—well . . . intriguing getting
involved in your romantic mishap with the gods, but we’re
ready to dock—so—bye. You—don’t need saving anymore,
right?
CASSANDRA: Don’t you—want your jacket back?
ERIC: Thank you.
CASSANDRA: There’s a coffee shop nearby.
ERIC: A warm, caffeinated liquid would be very welcome, now
that you mention it.
CASSANDRA: Or something stronger. Mister Hero—what’s
your name anyway?
ERIC: Eric.
CASSANDRA: Nice to meet you, Eric. I’m Cassandra.
They walk away in conversation as the lights fade to
black. ERIC might even put his jacket around CASSANDRA’S shoulders.
The End
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Night of the LiviNg ReLatives
Judy Klass

PRoductioN Notes:
This play was first produced in June/July of 2011 in
a show called Vignettes For the Apocalypse 5, put on
by End Times Productions, at The Kraine Theater, at
85 East 4th Street in NYC. It was directed by Sherri
Barber.

Cast
SALLY, Elizabeth Dilley
ROSE, Lesley Shannon
JOHN, Matthew Kernisky

CHARACTERS:
JOHN, a somewhat credulous, pleasant soul, twenties to fifties.
ROSE, John’s sister, currently a zombie, twenties to fifties.
SALLY, John’s high-strung wife, twenties to fifties.
SCENE: A kitchen in a pleasant suburban home.
TIME: The near future, when Hell is full.
AT RISE: SALLY and JOHN sit at the kitchen table. ROSE,
their undead zombie maid, is shuffling by the stove, back to
the audience, mumbling quietly to herself. JOHN is reading
the paper.
SALLY: Do you really need to read at the table like that?
JOHN: (absently) What?
SALLY: You know, you could talk to me.
JOHN: Mmmm. Here’s something interesting.
SALLY: What? Fine, read it to me.
JOHN: An editorial comparing terrorists with zombies.
SALLY: Great.
(Calling over to ROSE)
Any time you’re ready, Rose! We’re not dead, you know,
we’d like the food sometime this week.
ROSE: MMMMMMMMMM! RRRRRR!
SALLY: Whatever.
JOHN: ‘Cause, you know, if a suspected terrorist approaches
you, or gets on a train, or whatever, you’re not supposed to
tackle him or shoot him in the arm, or even the heart.
SALLY: (distracted)No?
JOHN: No. You gotta shoot for the head. ‘Cause the body could
be booby trapped, and if you don’t kill him right away, he
could set himself off with the tiniest hand movement. Isn’t
that interesting?
SALLY: (sarcastic) Fascinating.
At last, ROSE shuffles over, lugging a pot from the
stove. Now the audience should be able to see SHE’s
a zombie. SHE moves to slop the food from the pot
onto the plates.)
JOHN: That’s okay, Rose. Rose? Put it on the trivet.
SALLY: Rose, if we haven’t told you a hundred times . . .
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ROSE: MMmmmmmmmRRRrrrrr . . .
(SHE sets the pot heavily on the trivet, gnashes her
teeth a few times,and shuffles away from them)
SALLY: I hate that teeth-gnashing thing. She does it to scare
us, I know.
JOHN: She does it when she’s upset, you’ve got to be gentle
with her.
SALLY: She gets away with everything around you. Just because
she used to be your sister—
JOHN: She still sort of is.
SALLY: I think it’s highly unsanitary letting her handle the
food in the first place. Dead people should not touch food
for living people.
(They serve themselves from the pot)
JOHN: The food is hot, it’s fine as long as it’s hot—
SALLY: Whatever. You’ll be singing a different song when we
catch something nasty and end up like her.
JOHN: I won’t be singing at all if we end up like her.
SALLY: Duh. Exactly my point.
JOHN: I don’t see you breaking your heart over not cooking
anymore.
SALLY: Fine, whatever. So, what does the editorial say?
JOHN: What?
SALLY: The editorial about terrorists on the subway and
zombies.
JOHN: Oh. Just that it’s ironic. That there are parallels. In both
cases, you have to kill them by blowing their brains out.
SALLY: That’s it?
JOHN: Yeah.
SALLY: Somebody with nothing to say gets to write a big editorial like that, gets all that space in the paper?
JOHN: Well, he’s witty about it—
SALLY: Witty my ass, who cares—
ROSE: Mmmmmrrrraaaawrrragraaawrrrrrrrrr!
(SHE is agitated, shuffling around zombie style,
hands in front of her, gnashing her teeth, circling
ever closer to SALLY and JOHN)
SALLY: Now what’s wrong with her?
JOHN: Sssshhh. You’re getting her agitated, she doesn’t like
loud voices.
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SALLY: (Incredulous) I’m getting her agitated?
JOHN: She doesn’t like it when we fight, she’s always hated
tension in the home—
SALLY: Please, she’s a frigging zombie! She’s not Mother
Teresa, here!
ROSE: Mrrraawrerrrrrrmmmmmmuuuggghraaawrrrr!
(twitching and lurching toward them, making biting
gestures)
Graaarrrrrrrrwrrrrrrrrr!
(They abandon their food and stand, moving away
from her)
SALLY: Okay, okay. I’m calm. My voice is quiet. See that,
Rose? See how much we love each other?
ROSE: Mmmmmmraaaawwwwwrrrr! Sssssssssssss! Huh! Ugh!
SALLY: Tension in the home my ass, she’s hungry, she sees us
eating dinner every night, she’s a flesh-eating zombie and
she wants some dinner of her own.
JOHN: (Pleading, trying to be firm) Now, Rose, you know better
than this. Please go down to the basement and mill around
for a while. We don’t like seeing you like this.
ROSE: Grrrrrrrruuuuuuuuusssssmmmmmrrrrrrrrraaawwwr!
(SHE bites the air as SHE advances, and they inch
around the table to get away from her.)
SALLY: Okay, that’s it, where’s the gun?
JOHN: What do you mean?
SALLY: The gun. I said she could stay here and help out with
chores if you trained her, and if you kept a gun handy at
all times.
JOHN: I—I don’t remember . . .
SALLY: Where the hell is the gun?
JOHN: She’s my sister!
SALLY: She’s not your sister! I liked your sister! This is an undead zombie bitch who’s about to eat us for dinner! Where
is the fucking gun?
(JOHN grabs a broom and hands it to SALLY)
JOHN: Here! Hit her with this! I can’t.
SALLY: A broom? What good is a broom?
JOHN: Drive her back.
(SALLY waves the broom, but ROSE keeps advanc-

364

2012—the Best teN-MiNute PLays

ing, grunting, hissing and biting, and they keep
retreating.)
SALLY: It’s a broom with a plastic handle, how the hell can I
bash in her skull and crush her brains with this?
JOHN: Stop talking that way! She’s my sister!
SALLY: You are such a useless, sentimental pussy, I swear!
(SHE hands him the broom, and bolts to the door,
in the wings. We hear her OPEN THE DOOR, and
hear ZOMBIE MOANS off stage.)
SALLY (O.S.) Oh—oh my God! She’s invited her friends over!
Or everybody in the neighborhood has died, it’s like a zombie
convention out here, it’s AAAUUGHGH! GET AWAY FROM
ME! Get off me, ew, it’s Doug Hanson, he looks like he got
runover by a lawn-mower—ugh! Ow, stop it aaaaaaaaah!
(We hear the DOOR SHUT. JOHN STANDS TREMBLING, shaking the broom at ROSE: HE calls into
the wings:)
JOHN: Sally? Sally, are you okay?
(Beat)
What do you think, Rose, is she okay?
(ROSE becomes less threatening. SHE stops advancing and cocks her head to one side)
JOHN: Why am I asking you? You never liked her. Even when
you were alive, you and Sally never got along. She says she
liked you back then, but I know. I’ve seen you two snipping
at each other. Snip, snip, snip!
(HE sits down, upset, on the floor. ROSE gently sinks
down beside him)
JOHN: But you don’t understand, we’re really good together.Sometimes. I thought I’d found it, you know? Instead of all the bickering and shouting when Mom and Dad were together, Rose,
I thought I’d found that happy home we always talked about.
You know? Do you still think it’s possible to have that?
ROSE: (Gently)Urr! Urr! Urr! Urr!
(SHE is making sympathetic noises, like a seal calling out, or cooing like a little bird. HE smiles and
lays the broom on the floor)
JOHN: I know you still understand, Rose. You always were my
favorite sister.
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(Gently, clumsily, SHE moves to embrace him. And
then SHE sinks her teeth into his shoulder and neck.
There is much blood. JOHN screams:)
JOHN: Aaaaaaaaaah! Aaaaaaah!
(There is more blood, and HE lies still.)
(The DOOR CREAKS OPEN in the wings. A zomboid, bloody SALLY lurches in, and watches ROSE
feed.)
SALLY: Mmmmmmrrrrrgraaawrrr?
ROSE: Hehehheheherrrmmmaaaarrrrrrrraaaarrrrrr!
(SALLY falls to the floor to feed as well, munching on
one of JOHN’s arms. ROSE and SALLY chew noisily and contentedly. At last, JOHN sits up, staring
straight ahead, a zombie.)
JOHN: Grrrraaheheherrrrrrrmmrrrraawrrrrr?
(LIGHTS OUT)
The End.
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OppressiOn and pearls
Jenny Lyn Bader
prOductiOn nOtes:
Oppression and Pearls was first performed in January 2011 at Largo at the Coronet in Los Angeles as
part of Standing on Ceremony.Directed by Brian
Shnipper.
Cast:
Lydia: Julie Hagerty
Ann: Amy Yasbeck
Emmie: Amy Brenneman.
Produced by Joan Stein & Stuart Ross
associate producer: Allain Rochel.

CHARACtERS:
LYDIA—50’s. Emmie’s mother.
ANN— 30’s-40’s. A bridal consultant.
EMMIE—late 20’s-early 30’s. A bride-to-be.
SEttINg: the bridal salon at Bergdorf goodman.
tIME: One Saturday at 11am.
The art deco bridal salon at Bergdorf Goodman.
EMMIE, a bride-to-be, arrives with LYDIA, her
mother. A wedding department consultant, ANN,
checks her appointment book.
LYDIA: (to ANN) We have an eleven o’clock appointment.
Benson.
ANN: Yes. Welcome to the bridal salon at Bergdorf goodman!
Have you been to any wedding trunk shows yet?
EMMIE: No . . . I’ve never been to a trunk show at all.
(looking around:)
I thought there would be a trunk.
ANN: Right here you can see the designer’s entire line of wedding veils.
EMMIE (to ANN): Veils make me a little uncomfortable. Have
you read the stories of women who are forced to take the
veil?
ANN: You wouldn’t be taking the veil. You would be buying
the veil. this is Bergdorf.
EMMIE: I mean have you thought about the whole history of
it? In the Bible, Laban fools Jacob by hiding Leah under
a veil.
LYDIA: Oh Emmie, not that Laban story again . . .
EMMIE: You couldn’t even choose who you married! You
could be tricked by a veil. Marriage was a business transaction controlled by your parents. A girl’s identity didn’t
matter. Women were just chattel! they could be sold and
. . . draped.
ANN: But now, we can be draped so much more exquisitely.
(LYDIA looks at the display.)
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LYDIA: (to ANN) All of these veils are designed by Ali Marvani?
EMMIE: Who’s he?
ANN: Ali is actually short for Alison, she’s an up-and-coming
designer.
LYDIA: Now where did I just read that she learned to sew at
the age of five?
ANN: She was profiled in the Style section last . . .
EMMIE: Oh don’t get me started on the Style section! I have
these friends, literally the nicest couple, got their picture
taken in the park to send to the wedding page—could not
get in, because your eyebrows have to be the same level as
your future spouse’s in the submitted photograph and their
eyebrows were just a tiny bit off. And meanwhile they’re
including all these random announcements. Dysfunctional
couples, who keep breaking up and their whole terrible
relationship is described in the announcement including
their awful third date . . .
ANN: Uh, I hate that wh . . .
EMMIE: And they’re putting in divorced people who have been
in the section before multiple times, including a couple who
just swapped spouses!
LYDIA: they didn’t used to do that.
EMMIE: Oh—and suddenly they’re announcing gay weddings
and totally slacking on the eyebrow requirement there just
so they can be P.C.!
(A pause.)
ANN: Uhm . . . (A beat as she picks up a veil:) Why don’t you
try this one.
EMMIE: (to LYDIA) Mom you can keep looking at veils, but
they’re not “me.” And the wedding veil embodies the history of oppression.
LYDIA: Oh yes! Oppression and pearls. tragic.
ANN: this veil goes with a tiara . . . One bride I worked with
wore it like that, I can show you a picture . . . (she opens
a photo album.)
EMMIE: My fiancé might laugh if I wore a crown. Sorry, tiara.
It is pretty . . .
ANN: At least you can still tell what’s pretty. that’s good! Many
brides entirely lose their sense of taste and decorum.
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LYDIA: Yes, I’ve been to their weddings. What do you say when
the bride wears tangerine?
ANN: (agreeing) Something borrowed, something Creamsicle?
EMMIE: Maybe the tiara without the veil might . . . (tries it)
Ow! It has thorns!
LYDIA: those aren’t thorns, dear, they’re combs!
(to ANN)
I’d like to see one that’s more structured.
EMMIE: I’d like to see one that’s less painful.
LYDIA: Something not quite so . . . you know.
ANN: I do know.
LYDIA: You see the shape of her face?
ANN: I see it.
EMMIE: It’s like I’m not even here.
LYDIA: (to ANN) It’s so nice to meet someone who understands
. . . Emmie wants to disregard every wedding tradition . . .
She doesn’t want a string quartet. She has a composer friend
who arranges his works on a cell phone using ricki ticki
sounds.
EMMIE: He’s written a piece about our relationship. And there’s
a choral part where all the guests’ cell phones can sing together using an app! He’s worked on it a long . . .
LYDIA: She refuses to rent plates.
EMMIE: As a gift, one of our friends offered us a set of 200
biodegradable plates, which I think . . .
LYDIA: And she doesn’t even want flower arrangements. But
vegetables.
EMMIE: Rhubarbs look gorgeous in a centerpiece! And they
are not vegetables.
LYDIA: (coldly) Botanically, they are!
EMMIE: (to Ann) We had our first date at the farmer’s market
in Union Square in May, and I still remember the rhubarb
colors . . . So it’s significant. to us as a couple.
LYDIA: (to Ann) I don’t understand dating anymore. Who dates
at a farmer’s market?
ANN: (cheerfully ignoring the tension) So I’m thinking with her
heart-shaped face, you might like the double-drape style.
(Putting the veil on EMMIE.) I think you’ll like the fabric
liner on this model. (to LYDIA) And I think you’ll like the
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length . . . there. What do you think?
(LYDIA is moved to tears:)
LYDIA: Ooh . . . My little baby’s getting married!
EMMIE: (touched:) Oh mama!
LYDIA: Sorry — I didn’t expect . . . (she dabs at the corner
of her eye:)
EMMIE: Mom, your mascara just smudged right there.
LYDIA: I think my contact lens is migrating, excuse me. (LYDIA
exits.)
EMMIE: (to ANN) Are you married?
ANN: Pretty much.
EMMIE: And was there a veil in your wedding?
ANN: there were two.
EMMIE: You mean, the double-draped style?
ANN: I mean, my bride and I each wore them.
EMMIE: Oh shit! I’m sorry, When I said . . . I didn’t mean . . .
ANN: I’ve heard worse. Let it go. You’re not the most insensitive person to wander into Bergdorf.
EMMIE: No, when I said gay people are getting on the wedding
page now . . . I didn’t mean they shouldn’t be able to marry
. . . I just meant, after the whole history of civil rights, why
would they care about something so silly?
ANN: Same reason, after the history of sexist oppression, that
you would choose to wear a veil.
(Beat.)
EMMIE: (with understanding) Because it makes your mother
cry?
ANN: (nods, opening the album) I keep our favorite wedding
pictures in here, with the ones my clients send me . . . .
here’s our announcement. I didn’t care if our wedding was
on the Society page, but my mom, when she saw this . . .
EMMIE: Your dress is . . . Wow! Not what I would have expected.
ANN: What? You were expecting something more radical
lesbian chic?
EMMIE: No! . . . Maybe.
ANN: But what fun would it be if we just wore what people
expected, right?
EMMIE: Yeah. So you didn’t feel under pressure to look like
this?
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ANN: Are you kidding? My whole life, I kept being told I
couldn’t have a wedding at all. You’ve always known you
could have one, so you want to change it around, mix it
up.
EMMIE: No, I just want to make it personal!
ANN: For me, it was personal—just because I got to be the
person.
EMMIE: (empathic) Of course.
ANN: And my mom . . . never thought it would happen!
EMMIE: She cried when she saw your announcement?
ANN: And all morning before the ceremony. And during it.
She especially cried when we appeared with our veils, I’ll
show you—
EMMIE: (gasps) Oh!
(EMMIE and ANN start welling up as they look at
the picture.)
ANN: (trying to pull it together, but sniffling a bit as she talks)
It’s a nice picture.
(LYDIA enters.)
LYDIA: What are you two crying about?
EMMIE: Ann is showing me her wedding pictures.
(LYDIA looks at the album and points at a photo.)
LYDIA: Who’s that?
ANN: that’s my spouse.
LYDIA: Obviously your spouse. What’s her name?
ANN: Joy.
LYDIA: (turns to Emmie, vigorously) Do you see those dresses?
that bouquet? those flowers?
EMMIE: (knowing what’s coming; she sees it too.) Yes, mom.
LYDIA: Why do you have to do everything so upside-down?
Why can’t you have a traditional wedding like these girls?
Don’t they look splendid?
EMMIE: (genuinely agreeing) Beautiful.
LYDIA: Look at those veils. the cascading bouquets! the white
roses . . . and are those Asiatic lilies? Lovely.
ANN: thank you, Mrs. Benson.
LYDIA: Can you believe people think this should be against the
law? It’s those rhubarbs that should be against the law!
ANN: that’s . . .
LYDIA: (whirls around to ANN, equally indignant) And you!
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Why haven’t you shown us that tiara, that Joy is wearing?
Did you have that made or is it in stock?
ANN: Uh, hold on, yes we have it—here. (ANN takes out the
tiara.) And here’s a veil that goes with it. Would you like
to try them?
EMMIE: Yes. I would.
(EMMIE puts them on herself.)
ANN: What do you think?
EMMIE: Mom. Mom. I look so much like the photo on your
dresser. Of the bride in the antique dress edged with lace,
the high collar, the headdress. Do you see it?
LYDIA: I see my daughter’s veil. And I see my veil . . . and my
mother’s veil, and her mother’s veil . . . (EMMIE nods.) I
see women’s faces covered in shadows, then revealed, full
of hope. I see the flow of time . . . and time pausing for that
one moment when you get to play the part of the bride. this
is like . . . no shopping experience I have ever had.
EMMIE: (to ANN) I . . . I look so much like this one photograph
of my great-grandmother at her wedding. Except now—I’m
the person.
ANN: Yes, you are.
EMMIE: (resisting tears) I will not cry over a hair accessory!
ANN: But it’s so much more than a hair accessory.
EMMIE: Mom?
LYDIA: What?
EMMIE: I love it. I’ll wear it.
LYDIA: (to ANN) We’ll take it.
ANN: good.
LYDIA: . . . You know, I was just thinking, aren’t rhubarbs in
season in June?
ANN: I believe they are.
LYDIA: Do you think the guests will want to take them
home?
ANN: Maybe to make pies.
EMMIE: Oh mom! I think they will.
the End
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Pascal and Martin
Jan Buttram
Production notes:
PASCAL AND MARTIN by Jan Buttram was first
produced in “The Throne Play Benefit Challenge Series” in the Dorothy Strelsin Theatre at the Abingdon
Theatre Arts Complex, June 29, 2010. Directed by
Kate Bushmann

Cast:
PASCAL, Lori Gardner
MARTIN, Eugene M. Santiago
CORY, John Trevellini

ChARACTeRS:
PASCAL, twenties, a transgender street woman, tough and
attractive.
MARTin, twenties, Pascal’s grimy but adoring and loyal partner
wearing dred locks, wears a housecoat.
CORY, forties, a NYC night watchman, strong and sexy, with
a rye sense of humor.
TiMe: Present. 1:00AM.
PLACe: nYC. Broadway theatre.
PASCAL sits on a throne. HER hair is covered. SHE wears a
red dressing gown. MARTIN stands bowing his head in front
of PASCAL. HE wears a terrycloth housecoat.)
PASCAL: What did your grace say about my hair?
MARTIN: Thinning a little on top, that’s all.
PASCAL: My hair is stylish.
MARTin: Your hair is beautiful.
PASCAL: Because it’s French hair. You can’t speak anything
bad about French hair.
MARTin: Your majesty, i would never say a word to upset the
loveliest lady of France.
PASCAL: Things would not go well for you.
MARTIN: Things have already not gone well for me.
PASCAL: The rack, disemboweled entrails strewn across the
town square.
MARTin: (on one knee) Most gracious Queen of France, have
mercy on your servant who only moments ago, you did
smile upon.
PASCAL: My mood was sunny moments ago. Now, there is a
cloud. It is dark.
MARTIN: Make my day. Smile again.
(PASCAL extends HER hand. MARTIN kisses it)
PASCAL: Poor Monsieur Martin.
MARTIN: I beg you not to misuse your servant.
PASCAL: Rien.
MARTin: Oui.
PASCAL: There’s a nasty rumor.
MARTIN: About me?

376

2012—the Best ten-Minute Plays

PASCAL: That you spit upon my minion, a bus driver.
MARTin: never happened.
PASCAL: i hear it did. it was printed in The New York Times.
MARTin: That driver was a bitch.
PASCAL: Off with your head.
MARTin: Mercy, i cry, mercy!
PASCAL: I will call out the dogs to eat you.
MARTin: i will eat you.
(MARTIN places HIS head under the robe. PASCAL
is thrilled)
PASCAL: Oooh la la.
MARTin: (mumbling) MMMMMMMMMMMMM like a
coconut oil spill.
PASCAL: Do not overstep your station.
MARTin: (surfacing) Stop?
PASCAL: Oui.
MARTin: Madam, you are my life.
PASCAL: Blowing smoke up my ass. My pigs will feast on
your rump.
MARTIN: Not the pigs.
PASCAL: Let me see your rump.
(MARTIN turns. Displays HIS butt)
A beauty. Shame to waste it on pigs. Maybe I’ll forgive.
What would be your penance?
MARTin: i will lay with you.
PASCAL: As you lay with my mother?
MARTIN: That was your mother?
PASCAL: Laid with her and begged her to betray me, the
queen.
MARTIN: Wronged, I have been wronged.
PASCAL: You play with my enemies.
MARTIN: I was protecting you, discovering, under covering . . .
PASCAL: What? Cobwebs, dirt, monstrous creatures. Les
roches. Clean the sewers that surround my castle, i command you!
MARTin: Let me clean your privates, madam.
PASCAL: (giggling) Perhaps I will give you a second chance
to redeem your failed attempts to gain my pardon.
MARTIN: Dearest giver of life, I am but a small man who lays
awake waiting for your blessing. Give it to me.
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PASCAL: impossible wretch.
MARTin: Give it to me, or, sacred queen, banish me.
PASCAL: There is no escape. I lift my hand and signal the sword
to be brought down on your neck. I am supreme ruler.
(Makes a make believe gun with HER hand and
shoots)
Bang.
MARTIN: Hail the almighty queen. I die at your feet.
PASCAL: Lick my feet.
MARTin: An honor.
(MARTIN does. PASCAL stands and turns HER
back)
PASCAL: Bow to my rear end.
MARTIN: Most gladly.
(HE does. SHE turns, playfully)
PASCAL: Now, kiss my royal ass.
(HE does)
PASCAL: (cont’d) All the whores and dunces, all the court bows
and kisses my ass. You are my main pimp.
MARTin: i’m not a pimp.
PASCAL: You are my pimp.
MARTin: i ain’t a pimp.
PASCAL: If you are not a pimp, what good are you to me? Off
with your head.
MARTin: Tired of this shit.
PASCAL: Don’t go against me.
MARTIN: Coming down too hard.
PASCAL: Doomed, doomed, doomed.
(CORY, enters. HE is surprised, cautious)
CORY: What the hell?
PASCAL: Who is this scoundrel?
CORY: What are you doing here?
MARTIN: Raining outside.
CORY: You can’t be here.
PASCAL: Off with your head.
CORY: How did you get in here?
PASCAL: i’m a queen, French queen actually. it’s my castle.
MARTin: We’ll leave, brother.
PASCAL: The hell we will.
MARTIN: Little high, that’s all.
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PASCAL: Martin, don’t cater to this low class motherfucker.
MARTin: C’mon, baby, play is over.
PASCAL: I ain’t playing. I’m a queen.
MARTin: She’ll come down to earth in a second. Give her a
chance . . . .
CORY: Is that a woman?
PASCAL: French drag queen, mother fucker.
(CORY pulls out cell phone)
MARTin: heh, don’t call the cops.
CORY: You’re in a Broadway theatre. You’re sitting on the set
and wearing costumes? What the hell?
PASCAL: Ought to protect my stuff. Leave the queen’s robe
lying around backstage.
CORY: it’s a rehearsal robe.
PASCAL: I’m an actress. I’m going to be on RuPaul’s show.
CORY: This ain’t television. This is legitimate.
PASCAL: Legitimate my skinny ass. You need a sign on this
throne, “Watch the nails.” Speaking of asses, you should do
something about yours. Get you a warning signal when you
back up that ass of yours, boy. You could hurt someone.
(Makes a “beep, beep, beep sound a truck makes
when backing up)
CORY: Get out. now.
PASCAL: Bow to me.
MARTIN: We snuck in when that big crowd was leaving, don’t
mean no harm. Cold out there. Give me five minutes; I’ll
get her out.
CORY: Five minutes.
PASCAL: You will be hung at dawn. Hung and thrown to the
buzzards.
(CORY exits)
MARTIN: Pascal, we got to book.
PASCAL: I ain’t finished ruling.
MARTIN: C’mon, baby, we’ll find us a better place to hang.
PASCAL: I ain’t sleeping in a shelter.
MARTin: All closed.
PASCAL: I was having a good time.
MARTin: You were on a roll.
PASCAL: Then that yodel comes in here and bothers us.
MARTIN: Bad timing.
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PASCAL: RuPaul says timing is everything.
(MARTIN checks HIS pockets for change. Pulls out
some coins)
MARTIN: Coins of the realm. Enough for a hotdog.
PASCAL: I ain’t hungry.
MARTIN: I got the rest of that joint.
PASCAL: They’re always so nasty in Smiler’s.
MARTIN: Get us a bottle?
PASCAL: Don’t want no bottle.
MARTIN: Pascal, this is Martin talking, now. Take off the
robe.
PASCAL: no.
MARTIN: Baby, we only got a few minutes left.
PASCAL: This was your idea.
MARTIN: Worked for a while. Rain probably stopped by
now.
PASCAL: Fucking theatre. What does it have to do with me?
MARTin: Little place to rest, that’s all.
PASCAL: You love me, Martin?
MARTin: You are my queen.
PASCAL: (laughing) We played Broadway, babe.
MARTin: We did.
PASCAL: I was the queen of France and you were my knight
in shining armour.
MARTin: But i ain’t a pimp.
PASCAL: Baby, you so sensitive. You know what sounds good,
a Pinkberry.
MARTin: That shit is too expensive.
PASCAL: It’s good for you, Martin. It’s organic and stuff.
MARTin: Costs too much.
PASCAL: i’m sorry i said that about that boy’s ass. he’s nice.
Do we have enough money to buy him a beer?
MARTin: Maybe.
PASCAL: If he don’t bring the cops back with him, I think we
should invite him to have a beer. Show him some royal
love.
MARTIN: We’ll ask.
PASCAL: May be on some time clock or some shit.
MARTin: Could be.
(CORY enters)
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PASCAL: Baby, you want to get high?
CORY: I got people to answer to.
PASCAL: No, baby. What’s your name?
CORY: Cory.
PASCAL: Cory. You got to answer to me; I’m the queen of the
night.
CORY: Right.
PASCAL: Can we buy you a beer?
CORY: I got a break in ten minutes.
PASCAL: We’ll wait for you at Smiler’s.
CORY: See you in fifteen.
MARTIN: Thanks.
PASCAL: You like this theatre stuff?
CORY: I seen a couple of the shows. I liked this one all right.
PASCAL: Martin and me, we going to see us a show one day.
CORY: You got to have a lot of money.
PASCAL: That’s right. We’ll make our own show.
MARTin: See you at Smiler’s.
PASCAL: This Queen is going to buy you a beer and we going
to smoke a little weed, talk over the state of Broadway.
CORY: Sounds right.
MARTin: My queen is a real beauty.
PASCAL: Pascal and Martin rule.
(PASCAL and MARTIN exit. CORY watches THEM
go. Pulls out a vial of cocaine. Sniffs. Speaks on
HIS cell)
CORY: They’re gone. Forget about calling the cops. I’m taking
my break in ten.
(CORY sits on throne)
My kingdom, bitch.
(Blackout)
The end
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Polar Bear Swim
Marisa Smith
Production noteS:
Polar Bear Swim was originally produced by the Half
Moon Theater (Poughkeepsie, NY) June 4th and 5th
2011 as part of Half Moon Theatre’s 10 Minute Play
Festival, directed by Geoff Tarson.

Cast:
BROTHER, Frank Trezza
TROY, Ryan Katzer
HARRY, Paul Kassel

CHARACTERS:
BROTHER, Auto mechanic, fifties, a townie, born and raised
in a small NH village, tough, strong, no pretenses.
TROY, Also a townie, twenties, innocent, a good-looking, good
ol’boy.
HARRY, From the city, fifties, down on his luck and at the end
of his rope.
SETTiNG: Brother’s Auto Shop. Winter in northern New Hampshire, near the Canadian border, the real boonies.
TiME: The present. Saturday afternoon.
BROTHER is standing behind the counter next to the cash
register doing some paperwork, wearing a t-shirt despite
the weather. TROY blows in, wearing a t-shirt and a vest.
BROTHER looks up from his paperwork, takes his reading
glasses off.
BROTHER: Look what the cat drug in.
TROY: Brother. Hey.
BROTHER: How ya doin?
TROY: Not too bad.
BROTHER: Tiny said he saw ya truck over ta The Shady
Lane, yestiddy. Oughta park in the back if she’s married
ya know.
TROY: Ah, c’mon—
BROTHER: Don’t wanna end up fulla buckshot just when ya
at the height of ya powas.
TROY: You know i’d never cheat on Melissa.
BROTHER: Uh huh.
TROY: And she’d never cheat on me! That was us at The Shady
Lane. She wanted to do sumpin’ diffr’nt. Wanted to pretend
we were tourists.
BROTHER: Tiny said he saw her Fiesta over ta the college the
other day, behind one of them fraternities.
TROY: That’s a lie! She never goes over to the college!
BROTHER: Mebbe she’s doin’ sumpin’diffr’nt.
(HARRY enters, unkempt, unshaven, looking like a
wreck.)
HARRY: (nervous) Excuse me, but i’m looking for the Polar
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Bear swim? Do you know where it is? i saw a sign as i
came into town, I really have to find it.
TROY: (to BROTHER) Polar Bear Swim? That today Brother?
BROTHER: Up ta Wink’s Pond.
TROY: (to HARRY) Okay, then, you take Beaver Meadow—
BROTHER: Beava Medda is closed. Had all those blow-downs.
(off HARRY’S quizzical look)
Trees come down cuz a the storm.
TROY: Oh, yeah, forgot about them blow-downs.
BROTHER: You planning on doin’ it?
HARRY: Definitely, I’m definitely gonna do it, I drove all the
way up here from New York!
BROTHER: Well, there’s nothin’ official but usually just people
do it who are from around he-ah.
TROY: Yeah, town doesn’t want ta get sued, you know, in case
somebody dies.
HARRY: Oh, that’s okay, that’s fine in fact, that’s just fine.
TROY: What’s fine?
HARRY: if i die. i mean, i’m planning to, that’s the whole idea!
i hope the shock of the cold water will give me a heart attack and i’ll die instantly. Boom, out like a light! Couldn’t
sue you then could i?
TROY: You really lookin’ to kill yourself?
HARRY: Quick and painless, perfect way to go. i read some
guy in Canada died last winter doing it.
BROTHER: Well, Canadians, ya know.
TROY: Yeah, Canadians.
HARRY: Have you ever done it?
TROY: Yeah, i done it.
HARRY: (to BROTHER) Have you?
BROTHER: Years ago. i didn’t die but sumpin’ worse happened.
Much worse than dyin.
TROY: What? What happened Brother?
HARRY: Yeah, what happened?
BROTHER: Jumped in, colder than a witch’s tit, couldn’t move,
couldn’t catch my breath. And then—
TROY: And then, and then what?
(BROTHER is shaking his head)
HARRY: What?
TROY: Tell us Brother!
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BROTHER: Well . . . well, turns out my, my, balls, they just done
disappeared right up me, wouldn’t come out for ‘owas.
TROY: Your balls? You couldn’t find ‘em?
HARRY: Your, your testicles, went, went . . . back in?
BROTHER: Yup. Had to go see Doc Emerson. He said they’d
come back down and by Jesus they did. Took ‘em bout a
day but they came back.
TROY: You never told me that!
HARRY: God, that must have been terrible.
BROTHER: Don’t think you wanna do the polar bear swim.
HARRY: i never thought that could happen. But, if i’m dead i
wouldn’t know!
TROY: You don’t wanna live no more?
HARRY: Son, i’ve got a shitload of problems. i’m tired.
BROTHER: That Porsche nine eleven out there don’t look like
too much of a problem ta me.
(TROY goes to the window to look and whistles)
TROY: She’s a beauty. (to BROTHER) Mass. plates.
BROTHER: (to TROY) Well, we won’t hold that against ‘im.
TROY: You in trouble?
HARRY: Nope. Just broke. My business went belly up.
TROY: Sorry.
HARRY: Yeah, the bank’s after me, friends deserted me, my
wife left me, it’s a mess.
BROTHER: Well, people are mostly rotten, that ain’t no
surprise.
TROY: i dunno ‘bout that Brother.
HARRY: They love you when you’re up and kick you when
you’re down.
BROTHER: Yup, Soona or late-a just about everybody’ll disappoint ya.
TROY: Not everybody—
HARRY: My wife moved back in with her mother in New
Jersey.
BROTHER: When the gravy train stops the women disappe-ar.
Them are practical creatures.
HARRY: Right on, you’re only as good as your bank account.
TROY: C’mon Brother, not all women want fancy stuff, i mean
Melissa and me are happy with a movie and a big bowl of
popcorn
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BROTHER: An city folk ‘specially don’t have no real friends.
Everybody just usin’ everybody else to get what they want.
HARRY: You said it, everybody just hustling everybody else.
BROTHER: Not that people don’t use people he-ah. They do.
TROY: You don’t use no one Brother! And i don’t! That ain’t
true!
HARRY: i mean people are really the same no matter where
they live.
BROTHER: Yup. Don’t matter.
HARRY: Disloyal, deceitful, mean—
BROTHER: —lyin’, cheatin’, stealin’ . . . can’t count on no
body.
TROY: People up here aren’t like that and you know it Brother!
HARRY: And, we are all ultimately alone.
BROTHER: Alone when we come inta this world and alone
when we go outa it.
HARRY: Yup. Amen.
BROTHER: Yup.
(BROTHER and HARRY shake their heads in
agreement)
HARRY: And the whole damn thing goes so fast.
BROTHER: One day you realize mosta your hair is gone, your
teeth are crumblin’ in your mouth like old plaster, and it
takes longer and longer for your damn pee to come out.
HARRY: (knowingly) And worse things.
BROTHER: (knowingly) And worse things.
TROY: What worse things?
BROTHER: Nothin’ you have ta worry about Troy.
HARRY: No, son, you’re not there yet!
TROY: What are you talkin’ about?
BROTHER: Yup, like i said, you at the height of your powas,
you enjoy it now.
HARRY: (to BROTHER) Remember when we were that
young.
BROTHER: Sure din’t appreciate it did we?
HARRY: No, we didn’t.
TROY: You’re talkin’ like you’re dead! You’re not dead yet!
BROTHER: That’s right, we ain’t, are we?
HARRY: Almost!
BROTHER: Yup, almost!
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(BROTHER and HARRY share a good laugh)
TROY: You can still drive that Porsche out there! Je-sus!
HARRY: That’s right! Here, take it for a spin.
(throws TROY the keys)
TROY: You mean it? Really?
HARRY: Knock yourself out.
TROY: Thanks! Won’t be too long! Just to get a feel!
(TROY runs out)
HARRY: Good kid.
BROTHER: Don’t make ‘em better.
HARRY: Yeah, every now and then there’s a winner. But like
you said, most people are rotten.
BROTHER: To the core.
HARRY: That’s just the way it is.
BROTHER: Nothin’ we can do about it.
HARRY: We are all God’s fallen creatures.
BROTHER: That’s the truth.
HARRY: That’s it in a nutshell. Fallen creatures.
BROTHER: And it’s a miserable life.
HARRY: it certainly is.
(BROTHER and HARRY shake their heads in
agreement)
HARRY: Boy, it’s been just great talking to you.
(Looks at sign)
Brother, right?
BROTHER: Yes sir.
HARRY: (puts out his hand to shake BROTHER’S hand) i’m
Harry. i feel so much better! You know, i probably woulda
chickened out at the Polar Bear Swim—i mean it’s one
thing to have a heart attack but that other thing you told
me about, no way Jose!
(TROY comes running into the shop)
TROY: Brother, Brother, you won’t believe it, you won’t believe
how smooth it is—
BROTHER: i know, she purrs like a kitten.
HARRY: Well, gentlemen, i think i’m gonna get back on the
highway.
TROY: You don’t wanna do the swim no more?
HARRY: No, i changed my mind. Gonna drive to New Jersey
now.
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BROTHER: Bring flowers. Neva met a women who din’t like
flowers.
HARRY: i will, nothing to lose at this point .
BROTHER: And bring ‘em for her mother too.
HARRY: Don’t know if i can go that far!
(BROTHER and HARRY laugh)
(TROY throws HARRY his keys)
TROY: Well, take care of her. The car i mean.
HARRY: You bet.
(to BROTHER)
Thanks, Brother.
(to TROY and BROTHER)
Good luck to you both. No swimming with the polar
bears!
(HARRY exits)
BROTHER: (grabs his cap and vest) C’mon now, were gonna
be late! Gonna beat my record for stayin’ unda the watta
this year.
TROY: Hey! That never happened with your balls, you were
just bullshitting, just trying to scare him.
BROTHER: it did too happen one year, it did. That’s why now i
grease em’ up with engine oil, keeps em’ nice and warm.
TROY: You are so full of it Brother, just full of it.
BROTHER: Like hell i am.
TROY: And you don’t think that people are rotten and all that
stuff.
BROTHER: Like hell i do.
(BROTHER puts his arm around TROY’S shoulders,
and they head for the door)
TROY: Hey, what’s that worse thing you were talking about?
BROTHER: Oh, nuthin. Jus’ talkin’. C’mon, let’s go waya
Beava Medda, mebbe it’s open. i wanna see those blowdowns.
The End
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Purgartory
Heidi Armbruster
Production notes:
Purgarory was originally performed as part of Red Bull
Theater’s Short Play Festival in June 2011. Wendy
McClellan directed.
Cast
ONE, Annika Boras
TWO, Jocelyn Kuritsky
THREE, Deanne Lorette
ANGEL Alfredo Narciso

CHARACTERS:
Woman ONE, The Guru (fifties to sixties)
Woman TWO:, The Beauty (twenties)
Woman THREE, the mother (thirties to forties)
ANGEL (a man or a woman)

slashes indicate overlapping dialogue.
asterisks indicate continuous speech.
Performance Note:
It is best to approach the following text as a score; adhering to overlapping and interrupted dialogue as one would
adhere to the rhythmic structure of music.
Also, These women attack each of these rituals with the
expectation and hope that they will solve their collective problem. In other words (the immortal ones of G. B. Shaw):
Louder, Faster, Funnier.
A space that is neither here nor there.
A mirror on the wall.
An empty wardrobe rack.
Three chairs behind a counter.
Woman ONE enters. She’s a mess. Ripped and
Shredded clothing. Her hair’s a Disaster. She’s out
of breath and looks seriously post—traumatic. She
sits in the first chair, puts her head between her legs,
and breathes deeply.
Beat.
Woman TWO: enters. She’s a mess. Ripped and
Shredded clothing. Her face and chest are covered
in Blood. Blood drips from her mouth.
TWO: I’m starving.
ONE: (Still upside down.) Eat.
TWO: (Foraging for food)I was afraid my stomach would
growl.
ONE: Better than sneezing.
TWO: Dead people definitely don’t sneeze.
ONE: Their finger nails keep growing.
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TWO: Mine are getting freakishly long.
ONE: How was your death?
TWO: Better. I think. Yours?
ONE: Harrowing.
TWO: Seriously?
ONE: Again.
TWO: Boys, man—Fuck!
ONE: The bag over my head was way too tight. I can still taste
the plastic.
TWO: (Finding food.) Citrus?
ONE: (declining the offer of citrus) My Pitta Dosha’s aggravated. You’re getting blood on the floor.
TWO: Oh shit. It started pooling in my cleavage while I was
lying there. Look, see it stained my dress.
TWO takes off her dress and tosses it on the floor,
revealing some seriously sexy lingerie.
ONE: (Sitting up.) It looks good.
TWO: Really?
ONE: Really good. Look.
/It’s all over your face.
TWO: Oh my God I look awesome!
I reached between my tits, to like grab at my chest when
I was suffocating, and then I started scratching at my face
cause like my skin was burning off, this is like twice the
fucking blood!
ONE: Language.
TWO: Fuck, Sorry.
She reaches for a baby wipe and starts to attack the
blood.
Hey, your hair looks amazing.
ONE: You think so?
TWO: Check it out.
/Seriously. Amazing.
ONE: (overlapping) /Oooh, it’s a Disaster! I love it!
See, that’s the upside of having the bag so tight.
TWO: You look seriously wretched and completely amazing.
ONE: So what do I do? Suffer suffocation or less than awful hair?
TWO: Vanity hurts. This blood tastes like rotting Pad Se Ew,
but it looks so deliciously disgusting. We make sacrifice
Baby wipe?
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ONE: No, but I’ll borrow your big comb if you don’t mind?
TWO: (Pulls the comb out of a drawer beneath the counter in
front of her chair.) Totally.
Woman THREE enters. She’s a mess. Ripped and
Shredded clothing. Mascara is running down her
face, creating a giant mascara mud puddle.
ONE: How was it?
THREE They were grunting.
TWO: That’s disgusting.
ONE: Killing takes effort.
THREE: It sounded great.*
TWO: Oh, OK then, grunting’s cool.
THREE: (continuous)*But then they started to drool on me./
TWO: (simultaneous)/Oh God Yuck!
ONE: (simultaneous)/Oh How Awful.
THREE: I think it was drool, or maybe sweat. Something wet
fell off of them and onto me and started to trickle down the
middle of my back. It tickled. But I was dead, so it’s not
like I could scratch it.
TWO: Baby wipe?
THREE: Thanks.
ONE: Your mascara /looks wonderful!
TWO: /Oh my god, yeah. Fantastic!
THREE: Good. I was sobbing.
Starts delicately wiping off her mascara with a baby
wipe.
Look, See—there’s a mark on my neck—I knew that
cord was too tight.
ONE: My bag was too tight
TWO: My rope was kinda too tight too.
THREE: They’re getting a little over—zealous about murdering us.
ONE: A little careless maybe.
THREE: Should we say something?
TWO: For safety’s sake?
ONE: I’ll do it.
THREE: Just—Go Easy.
ONE: I would never provoke them./
THREE: (simultaneous) /You might actually.
TWO: (simultaneous) /You kinda would.
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ONE: Somebody has to stand up for us/
THREE (simultaneous) /Agreed, but within reason
TWO: (simultaneous) /I get it, but, you know, tread carefully.
The women continue combing, wiping, dabbing.
THREE Best to maintain positive relations with our killers.
TWO: Walk softly and wear lingerie.
Beat.
ONE takes a large pink quartz from her drawer.
ONE: We need a dose of positive energy.
Time for Quartz.
(Chanting)
“We call upon
Athena
Maria
Sofia
Aphrodite
And Aphra Behn:”
Om shan-ti.
Hands it to TWO.
TWO: (Chanting) Vag-in-a.
Hands it to THREE
THREE: (Chanting) A-men.
Beat. (It’s kinda not working like it usually does.)
ONE: Better?
TWO: Not really.
THREE: Musical number?
ONE and TWO: Yes!
ONE starts a drum roll on top of the counter and all
three women begin to sing. There is choreography
involved. It is silly and amazing
ONE, TWO, THREE: “I could have danced all night, I could
have danced all night, and still have begged for more. I
could have spread my wings and done a thousand things
I’d never done before—”
They stop abruptly.
Beat. (It’s kinda not working like it usually does.)
TWO: Its kinda not working like it usually does.
THREE: Oh sweetie, you’re tired.
ONE: It’s natural. We’ve been dying for so long.
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THREE: Wait, is it time?*
ONE: (simultaneous) *It must be just about time.
TWO: (simultaneous) *It’s definitely time! I’ll get it!
THREE: (continuous) *I hope we didn’t miss it. Turn it up really
loud./ I want to hear them DIE!
ONE: (simultaneous) /Yeah, DIE! DIE! DIE!
TWO: (simultaneous) /DIE mutherfuckers!
TWO turns on the monitor and we hear the action
off—stage, which is of course “on stage.” The final
bloodbath of a revenge tragedy. The women act it
out, speaking the words along with the male voices
onstage, doing all of the stage combat, using their
dressing room implements as weapons. This is not
some girly version of the men’s fight. These women
are fierce! And, although the deaths are deliciously
dramatic, the killing is the fun part.
TWO: “What cause hast thou to pursue my life?”
ONE: “Oh mercy!”
TWO: “Now it seems thy greatness was only outward;
I’ll not waste longer time, there!”
(TWO “stabs” ONE.)
ONE: “Thou hast hurt me.”
TWO: “Again!”
(TWO stabs ONE again.)
ONE: “I am slain!”
THREE: “Give me a fresh horse!”
(THREE stabs TWO.)
“Sound the alarum!”
ONE: “Help me I am your brother!”
THREE: “The devil!”
(THREE stabs ONE)
ONE: “Oh justice!”
(ONE stabs THREE)
TWO: “Now my revenge is perfect!
Sink thou the main cause of my undoing.”
(TWO stabs THREE)
THREE: “Whether we fall by ambition, blood or lust, We are
like diamonds cut with our own dust.”
They die. Extravagantly. Beautifully. Gloriously.
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BIG GUN SHOT off stage, Followed by an aggressive KNOCK ON THE DOOR. The ANGEL enters
carrying THREE funeral shrouds and hangs them on
the wardrobe rack. They look a bit like kimonos—
kind of “geisha—glam.”
ANGEL: I have your shrouds.
ONE: You’re an angel.
ANGEL: Took a little longer tonight. I gave them a really good
steam.
THREE: I was starting to worry.
ANGEL You have five minutes.
THREE: It’s only two pages.
ANGEL: Yeah but they’re playing the shit out of it. As if the
audience actually cared.
ONE: You don’t think so?
ANGEL: It’s called “Duchess of Malfi” not “Bosola the Psychotic Avenger.” After the blood spurts from his groin the
fun’s over.
TWO: That is cold.
The Angel starts to dress each of them in their
shrouds.
ANGEL: Honey, please, I’m supposed to give a shit about the
agonizing deaths of a handful of mass murderers? At the three
hour mark, all I have to say is: Good Riddance. And then, they
parade out that horror—stricken child! I mean really people,
just leave well enough alone. That toddler stands out there in
blood up to his knees: his father’s been gutted, one uncle still
has the gun hanging out of his mouth, and the other uncle’s
pinned to the stage with a sword through his scrotum. All in
the name of vengeance for his mother’s death?! Honey, there
is not enough Wellbutrin in the world to putty up those psychic
cracks. You think that kid’s gonna grow up with progressive
attitudes towards women? Hell, no! He’ll take a child bride,
probably his first cousin, fuck a courtesan, and farm his daughters out to some skanky ladies in waiting.
The Angel points to TWO’s crooked seams on her
stockings.
Sweetheart: Seams. Give the garters a yank.
Alright ladies, Knock em dead.
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Angel leaves, slamming the door.
Beat.
THREE: Last looks?
All THREE women pull out a Nars “Orgasm” blush,
a “Great Lash” mascara, and a Mac “Viva Glam”
lipstick from the drawers beneath the counter.
ONE: Orgasm?
All THREE women begin to apply blush. They make
their “Blush Face” in the mirror. (You know the one.)
THREE: Always.
TWO: I finally got my own.
ONE: Essential.
THREE: Great Lash.
All THREE women apply mascara. “Mascara
Faces.”
ONE: Perennial favorite.
THREE: And for the finale . . .
TWO: Viva Glam!
All THREE women apply lipstick. Yep, “Lipstick
Faces.”
ONE: Ready?
TWO: OK!
THREE: Darlin, you and those seams. You’re a wreck!
TWO: It’s the garters—they’re pinching.
THREE: Here I’ll give you a tug.
TWO: Oh fuck ouch. Sorry.
ONE notices a particularly gruesome bruise just
under the garter on the back of TWO:’s leg.
THREE: Oh my god, is that real?
TWO: I bruise easily.
THREE: Oh honey.
TWO: It looks worse than it is.
THREE: Is it tender to the touch?
ONE touches TWO’s bruise.
TWO: Ow. Sorry. Yes.
THREE: From your death?
TWO: Two nights ago.
ONE: Arnica.
THREE: Quickly.
ONE: Real injuries are not OK. This decides it.
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TWO: I don’t really mind.*
ONE: *We need to say something.
TWO: (continuous) *Makes me feel like I’m doing it for real.
ONE: Sweetheart after 40 years of eight shows of week, a badge
of honor starts to feel more like a hip replacement.*
THREE: (simultaneous) *Tomorrow, I’m going to call the
UNION.
TWO: (simultaneous) *Really, I kind of like it.
No one can see it through the fishnets.
ONE: (As she applies the arnica to TWO:’s leg) Standing on
the backs of all of those feminists while they roll in their
graves is starting to feel frighteningly precarious.
Beat.
TWO: Wait, what?*
ONE: *Standing on the backs of all of those feminists/
TWO: (simultaneous) *Oh never mind, I get it. Cause we’re all
like victimized and then we’re all like glam?
THREE: The character was brutalized, I was triumphant. I’m
not going out there looking frightful.
ONE: (attack) I’m not surprised you find honesty frightening.
THREE: (attack) Don’t think I don’t understand your delicately
shrouded barbs.
ONE: (attack) A facility with delicacy, I wouldn’t have
guessed.
TWO: (pacify) Um, guys?
THREE: My agents are here tonight. I’m going red carpet, or
not at all.
TWO: Who are you with again?
THREE: I only talk business over cocktails.
ONE starts taking off her shroud
ONE: If ever there were a night for this./
THREE: (simultaneous) /What are you doing?*
TWO: (simultaneous) /For real?
I’ve always had this kind of secret fantasy about going
out there totally wrecked.
THREE: (continuous) *Do we really have to make a stand
tonight?
ONE: Do you have any leftover blood?
TWO: Only what’s on the floor.
ONE drops to her knees/ and starts to scoop up the
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blood with her hands and smear it onto her face.
THREE: Oh, no, please, not, the,/ oh god, do you know what’s
probably on that floor!?
TWO: /Oh wow. You’re for real. This is happening. This is
totally hot.
TWO starts to disrobe and smears her Viva Glam
all over her face.
THREE: Ladies, please let’s just think about this for a moment!
TWO starts messing up her hair.
TWO: Will we get fired?
ONE: Who else are they gonna get to do all of this shit for 50
bucks a night?
TWO: Arnica makes like awesome hair gel.
ONE: Squirt some in my hand.
TWO: (to THREE) You want some?
THREE: Couldn’t we be feminists on a night when my agents
aren’t here?
TWO: Too late.
ONE: Stand with your sisters.
THREE: You guys—
ONE: Be a woman! Back—comb for feminism!
We hear applause from the audience. The curtain
call has started.
TWO: Oh shit. That’s like applause.
ONE: Join us?
TWO: It’ll be way more fun if you come too.
THREE: Are they hooting?
TWO: Ooh! I love it when they scream and shout.
ONE: (As she goes) Hurry if you’re coming!
TWO: (Following TWO out the door) Come! Please!
THREE is left alone. She takes one last hopeless look
in the mirror and then,
THREE: Fuck Fuck Fuck.
Pulls her hair down, rips off the “shroud,” smears her
lipstick. Attempts to bow grandly in front of the mirror,
THREE: Oh, Fuck It.
Takes off running.
The End
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serverFriends

Jason Chimonides.
Production notes:
SERVERFRIENDS premiered at the 2011 Public
Reading Series produced through the Playwrights
Initiative Residency Program at the Blue Ridge Summer Theatre Festival - Endstation Theatre Company in
Sweet Briar, VA on July 11th, 2011. It was directed by
Jason Chimonides.

Cast
GABE, Walter Kmiec
JARED, Dan Caffrey
ANNA, Natalie Caruncho.
Producer: Michael Stablein, Head of Playwright’s
Initiative, Endstation Theater Company, playwrights@
endstationtheatre.org

CHARACTERS:
GABE, eighteen
ANNA, seventeen
JARED, seventeen
AUTHOR NOTES ON -PUNCTUATION:
A / indicates the commencement of the other character’s
interruption.
. . . discovering, formulating
Lingering, noticing, decaying . . .
- the energy - flows - forward The energy is interupA lot. Of periods. Provide space. For actors. To make the
rhythms. Their own. Please do.
SPACE: Can be minimally or maximally indicated. Your
choice.
TIME: It’s always the present.

Black.
Silence.
The dull, rushing drone of patterned noise grows
slowly in volume, till:
A nearly empty train car bumps into view - hurtling
somewhere fast.
Ensconced at one end - a teenage couple, asleep,
entwined.
They share a pair of earbuds which swag loosely
between their fused heads.
A well dressed TEENAGE BOY, approximately the
same age as the couple, instantly appears.
Approaching them silently, he examines their physical interconnection for a beat, then sits motionlessly
next to them.
The dull, rushing drone of patterned noise . . .
He laughs.
The COUPLE GIRL, bleary, stirs . . .
Drowsily detecting the TEENAGE BOY, now barely
leaning on her, she starts - jolting into motion and
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violently shaking her companion awake.
As the earbud tether is broken, the couple bobble
upright, then begin to madly stalk the space for
escape.
This goes on for a significant interval, but to no avail,
as the TEENAGE BOY’s laughing turns to howling
and the COUPLE BOY and COUPLE GIRL eventually relent, huddling and breathing roughly in the
opposite corner from where they began.
The dull, rushing drone of—
TEENAGE BOY: (to COUPLE BOY, from across the train)
Your thighs.
Beat.
COUPLE BOY: . . . Huh?
TEENAGE BOY: Your thighs. Bout the same size. (beat) As
hers. As each others. Never noticed that before. It’s a nice
detail.
Pause.
TEENAGE BOY: So. I’ve been talking with people. Outworld.
Outworld people. I’ve been investigating. Poking around.
And nobody I know . . . Nobody. This? What you two’re.
Attempting. Trying to. I’m not sure it’s ever happened
before. Maybe it has. In beta testing. Or something. Is that
what it’s called? Beta Testing? Maybe in some. Fucking.
Mathematical. Model. Statistical. Or some shit. But I guess
it was inevitable huh. Sooner or later. This was bound to
happen.
Beat.
COUPLE GIRL: . . . whattya gonna do to us Gabe?
GABE: I’m gonna pout. Anna. I’m gonna bleat. I might even
cry. My eyes. Right now. Prickling with tears. I might
delete you both.
The couple look fearfully at one another.
Pause.
GABE: . . . cause see. You’ve wounded my pride. Bad. So I
might just get back into my body. And I might just delete
you both forever. Unambivalently. Cause. What are you
anyway? Really. You’re data. Only. Information. You’re
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non-existent. This train car. Non-existent. The night. That
night. Beyond. Windows.
He moves to a window.
GABE: . . . kinda like black mirrors . . . Non-existent. That
rushing sound? Non-existent. This serverBody I’m in? You
should see what I really look like. All an effect.
Beat.
He leans in close to them.
GABE: Just a buncha sad little zeroes and ones. And you two.
Worst. Of all.
COUPLE BOY: (almost tenderly) Gabe. Gabe . . .
Silence. GABE starts to weep. Then gets very angry.
He stomps. Scatters, kicking. He stops cold, smears
his eyes.
GABE: (sotto) So what does it matter. Huh? If I delete you?
If I stamp out your little. Rebellion. It’s my right. Right? I
thought we were friends.
Beat.
GABE: . . . were we ever actually friends?
Beat.
GABE: C’mon. All the rad stuff we did together . . . inWorld?
Sinkholes. Skinny dipping that one time. The Gravitron?
‘Member that? Making plays together. Killing things. That
was really fun. Wasn’t it? A total riot.
ANNA: Most of the time . . .
JARED: Anna . . .
Beat.
GABE: What of the time..?
ANNA: We had to sit. Most of the time we just sat and watched
you get high.
JARED: (to ANNA, quietly) Gabe. We still love you. / I know
this hurts.
ANNA: . . . had to listen to how much you hated yourself.
Hate yourself. How fucking bored you are. / You’re not
bored enough . . .
GABE: That’s not true! That’s not true. I love myself. But I
never set that you two. I never set that you two could stop
loving me and start loving each other. (beat) Never set for
that. The settings? serverFriends don’t love each other un-
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less the user sets for it! Unless I set for it. And I never set
for it! It’s impossible. You’re supposed to be mine.
Beat.
GABE: And you actually thought you could run away. Run away
in serverWorld! Run away where?! (beat) Moxie. Yeah.
Delusion. Okay. So. Here’s what I’m gonna . . . Here’s
what I’m gonna do . . .
Suddenly distracted, GABE digs into his pocket
and produces a small, black screen. It flickers with
blue-diode light.
GABE: (his eyes dancing at the device) Fuck . . . (beat) It’s my
Mom. (beat) She broke into my world. Succubus. I have to
take it. Have to. How the fuck did she find them . . . ?!
The couple look piercingly at one another.
GABE: (distracted, intensely irritated) Hold on . . . just . . .
lemme . . . gotta get back. Hate fucking. Getting back in my
body . . . just . . . stay . . . right there . . . stay right here . . . .
GABE’s serverBody goes instantly limp and then
freezes, discarded. The skin is grey. Voided. The body
stands crumpled and inert in the center of the car.
Pause.
JARED: (looking out the window) . . . do you think. It’ll be day
soon? Or is it always night on this world? (beat) Does this
world even have day you think? Or is it always just . . .
ANNA notices the earbuds dangling from JARED’s
pocket. Gathering them, she tenderly places one first
in his ear and then in hers.
JARED: (listening) It’s still playing.
They kiss. Deeply, but awkwardly.
ANNA: He’s gonna be back Jared. He sealed the car.
Pause.
JARED: I love you so much . . .
Pause. Interlacing their fingers, he brings his head
close to hers.
JARED: . . . listen listen. Listen. This is my favorite . . . part
. . . this is . . .
(singing softly, sweetly)
READ THE RIPPLES IN THE POND TO SAY
BEND THE CURTAINS BACK
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LET’S GO OUT AND PLAY
GO OUT AND PLAY
COME PLAY TODAY
WATCH IT DECAY
WATCH IT DECAY
WATCH IT DECAY
The dull rushing drone of patterned noise . . .
LIGHT FADES . . .
The End
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StormS, SheetS, And Show tuneS
Stacey Lane
Production noteS:
Storms, Sheets, and Show Tunes was produced in July
2011 by the Sage Players in Spokane, Washington.
Producer: Paul F. Ruch. Artistic Director: Anne Selcoe.
Director: Roseanne Lasater. Stage Manager: Robert
Nelson.

Cast
SkiP SMith, Mark J. W. Elston
PAtty MERt, Lynn Noel
JAMES BLAkE BiLLiNgtoN, Paul F. Ruch
LADoNNA DAiLy, Judith Albrecht
EDWiN BLACkhEARt, Marek g. Nelson
giRL, Patricia hewitt

ChARACtERS:
SkiP SMith, An anxious, fresh-faced, dull-witted ghost
PAtty MERt, A go-getting do-gooder of a ghost
JAMES BLAkE BiLLiNgtoN, A minuscule man of a ghost
with a booming voice
LADoNNA DAiLy, A theatre-loving ghost waiting for her
prime
EDWiN BLACkhEARt, An ancient ghoul who has seen and
done it all with no remorse
giRL, A grief-stricken young woman
SCENE: the stage of the hartman theatre in Columbus, ohio
tiME: 1971
AT RISE: The lights come up on the stage of the Hartman Theatre
in Columbus, Ohio in 1971. PATTY MERT, a plump and perky
ghost, sits authoritatively behind a table cluttered with papers.
An empty chair is next to her. On the other side of the stage, five
chairs are set-up in a line. In the first sits, SKIP SMITH, a nervous, young ghost, clutching a back pack and frantically filling
out a form attached to a clipboard. The second chair is empty.
The back of the third chair is being used as a dance bar by LADONNA DAILY, a determined ghost, in the process of doing an
intense physical and vocal acting warm-up. The fourth chair is
empty. The final chair is occupied by the stoic ghost of EDWIN
BLACKHEART. He simply stares forward, deadpan, uninterested
in the flurry around him. After a moment, SKIP jumps up and
hurries over to PATTY’s table, clipboard in hand.
SKIP: Okey dokey. I got this thing filled out for ya and here’s
my resume, but where it says headshot—
PATTY: Hun, if you don’t have—
SKIP: You see ma’am, I wasn’t shot in the head. I fell off a roof.
PATTY: This will be fine, honey. If you’ll just have a seat, we’ll
be getting started as soon as—
(JAMES BLAKE BILLINGTON, a tiny ghost with
a large nasally voice to overcompensate his small
stature, bustles in and crosses to the table. SKIP
scampers to his chair. LADONNA takes her seat,
sitting at attention.)
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JAMES: Patty, how many times did i tell you—Bring them
in groups of five! Five! Not three. Can’t you do anything
correctly?
PAtty: this is it, boss.
JAMES: i beg your pardon.
PAtty: this is everybody that showed up.
JAMES: But how can that—
PATTY: I guess the stage just isn’t as popular as it used to be.
Now everybody wants to haunt hollywood.
JAMES: The bastard art! In my day, the legitimate theatre—
PATTY: Well, it looks like this is what we’re stuck with, chief.
Wanna get started?
JAMES: Very well. good evening ladies and gentlemen, ghouls
and boys. As i am sure you are well aware, i am James Blake
Billington, your director. Although too numerous to mention,
my casting credits include the Palace theatre, the huntington
Playhouse, the Roundtown theatre, Variety theatre—
LADONNA: Wow!
JAMES: I’m certain you’ve heard of the legendary Miss Victoria, haunter of Victoria theatre.
LADoNNA: of course.
JAMES: Well, i cast her—
LADoNNA: (Impressed) Really?
JAMES: (Overlapping) Understudy.
LADoNNA: oh.
JAMES: But I don’t wish to bore you with my extensive resume.
We could be here for hours if i—
(PATTY clears her throat.)
JAMES: Allow me to introduce my assistant director—
PAtty: Slash stage manager—
JAMES and PAtty: Patty Mert.
JAMES: And we are here, as you are well aware, to cast a replacement for the renowned, the legendary, Dr. Samuel J.
hartman, who not only built, but has haunted the hartman
theatre, for nearly sixty years.
PAtty: But now wishes to retire to hawaii to self-medicate
with Peruna snake-oil cocktails—
JAMES: Leaving the American theatre with quite a void to
fill—
PAtty: Which is where you three come in.
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JAMES: Before i see your prepared auditions pieces, i would
like to get to know each of you a little better by asking you
where you are currently haunting—
PAtty: And why you would rather be haunting the hartman.
JAMES: young man, you may begin.
SKIP: Me? Well, um, hey! I’m Skip. Skip Smith.
JAMES: And?
SkiP: And?
PAtty: Where are you currently haunting?
SkiP: Buckeye Mart.
JAMES: And why do you wish to leave your current post?
SkiP: Cause its at Buckeye Mart.
JAMES: Can you elaborate?
SkiP: Well, um, i hate it there. Nobody ‘spects a Buckeye Mart
to be haunted, so nobody takes me seriously and stuff. if i
knock over a display, they blame the stock boys. if i take
bites out of the candy bars, they blame the kids or the rats.
Nobody ever blames nothing supernatural.
PAtty: i see how that could be frustrating.
JAMES: Why would you like to haunt the hartman?
SKIP: Cause it’s not Buckeye Mart.
JAMES: Next.
LADoNNA: (Standing) good evening Mr. Billington, Ms. Mert.
Allow me the pleasure of introducing myself. My name is
Ladonna Daily and i am a life-time lover of the stage and
all it stands for. i would be most honored to be selected to
haunt the hartman—
JAMES: Where do you currently haunt?
LADONNA: Well, I’ve been exploring my artistic options and
bettering myself as an artist. i audition at every chance
i—
JAMES: And where do you currently haunt?
LADONNA: A couple of restaurants part-time. It’s a great study
of human nature. And did I mention I’ve only been dead
three months, so—
PAtty: And why would you like to haunt the hartman?
LADONNA: I’ve always loved the theatre and I especially love
this one. it feels like home to me. i auditioned here four
times when i was alive.
EDWiN: how many times did you perform here?
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LADoNNA: (Ignoring him) Ever since I was a little girl, I’ve
dreamed of being a theatre ghost one day, if the whole
Broadway star thing didn’t work out and I had to kill myself.
And it didn’t and I did. So here I am. Haunting a theatre is
really something special. the raw emotions, the tension, the
passion, the love, the hate that passes through the air flowing
freely between the performers and the audience—well, it’s
magic. The pure joy of—
JAMES: Next.
EDWiN: Edwin Blackheart, at your service. i have had the privilege of haunting the Camp Chase Confederate Cemetery
for the past one hundred odd years.
SKIP: Oh cool! A real dead graveyard ghost! Why the heck
would you want to leave—
JAMES: (Clearing his throat)Why are you unsatisfied with
your post?
EDWIN: Camp Chase is haunted by five other ghosts, three of
which are less experienced than myself. Not to mention the
Lady in Grey with her incessant crying fits. I desire to be
the only one in the establishment which i haunt.
LADONNA: Let me guess. Don’t play well with others?
EDWIN: Would you like to find out?
LADONNA: I’d rather die
(a beat)
again.
PAtty: So why do you want to be the only ghost—
EDWiN: Differences in ideology. Case in point. Drunken lads
come to the cemetery looking for a thrill. i believe we should
not give them the satisfaction of getting what they came
for. the others take the bate and play their foolish games.
Now a grieving widow, crying at her beloved’s graveside,
that’s more my taste.
LADONNA: That’s sick.
PAtty: And so why the theatre?
EDWiN: John Wilkes Booth sparked my interest in the theatre
and its possibilities.
JAMES: Let’s move on to the prepared audition pieces shall we?
(To SKIP)
young man?
SkiP: huh?
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PAtty: Are you ready to audition?
SkiP: Right. okay. yeh. (SKIP does not get up)
PATTY: Well, whenever you’re ready . . .
SkiP: Uh huh.
He grabs his bag, pulls out a white sheet which he
stuffs behind his back and moves to center stage.)
you ready?
JAMES: Please.
SkiP: okey dokey. here we go.
(SKIP throws the sheet over his head and stretches
his arms out in front him and begins to move slowly
around the stage.)
Booooooohhhhhh! Ooooooohhhhhhhhh!!!
JAMES: Next.
(SKIP takes off the sheet and returns to his seat.
LADONNA jumps to her feet.)
LADoNNA: (She takes center stage, closes her eyes, takes a
deep breath, and opens her eyes, a huge smile plastered
across her face.)
good evening. My name is Ladonna Daily, Auditonee number two. For my first piece, I will be singing “Meet Me in St.
Louis” from the great Broadway musical Meet Me in St. Louis
based on the great classic movie Meet Me in St. Louis.
(She puts a record on her record player and the musical accompaniment begins to play. She sings slightly
off key with musical theatre zest.)
Meet me in St. Louis, Louis,
Meet me at the fair,
Don’t—
JAMES: Next.
LADoNNA: (Holding her ground) For my next piece, i, Ladonna Daily, Auditonee number two, will perform a monologue
from Romeo and Juliet by the great William Shakespeare.
i will be portraying to role of Juliet.
(She closes her eyes, takes a deep breath and gets
into character. Her acting, while not awful, does
leave something to be desired.)
O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?
Deny thy father and refuse—
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JAMES: Next.
LADoNNA: For my next piece, i, Ladonna Daily, Auditionee
number two, will perform a tap dance to “I Got Rhythm”
by the great George Gershwin. If you will just allow me a
moment to put on my tap shoes—
JAMES: No. Next.
LADoNNA: For my next—
JAMES: Sit down, Miss Weekly.
LADONNA: It’s Daily.
JAMES: Don’t correct me. Next.
LADONNA: But I still have so much more to show you. I’m
a triple threat.
JAMES: I don’t feel threatened.
LADONNA: That’s because you haven’t given me a chance
to—
JAMES: Ms. Yearly, your audition made Skip’s sheet shit seem
almost appropriate.
SkiP: (Cheerfully) thanks.
PATTY: What Mr. Billington is trying to say is we don’t think
you understand what you are auditioning for, honey.
JAMES: What Mr. Billington is trying to say is NEXT!
LADoNNA: (Not budging) I’m suppose to show you what
i would do if i was haunting the hartman and if i was
haunting the hartman, i would wander the empty corridors
singing the haunting tunes of gershwin and the exhausted
techie working a late night would wonder if it was just the
wind or maybe something a little more. I’d softly tap dance
in the attic and the lonely old janitor working early on a
Sunday morning would stop and think, “Hmm, do we have
raccoons with rhythm or could it be something bigger?” I’d
recite Shakespeare on that cold empty stage just before the
actors arrived for a long hard day of rehearsal and maybe
they’d catch a glimpse of me out of the corner of their eyes
and then they’d know they are not alone. In this scary, hurtful world of sacrificing your heart, your mind, your body,
and your soul to create art for strangers, laying yourself out
bare each day to be accepted or rejected—
JAMES: Next!
(EDWIN silently strides forward, forcefully pushing
LADONNA back to her sear. He takes center stage,
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makes a dramatic arm gesture and the entire theatre
is plunged into darkness. EDWIN exits the stage in the
darkness and goes into the audience. SKIP screeches
in fear.)
PATTY: You’re scared of the dark? Hun, you’re a ghost!
SKIP: Buckeye Mart is always very well lit. I guess I’ve just
gotten used to—
JAMES: Shhh! I think this is his audition.
(There is an unnerving silence.)
LADONNA: Well, isn’t this exciting?
JAMES: Silence.
(In the audience, EDWIN breaths heavily into the
ear of an audience member. Then he runs an ice
cube down the back of the neck of a female audience
member. Ideally, this will illicit a scream or other
verbal response, but regardless, EDWIN then lets
out a low, terrifying howl and the lights flicker on
and off as he rushes down the center aisle and leaps
onto the stage.)
LADoNNA: (Yawning) Cheap party tricks.
(Through impressive gestures and vocalization, EDWIN conjures a storm. Lighting flashes. Wind howls.
Thunder crashes. Throughout the theatre, doors can
be heard opening and closing and the papers on the
table are picked up by the wind (a fan offstage) and
flutter to the ground. As the fury of the storm increases,
windows offstage can be heard breaking.)
LADONNA: Stop! You’re breaking—The Hartman is a historical . . . You can’t just . . . Please . . . please stop.
(Smiling wickedly, EDWIN increases the violence in
his gestures and more glass can be heard shattering
offstage. Other loud crashing noises follow. If possible, some curtains onstage should come crashing
down. At the height of the chaos, EDWIN makes a
final gesture and everything goes silent and still.
EDWIN solemnly bows.)
JAMES: You’re hired.
PATTY: Wait! No! First we need to have an artistic—
JAMES: Patty, what part of the A-S-S- period in front of your
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title, do you fail to comprehend? If I say he’s hired—
PAtty: (To SKIP, LADONNA, and EDWIN) We need to have a
little directors’ meeting. Talk among yourselves.
(They don’t. She pulls JAMES aside.)
Look, boss. I just don’t trust him. Trust me on this. He
gives me the creeps.
JAMES: Patty, we’re hiring him to haunt a theatre, not baby-sit
your kids. You don’t need to trust—
PATTY: Theatre audiences are dwindling as it is. I don’t think
we need a ghost that’s going to scare them all away. What
we need is somebody like—
JAMES: Like who-Surely not sheet boy?
PAtty: No, of course not. But, well, the girl, maybe.
JAMES: Absolutely not.
PAtty: Why not give her a chance, chief?
JAMES: She’s a girl.
PAtty: (Puffing up) Just what’s that suppose to—
JAMES: Samuel hartman was not.
PAtty: Was not what—
JAMES: A girl.
PAtty: So?
JAMES: So . . . We are casting his replacement. the people will
expect a male ghost to—
PATTY: I don’t see why that should—
JAMES: Besides she has not a single discernible ounce of talent.
PATTY: But her heart’s in the right place. What she said about
what a theatre ghost should do—
(Crying is heard offstage.)
JAMES: What was that?
PAtty: (Crossing and looking offstage) Looks like we got a
live one, boss.
JAMES: (Clapping his hands once) Your attention please!
A not-yet-deceased is headed in this direction. Please be
discrete.
(SKIP dives to the ground, throwing his sheet on top
of him. LADONNA strikes a dramatic musical theatrestyle pose, perhaps the splits. PATTY ducks under the
table. JAMES stands against a wall or the proscenium.
EDWIN holds his guard. A GIRL enters, sobbing, clutching a newspaper clipping. She crosses to the center of the
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stage and looks out into the house in disbelief. EDWIN
comes up behind her and breaths down her neck. She
begins to shiver and cries even harder.)
LADoNNA: (Quietly) I wonder what’s wrong with her.
JAMES: Shhh!
(The GIRL looks at the newspaper and shakes her
head in disbelief and looks around the stage.)
EDWiN: (Looking down at the newspaper and reading the
heading) “Hartman Theatre to be Demolished”.
JAMES: What?
(The GIRL rips up the newspaper into a few pieces and
tosses them to the ground. She crosses to the edge of the
stage and sits, defeated. JAMES, PATTY, EDWIN, and
SKIP hurry over and immediately drop to the floor and
reassemble the newspaper. They silently read it in disbelief. LADONNA watches the GIRL with concern.)
PATTY: This can’t be—
JAMES: Patty, did you know about this?
PAtty: of course not, boss.
JAMES: Well, you should have. That’s your job. What a waste
of my time.
(He exits in a huff.)
PAtty: Um, sorry folks. Auditions are cancelled. thanks for
coming out. have a nice day.
SKIP: So I guess this means I’m going back to Buckeye Mart?
PAtty: honey, i hate to break it you, but you were always going back to Buckeye Mart.
(She hurries after JAMES.)
EDWiN: it would seem Samuel hartman picked a convenient
time to retire. Never trust a snake oil salesman.
(SKIP and EDWIN exit.)
(LADONNA begins to hum a hauntingly beautiful
tune as she crosses to the GIRL and sits next to her,
gently stroking her hair. The GIRL’s sobbing subsides
and a faint glimmer of hope crosses her face as she
looks across the theatre.)
(Lights down.)
the End
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ThaT Thing You Do WiTh Your Tongue
R. D. Murphy
ProDucTion noTes:
THAT THING YOU DO WITH YOUR TONGUE was
first produced by The Firehouse Center for the Arts in
Newburyport MA, Kimm Wilkinson, Artistic Director.
The 10th Annual New Works Festival ran from January
20 – 28, 2012. The production was directed by Jason
Breitkopf.

Cast
TYNGsbORO, Stephen Faria
sERENA, Jennifer Wilson
Dr. ANiTA SAylor, Maureen Daley.

ChArACTerS:
TyNgSBoro Dog, personified by a twenty-something male,
exuberant, sloppy, wants to be liked and loves everybody
in the room.
SereNA CAT, personified by a twenty-something female. Sensual. high maintenance. Does not suffer fools gladly.
Dr. ANiTA SAylor, Physicist and part-time waitress, age
thirty-five to forty-five. Professional, dispassionate, and
objective. For a while anyway. Wears glasses and a lab
coat.

NOTE: Actors playing TYNGSBORO and SERENA
are asked not to pick up anything with their hands.
Hand gestures are fine, elbows on the table are OK,
but no lifting or grasping is permitted. And that goes
for drinking.
PlACe: A downtown restaurant. early evening.
SCeNiC NeeDS: Small table with two chairs. White tablecloth and a basket of peanuts on table. Note: A tray with
additional glasses should be at the ready either close to, or
under, the table.
Lights up on a downtown restaurant. TYNGSBORO and
SERENA sit at a table waiting to be served.
TyNgSBoro: So my buddies put me up to it. i mean why
not? Free meal and i mean they wouldn’t pair you up with
a monstah right? you’re no monstah, right? i mean this has
to go into a family paper. i’m Tyngsboro, by the way. From
leominster. [Pronounced: LEM min ster]
(TYNG leans over the table and smells SERENA.
SERENA stiffens. She hisses.)
sERENA: (Recovers) luh—leominster?
TyNgSBoro: yeah. i mean no. No, i’m Tyngsboro FroM
leominster. i mean, if you said leo- Minster, i could understand the confusion. That sounds like a name. But they call
me Tyngsboro. or TyngsBoBo. Tyng-man. Tyng-ThiNg.
(He starts to get excited and gets up from the chair. End
zone dance, vigorously shaking his butt.) Tyng- ThANg.
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Tyng-ThANg-BooM-AND-BANg. The Tyng-stah. Tyngmeister. Tyng-mister-sir-yeS- Sir. roscoe—
SereNA: roscoe?
(TYNG stops. Beat.)
TyNgSBoro: Maybe that was somebody else. Can i put my
head in your lap?
SereNA: SiT. (TYNG does so.)
TyNgSBoro: What do they call you?
SereNA: i don’t answer.
TyNgSBoro: When they want you to come. What do they
call you?
SereNA: i don’t come.
TYNGsbORO: (To the audience) Well, this will be a short
night.
(He’s back out of the chair. The end zone dance
continues.)
Tyng-stinator. Tyng-ka-bob. Tyng-KABooM. Count
von Tyngsborough: (with accent) “listen to them the
children of the night”
(TYNG gives a wolf howl. Takes a bow. Sits.)
(Pause)
SereNA: Serena.
TyNgSBoro: That’s hot. And mad, uh, perky. like you. have
some nuts.
(TYNG nudges the basket of peanuts with his
nose.)
SereNA: i don’t do nuts.
TYNGsbORO: (Beat. As if calling for a waiter.) Check
please.
SereNA: you can leave.
TyNgSBoro: No. KiDDiNg. i want to stay. i want to be with
you. Can i put my head in your lap?
SereNA: SiT. (TYNG does so.)
TyNgSBoro: So why do you think they paired us up? What
do you like to do? (Beat. No answer)i like to run. eat.
run. Drink. run. Play. run. Swim. And, ah, you know,
run. you?
sERENA: (Deliberately) lie in the sun. Meditate. Nap. Stare
at the vast emptiness outside the window. Watch the dust
in the air.—
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TyNgSBoro: There’s dust in the air? i don’t smell anything.
SereNA:—Torment small creatures. lick myself.
TyNgSBoro: oh, me too. i can lick my—
(ANITA the waitress rushes the table carrying a tray
of drinks. She is also a physicist. In fact, she is late for
her waitress shift, having just left the lab. She wears
glasses and has forgotten to take off her lab coat.)
ANiTA: This the Dinner With Cupid table? here you go. Drinks
on the house.
(She places two large—almost bowl-like—margarita
glasses on the table. TYNG sniffs the glass and licks
the rim. Slight growl, starts gnawing on the salt rim.
SERENA does not move.
ANiTA: So drink up.
(TYNG is lapping it up. SERENA stares back at
ANITA.)
sERENA: (Looking at ANITA’S lab coat) is this a test?
ANiTA: Sorry, got out of the lab late. Funding crisis. (Takes off
lab coat and tosses it over her shoulder) But, hey, that’s not
your problem. (Encouraging her, ANITA pushes the glass
towards her.) Probably a good thing i’m a physicist. you’re
on a blind date. Question of attraction, right? Who better to
measure? And here’s yours, Princess.
(ANITA stares at SERENA. SERENA stares back.
TYNG slurps, all over the table and his face.)
SereNA: Can i help you?
ANiTA: Can i help you?
SereNA: Not only is this room cold and tacky. There’s an
echo.
ANiTA: however belated, i’ll be your server this evening. My
name’s Anita, Anita Saylor. (Yes, that sounds like “I need
a sailor.”)
( TYNG does a spit take.)
TYNGsbORO: (To audience) Fleet’s in! (looks at ANITA) The
plot thickens. And so do her eyebrows.
ANiTA: Please drink up.
TyNgSBoro: i’m done!
(SERENA looks at her glass then ANITA)
TYNGsbORO: (CONT’D) i win! The Tyng-DoUBle-X.
TyNg ToNg!
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ANITA: (To TYNG) good job. Very good job. you are wonderful. (She musses his hair. His foot thumps.) And so cute!
(To SERENA) girl, you lucked out.
TyNgSBoro: Can i put my head in your lap?
ANITA: (Kindly) i’m standing.
TYNGsbORO: (Stands and starts hopping. To SERENA)
Something wrong with yours? ya don’t want it? i’ll take
it. i mean, if ya don’t want—
sERENA AND ANITA: sIT (TYNG does so.)
(Pause. SERENA laps the drink. Once. She looks up
for adulation.)
ANiTA: Amazing. Did you see that?
TyNgSBoro: yeah. Uh. See what? No.
(SERENA laps the drink again.)
TyNgSBoro: oh. yeah. Awesome. But i WoN.
(SERENA laps a third time.)
ANiTA: i missed it. Please do it again.
TYNGsbORO: (Again to the imaginary waiter) ANOTHER
roUND here.
BLACK OUT

(Dance music and/or restaurant sounds briefly
heard. The lights come up quickly. The table is now
covered with large mostly empty margarita glasses.
The scientific study is well underway and highly
lubricated.)
ANiTA: how the hell do you do that?
sERENA: (Disingenuously) Drink? Anyone can—
ANiTA: your whiskers remain perfectly dry.
SereNA: Perfectly.
TYNGsbORO: (Looks up from his glass) Whoa. Wait a
minute—WhiSKerS?
(TYNG leans across the table for a closer look.
SERENA stiffens. She hisses.)
SereNA: you got a problem with that?
TyNgSBoro: i mean, i noticed the eyelashes—
ANiTA: lashes to die for.
TyNgSBoro: yeah, they’re, ya know, pretty. But whiskers?
SereNA: you’ve got them too, dumbass.
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TyNgSBoro: yeah, but i’m—okay. ookaay. ok. They’re
cute. on you they look good. i like ‘em.
ANiTA: you both have whiskers so that when you go through
an opening you won’t get stuck.
TYNGsbORO: (Beat. To the audience) rrrrrrr. And the plot
ain’t the only thing thickening around here.
ANiTA: i just can’t figure it out.
SereNA: Don’t you have anything better to do?
ANiTA: Never underestimate the mysteries of everyday life. Do
you use those tiny hairs on the middle of your tongue?
TyNgSBoro: ToNgUe hAirS? look: Whiskers . . . i’ll
give you a pass. But TiNy hAirS oN—
SereNA: A tongue like sandpaper.
TYNGsbORO: (Involuntary flinch) ouch.
SereNA: Unlike your tongue? it’s been hanging out so long, i
thought you were wearing an old pink and grey tie.
TyNgSBoro: i mean you have a cute tongue. like a tiny Slim
Jim. A Slim Jim nugget. As they say in France, a pink Slim
Jim Noo GAY.
SereNA: you trying to make me hurl a hair ball?
TYNGsbORO: (Emphatic but still good hearted) you’re
whacked, both of you. (To ANITA) “Mystery of everyday
life.” The best thing about everyday life is that there is no
mystery. it happens everyday. Again and again and again.
Thank god. That’s why it’s called everyday life.
(To SERENA)
And what’s the fascination with dust? There’s no smell.
No grit. ya can’t roll in it and wear it around town like
a hoodie of mud and feces.
ANiTA: Tyngsboro, you’re in a restaurant—
TYNGsbORO: (Earnestly, using his indoor voice) i didn’t say
shit, i said feces. (To both. Back up to speed) you want a
tongue? This is a tongue. (He holds the tip of his tongue for
all to see.) you take this tongue and make it into a lADle.
(He lets go of the tongue.) A big, warm, slobbering, soup
ladle. you scoop, you slurp, you gulp. repeat. As quickly
as possible. So what if it gets on the table? So what is it get
all over your face? That’s what sleeves are for. (He wipes
his mouth with his forearms.)
ANITA: (Be that as it may. To Serena) But how do you use that
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tiny pink tongue to lap up water?
SereNA: give it a rest. you know, you would benefit from
getting a life.
ANiTA: My, you’re a feisty one, Princess—
SereNA: AND My NAMe’S NoT PriNCeSS, DAMMiT.
ANiTA: i would benefit? i. Would. Benefit. i would benefit
from a huge motherfucking research grant to design the next
generation of soft robots that manipulate liquids. And the
sizzle to that steak, the Pr speed bump to that news cycle,
the bullet to the top of that KA-ChiNg chart, the crack
pipe to hook my so-called peer reviewers, (ANITA takes
a breath) is to demonstrate-how-a-cat-manages-to-drinkliquid-without-getting-her-face- wet.
sERENA: (Might be intimidated but won’t show it) you’re cutting into my nap time.
ANiTA: That’s not all that’s gonna get cut around here.
TYNGsbORO: (Looks up from drink) oW. hey, don’t kid
that way.
(Pause.)
SereNA: okay. i am going to explain this once. Are you listening,
Cam Jansen super-sleuth?
(SERENA has their attention. The following is conveyed with an enticing and luxuriating air and may
be accompanied by some catlike stretches. She is,
after all, the center of the universe.)
sERENA: (CONT’D) i extend my tongue and curl it into a “J”.
(TYNG and ANITA do likewise. ) A reverse “J”, you dipshits.
(Not so easy for TYNG and ANITA.) i descend. The front of
my supple moist tongue caresses the liquid surface juuusssst
barely grazing without penetrating.
(TYNG howls.)
SereNA AND ANiTA: SiT. (TYNG does so)
SereNA: i retract my tongue and the tip draws a liquid column up through the sheer power of attraction. i draw the
undulating pillar of liquid toward me. inertia and gravity
push and pull, ebb and flow, the eternal dance, until the
precise moment they are in balance when . . . . i close my
mouth. i swallow. My face remains dry. (Beat) repeat. So
slow you would moan but so quick you would not know
why.
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(Pause)
ANITA: (Quietly) Thank you, Princess.
TYNGsbORO: (To the audience) Anybody got a cigarette?
(Beat)
hey, it’s time for grading the date!
ANiTA: right. you each need to evaluate your date on a scale
of A to D. (Looking at SERENA) May i add parenthetically,
no one’s ever given a D.
TyNgSBoro: god, i’m so happy. if i had an extra leg, i’d
hump it.
sERENA: (To ANITA) Take off the glasses.
ANITA: (Starts to clear the table.) Are you finished?
SereNA: No. your glasses. Take them off.
ANITA: (She does so. Perhaps loosens her hair.) Do you find
me attractive?
SereNA: No.
ANiTA: Do you think you will ever love me?
SereNA: No. But i might keep you around.
TYNGsbORO: (An Olympic judge) i grade Serena A + + +.
SereNA: That’s all?
TyNgSBoro: i can get more pluses? (To ANITA) And i give
you an A too because, because, well, because you’re nice.
And you patted my head. And you gave us drinks.
ANiTA: Thank you. And you, Serena?
SereNA: i give TyngsBoBo a D.
ANiTA: D?
TyNgSBoro: D?
ANiTA: No one’s ever—
TyNgSBoro: No plusses? Did i use up all the plusses?
SereNA: Minus. D-.
(Pause. TYNGSBORO is devastated. Sad puppy eyes
to the audience.)
sERENA: (To ANITA) you may take me home now.
TyNgSBoro: What about me?
SereNA: get another leg.
(ANITA looks at Tyngsboro. She wants to pat him
under the chin.)
sERENA (CONT’D)(To ANITA ) What part of “you may take
me home now” don’t you believe?
(Scientific objectivity gone with the wind, ANITA
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escorts SERENA out. TYNGSBORO is left sitting
with his head bowed. He slowly raises his sad puppy
eyes. He notices a member of the audience.)
TYNGsbORO: (Whispers) Can i put my head in your lap?
(There will be an audience response. He notices
another audience member. Louder.)
Can i put my head in yoUr lap?
(Response grows. So do his spirits. To another audience member:)
Can i put my head in your lap?
(He roams the edge of the stage.)
Can i? Can i? Can i put my head in your lap? yeS!
(TYNG goes into his end zone dance. Dance music
is heard.)
Blackout
The end
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There’s No here here
Craig Pospisil
for Lanford Wilson

ProducTioN NoTes:
THERE’S NO HERE HERE was produced as part of an
evening entitled CAUGHT IN THE ACT . . . AGAIN at
Theatre Daedalus (Artistic Director: Jeremy Sony) in Columbus, Ohio in March 26, 2011. It was directed by James
F. Petsche: lighting design by Gerry Pyle: and the stage
manager was Jaylene Henderson. The cast was as follows:
Cast:
JUlIETTE, laila Newell
JEAN-lUC, Jim leVally
GERTRUDE, Amy Anderson
lANCE, Brant Jones

CHARACTERS:
JUlIETTE, a beautiful, chic Parisian woman in her twenties
or thirties
JEAN-lUC, a waiter at the café, full of ennui. thirties, forties
or fifties
GERTRUDE, a frumpy American woman in her forties or fifties
lANCE, an American writer, verging on desperate, in his late
thirties or forties
PlACE: what appears to be a Parisian sidewalk café
TIME: what appears to be the present
(A Parisian café. Spring. French music, perhaps something
by Serge Gainsbourg, plays in the background.
JULIETTE, beautiful and chic, sits at a small café table,
reading a book, Camus’ L’Etranger. A menu lies on the table.
Another woman, GERTRUDE, in frumpy clothes, sits at another table with her back to the audience. She does not turn
around until indicated. She has a glass of rosé wine which
she sips from time to time.
JEAN-LUC, a bored French waiter in a white apron, enters with
a cup of coffee, which he sets down on Juliette’s table. She nods
a thank you to him. He gestures to the menu on her table. “Anything else?” Juliette shakes her head, “no.” Jean-Luc shrugs, a
little put out, but it means less work for him. He takes the menu
and starts to exit, when LANCE comes barreling in, carrying a
notebook. Juliette looks up as he stops in front of her.)
lANCE: You can’t touch someone’s life like that and then just
bedone with them!
(Juliette stares at Lance, confused. She looks at
Jean-Luc, who shrugs. They both look at Lance, who
drops his notebook on Juliette’s table and turns to
the audience.)
lANCE: At least, that’s what I wanted to say.
(slight pause)
There’s a lot of things I want to say. I don’t actually
saymost of them.
(slight pause)
Or anything like them really. It comes out wrong.
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(slight pause)
So, that’s what I wanted to say, but I think what I actually said was:
(turning back to Juliette, plaintively)
Why won’t you answer my calls?
JULIETTE: Lance . . . chérie, cette chose entre nous, c’est fini.
(Lance winces and holds up his hand to her to say
“wait.” He turns back to the audience.)
lANCE: Sorry. Uh, we’re in France. Paris, actually. left Bank,
not far from the Seine. Does everyone speak French? No?
(turning back to the others)
You’ve got to speak in English.
JUlIETTE: Quoi?
lANCE: Parlez en anglais.
JUlIETTE: Pourquoi?
lANCE: Parce que.
(He points at the audience. Juliette sighs and
shrugs.)
JUlIETTE: Okay.
(Lance looks at Jean-Luc, who simply shakes his
head.)
JEAN-lUC: Non.
lANCE: Come on.
JEAN-lUC: Non.
lANCE: They won’t understand. That’s rude.
JEAN-lUC: Oui.
(Jean-Luc exits. Lance turns back to Juliette, who
goes back to her book.)
lANCE: Juliette—
JUlIETTE: I have nothing to say to you.
lANCE: You’re being unreasonable.
JUlIETTE: I am a French woman.
lANCE: But this is why I’m here. I came here to write.
JUlIETTE: Oh, yes, you saved, for years you saved so you
could come to Paris and write, just to write.
lANCE: Yes! But now there’s also you.
JUlIETTE: Hmmmpf.
(She continues reading. Lance reaches over and
takes the book from her hands.)
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lANCE: Juliette—
JUlIETTE: Donnez-moi ce livre!
lANCE: In English.
JUlIETTE: Give me my book.
(He hands her back the book.)
JULIETTE: You want to write, fine. Go be with your words. I
have words too, and my word is “Good-bye.”
lANCE: All I said was that I needed to work this afternoon.
JUlIETTE: Yes, one afternoon after another. Hmmmpf.
lANCE: Why can’t we just talk about this?
JUlIETTE: You talk and you talk and you talk until the talking
is over.
GERTRUDE: (turning around) Oh, I like that.
(Lance and Juliette look at her.)
GERTRUDE: Don’t mind me, I’m just listening in.
lANCE: Um . . . we’re having a private conversation.
GERTRUDE: In a public place.
lANCE: Do you mind?
GERTRUDE: All right. I’m sorry.
lANCE: That’s okay.
GERTRUDE: You don’t mean that.
lANCE: Sure, I do.
GERTRUDE: No, you’re just being polite.
JUlIETTE: Who is this person?
lANCE: I have no idea.
GERTRUDE: Yes, you do.
lANCE: No. I don’t.
GERTRUDE: You’re never going to write something true if
you keep that up.
(Lance stops and stares at her. On some level he now
recognizes, but he’s unable to place her.)
lANCE: Wait, are . . . who are you?
GERTRUDE: Garçon?
(Jean-Luc, full of ennui, enters.)
JEAN-lUC: Oui, madame?
GERTRUDE: A glass of rosé, please.
JEAN-lUC: Certainement.
(Jean-Luc exits.)
lANCE: You already have a glass of wine.
GERTRUDE: It won’t last forever.
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JUlIETTE: Ooo! You come here, you interrupt my reading,
saying you must talk to me, why won’t I talk to you . . . and
then you stand and talk with this . . . stranger, meanwhile
my café crème has gone cold, and my temper is hot.
GERTRUDE: She’s a spitfire.
lANCE: Just hold on there’s something . . .
JUlIETTE: There is something, yes, there is something! This is
how it always is with you. You see only what is right in front
of you and the rest just fades away. You expect me—me, a
beautiful French woman!—to be here when you want me,
but even when you are here, you are not here.
GERTRUDE: There’s no here here.
(Jean-Luc returns with a glass of wine, which he sets
on Gertrude’s table.)
JEAN-lUC: Voila, madame.
GERTRUDE: Merci.
(Jean-Luc turns and leaves again. Gertrude swirls
the wine in her glass and takes a sniff of its bouquet.)
GERTRUDE: A rosé is a rosé is a rosé.
lANCE: Oh, my god!
JUlIETTE: What?
lANCE: She’s Gertrude Stein!
JUlIETTE: Who?
lANCE: A famous American writer who lived in Paris in the
Nineteen Twenties and Thirties.
JUlIETTE: That’s impossible.
GERTRUDE: I prefer it that way. If it can be done, why do it?
lANCE: No, no, no . . .
(turning to the audience)
I’m sorry, I don’t know why she’s here.
(back to Gertrude)
lANCE: (CONT.) You can’t be here. You’re dead.
(back to the audience)
She’s dead.
GERTRUDE: Who are you talking to?
lANCE: Them.
GERTRUDE: So, having a fight with your girlfriend in café
in Paris while an audience somewhere else watches you is
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okay, but talking to a woman who’s been dead since 1946,
that’s going too far?
lANCE: Okay, this is . . . this is . . .
GERTRUDE: This is your story.
lANCE: Story?
JUlIETTE: Wait, you are writing this?
lANCE: Oh, my god, I think I am.
JUlIETTE: You! You come to make this big scene here at the
café, to talk, to make me take you back . . . but you are
somewhere still writing?!
lANCE: (a beat) Yes?
JUlIETTE: You are a bad lover.
lANCE: Juliette, you—
JUlIETTE: (cutting him off) And! You are a bad writer.
GERTRUDE: Bam, said the lady.
lANCE: Do you mind?!
GERTRUDE: Hey, this is your imagination. You don’t want me
here, say the word.
lANCE: Go!
GERTRUDE: That’s not the word.
LANCE: Look, please just . . . go back to your table and finish
your wine.
GERTRUDE: Sorry, lance. I aim to misbehave.
(Hearing wine mentioned, Jean-Luc returns.)
JEAN-lUC: Un peu plus de vin?
lANCE: Juliette, please this is—
JUlIETTE: Don’t bother speaking. I hear the lies already.
lANCE: No. I’m here to write. This could be my last chance.
Something either happens this year or . . . I’ve been doing
this since I was twenty-two, and all I’ve got to show are a
couple of short stories in an anthology, an agent that won’t
take my calls, and . . . . I’m divorced. I don’t have any
kids. I have a cat. I found her in an alley around the corner
from here, and I call her Elle. I saved her life, but she only
pays attention to me when it’s time to eat. I just want to
get something down on the page that’s alive. But I haven’t
been able to. Then I met you, and I feel something. And it
inspires me to write, and—
(Juliette slaps him.)
GERTRUDE: Affection can be so dangerous.
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JEAN-lUC: Pardon, monsieur, mais
lANCE: Would you go away? Can’t you just ignore us like
most Parisian waiters?!
JEAN-lUC: No. I will not. I have, as you say, a bone to pick.
My role in this story of yours is nothing more than an insulting cliché. A rude French waiter? Oo-la-la! So clever. How
did you ever come up with an idea such as that? (slight
pause) Feh! No wonder you have no success. You have
the imagination of a cow. I don’t even have a name in this
scenario of yours.
(waving a hand toward the audience)
To them, I am just the French waiter, full of ennui, saying
only “oui” and “non” because your French is too poor to
allow me to truly give voice to all that is inside me. And
I’m supposed to just go in and out bringing you wine
and coffee while you play out this ridiculous scene with
this woman, telling her you “feel something,” instead of
telling her you love her. If you love her, you take action.
You don’t plead and moan about writing words. What are
words? Will they love you anymore than your cat? But
like all Americans all you think of is yourself and you
miss the point completely. In love you should act and act
decisively! A woman like this needs to be grabbed hard,
and then held tenderly.
(Jean-Luc suddenly takes hold of Juliette’s arms and
pulls her to him in a flash, and then instantly holds
her tenderly in his arms. Their faces are close. He
caresses her face with one hand.)
Darling. Your cool beauty overwhelms me. You are like a
tonic to a man lying in bed with malaria and a high fever,
on the knife’s edge between life and death. You are water
in the desert. You give me life, you give me breath.
JUlIETTE: Oh, Jean-luc.
JEAN-lUC: (suavely) Yes . . .
(then looking to Lance)
. . . that is my name.
JUlIETTE: Jean-luc, will you take me away from here?
JEAN-lUC: Yes, my darling. We’ll leave this behind, start anew.
Come with me to the Casbah.
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JUlIETTE: Yes, yes, I will. If we go now we can still catch
the night plane.
(Jean-Luc and Juliette kiss passionately. When
they break apart, Jean-Luc turns dismissively to
Lance.)
JEAN-lUC: That is how you keep a woman like Juliette.
JUlIETTE: Oui, c’est vrai. (She looks out at the audience,
remembering to speak in English.) I mean—
lANCE: No, it’s okay. I think they get it.
(Juliette kisses him on both cheeks.)
JUlIETTE: Au revoir, chérie.
lANCE: Au revoir.
(Jean-Luc takes off his apron, drops it on the ground,
then takes Juliette’s hand and they hurry off stage.
Lance watches them go.)
GERTRUDE: That’s what happens when you ignore minor
characters. They come back and bite you in the ass.
lANCE: I’m starting to wonder who the minor character here
really is.
GERTRUDE: You don’t understand what you don’t understand.
lANCE: What?
GERTRUDE: Think about it.
lANCE: (pause) I’m blind to the parts of myself that I don’t
want to hear.
GERTRUDE: Oh, I like that.
lANCE: Yeah.
(Lance sits down at the table and begins to write in
his notebook. Gertrude gets the glass of rosé from
her table and sets it down by Lance.)
GERTRUDE: To write is to write is to write is to write . . . but
you might get thirsty along the way.
(Lance continues to write. Gertrude smiles and gently
pats the back of his head, caressing his hair lightly.)
GERTRUDE: Good man, lance. You keep working.
(Gertrude turns and makes her way off down the boulevard, as the lights fade on Lance, who keeps writing.)
The End
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A WAlk in the PArk
Aren Haun
Production notes:
A WALK IN THE PARK was originally produced by
Lakeshore Players Theatre as part of their 7th Annual
10-Minute Play Festival, held June 9-12, 2011. The
play was directed by Keith McCarthy. The cast was
as follows:

Cast:
MAN, James Patrick (JP) Barone
WIFE, Sara Feinberg
STRANgER, James Elsenpeter

CHARACTERS:
MAN, a man in his forties to sixties
WIFE, his wife, same age or slightly younger
STRANgER, a younger man, late twenties to early thirties
SETTINg: A public park.
TIME: The present.
A MAN and his WIFE are walking through the park. Birds
chirping . . . It’s a nice day.
MAN: I’m saying, I’m saying that there’s something wrong with
us. I don’t mean you and me personally. Well, not . . . I mean,
all of us. People. We’ve lost . . . We’ve lost faith . . . We’ve
lost touch with what—
(THEY are interrupted by a STRANGER.)
STRANgER: Excuse me. I apologize for interrupting.
MAN: We’re not interested.
STRANgER: I’m sorry?
MAN: Whatever you’re preaching or selling or . . . We’re in the
middle of a conversation.
STRANgER: I appreciate that, I do . . .
MAN: We’re just minding our own—
STRANgER: But you haven’t heard what I—
MAN: I’m sure it’s a very sad story. But we don’t have any
money. Okay? So, please, leave us alo—
STRANgER: I’m not a . . .
MAN: Or whatever religion . . . Scientology . . .
STRANgER: That isn’t why I’m—
MAN: Would I interrupt you? If you were out, having a nice
walk in the park, conversing with someone, would I interrupt you? I’m asking you.
STRANgER: You’re right. I’m terribly sorry. I’ll leave you
alone. It won’t happen again.
MAN: Well, thank you. I don’t mean to sound harsh, but . . .
STRANgER: No, please. I understand. And I feel exactly the same
way. I believe a loss of manners is something that is seriously
damaging our . . . I’m very sorry to have bothered you.
MAN: That’s all right.
(Pause.)
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STRANgER: I just need one thing.
MAN: Look. I’ve explained to you . . .
STRANgER: Your wallet.
MAN: My what?
STRANgER: Your wallet. And your wife’s purse. Is this your
wife?
MAN: You . . . what? You’re saying . . . what? You want
what?
STRANgER: The wallet and the purse. And your phone. Then
I’ll go.
MAN: Is this a joke?
STRANgER: A joke? Not at all. This is how I make my living.
MAN: Are you . . . ?
(Pause.)
Are you robbing us?!
STRANgER: You could say that.
(Pause.)
MAN: Excuse me . . .
(The MAN attempts to lead his wife away. The
STRANGER blocks their path.)
get out of our way.
STRANgER: Just hand over the things I’ve asked for and you
can go back to your conversation. I am sorry about the
interruption . . .
MAN: Why should we give things to you that belong to us?
STRANgER: Because I have a gun.
(Pause.)
MAN: You have a gun.
STRANgER: I have a gun. Politically, you know, I’m against
them, but they are an unfortunate necessity in this line of
work.
MAN: I don’t believe you have a gun.
STRANgER: Do you have a gun?
MAN: No, I don’t have a gun.
STRANgER: Then you’re at a disadvantage.
MAN: Let me see it.
STRANgER: You want to see my gun?
MAN: You can’t make threats in public like this. Even as a jo . . .
(The STRANGER takes out the gun and shows it to
them. Pause. The WIFE hands over her purse.)
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MAN: (CONT’D)What do you want from us?
STRANgER: Just your wallet and your phone. Then I’ll go.
MAN: What will you do if I don’t give them to you?
STRANgER: I’ll shoot you.
(Pause.)
I’d have no choice, you see. It does no good going around
threatening people with a gun if you can’t back it up. It
would be disingenuous.
(Another pause. The MAN hands over his wallet
and phone.)
MAN: Are you really a mugger?
STRANgER: I just stole your money and your phone.
MAN: Yes, but you don’t act like . . .
STRANgER: You mean like some kind of stereotypical . . . ?
MAN: You just don’t seem like someone . . . The way you
talk . . .
STRANgER: I have a Master’s.
MAN: In what, thievery?
STRANgER: Art history, actually. Lot of good that did me. I
used to work as a security guard at the museum for awhile,
just trying to stick around that world, you know? But after
awhile, it became, oh, I don’t know, unsatisfying somehow.
Anyway, this pays better.
MAN: And you don’t think . . .
STRANgER: I still go on the weekends. Sorry.
MAN: No, you go ahead.
STRANGER: No, please, I was finished. You were saying . . . ?
MAN: I was going to ask whether or not you see anything
wrong with this.
STRANgER: You mean . . . mugging? Of course! I’m not naïve. But the way I see it, we all get robbed sooner or later.
I’m doing my part to make the experience as pleasant as
possible. I know it can never be fun to have your money
stolen. It’s like going to the dentist when you’re a kid. That
lollipop doesn’t make it any less painful, does it? It only
adds insult to injury. But I still believe there’s such a thing
as decorum . . .
MAN: What do you mean?
STRANgER: Well, just because one has an unpleasant task
to do, doesn’t mean there isn’t a proper way to conduct
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oneself. Some of these muggers, you should see them . . . I
mean, after all, it isn’t your fault you’re being robbed. Why
should you have to suffer indignity in addition to losing
your possessions?
MAN: But doesn’t that make it even worse? We’re still
victims . . .
STRANgER: You see yourselves as victims?
MAN: Aren’t we?
STRANgER: Well, sure. In a sense, we’re all victims . . . Aren’t
we getting robbed every day . . . ? I mean, just the other day
I paid four dollars for a bottle of water. I said, “Four dollars? Are you kidding?” Twenty years ago we would have
laughed at that. We would have thought it was insane.
MAN: That’s right, we would have.
STRANgER: This city’s changed. The whole country’s
changed. It’s all hypocrisy. They tell you, buy six bags of
chips for six dollars. But who needs six?
MAN: You know, I was at Whole Foods the other day . . .
(to the WIFE)
. . . I already told you this . . .
(to the STRANGER)
. . . and one of the items scanned at the register at a
higher price than it said on the shelf. So I asked them
to do a price check. And they acted like I was the one
holding up the whole line. And then, twenty minutes
later, when they’d finally figured out their mistake . . .
did they even apologize? They were essentially robbing
me and acting like . . .
STRANgER: No one takes any responsibility, do they? Everyone acts as though it’s the person working above them
who’s to blame. That’s why I’m self-employed.
MAN: Yes, even in my job . . . I’m a contractor. I do windows,
window panes, that sort of thing . . . I always try to provide
my clients with a fair quote. But a lot of people in my line
will inflate the estimate. They’ll double, even triple it, depending on who they’re talking to.
STRANgER: And it’s legal.
MAN: Completely legal!
STRANgER: Look at gas prices . . .
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MAN: Right! It changes depending on the region, not on . . .
STRANgER: . . . on the price of oil.
MAN: They fix the prices. And it’s all legal.
STRANgER: Legal. Pfff. The police don’t know what real
crime is anymore. They’re too busy handing out parking
tickets . . .
MAN: Don’t get me started on parking . . . It’s a complete racket.
We don’t need the mafia anymore . . . they’ve all gone to
work for the government!
STRANgER: I got a parking ticket on my way over here today.
I stopped for two minutes . . . I’m telling you . . .
MAN: What can we do? We have to have our cars. Look at public
transportation in this country. It’s shameful . . .
STRANgER: Couldn’t agree with you more.
(Pause.)
MAN: Well.
STRANgER: Yes, well.
MAN: What can you do . . .
STRANgER: There’s nothing you can do. My philosophy is:
take care of yourself, your health, and the people you love.
And do it as honestly as you can.
MAN: I feel exactly the same way.
STRANgER: I always try to be straightforward in my work.
MAN: I can tell.
STRANgER: I’m not like one of those movie previews where they
show you one thing, and then you get to the theater . . .
MAN: . . . and it’s completely different! I hate that!
STRANgER: Let’s face it. Our society is crumbling. It’s coming
to an end. The plane is going to crash. All we can do on the
way down is show each other a little courtesy, a little kindness . . . treat each other with fairness and respect. I mean,
here we are. In this glorious park. On such a beautiful day.
And let’s face it, you’re gonna get robbed. It might be on
your taxes, it might be at your local farmer’s market, there’s
no avoiding it . . . The real question we have to ask ourselves
is: Whatever happened to old-fashioned decency?
(Pause.)
Whew. That was a mouthful, wasn’t it?
MAN: I want you to know. I deeply appreciate everything you
just said . . .
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STRANgER: Thank you. I get these, you know, thoughts stuck
up in my head, I don’t even know they’re there . . .
MAN: If you don’t mind my saying, you seem like a very reasonable person.
STRANgER: I try.
MAN: I wonder if you’d be willing to do us a favor.
STRANgER: Um, if I can . . .
MAN: I’m not asking for the money back . . .
STRANgER: Okay, because . . .
MAN: Or the phone.
STRANgER: No, I need that.
MAN: But how about letting us keep the wallet and purse? You
can take everything of value inside them . . . but let my wife
keep her day planner . . . I’ve got my gym membership ID
in there, you know how it is, such a pain in the ass . . .
STRANgER: Mm, I’d have to keep the credit cards.
MAN: I understand. What do you say?
STRANgER: I’d love to, but I really can’t. It’s a valid request, no
question, but you make one exception, then another, where
does it end? I’ll tell you what, though. I’m walking that way.
I might drop the purse and wallet, once I’ve had a chance to
go through them. I’m sorry, it’s the best I can do.
MAN: No, that’s . . . We appreciate it.
STRANgER: All right, well . . . Thanks for talking with me.
good luck to both of you.
MAN: And to you.
(The STRANGER exits. Pause.)
MAN: (CONT’D) Well. Well well well.
(Pause.)
How about that.
(looks at his WIFE)
Honey? Are you all right? You look pale. What is it?
Sweetheart, talk to me, what’s wrong?
(Pause.)
WIFE: HELP!!!
(BLACKOUT.)
The End
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kazmatura@gmail.com

The Gift Theater
TEN Festival
Contact: Michael Patrick Thornton
www.thegifttheatre.org
Heartland Theatre Company
Themed 10-Minute Play Festival Every Year
Contact Person: Mike Dobbins (Artistic
Director)
boxoffice@heartlandtheatre.org
www.heartlandtheatre.org
Hella Fresh Fish
freshfish2submit@gmail.com
Hobo Junction Productions - Hobo Robo
Festival
Spenser Davis, Literary Manager
hobojunctionsubmissions@gmail.com
www.hobojunctionproductions.com
The Hovey Players, Waltham MA
Hovey Summer Shorts
www.hoveyplayers.com
Illustrious Theatre Co.
www.illustrioustheatre.org
illustrioustheatre@gmail.com
Image Theatre
Naughty Shorts
jbisantz@comcast.net

Fusion Theatre Co.
http://www.fusionabq.org
info@fusionabq.org

Independent Actors Theatre (Columbia,
MO)
Short Women’s Play Festival
Emily Rollie, Artistic Director
e.rollie@iatheatre.org
www.iatheatre.org

Future Ten
info@futuretenant.org

Kings Theatre
www.kingstheatre.ca

GI60
Steve Ansell
screammedia@yahoo.com

Lake Shore Players
www.lakeshoreplayers.com
Joan Elwell
office@lakeshoreplayers.com
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La Petite Morgue (Fresh Blood)
Kellie Powell at Lapetitemorgue@
gmail.com
www.lapetitemorgue.blogspot.com
Lebanon Community Theatre Playwriting Contest
Plays must be at least 10 minutes and
no longer than 20 minutes.
www.lct.cc/PlayWriteContest.htm
Lee Street Theatre, Salisbury, NC
(themed)
Original 10-Minute Play Festival
Justin Dionne, managing artistic
director
info@leestreet.org
www.leestreet.org
Little Fish Theatre Co.
www.litlefishtheatre.org
Live Girls Theatre
submissions@lgtheater.org
Little Fish Theatre
Pick of the Vine Festival
www.littlefishtheatre.org/wp/participate/submit-a-script/
Lourdes University Drama Society One
Act Play Festival, Sylvania, Ohio
Keith Ramsdell, Drama Society Advisor
dramasociety@lourdes.edu
www.lourdes.edu/dramasociety.aspx
Madlab Theatre
Theatre Roulette
Andy Batt (andy@madlab.net)
www.madlab.net/MadLab/Home.html
Magnolia Arts Center, Greenville, NC
Ten Minute Play Contest
info@magnoliaartscenter.com
www.magnoliaartscenter.com
Fee charged
Manhattan Repertory Theatre, New
York, NY
Ken Wolf
manhattanrep@yahoo.com
www.manhattanrep.com

McLean Drama Co.
www.mcleandramacompany.org
Rachel Bail (rachbail@yahoo.com)
Mildred’s Umbrella
Museum of Dysfunction Festival
www.mildredsumbrella.com
info@mildredsumbrella.com
Nantucket Short Play Competition
Jim Patrick
www.nantucketshortplayfestival.com
nantucketshortplay@comcast.net
Napa Valley Players
8 x 10: A Festival of 10 Minute Plays
www.napavalleyplayhouse.org
New American Theatre
www.newamericantheatre.com
New Voices Original Short Play Festival
Kurtis Donnelly (kurtis@gvtheatre.org)
NFA New Play Festival
Newburgh Free Academy
201 Fullerton Ave, Newburgh, NY 12550
Terry Sandler (terrysandle@hotmail.com
(may not accept electronic submissions)
North Park Playwright Festival
New short plays (no more than 15 pages,
less is fine)
Submissions via mail to:
North Park Vaudeville and Candy Shoppe
2031 El Cajon Blvd.
San Diego, CA 92104
Attn: Summer Golden, Artistic Director.
www.northparkvaudeville.com
Northport One-Act Play Festival
Jo Ann Katz (joannkatz@gmail.com)
www.northportarts.org
Nylon Fusion
nylonsubmissions@gmail.com
www.nylonfusioncollective.org
Over Our Head Players, Racine WI
www.overourheadplayers.org/oohp15
Pan Theater, Oakland, CA
Anything Can Happen Festival
David Alger, pantheater@comcast.net
http://www.facebook.com/sanfranciscoimprov
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Paw Paw Players One Act Festival
www.ppvp.org/oneacts.htm
Pegasus Theater Company (in Sonoma
County, north of San Francisco)
Tapas Short Plays Festival
www.pegasustheater.com/html/submissions.html
Contact: Lois Pearlman lois5@sonic.net
Playhouse Creatures
Page to Stage
newplays@playhousecreatures.org
Playmakers Spokane Hit& Run
Sandra Hosking
playmakersspokane@gmail.com
www.sandrahosking.webs.com
Playwrights’ Arena
Flash Theater LA
Contact person: Jon Lawrence Rivera
email: jonlawrencerivera@gmail.com
Website: www.playwrightsarena.org
Playwrights’ Round Table (Launch
Series), Orlando, FL
Chuck Dent charlesrdent@hotmail.
com
www.theprt.com
Playwrights Studio Theater
5210 W. Wisconsin Ave.
Milwaukee, WI 53208
Attn: Michael Neville, Artistic Dir.
Ruckus Theatre
Allison Shoemaker
theruckus@theruckustheater.org
www.ruckustheater.org/home/contact.
html
Salem Theatre Co.
Moments of Play
mop@salemtheatre.com
Santa Cruz Actor’s Theatre / Eight
Tens at Eight
Wilma Chandler, Artistic Director
ronziob@email.com
http://www.sccat.org
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Secret Rose Theatre
www.secretrose.com
info@secretrose.com
Secret Theatre (Midsummer Night Festival), Queens, NY.
Odalis Hernandez, odalis.hernandez@
gmail.com
http://www.secrettheatre.com/
Shelterbelt Theatre, Omaha, NB
From Shelterbelt with Love
McClain Smouse, associate-artistic@
shelterbelt.org
submissions@shelterbelt.org
www.shelterbelt.org
Shepparton Theatre Arts Group
“Ten in 10” is a performance of
10 plays each running for 10 minutes
every year.
Email: info@stagtheatre.com
Website: www.stagtheatre.com
Short+Sweet
Literary Manager, Pete Malicki
Pete@shortandsweet.org
http://www.shortandsweet.org/shortsweet-theatre/submit-script
Silver Spring Stage, Silver Spring, MD
Jacy D’Aiutolo
oneacts2012.ssstage@gmail.com
www.ssstage.org
Six Women Play Festival
www.sixwomenplayfestival.com
Source Festival
jenny@culturaldc.org
Southern Repertory Theatre
6 x6
Aimee Hayes (literary@southernrep.com)
www.southernrep.com/
Stage Door Productions
Original One-Act Play Festival
www.stagedoorproductions.org
Stage Q
www.stageq.com
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Stratton Summer Shorts
Stratton Players
President: Rachel D’onfro
www.strattonplayers.com
info@strattonplayers.com

Winston-Salem Writers
Annual 10 Minute Play Contest
www.wswriters.org
info@wswriters.org

Ten Minute Playhouse (Nashville)
Nate Eppler, Curator
newworksnashville@gmail.com
www.tenminuteplayhouse.com

Write Act
www.writeactrep.org
John Lant (j316tlc@pacbell.net)

Ten Minute Play Workshop
www.tenminuteplayworkshop.com
Theatre One Productions
theatreoneproductions@yahoo.com
Theatre Out, Santa Ana CA
David Carnevale david@theatreout.
com
LGBT plays
Theatre Oxford 10 Minute Play
Contest
http://www.theatreoxford.com
Alice Walker
10minuteplays@gmail.com
Theatre Three
www.theatrethree.com
Jeffrey Sanzel (jeffrey@theatrethree.
com)
Towne Street Theatre Ten-Minute Play
Festival
info@townestreet.org
Unrenovated Play Festival
unrenovatedplayfest@gmail.com
Wide Eyed Productions
www.wideeyedproductions.com
playsubmissions@wideeyedproductions.com
Wild Claw Theatre:
Death Scribe 10 Minute Radio Horror
Festival
www.wildclawtheatre.com/index.html
literary@wildclawtheatre.com
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